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The Lady Across the Hall


Chapter 1

That summer came a year after I’d flung my cap towards blue June skies, armed with a fresh degree but weighed down by longing for Lori. Two years before the ring settled on my finger, I was sure—achingly sure—that she would be my bride. Lori and I, college lovers entwined by shared hungers and whispered promises, often tangled in sheets while fantasies of our future spilled between gasps. Thinking back, I realize my certainty outpaced hers; I mistook her quiet for commitment, her yeses in the dark for vows.

Lori and her family belonged to that college town, the sort of place where secrets and passion lived just behind closed doors. Unlike me—a boarder, a guest—she had roots in every corner. During my years there, I drifted between a handful of homes, but Lori became my anchor almost immediately. We glided seamlessly into couplehood, our chemistry caught fire fast and bright. Her parents welcomed me without hesitation, their easy hospitality smoothing my nerves each weekend I returned—a young man willing to drive hours just to steal another night beside her.

After graduation, my job only shrunk the miles on the map—four hours behind the wheel, my mind fizzing with anticipation every Friday. Our affair continued, ardent and steady in public, burning wild and hungry in private. Her parents always let me stay over; I was more than just her boyfriend, perhaps already their would-be son-in-law.

Yet, beneath those familiar smiles and her moaned professions in bed, I missed the subtle distance curling around her words. Lori was already edging away, something I wouldn’t see until much later. While our bodies remained fervently intertwined, her heart was drifting elsewhere, drawn by the gravitational pull of a new arrival in town—a student who slowly nudged me out from the center of her affection.

Our ritual was simple: a Thursday night call to set plans, fuel the anticipation, and coax promises over the line. That week, things changed. Freedom seized me unexpectedly late on Friday, my craving for Lori at a fever pitch. I dialed her apartment with shaky fingers; only silence greeted me. Raw and restless, I gambled—I tossed my things in the car and raced the sun to her town, desire tightening every muscle. When I arrived near 8pm, breathless and hopeful, I knocked. No answer. Hope faltered. I waited, pacing the threshold of our shared memories, frustration simmering beneath my skin.

Two apartments stood sentinel on that floor, split by a hallway that was our teenage playground—where we pressed each other up against the cool plaster, mouths tasting, hands wandering, desperate yet constrained. Every inch of that passage was sacred, scorched with memories of half-whispered pleas and denied climaxes—until, driven by need and necessity, we sought other secret places to finally come together.

Just as disappointment threatened to crush me, the door opposite creaked open. Muriel—Lori’s neighbor—stepped out, silhouetted by the warm interior light. “Oh Jim…they all left for the weekend. Didn’t anyone tell you?” Her voice was gentle, tinged with sympathy.

Muriel was a different flavor of woman—slender, almost fragile, her forty years etched into kind, searching eyes. Her husband, phantom-like, was a traveling salesman, a ghost glimpsed only in stories. In the years I’d circled Lori’s orbit, I’d never once crossed his path. Yet Muriel was always there—invited to family dinners, included in laughter and toasts, ever gracious. Amidst her solitude, she wore optimism like perfume, radiating warmth through loneliness. Her smile now, as she spoke to me, carried a quiet invitation—one I would soon be unable to ignore.

The disappointment must have etched itself plainly across my features, because Muriel’s eyes softened with gentle concern. “Come in, Jim. Have a beer with me while you figure out your next move,” she suggested, her voice a tender invitation that I found impossible to refuse.

With grateful relief, I accepted and stepped into the familiar warmth of her apartment, letting myself sink onto a chair at her cozy kitchen table. Muriel, efficient and quietly hospitable, bent to retrieve two cold bottles from the fridge. The sharp hiss of the caps gave way to the clinking of glass, and for a few easy moments the world shrank to this simple, unexpected company.

Muriel had always struck me as the kind neighbor—the sort of woman easily overlooked, her presence muted by modest dresses, oversized sweaters, and unadorned skin. But as we settled into conversation, our words loose from the beer, I looked at her through softer eyes. Under the muted lamplight, the severe lines of her clothing faded away, replaced by the clear, almost luminous intelligence in her eyes and the subtle curve of her lips when she laughed lightly. Two beers deep, the space between us drew in. Our knees brushed, tentative at first, both playing it off as accidental, but then her thighs closed, trapping my knee with surprising intent.

The air thickened, pulsing with a new kind of electricity. She reached across, her slender hand covering mine, her grip as intimate as it was surprising. Our gazes tangled, breaths stilled. Then, as though pulled by something inevitable, she rose and circled the chair, coming to stand beside me. Her fingers traced lightly along my neck, teasing the shell of my ear, while her hip pressed against my shoulder, heat radiating through layers of fabric.

Startled, but turned on by her sudden boldness, I let my arm slip around her waist, drawing her closer, feeling the heated shudder that ran through her. My fingers wandered lower, gliding over her hip and caressing the softness at the back of her leg. Muriel bent to nuzzle the top of my head, her cheek nuzzling my hair—a fleetingly tender gesture. Emboldened, my hand slipped under the hem of her skirt, higher, savoring the smoothness of her bare thigh, until my fingers found the edge of her panties and slipped beneath. She whimpered against me, a soft, desperate sound that made my cock stir forcefully. My lips found hers, her mouth opening to invite my tongue inside, welcoming the unexpected passion that had blossomed between us.

The possibilities unspooled in my mind—tonight could be so much more than I planned. “That sounds wonderful, Muriel. I’d love that,” I murmured, voice thick with desire.

Her body lingered against mine, just for a moment, both of us reveling in the heady rush of unexpected connection. With a shy, coquettish smile, she slipped away, fussing at the countertop with the practiced hands of a woman trying to steady herself. She glanced back, her cheeks flushed. “Supper’s almost ready. Why don’t you relax with a bit of television in the living room while I run a bath? I’ll be out soon…”

Her words were heavy with promise, hanging in the charged air between us as she disappeared down the hall, anticipation thrumming through every nerve in my body.

Confidence surged through me as I realized Muriel was unmistakably hungry for something more—and I was fervently ready to give it. My mind flashed briefly to Lori and the steamy scenes I’d been anticipating, but that was already fading. The press of Muriel’s body promised a far more immediate—and intimate—pleasure. As I made my way towards the living room, I couldn’t help but stop behind her, unable to resist the magnetic draw. My hands gripped her hips firmly, pulling her lush curves tight against my throbbing arousal. Muriel shifted, pressing her ass into me, a wicked invitation in that subtle grind. She glanced over her shoulder, her lips seeking mine, tongues tangling in a slow, hungry kiss. My palms skimmed upward, savoring the contours of her small, exquisite breasts as I cupped them, feeling her nipples pebble against my touch.

“Muriel, you know exactly what I need tonight,” I murmured, voice thick with want.

Her body melted against mine, tongue plunging deeper into my mouth. A breathy, "Oh yes. I know," slipped out—a sultry promise I felt everywhere.

By the time I settled onto the living room sofa, hunger pulsed low and heavy in my gut. She reappeared moments later, hair still damp and loose, bearing cold beers and a dangerous aura of anticipation. Draped only in a fragile, almost transparent robe, she seemed transformed: softer, more vulnerable and yet bolder, her body outlined by the shifting fabric, pointed nipples plain beneath the shimmery cloth. She sat close, and her scent—clean, floral, uniquely hers—filled the air.

She leaned against me, her voice confessing in a silken hush, “I used to hear you and Lori through the walls. All those secret moans and laughter... it made me ache to be touched again, to remember what it’s like. Thank you for waking me up. It’s been so long since anyone has truly wanted me.”

I glanced down; the robe had fallen open just enough to reveal the elegant sweep of her thigh, high and inviting. Heat pooled between us. I couldn’t resist tracing my hand up the soft skin of her inner thigh, feeling muscles quiver with anticipation. Her head lolled back against the sofa, eyelids fluttering closed as she surrendered. Her knees parted for my hand, granting me intimate access, while I pressed slow kisses along her neck, tasting her, breathing her in—her skin scented like crushed rose petals and warm evening.

With deliberate patience, I loosened her robe’s belt and parted the fabric, exposing her fully to my gaze. Muriel’s body was breathtaking in its natural, unadorned beauty—small, pert breasts crowned with hard, eager nipples; delicate ribs gently rising and falling beneath flawless skin. Her lashes rested against her cheeks, perhaps nervous, perhaps bashful about my reaction to her bare vulnerability, but she couldn’t be more wrong—a primal want surged through me.

She possessed the raw allure of confidence discovered; her pubic hair, a dark, inviting triangle above swollen, waiting lips. I let my fingertips roam lightly over the soft curls, then slipped between, parting her sex, my pulse thundering as her heat welcomed me. The night belonged to us—hers to explore, mine to possess—and I reveled in the addictive, erotic certainty that we would both leave nothing unanswered.

Our lips crashed together with a hunger that surprised us both, tongues darting and twisting, desperate to taste every secret the other possessed. My hands eagerly slid between her thighs, parting her warmth, each finger tracing the slick heat along either side of her aching center. Muriel gasped, a helpless whimper escaping from deep in her chest, her hips arching upward in an urgent invitation, grinding herself against my searching touch, desperate to keep my hand captive against her swollen, needy sex.

Bending lower, I licked at the taut peaks of her breasts, my tongue circling one nipple and then the other, savoring how sharply they responded to my lips. Muriel moaned, clutching at my hair, pulling me down, pressing her nipple more insistently to my mouth, feeding me her desire.

I heard her voice, breathless, trembling with both memory and want. “I remember… hearing you with Lori. I’d press myself against the wall, listening. I could even hear when your tongue was between her legs, the way she cried out… Oh, it drove me wild, wishing it was me.”

I looked up, meeting her eyes as my finger slid, slow and deliberate, into the velvet heat of her core. The sound she made—raw and unrestrained, a sharp invocation—burned into my skin. I pulled my finger out, slick and glistening, bringing it to my lips, tasting her, letting her see how badly I wanted her.

“Did you ever picture me between your thighs, Muriel?” I murmured, voice thick with arousal. “Did you ever ache to know how my tongue would feel forcing its way between your pussy lips, tasting you, making you come with just my mouth?” My hand was greedy for her, slipping two fingers deep inside, feeling the desperate clench of her heat as she wrapped her arms hard around my neck. She bucked against me, hips straining for more, trembling each time I touched her.

“Those nights with Lori…” she whispered, lost in the memory. “Did you… did you ever fuck her?”

I met her gaze, dark and intense, fingers moving inside her. “You want to know if I fucked her, Muriel? Want to know if I drove into her just like I’m going to take you tonight?” Her body was a live wire—shuddering, breathless, electrified by every brush of fingers and lips.

Her hands were suddenly frantic at my waist, tugging at my belt, hastily unfastening, trembling as she freed me. I leaned back, letting her explore, my pulse hammering in anticipation. When her burning fingers wrapped around my cock, I had to grit my teeth, struggling for control as she explored the slick, swollen crown with trembling strokes.

“My God… you’re so big. So hard. I’ve never felt anything like it,” Muriel gasped, eyes hungry as she slid my shorts down, watching my rigid cock spring into her hand. She whimpered, mesmerized, her fist gliding over the thick shaft, the purple tip glistening, swollen and needy.

“Take it easy, Muriel,” I growled, warning her, pleasure almost too much. “If you keep that up, I’ll lose it right now—and I have other places I need to be inside you.” To show her, I plunged my fingers deeper, knuckles pressing into her heat, both of us urgent and clinging to each other on the sofa, hands working, bodies straining, lost to everything but sensation.

“I want to go down on you, Muriel,” I whispered, lips hot against her ear. “Let me show you what I did to Lori. Let me taste you… I want to lick your pussy before I fuck you. Please. Let me worship you with my mouth.”

There was no need for words—her answer was written across the shiver that raced through her body and the way she melted back against the sofa, reluctantly releasing my cock as her eyes fluttered closed. I shifted, settling on my knees between her parted thighs, and took a moment to drink in the image before me: her pussy, flushed and glistening, inviting and untouched in a way that made my breath falter.

I lowered my head, my lips brushing softly over the delicate folds, tasting her for the first time—a heady mix of salt and sweetness that sent a pulse of heat through my bloodstream. Her body jerked underneath my mouth, hips tilting up, as I flattened my tongue and traced a long, slow path from her entrance up to the swollen bud at the apex of her slick slit. Her entire body seemed to arch instinctively, her breath catching in her throat.

I drew her clit between my lips, teasing it with the very tip of my tongue, flicking and swirling until she was gasping, trembling, her legs tightening around my head. Her hands tangled in my hair, desperate and insistent, pressing my mouth harder against her as cries of pleasure tumbled from her lips—each one laced with abandon. She sounded desperately close to coming apart.

"Now, Jim, now—please, I need you inside me. Put it in, now." Her words were broken, desperate, torn from deep within her.

I rose up quickly, heat radiating off my skin as I stripped out of my clothes in a blur of need. Muriel was already ready for me, having produced a slick tube of jelly from beneath the sofa cushion. Her fingers were shaking as she spread it over her aching, glistening folds—coaxing it in, moaning softly. "I'll need this," she whispered through trembling lips, "it's been so long, only my vibrator in all that time." Her other hand gripped me, urgency turning her movements frantic as she squeezed a generous dollop of the lube into her palm and clenched it around my thrumming shaft, slicking me up.

"That’s enough, baby. No more. I want you now." Her need was feverish, her whole body arching toward me as I climbed between her opened thighs. She was sprawled back, the robe abandoned around her, leaving her breasts bared, nipples peaked and tight, the skin flushed with arousal. Her dark curls framed her vivid, swollen sex—wet and open, pulsing for me.

I didn't hesitate. I let the head of my cock rest at her entrance, pausing just long enough to drag it up and down her slit before I pushed inside in one smooth, claiming stroke. No barrier, just flesh to flesh, heat to heat. She welcomed me with a gasp, her body stretching around my fullness, her arms wrapped tightly around my shoulders as I braced her by gripping her ass and driving into her with frenzied, hungry thrusts.

She rocked against me in wild abandon, her hands clawing at my back and pulling me deeper, holding me close. Every movement pushed her head back into the armrest, her mouth parted on a near-silent scream as I pounded into her, losing myself in her heat, her tightness, her unrestrained cries.

Release broke over me like a tidal wave, thrusting hard and deep with a raw, guttural groan. I spilled into her, feeling her inner muscles pulse and milk the last drops from me as she writhed beneath me, wringing pleasure from my throbbing cock, milking me dry with every roll of her hips.

Breathless, I lifted myself, my cock still sheathed inside her, savoring the throb of aftershocks. Muriel looked up at me—beautiful, dazed, her eyes meeting mine for the first time, soft and shining. I drove into her with a few slow, lingering strokes, both of us watching as her trembling pussy finally forced me to slip free, the swollen head sliding out of her in a delicious, quivering rush.

Her fingers wrapped possessively around my thick, slick cock, luxuriating in the wetness our bodies had made. She traced lazy circles with the swollen head, teasing it through her glistening folds still quivering from our last desperate climax. Muriel breathed, voice low and sultry, "God, that was extraordinary… It's been so long since I've come anywhere near feeling that alive. Thank you… You're incredible. I need you here tonight—I couldn't bear it if this ends after just one taste."

A smoky scent drifted in from the kitchen, but she just laughed, the thought of burnt supper suddenly so trivial as she hovered over me. Her hunger was for something far more urgent. Muriel climbed astride, straddling me, pressing her bare breasts against my lips until her nipples were begging to be savored. "Please, Jim… take my nipples in your mouth again. No one's loved me there for years."

God, the taste of her skin, the velvet of those dark nipples—how could I resist? My hands slid eagerly around her waist as I drew her into my mouth, tongue swirling, lips tugging gently, teasing her peak until I felt her tremble and melt against me. I swear, women's nipples are wired directly to their pleasure, and Muriel proved it—her hips rocked against my body, her wet, open cunt brushing up and down along the length of my cock, hardening me with each wet, slippery stroke.

She leaned forward on her knees, moaning softly, offering her swollen nipples again and again, seeking every ounce of yearning I could give. I sucked, nipped, grazed them with my teeth. Her soaking slit slid shamelessly along my cock—heat and wetness so intoxicating I almost lost control. Then her hand wrapped around me, guiding my cock, just the tip, into the throbbing entrance of her slit. I lifted my hips, throbbing for her, until the head popped just inside.

She squeezed me just behind the head, her hand sure and knowing. "Yes, there, right there… keep pressing, Muriel… God…"

With a desperate groan, she held onto my shoulders, her whole body moving rhythmically, eyes shut tight with concentration as her pussy massaged the head of my cock, riding that exquisite tension. Then, all at once, she dropped her hips, impaling herself completely, taking me all the way inside. I watched her taut stomach quiver, saw every muscle shudder as she slid up and down my shaft—gripping me, losing herself, riding me as if she’d finally rediscovered her deepest pleasure.

"Up a little—just let me…" I murmured, hands strong on her ass, lifting her enough to thrust deep, hard, fucking her with primal urgency. Muriel pressed her face into my neck, mouth hot and hungry, sucking and biting at my shoulder as our bodies collided.

Her second orgasm was quieter, less explosive, but every bit as consuming. She collapsed across me, a warm, trembling weight, and neither of us wanted—or could bear—to move. We lay tangled and sticky on the couch, two lovers undone by each other’s need, drunk on lust.

Finally, Muriel pulled herself up with a languid groan. "I should rescue dinner before the fire department shows up," she sighed, voice rough with satisfaction. I watched her stride off, her bare ass swaying, perfectly delicious and completely unashamed. She was radiant and brazen, knowing my gaze devoured her every step, that she had taken her pleasure and left me equally ruined and hungry for more.

We’d bathed side by side, naked skin gliding and sliding beneath foamy water, hands lingering a little too long in places that made us both shudder. Toweling off became another ritual—soft strokes over damp, flushed flesh, no rush, just the erotic charge of secret nudges and playful flicks across sensitive skin. Then, lit only by low lamps and the velvet caress of evening, we danced naked and close, hips pressed together, our bodies swaying to a slow, sultry melody. The sensuality lingered as we sipped wine, tasting each other between bites of food, a giggle here, a hungry glance there, absence of clothing making every touch charged and deliciously obvious.

When we finally drifted to bed, it was unhurried—slow, deliberate exploration. Tongues found their way into every crevice, lips brushing across thighs and stomachs, every inch worshipped with teasing patience. We rolled against each other, skin on skin, lips to neck or breast, lost in the lazy intensity of our desire, fucking without haste, letting each sensation build and spill in waves until exhaustion overtook us and we melted into a tangled heap of limbs and quiet laughter.

Sleeping beside a woman was new to me; all night, every time her body touched mine, I started awake, heart thudding, drunk on the strangeness of not being alone. But the real difference—what changed me—was waking up, body aching with a need that felt raw and urgent. Morning erections had always been a solitary affair—but now, with her warm and naked beside me, the firm press of my cock against the curve of her ass felt like the start of something I craved to repeat every day.

There’s nothing like morning sex—when a woman, flushed with sleep, mind as soft as her skin, stretches lazily and becomes aware of the promise grinding against her. For a fleeting moment, the world shrinks to nothing but shared hunger—my chest pressed to her back, my hand gliding across silk-smooth breast and belly, finding the delicate spread of her thighs and the heat waiting between them.

We woke together, cocooned in dawn’s blue haze. Her lashes fluttered, lips curving in a sleepy secret smile. She turned to me, bodies curling on our sides, and with a sigh, she lifted her thigh over my hip, drawing me even closer, velvet heat catching the head of my cock. As we kissed, my palm pressed into her mound, fingers working gently through the lush wet hair, sliding easily into her open, greedy slit. The world had dissolved into softness and desire, nothing left but the urge to give and take pleasure.

Her voice was a whisper, thick with longing. “You’ll have to go soon. Please—make love to me again before you leave... take your time, slow, just like before. Leave me aching for you.”

Her fingers snaked between us, wrapping around my throbbing cock, guiding it to her slick, hot center. The tip glided along her lips, gathering her dew, and she rocked her hips with a languid rhythm, coating me, teasing herself, teasing me, teasing us both with maddening patience. My hands found her ass, fingers burying in softness, thumbs prying gently to open her even further. We kissed, slow and hungry, every caress promising more.

“No need for jelly this morning,” she murmured. “Give me your knob… let me squeeze it just like last night—like I’m about to break apart from wanting it so badly.”

I eased myself inside her, feeling her tight entrance grasp the head of my cock, those delicate folds holding me so savagely I had to freeze, let her work her own rhythm around me. Muriel clung to me, her arms snaked about my back, pressing her small, firm breasts flush to my chest. Her whole, trembling body shivered with desire, hips working in slow, exquisite movements, massaging just the tip of my cock with her heat. It was so good—almost unbearably good—I wondered if I could hold off, let her coax an orgasm out of me with only those desperate, clinging pulses.

But soon my need overcame restraint and the urge to possess her fully took over, driving me to sink deeper, thrusting myself inside with growing urgency. Each time my hips met hers, our bones collided, sparking electricity up my spine—her slick warmth wrapped around every part of me, velvet-soft and greedy. It felt like I was lost in a storm of silken tongues, licking and swirling, as her drenched cunt parted and welcomed me again and again.

She rolled onto her back and tugged me on top of her, her legs winding up and over my waist, locking me into her. “Give me everything, Jim. Don’t hold back—I want all of you,” she whispered with hungry insistence. I obeyed, letting my need and hers mingle, moving together until our bodies trembled in perfect, blinding harmony. Each time I pulled back, her inner muscles clamped down, catching me, milking me, only to open wide again as I plunged back in. When our climax crested, it was together—synchronized, raw, unchecked.

We collapsed, tangled and breathing hard, basking in the afterglow. Minutes later, she murmured against my skin, “We both really need a shower.” In the bathroom, water streaming over us, she knelt before me, and her mouth—soft and eager—claimed my cock. She didn’t stop until I was shaking, weak in the knees, and she swallowed me down, that wicked smile lighting her face as she rose. “I’ve been dreaming about tasting you like that for years,” she confessed, a teasing droplet of cum on her lips.

It was more than just the end of a night—it was the beginning of something new, something real. For the first time in my life, I’d spent a whole night with a woman. The true impact of that milestone wouldn’t hit me until later.

Not long after, I ended things with Lori over the phone—a decision completely unrelated to Muriel, though the timing was uncanny. Sometimes I’d call Muriel, wanting but unable to cross the hallway between her and my ex-girlfriend’s place. But Muriel was awakened, restless; her sexual energy re-ignited, she took buses across the city to see me. My little bachelor pad wasn’t much—barely more than a bed and a cold fridge full of beer—but when Muriel visited, food was the last thing on our minds.


Chapter 2

Muriel reached into the cool depths of her refrigerator, the glass of the beer bottle slick in her hand, as she uncapped it and sank into her favorite spot on the couch. The drone of the television provided a soft, mindless hum in the background—a poor substitute for company, but familiar. It was one of those languid Friday nights, with the city’s summer breath drifting through her open window, and, as always, she was left to her own devices. Her husband, Tony, was off traversing highways and hotel beds, tending to business and calling her only to offer empty reassurances that he wouldn’t be home for yet another week. Summer was always like this—her calendar filled with Tony’s absence and no promise of his return anytime soon.

Even so, Muriel didn’t allow herself the luxury of gloom; after years of these stretches of solitude, she crafted small contentments to fill the gaps. Across the hall, her lifeline—her closest friends—checked in on her, offering laughter, gossip, and invitations that soothed the sting of loneliness. They’d folded her into their family, every gesture gentle, every smile genuine. Their daughter, Lori, a statuesque beauty barely into adulthood, treated Muriel with a warmth and respectful camaraderie that set her at ease.

But beneath Muriel’s glossy, composed exterior ran a hot secret—one that, if revealed, would surely shatter the comfortable little world she shared with her friends.

Weeks ago, Lori’s long-term boyfriend Jim had shown up one aimless Friday, his arrival unexpected, his energy restless and raw. He’d looked utterly lost, standing at the door with hope in his eyes, only to be told by Muriel that Lori and her parents were away for the weekend. Muriel couldn’t resist his boyish disappointment. Inviting him in for a drink, she watched the tension ease from his shoulders with every casual story and bottle of beer. One thing led to another—dinner, flirtatious glances, the charged air between them thickening as dusk fell. By the time the city’s lights shimmered through her living room window, Jim was staying the night. In those twelve weary, wild hours, he hadn’t held back—they had fucked four times, each round hungrily devouring the next, leaving Muriel sated in ways she hadn’t felt since the early days of her marriage.

She remembered every touch, every guttural moan, every reckless moment—her triumph. For Muriel, it was a night so exquisitely satisfying it eclipsed all her previous lovers, a feverish, sensual rediscovery of herself.

Now, as she lounged with her drink, the memory of Jim’s hands on her skin still tingled like static along her nerves. She luxuriated in these thoughts, guilt nowhere to be found, neither for Lori, nor her friends, nor for Tony sprawling in some faceless hotel bed. That night was hers; she savored it, knowing she’d treasure it for years to come.

Word drifted back to her that Jim and Lori had gone their separate ways. She wasn’t surprised—not with the sound of Lori’s new lover slipping in and out of the apartment, the thin walls unable to muffle the unmistakable rhythm of her pleasure. Muriel would smile to herself at those sounds, the echoes trading secrets with her memories.

For months, Muriel had strained her ears against that thin apartment wall, hearing the muffled sounds of Lori and Jim tangled up in passion just steps away in the hallway. Those stifled moans and breathless whispers—half staccato, half melody—had done more than spark her curiosity. They lit a bonfire deep within, one that had smoldered in her loneliness until the night she let Jim slip between her thighs without a moment’s regret. Knowing Lori was giving herself to another man at the same time eased Muriel’s conscience, turning her surrender to Jim from a crime into an exquisite rebellion.

Pushing past forty, Muriel was tall and angular, her beauty the kind that flickered beneath the surface: easily missed but impossible to forget once truly seen. Before that night, she might have called herself forgettable—her clothes unremarkable, her makeup almost non-existent. Years of near-invisibility, of existing mostly alone in her upper-floor apartment perched above a convenience store, had numbed her to the urge to shine. Her husband Tony was a solid provider and mostly absent, always somewhere far off on business, leaving her untethered and craving so much more than comfort.

Years ago, in her twenties, Muriel’s body and heart had been unburdened, open to lovers and adventure. Even after she settled with Tony, desire lingered for a while—nights when skin-on-skin felt like a language she fluently spoke. But business trips became routine, affection faded, and slowly, the well of intimacy dried to nothing. Until Jim. One night. One man. A fever that changed everything.

Since that delicious betrayal, her self-worth bloomed again. Somebody—someone vibrant and hungry—had wanted her. Now, she found pleasure in the mirrored shimmer of lipstick. Her wardrobe softened: draping herself in silks instead of tattered denim, skirts that whispered against her thighs. Even her hair, coaxed and cut by a stylist, framed her sharpened cheekbones. Compliments from friends drifted her way, murmurs about how she glowed, as if the source of her radiance was some delicious secret. Maybe they wondered about another man, but no one dared speak it aloud.

Just then, nestled into the same sofa cushions where Jim had first claimed her, Muriel let the memories reel through her mind—sweet torment flickering in vivid detail between her thighs. She folded her legs beneath her, hands moving of their own accord. The familiar robe, the one Jim had parted to reveal her hungry nakedness that night, slipped open as she palmed one breast, pinching the nipple he’d licked and teased into submission. Waves of heat pulsed low in her belly. Her thighs stretched wide, spreading for no one and yet for him alone, wanting his touch, aching to be filled and undone. She imagined his expert fingers—those coaxing strokes, those insistent circles that brought her to shuddering release again and again.

Suddenly, the shrill ring cut through her reverie. Heart pounding, she snatched up the phone, lips still parted, her voice barely steady as she answered. The surprise—and the electric, guilty thrill—hit her all over again when she heard Jim’s voice low and intimate in her ear. “Hi, Muriel. How are you? Are you alone?”

Muriel jolted upright, clutching the phone as if it were the very lifeline to her secret desires. “J-Jim,” she managed, her voice breathy and trembling, a delicious shiver coiling through her. “I can’t believe it’s you—I never expected you to call again.” Her words tumbled out, urgent, naked with need. “Yes, I’m alone.” Then, as her pulse thundered between her thighs, she whispered, “I’m so glad you called—so very, very glad.” The word ‘glad’ tasted inadequate on her tongue, when her whole body was searing with anticipation and heat.

He hesitated on the other end, a self-conscious catch in his voice that sent goosebumps racing across her skin. “I should have called you sooner,” he admitted, voice low and rough with memories. “I’ve been embarrassed by what happened… Everything moved so fast—I worry I took advantage of you. Can you forgive me?”

Muriel eased back against the worn cushions, lips curving in a tiny, secret smile only she could feel. Still, her tone was soft and sincere. “Jim, please—don’t apologize. I wanted every delicious second of that night, even if neither of us saw it coming. It was… unforgettable, the best night I’ve ever had. You were incredible—I still ache when I think of you.” She paused, teasing, voice husky with mischief. “Honestly, I think I was the one who seduced you. Or at the very least, I made the first move.”

She caught the subtle shift in his breathing—he was relaxing, maybe even a little aroused. “Oh, Muriel, thank you,” he breathed. “That night was magic. I loved every moment I spent inside you.” Then, a heavier silence, weighted and uncertain. “I’d give anything to do it again. But you probably know Lori and I broke up. Things are… complicated. I don’t think I can visit you—not now, not there. It wouldn’t be safe for either of us.”

This time, Muriel didn’t hesitate. A delicious sense of power rippled through her—so unfamiliar, so intoxicating. Instead of agreeing, she drew the silky lapels of her robe closer and said, voice low and sultry, “I’m sitting on the very sofa where you first claimed me, Jim. I was just replaying every stolen moment from that night. I’ve had a hot bath, I’m holding an ice-cold beer.” She let her robe part just a little, skin tingling as though he might somehow see. “And I’m wearing nothing but this robe—the same one you peeled off me. All I’m missing is you… God, I wish you were here. I want you again, so much. Can you hear how desperate I am for you?” The last words came out as a teasing, breathy giggle.

He laughed, his voice suddenly thick with lust. “Christ, Muriel, you’ve got me hard just picturing you.” There was a smile in his words, a hunger barely contained. “I can’t stop thinking of the way you looked that night. My hands were shaking while I untied your robe. I think my fingers went to your pussy first—couldn’t help myself. Then I sucked your nipples—God, they tasted so good. Do you remember what you were thinking then? Because all I could think was that you were mine—all mine—for that night.”

A delicious shudder fluttered through her—the memory sharp, vivid, painfully sweet. “Oh God, yes, Jim,” she whispered, wrapping her hand between her own thighs, caressing herself as she spoke. “I knew where we were going—right from the start. I remember asking you about Lori, and it must have sounded strange, but the truth is… I fantasized about you ever since I first heard you with her in the hallway. That night—when you asked if I wanted you to devour me like you’d done her—I nearly exploded just hearing it. You have no idea how much I craved your mouth… The memory of your tongue on me, that first hot flick—I can still feel it, right now. I’m aching for you, Jim.” Her thighs tensed, pleasure knotting within her at the recollection.

“God, Muriel, what are we going to do?” Jim groaned, raw need lacing his voice through the receiver. “I want you so bad I can barely breathe, but I just can’t come to you—at least not there, not now. But maybe, maybe there’s another way. Maybe I could snag a cheap room somewhere along the highway, close to you, for a night or even a whole weekend. Baby, I just need you.”

Muriel’s body thrummed with desperation and pleasure, matching his ache. She moved her fingers in slow, hungry circles over her clit as they talked, the slick, indecent sounds filling the room and fueling her desire. She was so close, her pussy greedy and drenched; every movement set off an urgent symphony of wetness. Determined to push Jim further, to stoke him until he snapped, she moaned, “Jim, listen—I’m holding the phone against my pussy so you can hear how soaked I am for you. My fingers are buried deep, slipping and sliding just for you.” She hoped her confession, vivid and shameless, would pull him into her orbit again, making him crave their next meeting even more.

A strained, almost tortured groan rumbled in Jim’s throat as he listened to the obscene music of her excitement. She could practically feel his hunger bleeding through the line. “Muriel, fuck, you’re killing me. I swear I can almost taste you from here, your scent in my head, my mouth. I don’t know what I’ll do if I can’t touch you soon—I’ll actually lose my mind.”

Muriel’s mind was already racing, searching for a way to bridge the gap between them, her heart pounding in her chest. She took charge, her tone sultry and insistent. “What if I caught the bus out to see you? There's one every morning at ten—I’d be there just after five. We could have the night to ourselves, maybe find a hotel room, or I could stay at your apartment if you want me. I need you, Jim. I ache for it. For you. Tell me you want me there.”

He didn’t hesitate. His voice was hot and ragged, stripped of every restraint. “God, come tomorrow. Stay as long as you want, with me. Every night I lie in my bed and dream of you—of fucking you until you scream my name. Please, come to me.”

Her heart skipped, her breath catching in a wild pulse of anticipation. “Yes—I’ll be there. I’ll do anything to feel you again.” Jim’s breath shuddered through the line, urgent and thick with want, punctuated by small, desperate grunts. The question tumbled from her lips, dreamy and electric. “What are you doing, baby? Are you touching yourself? Are you about to come?” Her own hand was relentless on her clit, nipples standing tight and eager, her whole body drawn tight with need. “I want to come with you.”

For a few moments, there were only their moans, the chaotic rhythm of shared pleasure echoing over the line until Jim cried out, hoarse and aching, “Fuck, Muriel—oh God—I’m coming, baby, you always do this to me, you drive me fucking wild—God, that was perfect, I needed you so much.” His breathing eased into softer gasps as he managed a shaky laugh, “I’ll be waiting for you at the bus station tomorrow—and I’ll try not to throw you up against the wall right there.”

Giddy and sated, Muriel grinned wickedly. “Don’t try too hard, darling,” she purred, still tingling from the rush. Everything suddenly felt alive, filled with promise.

The next morning dawned with a barely contained promise, and Muriel’s heart hammered with anticipation as she prepared herself for the day. She scribbled a quick note for the women across the hall—her friends, but not the people she wanted to confide in at a moment like this. The thought of them guessing the truth, of knowing she was about to throw herself into another man’s arms, sent a feverish rush through her veins. She dressed with care—her skirt swished elegantly above her knees, a crisp new blouse hugged her body just right, all covered by a tailored jacket that hinted at new adventures. Semi-heels clicked smartly beneath her as she slung her overnight bag over her shoulder, trying to ignore the prickling sensation of imagined eyes in every window. Was she really so transparent? She imagined tousled curtains and curious faces, everyone wondering about her secret, sinful errand.

The bus arrived on time—mercifully, there was no endless, awkward waiting; no time for second-guessing or shrinking from her excitement. She slipped onboard, feeling a shivery thrill at her own boldness. For the first hour, she sat beside a woman her own age, their conversation easy and mundane, voices blending with the gentle rumble of the wheels. They chatted about nothing important, just enough to let the miles slip quietly past. When the other woman departed at a small town, Muriel felt the bus shifting back out to the highway, loneliness settling in her lap for an instant—until she sensed movement behind her.

A man, tall and broad in the slanting sunlight, paused beside her seat. Muriel looked up, caught in the warmth of his self-assured smile. “Mind if I sit with you? I hate these rides alone,” he said, his voice a smooth, smoky drawl.

Something electric zipped through her, both alarming and heady. Was she being hit on? Surely not—yet the thought sent a hot, guilty coil spiraling low in her stomach. Smiling, she slid over to the window, brushing her hair off her neck. “Please—company would be nice. I’m Muriel.”

“Bill,” he replied, lowering his frame beside her, a man so at ease in his skin that Muriel instantly wondered what his hands would feel like on her. His shirt sleeves revealed strong, sinewy arms, and when he shifted, his bicep flexed, ropes of muscle stirring beneath his tan skin. His open collar exposed a startling, soft V of chest, dotted with dark, teasing curls that she longed—shamelessly—to run her fingers through.

She barely heard his polite small talk. All she could do was try not to tremble as wild, forbidden thoughts raced through her mind. How had she become this woman, her body ripe and burning after so many years of quiet, dutiful sexlessness? Why did she suddenly want to taste every moment, every man, craving the feeling of his bulk pressed against her, her breasts crushed to that solid chest, those powerful thighs prying her legs apart? A delicious involuntary shiver rippled down her spine. She swallowed, struggling for calm, reminding herself that this trip was for Jim—for the man who made her ache. And yet, as Bill’s warm presence filled the seat beside her, everything inside her tingled with erotic possibility.

Bill proved to be masterfully skilled in conversation, coaxing stories from her with a gentle audacity that left Muriel feeling both exposed and unexpectedly liberated. She found herself sharing fragments of her history and the contours of her present life, basking in his undivided attention. When the bus rolled to a halt at a charming highway resort for lunch, Bill invited her to dine with him, and Muriel, intrigued, nodded her assent.

They settled on the sun-warmed verandah, gazing out at the shimmering expanse of the lake that stretched before them, soft ripples reflecting dappled light onto their table. A light breeze played with her hair as she sipped her beer, the cold glass kissing her lips and sending a shiver down her spine. Their conversation slid easily from laughter to intimate confessions, the air thick with possibility. Muriel spoke of her love for lakesides, her voice low and wistful, recounting how the gentle, rhythmic caress of the water soothed parts of her soul she hadn’t realized were aching.

Bill watched her intently, the lake’s reflection flickering in his eyes as he replied, “I know exactly what you mean. I have this place—my own cabin, right on the water, not far from here.” His voice dipped into something intimate and seductive as he described it: secluded, accessible only by his sleek powerboat, adorned with a sauna and every comfort for pleasure and escape. “It’s so tranquil—I always think anyone who visits would want to stay forever,” he murmured. Then, his strong, warm hand came to rest softly atop hers, his thumb drawing slow circles over her knuckles. His touch was quiet, almost reverent, but electrifying.

“Would you like to come with me, Muriel? Just disappear with me for a few days?” His words slipped across the table, rich with suggestion.

A flush of provocative desire swept through her, her body coming alive beneath his gaze. She turned her hand in his, palm to palm, feeling the delicious heat and friction as their fingers intertwined, her pulse beating at her wrist where his thumb pressed. It took every ounce of self-control to slide her hand away—agonizingly slow—from his grasp, her wedding ring a cooling weight.

A soft, almost confessional voice escaped her. “I… told you I’m married, didn’t I?” Her gaze lingered on his mouth, already savoring what she dared not say aloud.

He didn’t hesitate. His eyes held hers with quiet certainty. “Yes, you did. But I still want you to come. Think about it.” He handed her a business card, his fingers brushing hers, sending another thrill through her. “My number,” he said gently. “If you change your mind, I’ll be waiting. And, for what it’s worth—there’s more than one bed, if that makes you feel better.” His lips quirked into a wicked, knowing smile, the hint of a promise lingering in the air.

A daring, flirtatious answer trembled on her tongue—something about how one bed would certainly be enough—but Muriel kept it to herself, savoring the heavy, charged silence between them. She could tell, by the way his eyes lingered on her lips, her neckline, the gentle swell of her breasts, that he understood exactly what she wanted to say.

The rest of the ride felt muted, their earlier intimacy simmering beneath a surface of polite conversation. Neither mentioned the invitation, but Bill’s gaze continued to roam her body, caressing her curves with quiet hunger. Muriel’s thoughts drifted toward the night ahead with Jim, her anticipation pulsing between her thighs. Bill’s presence receded into the promise of what might be—whenever she was ready to say yes.

Finally, as they prepared to disembark, Bill reached up and effortlessly retrieved her bag. As Muriel turned in the narrow aisle, her hips pressed against his body—a deliberate, teasing brush. The heat of his half-erect cock was undeniable through their clothes, and her breath hitched imperceptibly. Their eyes collided, deep and electric, acknowledging the surge of chemistry that flared between them. Just as quickly, she stepped away, remembering the cover story of her waiting “nephew.” Bill, ever discreet, allowed her to slip ahead, shielding her from scrutiny as she descended into the afternoon—not untouched, and far from untempted.

Jim’s beaming grin was the first thing Muriel noticed as she descended the bus steps, a shiver of anticipation running the length of her spine. The station buzzed with the arrival of other travelers, but the moment his arms snaked confidently around her waist, the rest of the world melted away. For a heartbeat, she wondered if she was truly prepared for what she was plunging into—but as he drew her near, his gentle yet insistent grip dispelled every lingering hesitation. His lips grazed hers in a slow, electric kiss, his voice deep and intimate against her cheek. “Baby, I was terrified you’d change your mind.” Muriel sunk willingly into the heat of his body, flashes of every filthy fantasy filling her head and pulse.

Without a word, he swept her suitcase from her hand, then guided her towards the line of waiting cabs—a hand hovering so temptingly close to her ass, deliberate and sure, their hips brushing with promise as they walked. As she slid into the back seat, Muriel’s eyes flicked to the bus crowd behind her. Bill caught her gaze, his eyes twinkling mischievously as he mimed a phone to his ear and mouthed, “Call me.” She responded with an illicit smile. It was blatantly clear to him now that the ‘nephew’ explanation was nothing but a thin veil—and she relished the knowledge that Bill saw her for exactly what she was: a woman who craved far more than cautious innocence.

The cab’s interior became hot and close with Jim’s needful hands everywhere, his lips searching for hers again. Muriel kept one cautious eye on the rearview mirror, but the driver seemed oblivious, his gaze fixed on the traffic ahead. Emboldened, she surrendered to Jim’s hungry kisses, the slant of his mouth over hers urgent and wet, only batting away his hand as it slid under her skirt. Not here, not yet, she thought, her body already coiling with eager, molten hope for what awaited. She wanted to savor the tension, to own it—sex with Jim in a taxi was tempting, but tonight she wanted to stretch things deliciously out.

If anticipation burned, fulfillment incinerated. The second they entered his building, decorum vanished. Jim’s palm was already inching up her skirt as they took the stairs two at a time, his touch branding her flesh. Inside his apartment, with the door barely closed, he set her bag aside and pressed her hard against the cool wood. His hands were urgent—skirt bunched to her waist, panties tugged down with practiced impatience. His mouth crushed hers, desire thickening between them, and Muriel wriggled her hands down his back, shoving his shorts and briefs to his ankles in a single greedy sweep.

She turned her face, mouthing along the heat of his shaft as she straightened; the sensation of flesh, velvet and iron in her hands, left her lightheaded. Jim let out a low moan, words ragged and rough in her ear. “I have to fuck you, right here…right now.” In a single motion, he hooked her thigh up onto his hip, opening her, claiming space. Muriel reached down, guiding his thick, throbbing cock to her waiting, slick heat—teasing him by swirling the swollen tip against her needy entrance. “Then don’t wait,” she whispered, her voice ragged and brazen. “Do it. Fuck me.”

The swollen head of his cock parted her slick folds, the heat of it undeniable as he claimed her inch by hungry inch. Muriel’s heart hammered a dizzy rhythm in her chest, her mind briefly darting to the thought of lube tucked away in her bag—no, not now, not when his hunger stripped away all logic. She gasped, surrendering to the sweet invasion as he buried himself fully, the base of him snug against her needy lips, grinding and circling, trying to delve even deeper. His firm, impatient body surged against hers, muscles tightening as he sought control, friction, the perfect angle to claim her completely. She melted beneath his touch, every fiber of her body quivering with greedy, breathless want. His cock possessed a wild heat, relentless and unyielding as it drove into her again and again, her back pressing hard into the door, trapping her deliciously.

His relentless, frantic rhythm sent shocks of pleasure blooming through her, their bodies clashing in wet, noisy abandon until the pulsing urge coiled almost painfully tight. Muriel’s thigh still rested high on his hip, her body open and trembling as he held, both of them suspended in that desperate, exquisite pause. Their mouths crashed together, his tongue teasing hers, swirling teasing circles at her lips, his cock still nestled deep, shifting, grinding ever so slowly inside her. He drew back just enough to murmur, voice thick and rough, “Want your gorgeous tits, Muriel. I want to feel them against me while I take you.”

She couldn’t help her throaty moan. “God, yes—I want that, too.” He gently let her leg down, and they clumsily fumbled, trying to shed what was left of their clothes without parting—laughter spilling out between gasps and desperate kisses as they peeled and yanked, refusing to break the connection. Finally, they stood skin to skin, her skirt hitched up indecently, her high heels still on her feet, breasts bare and aching. She wrapped her leg around his hip again, the head of his cock sliding insistently back into her throbbing, slippery opening. She exhaled a deep, shaking cry as he filled her, never breaking eye contact, never giving her a moment’s doubt about whose body owned hers in that breath.

He pulled her close, their chests crushing together, as he thrust again, slowly at first, then faster, building a glorious rhythm that made her moan, “God, come in me, Jim—do it now.” Her fingernails raked greedy crescents down the curves of his ass, her mouth feasting on his shoulder, his neck, claiming every bit of flesh she could reach. He growled her name, lost in the storm of release as his cock jerked and twitched deep inside her, flooding her with liquid heat. The first splash of his orgasm tipped her right over the edge—her own body locking, writhing wildly against him as they shuddered and came together. For endless minutes, time existed only for them, locked in breathless, trembling relief.

She nuzzled his ear, her lips brushing his skin as she whispered, “Have I even said hello yet, Jim?” Their laughter mingled with shaky breaths, an intimate warmth that lingered even as he kept moving inside her, drawing out the last delicious tremors until finally his softened cock slipped free, leaving her pussy tender, pulsing, and wet.

He stepped back, a lazy grin curling his lips. “Come on—let’s shower, get you settled in. Bedroom’s this way.” Draped in nothing but her bunched-up skirt and a wicked smile, tits bare and glowing, they stumbled across the room, laughter echoing behind them, secretly hungry for what the rest of the night promised.

Muriel relished the decadent thrill of being utterly exposed with him, the rush of vulnerability now transformed into something exquisitely liberating. That shy, uncertain embarrassment that once plagued her had melted away, replaced by assurance radiating in his obvious desire for her body, and her own hot adoration of his. As they crossed the threshold into the bedroom, his hands caressed and molded her ass, his palms proprietorial and hungry. She spun in his arms and pressed a trembling, grateful kiss to his lips, warmth blooming inside her. “I’m so happy,” she gasped, her voice tremulous, barely able to contain the surge of emotion—so much more than lust.

He smiled at her, his gaze still molten with the afterglow. “We have to be quick in the shower—reservation at my favorite place in an hour.” There was a playful command in his tone, a delicious hint of anticipation. He turned away, and Muriel’s eyes devoured his taut, powerful thighs, the flex of his naked backside as he strode, proud and unselfconscious, toward the modern bathroom. God, she loved looking at him—no classical painting could compete with the living heat of a young man carved by desire and vitality.

A mirrored glimpse caught her eye. For an instant, she regarded her reflection—breasts still bare, her body half-clad in a bunched skirt and nothing else, long legs sheathed in elegant heels, a languorous trickle of his cum painting a glistening line down her thigh. She smirked at her own wanton image, almost laughing at the changed woman staring back: not so long ago, the dull Muriel; now, wild and gloriously undone. Was this what a high-class call girl looked like after satisfying a client? The idea made her grin as she stripped away the rest of her clothes, abandoning every shred of inhibition, and padded after her lover into the bathroom.

The apartment was sleek and new, the bathroom opulent—glass and chrome and the gleam of stone. The shower enclosure glistened, generous and enticing. She found Jim already inside, rivulets of water cascading down his chest, suds sliding over skin she craved. He slid open the steamy door to let her in, his gaze trailing hungrily up her frame, lingering on the sharp planes and subtle curves of her nakedness. Her attention dipped to his cock, soft now—but she could hardly keep from smiling, knowing the power she had over him.

His eyes twinkled. “Is my cock amusing you?” he teased. “It can’t be on parade every minute, you know.”

She stepped close, nudging her nose against his jaw, her laughter throaty. “Relax. I want that dinner—starving, actually—and getting presentable is going to take some time. So no more sex until after we come back. When we do, though, you’ll have a good reason to get hard for me all over again.”

He caught her around the waist, that wolfish grin breaking out. “You think I can hold off until then?” He pulled her into the soapy heat, spun her around, and pressed her chest to the glass. The rough, delicious drag of a wet cloth traced slow, teasing circles down her spine and the curve of her ass. “Open up for me,” he murmured, voice dark and intimate.

She pressed forward, palms flat on the fogged glass, hips angled back, welcoming the slick stroke of his hand between her thighs. Soap-slick fingers slid over her pulse-pounding sex, tracing every tender contour and the sticky heat at her core. She whimpered, biting her lip, relish tingling just beneath her skin. His hand traveled up, the cloth grazing her breasts, circling her nipples until they peaked hard, then drifting lower to her softly trembling belly.

His lips brushed her ear, voice thick with hunger. “Mmm, I can feel you responding, baby.” He spun her to face him. Her slippery breasts pressed to his chest, and she gasped as his cock, now swelling with new urgency, nudged insistently against her stomach.

Muriel, slick and flushed with anticipation, pressed her palms against his chest, her laughter soft and thoroughly wicked. With a teasing shake of her head, she slid out of the steamy shower and wrapped herself in the thickest, most luxurious towel, blotting away beads of water that clung to her bare skin. “Not yet, darling,” she murmured, eyes dancing with challenge as she surrendered her body to the soft embrace of terry cloth. Cocooned in her robe, she padded to the vanity and set about the ritual of her transformation—hairdryer humming, brush gliding through damp, tangled strands, makeup palette unfurled like a painter’s promise.

Through the mirror’s reflection, she watched him—always she watched him. Jim emerged from the wet haze, making a show of drying off, muscles taut beneath skim and towel. He twisted and turned, putting on a display, his cock heavy and swinging, boldly irreverent. Suddenly, he was behind her, the heat of him pressed to her back. With a flourish, he slipped the robe off her shoulders, baring her breasts, their pink tips tightening in the rush of cool air and carnal expectation.

Without missing a beat, Muriel glanced up at his smirk in the glass. She grinned, mischief in her lips. “You know, I do have a solution for your… predicament.” She swiveled on the stool to face him, her eyes dark with promise. One hand wrapped around the thickness of his cock, lifting it, admiring the weight. Wordlessly, she leaned in, tongue first caressing his balls, velvet soft against her lips, before trailing in one long, deliberate lick up the length of his shaft. Her mouth opened, pressing a kiss at the crowned head. Then, hungry and unhurried, she drew him into her mouth, her fist stroking the root while her tongue swirled and teased.

He gasped, hands instinctively tangling in her damp hair, head tilted back as he caught their reflection—her eyes, his pleasure, the raw intimacy writ large in the mirror. She didn’t let up, holding him at the edge with a merciless rhythm—her lips tight, her tongue swirling, slick and naughty, as she jerked him with practiced confidence. The twitch and swell of his cock warned her how close he was, and she wanted every pulse, every desperate gasp. Her free hand snaked behind, nails dragging lightly down his thighs before finding the sensitive pucker between his cheeks—a gentle pressure that sent him shuddering.

“Oh, fuck, Muriel—” The words broke with his climax. She drank him in, milking every thick, hot pulse of cum that spilled into her mouth, never flinching, glorying in his surrender. Eyes shining, she gazed up at him, lips still stretched around his softening flesh, teasing him with one final, lazy suck. “That good, was it?” she purred, pulling away to trail kisses down his thigh, her fingers still curled possessively around his cock. He could barely muster a reply, only managed a weak, blissful groan.

With a wicked, satisfied smile, Muriel stood and wrapped herself in her robe once more. “Now be a good boy and let me finish getting ready. It takes ages, you know. There’s so much more to do these days.” She caught his gaze, suddenly vulnerable, her voice softer as she continued, “Sometimes I can’t believe you want everyone to see you with me. Won’t people wonder what a gorgeous young man is doing on the arm of an older woman?” Her eyes searched his for reassurance, her bare breast rising and falling with something deeper than desire—something she hadn’t dared voice since the night they first shared a bed.

Jim’s brow furrowed at her words, momentary confusion flickering across his features before a sly smile curled his lips. “What are you trying to say? Honestly, Muriel, I couldn’t care less about other people’s opinions. Part of me actually wishes we’d bump into someone I know this weekend, just so I can watch their face when they see us together.” He laughed—a soft, intimate sound—then leaned closer, the glint in his eyes heating her already flushed skin. “Let them think I’m the luckiest bastard alive, getting deep into your panties. I’d wear it like a badge of honor—it only makes me feel more like a man.”

Muriel’s delighted laugh danced through the room, teasing but full of truth. “Oh, I’m sure everyone will know. I can’t hide it when I look at you—the way you’ve changed me… how vividly you’ve transformed every corner of my life with your hands, your mouth, your body.” Her gaze blazed. “They’ll see exactly what you do to me, how shamelessly you use me for your own delight.” She grinned, wicked and proud. “Now, give me space—I want to look perfect for you tonight.”

He sank deeper into the lush seat, mesmerized by the unexpected ritual that unfolded before him. Unlike the practiced routine of a stripper undressing, Muriel made dressing for the evening an extravagant, drawn-out performance just for him. She fussed with her hair, pouting seductively into the mirror, breasts jutting forward, skin still glowing from their shower. She made every movement deliberate: wriggling contortions to pull up her lace-edged lime-green panties, giving him a lingering view of her exquisite bare ass. Sitting up straight, she slid her breasts, one swelling mound at a time, into the delicate cups of her bra, arching her back and threading slim arms behind to fasten the hooks. Each supple shift and tug sent a new pulse of lust rolling over him—he was rock hard by the time she dragged her sleek, tight dress down her long, elegant frame, smoothing it over every curve.

He could scarcely breathe, so enthralled he found himself lost in words. Muriel watched his expression, her heart fluttering, deeply aware of her own allure—for the first time in what felt like forever, she let herself feel breathtakingly, unapologetically beautiful.

They hailed a cab, slipping into the hush of the city’s night and the promise of a dreamy, impossibly sensual evening. They were led to a private, candlelit table in the corner of a luxurious Italian restaurant, the world melting away under the alluring glow. Muriel’s insides fluttered; she pretended her beauty was a trick of the soft light, a gift of this rare moment. Every detail—the gilded plates, the swirl of red wine, the quiet clink of silverware—only sharpened her awareness of Jim and his insatiable gaze. Under the table, he pressed his firm thigh between her own, the heat and pressure a constant, silent promise that left her pulse racing. Every so often, his hungry hand slipped under the edge of her dress, fingers brushing up her smooth leg, making her shiver with anticipation.

Their heads bent close over the table, cool wine on their lips, sharing stolen kisses—soft, teasing, then deep, slow, tongues tangling. Muriel clung to the moment, not wanting anything to rush what she’d waited years to feel: desired, adored, awakened.

Jim’s hand slid higher on her thigh, his smirk teasing. He whispered, lips brushing her ear, “Do you think anyone here knows what I’m going to do to you later? That I’ll be the only one allowed between those gorgeous thighs?” He covered her mouth with his, slow and deliberate, tasting her answer before she could give it.

Locked in his gaze, Muriel smiled, eyes shining with mischief. “Who says I’m even wearing panties?”

His eyes lit with shock, hunger mixing with disbelief. “You’re not serious…”

With a devilish grin, Muriel cracked her purse and let him spy the crumpled fabric—the lime-green panties he’d watched her wiggle into, now revealingly displaced. His answering grin was wild, predatory. Under the safety of the midnight tablecloth, his fingers wandered again, driven by desire. She parted her legs—just enough—and gasped softly, feeling his touch slip up, caressing her silky flesh until he found her wet, swollen lips, always eager for him. Her breath caught, her hunger for him almost impossible to contain.

A sultry little moan escaped Jim’s lips, thick with need. “You love how you undo me, don’t you?” His tone trembled, longing laced through every word as one finger plunged up inside her warmth, stealing her breath all over again.

Muriel’s lips curled into a mischievous smile, her voice rich with anticipation as she slid his slick finger from her aching heat. “But this time—let’s save it for the bed, not pressed against the door, tempting as that was. I want you stretched out with me, completely. I want your hands, your mouth—every inch of your tongue on my pussy, your lips wrapped around my nipples. And then—” she let the promise hang in the air, deliciously unfinished, making his breath hitch.

When Jim settled the bill, she noticed the sly grin on the waiter’s face—a young man who must have recognized him. “Enjoy your evening, sir. I have a feeling you will,” he teased, his gaze flickering knowingly as he kissed his fingertips skyward.

On the cab ride home, the city lights flickered past while darkness cloaked their hunger. Muriel relaxed, emboldened by the secrecy. Jim’s hand never left her thigh, his fingers curled beneath her skirt, stroking and teasing while their mouths danced together messily, hungrily. Every stolen touch, every kiss—each tasted of anticipation, a fever ready to boil over.

At home, she caught their reflection in the bedroom mirror as Jim undressed her—a living fantasy unfolding piece by piece. He handled her with reverence, as if uncovering something sacred; his fingers peeled away her dress, lips tracing each exposed patch of skin. His mouth hovered at her breasts, sucking, teeth grazing over her taut nipples, tongue swirling before trailing lower, savoring every flutter and gasp.

She watched, entranced, when he dropped to his knees and pressed wet kisses below her navel, breath hot as he nuzzled against her inner thighs. She lifted a foot onto the low stool, opening herself wide, aching for him. His tongue slid in greedy circles along her dripping folds, then plunged inside, drawing desperate sounds from her lips. One hand fisted in his hair, pulling him tight to her, grinding her slick heat into his mouth and tongue.

He hefted her, strong arms cradling her as he laid her across the bed. Her hair fanned wild over the pillow, framing her flushed cheeks, eyes glittering with need. She watched him, unable to look away, as he stripped for her—shirt gone, revealing that delicious dusting of hair over hard chest and tight abs. His pants dropped, then his shorts; she licked her lips at the sight of his thick cock, the tip flushed and leaking, straining for her.

Lying back, she pinched her nipple, her thighs parting without shame, showing him how ready she was. “Enough games,” she growled, heat in every word. “I need you. Now. Fuck me.” Jim knelt between her legs, cock trailing through her slippery folds, coating himself in her arousal. He pressed forward, head thick and insistent against her entrance. Muriel rocked her hips, eager to swallow him deep. She arched, greedy, stretching to take him; her nails raked down his ass, pulling him into her body as he pushed inside, thick and relentless, filling her with delicious pressure until there was nothing but the two of them tangled together.

With a languid urgency, Jim sank into her—each slow thrust deeper than the last, claiming every trembling inch until he was pressed flush against her, his solid chest compressing her breasts, their skin slick and fused from shoulder to thigh. Her legs curled high over his taut back, heels digging into the backs of his thighs, anchoring him to her. Every movement was unhurried, drawn out, deliberate—each stroke a promise of pleasure extended, a mutual savoring of the exquisite anticipation curling between them, both desperate to draw out the rapture despite knowing their restraint would only make their inevitable explosion more shattering.

They shifted, turning in a tangle of limbs until they faced each other, the world reduced to the hot friction of hip pressed to hip, her thigh slung over him, every thrust angled to stir her deeper. She pressed him backward, climbing on top, her knees framing his hips, the heat of her body sheathing him as she lifted and rolled her hips, her palms braced on his shoulders, her hair falling like a veil around their faces. Each roll of her pelvis dragged a guttural groan from his lips. His thumb found her swollen clit, circling, teasing, her body shuddering in reply. Her breasts brushed his chest, nipples hard as diamonds, her mouth hovering over his, taunting, while her ass bounced and rocked, driving them both perilously close to the edge.

Muriel’s release erupted first, sudden and fierce. She seized up, nails digging into his shoulders, mouth finding his skin as pleasure wracked her, every muscle pulsing and contracting around his cock. Jim’s hands gripped her ass, spreading her wider, driving in as deep as he could, desperate to bury himself at the molten center of her climax, needing to lose himself inside her heat.

Before her aftershocks faded, he flipped her beneath him, her legs thrown high over his shoulders. With every wild thrust, his cock slammed deeper, each jet of his release pumping into her, their bodies arching in perfect synchrony. He groaned, body trembling, as she clamped tightly around him, holding him, milking every last tremor from his shuddering body.

They sprawled together in the tangled sheets, his cock still swollen inside her clenching heat, neither in any hurry to disconnect, luxuriating in the slippery, sticky aftermath. Muriel stroked his back, purring, “Don’t move. Stay inside me, just like this.”

Beneath her fingers, his chest rumbled with a rough laugh. “That was incredible, but tomorrow morning—when I wake you up with my hands and my mouth and then take you all over again? That’s when you’ll know what gold feels like.”

The long, intoxicating day had drained them, every nerve sated and humming. Muriel curled into him, pressing her bare backside against his lap, finding comfort in the sticky, perfect closeness. “We’re a mess,” she murmured, laughter mingling with exhaustion as she traced circles on his thigh. “Should we shower?”

He cupped her breast with a lazy possessiveness, already drifting. “Sleep now. We’ll just end up back here, filthy and tangled again…”


Chapter 3

Muriel’s tale had unfolded like an unexpected, forbidden blossom. Nearing fifty, she existed in the muted hush of her small-town apartment, perched above the steady hum of the convenience store, forever watching time drift past her windows. Her marriage, if it could still be called that, was an empty promise—her husband forever absent, his presence reduced to fleeting visits and hollow conversations. She was a shadow to herself, dulled by loneliness and resignation, barely lifting a finger to chase away the gloom that had settled around her life.

Only Stan and Judy, her neighbors just across the hall, offered her any semblance of connection. Their daughter Lori, radiant with the sweet rebellion of youth, seemed worlds away from Muriel’s faded existence. Lori’s boyfriend, Jim, was a fixture at the door almost every night, their whispered goodbyes trailing into the late hours. From her silent perch, Muriel pressed her ear eagerly against the thin barrier of plaster, her body tingling with the muffled sounds drifting through—the hushed moans, the needy movements, the urgent, wet kisses that stoked her own quietly burning desires.

Those moments awakened a forgotten hunger within her, one that throbbed insistently with every secretive sound Lori and Jim shared in lust. Her fantasies became fevered and raw, painting vivid pictures to fill those endless, aching nights. Muriel, suddenly restless, remembered what it felt like to want, to crave, to be touched.

Then, change arrived on a Friday with the air heavy with anticipation. Jim, returned from his distant new job, found Lori and her parents away for the weekend—only Muriel waited, expectation flickering in her eyes as she invited him in to share consolation and cold beer. The gentle camaraderie of dinner blurred into the electric promise of the bedroom, and in a tumble of heated bodies and breathless laughter, Jim made her dizzy with more pleasure than she’d known in years. He devoured her, reignited every nerve ending; she gave herself over to him with desperate, grateful abandon, greedily seizing what her life had denied her.

Their second encounter came in the haze of memory and longing—a phone call sparking desire anew. The memory of their night together grew torrid as their voices caressed each other down the line, both of them aching for more. When Muriel boarded that bus, traveling to Jim’s apartment for a weekend tryst, it was as if she was crossing a line drawn by fate itself. That rendezvous exceeded every wild promise, their bodies entwined with a fierce urgency, satisfaction echoing through every sigh, every shiver. Muriel caught herself giggling afterwards, flushed and wickedly delighted—he had, she’d tell herself later, “screwed the ass off me.”

Transformed and alight, Muriel relished this rebirth. She attended to herself now—smarter dresses, a hint of makeup, her confidence manifesting in the way she moved and spoke. Friends noticed her new vibrancy, the marked glow to her once-hidden smile.

With each opportunity, Muriel eagerly made the journey to share Jim’s bed, savoring more than mere release—there was romance blooming in every clandestine visit. He became her true lover, whisking her to chic restaurants, encouraging her to linger over delicate lingerie, guiding her hand-in-hand through city streets glowing with promise. For Muriel, these were no longer just stolen moments of passion. They were the intoxicating symphony of rediscovered intimacy—a love affair that made her feel wanted, beautiful, and thrillingly alive.

Muriel understood, somewhere deep inside, that nothing as heady as her affair with Jim could stretch on forever. But she refused to let that shadow dim the glow she now carried inside her; she didn’t obsess, she didn’t mourn what was ending before it was truly gone. The calls from Jim came less frequently, drifting from a steady stream to just occasional drops—until, eventually, nothing. When he rang with that final, gentle confession—that someone else now filled the spaces she once inhabited, someone closer to his own age—she only listened in quiet acceptance.

Yet Muriel’s world didn’t shrink with the loss; it blossomed. With a confidence she’d thought long buried, she rededicated herself to living. She moved through town with new poise, her chin lifted and her gaze open, welcoming every appreciative glance that followed her in shops and on sunlit streets. Flirting became effortless—a wordless dance played out in lingering looks and secret smiles between her and men, both strangers and acquaintances alike. The world, once drab, felt thrilling again, crackling with possibility and heat.

At home, her husband remained a distant fixture—gone so often that his presence barely ruffled the fabric of her daily life. When he was there, he seemed blind to the way she glowed, unable or unwilling to notice the subtle seductions she wove for him: the way she let her dress slip from her shoulder, the fragrance of her skin, the new sparkle in her conversation. His indifference wasn’t cruel, simply passive, as though she were furniture in a room he barely occupied.

Sometimes, late at night, as she lay alone, Muriel’s thoughts wandered to another man entirely—a memory from months past, but revived with surprising clarity. She remembered the bus ride to Jim’s city, how a stranger had chosen the seat beside her. Bill. He possessed an easy grin and a knowing gaze that lingered bold and bright on her lips, her throat, the bare skin of her wrist. Their conversation had curled around lakes, nature, pleasures she’d always wanted but never tasted. He had invited her to his cottage with a casual suggestion, slipping his number into her palm as they parted ways at the bus terminal. Even witnessing her walk off, hand in hand with a much younger man, hadn’t dissuaded his interest. His final wave and conspiratorial smile made a secret promise—one she’d ignored at the time, too intoxicated by Jim’s urgent touch to consider another man.

Now, with Jim gone, her need for companionship—and for adventure—surged afresh. Heart skittering nervously, Muriel found Bill’s number. She dialed, pressing the phone tight against her ear, her breath shaky with anticipation. “Hello, Bill? It’s… this is Muriel, from that bus trip. Do you remember me?”

The pause stretched—a delicious, uncertain beat—before Bill replied, his voice deep, familiar, and unmistakably pleased. “Muriel from the bus. Of course I remember. How could I forget you?” His words caressed her, unexpectedly thrilling. “In fact, you’ve crossed my mind more than once since that day. I’ve been hoping you’d accept my invitation. You’d be welcome at my lakeside cottage any time.”

Muriel’s lips curved in a smile as she replied, words low and intimate. “You’ve been in my thoughts too,” she confessed, voice trembling but warm. “That day, it felt so easy to talk to you. I just wanted to be sure… I’d like to get to know you more, to take up your offer.” The promise of something new—of discovery, desire, and sweet possibility—hung between them, electric and delicious.

Bill’s voice was laced with unmistakable pleasure as he spoke, the rich timbre sending a shiver down Muriel’s spine. “I never wanted you to feel rushed, Muriel, but I didn’t have another chance on that bus. It felt like my only moment, so I just had to ask you—directly, honestly. How about this: let me come to you, take you someplace intimate for dinner, where we can talk, laugh, see if the chemistry is still there? I can be at your door in a few hours, whisk you away to a cozy restaurant nearby.”

Muriel’s breath quickened. Just the memory of Bill’s imposing figure—his broad, muscular chest, the strength in his hands—made something deep inside her tense with anticipation. She’d imagined those hands all over her body, gripping her thighs, tugging her against him, his lips exploring the tenderest places between her legs. The thought sent heat rushing through her veins. “Dinner sounds perfect,” she replied, her voice soft but tinged with longing. “But maybe I’ll take the bus one afternoon instead... I could meet you there, just you and me, dinner somewhere special. I’ll head home that night, unless—” Unless the night took them somewhere neither had planned.

They agreed. Yet as she hung up, Muriel’s heart was racing. She already knew, with a flutter between her thighs, that if the dinner went well, she wouldn’t be going home. She craved the urgent, rough passion she’d shared with Jim and ached for something—or someone—to fill that void. Her belly tightened at the possibility.

From then on, Bill called every evening, their conversations shifting, growing smoke-thick with suggestion and barely restrained need. He’d probe delicately, skillfully moving their talk from everyday banalities into that heated realm of desire. Bill had a gift, a way of melting her with nothing but his words. Each night he asked, his voice low and knowing, what color was her bra—did she wear panties, did her nipples ache to be touched? The mere sound of his questions was enough to strip her bare from the inside out. Muriel found her hand sliding beneath her waistband, her fingers slick at the thought of being seen, of being wanted.

Tonight, breathless with arousal, Muriel confessed—No panties, Bill. My nipples are so hard, I’m wet, I’m touching myself right now just for you.

It wasn’t long before she discarded her reservations about a simple dinner. The promise of the cottage—of Bill, of a night tangled with him—became too tempting, too necessary. She would go, and she would let herself have him.

Yet even as Bill’s nightly murmurings soothed her, a different sort of tension began to shimmer nearer to home. Across the hall, her neighbors Stan and Judy had always been her comfort—like the brother and sister she’d never had, with a bond gentle and familiar. But now, an unspoken electricity sizzled in that hallway.

Stan and Judy were struggling, Judy’s menopause straining their intimacy until it snapped. The wistful stories, the laughter, the friendship—even that was overshadowed now by Stan’s longing, unsatisfied as his eyes followed Muriel with open hunger. Muriel felt it—a physical, molten awareness—each time Stan brushed past her, fingers lingering an instant too long on her arm, his gaze raking slowly over her new curves, her smile, this aura of sexuality she’d recently discovered.

Every drawn-out glance, every accidental brush of skin, sent delicious sparks racing down Muriel’s spine, igniting temptation where only comfort had once lived.

Muriel’s heightened senses had become finely attuned, easily catching the subtle shifts in Stan’s attention whenever their eyes met. The edges of his glances lingered now, dark and intent, no longer the casual gaze of a neighbor or an old friend. Judy had confided in her about the private storms shaking their marriage, painting the loneliness in Stan’s eyes in much sharper contrast. Muriel saw it now—hungry longing beneath his familiar smile, the way his lips parted as if to speak but then thought better of it. She knew, with electric certainty, that Stan ached to touch her.

That realization sent a queasy thrill through her, a complicated blend of sympathy and sharp, ego-stroking arousal. She couldn’t help but imagine his hands on her body. Maybe it was only human, to desire comfort and closeness, especially from someone who so obviously wanted her. Yet, even with the beat of her own pulse quickening, she was determined—she would not sleep with him. She owed Judy that much.

Judy, meanwhile, was out tonight as usual, escaping once again into her ladies’ club rituals. On those evenings, Stan sometimes found his way across the hall and into Muriel’s living room. Their connection, built over years and lively debates, had always managed to skirt past the prickling lure of sex—until now.

This evening, just days before her planned rendezvous with Bill, Muriel had settled onto her couch, freshly showered and draped in a soft, clingy flannel tracksuit. Underneath, her bare skin tingled, nipples sensitive and achey from lingering anticipation of Bill’s next call. The memory of his low voice coaxed wetness between her thighs. She had let herself hope the phone would ring again tonight—a bedtime story told in moans.

There was a knock before anything could happen, and she opened the door to find Stan, shoulders tense and eyes searching, clutching a six-pack as though it were a lifeline. “Judy’s out with her friends tonight. Any chance you’d like some beer and good conversation?” His need was naked in his tone.

Muriel’s lips curled into a sly, knowing smile, her cheeks heating with a secret inner fire. “Beer and conversation?” she purred, letting a teasing lilt color her voice. “Is that really all you have in mind?” Her words shimmered somewhere between a challenge and an invitation, equal parts cruel and kind.

She drew back, leaving just enough space for Stan to brush past her, their bodies colliding for a single, charged moment at the doorway. As he moved inside, she pressed her back to the door, her posture unapologetically provocative. The thin flannel revealed more than it concealed; her nipples pressed into the fabric, hips swaying carelessly, hips bare except for the soft fabric stretched tight across them.

Stan, emboldened and trembling, left the beer on the kitchen counter. He faced her, desire naked on his features, drawn to the subtle invitation in her stance. The silence between them radiated heat.

Muriel, heart hammering, knew that she’d just let her resolve slide away on a dizzying surge of desire and curiosity. She was going to take him—quickly, intensely, right here and now—before anyone could interrupt, before guilt and reason could silence the hungry need pulsing through her veins.

Stan surged toward her, and she opened herself fully to him, heart pounding as his warm, needy hands gripped her hips with a possessiveness that sent shivers rippling through her. He pressed his body hard to hers, forcing the breath from her chest, and the clash of their mouths was fierce, lips bruising as their tongues tangled, desperate for every forbidden taste. Stan’s hands moved up beneath her loose top, palms greedy and rough, cupping her naked breasts, squeezing and teasing her aching nipples. The hard ridge of his cock rubbed against her mound, then traced her belly, igniting her core and leaving her trembling.

They tore at each other’s clothes with trembling hands—her flannel sliding to the floor, his shirt peeled away, jeans shoved down. Buttons popped, zippers hissed, and bare skin collided for the first time—hot, slick, electric. Stan swept her off her feet, carrying her quickly to the waiting sofa, and she sank back into the soft corner, legs falling open in anticipation as he knelt between her thighs.

Muriel’s fingers closed around his cock, thick and pulsating, the heat of it stunning as she tried to encircle the swollen shaft but couldn’t—he was simply too big. A helpless moan escaped her as she rubbed the slick, velvety head along her wet folds, feeling it slide between her lips, sending jolts of pleasure through her.

With barely a pause for breath, Stan pushed into her—all urgency, raw and reckless. He thrust forward, the broad tip forcing her open, making her gasp and clench around him. It felt impossibly huge, like something wild being driven inside her, deliciously stretching her until she had to throw her head back and just breathe through it. Stan gripped her hips, grinding forward in short, insistent jabs, his own need overtaking him as he buried himself completely.

He began to move faster, the slap of flesh filling the air between their moans and ragged breaths. Holding her steady, Stan plunged into her again and again, until he was shaking, then rammed deep with a rough cry, cock pulsing as heat spilled inside her. His shaft slid out, splattering thick cream across her stomach and breasts. Muriel’s hand seized him, guiding him back into her needy pussy, determined to wring out every last wave of pleasure before he softened and slipped from her grip.

Completely spent, Stan slid to his knees, face pressed to the curve of her belly, muffling his apology: “God, I needed that… I couldn’t wait, Muriel.” She ran her fingers through his hair, holding him close, heart fluttering at the confession.

“It’s all right,” she whispered, voice warm, “I knew how much you needed this. I wanted it too.” Still, a fiery ache lingered between her thighs, hunger unsatisfied. Seeming to sense it, Stan slid two fingers deep inside her, working them in slow, sinful thrusts. Muriel writhed, arching and grinding down, chasing the climax he owed her.

Then Stan bent, mouth finding her soaked pussy, tongue licking and lapping as his fingers kept pumping inside her. Her hips bucked, his mouth sealing over her throbbing core, and the dam inside her burst; she cried out, soaring through an orgasm so sharp it left her gasping, clutching his head as he licked her clean.

“Oh God, Stan,” she panted, half-laughing, half-crying, “no one’s ever touched me like that before. That was… incredible.”

Stan lingered for a heartbeat, savoring the view of her—flushed, hair tousled, still pressed into the corner of the sofa, skin gleaming with the evidence of their frenzy. He gazed down at her, lust and pride mingling in his eyes. “God, you look incredible. Come shower with me?” His voice was thick, needful, coaxing.

Muriel let the corners of her mouth turn up, the sly smile pulling at her lips as she caught her breath. “Stan,” she teased, “this is the last time. Just a stolen night, nothing more. You should go home after and use your own soap, or Judy will be sniffing you out.” Yet her gaze dropped to his swollen, magnificent cock—still so rigid, so tempting. She couldn’t resist the wicked thrill that tingled through her, the heat blossoming low in her belly. “But I admit, I’d rather like to scrub you down myself,” she purred, her eyes lingering on him, hungrily devouring every inch.

The next minutes blurred into steamy, breathless abandon as Muriel knelt in the shower, so close her lips brushed against the head of his cock—a teasing, sultry prelude that left Stan shuddering, bracing himself against the tile. Her mouth glided halfway down his length, tongue swirling in a dance both gentle and obscene, and his body trembled with anticipation. When he couldn’t take any more, Stan hoisted her effortlessly onto the bathroom vanity, his hands strong on her hips, his shaft pressing between her thighs. Their bodies tangled again, wet skin sliding against wet skin as he buried himself inside her, slow and deep. Muriel leaned back, braced on her arms, reveling in the controlled precision of his strokes. Their gazes locked, both transfixed by the sight of pleasure sculpted across each other’s faces as the intensity built between them one final, electrifying time.

When the aftershocks finally ebbed, her legs wrapped tightly around him and his cock still pulsing deep in her, Muriel traced his jaw with her finger, the playfulness returning to her eyes. “Better take another shower before you go home,” she warned. “Or she’ll know.”

A short while later, Muriel was back in her own world, her body still tingling, her mind deliciously clouded. Her skin carried the heady scent of sex, of a man’s desire imprinted fresh and wild. She relished it, crossing her legs as she sat, pressing them together to prolong the lingering throbs of satisfaction. Soon, she was lost in conversation with Bill. The thrill of shifting from one lover to the next made her feel wicked and alive, a decadent siren basking in the aftermath of her cravings.

Bill met her at the bus stop, smile warm and eager, claiming her overnight bag in one easy gesture. His touch lingered at the small of her back, fingers teasing against bare skin as he leaned in, claiming her mouth with a gentle but searching kiss. “Muriel, I’ve fantasized about this moment for months. The first time I laid eyes on you, I knew I wanted more. Much more.”

She settled into the car, surprised by the force of emotion washing over her—something turbulent and unexpected, something deeper than the feverish liaisons she’d shared with Jim or Stan. Bill’s presence unsettled her in a way that thrilled.

Yet Bill, for all his charm, was ever the consummate seducer. He took pleasure in women’s desire for him, seeking only those whose hunger matched his own. Muriel’s smoldering looks and barely concealed longing had drawn him from the start, and now nothing could shake his focus. He desired her, and he always got what he wanted.

By the time they pulled up to the marina, dusk casting a languid glow across the water, Bill’s anticipation was palpable. He retrieved her bag, leading her to the dock with easy confidence. She caught her breath at the sight of the polished wooden cabin cruiser swaying at its moorings, the promise of a secluded weekend shimmering on the lake’s surface. Bill grinned, brushing a hand down her arm. “I made sure everything’s ready. Stocked up, cleaned up, just for us.” His words were a quiet promise: tonight, the seduction would begin anew.

The journey across the lake was smooth and decadent, each minute elevating Muriel’s anticipation as the boat glided effortlessly over tranquil waters. She watched sunlight flicker off the rippling surface until, finally, they slipped into a hidden cove, hugged on either side by rugged stone outcrops. A gentle, sandy crescent revealed itself at the base of the bay, next to a singular, inviting cottage nestled quietly at the water’s edge. Smaller cabins dotted the shore, casting long shadows, promising both privacy and temptation.

Bill maneuvered the classic wooden cruiser beside the dock with practiced confidence, securing them both with a sturdy rope. He reached out and helped Muriel step ashore, his palm gripping hers possessively, sending a thrilling pulse up her arm. “Everything you see, all of this—is mine,” he shared, his eyes sweeping across the secluded property. He sounded like an amused god showing off the world he’d created. “It’s all so damned private. Sometimes I forget anyone else even exists out here. I’ve set it up to need no one. Power, water, even satellite to keep the rest of the universe at bay. Over there, that’s the sauna. I can’t wait to see you inside it with me tonight… and then afterward, we’ll slip naked into the lake, just the dark and the cold and you against me.”

A wicked smile tugged at her lips. Spurred by his words and confidence, she reached for him, pulling him down for a kiss that trembled with unsaid promise. He dipped his head, his voice rough, forbidden, and so close it left heat trailing across her flesh: “From the first moment I saw you, I wanted this. If this isn’t heaven, what is?” His teeth grazed her earlobe, sending shivers spiraling through her.

Muriel’s heart fluttered, nerves and longing mixing as Bill’s overwhelming presence pressed in—all for her, right from this electrifying start. His constant attention, so intense and full of need, should have scared her. But he remained steady, self-possessed, his protectiveness folding around her desire instead of suffocating it. She was intoxicated by the thought: she was truly here, the only woman on his mind, and she wanted to surrender to it all, to devour every possibility this wild weekend might offer.

The cottage sat perched above the shore, hugged by ancient pines. A broad veranda stretched along its front, dotted with deep chairs, a gleaming grill, and a table just perfect for long, slow, barefoot dinners overlooking the endless blue bay below. It looked both luxurious and isolated—a world built for indulgence and secrets.

Bill led her inside, showing her to a room prepared just for her. “This is all yours,” he said, standing in the doorway with a tenderness at odds with his burning gaze. “There’s a bathroom inside, take your time. I don’t want to push; settle in, come find me when you’re ready. I’ll be waiting at the dock in my bathing suit, a bottle of wine chilling for us both.” He kissed her again, lingering and soft this time, before disappearing with a promise.

For a moment, Muriel stood in the quiet, aware of her own damp heat and the hunger galvanized by his restraint. She’d expected him to claim her the instant they’d set foot inside—but no, he was letting her take the lead, setting her pulse racing. Smiling, deliciously wicked, she thought, “If only he knew just how eager I am to be devoured.”

Muriel methodically unpacked her sparse wardrobe, the hush of the dim cottage filling her ears as she slid hangers across the rod. A handful of familiar fabrics—her favorite camisole, some shorts, a loose dress—looked out of place in this hideaway, but she arranged them all the same. She lined her perfumes and lotions along the tiled shelf in the ensuite bathroom, arranging them with careful, trembling fingers. Each small act delayed the moment that simmered just ahead: emerging for him, for Bill, in barely more than her skin.

The act of slipping into her bikini knotted her stomach with old, familiar nerves. This was always the tightrope—the anticipation of exposure. Her body, so often a puzzle to her, revealed every honest angle in the full-length mirror: those arching collarbones, the bold geometry of her shoulders, the lean space between her thighs, breasts that barely filled the cups—each detail she’d catalogued over years with a mix of doubt and defiance. Still, she caught herself smiling as she remembered how lovers past had devoured her with their eyes, their hands, as if she were transformed in the heat of their desire. Maybe beauty wasn’t what lived in the symmetry of flesh but in the aching hunger she inspired. She braced herself, winked at her own reflection, and let her anticipation propel her out the door.

The sun bathed the dock in a golden haze. Bill’s broad back, lounging beneath a striped umbrella, radiated an ease she envied. The sight of him—a bottle of wine sweating on the table, crystal glasses half full—tightened the low ache inside her. As she walked toward him, uncertain but equally aflame, Bill rose to meet her. The predatory glint in his eyes devoured her worries as if they had never existed. He wanted her—wanted her exactly as she was. For a moment, she almost staggered from the waves of longing that rushed through her core. Her limbs felt sweetly heavy, as if her whole body pulsed for him alone.

She found herself wrapped in his arms, his lips searching and urgent on hers, desire thrumming between their bodies. The gentle press of her hips to his hard frame sent electric shivers through her. She moaned softly into his mouth, helpless against the need that threatened to burn her alive. Bill’s rough hands glided over her skin, wordless and worshipful, and she felt herself slipping under, wholly his.

Sheltered on the dock beneath the endless blue, Bill poured her wine and described for her how this land, this secret place, shaped his soul. His voice was rough velvet, his hand enclosing hers, their fingers tangled together. Every shared glance fanned the flames of her longing; she was undone by the way his gaze clung to her, dark with possessive hunger. Her breath quickened dangerously—she needed him, needed to be filled and claimed without pretence or pause. With trembling courage, she leaned in, pressed her lips to his in a heated whisper, “I’m ready for you, Bill.”

He wasted nothing in hesitation. His big, sure hand slipped beneath the triangle of her bikini top, tugged her aching nipple into the open and rolled it gently between his fingers, his tongue hot and swirling over the sensitive bud. She arched into his mouth, trembling helplessly as he worshipped each breast in turn, pushing her back into the desperate edge of need. “Had to do that,” he grinned against her skin, eyes gleaming, “I’ve imagined it every night since we met.”

He stood, extending his hand to her, decisive and sure. “Let’s enjoy this properly, on a bed,” he murmured, his voice like satin ropes winding around her wrists. Muriel would have gladly let him possess her right then—sun-speckled, on sun-warmed boards—but she followed, desire making her legs unsteady as they hurried up the path. Bill’s hand teased beneath her bikini bottom, stroking those sensitive curves, and she gasped, pressing into him, fevered. “Your hands—God, they’ll make me come, Bill. Let’s go. Please.”

Inside the threshold, they barely hesitated before stripping away the last intimate fabrics. Their nakedness was utterly vulnerable, utterly reckless. Lifting her into his arms, Bill gazed down at her—hungry, adoring, possessive. “My bed or yours?”

“Yours, Bill. I want all of you,” she breathed, surrendering herself without reservation.

Bill settled her gently beside his bed—its sheets fresh and cool, a sprawling invitation. Muriel met his gaze, her eyes glinting with mischief and longing. “I hope you’re in the mood to play,” she murmured, her voice low and deliciously wicked. “After all those steamy phone calls, it’s my turn to show you exactly what I’ve been aching to do.” She guided him back with a teasing finger. “Lie down for me… please.”

His grin was slow, adoring, edged with the lust that pulsed between them. “How could I ever say no to you?” Bill replied, sinking back onto the bed. He propped his head on the pillow, his cock already swollen, thick and eager, jutting up with a promise her body could feel from across the room. His legs parted invitingly. He looked so dangerously relaxed—but Muriel caught the way tension played beneath his skin, his desire barely restrained. She knew he was holding himself back, itching to grab her, flip her over, lose himself inside her. Knowing she wielded that much power made her shiver.

Muriel climbed onto the bed with predatory intent, knees pressing into the mattress as she prowled upward from its edge. Beads of anticipation pricked her skin. Her nipples, hard and flushed, bounced with each movement of her petite frame, deliciously sensitive, begging for his touch but undistracted. She paused, steadying herself with one hand on the sheets, before her slender fingers closed lightly around his cock. The first contact sent a jolt through Bill; there was nothing like the electric thrill when a woman’s grip finds you for the first time—soft, exploring, claiming. He bit back a groan—‘Christ, not yet…’—forcing himself to breathe slowly as Muriel’s palm and delicate fingertips caressed his shaft.

She caught the way his cock pulsed at her touch, and the knowledge made her bold—she traced slowly, wickedly patient, tiny circles around the ridge of his silky crown, letting her fingertip flirt with his sensitive foreskin. “Like my little circles, Bill?” she whispered, voice velvet and heat.

He let her name fall from his lips like a prayer—“Muriel”—but nearly lost it completely as she lowered her head, her hair brushing the length of him, her tongue darting out to taste him. She flicked and swirled, teasing his knob with every delicate pass. His balls cinched tight; sensation sizzled up his body, threatening to tip him over the edge before he could even take her. He forced his mind to wander somewhere else, desperate to last, as she lifted her mouth but kept stroking him in slow, almost torturous rhythm.

Then she noticed it—a shimmer of movement to each side. Mirrors. Reflections of her naked form, poised above this magnificent, hungry man, filled the room with scandalously erotic views. She caught his eyes with hers, grinned—“Been here before, haven’t you, Bill?” The words came out teasing, edged with approval, igniting his arousal further. All he could do was grunt in answer, need taking precedence over explanations.

She moved higher, trailing her mouth over his body until her lips latched onto his nipples, licking and sucking, tasting his skin as she exhaled into his chest. Bill’s hands found her ass, fingers spreading her cheeks apart and delving between, sliding down the slick, hot crease until his fingertips reached her pussy—wet, anxious, quivering for him—then sliding up to circle her tighter, forbidden entrance. The sensation made her want to cry out with joy and surrender; Muriel pressed her mouth to his, letting her tongue glide into him as his exploring hands consumed every inch of her, both of them hungrier than words could ever say.

With a slow, sinuous crawl, Muriel shifted her weight to climb higher over him, tantalizingly close, until her breasts hovered just above his lips. Bill wasted no time. His mouth worshipped the soft swell between her breasts, peppering her with languid kisses, his stubble awakening every inch of her flushed skin. The heat of his breath sent tremors down her spine. When his lips captured one of her nipples, pulling it deep into his mouth, a helpless moan escaped her throat—his tongue wicked, rolling and circling, then tugging it between his teeth until she thought she might sob with need.

His hands slid boldly, possessively, down her body—one rough palm tunneling between her thighs, spreading her eagerly. His fingers cupped the whole blazing heat of her sex, fingertips gathered at her slick lips. He teased and rolled her clit, sending another electric shudder through her. Muriel, breathless and trembling, surrendered, the desire to relinquish all control coursing through her veins. She craved the sweet ache of his dominance—the way he took possession of her body, her pleasure, until she no longer knew where she ended and he began.

With a hungry growl, Bill drew her upwards, his arms bracketing her thighs, guiding her until she hovered just above his waiting mouth. “Need you,” he murmured, voice ragged with longing. “Need the taste of you. I’ve thought about this every damn night.” The confession had her dizzy. When she finally let herself sink over him, the swipe of his tongue, broad and insistent, speared straight through her, shoulders arching and hands fisting in the sheets. He mouthed the entire slick, swollen length of her pussy, flattening his tongue and pressing upward, crushing her lips together in a maddening friction that made her forget to breathe.

Just as her senses started to unravel, panic and wild pleasure colliding, Muriel jerked away, breathless. “Wait—wait—just—I need—” She spun, facing away, planting her knees wide around his head. Her hand wrapped instantly around his cock—a beautiful, defiant curve standing up for her, flushed and leaking, so hard it pulsed in her palm. Without hesitation, she bent forward, parted her lips, and took him deep—the length of him gliding halfway into her mouth in one hungry, eager sweep.

His hips surged reflexively, rewarding her with a guttural moan, while his arms clamped her ass back down, burying his tongue between her folds so deeply she squirmed and whimpered against his cock. The world narrowed to heat and need—slick tongues, greedy mouths, urgent hands—all boundaries lost in the wildfire of their mutual hunger.

Muriel’s climax was building, spiraling tighter with every shuddering breath until she tore herself away from his lips, rotating her body, frantic, barely able to hold the trembling shaft. With desperate precision, she nudged the swollen, purple head into her scorching, fluttering heat, hands trembling as she guided him into her. The barest inch and Bill’s composure cracked; he thrust upward with savage force, filling her in one impossibly deep, relentless stroke.

A helpless cry broke from Muriel’s lips—the pleasure burning and almost agonizing, her body frozen, stretched and filled as her slick, grasping walls gripped him. For a moment, she could only gasp, impaled and shuddering, as his hands soothed her trembling thighs.

Bill’s voice, gentle but commanding, reached her through the haze. “Slow, sweetheart. Let yourself feel it, just let go.” She steadied herself, bracing on his broad shoulders, locking her wild eyes to his. Lust and affection tangled in her gaze as she finally mustered her reply through a breathless, wicked smile. “Your fault, you know—you surprised me. Wasn’t ready. But now?” She rolled her hips, slow and sinuous, savoring the deep, tight slide, glorying in the way his body responded beneath her.

She cocked her head, catching their reflection in the mirrored walls—a decadent tableau of her riding his cock, his hands drinking in every inch of her writhing body. Their gazes met in the glass. She twisted her hips, rising until just the tip lingered inside, then dropped down, the resounding slap echoing through the room—a declaration and a challenge, her cheeks reddening as she rode him harder, wilder, their pleasure shivering between mirrored reality and flesh and desperate, unstoppable need.

“Oh, yes… just like that—higher, let me feel you,” Bill groaned, his voice ragged, thick with need. Muriel didn’t hesitate; she tipped forward, pressing her palms to his chest as she lifted her hips, her body arching in a graceful curve. The invitation was unmistakable—space for him to thrust, to take, to drive himself into her hungry heat. The slap of skin against skin filled the room, sharp, steady; every sound sent pulses of pure bliss spiraling through her body.

“God, don’t stop—please, don’t stop,” she choked out, the words tumbling from her lips with every rolling motion, her thighs quivering with exertion and pleasure.

Then she lost herself completely—surrendering. She slammed down, spearing herself on his thick cock, a raw, needy gasp escaping her. Her legs shot between his, spreading wide and trembling as she anchored herself for his relentless drive. Her breasts mashed against his chest, nipples scraping across his heated skin. Bill’s eyes slipped down her back, transfixed by the sight of her tight ass flexing with every plunge, that forbidden little bud clenching in exquisite rhythm with her spasming pussy.

He let her lie there, pinned, her body fused to his, holding his cock hostage in the pulsing grip of her climax. And then, with a fluid, dominating motion, he rolled her onto her back, hoisted her legs high over his broad shoulders, and drove himself deep, deeper, straight down inside her until she cried out—a soft, desperate sound muffled by her teeth biting into her lower lip.

He watched her shudder beneath him, eyes closed as she soared, her body tight, trembling with aftershocks. With a guttural grunt, Bill gave in and spilled himself inside her—hot, thick streams—his body collapsing atop hers as if he could never let her go.

Minutes passed, their ragged breathing filling the cooling air. Then Bill finally lifted his head, his eyes smoldering with playful challenge. “Is this your game, baby? No limits at all?”

Muriel’s lips brushed his ear, her voice deliciously sinful. “No rules, Bill. Take what you want. I’ll give you everything. But don’t pull out—keep it in me as long as you can.”

Later, wrapped only in plush terrycloth robes, they walked hand in hand to the dock, shrugged off all barriers—robes tumbling to the ground—and dove, naked, into the crisp, exhilarating water. The shock snapped them awake, laughter bubbling up as they pressed together, skin slick beneath the gentle waves.

“I want to cook for you,” Bill said, his smile teasing as he held her in the shallows. “You can help… or maybe just watch.”

In the kitchen, their hands brushed; conversation flowed lightly, easily, as if they’d been lovers for years, their recent ferocity resting softly unspoken between them. Dinner unfolded on the deck, the sky streaked with the dying blush of sunset over the trees, peace settling like a balm after the storm.

Evening drew in—a stroll on the beach, fingers laced, bare feet wading into water still whispering secrets to the shore. Silence enveloped them, thick and sweet, broken only by the hush of water and the promise of night.

The sauna waited for them on a rugged rock perch, a wooden walkway stretching toward deeper water. Bill ducked inside the shack, checked the steamy heat, and turned with a grin. “It’s hot and ready—let’s get prepared.”

Back in the cottage, the ritual began: sliding robes over bare, tingling skin, gathering glasses and chilled champagne, towels tossed over arms. A procession of anticipation—a silent promise of heat, sweat, and the electric unknown waiting in the dark.

Muriel hesitated for a heartbeat, her skin gleaming in the golden haze, the cocktail of heat and champagne dizzying her senses. This was all so new—her first time in a sauna, her nerves set alight with each passing moment. Bill’s voice, low and instructive, melted through the thick humidity as he explained what to expect, how to let the heat soak in and not fight it. She watched as he shed his robe, his naked form unapologetic, and she followed, draping her own robe upon a hook with a flicker of anticipation.

The sauna enveloped them—a cocoon of warmth. They perched on the lowest bench; the heat was soft at first, almost comforting, making her limbs heavy and loose as she eased herself beside him. Bill poured icy water over the glowing stones, and the hiss and subsequent vapor wrapped them tighter together. Sweat tumbled from her skin, tracing slow, shivery lines down her belly, gathering between her breasts, making her aware of every inch of her own nakedness. Bill, meanwhile, seemed almost energized by it, a hungry hardness apparent between his thighs, though he tried to keep things playful, light, occasionally drenching their heads with cold water from a tin pail to let laughter bubble up beneath the already heady temperature.

With the pop of a cork, sparkling champagne filled their glasses, and they toasted the closeness and anonymity of the evening. Drops of condensation slid over Muriel’s knuckles, mingling with sweat. The heat seeped deeper, making her feel liquid, boundaries blurring, thoughts slow and molten. She wasn’t even focused on sex—at least, not overtly—but the pulse beneath her skin said otherwise.

Bill suggested moving to the bench above, luring her up into the higher, denser layer of heat. Here, his touch shifted, hungry curiosity morphing into a gentle insistence. His mouth fastened around her nipples, tongue swirling as though savoring every bead of sweat, every flicker of her wanting. His hands parted her thighs, smoothing upward, fingertips feathering against the slick entrance of her pussy. Muriel’s breath stuttered. Instinctively, her hand snaked to his rigid shaft, grasping in defense—or maybe simple, unspoken need. She wondered, dizzy: Is he really going to fuck me in here? Her mind snagged on the very idea, both startled and aroused by the forbidden.

Sensing her tension, Bill murmured against her ear, his voice all velvet and promise, “Shh, relax, baby. Just play. We’ll save the fucking for later—this is our prelude.” It sent a delicious shiver down her spine.

He reached for a small jar gleaming on a shelf, twisting off the lid. Scooping out a cool shimmer of jelly, he pressed it carefully to her needy sex. “The heat dries you up, love. This makes everything stay slippery,” he breathed, almost reverent as he smoothed the gel over her parted lips, his fingers dipping, swirling, sliding just inside.

The world shrank to sensation: the hot, wet air; the yellow halo thrown by the single bulb; the gentle squelch of Bill’s fingers playing her, inside her, coaxing her higher. Her eyes fluttered closed. She arched forward, surrendering, her nails digging into his back as if to anchor herself, a haze of bliss settling over her mind. Her body tightened around his touch, tremors building.

“Do you want me to come?” she gasped, lost in the haze, so close she ached. “I could, God, I could right now.”

He smiled, slow and knowing, mouth claiming hers in a kiss that stole her breath. “Not yet, not now. I want you melting. I want to talk to you and feel you.” His fingers stroked slower, teasing, keeping her hovering, maddeningly close.

“What do you want to talk about?” she managed, desperate to keep the exquisite teasing. Her palm found his cock again—thick, twitching, hot to the touch. She would have answered questions in any language to keep his fingers working their magic.

He leaned in, voice a low growl. “The boy—at the bus station. Was he yours, that day we met?” He dipped his fingers back for another dose of the jelly, circling her entrance, trailing slick heat back toward her tight rear.

She barely blinked at the intimacy of the question, her guard stripped away by warmth and want. “Yes,” she breathed, “he was… for a little while. It ended, though. Over now.”

That only seemed to stoke Bill’s fire; his eyes glinted with cruel curiosity and lust intermingling. “Did he fuck you that day? Did you stay with him? Tell me everything,” he urged, his fingertips now circling, pressing with promise, making her want to confess every dirty secret for the pleasure in his touch.

On any other day, Muriel might’ve found Bill’s probing curiosity unusual, maybe even invasive, but right then his wicked questioning only fanned the flames of their desire, pushing her deeper into an aroused haze where boundaries dissolved and truth felt delicious. “Mmm, yes,” she purred, her voice trembling with shameless excitement, “he fucked me as soon as we walked through his door, slamming me up against it before I could barely breathe. We were so desperate—so hungry for each other I couldn’t help but laugh.” A low, needy giggle shivered from her lips, the confession thickening the air between them.

Bill’s moan, rough and guttural, tumbled from his throat. “God, more. Tell me every dirty detail.” The tension in the air was almost unbearable.

With a teasing, deliberate slowness, Muriel let her slick fingers dip into the jar again. She scooped a generous amount of jelly and smoothed it luxuriously along the length of Bill’s hard, pulsing cock, savoring the way his hips twitched under her touch. She continued, voice dropping until it was little more than an intimate, hungry whisper, “He yanked at my blouse, and before I knew it my breasts were bare, skirt bunched around my waist. I tore his clothes off—everything but his need. He pinned me back, lifted my leg over his arm, pushed into me so deep, so perfect. I clung to him, wrapped my leg high around his waist, begging him—pleading for him to come inside me.”

The words seemed to undo Bill entirely, his composure crumbling as her story inflamed him. “Did he? Did he fill you, baby? Did you lose yourself with him?” His own need had become overwhelming—her hand still grasping him, stroking deliberately as he abandoned her pussy for the relentless grip of her fist. Together they built toward a feverish peak, Bill thrusting urgently into her hand until he shouted out, his body shuddering with release. His climax was spectacular, a stream of hot, sticky cum arching from him across the cedar-scented air. Muriel kept her hand firm and slow, wringing every last pulse from him, delighting in the twitch and weight of his cock as he softened, glistening in her grip.

For a heartbeat, they sat molded together, bodies slick with sweat and arousal, heat swirling between them in the dim, golden light. Finally, he caught his breath enough to speak. “Christ, you just flipped everything on me. I wanted your climax… but you’re so damn breathtaking I couldn’t help myself.”

Muriel eased away just far enough to settle back, the faintest, knowing smile curling her lips. Deliberately, she let her thighs fall open, exposing herself shamelessly. “It’s not too late, darling,” she breathed, her voice rich with promise. “I’m so close… all I need is you.”

Without hesitation, Bill was on his knees between her parted legs. The swipe of his tongue was immediate and greedy, his mouth devouring the slick heat between her thighs. His lips wrapped around her swollen clit, his tongue flicking and swirling until she was trembling, then his finger pressed inside her, gentle and insistent. Muriel barely registered the burn of the bench beneath her spine—every ounce of her attention locked on the exquisite torment of his mouth and hand. Her heels dug into the steaming wood as her knees locked around his head, and when her orgasm hit, she shattered—clamping tight around his finger, gasping, writhing, lost in spasms of pleasure that bordered on pain.

Hours—or maybe just moments—later, the icy lake stripped away the last vestiges of their fever. They stood chest to chest, water lapping at their bodies, hands roaming, touching, refusing to surrender the heat they’d created. After a hasty drying-off, giggling through chattering teeth, they slid warm robes over their naked skin and ambled back to the cottage in a haze of shared satisfaction.

In front of the fire, glowing in afterglow and champagne, their hands found each other with a gentler, loving urgency. Conversation shifted easily—innocuous, comfortable, punctuated by casual kisses and the lazy tracing of fingers over skin.

Bill’s voice was soft, inviting. “Will you sleep with me tonight, Muriel?”

She slid closer, nuzzling his neck, her lips finding the secret hollow behind his ear. “Oh yes… I think there are still secrets between us worth uncovering.”

“Discussing anything right now is the furthest thing from my mind,” I murmur, my breath trembling against his neck, “but somehow every conversation with you leads to dangerous delights.” His response is immediate—our lips colliding with a slow, intoxicating promise as his palm glides beneath my robe, cupping my breast, his thumb circling my nipple until it’s stiff beneath his touch. “Maybe we should… talk in bed,” he teases, his voice rich and low as he draws me up, leading me to his world with a simple, irresistible command.

I let my robe fall away, letting it pool at my feet, the cool air grazing my bare skin as I glide onto the bed with deliberate grace. I rest my head on the pillow, fingers ghosting over my breast, teasing my peak, while my thighs stay delicately pressed together—a coy invitation. He lets his robe slip to the floor, his eyes drinking me in, hungry and reverent. When he joins me, his body powerful and warm beside mine, his lips curling devishly. “Tonight is for you. Let me have my turn, let me adore every inch of you,” he promises, his words rolling over my body like a caress.

Slowly, deliberately, I open to him, knees parting, an ache awakening between my thighs. He nestles over me, his presence filling the room, his weight pressing deliciously against me as I whisper, “If we’re talking, perhaps I should be the one asking the questions now…” My voice is breathy, already thick with need.

He brushes my knees farther apart, his palm warm and rough as he cups my sex, the heel of his hand nudging against my mound, his fingers splitting my slick lips and stroking me with exquisite slowness. His mouth finds my nipple, pulling it between his lips, his teeth scraping gently, making me gasp, my hips twitching automatically. “Ask me anything you want, baby,” he murmurs, his breath hot in my ear, “I’ll answer… while I keep you on the edge.”

“Have you brought other women here,” I pant, writhing under his hand, my mind whirling with jealousy and lust, “to fuck them the way you want to fuck me?”

His lips leave my breast for a heartbeat. “Oh yes,” he admits shamelessly, his fingers stroking deeper, “it’s the perfect hideaway for a lover. But none have haunted my dreams like you—I’ve wanted you since the moment I laid eyes on you.”

His admission makes my insides clench with wanting. “When was the last time?” My voice is tight, disappointment and desire warring within me.

He pauses, pretending to think, but I can see the truth flickering in his eyes. “Only last week,” he confesses, and something wild sparks between us.

I push him up, needing to see the honesty in his gaze. “So you were fucking her… even as you were seducing me?” I can’t decide if I want to slap him or pull him deeper inside me.

His smile is wickedly unapologetic. “You had me so hard, so desperate for you, Muriel—I couldn’t help myself. I needed relief. She was just a friend, one night only.”

Some part of me wants to care, but the tidal force of his touch strips away any uncertainty. After all, I had confessed every decadent detail of my own escapades. I surrender, letting the pleasure swallow me whole, my body arching eagerly under his attention.

Still, I can’t help myself—I want to know more. “What was she like? Was she just another fuck to you, or something more?” My questions spill out as my thighs quiver with anticipation.

He shifts, bracing himself above me, his eyes locked onto mine with a possessive fire. The blunt head of his cock nudges at my entrance, so slick and ready for him. My need drowns out every protest. I hook my legs around him, heels digging into his back, silently pleading for him to fill me.

His answer is lost as he strokes into me in one fierce, fluid thrust, burying himself to the hilt. I arch against him, hands reaching for his shoulders, the pleasure thick and consuming as he presses his body into mine, chest to chest, our hips perfectly fused. We moan in tandem, heat and longing tangled hopelessly together, every question suddenly irrelevant as our bodies speak the only truth that matters.

“Yes,” Bill went on, voice thick with lust as he began to move deep inside her—slowly, deliberately, filling every inch of her sensitized sex with easy, rolling thrusts. “We’d met like that before, more than once. She’s petite, older than you are.” His words vibrated low against her neck, heat and anticipation mingling with his confession. “It’s always been mutual—when either of us need release, we find each other. She’s a friend of my mother.” His body tensed deliciously as Muriel’s hands traveled down his spine, her fingers kneading his ass, pulling him tighter, deeper.

Muriel locked her heels against the backs of his thighs, arching up to meet every steady press of his cock. “Oh, Bill—fuck, you’re fucking your mom’s friend?” she gasped, half-disbelief, half need, breathless as his hips began to roll faster, his shaft grinding deeper, swirling every sensation into a sharp, urgent ache.

“She loves to take control—to straddle me,” he teased, picking up his rhythm, drawing out every shiver between them. “That night, she rode me with the lights blazing, mirrors all around us. We both wanted to see everything. She sat above me, back arched, her hands braced behind on my thighs, moving in time, breasts—God, she has these surprising, full breasts—bouncing wild in the glass as she fucked me.”

Just then, Bill lost himself to the urgent new pace, slamming harder, groaning as Muriel’s hands worked up his back, her arms snaking beneath his, clutching him tighter as though she might hold his body deep inside hers forever.

“And then?” Muriel begged, overwhelmed, voice trembling either with jealousy or eager curiosity, she wasn’t sure. She clung to him, wet and ready, insistent for more. “What does she do next, Bill?”

Bill’s face buried at her throat, each thrust rougher, more feverish as he fought against the wave inside. “When she comes—she collapses over me, mashing her tits against my chest, grinding harder than ever, fucking as if she’s the one with the cock—taking everything from me. I even kept a video; I could show you if you wanted,” he choked, voice guttural, holding back the moment with a desperate shudder.

He couldn’t wait any longer. His orgasm ripped through him, pulse after pulse, spilling into her as Muriel shattered, her body stiffening, then shaking in wild, uncontrollable waves. Her pussy clamped around his cock in ecstatic pulses, milking every last drop as they rode out the eruption together—sweat-slick, gasping, deeply and insanely satisfied.

Spent and tangled together in the aftermath, they lay in silence, chests pressed close, their minds awhirl with private thoughts neither was able to voice. Bill marveled at Muriel’s uninhibited hunger—her willingness to match him, kink for kink, fantasy for fantasy. Meanwhile, Muriel, still trembling, felt both a nervous thrill and an insatiable yearning for every dark secret Bill was willing to share. Neither believed this was anywhere near the end.


The Ex-Wife's Friends

A few years slipped by after my wife and I went our separate ways. Suddenly, at fifty-two, I found myself adrift—no partner to share the quiet comforts of the night, no one to laugh or commiserate with. The emptiness, both physical and emotional, crept into my bones like an ache I couldn't shake. I yearned for the warmth of a woman beside me, her skin, her scent, the low hum of shared pleasure. But after three decades in the safe cocoon of marriage, I was utterly lost. The rules of attraction had changed, and I was clueless how to approach women, let alone seduce them.

I dipped my toes into online dating, scrolling profiles late into restless nights, hoping for connection. My efforts were mostly futile, clumsy attempts at conversation that fizzled before flames could catch. Only one tantalizing encounter stands out—its details linger, and I promise I won’t keep you waiting long.

The universe, ever mischievous, intervened. Suddenly, and almost bewilderingly, I found myself entangled with three women—all married. Each of them had once circled my life’s periphery as my wife’s confidantes, partners on the golf course where laughter and secrets were shared over the years. I was never a fixture at the club, too consumed by work, yet I’d sipped wine and traded pleasantries with these women at parties and summer barbeques. They were each alluring and distinct—one delicate, another bold, a third discreet but watchful. After my divorce, the threads of fate tangled deliciously, and over just a few months, I found myself tangled with every one of them—my body claimed, again and again, in forbidden embraces.

When my wife left town after our split, I stayed. I sold the old house whose walls echoed with memories and settled instead into a small apartment just steps from my office. Even as my workload thinned and income shrank in a struggling economy, I kept my routine intact—work gave me purpose, the familiar rituals a thin defense against loneliness.

Every morning started the same: a quiet visit to my office for post and messages, followed by a run across dew-soaked grass in the park nearby. Afterward, I’d treat myself to a rich coffee at Starbucks, savoring the smooth bitterness, before heading back to shower and shave. Routine, habit, survival.

It was during those early park mornings that I met Elaine, the first of my ex-wife’s captivating friends. She lived in a townhouse bordering the trees, and one serendipitous morning we crossed paths, smiles and easy conversation stretching into longer, intimate walks. Something electric simmered beneath our casual façade. We’d greet each other with soft, lingering kisses and depart with glances heavy with unsaid invitations. Our connection grew addictive—each morning, I’d ache for her arrival, watching her approach, her presence making my heart thud and my body stir. I could feel the longing between us, palpable, unspoken, but undeniable.

Ilsa was next to seek me out—a sultry whirlwind of laughter and mischief. Her boldness sparkled; everything she said carried a flirtatious edge, each phone call a teasing dance that skirted the boundaries of propriety. Our conversations, spoken in low, intimate tones, always slithered their way back to sex, to desire.

But it was the virtual world that delivered the third delight. The Internet eventually rewarded my persistence with a most unexpected twist—I matched with an enigmatic, married Asian woman. She played coy, never revealing her face, but our late-night chats blazed with increasingly explicit fantasies. One heated evening, her confession landed like a thunderclap: she was Susan, the last of my ex-wife’s golf circle. She’d recognized my photo instantly but, stricken by nerves, kept silent. Once the truth was out, our exchanges ignited with a raw, shameless intimacy—her words baring secrets, her refusal to meet only intensifying the throbbing ache of anticipation.

Now, all three of my ex-wife’s friends had slipped quietly, almost mischievously, into my orbit—each one presenting an alluring, irresistible possibility. Suddenly, the chances of an erotic encounter were far more than a distant hope; they shimmered before me, ripe with promise. The game was on, but I couldn’t guess just when or with whom it would ignite first.

It was Ilsa who struck, calling just as I returned from my run, my skin still tingling from the cool morning air. She teased, her tone openly sultry. “Why don’t you come over for coffee?” Her easy suggestion was laced with delicious implication—I knew without needing to ask that Peter, her husband, was out of town. Still, I hesitated, caught between the thrill of temptation and a shadow of restraint. She didn’t let it linger.

“What are you doing?” she pressed.

“About to have a shower,” I replied, my voice thickening with anticipation as the vision of water sluicing over her skin flickered through my mind.

“Oh, what a happy coincidence,” she purred, the temptation tangible in her words. “I was just about to shower too. Maybe we should save water—and shower together.”

The image of her sleek, naked body beside mine sent heat surging to my groin. I let out a shaky laugh, trying to play it cool. “I doubt we’d fit in my shower—it’s pretty tight,” I said, but the idea had already sent my cock rigid, aching with want. The taste of Elaine’s lips still lingered from earlier that morning, only heightening my thirst.

Ilsa’s voice sharpened with playful confidence. “Well, why don’t you come over after you finish?” she countered, not missing a beat. “I’ll shower and shave my pussy—just for you.”

I almost choked, caught off guard. “Say what?” My heart hammered so loudly I could barely hear my own words.

She laughed—low, wicked, unashamed. “Thought that might get your attention. I love to be perfectly smooth before I’m fucked.”

Desire crashed over me, so overwhelming there was no question left. “Damn it, Ilsa, are you serious?”

“Oh, you know I am,” she said, her voice lowering to a velvet caress. “I can hear it in your voice, the way you want it. And trust me—I want to give it to you. I’ll be downstairs in the bedroom. Back door will be open. All you have to do is slip in.” The invitation was unspoken, the risk delicious.

I knew her house from summer parties, could practically trace the path through the backyard to her sanctuary. My hands shook as I parked and walked in, trying to tamp down my racing pulse. Upstairs, light spilled into the en suite bathroom, where she stood at the mirror, fussing with her hair. She wore only a white robe, snug at the waist, the shadows of her delicate frame visible beneath.

Ilsa was all sinewy confidence—narrow hips, petite breasts, but every line of her body sang with self-assurance. She radiated sex, an effortless sensuality that made my mouth go dry. Leaning back against the vanity, she extended her arms with the casual air of a woman who knows exactly what she’s offering.

“Want to check me out, Jim?” she whispered, eyes glinting. “It’s clean as a whistle.”

She tugged me closer, her fingertips trailing heat on my shoulders as I stood before her. With a flick of her wrist, the robe slipped open—her skin bared, her mound smooth and glistening, perfectly shaved. Her small breasts, nipples tight with anticipation, peaked like berries, sweet and utterly tempting.

I pressed my lips to hers, tasting her moan, her tongue seeking mine with feverish hunger. I traced down, trailing heat across her sensitive neck, scattering kisses over her pert, eager breasts, delighting in the whimper that escaped her lips as I suckled her nipples. My mouth moved lower, down the flat plane of her belly to that velvet mound—soft, bare, irresistible. I don’t always lose myself like this, but with Ilsa, hunger overcame every last inhibition. I needed to taste her, to drown in her sweetness. My tongue found her, and she parted for me with a shivering sigh, surrendering completely.

I hoisted her slender frame up onto the smooth, cool vanity, my knees sinking onto the tiles as the scent of her need enveloped me. Ilsa’s legs opened with a practiced, hungry grace, her fingers threading into my hair, forcibly drawing me between her thighs. My breath mingled with hers, hot and trembling, as I stared at her velvety, bare slit—smooth as silk, glistening with anticipation. The sharp gasp that left her lips as my tongue swept out, tasting her, sent a jolt of satisfaction through my body. I drew the tip in a slow, deliberate caress from the base of her entrance to the delicate rise of her clit, feeling the muscles in her thighs quiver while my finger eased inside her, hungrily exploring. She shuddered, every inch of her coming alive under my mouth and touch.

By the time I rose, my mouth wet with her, her hands were already desperate and trembling, fingers fumbling at my belt and zipper, impatient to unleash what she craved. I shucked my shirt and shoved my boxers down, her palm instantly wrapping around the thick base of my cock, squeezing with greedy admiration. Her eyes met mine, fever-bright, lips parted. “Fuck, I knew you’d have an incredible cock. I want it—right here, right now.”

I didn’t hesitate. I tugged her closer, pulling her hips flush to the edge of the vanity, nudging the head of my cock against her soaked entrance. With one hard push, I fed the tip into her tight, pulsing heat. We both looked down at the raw spectacle, her fingernails clutching my shoulders, my hands carving bruises into her hips. Together, we groaned as I sunk slowly, an inch at a time, each slip deeper into her impossibly tight, fiercely wet pussy.

“Christ, you feel unreal.” The words tore from me in a ragged moan as I began to rock, each thrust stoking the fire between us. The velvet brush of her tiny nipples against my lips had me dizzy, and I couldn’t resist sucking them, tugging gently as she arched into me, wrists braced on the cold stone counter.

Her voice trembled with need. “Take me to the bed. I want you—every part of you—covering me, inside.”

I couldn’t bear to slip out, not even for a moment. With her legs clamped vice-tight around my thighs, I lifted her, barely coherent, and staggered toward the bedroom. At the door frame, urgency overwhelmed us—I pressed her hard against the cool wood, driving into her over and over, our gasps echoing in the hallway, lost in the wild, unrestrained rhythm. My hands found her ass, squeezing and guiding her, her back arching in surrender.

We collapsed to the bed, her body stretched sideways, slick and trembling, her ass perched on the edge, legs still locked tight around me. I braced myself above her, arms trembling as I fucked her, each stroke filling her, forcing helpless sounds from her lips.

She gripped my shoulders, voice shot through with pure need: “On the bed. I want your body on top of me—crush me, lose yourself in me.”

Shifting her further up, determined not to lose that connection, I pressed her back beneath me, every nerve fracturing with raw sensation. Her slight breasts crushed against my chest, her mouth greedy at my throat, heels digging into my flexing ass, spurring me on. And that perfectly smooth, naked pussy—so open and honest—made the moment electric, almost unbearably intimate. Ecstasy built and detonated—my body shaking, hers arching in involuntary, exquisite pulses as we came together, my release driving her into spasms of pleasure that left us both gasping, spent, and glistening.

The intensity stunned me—a dark, delicious reminder of all I’d been missing in those barren, mechanical years of marriage. What we shared on that sun-drenched bed was reckless and real, pure abandon. And for the first time in ages, I felt alive—aching for more, even as I suspected the opportunity wouldn’t last. With Ilsa, it was only a flash of burning brightness before life shifted, and I moved on.

While my other entanglements were unfolding at their own measured pace, they simmered with promise beneath layers of anticipation. My online conversations with Susan crackled with increasing heat, flirtatious banter slipping into bolder, hungrier realms. Meanwhile, things with Elaine—beautiful, mature Elaine—were advancing differently, yet no less intoxicating.

Elaine’s composure set her apart: statuesque, voluptuous, carrying herself with a practiced elegance that only heightened my craving for her. In her presence, my pulse would race from just the lightest brush of her fingers on my forearm—an electric, barely-there touch that lingered on my skin long after.

Our park rendezvous had evolved, from coy greetings and wistful farewells to daring, lingering kisses. Soon, we pressed closer in the privacy of my car, our hands exploring beneath clothes with a hushed urgency. When talk finally drifted toward meeting alone, I had to choose my words carefully—Elaine preferred suggestion over vulgarity, her inhibition a tantalizing challenge. “I ache to be inside you,” I would whisper, or, “please let me bare your beautiful body to me.” We flirted on the knife’s edge of yielding completely.

Walks became a memory. Seclusion beckoned, so I would park where the world disappeared, both of us climbing into the backseat with hearts pounding. One crisp morning, Elaine arrived wearing a fitted tracksuit that hugged every seductive curve. As my hands explored, I realized she’d come to me utterly unencumbered—no bra, no panties—a silent invitation burning in her eyes.

Our mouths crashed together as I slipped the zipper of her top down, bit by careful bit. I hesitated for just a moment, searching her face for uncertainty; she offered only a bashful smile, avoiding my gaze. I spread her jacket open, hungrily taking in her lush, bare breasts, round and perfect. God, she was stunning.

Caught in the gravity of desire, I bowed low and flicked my tongue over her nipple. Her body shivered, tension vibrating through her, but she gave no protest—only need. My lips closed around her, suckling, savoring her soft moan as her hand slid, tentative and trembling, inside the waistband of my sweats. Her palm wrapped around my length, the friction both a mercy and a torment. My desire for her surged; I needed more.

“Elaine,” I murmured, ragged with longing, “let’s go somewhere and make love. I want you so much. We’ll be safe—my place, private. No one will see us. Please, say yes.”

To give her better access, I shoved my sweats down, baring myself to her touch. Her moan was breathless, wicked; her hand wandered shamelessly, fingers circling my balls, coaxing low, desperate groans from my throat.

Her lips brushed my ear. “Yes,” she breathed, so softly, so sweetly, I was undone. “Let’s go.”

We scrambled awkwardly back into order, barely containing the pulsing arousal between us, and sped away. The drive was a taut, glorious silence brimming with everything we craved and couldn’t say. When the apartment door clicked shut behind us, urgency took over, clothes tearing away in frantic handfuls until we stood exposed—her magnificent breasts and decadent, natural mound mesmerizing me with raw honesty.

I crowded her back against the door, pressing my thigh between her legs, my arms locking her close. Our mouths collided in fevered hunger, her core grinding shamelessly against my upper thigh while my cock dragged—aching, throbbing—across her belly and hip, her need as fierce and wild as my own.

I ached to take her right there by the door, to drive myself into her warmth with urgent need, but somehow I reined in my hunger and guided her, hand in hand, to the sanctuary of my bedroom. Elaine turned towards me, her body settling onto the edge of the bed with effortless grace, her eyes commanding as she beckoned me closer. There was a delicious contradiction in her—a woman so cautious with words, yet so bold, fearless with her body. She didn’t need to say “cock”; her mouth made her desires clear.

When her lips closed softly around me, the sensation was wickedly exquisite. My cock throbbed in her mouth as she took me deep, her gaze never wavering from mine—playful, inviting, smoky with secret pleasure. The silk of her hair brushed my bare thighs with every slow, purposeful stroke. Her tongue traced the underside of my length, her hand stroking gently, cupping my balls, making me shudder with almost unbearable need.

She brought me to the brink, leaving me dizzy with anticipation, only to ease my throbbing cock from her lips and recline back on the bed, legs open and feet grazing the floor—her whole body inviting me. I moved between her thighs, lifting them until they curled around my hips, her heels pressing into my back. Her sex was gloriously displayed beneath the lush wildness of her bush—a wet, red invitation that made my pulse wild. Her eyes blazed into mine, daring and vulnerable all at once, as I pressed my cock inside her slowly, relishing the way her heat enveloped me, her slickness wrapping me in sensation.

The room seemed to disappear as I pushed deeper, rocked into her with slow, measured thrusts. The swell of her breasts rolled with every movement, nipples tight, her body undulating beneath mine. She tightened her legs around me, hips arching off the bed to meet each thrust, her need as raw as mine.

“God, I’ve been desperate to fuck you for weeks,” I groaned, the word torn from me, reverberating in the room like a confession. The shock of my admission made her shudder—she bucked beneath me with exquisite urgency, her body spasming around my cock, pulling me deeper. In that wild, perfect moment, we shattered together, lost in each other’s climax.

I collapsed over her, my cock still pulsing in her tight, trembling pussy, lost in the lingering spasms and the sweet ache of release. We kissed, all tangled limbs and tangled hearts, rolling together, luxuriating in the slippery warmth of our spent bodies.

I murmured, breathless, feeling the aftermath. “I’m sorry for what I said, Elaine. I know you don’t like that word, it just slipped out.”

She smiled softly, her lips close to mine. “Sometimes… there’s a right moment for everything. That was the right moment to say fuck.”

That was our ending—bittersweet and inevitable. Elaine confessed, her fingers drifting across my skin, that for her this was the limit—wondrous, thrilling, but one night only. The guilt over betraying her husband too heavy to ignore. Our affair closed in that moment, a gorgeous secret sealed away.

Then there was Susan. She was so different—delicate, petite, with that enticing softness I always admired in Asian women. Though we’d only exchanged polite conversation at the club, our online chats pulsed with electricity. Like Elaine, Susan shied from crude words, preferring coy phrases—“Little Bro” for my cock, a simple “P” for her pussy. She could be so imaginative, everything but real touch, yet the fantasy felt tangible.

Susan was not seeking a physical affair, only the thrill of shared fantasies with someone who desired her mind and her body through the screen. She scoffed at the men who pressed her for real meetings. I never asked what she thought they truly wanted. Our online exchange became my secret craving—a dance of words, deliciously erotic, always leaving me wishing she would choose to cross into real life with me.

Our conversations quickly turned wickedly explicit, sliding deeper into irresistible territory, even though she kept her webcam off, hiding behind that veil of digital mystery. She’d send me photos—intimate mosaics of her small, bare breasts, her nipples peeking through her dark hair, snapshots of herself lounging in delicate, lace-edged panties. It was an intoxicating tease, her skin glowing softly in each frame. For her, I’d bare everything she asked—my stiff cock, balls cradled loosely in my palm, sometimes a slow self-caress—fuel for her desire. My words and pictures would draw deep, throaty whimpers from her, breathless confessions that she’d come from just my digital touch. I’d offer more—begging for a mutual show, proposing I’d stroke myself for her, live, if only she’d give me the same in return. I ached to watch her watching me, to hear her gasp as I unraveled for her; but always, she shied away, declining with a half-sweet, half-frustrating refusal, holding on to her secrets.

Eventually, the barrier between us softened. She agreed to meet for coffee—something simple, public. That first meeting, her nerves trembled in her smile, but after a little gentle talk, a shy laugh, she melted, relaxing into candid warmth. When we parted, I stole a swift, sweet kiss from her lips, tasting nervous anticipation. The spark from that touch lingered, smoldering into our chats and making every message drip with fresh, ravenous promise. Face-to-face now, our meetings became weekly rituals, coffee dates that poured gasoline on our wildest words, ramping up our flirtation until even innocent glances promised sin.

She had an office in the city’s busy core. One sultry afternoon, I arranged for something special—a hotel room with a view that swept over the harbor and mountains. I called her at work, breathless, inviting her to a stolen lunch. She met me in the marble lobby, nervous and wary, her eyes flicking everywhere but my own as I explained we’d be dining upstairs. For a moment she hesitated, poised to refuse—but when she heard the longing in my voice and saw the anticipation flickering in my eyes, she surrendered with a lopsided smile. “Just lunch, Jim. No funny stuff.” The edge in her words was undercut by the way her lips curled, her eyes flickered with something wicked.

Up in the suite, we feasted—warm conversation, gentle laughter, the sweet slide of wine over our tongues. And after, basking in the hush of the room, we drifted toward the tall window overlooking the city, the sun painting gold across her hair. I reached for her, fingertips curious, tracing from her waist up to the soft curve of her breast, kneading gently, savoring the fullness under my palm. Our bodies pressed flush, my hardening cock grinding into her thigh; she shivered, her tension dissolving as she let herself lean into me, her body yielding in delicious, slow surrender.

I drew back to meet her gaze, searching her eyes, now glazed with thickening desire. Deliberate, ritualistic, I unfastened each button of her blouse, peeling the fabric away from her bare, warm skin. Her eyes fluttered shut as I slipped my hand beneath her bra, brushes of my fingers teasing her nipple to stiff attention.

A gasp—an aching, whispered moan—tumbled from her lips as I worked her nipple, tongue tracing from the hollow of her neck to the delicate shell of her ear, kissing, tasting, breathing her in. With practiced hands, I unclasped her bra, letting her breasts spill into my hungry palms. Her skin was all silky warmth, her nipples dark and hard, sensitive under my touch. I cupped one breast, lifting the tip to my lips, tongue flicking, then sealing around the tender bud and sucking slow, greedy pulls.

“Touch me, Susan—feel what you do to me. Rub my cock.” The command was little more than a guttural plea. Her hand slid down, trembling, over my thighs, stroking my rigid length through the fabric of my trousers. Tremors rattled through her as she let herself do what she craved, a betraying whimper twisting in her throat—a raw sound, half-resistance, half-longing surrender. I pulled her breast higher to my lips, licking and sucking the swollen nipple as my hand cupped her other breast, her trembling growing, pulled to the edge by the dance of want and restraint.

“Susan,” I breathed, my voice thick with need, threads of longing woven into every syllable. With deliberate hands, I turned her to face the mirror, hungry to watch her own beauty unfold before her eyes—yet she kept them squeezed shut, denying herself as much as me. I peeled away her blouse, guiding it off her shoulders; her bra followed, and then I slowly coaxed her skirt to pool at her feet. There she stood, nearly naked, save for a pair of delicate panties, vulnerable and stunning in the soft hotel light. My pulse thundered. I stepped back, letting my gaze roam over her—her skin flushed, her breath shallow. Her eyes fluttered open, curious and shy, as I yanked off my shirt, hurriedly unfastened my belt, and shoved my pants and boxers down. There was nothing between us but anticipation and trembling desire.

I came up behind her, fevered and bold, winding my arms around her waist to cradle both breasts, my palms greedy, reverent. She arched back into me and I let my rigid cock nestle between her ass cheeks, rubbing against silk and heat. My mouth traced her ear and I whispered, rough, “Susan, let me take these off. I need to see you. Show me your pussy, sweetheart.” My hands slipped down, coaxing her gently but inexorably out of her panties, my fingers brushing the secret heat beneath.

Guiding her by the hips, I drew her to the waiting armless chair, settling myself and positioning her between my parted knees. She clutched my shoulders, steadying herself, her breasts dangling so temptingly close that I couldn’t resist, nuzzling between them, inhaling the scent of her, my lips and tongue teasing her nipples until they hardened under my attention.

My hands—shaking with anticipation—glided downward, kneading the curve of her hips before slipping one side of her panties aside, finding the slick, beckoning warmth of her bare slit. Her gasp shot straight through me. Slow, savouring, I peeled the panties down her thighs, letting them fall, then gripped her ass and drew her closer, urging her to straddle me, her pussy suspended over my aching cock.

We were finally playing out one of our most decadent online fantasies—one we’d whispered about for weeks that never failed to push us both over the edge. My hands guided her hips, her trembling thighs bracketing me as she eased down at her own pace. I could feel the brush of her slick folds against the head of my cock, an unbearable tease. Inch by inch, she took me, engulfing me in her wet heat as she trembled, hips rolling slow and searching, savoring every inch. I wrapped my arms around her, her nipples pressing against my parted lips, my tongue claiming them in turn as I whispered desperate encouragement. “God, Sue. That’s it. Your pussy is fucking perfect. Take all of me, baby. Move for me—yeah, just like that.”

Tears glistened in her eyes, but they were tears of sheer pleasure, her face flushed, her lips parted around tiny hitching gasps as she rocked up and down, grinding herself on my cock with abandon. I couldn’t hold back any longer—the need overwhelmed me, every muscle straining with restraint. Sensing my climax approaching, she lifted herself, giving me the room to thrust, and I drove up into her, our bodies slapping together, the sound echoing in the hushed room. She was soaking wet, her juices running down, warm and wild across my thighs as I gripped her tight. I spilled into her, groaning, my arms locked around her, her breasts pressed to my mouth and my neck bracketed by the glorious swell of them.

We clung together, trembling, breathing ragged and entwined. She rested limply against me while I smoothed my fingers over her back, still kissing and caressing her flesh, not ready to let her go. Quietly, I murmured, “Can you stay a bit longer, Sue? Maybe we can share a hot shower before you walk back into the world.”

In response, Susan slipped delicately from my lap, her body still humming with the intensity we’d just shared. Without a word, that enigmatic smile curled her lips as she retrieved her cell phone and whispered something I couldn’t quite make out. Whatever it was, it left her with an unmistakable glint in her eye as she walked, naked and unashamed, toward the bathroom. The anticipation churned through me, pulling blood insistently back to my cock—she was in control now, and I was helpless to do anything but follow.

Steam began to swirl around her as she fussed with the shower knobs, testing the water's warmth with those graceful fingers. I stepped into the humid sanctuary just as she murmured, “I have until five.” That single sentence, softly spoken, was laden with promise. My body ached with hope, memories of our online fantasies flooding back—always with the distant allure of oral play haunting those midnight chats. She’d confessed uncertainty, even a little nervousness, about my mouth on her, but her fascination with pleasuring me this way was raw and untamed.

And now, here she was: a vision, kneeling on the wet tile, framed by silver droplets and the stark intimacy of the moment. The look she gave me was tentative at first, her lips gliding across the swollen head of my cock in featherlight explorations. I met her gaze, offering soft encouragement, guiding her with gentle pressure on her silky hair and whispered instructions. My preference was no secret—I wanted her tongue to tease and taste, not to rush or devour, just tenderness wrapped in sensual patience.

My pleasure unfurled slowly, thrillingly, as she traced the length of me with her tongue—sometimes swirling, sometimes flicking, exploring the texture and weight of my arousal with growing confidence. I warned her quietly, hungrily, that I was on the edge, my voice rough with need: “Susan, if you keep going, I won’t last... Are you sure?” But she only pressed closer, her mouth sliding up and down, tongue swirling around the crown, eyes half-closed in fierce devotion.

As the water battered us, I cradled her head between my hands, thrusting gently, determined to feel every exquisite nuance of her mouth wrapped around me. “Hold still. Hold still, baby,” I pleaded, and as I shuddered against her lips, I pulled back just enough for her to taste my release. The first jet startled her, but she recovered almost instantly, swallowing as the next pulse filled her throat. Her eyes widened, a flicker of surprise crossing her face, but she never pulled away. A streak of cum escaped, trailing glistening down her chin, and she stayed with me until I’d given her everything.

Spent, trembling, I collapsed to my knees beside her, drawing her mouth to mine in a drenched, hungry kiss. The hot spray cascaded over our skin, washing away all hesitation and marking us both with the wildness of shared abandon.

Later, as we wrapped ourselves in towels, Susan’s expression blazed with triumph, her cheeks flushed and eyes sparkling. “Did you like it, Jim? I wanted so desperately to make you feel good. I didn’t believe I could do it, but it was… perfect.” Her words sent another rush of desire through me.

Our secret affair didn’t end there. The fire between us kept burning, pulling us back together again and again in anonymous hotel rooms, always at lunch, always in a rush of hungry hands and whispered confessions. Susan was an astonishing woman—she confessed that I’d rekindled her zest for life, while she kept my own desires smoldering, a flame that refused to die.

One afternoon, my curiosity got the better of me and I found myself asking her if she and her friends had ever whispered about me—about us—after my marriage ended. Part of me fantasized that the three of them had plotted, deliciously conspiring to lure me into bed. But she just gave me a sly, knowing smile and shook her head, dismissing my wild theory. She told me they had, of course, mentioned me—how could they not? My name slipped into conversation here and there after the divorce papers were signed, but only in passing, nothing as orchestrated or risqué as I’d imagined. Still, the way she described it, I couldn’t help but sense that my presence somehow completed them, as if my entry into their circle transformed it from a trio to a decadent, balanced quartet. The thought alone sent a shiver of anticipation through me—what a provocative dynamic we’d created together, even if unplanned.


Lessons in Depravity

Dillan had no idea what qualified as a proper gale, but the wild, relentless gusts battering his body felt like they could sweep him clean off his feet. Sand kept coating his skin, tickling his freshly shaven jaw, gritty yet oddly exhilarating. He brushed at his cheeks and shook his head, muttering above the howl, “Forget this, I’m done. Stupid fucking dare.” He glanced at his companion, whose eager eyes darted up the shivering boardwalk.

Joel’s jaw dropped, incredulous. “Back out now? After all this? Man, you shook on it.”

Dillan shrugged, masking his nerves with bravado. “Maybe I’ve got more self-respect than I thought. Maybe this storm’s damn near killed my hard-on.”

But Joel grinned, eyes alight, reading the wind like a seducer reads a body. “Don’t be so quick to lose faith. Look—there she is.”

Dillan’s pulse skipped and surged as he followed Joel’s gaze. Far off, a lone figure strolled toward them, her movements rhythmic, unhurried, the silhouette soft and distinctly female. The wind seized at her skirt and teased out her secrets one slow step at a time.

Joel’s voice dropped to a conspiratorial murmur, his grin wide. “You see the way her hips move? That’s no accident.”

“And the skirt,” Dillan murmured, unable to look away.

“You’re going through with this, right? Don’t puss out on me now.” Joel nudged him with a knowing wink.

Dillan snarled, trying not to betray the jittery anticipation unfurling inside him. “Piss off. I’m only doing this because I’m too nice.”

Joel’s answering smile was cocky and infuriating, unbothered by any turmoil. “You can thank me later, man. I know what a hungry cock wants. This night’s got electricity, can’t you feel it?” Wind tore at them, alive with the taste of storm and possibility. “She’s out here because she likes it. Wants it. No other reason to be on this wild boardwalk right now.”

Maybe, Dillan mused, Joel really did understand women better than he did. “Fine, get lost,” Dillan grunted, voice low and urgent. “She sees us both and she’ll think we’re up to something nasty.”

Joel chuckled, already sauntering away toward his car, confidence oozing from him like a promise. “Enjoy yourself, mate,” he called before jumping in and peeling off, tires spitting sand.

Dillan retreated behind the shelter of a thick-boughed tree, the bark rough beneath his palms as he leaned into its protection. Now the roar of the lake thundered behind him, while he watched the woman draw closer, her silhouette sharpened by the blowing sand and the raw, expectant air. She was lean, her age impossible to guess at this distance—they were both exposed in this wild, irresistible night.

Joel’s words echoed, twining with Dillan’s own speculative hunger. Why would a woman prowl a deserted boardwalk with the wind lashing her like a lover? Maybe she craved something just as wild. Maybe, beneath her tailored skirt and hypnotic stride, she was searching for that same reckless, desperate connection.

Her hat was impossible to ignore—broad, dramatic, with a brim so extravagantly wide that the wind seemed almost desperate to strip it away, flipping one side up to expose her face in profile. With a deft, practiced gesture, she pressed cool fingers to the hat, anchoring it in place; for a second, I marveled she hadn’t lost it already. The other hand fell languidly to her hip, just above the vivid folds of a skirt awash in wild, swirling color. The wind was a jealous lover that evening, yanking the fabric behind her, making the skirt billow with reckless abandon—clinging sinfully to the gentle curve of her hip, tracing every feminine line. Light from the descending sun fused with the dusk: the fabric stretched taut against her thighs, casting supple shadows between her long, lean legs, painting her in pure gold and shadow. My throat tightened as I watched her.

A beat of hesitation, and she paused on the boardwalk, pivoting ever so slightly as if she, too, had been seduced by the fierce display of lake and sky. Her hand once more found the hat, her figure—her bold, delicate outline—turned toward the wild waves. Would she choose to move forward, or would she retreat back into the dimming day? Her skirt and blouse pressed hotly to her body: the wind forced clothing to confession, unveiling the soft swell of her breast, the flat, eager line of her belly, the lean stretch of her thigh. My cock responded sharply, swelling with an unbidden ache. I could only pray she’d keep walking, bringing all that devilish beauty into my orbit.

She pivoted, fixing her gaze on me before continuing along the weathered boards, drawing closer with every determined step.

The sun drooped nearer the horizon, misshapen and magnificent, pouring molten gold over the dark lake and lighting a path directly to where I stood. Even through the sheer layers of my clothes, I could feel its wounded warmth slipping over my skin—a gentle caress that seemed to both relax and embolden me. I hesitated mid-pace, debating if I ought to follow my original plan and walk all the way to the end, or give in to apprehension and turn for home. My eyes lingered past the trees; I’d noticed the tense silhouettes of two men in shadowed discussion. Then, without warning, one of them broke away, taking hurried strides up the incline and disappearing into his car, leaving his companion in partial concealment behind the sturdy trunk.

That was when I paused to watch the sunset, pretending for a moment that I was alone.

Should I give in to the urge to bolt, or let strength guide me forward? The idea of surrendering the evening to fear sickened me. Beneath the soft fabric, my arms tensed, remembering the precision and release of every martial arts move I’d ever learned. I was far from helpless. And perhaps this man was simply here for beauty—just like me—only another soul summoned by wild weather and fading sunlight.

I lifted my chin, set my shoulders, and the solid echo of my steps resumed, each one measured, my posture proud as I strode the boardwalk’s length.

At intervals, the thick shadow of his head would edge out from behind the tree’s rough line as I approached, shifting in and out of sunlit gold. The wind, never sated, flipped the edge of my hat, clawed at my skirt’s hem in playful threats. I pressed my palm to my hip, smoothing the thin, unruly fabric against my thigh, determined to retain control of every detail—even as nature itself tried so deliciously to undress me.

Beyond the edge of the boardwalk, the light faded and shadows pooled beneath a tangle of oaks, leading into the thick hush of the greenbelt forest. The man lingered by the last oak, the one planted closest to the path and furthest from any promise of safety. As I crossed into his orbit, he emerged from behind the rough trunk, his movement deliberate, unapologetic. Instinctively, my breath caught in my throat, my pulse hitching—a delicious tangle of caution and anticipation.

He stood on the sand, running his fingers through a tousle of dark hair that looked artfully unkempt, as if the wind itself had been seducing him all evening. Young—so temptingly young, early twenties maybe, with sharp, striking features that seemed sculpted for the dying sun. His red t-shirt hung loose over a lean, athletic body, the fabric thin enough to hint at his chest, while his shorts—splashed with wild, playful colors—hugged muscular thighs bronzed by endless days of summer. He moved with casual confidence, his gaze meeting mine, dark eyes alive with an eager energy that dared me to keep staring. He offered a nod, a fleeting twitch of lips betraying a flicker of bashful hopefulness.

“Seems like the perfect night for a walk.” His voice was a smoky caress, brimming with a coy optimism and the understatement of someone stripped bare by the wind.

“Yes,” I replied, my tone softer than I intended, betrayed by the heat simmering low in my belly. “It’s lovely out.”

He ducked his head, hiding beneath a fringe of lashes—a quick, almost boyish gesture, shy and endearing. I swallowed, letting my gaze linger a hot heartbeat too long before I drifted past him, my shoulder aching for contact. The boardwalk ended with a sigh beneath my strides, and I hesitated at its edge, briefly tracing the route back to my apartment with my thoughts—the safe, familiar trail.

A path wound through the oaks and vanished into the deeper hush beyond, almost inviting secrets. Few people ever found their way down here, not at this hour, not so close to the unknown. I could hear his footsteps behind me on the boards, subtle but unmistakable. Was it the thrill of danger, or something simpler? My own desire, prickling deliciously across my skin.

I continued onto the earthy path, letting the shock of dewy grass swirl around my ankles, sliding coolly up along my calves, making me hyperaware of my bare thighs, of the way the evening air sought the tender, newly-shaven folds between my legs. Each step drew the thin floral fabric of my skirt between my thighs, pressing it lewdly against my damp heat. I blessed the riot of flowers that hid my excitement, every step an erotic stroke, a private secret blooming between my legs.

In the corner of my vision, I glimpsed him, moving at a more measured pace now, caught in my gravitational pull. I turned, and our eyes collided—his smile mischievous, entirely disarming, almost boyish in its perfection. He stopped, looking as if he’d stumbled into something more than just shelter from the wind.

“Sorry, I—” he began, words tangling in anticipation.

I arched an eyebrow, wordless and watchful. If he wanted something, he’d have to ask for it.

He hesitated, then wiped a nervous palm over his freshly-shaved jaw. “Just trying to get out of the wind, that’s all. Can’t stand the sand whipping up like this.”

I let a skeptical frown shape my features. He’d followed me down the lonely path just to say that? “Still pretty windy here,” I responded, my gaze challenging, unwilling to give ground. “Maybe it’s calmer under the trees.” I gestured deeper into the shelter of the woods, fire flickering in my blood, though I didn’t dare look away from him. I’d have sprinted in the opposite direction, if I’d been a decade younger, not aching for this subtle game.

He caught my suggestion with a hungry glimmer in his brown eyes. “That’s a good idea.” For a moment, he drank in every inch of me—my tangled skirt, the curve of my hips, the tension in my shoulders. “You know this trail well?”

My entire body tightened, both wary and exultant. “Yes. It curves up through the woods. Eventually, there’s a path to the golf course on the hill.”

“So, you come here a lot,” he murmured, something tremulous behind his words.

I played it cool, shrugging as if my pulse wasn’t a thunder in my thighs. “Occasionally.”

He shifted, lips parting, as if on the verge of confession. “Maybe I—” His words faltered, as if self-doubt had hooked his tongue. “I’m… just searching for something,” he managed, voice softer, hesitant.

“Good luck, then,” I replied, letting the words hang between us, the air thick with possibility and reckless longing.

He grinned at me, a spark of wicked intent lighting up his eyes. “Oh, I already have what I want,” he murmured, letting his gaze linger shamelessly over me.

I gave him a withering look, fighting the urge to let that daring confidence unravel me. Pretending not to notice his lips curling into a deliciously arrogant smile, I pivoted on my heel and padded deeper into the dusk-washed woods. The tall, wild oaks closed in around us, shadows thickening, the air cool and full of promise. My steps were purposeful, masking the rush of adrenaline sweetening my blood—for all his bravado, I wasn’t about to play the role of his nervous quarry. If this was some game of hunter and hunted, I would not surrender so easily.

Then his voice came, low and teasing from behind me, making me shiver. “Do you mind if I come along?”

I spun around, startled. His footsteps had been silent as ghosts on the leafy path. With a sharp exhale, I glared up at him—at the chiseled perfection of his shoulders, the play of muscle beneath that ridiculous oversize shirt, the sensual intent simmering in his eyes. Damn him. Even slyness looked breathtaking on him. “That’d hardly be wise of me,” I replied, but my voice lacked conviction, the words echoing in the hush of the trees.

He dipped his head, coming close enough that I could taste the danger and the possibility between us. “I swear, I don’t want to hurt you,” he whispered, his lips softer than I expected, his eyes disarmingly gentle.

A hum escaped my lips—half warning, half invitation. Sometimes, pain twisted into pleasure, into something exquisite. My body remembered, my mind rebelled. I nodded jerkily, tearing my gaze from his mouth, and moved forward. Leaves whispered under my feet. He followed, an illicit shadow at my back.

“So,” I called over my shoulder, trying to steady myself, “this thing you’re searching for—was it ever really just about escaping the wind? Or did you think you’d stumble upon it in this old forest?”

He laughed, a dark sound curling around my spine. “It’s not the wind I’m running from. If I’m lucky enough to find what I want out here, I’ve no complaints. But really, I’d take it anywhere I could get it.”

My lips twitched. “Very cryptic. You enjoy making me guess.”

I could feel him watching me, devouring my silhouette in the dim light, daring me to call his bluff. His boldness crackled between us—this was a man who rarely heard the word no, who was used to having what he craved. Or maybe, just maybe, he was hungry for something deeper than another pretty body.

He leaned in, voice velvet-rich. “You seem clever enough to solve my riddle, though.”

At that, a flicker of heat pulsed between my thighs—unmistakable, urgent, and dangerous. I let it claim me for a heartbeat. Stopping at the fringe of the trail, I turned to face him. My heart thundered against my ribs. The woods stood as witness.

“Then perhaps I will,” I murmured. “Let’s see… a man waits in a shadow for a woman, walks behind her, follows her path, and now hints at a hunger he can’t quite articulate. Perhaps what you’re really seeking—what you followed me out here for—is simply release. Something raw. Sexual.”

He stepped closer, pupils dilating, a predator scenting his own forbidden prize. “And why wouldn’t you be exactly what I want?” His teeth flashed tempting and white.

I huffed, shaking my head. “I’m old enough to be your mother.”

He let his gaze roam over me without shame, devouring every forbidden inch. “Hardly. You’re exactly old enough to know what you want. And yes, I’m searching for release—something wild and anonymous and urgent. Aren’t you?”

His bare-faced honesty stunned me. I laughed out loud, incredulous and flushed. And maybe, just maybe, I wanted to see what it would mean to say yes.

He lingered so near, a whisper away, teasing the edge between anticipation and contact. The way he carried himself—lean, toned, assured—spoke of physical power laced with a keen intelligence in his gaze. It struck me how he’d mentioned the wind earlier, as if he’d read the reckless thoughts flickering through my mind. I hadn’t set out with intentions of seduction; the notion was wild, something for daydreams, never for reality. Yet, I’d prepared myself all the same: luxuriously cleansing my skin, shaving so I could savor the sensual touch of the wind and the prickle of sand on bare flesh—simple indulgence, never suspecting fantasy could take flesh and step beside me.

“I’m not sure,” I murmured, breathless as I tried to reconcile the riot inside me. “It’s never… happened before.”

He held my eyes, voice low and certain. “I'm not a man who takes what isn’t freely given. You don’t have to fear that.”

My brow arched, skeptical—a defense to mask my own longing. “Those words won’t soothe me. Anyone could promise that. Do you even realize how easily you could overpower me?” My words quivered with frustrated, almost electric, defiance.

His grin spread, a wicked curve of lips. “True. There isn’t much stopping me.” He tugged at the hem of his shirt, slow, deliberate, muscles flexing as he raised it. Sun-touched skin and sculpted lines of his chest emerged, hard and tempting, the carved underside of his pectorals drawing my eyes—I couldn’t look away. “But I’d only take you if you begged for it,” he laughed, half teasing, half thunder. “I adore women. Tonight, I’m here to please you, if you’ll let me.” The shirt vanished overhead.

My breath stuttered; my sight burned along the sinewy planes of his chest. Hands trembling, I untied the ribbons beneath my jaw, freeing my hat, stalling for sanity. His eyes—so alive, so impossibly young—drew me in, disarming me utterly. Without another word, I pivoted, plunging into the shadowed forest, my mind a chaotic thrum. What am I doing? My conscience shrieked, as if distance could still rescue me. Was this my invitation, my subtle surrender?

Despite the shrill warning in my head—He’s a stranger, are you mad?—my thighs dampened, heat gathering urgently between them. I couldn’t ignore that aching pulse anymore, the one that had long gone unattended, starved for adventure, for a lover’s touch. There had been men who wanted me, but none who made me ache to be claimed. Now, improbably, this breathtaking man—young enough that I surely should have dismissed him for his youth and impossible beauty—was giving himself to me, tempting me to take what I craved. Something inside me unfurled. How could I refuse this chance? With a man half my age, all raw edges and sexual confidence… God.

The path split ahead, and I let instinct guide me down the less-trodden way. I’d wandered these woods many times, escaped here when the city pressed too close; I knew where I wanted to bring him—a secret place shaded by trees, a massive stone cradled by brush, where I’d often come to be alone with my restless hunger.

“Where are you leading me?” he whispered, his voice caressing the back of my neck, spiking my nerves.

I slowed, leaving a ripple of space between us, just enough for the possibility of touch. “Are you nervous?” I invited, curiosity and challenge mingling in my tone.

“Not yet.” His reply was a dark promise, his presence a hot brand at my back.

A sharp crack sounded from ahead—a twig snapping beneath some invisible foot. Reflex made me halt, nerve endings alight. He pressed closer, his radiance grazing my bare arms. He didn’t touch me, but his energy surged all around, stroking every inch of my skin, making my breath hitch. The clearing was up ahead, the sanctuary of the big stone waiting—private, wild, and ripe with possibility.

We slipped just off the trail, nestled in a small, secret clearing beneath the leafy canopy. My voice was low, almost a purr, as I claimed a spot atop the wide, weathered rock. “It’s perfect here—just to sit,” I murmured, but climbing wasn’t so simple, not with my skirt tangling around my thighs. I gathered it into my fist, lace ribbons of my hat dangling as I stretched one leg upward.

He lingered at my side, his gaze raking over every exposed inch of my skin, curiosity and desire flickering in his eyes. “What are you doing?” His voice was husky, thick with anticipation.

I flashed him a sly smile over my shoulder. “Help me up, won’t you? You’ve already shown me just how strong you are.” The way I said it, every word dripped with double meaning. His warm hands gripped cautiously around my waist, fingers sliding to cup my bare ass, strong and gentle all at once. A jolt of sensation bolted up my spine, and I gave a breathless stifled laugh as he boosted me, letting my body press deliciously close to his chest. For a split second, I swore I felt his face against the soft backs of my thighs, the prickle of fast-growing stubble sending a naughty tremor to my core. Then I steadied myself atop the stone, cheeks flushed, and he followed, climbing up with feline grace. I shifted, inviting him beside me, space tight so our bodies brushed with every subtle movement.

He leaned back, stretching—muscles flexing beneath bronzed skin, lit by the last coppery glow of day. “It’s hidden. Private. Quiet,” he murmured, his arms out behind him, powerful and tempting.

A nervous flutter danced in my chest. “Do you want to exchange names?” My words quivered, thrilling at the anonymity, at the risk.

“Only if you want to.” His answer was teasing, playful—but patient. He wouldn’t force anything.

Heat curled low, deep in my belly, and between my thighs my cunt throbbed, greedy for touch. I parted my legs, feeling my skirt slip higher, cool air swirling over sensitized skin. I shuddered, letting the outside world slip away, surrendering propriety to hungry, pulsing desire.

“No,” I whispered. There was something so delicious, so illicit in not knowing.

He hesitated—gentle, cautious—his voice velvet and careful. “But you do want to come? With me? Right now?” The boldness of it, his honesty, made my breath catch.

I nodded, helpless under the weight of want. “Yes… all of it. But only because you’re you,” I exhaled, my confession barely more than a trembling promise.

Dusk deepened, shadows playing over his face, his eyes dark and luminous, alive with things I craved. “Touch me,” he invited, voice almost a command, but a gentle one pleading for confirmation, consent.

My hand obeyed before my mind could protest; I stroked a path through the fine, dark curls dusting his chest, following the trail southward, teasing his belly, dipping into his navel, lingering at the band of his shorts—so hot, so close.

“Will you undo them?” His tone was low, thick, almost begging.

I toyed with the drawstring, letting my fingers graze the hard lines of his abdomen. “Stand for me, then,” I invited, savoring the shift in power between us.

He only smiled, refusing to rise, countering my boldness with his own. “Do you want me to touch you? Just there—gently… on your leg.”

“Yes,” I breathed, anticipation knotting inside me, every word laced with shaking need.

His palm wrapped around my ankle, thumb sliding delicate circles into my skin, and my heart hammered—raw, exposed—for him to feel.

“Will you kiss me?” My question tumbled out, eager and afraid, hope fluttering against my lips.

He bent, face so close his breath mingled with mine. His eyes were fathomless, searching, and then his mouth grazed my cheek, velvet and electric as he traced a slow path to my lips. I surrendered, letting his gentle pressure open me until I tasted him, sweet, soft, hungry. “If you’ll let me, I’d kiss you everywhere...” he promised, whisper-hot against my mouth.

“Yes, oh god, yes,” I gasped, reeling.

His hand slipped slowly, reverently up my calf, exploring the vulnerable underside of my knee, sliding higher, bunching my skirt at my hips as he didn’t stop. “Your legs—so strong, so beautiful,” he breathed, worshipping every inch with slow, covetous admiration, his lips sliding over my jaw and grazing down the column of my neck. He inhaled, enchanted, and rumbled, “You smell incredible.”

I’d taken my time before leaving the house, making small, deliberate choices. No lingerie beneath my skirt—just reckless bare skin teasing the possibility that I might be seen, or touched. My hat had been fastened down with careful diligence, but I’d forgone the scent of perfume, trusting that what lingers on my skin would be enough.

“What do I smell like to you?” I asked, breathless with anticipation.

His answer was a gentle rumble against my bare skin, his lips sweeping over my exposed shoulder. “You smell raw, like energy and warmth—a woman fully alive.” He straightened up, balancing on his knees before me, his shorts catching on that firm dip where his hipbones traced a path of dark hair that led—inevitably—into something dangerously intimate.

“They’re stuck,” he admitted softly, the fabric tugged awkwardly tight at his waist. “Will you give me a hand?”

I grinned, slipping my fingers beneath the waistband, skimming across taut skin that trembled beneath my touch. I tugged gently, feeling the heat of him radiate. With a more determined pull, the fabric slid down over the carved lines of his thighs, baring him completely. My finger unashamedly brushed the length of his cock, hard and achingly curved, twitching at my touch. I wrapped my hand around it, feeling the tension coil within him as a rough moan escaped his throat.

“Thank you,” he murmured, his voice hoarse and hungry. “How do you like your gift?”

I laughed softly, tracing him, feeling his weight and velvet skin. “Is that what you are to me? A present?” The thrill of it swept through my veins.

“I’m yours tonight, if you want me.” His smile was crooked, hopeful.

I sucked in a steadying breath and let my eyes feast on him—the dangerous glint in his stare, the wild beauty of his body, the audacity of his invitation. “I think you’re the most dazzling man who’s ever tried to seduce me. Brave, disarmingly handsome, and bold as hell.”

He grinned, a flash of wolfish delight. “Then I hope you plan to savor me.”

I searched his dark gaze, looking for any hint of deception, but there was only honest desire reflecting back at me. “Thank you, whoever you are,” I whispered, suddenly shy yet wanting nothing more than to please him, to absorb every fevered beat of his heart into my own. “I want to make you feel good, too.”

“So far, you’re dangerously close to perfection.” He watched me closely as I continued to stroke him, sliding my palm up over the sensitive head, feeling its impossible heat, then gliding back down the hard length. He let out a sound halfway between a sigh and a growl. “But I’m saying this just from what I’ve seen, touched, and tasted so far. And God, it’s all incredible.”

Maintaining a steady gaze with him, I let my hand fall away from his cock. My fingers moved to the buttons of my blouse, one after another slipping undone, exposing my flushed skin beneath. I unclasped my bra slowly, the delicate catch giving way so my breasts spilled free for him.

He exhaled, the sound nearly reverent. “You want me,” he whispered, and there was wonder in his eyes as if he couldn’t believe any of this was real.

A shock of pleasure throbbed through me, clenching so deeply inside that I couldn’t help the trembling response of my body. “Yes,” I managed, eyes tracing the strong curves of his arms, the hard plane of his chest, trailing lower until I was staring at his cock—thick, tanned, the head shining in the ambient dusk filtering through the trees.

He smoothed a strand of hair away from my damp cheek, his fingers so gentle, tracing beneath my ear down to my chin. His touch held me in place and forced me to meet his gaze.

“What do you want to do to me, first?” His words were almost a dare, his lips so close to mine.

My tongue froze, the enormity of what I was doing threatening to unravel me completely. But God, I wanted to lose all control tonight. My entire body shivered in anticipation.

He watched me, concern mixing with desire. “Are you cold?” he asked, his hand still cupping my jaw.

My voice returned, breathy and certain. “Not at all. Are you?”

“A little,” he answered, his voice thick with longing, “but maybe you’re the reason I’m trembling.” Settling himself on the stone, his hand found my cheek, his palm so warm and gentle, fingertips gliding along my jaw. When his thumb swept slowly across my parted lips, the intimate touch sent a shiver blazing down my spine.

“My decadent, delicious mystery,” he purred, his timbre so soft it felt like silk against my skin, “tonight, I’m yours—entirely yours. Will you accept me? Will you savor every inch of what I have to offer you?”

His words, so beautiful and unguarded, tugged a smile from me. “Yes,” I breathed, almost trembling—how could he doubt it when every fiber in me burned for his touch?

But still, his dark eyes searched mine, lingering on my mouth. “You seem uncertain,” he murmured, concern softening his mouth. “I just want you to be sure. I want all of you, only if you truly want me.”

I hesitated, breath caught in my throat, uncertain how to confess my want without revealing how desperately I craved him. “Maybe I seemed unsure… only because I didn’t want to appear too eager. Or—lecherous.”

His low laugh vibrated in my chest, making me ache for him. “Oh, I don’t mind how eager you are,” he confessed, hunger simmering in his smile. “I’m starving for you. All this delicious hesitation—you’re making the tease torture.”

“That’s the exquisite part,” I whispered, my tongue tracing my own lips, toying with restraint. “To be mature, sexually, is to learn how to hold back, to prolong everything—stretch a single sensation until you can barely breathe with need…” For years I’d bottled it up; tonight, I longed to unravel.

His arms gathered me up, drawing me against the solid heat of his chest. Warm lips trailed along the curve of my neck, pressing into my pounding pulse, while his hand removed the last of my barriers—shirt and bra falling away so my breast peaked in the cool, darkening air.

“I want to learn everything, all your secrets,” he whispered against my collarbone, his mouth sending hot electric pulses through me as his hand journeyed up, molding over my bare breast, thumb stroking circles that set my nipple alight with anticipation. When his breath hovered just above my nipple, the heat of his exhale made me tremble. My nipple puckered, need making me arch closer.

“Savor the ache. Draw it out, slower…” I whispered, voice trembling, desperate.

“Like this?” His question melted into my skin.

“Yes—exactly,” I moaned. My mind was dizzy with his scent, his flawless skin under my fingers as I ran trembling hands over the sculpted lines of his arms. He was so beautiful, so young, lithe, hungry—my mouth fell open when he finally took my nipple in, his hot tongue circling then flicking insistently, while his hand kneaded gently, expertly. I gasped, hips twisting; I couldn’t stop myself from lifting my thigh over his, desperate for friction.

But his hand, strong and gentle, found my knee. “No, let me taste you—just a little longer. I promised to kiss you everywhere tonight. Teach me how to draw this out. I want to make every moment count.”

He spread his t-shirt atop the rock, cradled me down and made worship of every inch of my skin—lips burning a path from my throat to both my breasts, then lower, trailing fire with every sigh and brush of his mouth. He pushed my skirt up, higher, exposing heated flesh to the chill of evening. His voice was a hot gust at my waist. “Now… it’s time,” he growled low, lips brushing my lower belly. I shuddered helplessly as my hips lifted, begging. He laughed softly against my skin, savoring the scent of my arousal, fingers tracing so close, so achingly close, it made my breath stutter. “You’re intoxicating,” he murmured, the skirt now bunched at my hips, delicious cold meeting my feverish skin, his fingers finally parting me, making me gasp with anticipation.

We both inhaled sharply as his fingertips finally traced the slickness at my core. “God, sweet stranger… I almost can’t believe this,” he breathed, his voice edged with laughter and awe, lowering his mouth until his lips hovered, warm and hungry, over my glistening flesh. Then, lifting his head for a heartbeat, he grinned in disbelief. “For a second, I thought your skin was covered, some delicate pale silk clinging to you. But it’s just you—bare, perfect, irresistible.”

With that, his mouth took me in—hot, soft lips molding to my most sensitive, desperate spot. His tongue danced and teased, tasted and devoured, growing more insistent with every eager flick and suck. My knees bent, thighs falling open, inviting him without shame. His hands grasped under my hips, tilting me up, baring me further, pressing me into the firm expanse of his mouth. A wild, exquisite tingling shimmered through me; I tried to choke back my rising cry, but it deepened into a primal moan. Pleasure made me feral and greedy.

“Oh, you love that, don’t you,” he whispered against my quivering, slippery flesh. “Such a shameless, turned-on stranger… I never imagined I’d stumble upon someone as hungry as me out here. Fate’s on our side tonight.” His face lifted; our gazes locked for a fleeting, breathless second.

“Apparently so,” I managed, voice trembling. My hips rolled, wordless, begging for his tongue again.

“Still hungry?” he teased, lips curling wickedly.

“I haven’t even begun,” I moaned. He dove back, his mouth covering me, his fingers circling, pressing, parting me. His tongue flicked into my entrance, soft and wet, writhing and insistent. I lost myself in sensation, grasping his head, urging him closer. His fingers flicked and danced over my swollen clit, then slid inside me—one at first, then another, filling me, stretching and turning as my hips writhed, inviting more. His lips and tongue fastened to my clit, sucking, savoring, while his fingers explored, withdrew, returned—slow, then faster, unrelenting, delicious.

My pleasure climbed wildly until he finally pulled away, lips wet, eyes wild and smiling. He moved up over me, his body stretched above mine—hot, searching, unstoppable. His cock, silky and swollen, slid between my slick folds, pressing against me, tempting and torturous.

“My gorgeous, insatiable stranger,” he breathed, his fingers capturing my breast, thumb circling and squeezing my nipple until I gasped, back arching. “My sweet slut—so open, aching for more. Ready for me? Do you want it?” His cock nudged at my entrance, teasing, trailing maddening paths lower and lower, glossed in my arousal.

“Mmm…” It was reckless, intimate, delirious—part of me still startled at how quickly we had tangled, but the rest of me pulsed with need. This stunning, intoxicating man wasn’t like anyone before him, and I didn’t care about anything but the urgent promise of what was about to happen.

“I mean it,” he murmured, his body trembling against mine. “I want this—only if you truly do.”

I felt the same wild ache shudder through him. My hands slid up his chest, fingers pinching his nipples, hips rising to stroke the broad head of his cock against my sensitive clit. Hungry, frantic, I grabbed his ass, pulling him in closer; every inch of his skin against mine was exquisite velvet, hot, insistent. Even the teasing—his cockhead slip-sliding between my folds, lower and still lower, skimming my tightest secrets—was almost too sweet to bear.

“I do. Especially with you,” I whispered, desperate and vulnerable.

“Yeah?” he growled, almost animal. “Ready for a fucking only a young, starving buck can give?”

He buried his face in the curve of my neck, rough breath scorching my skin. His cock slid lower, trailing between my folds, circling my entrance, deliberately gliding past without thrusting in, his length brushing my slick, sensitive flesh and slipping down to stroke over my tightest edge. The hard ridge was slick and hot with my own juices, every movement promising more—so much more.

“Mmm, a young stud like me is insatiable, you know. How much of me do you think you can actually take?” His cock nudged insistently at my tightest entrance, teasing, threatening, promising something forbidden.

My legs arched higher, spreading so shamelessly wide it almost hurt—offering all of myself. I rocked my hips against him, greedy for friction, need making my movements desperate and slow. “I doubt I’ll have my fill after just one round with you,” I breathed, my voice lush with want. “But—”

He chuckled, smug and hungry. “You think you can keep up with me, gorgeous?”

“I’m trying to decide…” I dipped my pelvis, then lifted it again, letting the hot velvet skin of his cock glide through my slick folds. With wandering fingers, I pinched and twisted one of his small, sensitive nipples—just to see him shudder. “—how long I want to torture you with this. The ache is… exquisite.”

A crooked smile. “You like holding me off? I never imagined anticipation could feel this intense. But you told me you wanted to be fucked hard, didn’t you?”

A low, desperate sound escaped my throat. “God, yes, I do.” I raised my head and took his other nipple between my lips, circling it with my tongue, making him groan out loud. My hips bucked upward, so his rigid length was caught snugly, sliding along my soaked slit, the sensation almost unbearably good. He pressed his mouth against my neck, moaning for more.

“I love this… God, I love this madness.” My voice trembled as my body caught fire beneath him. “It’s so intense, I haven’t craved someone like this in years. The last time it happened, I ended it before I could really feel the spark take hold. Not this time.”

He supported himself on his forearms, gaze raking slowly over me—my face, my flushed chest, my pebbled nipples. His cock languidly slid back and forth between my slick folds, every movement making my body clench with anticipation. His eyes locked on mine, shining. “That’s beautiful,” he murmured, pure reverence in his voice. “You… you’re poetry in the flesh.”

I stretched my foot up along his calf, feeling the fine, silken hair, loving the contrast beneath my toes. “Sex is its own art. It’s not just about flesh—it’s about teasing, experiencing. It can be… transcendent, if we let it.” My touch trailed up his thigh. “Hold back, savor it, let the need build until it’s magic.”

He froze, his cock poised, hungry but held in check. His eyes caught mine again, one jagged breath saw him dip down, mouth claiming mine in a kiss that stole whatever will I had left. His tongue teased, explored, tasted, leaving me shaky as his hips resumed their sinuous glide—slowly, deliciously gliding the length of his cock between my drenched folds.

“Mmm, yes,” he murmured hungrily against my lips. “The best part is exploring, tasting, not just rushing to the finish.” He kissed me again, lingering, savoring every second.

“You’re shivering,” I finally managed, breathless and dizzy. “Shall we get warm somewhere else?”

He startled me by nodding. “Will you show me deeper into the forest?” He tugged up his trunks, bulge painfully obvious, evidence of just how much he still wanted me.

“Anything you wish,” I murmured, quickly fastening my bra and buttoning my blouse, secretly longing for his mouth and hands to undo it all over again. He guided me down from the rock, helping me steady myself, his touch possessive and confident.

“Can I make a request?” he asked, something wicked blooming in his eyes.

“And what’s that?” My heart pounded.

“Would you hold your skirt up while we walk? I want to watch your ass sway—no more hiding.”

I giggled, shameless, indulging both of us as I bunched the fabric around my waist, baring myself. As I started up the path, he caught my hand, stopping me.

“Wait, my anonymous goddess,” he whispered. “Let me make sure you’re on full display for me.” His touch was reverent and fiery as he tucked my skirt higher, fingers lingering, teasing one last time before we continued our walk deeper into the wild, both of us craving what would come next.

He sank to his knees behind me, his touch electrifying as his palms skimmed over the naked landscape of my thighs, softly kneading the ripe curve of my ass. I shivered as he parted me with determined hands, his breath teasing over my most intimate flesh—and then, wickedly, his mouth dove in. The wet heat of his tongue danced between my cheeks, tracing a slow, maddening circle from one entrance to the next. I arched, back bowing in helpless invitation, pressing myself to his face as he licked boldly up into my slick, throbbing sex. I couldn’t help but grind into him, lost in the wild sensation of his tongue lapping at me.

He rose with surety, his hard body pinning mine, the thick press of his cock sliding hot and eager between my bare cheeks. His lips, slick from my taste, found my neck and he murmured, husky, “You know, once we start—once we let go—it’s going to be so fucking sweet.”

Night was closing in all around us as we wandered further down the wooded path, the world turning shadowy and secret. His palm caressed my exposed backside, gliding along, teasing, then slipping between my thighs. The forest hushed, only broken by my own gasp as I deliberately slowed, letting his hand slide up and cup my cunt. I pushed down onto his fingers, greedy for more—and then a sudden, delicious intrusion as his finger pressed into my ass. I inhaled sharply, spine tingling, and stopped moving, craving the sensation. He molded himself to my back, the heat of him radiating, while one hand slipped beneath my top and unfastened my bra with deft fingers, palm finding my breast. His other hand probed deeper, fingers inside me, stretching me with exquisite pressure until my breath came in needy bursts.

“My dirty little slut,” he purred, fingers curling and stroking inside both my aching, desperate holes. “Squeezing so tight for me… Is this what you want?” He slid his finger out of my pussy, leaving me aching, and buried it further in my ass, wriggling it as my hips bucked shamelessly toward him.

“You do like it, don’t you?” he whispered, and pressed his rigid cock up between my cheeks, right beneath his probing hand. “Imagine me filling you here—pushing in deep, letting you ride me until you tremble apart... You’d love taking my cock in your ass, wouldn’t you?”

His words made my heart skip, memories flooding back of the last time I’d dared to lose myself this way—a lonely craving, a wicked curiosity my old lover hadn’t dared to indulge again. Suddenly it felt like I’d been holding my breath for years, waiting for someone unafraid to take me there.

I let out a shuddering exhale, voice trembling with anticipation. “Is this really what you want? You’re not just trying to drive me crazy?”

He gave a low, confident laugh, grinding against me. “No games. I want to fuck you there, feel how tight you’ll be for me. But only if you want it, too.”

I spun around, his hand skimming off my skin as I turned to face him. The need in me was a fever. I wrapped one arm across his chest, feeling his heart racing beneath my palm, the other snaking down to slip beneath his waistband. His cock pulsed hard and thick in my grip. “I want you,” I murmured, eyes locking with his. He crashed his mouth to mine, hands grabbing my ass, pulling me into his heat, his tongue claiming mine, and I melted into the hungry promise of what was to come.

His voice vibrated against my skin as he whispered, “You’re insatiable,” before drawing away with a reluctant gleam in his eye. I faced forward, letting the chilly air nip at the heated flesh of my thighs and bare bottom, every shiver making me crave the warmth of his touch even more desperately. The swollen ache between my legs throbbed with want, greedy for his fingers, his tongue, anything he would give me.

Time seemed to slip by in a fevered haze as we wandered the winding trails, the sky deepening and the moon rising to witness our debauchery. He would pause now and again, dropping to his knees to suck hungrily at my clit, his mouth so wickedly wet and eager, his fingertips slick as they pressed deep into my weeping pussy and then teasing at my tight back entrance, stretching me open, making my toes curl. Each time we stopped, I took my turn, reaching into his jeans and wrapping my hand around the heated length of his cock, stroking him hard and fast while the cool night air prickled our flushed skin. My lips locked onto the head, licking away the sweet beads of precum, savoring the taste, both of us trembling on the edge of satisfaction.

Every time a stray thought of discovery flickered through my mind it simply fueled my arousal—what would it be like to have someone come upon us, bare and writhing in moonlight, our shadows flickering obscenely on the path? Instead of worrying, I found myself desperately hoping for an audience.

Still, the thought of standing sex on this uneven ground wasn’t quite what I wanted; I preferred somewhere I could fully surrender, somewhere I could spread out and take everything he gave me. He stepped back, his desire clear. “Much as I want to bury myself inside you right now, if anyone caught us here, I doubt they’d believe you wanted it as badly as I want to give it to you...”

My pulse leaped. “I live close by. Come back with me.”

He cocked one eyebrow, grinning wolfishly. “Yeah? You want my cock all to yourself, behind closed doors?”

“Yes. It’ll be more intense—and so much more comfortable... if you're up for it.”

He straightened my skirt with deliberate hands, tugging the fabric down over my still-quivering thighs, then pulled on his shirt. But instead of stepping back, he reeled me against that long, hard body, his erection pressing into my hip. “I’m all yours, kitten.” He claimed my lips with a slow, tantalizing kiss, his hands sliding beneath my clothes to stroke the overheated flesh of my waist.

We walked together toward the boardwalk and streetlamps, his arm locked tight around me, a possessive hand slipping under my shirt to toy with my sensitive skin. With every step, my sex pulsed and throbbed, a steady rush of wetness soaking my thighs. I could barely focus on anything, not even the couple who passed us with knowing smiles, as his hand pulled me even closer.

We reached the shadowed doorway of my building. Giddy, fumbling, I fit my key into the lock as his hand gripped my ass possessively, his thumb teasing my entrance. We hurried up two flights, finally bursting into my flat.

Shutting the door, I turned, my breath coming quick and heated. “It’s just me here. These walls are thick—you’d have to scream to make yourself heard. We can do anything we want.” I gave him a sly smile as I led him inside and into the living room. “Welcome home, mysterious stranger.”

His mouth curled into a smirk as he leaned against the doorframe, eyes devouring me. “You sure this elegant place belongs to the shameless slut I met on the trail?”

I hooked my hands beneath my skirt, drawing the thin fabric up to my waist, my hips tilting forward in invitation. “Don’t just stand there. Get over here and taste me.”

Wordless, he crossed the room, untying my skirt’s waistband with one deft tug. The material drifted to the floor, baring me to him. He wasted no time, dropping to his knees, burying his nose between my thighs, his hands angling me open so he could drive his tongue deep into my soaking, desperate cunt. My sigh slid into a shuddering moan as his tongue flicked and probed, setting me ablaze all over again.

“It’s definitely you,” he murmured, his voice low and sinfully sure. “Let’s find you somewhere that begs for mischief.” Without hesitation, he scooped me up—one powerful arm cradling my knees, the other sliding beneath my shoulders, holding me as if I weighed nothing. He carried me through the soft hush of the room, bringing me to the inviting, cloudlike white sheepskin rug that lay sprawled in front of the grand double French doors. The city lights danced beyond the glass, but all I could see was him as he gently lowered me down, tucking a plush pillow beneath my head as if laying out a feast.

Before I could protest or help, his hands brushed mine aside with a gentle authority. He took control, easing my shirt open button by button, his eyes never leaving me. The cool whisper of fabric sliding away from my skin sent shivers through my shoulders. He peeled the shirt from me, silky and slow, baring my body to the golden lamplight. My breath caught as his hands cupped my shoulders, drifting deliberately down to the clasp of my bra. A deft flick and it was gone, his palms gliding over my skin, up, teasing and circling my nipples until they tightened hungrily beneath his touch.

His lips followed, relentless—hot, slick, and passionate. He drew each aching nipple into his mouth: teasing first, then biting gently, flicking, tugging, coaxing moans out of me that seemed to fill the room, brazen and shameless. My hands scrabbled at the hem of his shirt, desperate for friction, for more of his heat, and he obliged—stripping his shirt from his body in one lithe movement, shoving down his trunks until he was gloriously, arrogantly naked beside me.

He pulled me against him, flesh to flesh, his cock branding into my belly, hot and restless. My whole body throbbed for him, needy and impatient.

“Not yet,” he whispered against my lips, his mouth teasing mine. “I want to make you tremble for it first.” His words ached through me like a promise.

I gasped as his lips began a slow, decadent descent—marking a path down my belly, tongue swirling, kisses soft and demanding. Each caress seemed to spark across my skin until he knelt between my thighs and lifted my hips to his face, his mouth burying itself in my sex. His tongue flicked, pressed, and devoured, lapping at my clit, drinking me in as my body writhed shamelessly, my hands in his hair.

“Your mouth…" I panted, words spilling out. "God, I love your mouth, the way you make me ache, the mess you make me…” I was undone for him, clinging to raw pleasure.

He paused only to groan, “So fucking sweet. And so goddamn wet.” His tone was wicked. “Hot as hell, too. Would you mind if I opened the doors—let the night in?”

His question made me laugh, breathless. “Go ahead. Although there’s a dirty old man across the street who might just get an eyeful.”

He grinned, his eyes dark with mischief. “Perfect.” He pushed the doors open, and the scent of roses spilled in, cool and wild, wrapping us in its embrace.

He crawled back to me, this time in reverse—a sinuous, hungry panther. He lay inverted, his mouth settling over my pussy again. I parted for him, tilting up to meet his strokes, wanton and open. In a sweet, wicked symmetry, my lips found his cock—throbbing, thick, flushed, and slick with my anticipation. I worshipped it, letting my tongue trace the velvet length, and as he plunged deeper between my lips, taking him into the back of my throat, he moaned into my cunt.

His fingers slid inside me, twin points of fire pressing into my slick core and then my tightest place, fucking me in perfect rhythm with the slow, steady thrust of his hips forward, deeper and deeper into my waiting mouth. His balls grazed my lips with every push, his voice vibrating through his groans and the helpless buck of his hips. I could feel him tightening beneath my tongue, the need rolling through both of us, threatening to detonate any moment.

He shuddered, a low growl in his throat, and then he erupted—hot, thick streams of cum flooding my mouth, salty and primal, and I moaned, savoring the taste and rolling my tongue around the pulsing head as he continued to spill himself into me.

Almost immediately, he turned, collapsing breathlessly, his mouth crashing onto mine. His tongue plunged deep, hungry, tasting both our release as our juices mingled, raw and delirious.

His voice was a dark promise, eyes wild. “Are you ready for me now?”

I could only nod, wordless, aching and open, desperate to be filled and finished by him.

Even after just having spilled himself, he slides back inside me—thick and rigid—his cock pushes effortlessly between my swollen, glistening lips, sinking the whole way as I arch my hips to welcome him. A needy gasp escapes me, and he groans low in his throat, his hands holding my hips firm.

“God, you are so damn sweet,” he murmurs, voice rough, savoring every inch of his cock stretching me full. “You take every bit of me, fuck, I love how I fill you. You can handle all of me, can’t you?” His hips snap forward, driving deeper, and I whimper in pleasure, hips rising to meet his thrusts, drawing him in greedily.

He withdraws a little, almost teasing, then buries himself again, harder, making me cry out. “Listen to how wet you are, messy girl. You hear it? That’s all for me, and I haven’t even come again yet. I’m saving that—saving it for your sweet ass, baby. You want that, don’t you?” His fingers trace my face, thumb grazing over my cheek as he leans down for a deep, slow kiss.

I breathe out, “Yes, please…” feeling wanton and exhilarated, trembling beneath him.

He grins wickedly. “Good. Because right now, I promised you a good, hard fucking.” His rhythm grows insistent, wild—his hips pistoning between my thighs, the sound of flesh meeting flesh thick in the air. My body is electric, the tension coiling tighter with every thrust. The decadent friction works over my nerves, hot and slick, the plush carpet beneath me softening my writhing, my hands clutching blindly for purchase.

His grunts get fiercer, his pace savage. I can barely move, all I can do is quake beneath him as the pressure inside ignites, streaking from deep in my core to my throbbing clit. I’m shuddering, unable to keep up, every inch of me vibrating, helpless in the wake of his relentless rhythm.

Suddenly, he pulls out—quick, hungry—and I cry out at the loss, but then his mouth is on me, tongue delving hungrily between my lips, licking and sucking at my slick folds. My head falls back and I arch as his tongue dances over my clit, the pleasure so sharp I almost sob. He moans as I gush against him—his tongue is relentless, lapping up every drop, fingers pressing into my ass, working up inside me, thrusting in time with his mouth.

The climax that’s been threatening erupts, white-hot and shuddering. My clit throbs violently, every nerve ending alive, my hips grinding into his face as I fall apart. He groans, drinking down my pleasure, savoring every shiver, his fingers still driving into me.

“God, you sweet slut,” he praises, voice thick with desire. “I need more. Open up for your buck—let me fuck you hard again, show you how much I want you.” He rears up and his cock is harder, impossibly thick, and I moan as he presses inside, stretching me open for him, stuffing me full again while my body convulses, hot and greedy around him.

He urges me with a gleam in his eye. “Let me turn over. Want you to ride me—come on, sit on my face. You’re aching for it, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasp, quivering as I straddle him, lowering my glistening cunt onto his waiting mouth. His tongue plunges back into me, my thighs clamping around his head as he devours me with filthy, possessive abandon. I lean forward and claim his gorgeous cock with my mouth, swallowing him deep, letting him fill my throat—my lips tight around him as he thrusts upward to meet me.

The angle electrifies my senses—his mouth working my drenched clit, his cock riding my mouth, both our bodies tangled and desperate for release. I grind helplessly against his mouth, moaning with need, my throat wrapped around his cock, my clit sparking fire on his tongue.

Then, hungry for more, I spin around—straddling his hips, my sore, desperate cunt sinking down onto his thick length, spasming and milking him. He thrashes below me, lost to the pleasure, his head tossing side to side.

“Oh, fuck—you’re so fucking good. But if we don’t swap now, I’ll end up blowing for you.”

I slid myself free from his length, hovering over him with adrenaline surging through every nerve, the air thick with anticipation. Holding my breath, I angled down, guiding his slick, throbbing cock to my entrance, but this time, my insistent hunger ached for more. His fingers, still glistening from my depths, circled my swollen entrance; his touch was confident as he pressed between my cheeks, slipping a finger first into my drenched cunt, then gliding it teasingly to my back passage. He massaged tenderly, easing the way, and then, with carnal certainty, he pressed his finger into my tightness until I surrendered, melting open for him, feeling my walls flutter helplessly.

A moan tumbled from my lips, every muscle humming as heat rippled out from my clenching pussy. I shuddered on a tide of sensation, so open and desperate, all shame lost to the night.

“Let me give it to you like a beast, baby. Ready for me?” His voice was rough, ragged with need, his eyes wild and possessive as he gripped his cock, holding it at just the right angle. The thick, engorged head pressed against my forbidden entrance, and I surrendered. I exhaled long and low, opening myself, letting him in. The pressure was deliciously intense—he pushed, my muscles straining, and then the fat head slid through, stretching me just past comfort into pure raw want. The rest of him followed, his thick shaft gliding deep, deeper, until I was completely impaled, impaled and possessed. A ragged cry flew from my lips, and his voice joined mine in rough harmony.

“Oh fuck, I haven’t done this in ages,” I gasped, my confession trembling between us, honest and wanton. “You’re so damn open-minded.”

He groaned, his hands digging into my hips to anchor me above him. “You’re so Goddamn tight, fuck, you’re going to make me come already—” He drove upward, wild and relentless, his body taking possession of mine. I barely had to move. He pistoned up into me, thick cock pounding at my tightest edge, desperate to ruin me from the inside out. He clung to my hips, head tossed back, and then he exploded, spilling deep, painting my insides with that scalding rush.

I opened dazed eyes, mind blurred with bliss, and out through the open terrace doors, I spotted a man, shadowed by the lamplight in his own window—a voyeuristic silhouette. I shivered, excitement flickering anew.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” my lover growled, panting against the back of my neck, voice filled with wicked promise. “Now let me take you from behind, with my cum still inside you.” His powerful arms folded around me, palms closing possessively over my breasts, thumbs brushing my peaked nipples. He held me tight, my body captive against his—his chest a solid wall of heat, his cock impossibly hard all over again as he found my slick, stretched entrance and slid—slow, unstoppable—right back inside.

We knelt together in the afterglow, his hands worshipping my breasts, my palms clutching his hips as I braced myself to receive the next onslaught. He rocked into me, every long, deep thrust measured and intense, every penetration sending new lightning through me. My lungs fluttered with helpless moans as his strokes sharpened, his need driving him harder, deeper, faster, until the only sound was the wet slap of skin, the obscene squelch of his cum inside me, and my begging cries.

He cursed, lost, and his cock jerked inside me, triggering a fresh flood of molten heat in my ass. The sensation, that sticky fullness, warped my body with another wild climax—the contractions in my pussy sending hot, shining ribbons of my own release down my thighs, mingling sinfully with his. I shrieked, lost in the sharp edge of pleasure as my clit throbbed, wrung out and shaking in his arms.

By morning, Dillan’s cock was stubbornly stiff, swollen from the night’s merciless use, when his mystery lover stirred, preparing to leave. He let himself tumble back into the sheets, heavy with sleep, only to startle awake moments later at the muted click of the closing door.

Blurry and still half-lost in the haze, he sat up, scanning the unfamiliar room before dragging a cautious hand through his tousled hair. He surveyed the wrecked bed, still sprinkled with the evidence of too many orgasms to count.

What the hell had all this been?

He replayed flashes from last night—the reckless passion after running into Joel—feeling again the soreness blossoming through his spent cock. He instinctively reached for himself, then winced at the raw memory, muttering a low, “Fuck.” He padded naked to the kitchen, only to spot a slip of paper left waiting for him.

“Duty calls—I had to run. Please lock up when you leave, stranger. Last night was unforgettable, thank you. Maybe fate will cross our paths again.” The note was scrawled in her teasing hand, leaving him torn between exhilaration and shivering loss.

“Fuck,” Dillan whispered, gripping the slip of her words with knuckles whitening. He wandered toward her bathroom, craving a trace of her. He stepped into the shower that still smelled faintly of her skin, letting the heat drape his aching body. He soaped himself with her delicate-scented soap, lathered his hair with a shampoo that reminded him of how she’d pressed her face to his chest. He wanted, desperately, to steep himself in every molecule of her lingering presence—anything to make her absence ache a little less.

“How did this even happen?” he muttered, scrubbing harder, as if he might wash away the disbelief, the surging thrill still in his gut.

The answer was as unlikely as the whole wild night. Never—not with any girlfriend, not with the women he’d chased and lost or even loved—had he felt this woven through with someone. Yet here, with a mysterious woman, the taste of her lips and the heat of her body haunted him, electric, real. She’d invited him into her most intimate sanctuary, let him touch and fill and burn with her—opened herself without hesitation, with nothing on the line from him but a reckless dare. It had started as a stupid gamble, but he’d followed through, and she’d welcomed him. And now she’d gone, leaving only her trust and their sweat-soaked memories behind. The idea of telling Joel was suddenly small, petty—no way to do justice to the searing reality of what they’d shared.

He cursed sharply, spotting the clock. Shit. Class at 10:30, and he’d barely have time to cross campus. Forcing himself to focus, he tossed the rumpled sheets back onto the bed, his mind caught between tactile flashbacks and the need to keep moving. He glanced at himself in a mirror, catching dark eyes still haunted by last night. That’s when he saw the schedule pinned by the dresser—Municipal Library: Julie Blake. Today’s date circled in confident ink. Julie Blake. The mystery changed shape—suddenly she was more real, less an erotic mirage. Knowing her name pricked something new inside him: he wanted to see her again, if only to murmur her name into her ear as she writhed beneath him.

I was raw, every nerve thrumming with memory—I couldn’t bear the thought of clothing against my rubbing, swollen lips. No panties. Instead, I found a thin skirt, the hem risky above my knees, and brushed on lipstick—bold, uncharacteristic, a mark of last night’s hunger. I left quietly, letting him sleep wrapped in tangled sheets that smelled of our mingled bodies.

On the streetcar, bodies pressed in on every side. The seats were crowded, so I gripped the cool pole, heart still pounding in aftershock. An older man sat just beside me, his spectacles slipping down his nose while his eyes skimmed the paper. He shrugged off his jacket, and his bare arm grazed my thigh, hot flesh on tender flesh. He glanced up, apologizing in a bashful muddle, but the accidental intimacy sent another pulse through me. My labia rubbed sore with each step, my clit tingled in shameless need, and my ass clenched around the ghost of last night, desperate for more.

A slick droplet leaked from my thoroughly-used hole, meandering slowly down my inner thigh—sudden, raw, claiming me with every step. When the tram jolted to a stop, people crowding the aisle, I found myself swaying, leaning over that man so closely I could feel the warmth radiating from him. His fingers, tentative, grazed my knee, electric, and then slid upward, inching beneath my skirt, tracing the border of my need.

Every part of me screamed for restraint—I should have pulled away, should have found a safer pocket of space in the packed streetcar. But even as I hesitated, the hot, shameless drip traced down my leg, its progress achingly deliberate. I was conscious of the ache between my thighs, the slippery proof of last night’s reckless abandon and this morning’s dangerous craving. Another stranger’s fingers rested brazenly on my bare skin beneath the scant shield of my skirt, his touch featherlight but loaded with filthy intent. Shame and need wove through me in equal measure—God, what was I doing, surrendering part of myself to yet another nameless soul after a night spent tangled with a man whose name I’d deliberately never learned?

I pressed my thighs together, desperate to regain control, squeezing his fingers between them as if self-restraint could be forced by simple pressure. My breath caught; I pretended curiosity, shifting my outer leg forward and crouching as though something passing outside deserved my attention. He seized my movement as invitation and inched his hand higher, boldly exploring until the tips of his fingers grazed my swollen, sensitive folds. A little gasp escaped me—in shock as much as need—before I jerked upright. His hand slipped away in a swift, intimate slide.

Under the shadow of his newspaper, I watched him catch his own fingertips. With calculated nonchalance, he drew his hand to his lips. I shivered, transfixed, watching as he delicately tasted me, tongue darting out for the barest trace. His gaze rose, watery and intent, locking with mine just for a heartbeat—a decadent secret hanging between us—before I turned and shuffled toward the door, the throbbing memory of his touch lingering as my stop loomed close.

The Municipal Library drew Dillan like gravity—its soaring shelves, secluded nooks, and the promise of privacy felt like a satisfying escape. Only three blocks from campus, he’d counted down the seconds of his lecture, pretending diligence as he assembled an overambitious list of research topics, all while calculating how to stumble across Julie Blake.

He ignored the barrage of notes lobbed onto his desk, focused on his mental game plan. When class finally ended, Erica sidled up—sexy, brazen, her hand gliding across his arm like a proposal. “How’s life, Dillan? Joel says you’re hurting bad. Maybe you need a little break with me?”

Heat crept into his neck; he stiffened against her coy invitation. “I’m good, Erica. Joel’s full of shit.”

Just then, Joel slammed a hand on Dillan’s shoulder, his grin wolfish. “So, you score last night, champ? She looked fantastic—bit older, but damn. Was she the classic cougar? You’re practically glowing, man. Tell me—did you take the lead, or am I up one on you?”

Erica tossed her dark hair and laughed, teasing. “What dirty deal do you two have this time, huh? If you need points, Dillan, you know I’m always game—no need to chase the mysterious older types.”

Joel’s eyes twinkled with pride. “That’s the wager, darling—the wild buck challenge. Lure as many older women as you can for a night to remember. The young ones are too easy. A real man wants a woman who’ll devour him, right, Dillan?”

His thoughts drifted, betraying him with vivid flashes of her—her intoxicating scent lingering, sugary and sharp on his lips, his tongue still pulsing with the memory of tasting her insistent desire. It wrapped around his mind like silk—her heat, her moans—leaving him half-lost even while Joel heckled him with knowing laughter.

Joel roared, clapping him roughly on the back, eyes glinting with mischief. “Look at that glazed stare, man! Bet you’re replaying every filthy second in your head. Tell me there’s nothing sweeter than the taste of a woman who knows exactly what she wants.”

Erica rolled her eyes, flashes of irritation coloring her cheeks, then spun on her heel. Her hair, glossy and dark, whipped a sharp arc as she stormed off, muttering something under her breath.

Dillan exhaled sharply, feeling the satisfying ache still humming in his body. “Didn’t think you’d be spot-on, Joel. Not in a thousand years.”

Joel grinned, relentless. “So you scored, huh? Don’t give me that bashful look, you owe me details. Bonus points—you better kept count!”

Dillan’s mind ticked over each torrid encounter, reliving the frenzy and the soft, whispered gasps. “You mean, the—extra rounds?”

Joel grinned wolfishly. “Yeah, man. Every time you went again, more points. And don’t forget—five for taking the back door.”

Remembering, Dillan’s lips curled in satisfaction. “Think I racked up enough to win the year. Four rounds apiece.”

Joel’s jaw dropped. “Jesus, man, you’re a fucking machine! Hope I get a cougar half as insatiable, tomorrow night. Downtown—my turn to rack up numbers.”

Dillan clapped him on the shoulder, the warm post-sex haze making him loose-limbed, cocky. “Here’s to your luck then. I’m aiming for a repeat today—in the library, believe it or not. Romance section.”

Joel whooped and sauntered away, leaving Dillan to the brightness outside, the sun heating his skin even as his thoughts stayed wrapped around curves and shadowy moans. After Julie, he’d gone home just long enough to peel off sweaty clothes, rinse her taste—a futile attempt—from his lips, and change into something easy: a crisp white shirt unbuttoned deep over bare skin, shorts hanging loose at his hips. Anything to keep cool, and keep her memory so close.

He strolled through the midday heat, each step throbbing with anticipation, until the hush of the library washed over him—a cool, velvet darkness compared to daylight. At the information desk, he searched for her, his pulse tight with need. A woman approached: pleasant, golden-blonde, older, the sort he might just as easily have bedded, had chance allowed.

“Is Julie Blake working?” he asked, his smile curious but hungry, a little reckless.

She nodded, lips glossed and kind. “Usually she’s upstairs, classical literature—third floor.”

Grateful, he mounted the stairs, the air thickening as he climbed; giggles echoed above him, two teenage girls on the landing, their eyes flickering over him, lingering, emboldened.

One smiled, lips parted with curiosity. “Hello,” she breathed, shy but hopeful.

He acknowledged with a playful smile but pressed on, calling back, “Sorry, sweet things, not my type—you’re far too young for what I have in mind.”

They laughed—nervous, delighted—and he kept climbing, anticipation and hunger mixing hot and inexplicable in his chest.

The third floor was quiet, reverent, aisles deep and secretive. He drifted to a terminal, typing in his pretense—subjects for research, lines for conversation, each one an excuse to lose himself among the books. He scribbled notes, just performances for the sole purpose of finding her. As he prowled the aisles, he peered through gaps in the shelves, hunting for any flash of her—the tilt of her neck, the curve of her hip behind hardcover spines. Nothing.

Finally, at the information desk, there she was: Julie, poised in a shaft of filtered light, her body rigid, focused, the soft spill of hair over her shoulder hiding her face as she studied the screen.

He summoned a smile, letting his desire slip into his voice—low and intimate, just for her. “Excuse me,” he said softly, stepping close, heart thumping, “I was hoping for a little help finding something.” He shuffled his note, adorning the line with a cheeky edge. “I’m diving into cross-references—psychology, erotic literature. I’d love your expert suggestions.”

From the corner of his eye, he noticed her gaze flicker up, the briefest acknowledgement of recognition, but he kept his head low, heart pounding, betting she’d seen right through him.

“Of course,” Julie murmured, her voice just a little husky, as though the words were swaddled in secret memories. “Let’s start with D.H. Lawrence.” She slipped from behind the information desk, brushing past him—her scent, a blend of something delicate and womanly, lingering as she moved. He shadowed her down the aisle, focus caught entirely by the mesmerizing sway of her hips encased in that impossibly tight pink skirt. It hugged every delicious curve, beckoning him like a siren’s call, and he had to swallow down his anticipation.

She glanced over her shoulder, a glint of innuendo sparkling in her eye. “How…deep into classical literature are you hoping to get?” The corners of her lips curled ever so slightly as she spoke, layering her question with a charge that shimmered between them.

He struggled not to grin, but failed. “Up to the ’70s, I suppose—maybe as early as the 1800s. Is that too broad a spread?” His own words seemed ripe with double meaning and he felt the heat in his cheeks.

Julie’s shoulder rose in a careless shrug, but he caught the twitch of her lips, the subtle playfulness beneath her reserved exterior. “Depends on just how thorough you want your research to be.”

They wandered deeper together, the hush of the library and the labyrinth of books closing them into an intimate world of their own. He followed her without question, drawn farther into her gravity. When she stopped, it was at one of the secluded shelves, quieter and duskier than the others. She ran her fingertip along the spines—slowly, teasing—before plucking a volume free.

“Madame Bovary by Flaubert.” The way she said it was almost sultry. “Did you really think you could trick me?” Her eyes sparkled, challenging.

“No,” he admitted, “I was hoping you’d catch me. I am looking for research, but mostly I feel lucky to have found you here.” His voice was gentle—uncertain, suddenly shy as all his bravado slipped away in front of her.

Her face was unreadable, her eyes suddenly distant. A faint, flat smile hovered at her lips. “What are the odds…” she murmured.

He reached for some shred of connection. “I… I just wanted to say thank you, for last night. It was incredible. When I woke up, it almost felt like a dream.” His pulse fluttered—was he pushing too far?

But Julie’s stare was empty; her lips tightened until there was nothing but distance. “Maybe it was.”

“It wasn’t,” he pleaded, heart sinking. He longed to bridge that space—a touch, a word, anything.

Her jaw tensed. “Maybe I shouldn’t have let it happen.”

A blunt ache thudded through his chest. “Trust me, it wasn’t a mistake.”

She stood silently, as if she were steel—vulnerable but fortified. “It was foolish. Giving in like that. I can’t believe I did. I don’t even know your name.” Her voice was almost a whisper, heavy with regret and a hint of desire she tried desperately to conceal.

He answered, barely more than a murmur. “Dillan. My name is Dillan… Julie.”

Her skin flushed a deep pink. She spun on her heel, moving determinedly toward the end of the aisle. Panic seized him; he darted after her.

“Julie, wait. Please don’t go—”

She slowed, shoulders tight. He reached for words, anything to keep her from vanishing from his world. “I’m sorry. I know last night was crazy. Unexpected. But I can’t stop thinking about you.” His voice cracked with earnest hope. “See me again. Please.”

Julie’s expression warred between longing and restraint. “I… I don’t know. You should leave.”

The devastation was all-consuming, hollowing out his insides. Even the memory of another girl wanting him last night couldn’t distract him; no one else could take up space in his mind except for Julie.

Later, Joel found him, eager to poke at the fresh wound. “Forget it, mate. There’s a whole world of possibilities out there. Why not cash in—plenty of rich women just dying for a younger man to keep them entertained?”

Dillan shot him a withering glare. “Seriously, fuck off. If it wasn’t for your stupid challenge, I wouldn’t feel like hell right now.”

Joel only laughed, clapping him on the back. “It’s destiny, my friend. You can’t fight what you’re meant for.”

Admitting Joel’s smug satisfaction was torture enough. But facing the truth about Julie—facing that bruising, necessary ache, that was a humiliation Dillan wanted to bury beneath every distraction, every drink, every careless word from his friend’s lips. Money, stupid wagers, none of it meant anything when compared to the empty ache she’d left behind.

I barricaded myself away from the boardwalk for days, haunted by the possibility that I’d stumble upon him, that he’d be prowling for a new conquest, indifferent to the wreckage of what we’d shared. Instead, I lingered at my window, surveying the dull stretch of street from the safety of my balcony, every nerve flaring at the slightest movement. The only figure to emerge was the neighbor—my compulsive, guilty voyeur—darting away when he caught my gaze.

I whispered to myself that it was over, that he would dissolve like a memory carried out to sea. But my body, traitorous and insistent, violently disagreed. Need pulsed through me—a brutal, hollow ache deep in my cunt that no amount of reason would dull. I’d driven him away with cold, reckless words, and convinced myself that the flash of wounded dismay in his eyes would, in time, fade from my recollection. But I didn’t believe it.

Restless, desperate, I finally wandered back to the boardwalk—not for hope, but in some futile attempt to walk it off, to let the rhythm of the surf numb my longing. The sky hung heavy, thick clouds rolling over the lake, the evening air sharp and bracing. I dressed with careful deliberate plainness; loose fabrics, dark colors, determined to hide, to become impervious, unapproachable. Yet every layer conjured the vivid memory of Dillan’s naked body in my bed—the delicious stretch of golden skin over lean muscle, youthful and eager, the unforgettable heat of him moving inside me…I burned to taste his touch again. But my only solace was the knowledge that I’d already sent him away. That door was closed, and I couldn’t find the keys.

If you love someone, set them free… The corny mantra echoed in my mind with every cold gust as I walked the windswept boardwalk. The sun struggled behind the heavy clouds, painting the waves with bruised streaks of orange, their crashing an angry, relentless drumbeat against the beach. I stared out at the rolling onslaught, the wild spray, each wave collapsing forward only to be pulled back, as futile in resistance as I was with my desire.

Somewhere behind me, a low jazz melody carried on the wind. I let it draw me away from the shore, pulled toward city lights that shimmered in the encroaching dusk. A bar, shining with promise—or oblivion. I surrendered to it, footsteps quickening, chasing promise or maybe just forgetting.

Elsewhere, Joel was relentless, relentless in his schemes and in his determination to shake Dillan from his brooding. “Come on. There’s a jazz ensemble downtown—perfect for sweet-talking the cougars.” He anchored his pitch with a wolfish grin, rooting through Dillan’s closet until he found a crisp black shirt and dress slacks. “This. Trust me. No jeans, no t-shirts; you need to look like you belong to their fantasies.”

Dillan let himself be steered into the night, haunted by something he couldn’t name—a want so keen it vibrated bones, the ghost of her lips warming his skin.

“And don’t act like you’re not invested in this—you’ll be singing my praises soon enough,” Joel insisted, a wicked smirk twisting across his lips. Dillan didn’t bother dignifying it with a response or even a muttered curse. The bet held him, gnawing on him despite his attempts to feign indifference. Twelve points this week. Twelve. Tomorrow, the game would end. If Joel managed another stroke of luck tonight, victory—and the thousand dollars—would be his, leaving Dillan not only defeated, but a thousand short and forced to seriously contemplate Joel’s ridiculous talk of becoming a paid boy toy for affluent, insatiable older women just to claw his way through the rest of university.

He deflated a little when he recognized the streets outside; this was Julie’s neighbourhood, and even the vague outline of her building was enough to spark his body’s betrayal. The thought of her flared in his mind, and heat throbbed in his groin, his cock swelling with raw, helpless memory. Damn her.

“I’ve got drinks this round,” Joel said, disappearing into the pulsing swirl of people. Dillan tried to corral his arousal, shifting his hips and running a hand through his hair, scanning the ever-thickening crowd to distract himself. The jazz band riffed restlessly in the background, tuning up, teasing in anticipation of their next set. By the time Joel returned and shoved a whiskey into his hand, Dillan’s heart was pounding, the air thick with the scent of sweat, perfume, and expectation.

Joel scoured the bar with his hungry gaze, his voice lowered to a conspiratorial rumble. “Scope out those two at the corner—plenty of mileage for us there. And at the bar—lonely, pretty, just waiting for some reckless troublemakers to sweep her away. We’ll position ourselves—maximize our odds.” Dillan barely heard it, only nodded, the liquid burning a hot, spreading trail down his throat. He just wanted the whole thing over, to let the music drown everything else out.

Joel soon vanished again, hunting for his quarry, and returned almost breathless, his eyes alight with fresh mischief. “Perfect specimen at the bar,” he declared, nodding in her direction, “Legs for days. I’d wager she’s packing a secret storm, and if she’s in the mood, might even invite a little chaos… say, a night tangled up with two irresistible devils like us.” He shot Dillan a cocky grin, and laughed low in his throat.

Dillan hesitated but trailed after, uneasy at the prospect of sharing anyone—least of all with Joel—but too chained to the wager, to his own needs, to refuse outright. Joel slowed his strut, drawing close enough that Dillan could feel his breath in his ear. “Hang back,” he whispered, predatory, “Let me warm her up. I’ll signal when it’s time to make your entrance.”

Dillan nodded, moving into position, his nerves jittery, his skin prickling with a mix of anticipation and discomfort. He spared a glance at the woman Joel had targeted. Only her profile showed at first—a fluid, confident silhouette perched high on a stool, brown hair tumbling loose from a careless clip, her outfit subdued and form-fitting in a way that conjured secrets rather than shouting them. Joel made his move, buying her a drink, leaning in, his mouth working its charm while she listened with a steady, measured smile. Minutes crawled by, jazz swelling and thrusting through the air. Dillan’s impatience grew, hands restless at his sides, half-tempted to slip away and find sanctuary in the music.

Finally—Joel’s cue: a cocked eyebrow, a subtle tilt of the glass. Dillan inhaled, steadying himself, and moved forward.

My shoulders swayed unconsciously, seduced by the brash, daring trumpet slicing through the bar’s wild symphony. Even as a stranger—young, bold—offered to buy me a drink, I felt that persistent pull of attraction. My allure remained undimmed. I let myself melt into the music, surrendering to the thrill of being wanted, allowing the heat in my veins to chase out the last shreds of Dillan’s memory. Eventually, I promised myself, the ache of that lost night would dissolve into the rhythm of laughter and longing.

Joel possessed a particular sort of appeal—an effortless, dangerous charm made only more compelling by his golden waves and those wickedly green eyes that gleamed with mischief. Standing so close, he almost outshone Dillan, whose memory still lingered on my lips and between my thighs, relentless. In truth, Joel was heartbreakingly handsome, sculpted and undeniably magnetic. My body responded instinctively, heat blooming under the unassuming fabric of my pants, betraying my intent to remain aloof. Clearly, fate was in no mood to heed my attempt at modesty.

That Joel had claimed the seat beside me so swiftly—fending off other interested contenders with a lazy, confident smile—only heightened the rush humming beneath my skin. The men in this place were watching, but Joel had effortlessly won the coveted role. His youth made him seem twice as dangerous; before Dillan, I’d always chosen men nearer to my own age, but youth proved irresistible—especially once I’d tasted Dillan. Even now, echoes of what Dillan had given me pulsed between my legs, sharper with anticipation and tempered by unresolved longing.

I found myself returning Joel’s lopsided grin, playing coy but utterly conscious of the delicious ache in my core. He chatted ceaselessly, a teasing stream about the music, the tortures and triumphs of university, and an unashamed lust for the company of beautiful women. His words brushed over me, setting my nerves alight, and then—eyes shining—he dove deeper, asking if I fancied younger men. His confidence was infectious, and even as I pretended to deliberate, I caught his gaze flick past me.

“And what do you think the odds are for two?” It was a loaded question—one that sent a slow flush up my neck. Two?

I sipped my drink, trying to cool the inferno sparking in my blood. “Two?” My voice came out husky with interest.

Joel’s lips curled into a wolfish smile. He nodded toward his right, and the room seemed to slow. I turned, heart hammering, and found Dillan at my side, the one man who had changed everything.

“Dillan,” I managed, fighting to gather myself. Somehow, he looked even more devastating than my memory had dared to recall.

“Julie. How are you?” It was clear my presence caught him just as off guard; I saw his pupils dilate with shock—and something else, something hot and unspoken.

Joel’s laughter punctured the tension. “Wait—hold on, you two know each other?”

“Yeah, well…” Dillan stammered, cheeks tinged with color, as if every thought he’d had of me was about to be revealed.

Trying for composure, I set my glass on the counter. “We met last week.”

Joel shot Dillan a knowing look. “Last week? Dillan, don’t tell me—you haven’t been pining after this gorgeous woman all week, have you?”

My lips parted in surprise: love-sick? My pulse throbbed with curiosity. Was it possible?

Dillan didn’t get a chance to answer before Joel was chuckling again. “Julie, I don’t think you realize—he’s been obsessed. All our plans to charm half the city’s women meant nothing because you messed with his head. He can’t even see anyone else now.”

A mix of thrill and irritation knotted in my chest. My smile trembled somewhere between wary and hungry as I flicked my gaze to Dillan. “I had no idea this was such a calculated crusade,” I said quietly.

Joel’s eyes glittered with playful accusation. “I’ll bet you suspected, though,” he pressed, turning the heat of his attention on me.

It punched the air from my lungs a little—I’d sensed something lurking beneath Dillan’s persistence, but hearing it voiced like this brought a complicated surge of satisfaction and resentment. I confessed, softly, “Yes. Maybe I wondered if that’s why you sought me out at the library.”

Joel looked delighted, practically bouncing as he interrupted, “Wait—a librarian? Oh, this just gets better.”

But he wasn’t finished. He turned the conversation, pushing it provocatively forward, looking from me to Dillan. “So—let’s return to my original question. One young man wasn’t enough. What about two at once?” The word ‘two’ hovered, heavy and thrilling between us.

Dillan’s protest tumbled out, desperate: “No, Joel, don’t—”

But I stopped him, sliding my hand over his arm—firm, reassuring, and maybe a little possessive. “It’s all right, Dillan. I don’t mind the question.” My voice trembled just a little, not from nerves, but with wild, illicit excitement at what the night might bring.

"And are you brave enough to answer, then?"

A wicked little sparkle lit Joel’s eyes, but I stalled him, rolling my glass between my palms. "Let me savor the thought for a bit," I murmured, that barely-there hesitation laced with a teasing promise.

Joel, gallant as ever, noticed my nearly empty drink and wordlessly summoned another, as if reading every unspoken desire. Dillan hovered at my side, tense and unspeaking, his uncertainty almost palpable through the sweet sting of my gin and tonic. He fumbled for composure, standing awkward as Joel excused himself for the men’s room—a brief, private interlude for just us.

I traced the rim of my tumbler, watching the shards of ice melt and refract the dim bar light. "So, I ruined your little mission, didn’t I?" My voice was low, playful, threading through the muted chaos of laughter and music. The faint flush over his cheeks deepened; I felt a throb flutter between my thighs, swift and hot, as his eyes dropped.

"No," he stammered, voice gravelly. "I think I ruined it."

"And how’s that, exactly?" I asked, a slow smirk curving my lips.

"You heard Joel. I got in... over my head."

I let my fingers slide along my glass, drawing the moment out. "Interesting. Seems to me it was just the opposite."

He blinked. "What do you mean?"

"Your head, Dillan… got in deep."

He sputtered, the memory visibly striking him, making that blush bloom deliciously. "I suppose it did," he managed.

I leaned in, letting my breath flutter close to his ear. "I’ve never—never—felt it that deep before."

The hunger in his eyes caught, hungry as a wound. "So you liked it?" he whispered, voice barely audible—but the tension in the air nearly crackled.

"Like isn’t strong enough," I said, my words husky, pitched for him alone. He caught every syllable, even as the band hammered out the last notes of their set and the ambient laughter threatened to swallow our little moment.

He looked pained, twisting a fresh wave of longing inside me. "But… about the mission. What was it really for?"

He sucked in a shaky breath, his posture uncertain. "It was Joel’s—Joel’s idea," he admitted.

"Which was?"

He hesitated, cheeks crimson. "You know that old idea—that men my age reach their peak, and it matches up with a woman…a bit older?"

I couldn't help my grin, salty and knowing. "I see…"

"And if there’s nothing… fulfilling out there," he finished, words tumbling, "sometimes you look for what you’re craving somewhere else."

"So how’d you end up on that boardwalk, the night we—" I stopped, relishing the heat of his stare.

"That was all Joel, too," he mumbled.

Joel’s timing was precise; he slipped back to my side, all brash charm. "Am I the topic of conversation again?" he quipped, flashing a smile that nearly knocked me breathless.

"I was just interrogating Dillan about your legendary mission," I answered, letting my gaze flick provocatively between the two.

He cackled. "Ah, yes—and Dillan’s still beating me. I’d give anything to level the field." Dillan shifted, discomfort written all over him. The air between us was charged, electric.

"So, what's this elusive score?" I posed, lips curling into a mischievous grin.

Joel tallied with mock-seriousness. "Let’s see… last count, twenty-four to sixteen, right, Dillan? You pulled ahead after… her."

I shot Dillan a lingering look, taking in the tension that rippled over his shoulders. "And what’s the point of this scoreboard?"

Joel shrugged, that cocky, boyish smile never faltering. "Just a wager—something friends do."

"And this wager… what, exactly, are the terms?"

They shared a furtive glance, conspiratorial and dangerous.

"Just a secret between two friends," Joel replied, tone playful.

I traced my index finger along the rim of my glass. "Well, how would your tally change if I were to indulge the both of you?"

Joel’s laugh was deep, warm, deliciously inviting. "Depends on the rules. But Dillan… still in the lead, I’d guess." He looked at me, something hot and anticipatory flickering in his gaze. For a moment, the possibilities hung thick and tantalizing between us.

"It almost sounds like you’re tempted," he teased.

"Almost." I let my words dangle, a bit wicked, a bit coy. "But let’s be honest—an old girl like me can only take so much. And with the band packing up, it’s probably time I made my exit. Early start tomorrow." I ran my fingers through my hair, shot Joel a grateful look. "Thanks for the drinks—and the… entertainment.”

Their disappointment was as obvious as the tension in the air, but I stood; the leather of my jacket was cool against my fingers. As I strode away, my body rebelled with a hot, involuntary spasm that nearly made me gasp—my cunt relentless, greedy, already aching for more.

Behind me, voices overlapped, frustration simmering.

"Secrecy was part of the deal. You told her about the bet,” Dillan muttered, harsh and low. “Consider it broken.”

“What do you mean? I was about to wipe the floor with you,” Joel tried to come across as casual, a trace of contrition buried in the roughness of his voice. But Dillan was the one who met his gaze with a new, quiet confidence. The worry that had haunted him earlier simply vanished, replaced by something solid—a conviction Joel sensed and couldn’t help but honor. It was like surrendering with dignity, knowing you’d lost to something bigger than the wager.

Dillan gave a short, unimpressed grunt and knocked back the last of his whiskey in one bold swallow. The empty glass landed on the polished wood with a definitive, resonant thud. “You pushed me toward her, remember that. If I ever end up marrying her, you’d better be ready—best man duties included. But tonight, I’m not waiting. I need to see her,” he declared, the words thick with determination, and, shooting Joel a knowing look, Dillan strode off, leaving his friend stunned and speechless.

She’d managed to put nearly two blocks between them—but he was hungry, motivated by something more than surface-level need, drawn to her by the pull of something fierce, undeniable. Dillan quickened his step, the city lights glinting off passing cars, the soft hush of night broken by his pulse thudding with anticipation. When he finally spotted her ahead, she was halfway across a quiet stretch of road; he let himself linger just outside her line of sight, savoring this chase, the thrill tightening in his chest.

She slowed, stopped, and before he could announce himself, she turned—her movement unexpectedly graceful—and stepped backward into his orbit. Her eyes met his, at first sharp and assessing, then melting to that teasing, almost-smile he remembered from before, edged with a flash of relief and something else—irritation, maybe, but laced with unmistakable longing.

“It’s you,” she said, her voice soft and flat, but singing with unsaid questions.

“Hey. I thought I’d make sure you got home safely. Wouldn’t want anything—or anyone—to trouble you tonight.” His smile was cautious, hopeful.

She took her time, eyeing him from the tips of his shoes all the way up. Her frown was delicious, a temptation he ached to unravel. “What is it you want?” she demanded, lips curling just a little.

He rolled back his shoulders, feeling his body stretch—bigger, deliberate—knowing she was watching, hoping she could sense his honesty. “You,” he admitted, low, the single word thick with promise.

“And how much is that worth to you? Because I doubt young studs like you and your friend risk your hard-earned cash on a dare for nothing.” Her sly cynicism made him want her more.

“You’re right. Money was on the table at first—but not anymore.” He stepped closer, feeling the heat between them—unsure if it was anger or chemistry that buzzed in the chilly air. “Honestly, once Joel let slip about our bet, it killed it. The game, the rules, everything. I hated how it sounded, I hated being part of it. I just wanted a way out, but he kept pushing…”

He dropped his gaze, as if his honesty was too raw for direct eye contact. “I know, it doesn’t exactly make me a hero.” His hands flexed, nervous, longing for hers. “But it’s the truth. You saw everything that happened after. I can’t take it back.”

He looked up, meeting her gaze—clear, bold, unflinching, eyes shimmering with the ache of vulnerability. “And now, I don’t even know what to feel. It was never supposed to get messy, no emotions. But you—what you did to me—stormed right through every wall I had. I’ve never lost myself like that. Not until you. So, whatever the bet was, I’m… I’m grateful it brought me here. With you.” He was surprised by the tremor in his own voice, the sharp, sweet sting rising behind his eyes. He blinked it away, heat suffusing his cheeks.

She closed the distance, sliding her arm through his—so simple, yet so charged. The touch sent electricity up his spine.

“I suppose you can walk me home, then,” she said quietly, her body pressed warmly against his, and it was an acceptance, a promise, an invitation.

“Yes, it was… unconventional,” I replied, breathless from his nearness, my chest humming. “I don’t think that night could’ve happened with anyone else. I never let myself before.”

He squeezed my arm gently. “I mean—I might have chased a girl just for the fun of it, or for sex, sure. But at some party, not like this. Not wandering in the dark, hearts exposed. I didn’t want to play a game—I just wanted you.”

We moved together in a quiet, slow rhythm down the shadowed street, the rest of the world melting away beneath the pulse of anticipation between us. The city lights faded to memory as I became supremely aware of Dillan—the weight of his arm resting with possessive warmth against mine, the steady heartbeat bright and hot at his side, the subtle electricity flickering between our hips each time they brushed. I could feel every inch of him; his presence hummed with promise and left my skin tingling, mind dizzy with want.

“But you’re so much younger than me,” I murmured, half a tease, half a question I wanted him to solve.

Dillan’s lips twisted into a sly, mischievous smile. “Life’s not always fair,” he shot back, his eyes dark and sparkling. “Does it really matter?”

“It means you’ve had less time to chase pleasure,” I countered, drawing another step closer, as if I could absorb his heat through my skin. “I’ve had more years to dive into depravity. I suppose I’m something of an expert.”

He arched a soft brow, his voice low and edged with laughter. “You won’t hear me protest… You might know all the games, but you never played them with me until now.”

His suggestion made my breath catch. “Yes,” I whispered, voice trembling with memory.

His hand traced a line up my arm, igniting goosebumps in his wake. “But it was still something new for you—”

“Yes.”

“—and you liked it—”

“Yes,” I answered, the confession rippling with heat.

“—and it satisfied you—”

I didn’t answer that time. Instead, the silence stretched between us, taut with what hadn’t been spoken, as the cool air pressed against my flushed skin.

He nudged me playfully, his tone a seductive challenge. “Well?” His hands opened, palms upward in the streetlight, weighing each delicious question like a game of pleasure and want. “Did one night with me possibly do the trick? You said I’d have to work for it.”

I smiled as we reached my apartment’s stoop, my response nothing but a throaty laugh colored with secrets. “Did I really say that?”

“You did,” Dillan replied slyly, his gaze narrowing as he followed me up the stairs, desire evident in every carved line of his body.

I paused on my doorstep, the door held open, and caught him glancing past me, eyes tracing the shadows cast by the dim street lamps. Across the street, another window flickered, a dark silhouette melting away as Dillan offered a knowing wave. Another friend chasing his own nocturnal pleasure, but my world had shrunk to the man behind me.

As soon as Dillan closed the apartment door, the hunger that had been coiling inside me finally burst free. I was on him in an instant, clutching at his shoulders with reckless need, mouth devouring his, my tongue plunging insistently and tasting the sharp bite of whiskey still lingering on his lips. His eyes slid shut, surrendering to the bliss, hands wandering firmly over my waist as I pressed him back into the sturdy wood of the door, desperate to feel him pinned beneath me, hard and unyielding.

I wanted him naked, urgent, mine. My hands roamed greedily over his chest, tracing the taut muscles through the fabric, fingers curling into his shirt, tugging impatiently.

He broke the kiss, breathless but grinning, voice husky with anticipation. “Wait, love. Let me at least save the shirt—I paid far too much for it to watch you rip it to shreds.” With deft fingers he undid his cuffs, sliding the expensive thing overhead and tossing it aside, revealing smooth, warm skin and sculpted muscle I ached to touch.

“Better?” he asked, as my hands dove over his bare shoulders, nails scraping down his arms, leaving red trails that made him shiver. He bent, mouth hot and seeking at my throat, his lips and tongue worshipping my skin, sucking hard enough to leave marks. I cried out, fingers biting into his flesh as my back arched, my breasts pressing up into him, desperate for more.

He responded in kind, teeth grazing then sinking slow and possessive into my sensitive skin. I gasped, arching harder, my body flaming with need. His cock was urgent between us now, thick and pulsing against my stomach, the unspoken promise between our hips.

Suddenly he wrenched himself away, desire ferocious in his eyes. In one wild, determined movement he grabbed the front of my shirt, tearing it open, buttons scattering across the floor. Hot air caressed my bare skin as he wrapped his arms around my legs and lifted me effortlessly, pinning my mouth with his own, tongue demanding and hungry.

I clung to him, heedless of anything but his hands, his mouth, the rough feel of his skin against my bare chest as he carried me to my bedroom. He lowered me onto the soft bed, but I seized him, biting wickedly at his lip, drawing out a moan. Tonight, I was ravenous—and so was Dillan.

A gasp tore from his throat, pleasure mingled with pain as her teeth pinched his lip with delicious intent.

She released him, her breath hot against his skin. “Were you about to ask if I wanted you in my bed?” she teased, her lips curling into a wicked smile.

His gaze lingered on the tempting curve of her mouth. “That was the idea, yes,” he said, voice low and thick with desire. “Unfortunately, your beautiful mouth had already claimed my lip.” He traced the sting with his fingertips, savoring the ache. “But perhaps, Madame, you’d like to enjoy a proper, decadent fuck in the comfort of your own bed?”

She sat upright, the torn remnants of her shirt slipping down her arms, exposing the smooth lines of her shoulders. She eyed the wreckage with a bemused laugh. “Eighteen years I’ve owned this shirt—and you, wild man, have managed in minutes what no one else ever dared.” She shrugged it away, baring her skin to him without a flicker of shame.

His lips quirked in a playful grin, heat shimmering in his eyes. “What can I say? Inspiration strikes in the most unexpected ways.” He stroked the raw lines her nails had left across his arms, feeling them burn and tingle.

She watched him, her gaze both teasing and hungry. “Poor thing,” she murmured, silk and mischief in her tone. “Let me tend your wounds.” She pressed her lips to his chest, dragging her tongue slowly over the faint red marks, each pass sparking fire beneath his skin. The gesture was both healing and erotic—a wicked promise of more to come.

Her mouth wandered downward, lingering over every sensitive inch, then her attention shifted lower, her fingers deft as she teased the waistband of his black dress pants. “You look—dangerous like this,” she whispered, eyes flickering up, “elegant darkness. It’s intoxicating.”

She knelt in front of him on the tangled sheets, close enough for her breath to ghost over his skin.

His fingers found the clasp of her bra, and he undid it ever so slowly, watching her that entire time. “Does the danger frighten you?” he asked, voice barely above a murmur.

Her lips parted. “Not quite. I crave it, actually,” she confessed, her eyes glinting with anticipation. “I want to feel on the edge—a little pain with my pleasure. It adds to the ache, the build-up, the... intensity.”

For a moment he paused, electricity crackling between them. “You surprise me,” he breathed. “You want a taste of something sharp? Something that burns before it soothes?”

“Exactly. Temptation needs a touch of danger.”

She moved with sudden confidence, her hands diving to his waistband, one swift flick undoing button and zip. In one breathless moment, she mirrored the gesture with her own jeans. He growled, needing her as desperately as he needed air, tearing them from her in frantic bursts of motion. The next moment he was over her—sprawled, skin to skin, flesh to heat. His cock pressed through swollen, eager folds, finding her center slick and ready, her body hungry for him.

She consumed him, enveloping him deep inside her, her entire being squeezing and caressing, urging him to stay, to thrust, to fuck her with everything he had. He drove into her, slick and hard, each withdrawal exposing him to the coolness of the air, each return a plunge into feverish heat, her folds gripping around the base and milking him with every stroke. Her hips arched to meet his, and the noises—the wet, desperate music of their bodies—made everything hotter, rawer, more animal.

Her fingers clutched his forearms, nails biting in as her head tossed from side to side in a wave of abandon. He felt the surge of her climax flood around his cock, hot and dizzying, drenching him and sending a shudder down his spine. Still he moved, building another wave, listening to her sharp moans and the wet slap of their connection as her legs trembled—shaking with all the wild surrender of a body electrified.

He hovered over her, muscles taut, hungry to watch every nuance of her expression. “That was fast,” he teased, breathless, cock still buried deep inside her. “Darling, you barely lasted three minutes.”

A lazy, blissed-out grin spread over her face as she caught her breath, eyes shining. “Over-excited, maybe. It’s been a long time since something felt that uncontrollable.”

He smiled darkly, brushing his lips over her temple. “Then let me help you empty out the rest of that wild passion—and when you’re finally spent, I’ll show you how to fill yourself slowly, to savor every drop of anticipation.”

She gazed up at him with newly focused clarity, a fresh flicker of want lighting her eyes. “How do you suppose you’ll teach me that?” she whispered.

His fingers skimmed her cheek, tracing a path to her lips. “Discipline. Learning how to hold back, how to let the tension build... Only then will you truly own your desire. Every orgasm made richer for the wait, every sensation sharper for the hunger.”

She laughed then—light and breathless—a sound he wanted to drown in. “And how will you start instructing me, Professor?”

He leaned in, mouthing at her ear, “I waited all week for just this moment. Trust me, I have endless patience.”

Hungry for him, she entwined herself around his neck, her fingers lacing in his hair as her legs snaked possessively over his, refusing to let their bodies part. The grip of her sex was ferocious, an intoxicating vice around his throbbing cock. “Mmm… seven whole days of yearning for you. I was so wicked to send you away before. My needy, desperate cunt has been despairing without you.”

A wicked grin curled his lips, the heat between them almost unbearable. “So that’s why she’s desperate to devour me now—she’s punishing you for keeping us apart.”

“She’s insatiable,” she whispered, fire dancing in her eyes. “Selfish. Gluttonous for you.”

His gaze sparkled with delicious mischief. “Well, then, it seems you both require some much-needed discipline.” He slid himself from her tight, quivering heat, feeling her clench in protest as he withdrew. In one smooth motion, he flipped her onto her stomach and guided her up onto her knees, her bare ass offered to him, begging for more.

His palm crashed down against her sculpted cheek, just beside her slick, swollen pussy—sharp and loud, sending a jolt of heat right through her. She gasped, her cunt throbbing, juices spilling at the delightful sting.

“That turned you on even more, didn’t it, you filthy little slut?” His voice was a dark, aroused growl.

Her breathless reply was needy, raw. “Only because it’s you doing it. Please—again…”

He obliged, striking her again—harder. The electric ache made her sigh, melting into the mattress. Then his mouth was on her, lips and tongue feasting on her wetness, savoring every shuddering moan as his tongue delved inside her, then snaked up to her tight, vulnerable entrance, making her gasp and tremble.

“Oh, the neighbor—” she managed between desperate whimpers, “he can’t see us from here, can he?”

His answer was a brutal, possessive smack across her ass, making her clit throb almost painfully. “Naughty slut,” he murmured against her flesh, his words vibrating against her core. “Maybe later we’ll put on a performance just for him. But right now, you’re getting what you need.” With unflinching purpose, he pressed the swollen head of his cock against her tight, forbidden entrance, relentless as he pushed inside. Her body arched, pleasure and pain mingling deliciously as he filled her.

“Oh, Dillan…” she moaned, surrendering as another night of reckless, exquisite sin began—this time, deeper and darker than before.


Bent Over the Rules


Part 1

DAY 1: THE TRAIN

Love was the last thing I expected to tumble into on my way to the office—certainly not now, teetering at forty-nine, with my loyal husband waiting at home after over two decades of steady marriage. But life delights in ambushing you, yanking you toward tantalizing edges you’d never dare approach of your own volition.

It’s strange to realize that it all ignited on the DART—Dallas Area Rapid Transit—an unspectacular commuter train bustling with the usual melange: oddballs, sleep-starved laborers, and relentless professionals like me.

That humid summer morning, the city shimmered under an insistent, silvery rain—a lazy, patient drizzle. I’d left my umbrella behind, so the sullen heavens drenched me, leaving my hair plastered wet and heavy against my scalp. I tried not to dwell on how it might smell, but self-consciousness bubbled up nevertheless. The fashion victim in me bristled at my choice: a bland beige Burberry trench—purchased in a moment of weakness, now making me feel anonymous, swallowed up, and oddly yellow against my skin. Hidden beneath that tent of practicality, though, I was braver—a lipstick-red skirt suit and a strand of midnight-black pearls. That decadent pop of color and sheen was my secret, my armor, pressed intimately to my skin while the world saw only drab overcoat.

Forty-nine loomed, and with it, a ceaseless evaluation of every thread, every cut I dared to wear on my compact, still-youthful frame. I could easily slip into my daughter’s wardrobe—my twenty-two-year-old daughter—but something fierce and honest told me not to chase away my age, not to pretend. So I watched my reflection dissolve in the window glass, rain making pale streaks down my blurry figure, anxiety tight in my belly about the coming milestone, about the big five-oh that thundered closer by the day.

At the second stop, everything shifted. A man stepped into the carriage: striking, commanding, impossible to ignore. I shivered. How had I missed him boarding? He was tall—maybe six feet or a touch more—his business suit straining to contain his broad shoulders, torso taut with athletic promise, and a gym bag carelessly flung over one determined arm. The way he gripped the overhead rail made his biceps and shoulders tense, sculpted muscle straining subtly under fine wool. My eyes wandered—shameless now—to where his tailored trousers hugged a pert, masculine rear.

Something reckless flickered inside me, as if every year I’d lived emboldened me, made me a little bit braver. I let my gaze travel over him, brazen and lingering. He caught my eye then, and I didn’t look away. Instead, I invited him—silently, with a small nod and the lift of a brow—to claim the empty seat beside me. He answered with a slow, wry smile, his gaze briefly scanning the aisles to be sure, it seemed, that he wouldn’t be breaking some kind of unwritten code. Satisfied, he moved toward me, and I slid closer to the window, making space for him at my right.

The heat of his body, broader than I’d imagined, pressed up against me—shoulder to shoulder, thigh to thigh. Up close, he looked even more delicious: strong square jaw, a blush of sun on his cheekbones, and hypnotic green eyes that sparkled beneath meticulously styled, dark hair. He wore his aftershave with casual confidence—pine needles and male musk—heady and wild. I wanted to lean in, inhale him. My pulse quickened.

When he pulled out his ear buds, his voice was low and soft, edged with something teasing and warm. “Hi, I’m Jeremy. Thanks for the rescue. That seat was a hot commodity.”

I smiled, lips curving with wicked amusement. “Candace. It’s my pleasure. You were up against heavy competition—a blind, pregnant woman in a wheelchair almost got here first.”

He grinned, and the lines at the corners of his eyes crinkled with delight. “Touché. I’d hope I’d be decent enough to surrender the seat in a fair fight.”

An irrepressible playfulness took hold of me, tingling beneath my skin. “Let’s hope you never have to make that choice,” I teased, letting my voice drop low and sultry.

He laughed, the kind of throaty sound that vibrated straight through me. “You really are trouble, aren’t you?”

“Not at all,” I replied, feigning innocence, but a wicked smile played on my lips. My eyes drifted down, curiosity flickering as I caught sight of his ear buds. He looked so stern, all suited up and serious, muscles taut and on display, yet there was something enigmatic hidden behind those sea-green eyes. What could he possibly be listening to? The Wall Street Journal podcast? Audible thrillers? Or something more deliciously unexpected?

I couldn’t help myself. “So, forgive my prying, but what were you listening to?”

He stiffened slightly, color blooming across his cheekbones, making him look charmingly vulnerable. Reluctantly, he flipped his phone around for me to see—and I nearly choked on my own laughter. Shakira. He was listening to Shakira.

Catching his discomfort, I bit back a grin. “Shakira? You’re full of surprises.”

He cleared his throat, cheeks still glowing pink. “Don’t judge me too harshly. My wife’s obsessed. Constantly blasting her songs at home. I guess it’s grown on me—her playlists pump me up for work.” He gave me a sheepish shrug. “And I speak Spanish, so I tell myself it helps me keep up the language. That’s my story and I’m sticking with it.”

“Oh, believe me, your secret’s safe with me,” I promised, my tone tantalizing. “No teasing. Or, not much.”

He relaxed, lips quirking into a grateful smile. “I appreciate that. So, what’s in your playlist?”

I dipped my head, letting a strand of damp hair fall forward. “My job sucks up all my energy, so when I get a chance to listen, I want to unwind. I do yoga, so that means plenty of soothing, atmospheric stuff—Enya, weird New Age vibes… but I’ve got a soft spot for sensual, moody music. Sade is perfection for me.”

“Sexy, huh?” His eyebrow arched with intrigue. “Confess—I don’t know her.”

I leaned in, my lips near his ear, my breath warm. “Put your buds in and look her up. S-A-D-E. Search for ‘Smooth Operator.’ Or, just trust me, anything by her will get under your skin.”

He obeyed, pulling up his app to sift through Sade’s catalog. The first tune to play was ‘The Sweetest Taboo.’ I watched as he listened, his posture subtly shifting—a roll of his broad shoulders, fingers twitching on his thigh. Halfway through, he pulled out a bud, his eyes meeting mine, pupils a little darker, his voice low. “I get it now. But I’m not sure music’s supposed to make me feel like this before a workday.”

I giggled, my laughter shimmering between us. “Oh, trust me, there’s rarely anything else on this train worth getting worked up over before nine a.m.”

He held my gaze, something smoldering there now. “Except today. I think I found the rare exception.”

Heat crawled up my throat, flooding my cheeks. I found myself staring down at my shoes, unfamiliar pleasure thrumming through my veins. How long had it been since anyone had looked at me like that? When had I last felt this alive, this wanted?

“Candace, this is my stop coming up. You’ll be on the train tomorrow?”

“Like clockwork. Same car, same time, every weekday.”

He grinned, lean and wicked. “Then I’ll be back.” He paused, gaze lingering at my lips before he added, “Try not to tease me before work. It’s agonizing.”

With one last smirk and an offhand wave, Jeremy disappeared into the blur of morning commuters.

Staring after him through the rain-soaked glass, my heart thudded in reckless excitement. I turned and pressed my palm to the cold seatback, confusion swirling deep in my chest. Why was I flirting with a stranger? George loved me, didn’t he? But routine has a way of dulling everything—even love.

Maybe a little flirtation was harmless, I rationalized. Except Jeremy wasn’t some faceless man I’d never meet again. I knew his name. I’d see him every morning. And for the first time in years, I felt something unmistakable: anticipation.

DAY 2: INTERNSHIP

I was giddy, adrift in a state of feverish anticipation that left my heart thrumming wildly in my chest. The mere thought of seeing Jeremy again sent shivers of excitement through me, each one more potent than the last. Dressing with deliberate care, I slid my body into a tight, blush-pink dress that clung to each curve, accentuating the longing coursing just beneath my skin. My feet arched into impossibly high heels, the kind that made me feel both powerful and utterly vulnerable.

When Jeremy entered the room, his gaze swept over me like a caress, lighting up his handsome face. His lips curled into a wickedly appreciative grin. “Well, would you look at you. That dress—damn.”

A flush rose instantly to my cheeks, coloring me with embarrassment and excitement all at once. I was a bundle of nerves, blushing like the inexperienced girl I no longer was. “Thank you,” I stammered, my voice low, unable to meet his smoldering eyes for more than a heartbeat.

He looked unfairly good, exuding a quiet, masculine confidence in a tailored gray summer suit that molded perfectly to his strong frame. With every small movement, I caught lingering traces of his cologne—something intoxicatingly musky, blended with the clean, faint scent of hair cream and Jeremy’s own raw, erotic magnetism. Every breath made me vividly, achingly aware of my need for him. I struggled to find words, anything to distract myself from the relentless ache between my thighs.

“How long have you been in Dallas?” I asked, masking my hunger with practiced poise.

“For the summer. I’ve landed an internship at Parker & Hanson.”

My insides fluttered. Law clerk. He was still in law school—young, driven, undeniably tempting. Younger than I had guessed.

“That’s a coincidence. I’m a partner over at Johnson, Croft & Williford. I went to law school with John Parker.”

His eyes widened in surprise. “Small world. Parker’s my boss.”

“Are you enjoying it there?” I trailed my fingers along the stem of my glass, needing to keep them occupied—or risk reaching for him.

“It’s honestly been incredible. Parker’s brilliant, and the other attorneys are supportive, but they keep us on our toes. Challenging work—demanding, but with the bonus of fun dinners and all sorts of late-night activities.”

“Where do you attend law school?” I prompted, stoking the conversation to keep the tension from overtaking us completely.

“Columbia,” he replied, pride and ambition shining in his eyes.

“Impressive. So, what brought you back to Dallas?”

“My wife’s family is here. She wants to return. I don’t mind Dallas, but New York’s calling. Some incredible offers from elite firms. It’s tough to say no. Still, I like Parker’s firm, too.”

He could have anyone. Yet he was here, with me.

I tried to keep my voice casual. “Incidentally, I ran into John Parker, and he extended an invitation to the Cattle Ranch fundraiser gala this Saturday. Will you be there?”

“Of course. The firm expects all the summers—and our wives. Even if our attention might be… elsewhere.”

His words sent a jolt of forbidden delight through me, my pulse thundering in my ears. I forced a polite, indifferent smile. “I’ll be bringing my husband. I look forward to meeting your wife.”

Jeremy’s lips quirked, shadows flickering in his gaze. “Oh, I’m sure it’ll be perfectly comfortable for everyone.”

My façade wavered. I couldn’t keep pretending I was ignorant of the electricity between us. “Tell me about your wife. What’s going on there?”

He let out a slow breath, tension carving itself into his jawline. “Britney wanted a baby, but I was hesitant—law school is expensive and I couldn’t work full-time. We’d agreed to wait. Turns out she’d already stopped taking her pill. Suddenly I’m staring at a pregnancy test, and everything changes.”

I winced in sympathy. “That’s rough.”

Jeremy’s voice grew raw, the words aching with disappointment. “It got worse. She shut me out—no sex, not even a kiss, barely a touch. No passion, no warmth. It’s impossible, loving someone who won’t let you close.”

“Oh, Jeremy…” I murmured, the ache in my chest pulling me closer, if only in spirit.

He searched my eyes, lips parted as if confessing a sin. “It doesn’t excuse it. But maybe now you understand why I can’t help flirting with you.”

“Trust me, I’m not judging,” I whispered, my words heavy with understanding—and something darker, more dangerous.

He flashed that crooked smile, desire simmering beneath his polite facade. “Well, this is my stop. Until tomorrow, beautiful woman in pink.”

I watched him go, heat coiling low in my belly. “Have a good day, Jeremy,” I called after him, already craving our next encounter.

Heat rose to my cheeks once more, his effect on me absolutely intoxicating. Jeremy had a way of touching every hidden nerve, making me feel alive in a way I hadn’t for years. Still, I breathed in deeply and reminded myself—he wears a wedding ring, and so do I. Perhaps that unspoken boundary made these teasing glances and sly comments feel both safer and more delicious. Maybe all we needed was a little playful chemistry to spark something inside us again, a harmless dance along the edges of desire. After all, where was the danger in some tantalizing flirtation? It was only words—secret looks, shared smiles. Nothing wicked… yet.

DAY 3: RUNNING LATE

Anticipation had my nerves thrumming impossibly tight, right from the moment I awoke. The next day couldn't come fast enough, yet when it dawned, I spun out the preparation, sultry thoughts distracting me until I missed my usual train. Flustered and a pulse ahead of myself, I climbed aboard two stops further down the line. That was my undoing—by then, the carriage was thick with bodies, every inch packed, barely even air left to circulate between us.

But Jeremy was there—the oasis in my storm. He’d staked out a slim corner near a metal pole, and with a subtle nod, carved just enough space for me to slip into his arms. The crowd made our bodies press together, molding my curves against his sturdy chest and thick biceps. As his embrace closed around my waist and shoulders, the ambient noise faded, everything distilled to the wild beat of my heart and the heat radiating off his body.

Jeremy lowered his mouth to my crown, his chin grazing my hair as he chuckled, the vibrations thrumming deliciously through me. “You’re so little,” he teased, voice threaded with something darker.

“Or maybe you just make everyone feel small,” I shot back, breathless.

A slow, knowing smile twisted his lips. “That too,” he admitted, his tone sinfully rich—like melted caramel.

The train’s halt came sudden, a metallic groan in the rails—and then, as motion jerked us closer, Jeremy pressed forward. I gasped, his erection a firm, unmistakable pressure against my lower belly. Was he doing it on purpose? The heat in his eyes banished any doubts.

“Well, Candace?” His lips brushed my ear, words low and rough. “You think I’m big?”

Fire caught in my throat, stealing my response. I tried for flippant. “You’re tall, at least,” I murmured, my voice barely above the rumble of the train.

His laughter was a private caress. “Touché. Maybe I’ve let 'Smooth Operator' get to my head—some gorgeous woman got me obsessed with Sade,” he crooned, nostalgia and want winding together in his playful confession.

We hit a long, brutal stretch of tracks—sharp curves, juddering bumps—and I was helpless to stop my body from falling into his, again and again. Each jolt pressed us together, my hips jammed to his pelvis, my breasts to his broad chest, the hard line of his cock dragging over my stomach.

A sudden shift in the crowded tide—someone left behind me, and Jeremy claimed the moment. He eased me up against the cold carriage wall, shielding me from prying eyes. His hips rolled forward, grinding his rigid length harder into my softness. The sweetness and risk of his breath at my ear set my nerves ablaze. “No one’s watching. May I touch you?”

The words were velvet dark, thrilling. I nodded, surrendering to the pulse of lust.

Without hesitation, Jeremy’s warm hand slipped into my jacket, the touch reverent and possessive as he cupped my breast. He coaxed my skin with firm, confident sweeps, his thumb testing the shape of my nipple through silk and lace. In a practiced motion, his fingers made quick work of my buttons, baring me to his intent.

I was already wound taut, nipples tingling for more. He found bare skin, fingertips running beneath delicate lace, and rolled my nipple between thumb and forefinger. I bit back a shiver, desire liquefying low in my belly.

The world seemed oblivious—commuters plugged in, lost in books, none noticing my near-nakedness as pleasure sluiced through me. Jeremy’s lips found my earlobe, teeth scraping, his breath hot. “You love breaking the rules, don’t you?”

Shame and arousal mixed dizzy-sweet. “I—I think so. I’m not sure…”

He grinned, wicked. “Let’s call this practice, then.”

With expert ease, he took my trembling hand and guided it to the hardness straining his jeans. He was thick—heavy and eager against my palm—making me feel small, delicate, and recklessly alive. Ecstasy fluttered inside me; a barely-stifled moan escaped my lips.

A woman seated beside us glanced up, eyes narrowing as she clocked Jeremy’s hand beneath my blouse. Her frown was swift, but her attention never really left, gaze flickering over us with a guilty hunger. It only intensified the thrill dancing down my spine.

The linen of Jeremy’s trousers was so fine, I could feel every thrilling contour of him—the firm, velvet ridges pressing eagerly into my palm. My fingers traced their greedy path further down, wrapping possessively around his heavy balls. I squeezed, just enough to draw a ragged inhale from him, his pleasure stuttering against my ear. My hand journeyed back upward, gliding reverently along the thick girth of his cock, feeling the endless promise of his length straining against the loose fabric. His swollen head pressed up beneath his belt, desperate for more space, and I found the ridge with my thumb, circling it in slow, deliberate strokes until Jeremy braced himself one-handed on the wall behind me.

“Do you like the way I feel?” His voice was a decadent whisper edged in hunger, vibrating against my cheek.

A frantic, honest “Yes,” escaped my lips before I could think.

He leaned in, his words molten hot. “Do you want me to be inside you someday?”

Every nerve in my body awakened. “God, yes,” I gasped.

His lips brushed my hairline. “I could make you come so hard, you’d never forget it.”

Then, teasing, impatient, he slid his knee up, forcing my thighs apart with a confident strength that said he owned my pleasure. He pressed the muscle of his leg against my throbbing clit through my aching panties, grinding just where I needed him most. His other hand alternated tugging and rolling both nipples under the slip of lace and silk, sending shocks of need racing through my veins. My release hovered, nearly breaking—achingly close.

The carriage wasn’t as oblivious as before. Over Jeremy’s shoulder, a man twisted to watch us, his eyes narrowing in disbelief, then wide with fascination at Jeremy’s relentless rhythm between my thighs. A younger guy grinned brazenly at my hand on Jeremy’s cock, as if the sight of pleasure was too rare to ignore—it was as if none of them really existed. My entire world had contracted to the pressure against my core, the relentless friction, Jeremy’s strength surrounding me.

Driven by need, I rode his leg harder, hips shamelessly grinding for more. I pressed my forehead into his chest, biting back a cry as I came—hard and silent, my body shuddering, spasming against the powerful muscle beneath me. My orgasm unfurled slow and electric, tightening, wave after wave. Jeremy kept his leg moving, dragging more pressure over my swollen, needy clit, until liquid ecstasy soaked my panties. He bent low, voice rumbling in my ear, “Come for me, baby.”

It was just Jeremy. The train, the curious strangers, reality—all faded until only his touch, his scent, and the solid heat of his chest against my face held me upright. I drowned in sensation, in the musk of his skin and the memory of his hand on my breast, luxuriating in the sweetest, dirtiest release of my life.

Even after the final tremor left me limp and panting against him, the rush didn’t subside. Gratitude and lust and something deeper knotted inside me—I needed to make him shudder and lose himself, too. I forced myself away from his chest, fumbling to button my shirt with shaking hands. I met his gaze, eyes dark with want, and reached unashamedly for his zipper.

“No, not here. I can’t come here,” he murmured, and his restraint only made him more irresistible.

I sucked in a mischievous breath. “Why not? I just did.”

He shook his head, face half in shadow. “I... I have to go into a meeting in these pants. And I come… messier than you do.”

“Naughty boy,” I teased, already searching my purse and grinning when I found two tissues tucked in among lipstick and secrets.

Jeremy let out a desperate, low groan, still so hard he felt carved from stone. His body pleaded what his words didn’t dare.

I slid his zipper down, my eyes on his for the smallest hint of hesitation. But he’d surrendered, lids fluttered shut, neck thrown back—the most beautiful answer I could imagine. My hand sought him beneath his boxers, trembling a little as I wrapped my fingers as far as they would go around his thickness. He was massive, hot and heavy, twitching in my grasp. I stroked him hard and slow, feeling him pulse against my palm, lost in the gorgeous, obscene intimacy between us.

The unmistakable slide of his zipper ripped through the gentle thrum of the train, drawing a sharp, disapproving glare from the woman in a tailored business suit beside Jeremy. She caught a glimpse of my hand wrapped around his thick length, and with a click of her tongue, she spun away, feigning outrage. But the men—oh, the men barely pretended not to watch. Some gazed with thinly disguised hunger, as if memorizing every indecent detail for later. Every curious glance only stoked the wicked, pulsing heat between my thighs. All of them faded into the blur of background noise—the world shrank to the delicious feel of Jeremy pulsing and alive under my fingertips.

I let my hand graze down to the base of his cock, dense and thrumming with need, then teased back up to the weeping, fevered head. He was slick with anticipation, every swollen vein standing out beneath my touch. He was so hard, so swollen with want, I ached to drop to my knees and take him in every possible way, right there in that careless, crowded train car. Instead, a teasing smile curved my lips—I could play his game, too.

“Do you love it when I touch your cock like this?”

His lashes fluttered but his eyes stayed blissfully closed. “God, yes.”

My voice dropped to a sultry whisper. “Would you like it if I knelt down and sucked you off?”

His eyes snapped wide, wild, hungry. “Not here.”

I giggled, low and teasing. “Of course not, you naughty thing. I meant later.”

He swallowed hard. “Yes. Please.”

A tremor passed through him as I drew my hand tighter around his shaft, feeling him throb, ready to spill. “I want to watch you come,” I whispered, my lips grazing his ear.

“So close,” he gasped, his body quivering, cock thickening impossibly in my grip. I freed his swollen tip, dragging it just past the edge of his trousers, and wrapped both hands around it for him—savoring every fevered pulse under my palms.

“Whenever you’re ready, Jeremy.”

And he was ready—God, he was so ready. He came in gorgeous, hot torrents, thick streams pulsing into my waiting hands as his body shuddered against mine. He pressed into me, fists braced against the wall, losing himself to the release. The hot, decadent spill painted my palms and fingers, still warm and sticky when he collapsed, sated, into my space.

I cleaned off the evidence as he hurriedly tucked himself away, and I was still light-headed from my own climax, grinning up at him.

“We need more train rides like this,” I murmured, slipping my tongue out to taste just a trace left on my thumb.

His lips curled into the heated, lazy smile of a man thoroughly undone. “I need more Candace rides in general.”

I bit my lip. “Just ask.”

The train slowed. He glanced up, then down at me with a twinkle in his eye. “Hey gorgeous, this is my stop. Thanks for making this the best commute I’ve ever had.”

“I hope it’s not the last.” My fingers brushed his wrist. “Let’s make it a habit. See you tomorrow.”


DAY 4: 23 YEARS

Tomorrow felt agonizingly far away, my impatience mounting with every passing minute. Blessedly, the day had dawned brilliant and warm, the sun slicing through the last of my hesitation. Gone was the bulky raincoat, replaced by a crisp, curve-hugging white suit that clung to me in all the right places. My heels—tall and unapologetic—announced my arrival with every confident stride.

When Jeremy caught sight of me, his grin was instant and devastating. He tugged his earbuds free, eyes raking shamelessly over my body, each glance lingering with deliberate appreciation. “Wow,” he murmured, his gaze hungry and electrifying. “You look absolutely gorgeous.”

Heat blossomed beneath my skin. “Thank you,” I replied, caught somewhere between flustered and flattered.

He tilted his head, lips quirking. “Honestly, in white, you’re almost angelic. Almost innocent.”

A flush crept up my cheeks. “Stop—now I’m blushing.”

His eyes darkened with mischief. “I’ll bet you’re breathtaking in red, too. Preferably leather.” His tone was wicked, teasing, pushing boundaries that I ached to cross.

“You’re impossible,” I shot back, trying to sound exasperated but failing.

He just smirked. “No, just uncontrollably hot for this stunning woman standing right in front of me.”

A thrill shot through me, sharp and delicious. “Trust me,” I said, my voice low, “the feeling’s very mutual.”

Jeremy’s grin widened, brash, infuriating, and entirely too tempting. “So, what, you don’t lavish attention on every man you happen to ride the train with?”

My laughter escaped before I could stop it, nerves and arousal blurring together. “Careful, you’re making me blush again.”

He leaned in closer, voice dropping to a delicious rasp. “Right now, I’m picturing you in scarlet lace.”

That image sent a rush of heat straight through me, every inch of my skin tingling under his gaze. I needed a distraction, fast. “Okay, subject change,” I blurted. I nudged his arm. “You didn’t have to pause Shakira just for me.” I met his eyes, daring him to push further.

He swiped his phone screen with a slow, deliberate gesture. “Actually, I fancied something different.” He held it up—Sade’s ‘Is it a Crime’ glowing between us.

I matched his playfulness. “Is what a crime?” My tone was provocative, matching the dangerous undercurrent sparking between us.

His gaze smoldered, lips barely moving. “Flirting with a beautiful woman when your wife is home, pregnant.” The words fell heavy, ripe with unsaid longing.

My heart fluttered, a cocktail of empathy and desire rising up. I understood Jeremy’s predicament too well—a marriage altered by a shift in plans, a wife grasping at permanence with unexpected maternity. I couldn’t offer false comfort; the truth was far too complicated for easy reassurances.

“Maybe it’s not for anyone else to judge, not when there’s so much at stake,” I said gently, my eyes locking with his.

“But what if a man wanted the truth?” His gaze was questioning, searching me for condemnation I couldn’t give. “Would you think less of him?”

I shook my head, honesty brimming in my voice. “It takes two, always. I’d never think less of a man for wanting what the married woman wants too.”

His expression shifted, relief and roguish delight lighting up his eyes. “That’s a relief, since the woman in this particular scenario happens to be absolutely spectacular.”

Desire knotted low in my belly, panties dampening with impossible need. I fought to keep from shifting under his gaze, desperate for a respite. “Let’s talk about something else,” I said, my voice uneasy and eager all at once. “Your first baby, isn’t it?”

He nodded, a rueful twist to his mouth. “Britney wanted to start early. I’d have preferred to wait. Ten more years, if I had my way.”

“How early?” I pressed, curiosity and something darker swirling in my chest. “How old are you?”

“Twenty-three,” he said simply.

The air shifted—heavy, complicated, real. My throat tightened, and I could hardly breathe past the truth I owed him. “Jeremy, I’ve been married for twenty-three years.”

He stilled, his eyes clouding as he processed. I helped him along, voice trembling just a little. “My daughter’s twenty-two. And I’ll be forty-nine—soon.”

He swung back to face me, his gaze scorching. “So you’re telling me that the woman I’d give anything to be with could actually—technically—be my mother.”

Color flared along my chest, creeping up my neck, hot and undeniable.

He squared his shoulders, the years between us momentarily erased by want. “I’ll be twenty-four soon,” he said quietly. “So we’re not that far apart, really.”

His logic was so earnest, so endearing, I had to laugh—a rich, startled sound. “You’re right. Never mind that my daughter is your age, that I’ve been getting drinks with your boss for years, and I started practicing law three years before you were even born. Sure, we’re practically peers.”

His fingers snapped, his mouth quirking in that damnably confident grin. “Exactly.”

The air felt tinged with a volatile mix—confession, longing, sparks that wouldn't smother no matter how wrong this all was. I couldn’t keep my tangled thoughts to myself any longer. “Jeremy, I need to come clean about yesterday. In more than two decades of marriage, I’ve never crossed a line like that. Not once. I barely recognize the woman I was with you and… I can’t explain where she came from.”

He watched me quietly, eyes searching, voice soft but deliberate. “So… did I push you into something you regret?”

I shook my head, my heartbeat hammering in my throat, honesty slipping out slick and bare. “No. And that’s the real problem. I keep thinking I should feel shame, but regret just isn't the word. I do feel guilty, yes—about George, about every dull night we’ve spent orbiting each other like exhausted satellites, his affection dwindling to routine indifference. And every time I try to tell him how lost I feel, how numb our marriage has grown, he stares at me like I’m mad. But with you… regret isn’t it. I’m not sure what it is, but it’s not regret. And you?”

Jeremy’s jaw worked, tension cutting the lines of his handsome face. “Yeah, there's guilt… but not for Britney. Not the woman who tossed out her promises with her birth control, who lies and tells me love means abstinence, as she barricades herself behind her secrets. That’s not the girl I married. My heart aches for what we were, for what I thought I had—but guilt for her now? That’s hard when I’m living with a stranger.”

His words thudded through me, knotting in places too tender to admit. “I don’t want us to waste—” I drew a shallow breath, my voice trembling between amusement and hunger, “—the little stolen time we have talking about unhappy marriages.”

He grinned, and the heat between us flared, reckless and shameless. “Me neither. Actually… got any wild plans for this train ride?”

I bit my lip, indulging a wicked smile. “Just one: I’m going to flirt shamelessly with a scandalously younger man, and—unlike yesterday—I’ll leave this train without a telltale wad of used tissue evidence.”

Laughter peppered the charged air, breaking apart the guilt and painting in pure, decadent mischief.

“Well, I can dream,” Jeremy drawled with a grin that promised trouble. “Maybe next trip I’ll get lucky enough to mark your tissues again.”

I gave him a playful smack on the chest, shaking my head in feigned exasperation. “You are utterly incorrigible.”

He laughed—a rich, sexy sound that vibrated right through me. “You say disgusting; I say typical guy.”

“Typical horny guy,” I shot back, unable to stifle my grin.

“Guilty as charged. And now this horny guy is about to fly past his stop if he doesn’t move.” He stood, lingering a second longer than he needed, just to let his gaze drag over me. “Enjoy the rest of your day, pretty lady. Save me a dance at the gala?”

The promise in his smile lingered long after he vanished into the crowd.


DAY 5: THE GALA

As a partner at one of the top firms in Dallas, I had glided through a hundred glittering galas, charity events, and soirees that blurred together in a haze of champagne and polite laughter. Yet tonight, I was a mess of nerves wound tight beneath my polished exterior. The thought of my husband, George, meeting Jeremy for the very first time sent shivers racing through me—the forbidden charge of illicit memory coiling around my thoughts. The pit of my stomach twisted at the idea of meeting Jeremy’s wife; anxiety simmered at the prospect that my sinful secret with Jeremy might be written all over my face for the world to see. Was I broadcasting some bold, dirty confession—“I jacked off Jeremy”—in neon letters across my forehead?

George, for his part, looked every inch the perfect Southern gentleman, his tuxedo custom-crafted to skim broad shoulders and emphasize his lean frame. We’d attended so many of these endless affairs that gifting him a tailor-made tux had become an act of resignation—and, if I was honest, anticipation for moments like this. I’d chosen my own armor for the night with calculated precision: a crimson dress that skimmed every curve, plunging low to cradle my breasts and slit daringly high to reveal the firm, sculpted legs that so many blistering sessions of hot yoga had sculpted.

Typical of us, we arrived after the program had already begun. Slipping through rows of seated guests, the soft click of my heels mingled with the muted murmur of conversation and the soft glow from glittering chandeliers. And then I saw him. Jeremy. My breath caught—he was impossibly handsome, tux pressed to deadly perfection, the sort of man you spot across a crowded room and know instantly you’ll never forget.

He’d deliberately left an empty seat right next to his, an invitation as bold and electric as a forbidden caress. The tension thickened as we navigated the awkward shuffle so George could slide into the chair on my other side. Jeremy leaned in, dropping low-voiced introductions, his lips dangerously close to my ear—the faintest brush of his breath sending a wave of heat through me. His wife was exquisite, radiating an effortless allure softened by the unmistakable glow of pregnancy. But from the rigid set of her shoulders to the icy coolness that radiated off her, she couldn’t have been further from her husband. When I leaned across to greet her, her hand slipped into mine; her grip was elegant and glacial, as if frozen by some secret pain.

Introducing George to Jeremy only thickened the air. Jeremy, ever the gentleman on the surface, barely concealed a fierce, primal edge—something hungry and territorial sparked in his gaze. It was as though he wanted to cast George aside, stake his claim, and haul me off into the wild dark for himself.

Across the table, Parker caught my eye with a polite wave, his familiar presence offering an anchor amidst the swirling undercurrents. We went way back, tangled up in memories of law school nights that nearly crossed the line into something more complicated. Eventually we settled into a comfortable camaraderie—a necessity, since our careers repeatedly tossed us together as rivals or collaborators at trial. Parker’s invitation tonight was nothing new—he always looked out for me, saved seats and extended warm hospitality when he could. I knew these gestures were as much necessity as kindness, a blend of social nicety and professional calculation. But as the night spun on, I was achingly aware of how close, and how dangerous, everything might become.

As the speaker’s words blurred into a low hum, Jeremy’s hand snaked under the heavy linen until his fingers found the strip of bare flesh exposed by the slit of my gown. My breath hitched as he slid higher, dragging the silken fabric up my thigh in little waves until it pooled at my hips. The heat of his palm glided over my sensitive skin, grazing the soft, tender inside of my thigh and coaxing a warm, insistent wetness to fill my skimpy thong. My body responded to every trace of his touch—my thighs trembling, my panties nearly soaked. I didn’t dare look at him directly, but I caught the edge of his smile, a private curl of satisfaction against his lips when he realized exactly how eager I was for him.

He slipped his knowing fingers over the damp fabric, seeking out the pulse of longing at my center. When his thumb found my throbbing clit, languid and sure, he circled it, coaxing my desire higher in measured strokes—teasing, tormenting, utterly in control. My heart pounded so fiercely my chest rose and fell in frantic waves. I sneaked a glance at George, wondering if my flush, my ragged breathing, had given me away. But he sat mesmerized by the speech, utterly oblivious to the fevered storm swelling in my lap.

The forbidden thrill of Jeremy’s fingers owning me beneath the table while my husband was seated right next to me was almost too much. My mouth parted silently, fighting back a gasp, the sting of arousal almost bringing tears to my eyes. Across the table, Britney watched the speaker with vacant interest, never sensing the charged current sizzling just inches away.

I couldn’t take it anymore—the ache, the shameless slickness gathering between my legs—so I tangled my fingers in Jeremy’s and tried to draw his hand away. He resisted, grasping my wrist gently, then guided my touch down to his lap. My pulse leapt at the unmistakable shape of his erection—hot, swelling, impossibly hard through the fine wool of his trousers. Even after last time, the sheer size of him still made me quiver. Meeting his dark eyes, I mouthed a breathless “wow,” feeling him throb beneath my palm.

Slowly, wickedly, he moved my hand up and down over his cock, shuddering as I obeyed. He tipped his head back, drawing in a shaky inhale, the rise and fall of his chest echoing the tension coiled tight between us. The air between us shimmered with anticipation, with unsaid promises and wordless hunger.

A vivid image flashed through my mind: lifting the long white drape, crawling under the table until I was hidden, secret and bold. I would unzip his fly with shaky fingers and free his beautiful cock, thick and already leaking at the tip. I’d wrap my lips around him, sliding down until my mouth was full. My tongue would trace the silky ridge beneath his swollen head, lavishing attention on the spot I remembered made him groan. My hand would stroke the shaft, slick with my drool, while his fingers tangled in my hair, urging me to take more, to go deeper, until he erupted, heat surging against the back of my throat. I’d swallow every drop—salty, wild, forbidden—catching any that escaped with a slow, savoring lick, then press a kiss to his tip before returning to my seat, flushed and trembling, my secret still safe beneath the table.

I knew then—I had to get some distance between us, or surely someone would catch on to the aching, hungry tension pulsing between us beneath the linen. We couldn’t escape suspicion forever, fidgeting with hands hidden and faces flushed with arousal. Desperate for a reason, I leaned in close to George, voice soft and trembling with need, and told him I’d promised our daughter a call. The moment the words left me, Jeremy’s hand caught my elbow, his grip scorching.

“Wait,” he murmured, eyes alight with mischief. He turned, whispered hastily to his wife about the restroom, and before I could steady myself, he was following me out the double doors and down the corridor.

The grand ballroom’s opulence faded behind us as we rounded a quiet corner. Jeremy led me with urgent confidence to a small, deserted meeting room—silent, dim, utterly private. In the hush, he pressed me hard against the whispering cool wall and crashed his lips onto mine, devouring me with kisses as greedy as his hands, which roamed without pause, igniting every nerve ending.

I’d almost forgotten the sheer, consuming hunger of a much younger man—the way their need could make you feel like a forbidden delicacy. Especially after nearly an hour of torturous teasing under starched linen; he was almost feral, and I felt like prey. I should have stopped him, reclaimed my composure. I was the only adult here—at least, I was supposed to be.

“Jeremy, stop, we can’t—” My voice was breathless as his hands framed my neck, coaxing sensations that undid me.

His mouth never quite left mine, his voice a velvet growl. “And why not?”

My resolve was melting beneath those hungry eyes. “Because. Our spouses are in there. My colleagues. All of them.”

Jeremy’s hand slid possessively to my breast, thumb stroking and tugging, making my nipples pebble through the silk. “That’s exactly why we’re here instead of there,” he muttered, lips devouring the sensitive spot just below my ear.

My halfhearted resistance was dissolving faster than I could muster new excuses. “But—”

A knowing hum rumbled in his throat as his mouth latched onto that sweet pulse at my neck. “Mmm.”

My focus was splintering, touch by touch. “Jeremy—”

He gave my name back to me, a promise between gritted teeth. “Candace.”

My own whisper was a reckless confession. “Oh god—”

With effortless strength, he lifted me by my ass, setting me atop the narrow edge of the banquet table. In a swift, practiced motion, he slid my dress high over my hips—the fabric bunching at my waist, exposing me. His mouth trailed lower, teeth and tongue worshipping my cleavage, while his hands worked down, hooking at my damp, clinging thong.

The logic of risk, reputation—none of it mattered. The ballroom was teeming with high-powered attorneys, people who’d ruin me if they saw, but I only felt Jeremy’s hands and the carnality pounding between my thighs.

I arched up, offering myself, as he slid the little thong from my hips and pushed the skirt around my waist. His fingers traced the slick heat of my slit, teasing me open.

“Fuck,” he growled, voice dangerously low. “You’re dripping for me.”

His fingers breached me, slow and deep, one curling expertly upward to massage the ring of nerves inside—my G-spot already fluttering with the promise of release. Every steady thrust made my legs fall further apart, inviting him closer, giving him access to every desperate, aching inch of me.

He pressed his thumb to my clit, circling with just the right pressure, his dirty words lapping at my ears. “God, baby, I want to taste you so fucking bad.”

His filthy promises were my undoing; I was a shivering mess of sighs, totally lost in him.

“I can’t wait. I need you,” he growled, voice gritted with restraint unraveling.

Jeremy’s hands fumbled at his zipper. His cock sprang free—thick, long, intimidatingly perfect, so much more than I’d ever handled before. The sight stole my breath; I felt small, vulnerable, but all I wanted was to be devoured by him, filled so completely that nothing else mattered—nothing but the desperate, illicit hunger gnawing at us both.

Jeremy’s cock brushed up against my soaked entrance—a heady mix of excitement and apprehension tightening every muscle in my core. He was impossibly thick; just the tip nudging me sent a jolt of pain mingled with unbearable want. “You’re so fucking tight,” he groaned, his voice rough and desperate, pushing in just a sliver more, his concern etched across his face even as he strained against the urge to thrust deeper. “I don’t want to hurt you,” he breathed, cupping my cheek with trembling fingers.

My body fought him, nerves singing with the exquisite stretching ache, but the burning need pulsed stronger with every fluttering second. I drew a shaky breath, pulse pounding in my ears, and tried to shift. Nothing gave. Then an idea sparked, quick and urgent. “Let me,” I whispered, unable to hide the desperation in my tone, “You sit—let me do it.”

His eyes flared at my command. Without hesitation, he found a sturdy banquet chair and pulled me into his lap, positioning me to straddle him. Face to face, our breath mingling, I slipped my arms around his neck and stole a hot, hungry kiss. His cock, thick and flushed and glistening with both our need, pressed against my entrance. I ground slow, teasing circles, my wetness coating him until every inch glided with sinful ease.

He moaned low, biting into the sensitive hollow of my neck, every restrained inch of him begging for permission. My hand curled around his cock, feeling the silky slickness where our arousal blended—the head so engorged it throbbed in my hand.

Bracing myself, I let gravity and my own hunger guide me. His tip parted me, burning, stretching, and I whimpered at the pressure, my body struggling but so desperate to conquer him. Inch by sweet, aching inch, I eased my hips down, letting him fill me more and more. When I’d finally claimed the swollen head, I stilled, panting against his cheek.

“Why’d you stop?” Jeremy’s growl broke through the haze, hands digging into the flesh of my ass, the tension in his muscles almost painful.

“I need… a second,” I gasped, legs trembling against the stretch as I forced myself to adjust, one hot, frantic heartbeat at a time.

“You feel so goddamn good,” he rasped, his restraint a shuddering line beneath my hands. “You’re killing me, you know that?”

I gripped tighter, letting my breath even out. “Just… a second more,” I pleaded, knowing all too well what we both wanted.

Finally, I felt the resistance begin to melt, the edge of pain smoothed by molten pleasure. I pushed down again—slow, excruciating, rewarding. Bit by bit, his shaft invaded me, spreading me wider than I thought possible, until he was fully seated inside, balls pressed hot against me. I trembled, thighs clutching him, every inch of my sex clinging desperately as I tried to breathe.

But Jeremy snapped, the patience shattering in his eyes. He seized my bare ass, quick as sin, lifted me from his lap and laid me across the banquet table. His hips wedged between my trembling thighs, he drove into me hard, desperate to make up for months of pent-up need. His cock filled me, forced whimpers from my lips—so much I thought I might break apart with the pleasure. My cry echoed in the empty room, but he smothered it with a broad, callused palm.

He pinned me down, spine arching, his weight crushing me deliciously to the cold table, his desperate thrusts shaking every nerve. “I’m sorry, baby… can’t wait, can’t hold back—eight months, fuck, I need you.” His words growled against my temple, hips slamming into me as he ground his pelvis into my clit every time he pulled back. Every stroke made me dizzy, my body torn deliciously between fiery pain and a tidal wave of raw, forbidden pleasure.

The swollen crown of his cock relentlessly caressed that sensitive, hidden place inside me—my every nerve ending a live wire, achingly alive as he thrust deeper, retreating only to surge forward again, stroking my G-spot with every rigid inch. Pleasure sparked hot and sharp, intensifying on each slippery slide, as though my body existed for nothing more than this delicious, decadent friction. Jeremy’s hands were suddenly greedy, rough in their urgency as he tugged my bodice aside, his hungry mouth latching onto my bare nipple. He sucked and teased, tongue swirling, nipping as he drove into me, claiming me with maddened, desperate thrusts like this might be the last time either of us would ever know pleasure.

The deeper he pushed, the more I stretched, my pussy clutching at him, straining wide to let him in. I had to press my knees apart, opening myself up shamelessly, seeking more of him, my heels scrabbling against the table for leverage. The scream that had once ripped from my lips dissolved into helpless moans, thick and wanton, my fingers gripping his muscular ass, digging in, dragging him toward me, wordlessly begging him to fill every last aching inch. He bottomed out inside me, the blunt head of his cock kissing my deepest wall, and I swore I could feel him pressing against my womb—possession made real, complete, overwhelming. Every ragged thrust, every squeeze of my greedy inner muscles tore us further from sanity.

We were losing ourselves, shattering in each other's arms.

"Fuck, baby, you feel so fucking incredible," he groaned, voice rough, almost broken.

"Oh, Jeremy...oh, god," the words tumbled from my lips, breathless heat pouring from my core.

"Come for me. I want to feel this pussy milk my cock," he demanded, hips bucking harder, rhythm savage.

"Oh god, yes—don’t stop, fuck me—right there, harder...don’t—don’t stop..." My cries spiraled, the pleasure mounting as my body surrendered completely, unraveling under his merciless pace.

My climax crashed through me—raw and relentless—my toes curling, thighs trembling, pussy fluttering around him in frantic pulses. Pleasure razed me, blinding bright, until it hurt to breathe, to be separate from this perfect, primal union. The room, the table, Jeremy’s heat—all of it became liquid and electric, melting away as his cock pounded me through wave after wave.

With a guttural moan, Jeremy’s body tensed, his release torn from somewhere deep, the thick flood of his cum searing into me as he throbbed and pulsed with every jet. Hips twitching, he emptied himself in sweet, hot bursts, collapsing over me as his breath raggedly fanned my neck.

For a fragile, dangerous moment, we lay tangled, every nerve singing, only the sound of our mingled panting filling the hidden room. That delicious haze faded, reality crashing back with a jolt. We were half-dressed, skin flushed and sticky, secret and obscene only steps from a crowd of oblivious strangers.

“I have to get back to the party. My husband…” The words slipped out on a shaky whisper as I scrambled to straighten my clothes, trembling and still slick from him.

Jeremy blinked, coming to himself at last. “Yeah—shit. Britney’s waiting.”

His spent cock slipped free, the evidence of our forbidden frenzy dripping out of me, trickling down my thighs, pooling scandalously on the crisp white tablecloth. I grabbed a corner and wiped myself up quickly, heart thudding as I tossed the soiled fabric into the trash. Breathless, undone, we hurried out—steeling ourselves to face the glowing light and the swirling, unsuspecting masses, our bodies still tingling, marked by every secret, desperate touch.

***

While we lingered at the curb, anticipation humming under my skin, we exchanged parting words as the city lights glimmered around us. Jeremy's gaze found mine, the ghost of wickedness dancing behind his innocent expression. “Will I see you on the train Monday?” he asked, his voice infuriatingly casual, masking the memory of everything hot and forbidden we had just shared. My heart beat wildly—how could he act so unaffected, so calm, with the delicious evidence of our earlier indiscretions still tingling on my skin?

I glanced sidelong at George, searching his face for even a flicker of suspicion. But he was adrift in his own oblivion, attention snagged somewhere far away, as though he hadn’t noticed the blush coloring my cheeks, or the way my red dress clung like a second sinful skin. His apathy almost amused me. Jeremy’s lips twitched with the shadow of a secret, and I couldn’t help but roll my eyes, trying to suppress a grin that threatened to betray us both. “Yes,” I replied, my voice a low promise, “I’ll see you then.” My words lingered in the heated air, every syllable pulsing with the memory of how recklessly we’d blurred the lines between innocence and desire.


DAY 6: LUNCH

Monday—an ordinary word given a dangerous edge, now that each passing week brought my birthday closer. But honestly, with the sinfully handsome man beside me on the train, the anticipation was almost intoxicating.

“Hello, beautiful. Survive the weekend?” His voice skimmed over my skin, inviting goosebumps.

I tried to play it cool, though the memory of us shimmered in my thoughts. “Not bad at all. How was yours?”

He grinned, wicked and knowing. “Utterly spectacular. I spent my Saturday night devouring this unbelievably sexy woman in a scandalous red dress at a fundraiser. To be honest, I can’t decide if I actually lived it or just dreamed it.”

A tremor of recognition flickered between us. “That’s wild. I had the hottest dream, too. I seduced some ridiculously gorgeous man. I still can’t forget how he tasted.”

He leaned in, his eyes burning with amusement and hunger. “Did you seduce him, or did he just let you believe you were in charge? Did he put up a fight?”

“Not in the slightest,” I teased, letting the memory slide over me, tinged with nervousness and exhilaration. “But he was pretty young.”

Jeremy’s gaze sharpened, playful but intent. “Exactly how young are we talking?”

“Twenty-three,” I admitted, my breath tightening at the memory.

He chuckled low and dark. “At twenty-three, trust me, a man absolutely knows what he wants—and how to get it, if you let him.”

Heat raced through me. “There was no doubt. He knew every trick. Knew how to make me want things I hadn’t allowed myself to want in years.”

“And he wanted you,” Jeremy said, softness coating his confident tone. “Didn’t he?”

Beneath his gaze, my cheeks caught fire. I could barely bring myself to answer. “It looked that way,” I confessed, voice small but trembling with the promise of much more.

Jeremy’s eyes didn’t waver. “Would you see him again?”

Everything inside me stilled. That question—so simple, so dangerous—had haunted my every thought since Saturday. I should have had an answer prepared, but anxiety prickled beneath my excitement. After all, I was married.

Jeremy leaned closer, lowering his voice, patient but unmistakably hungry. “Let’s say your answer is yes. Could you break away from your desk for lunch?”

My pulse quickened. The possibilities—so reckless, so delicious—danced behind my eyes. “I would actually love that,” I whispered.

He grinned, delighted. “Hotel ZaZa is halfway between both our offices. Meet me at the bar? I’ll set the lunch arrangements, and then—we’ll see where lunch takes us.”

The hotel was a monument to luxury—a decadent restaurant, an alluring pool, tucked away from the world. Did he really want nothing but food, or was something else sizzling beneath that invitation? I couldn’t decide if I was more relieved or more desperate for disappointment.

The hours at work crawled by like a slow striptease. Every tick of the clock drew me closer to him, every flutter in my stomach growing stronger. I arrived at the hotel early—fifteen agonizing minutes in advance—only to find him there already, waiting, wanting.

Without hesitation, he captured my lips in a kiss that didn’t care if the world was watching.

“Careful, player. That’s a risky move out here.”

He grinned, unapologetic. “Couldn’t help myself. What can I tempt you with?”

“I’ll take a Long Island. I need something strong.”

He laughed, eyes glinting. “Straight to the top. Nervous?”

I bit my lip. No use pretending. “Terrified. Saturday was… overwhelming. I’ve loved one man for twenty-three years, and last night was the first time I’ve ever broken those vows. It’s more than I know how to process.”

He stilled, then reached for my hand. “I’m glad you chose me. It was unforgettable for me too.”

A pause, raw and honest. “Have you… cheated before?” I ventured.

He shook his head. “Never. Not even when my wife and I were still dating. This doesn’t come easy to me. I feel cornered—stay in a marriage with a woman who trapped me, or walk away while she’s eight months pregnant. As choices go, neither’s appealing.”

I swallowed hard. “So… why me?”

His answer surprised me with its quiet intensity. “I spotted you on the train weeks ago and thought, ‘If I ever crossed that line, it would be for her.’ You smiled at me once, and that was it… you were etched here,” he said, touching his heart.

My voice trembled with excitement. “You noticed me before I even realized? I only really saw you last week.”

“You’re always lost in thought—nose buried in a script or legal jargon. I’m grateful you finally noticed me, because there’s no universe where I would’ve dared to make the first move. Honestly, cheating was an idea so wild it never even flirted with my mind.”

“We have that in common. Now, since you invited me for lunch, I’m curious—where are you taking this, exactly?”

“My thoughts? Well, you know ZaZa isn't just known for its fabulous cuisine.”

“I’m aware.”

“It’s also, conveniently, a hotel.” His words were laced with meaning, a slow tease.

“I am very aware.”

“So,” he continued, his voice dropping almost to a whisper as he effortlessly flicked a key card toward me, “I figured we could indulge in both. Room service… in every sense.” The subtle scrape of plastic across polished wood sent a delicate shiver up my spine.

I gave him a sidelong glance, heart fluttering. “Jeremy, I’m not thirsty for another quick and dirty.”

He stepped closer, his gaze intent. “Neither am I. That’s why I want the whole afternoon with you. Can you take the rest of the day off?”

My grin bloomed, unrestrained, flushing my cheeks with anticipation. “Perfect.”

As Jeremy led me away from the hum of the bar, I shot off a hasty text to my secretary, letting her know not to expect me back. My stomach danced with heat and nerves. In the elevator, the moment the doors slid shut, Jeremy pressed my back to the mirrored wall and traced scorching kisses beneath my jaw, his hands commanding, kneading my ass until I was nearly weightless, breathless against the glass. Every sinewy muscle of his body flexed against me—he couldn’t, wouldn’t, hide his hunger.

We barely registered entering the suite. The world outside the door fell away, irrelevant. He shrugged off his jacket, eyes burning for me. I tugged at his shirt, eager, unthreading each button, hungry for the bare skin beneath. My hands slipped under the fabric, gliding over his chest—so broad and unbelievably solid—pausing to tease the plush lines of his shoulders, then trailing down to grip the defined ropes of his arms, savoring each flex and shiver. My palms drifted lower, tracing over every glorious ridge of muscle, lingering on his sculpted torso, my fingernails skimming along every groove. His stomach tightened under my touch—hard, perfect—my arousal damp and insistent just at the thought of him filling me.

My fingers journeyed lower, fumbling with his belt, then the zipper. I eased his trousers and boxers down and his cock sprang free—majestic, thick, dripping with need. I’d felt it before, ridden him until I was dizzy with lust, but now I was finally seeing him. He looked carved from marble—impossibly hard, his flesh silky and veined, precum beading and glistening at the tip. His dark eyes fastened on mine, his lips parted, breath heavy, silently pleading for my mouth.

I nudged him so he sat at the edge of the bed, then dropped to my knees between his spread thighs. I looked up at him, devilish and hungry. “Every second of this is mine to savor.”

He let out a ragged sound, half moan, half worship. “Fuck, yes. Me too.”

I gripped the swollen head of his cock, feeling the heat sear into my palm, his chest rising with a tortured sigh. I planted a kiss on him, lips parting, and drew him into my mouth. My tongue circled, tasted him, lapping up the salty slick, before plunging deeper, teasing the sensitive underside, pressing in until he trembled. Each groan rumbling from him made my body throb with electric fire. My moans joined his, the sinful symphony building as I lost myself in the taste and power of him.

I bent lower, tracing my tongue along the swollen rim encircling the head of his cock, savoring the subtle tang of his skin mingled with the crisp, herbal notes of his bodywash. God, he tasted addictive—uniquely Jeremy, all virile spice and heartbeat heat. My nose nestled into the wild patch of hair at his groin, inhaling the raw, masculine aroma that pulsed from his body. I wanted it everywhere, wanted to drown in that scent.

Jeremy’s fingers tangled in my hair, tightening as I wrapped my lips around his tip. I circled my tongue, teasing every ridge, flicking over that exquisitely sensitive groove where the shaft met the head. Warm spit slid from my mouth onto his cock, wetting him further, and I caught the glide of it in my hand, stroking him in a slow, greedy rhythm. Jeremy’s moan was a plea and a promise as his hips flexed, rolling into the pleasure.

I gripped him hard and lifted, bending to drag my tongue down the taut seam between his balls, feeling the delicious slip of his freshly shaven skin under my mouth. He must’ve known I’d want this—the way he presented himself, open, ready. Desire thrummed beneath his skin. I brushed my fingertips in a sinful line down, finding the tightest spot just beneath his balls, letting my touch linger on his sensitive taint and lower, all the way to his untouched entrance.

He tensed, his voice rough. “Whoa.”

I paused, searching his face. “You all right, baby?”

“That’s…new. For me.”

“Just breathe. Stay with me.” I tried to make my voice as calm as it was coaxing, but my own pulse was erratic with anticipation.

I let a glob of spit fall onto my fingers, warm and slick, pressing slowly, gently to his tight ring, massaging soft circles until the tension faded from his body. Bit by bit, I felt him let go, melting apart as I coaxed him open. The tip of my finger slid inside his heat, just as I took one of his balls in my mouth and sucked, savoring his sharp gasp.

“Candace…”

“Trust me,” I whispered, my voice low and dangerous.

He’d never experienced this, never known how intense it could be—or how voraciously I wanted to give it to him. The pressure in his cock grew as my finger breached him, his body eager yet uncertain, wavering between delicious fear and raw need. He clenched, then relaxed, surrendering completely as I curled my finger, searching out that secret pleasure hidden there. He was shuddering, cock throbbing, and his balls tightened in my palm, weighty and full, craving sweet release.

“These deserve all my attention,” I murmured, kneading his balls, rolling them, loving the feel of his body straining toward me.

I lavished him—licking, sucking, letting my spit shine his skin, then releasing each testicle with a wet pop, grinning as I watched his restraint crumble. I pressed a second finger inside him, the snugness driving him wild, and his gaze lost focus, pupils blown wide with overwhelming sensation.

“You like my fingers in your ass?” My breath was a wicked caress on his skin.

“God, yes.”

“Let’s see how much you can take.”

I finger-fucked him in long, slow strokes, reaching up to fondle his aching balls, marveling at how they twitched. Watching him unravel, knowing his body was on the knife’s edge—every touch and flick and grind designed to drive him delirious.

“You want me to keep going?” My voice was a wicked promise.

He groaned, desperate and undone, “Yes. Don’t stop.”

My fingers danced inside his tight, virginal entrance, curling inward with practiced intent, tempting and coaxing a shudder of pleasure that tore through his composure. He was untouched, his body responding with a startled innocence, utterly unprepared for the slow, firm waves I delivered from knuckle to fingertip. Each delicate, purposeful twist had his sanity unraveling, leaving him clutching the sheets, white-knuckled and desperate for an anchor amid the wild current of sensation.

I kept my movements in perfect time with his racing heartbeat, feeling him tremble and surrender under my control. “Jeremy, darling, have you ever needed to be fucked like this before?” My voice was low, teasing.

His answer came as a noise caught between a whimper and a moan, almost pleading. “Mm-hm.”

“Would you like me to do this to you again? Again and again, until you can’t live without it?” My words dripped with promise.

He stammered, “God, yes. Please...”

A slow, satisfied smile curved my lips. “Someday, love, I’ll fuck you properly—spread you open and show you just how good it can feel.”

Lost to desire, he barely managed an assent, his mind clouded with need. “Mm-hm.”

“And when I have your balls in my mouth, does it make you crazy?” I pressed, loving the taste of him still lingering on my tongue.

His only answer, raw and unfiltered: “Mm-hm.”

I let a wicked grin play at the corners of my lips. “You have no idea how good it’ll feel when I swallow your cock all the way down.”

That startled him back to the present—his eyes, wild and wide, met mine. He'd never been taken deep before, and I could see the delicious uncertainty in his gaze.

Without withdrawing my slick fingers from his ass, I returned to his cock, wrapping my mouth around him, feeling the fierce heat beneath the silken skin. He was solid steel encased in velvet, and I devoured him, indulging in the way my greedy mouth and gentle teeth made him gasp and buck, pleasure radiating off him in waves.

I was ravenous for him, driven by the intoxicating taste of his cock and the promise of more. He was thick, impossibly long, stretching my jaw and daring me to take as much as I could handle. I couldn’t swallow him whole—not yet—but I was determined to push further than anyone ever had.

Sliding my fingers out of his trembling ass, I scrambled onto the bed, lying back so my head hung over the edge. "Thrust into me, baby. Deep as you can, but if I tap your thigh, pull back. Promise me."

Jeremy, lust-drunk and breathless, crawled into position, guiding his swollen cock to my lips. I dug my fingers into the sculpted curves of his ass and pulled him down, forcing his thick length past my lips and into my throat. The weight of his balls smacked against my nose, filling my senses with his raw scent and the obscene vision of him buried in my mouth.

He groaned—a guttural, needy sound—then grew bold, sliding out and slamming back in, his cock plunging deeper, two whole inches further than before. My throat convulsed around him; I gagged and coughed, overwhelmed by the invasion, and tapped his thigh urgently. He withdrew immediately, concern etched on his face.

“Are you alright?” His voice was tight, torn between worry and relentless hunger.

Chest heaving, throat tingling, I smiled up at him, voice hoarse with pride and desire. “Yes. Just let me catch my breath.”

I seized his ass in my hands, greedy and insistent, pulling him into my mouth again, my lips stretching wide to take him deep, letting my throat yield to his thick, pulsing head. Each time he pressed in, I felt myself opening just a little further, breathless but hungry to swallow him whole. The slick pressure of his cock pushing further down my throat was a thrilling challenge, and with every plunge, my lips and tongue celebrated his heat, the musk and salt of him dissolving my restraint. I wanted to ruin him with pleasure, and the power of it was intoxicating.

Trembling with wild anticipation, I knelt on the mattress, lifting my dress over my head in one quick movement, baring myself to the daylight and to his gaze. I pushed my panties past my slick thighs, pulse roaring in my ears as vulnerability and excitement collided inside me. Despite knowing he was half my age, the way he looked at me stripped away every insecurity and replaced it with longing.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he breathed, fingertips worshipping the curves of my waist, my hips, my breasts. Every touch felt like fire skimming across my skin, like a secret promise his hands made to every dip and swell.

“I need you to know how much I adore your body. Every curve, every inch, I want it all,” Jeremy murmured, his hands exploring me like a treasure.

My lips found his, biting his lower lip just hard enough to pull a gasp from him, then claiming his tongue with mine, sucking him in deep and wet, showing him with my mouth exactly what I was about to do with the rest of my body. “Let me make you lose control,” I whispered hotly against his lips, daring him to give in.

I sprawled out, my body on full display, hair tumbling downward, mouth open and greedy. My head dangled off the edge of the bed, an open invitation for him to take everything he needed, for me to utterly submit to his pleasure. His cock hovered over my lips, thick and glistening, the promise of him enough to make my thighs clench.

I guided his hands to cradle the back of my head, eyes blazing with need. “Fuck my face, Jeremy. As deep and as hard as you want. When you’re ready, I want you to come wherever it feels right—down my throat, on my tongue, all over my tits. This is yours. I am yours.”

His mouth formed an oath, his mind on the edge of disbelief. “Are you serious?”

I grinned, running my nails up his thighs. “Absolutely. I’ll tap your leg if it’s too much. Trust me, I want this.”

“No one’s ever… done this for me,” he stammered, awe warring with sweat-beaded desire.

I winked. “Call it a birthday present you’ll never forget.”

He hovered, then crouched over me, guiding the steel length of his cock to my lips. It looked massive, barely contained by my parted mouth. Slowly, he sank into me, but I was impatient—my hands urged him to move faster, deeper, unapologetically wild. He began to thrust with a desperate rhythm, hands knotting in my hair, pulling my face up to meet every brutal, exquisite plunge. The slap of his balls against the flushed skin of my cheeks only made me hungrier.

I couldn’t resist—I spread his ass wide, fingers itching to claim him again, loving the view of his puckered entrance, tight and untouched. Finally, when the tension strummed taut through his body, I slid a finger into him with wicked confidence, watching him arch and surrender to the spiral of pleasure.

He grabbed the sheets on either side of my head, looming over me, and fucked my mouth like he needed to lose himself in it, thrust after relentless thrust. Guttural sounds spilled from him—pleasure so raw and intense, it was almost primal.

“Oh fuck… yes, so fucking good,” he groaned, hips trembling.

His control finally unraveled—he bellowed my name, thighs shuddering, body rigid with release.

Jeremy exploded in my mouth, torrents of hot, thick cum flooding over my tongue, pulsing from him in wild, desperate surges. The force of him shocked me—so much, so intense, unstoppable—ropes of his release cascading down my throat. I couldn’t keep up, the salty heat spilling from the corners of my lips, sliding over my chin and cheeks, pooling in my hair as he kept plunging into me. I gasped, gagging, hungry for air but unable to get enough of his cock and his taste all at once. Still, Jeremy didn’t let up, his cock still pounding into my mouth, milking every last drop.

My finger teased inside his tight little ass at the same time—it was all so filthy and intoxicating, his cock swelling, emptying, claiming my throat, my consciousness shattering around his pleasure. When he was finally spent, I tapped his thigh, my silent plea for breath. He eased, and I inhaled greedily.

My body was humming, heart thundering with the sheer obscene thrill of swallowing him, his cum thick and heavy on my tongue while my finger lingered in his most sensitive place. The taste, the mess, the way he’d undone himself just for me—it made my entire body ache for more.

After he finished, I curled up, swinging around so my legs dangled over each side of his hips. I stuck out my tongue, showing him the creamy evidence of his ecstasy—a decadent, glistening puddle of cum shining for him. His cock twitched at the sight as I swallowed, greedily gulping him down while keeping my eyes locked on his stunned, hungry face. I brought his softening member to my lips, licking away every stray drop, savoring the salty, electric taste. Watching him harden again from just the vision and my tongue made my insides tighten with want.

He finally collapsed onto the bed beside me with a satisfied groan, cradling his stomach, his body still shuddering from aftershocks. “Candace…shit, that was…” His words faded to a smile as we let quiet settle between us, only distant city noise reminding us the world hadn’t ended.

Jeremy stood and wandered across the suite, soon returning with a satisfying pop of a champagne cork. The boozy aftertaste of my earlier drink was no match for the lingering slickness of his cum on my lips and tongue—I needed something colder, sweeter, to revive me.

He reappeared, holding a plate, his eyes gleaming. “Strawberries?”

I just licked my lips, never looking away from his beautiful renewed cock. “There’s only one thing I want…”

“I love a woman who knows what she needs,” he murmured, hungry himself. He straddled the bed, offering a single, ripe strawberry, but my pussy was already throbbing in anticipation of his cock returning where it belonged. His fingertips grazed my swollen lips, gathering the thick evidence of my arousal. “God, you’re drenched. Is all this for me?”

“All of it, baby,” I breathed, my craving naked and shameless.

Jeremy rolled the strawberry between his strong fingers, eyes dark with intent. “Spread your legs.”

I did, knees drawing apart, though hesitantly. He wasn’t satisfied—he pressed my thighs wider, prying me open until I felt utterly raw, shown, nearly trembling.

With a wicked smirk, he crushed the strawberry, thick red juice slick on his fingers, and traced the sticky fruit up and down my slit, deliberately coating me with its cool, fragrant mess. He dropped a cold cluster right onto my clit, the contrast making me arch and gasp, already on fire for him.

Jeremy’s mouth descended slowly, a shiver running through me as he kissed his way down my trembling body. His lips hovered over my slick folds, and then, with an eager hunger, his tongue swept along my swollen, pulsing slit. He parted me with his fingers, exposing every glistening inch, and traced the places where the sticky strawberry remains clung to my flushed skin. The icy touch of fruit met the heated stroke of his tongue—sensations lighting up my nerves as if I’d been set on fire. He lingered, savoring, teasing, swirling his tongue in languid circles over my flesh, then darting, tapping, lavishing my aching clit with endless play.

Years had passed since I’d felt a man’s mouth right there—since I’d tasted that dizzying rush—and now I was hungry, desperate, tilting my hips to chase every stroke of his tongue. He didn’t deny me; he growled, low and satisfied, before easing a finger into me. His touch sent sweet sparks flashing through my belly. “God, those soft ridges… You’re so damn tight for me,” he breathed, flexing his finger inside.

“I want you to play, baby. Take every inch you want,” I begged, my voice little more than a gasp.

He groaned, reveling in my surrender, then slipped another finger in, pushing deeper until the sensation had me arching off the bed. The fullness made my whole body quake and my breath catch in my throat. His thumb pressed down firmly, spreading warmth and wild pressure all over my throbbing clit. He pumped his fingers, dragging over the sensitive spot hidden inside me, slick and insistent, never breaking contact with his tongue—lapping up every drop, feasting on my need.

He found that perfect place—my G-spot—circling, stroking, exploring with a fervor that drove me frantic. His thumb never left my clit, massaging, tracing torturous little circles until I was nothing but sensation. I tangled my hands in his hair, pulling him closer, smothering his face in my wetness. “Suck it, Jeremy. Suck my clit. Don’t stop,” I moaned, desperate, greedy for every flick and pull.

He obeyed instantly, his lips closing around my swollen flesh, his tongue flickering like magic, coaxing me closer to the edge. “Fuuuck—that’s perfect,” I moaned louder, hips rocking, unable to stay still as pleasure bloomed white-hot in my core.

I clutched his head tighter, grinding myself against his gorgeous, stubbled chin, every thrust and twist heightening the heat spiraling through me. Stars exploded behind my eyes—I was so close, nerves lighting up, the world narrowing to his mouth, his tongue, his hands working in sinful harmony.

I screamed his name, shaking apart, my body wracked by wave after wave of unstoppable climax. “Don’t stop! Don’t fucking stop, Jeremy!” My orgasm seized me, lifting me off the mattress, my muscles tightening, my legs splaying wider, wild and exposed and absolutely undone. I bucked my hips, smearing myself over his mouth, coming so powerfully it left me suspended, heart thundering, vision slick with tears.

My body fell apart, limp and tingling, floating high and then tumbling gently back to earth. My breath came in shuddering, grateful bursts as I finally eased off his face, letting both of us recover in the glorious aftermath.

“Candace, you’ve got thighs like vices—I could hardly get a breath in. I think you might have made my face and hands go numb.”

A flush of embarrassment flickered through me. “Oh God, I’m sorry,” I murmured.

He grinned, utterly unashamed, his eyes flickering with that boyish, eager heat. “Don’t be. I could drown in you forever and count myself the luckiest bastard alive.”

I had to laugh, low and husky, at his unfiltered enthusiasm. The pure delight in his gaze made something flutter deep inside me.

He slid up my body, his hands worshipful as he cupped my breasts, lifting them, admiring them like I was a masterpiece painted just for him. “Christ, your tits drive me crazy.” For a heartbeat I worried, shame creeping in about their softness, the way they curved and fell—a far cry from gravity-defying perfection. But his fingers skated around my dark areolas, mapping their oval contours, awe and hunger radiating from him. “They’re sexy as fuck. All woman—just the way I love them.”

He teased my nipples, circling until they peaked into aching little berries, desperate for more. His mouth closed over one, tongue flicking, lips suckling, teeth grazing just enough to make me arch beneath him, a whimper spilling from me simply because he knew exactly what I needed. Not a careless mauling; just the right amount of pressure and tenderness, a symphony conducted to my pleasure.

An ache throbbed low in my body as he shifted, cockhead heavy at my entrance. He slid it slowly along my slit, every pass caressing my clit, sending little explosions outward—sparks that made my thighs tremble.

I could see the need darken his features. “God, you’re so wet for me, baby.” The awe, the want in his voice, made me melt even further.

I took a breath, steadying myself, my body more than ready, but already bracing for the sheer size of him. “Now,” I whispered, longing dripping from my voice.

He wasn’t hurried, easing himself into me inch by glorious inch, his clementine-sized crown pressing past my slick, greedy opening. I felt stretched, filled almost beyond bearing, but I craved it. My breaths came choppy as, little by little, he pressed deeper, gravity working with us, his weight pushing him against my very core. When he was finally anchored inside me, balls flush against my ass, I let out a shuddering sigh—a perfect, blissful fullness, grounding and electric all at once.

He began to move—slow, rolling thrusts, his pelvis rubbing delicious pressure along my clit, every slide making my walls flutter and grip him tighter. He drew back, then pushed deep, deliberately slow, as if savoring how my body sheathed him, how impossibly wet he was leaving me with every stroke.

Patience flickered and faded, his hips snapping harder and faster, his sac smacking my ass as he plunged in relentlessly. Sharp pleasure-pinched pain blossomed as he rocked deep, sending tremors through my body—until his fingers slipped down and circled my clit, coaxing me over the edge again. The tension in my core snapped and I bucked under him, my pussy clamping around his cock, the pleasure so violent and sweet I sobbed for him not to stop. My reactions only spurred him on—his thrusts wild, his breath ragged, cock swelling, spreading my channel wider as he hurtled toward his own undone.

In a swift, forceful movement, his hand captured both of mine, pinning them firmly above my head. The dominance in his grip jolted through me—his assertiveness both startled and electrified me, sending my pulse racing with heady excitement I hadn’t known I craved. The helplessness, something so alien to my usual self-assured existence, was intoxicating. I arched up, desperate to touch him—his body, his ass, anything to anchor myself—but he pressed me down harder each time, denying me any control, feeding a wild fire deep within.

In my structured world outside this room, I dictated every moment. Here, under his weight, hands trapped, I surrendered completely—relinquishing control sent a flood of molten heat straight through me. The sensation of his cock working inside me, intense and purposeful, drove me closer to the edge. Every thrust struck my G-spot with unwavering precision, while his pelvis ground deliciously against my clit, sparking hot, urgent pleasure that built with every collision. Jeremy’s breath grew ragged, rough, the heat of his body radiating over me—a drop of his sweat landed on my cheek, and I shuddered.

The desperate rhythm of his body, the barely-seen muscles coiling in his shoulders, told me he teetered on the brink. Knowing he was close only made my climax coil tighter, anticipation sharpening my senses. I bucked against him, my hips slamming up, pushing him even deeper. White-hot bursts exploded behind my eyelids as my orgasm crashed through me, wave after relentless wave. I screamed his name, barely recognizing my own voice, every nerve in my body blinded by fierce, blissful release.

Pinned to the mattress by his hand and cock, I surrendered fully, lost in a sensation of bliss so thick it felt eternal. I begged for more, my voice cracking— “Yes, Jeremy, fuck, don’t stop, right there!”—and then with a growl building in his chest, he rammed into me once more, his own climax overwhelming him.

He spilled inside me, heat pouring deep into my stretched cunt, overflow running warmly along his shaft as he pulsed, shaking, his head buried in my neck. His eyes flicked down, ravenous for the sight of our joined bodies. “Holy shit, that’s so fucking sexy,” he groaned, dazed.

After a moment, he dropped to his side, pulling me tight, spooning our sweaty bodies together in a protective, possessive hold. His breath tickled my ear as he pressed a tender kiss to my shoulder.

“Let’s do this again,” he murmured, hope and hunger mixing in his voice.

I grinned, utterly sated but already hungry for more. “God, yes. I want you again and again.”

***

The hours melted away as we lounged naked beneath tangled sheets, feasting on room service and rediscovering each other’s bodies with greedy, languorous hands—fingers roaming, lips tasting, never sated. The world outside faded to nothing; neither of us spoke of our real lives, those other people waiting somewhere, now like distant ghosts we no longer longed to please or touch or claim.

Shadows lengthened, creeping towards five o’clock, but the urgency to leave felt almost cruel. Heat lingered on my skin, my body deliciously sore. I rolled toward the edge of the bed, sighing. “I need a shower before we go.”

Jeremy’s gaze flicked toward the oversized tub, and he gathered a small jar from the ledge—a sparkling twist of bath salts tinged with eucalyptus. His voice was teasing, hungry. “What do you say to a bath instead?”

I couldn’t recall the last time I’d submerged myself in steaming luxury that wasn’t just necessity. “That sounds perfect,” I breathed.

He let the water roar, scattering the crystalline salts until a cool green scent filled the room. Jeremy waded in first, waiting, naked and hard, then barely containing his need as I climbed in, nestling right between his thighs, my back pressed to his solid chest. I let myself sink into his embrace, water swilling high against my breasts.

Jeremy’s big hands moved over me with purpose and reverence, working a slicked-up lather over my flushed skin—palms gliding slow, lingering on my breasts, cupping their weight, teasing my nipples. “God, I love the way these fill my hands,” he groaned, worshipping every curve and swell. “You’re so fucking sexy. This is what a real woman feels like.” His words snaked low in my belly, chasing away self-conscious thoughts of gravity and age—my full, heavy breasts no longer defiant or girlish but deeply, unapologetically feminine. The peaks still responded to his touch, tightening, begging.

Once he’d washed away the last traces of sweat and desire, I twisted in his arms, ready to spoil him in return, but Jeremy’s grip tightened around my hips—his cock, thick and insistent, pressed against me, throbbing impatiently.

“Don’t move,” he murmured, voice rough in my ear. “I have to be inside you. Right now.”

“Yes,” I gasped, needing him just as much, every part of me aching to be filled.

With a swift, decisive motion, Jeremy lifted me by my ass, guiding me down onto him. I sank slowly, the broad head parting me, stretching me wide, filling me so completely I could hardly breathe. The water sloshed around us, hot and welcoming, but it only heightened the friction, made every thrust sharper, every roll of his hips more torturous.

I arched back, spine curving against his chest, one arm reaching behind to cradle his jaw in my palm. “Jeremy… fuck me,” I pleaded, barely more than a desperate breath.

He didn’t hesitate. He stood, lifting us both up, dripping and gasping, and strode to the bed—still deep inside me, refusing to let go for a second. He dropped me face-down, my knees perched at the edge, his cock never leaving me, and began to pound into me with wild, merciless power.

There was no patience, no waiting—just the urgent sound of skin meeting skin, the punishing, perfect rhythm of his hips driving me harder and deeper. He gripped my waist, pulling me onto him; then, with one rough motion, flipped me higher onto the bed, forcing me up onto my elbows and knees. He entered again from behind, his thighs bracketing mine, filling me in a way that felt impossible—almost overwhelming.

His cock pressed so deep, every nerve was on fire, the pleasure riding the edge of pain. Then he withdrew almost entirely before slamming inside, hitting a spot that wrung an electric gasp from my lips. I reached between my thighs, fingers circling my swollen clit, desperate for release.

It hit with brutal, breathtaking intensity—a pressure so fierce I couldn’t even speak, couldn’t beg or curse or cry out, just shattered around him as he fucked me through the storm.

A violent rush of heat surged through me, and I lost all control—I drenched his cock, his abs, his thighs, and the slick sheets beneath us with wave after wave of release. Jeremy froze at first, stunned, caught somewhere between the gloating pride of a man who’s seen it in dirty videos and the twitchy uncertainty of a lover blindsided by that kind of messy, primal proof. His eyes widened, searching my face for any sign to stop, to slow, to check if I was all right. I reached back, grabbed his thigh, and set him straight with a breathless plea.

“Don’t you dare stop. Keep fucking me, Jeremy. Don’t ever stop.”

At my command, his confidence came roaring back. He thrust harder, rough, relentless—my cunt fluttered frantically around his thickness, still pulsing from the aftershocks, slick and needy, milking him for everything he had. I drove my hips in devouring circles, greedily chasing every last ripple of pleasure, owning the space where our bodies slammed together and parted, where my hold on him was so fierce he almost lost it—almost slipped from me altogether.

Jeremy let go, let pure hunger take the reins. With wild fingers biting into my hips, he matched my unruly rhythm, our bodies wrecked together in perfect, desperate harmony. He shuddered, spine tensing; his grip on my skin turned bruising as he lost himself. I felt his balls tighten hard against the aching flesh of my pussy, every muscle in his thighs trembling and taut.

He buried his open mouth in the crook of my neck, unleashing a broken groan right into my skin. He came for me—came in me—pouring one last, molten stream inside and shaking with each pulse. His breath was rough in my ear, teeth grazing my hairline as he gave me everything he had left.

When we collapsed, his strong arms roped tightly around my breast, holding me like I was treasure he didn’t want to lose, peppering hungry kisses into my tangled hair and sticky skin. In that hazy, aching afterglow, my thoughts drifted to the impossible: this wild, unbridled man was the best lover I’d ever had—the most attentive, the most voracious—and by all logic, he could have been my own son.


Part 2




DAY 6: PLANNING

A pulse of desire surged through me, making my cock throb with impatient need as the train glided into the station’s cool, chemical-scented air. Like clockwork, I lingered at the far end of the platform, waiting for just the right subway car—the one Candace always chose. When the doors slid open, I stepped inside, the rhythmic clatter of the train barely covering the sudden rush I felt whenever I spotted her.

Tonight, Candace was a vision, draped in a figure-skimming red dress that hugged her curves in all the right places. A strand of glossy pearls—so elegantly sinful—rested teasingly between her full, inviting breasts, beckoning my gaze and lighting up fantasies in my mind. She looked irresistible, a walking temptation, every inch of her practically daring me to lose control.

I slid in beside her, hips brushing, my body alive with heat and the promise of something forbidden. "Hey there, sexy," I murmured, voice low, loaded with intent.

Her reply was quick, confident. She placed her hand bold and warm against my thigh, squeezing lightly. "Hi, young man." The soft brush of her fingers sent a bolt of electricity through me, and it took all I had not to shudder beneath her touch.

"Not so young for much longer." I tried for casual, but my anticipation bled through. Our birthdays were almost here—a secret we shared, though hers preceded mine by a single day…plus a quarter-century. The number never mattered between us, not when desire erased years with a glance.

She grinned, eyes sparkling. "I know—24. Practically a fossil. Listen, about our birthdays… I want you, Jeremy. A real celebration. Just for us."

God, I wanted that too—more than just sex in a hidden hotel room. I needed her, needed this connection that burned between us. But reality pressed in: my very pregnant wife, Britney, waiting at home, and the tight schedules our jobs demanded, always making our time together impossible. To make it worse, Candace had her own web to untangle—her husband George, always hovering, always complicating things.

"Our birthdays are Friday and Saturday. Escaping on the weekend is hopeless, thanks to George and Britney," she sighed, voice heavy with frustration. "What about Friday lunch?"

I shook my head regretfully. "Not possible. Parker’s got me tied up in hearings all day, so forget lunch or even the train."

Her lips curled into a playful pout. "I should call Parker and chew him out for messing with our fuck time."

A wave of possessive heat surged in me at her words—God, she was maddening when she got like this. "I think I’ve got a solution. Happy hour. Can you come?"

She tilted her head, considering me. "This is your firm's happy hour?"

"Yeah," I said, searching her face for hesitation.

She made a face, fingers pressing harder into my thigh. "I don’t want to be the married man’s date at one of those things, with everyone watching."

"I’m just a summer associate; the partners expect me to show."

She smirked, eyes twinkling. "Dinner instead? George will be out of town, so I’m free Friday night."

I sighed, a little too loudly. "No excuse with Britney."

Her voice was low, conspiratorial. "Then text her from happy hour. Tell her your colleagues are dragging you out for the night."

"Devious," I grinned, hunger curling in my gut.

She leaned in, her breath a warm whisper against my ear. "No, just horny."

I swallowed, pulse quickening. "Me too. Shall I reserve a room?"

Her smile was pure wickedness. "Absolutely. Room service dinner? Do you mind?"

"Sounds perfect," I said, already feeling the delicious promise of what was to come.

As we approached my stop, Candace shifted, catching me by surprise with the sudden seriousness in her tone. "Jeremy?"

My name on her lips was a caress.

"Let’s say you’re faithful to your wife from here on out. This is your last shot, your final chance to get wild. Is there anything you’ve been craving—something you know Britney would never do?"

I let out a breath, honesty bubbling up. "Plenty. Britney isn’t exactly adventurous, and anything kinkier than classic just isn’t happening."

She fixed me with a wickedly curious look. "What’s number one? And don’t give me that tired line—no threesomes, no orgies, no gangbangs."

I couldn’t help a crooked grin. "There goes half my list."

Her laughter was low, intimate, full of secret games. "Then missionary it is. Rules are rules, Mr. Retiring Young Man."

A sudden awareness of just how brazen I’d been made me pause, a warm flush creeping up the back of my neck. “Whoa, let’s not get carried away,” I said, my voice low, trying to keep my hunger in check. “But if we’re fantasizing and other lovers are off the table, then—that’s easy. Anal. It’s always been at the top of my wish list.”

Candace arched one perfectly shaped eyebrow, her lips curving into a sly, knowing smirk. “Naturally. That’s what every man wants, especially those who think they have the equipment for it.”

I couldn’t help grinning, caught somewhere between shame and yearning. “I know, it sounds selfish. But no one’s ever been interested in exploring that with me.”

“And maybe there’s a good reason for that, big guy,” she teased, squeezing my thigh just enough to make my cock twitch again.

My mind spun with anticipation, but I swallowed back the desperation. “So, should I be brainstorming for door number two?” I murmured, my thumb brushing against her hand—the one that still rested dangerously close to the bulge straining in my trousers.

She simply met my gaze, that teasing fire simmering behind her eyes. “Don’t rush to replace your fantasy just yet. Your birthday is coming up... but don’t get too ahead of yourself.” She shot me a stern, challenging look. “Wipe that ridiculous grin off your face, Jeremy. That stays firmly in the ‘maybe’ column.”

‘Maybe’ wasn’t ‘no.’ That single word sent a jolt of excitement racing through me. My heart pounded as she rolled her eyes at my barely contained glee, her lips twitching with amusement.

Unable to resist, I leaned over and pressed a lingering kiss to her cheek, inhaling the faint, intoxicating trace of her perfume—spiced citrus and something uniquely hers. The train doors hissed open, and I stepped onto the platform utterly distracted. All afternoon, my thoughts refused to settle, spinning with visions of Candace’s luscious little ass—taunting me, tempting me.

But under the heat of longing, a shadow of melancholy crept in. In just a few short months, we’d be heading back to New York for my return to law school and, with luck, a job at a firm. I ached at the thought of leaving her behind—not just her perfect body, not just those secret, stolen nights—but the undeniable connection that left me wanting so much more.


DAY 7: AN OFFER I COULDN'T REFUSE

Thursday arrived, just days before my birthday, bearing an unexpected summons from Monica, the formidable managing partner at Parker & Hanson. As I stepped into her inner sanctum, my gaze snagged on a painting—a stark depiction of a masculine torso, raw and unapologetically sensual. It throbbed with erotic energy, an odd choice for such a refined legal setting. Across the room, a sculpted figure sprawled on her bookcase, a nude man brazenly on display, his cock unashamed and impossible to ignore. For someone who didn’t mind a little provocation, even I found it oddly audacious—especially here in the domain of one of the city’s most respected legal minds. Aside from these bold artistic statements, everything echoed icy professionalism: pure black, slick gray, utterly devoid of warmth.

The muffled click of the door closing behind me shattered the sterile silence—a private gesture that left no doubt something meaningful lingered in the air.

Monica prowled forward, her entire being a seamless extension of her office’s monochrome palette, every movement precise and feline. Her tailored suit—a shadowy dance of gray and black—was interrupted only by ostentatious flashes of gleaming gold jewelry and make-up artfully heavy, the kind you wore to war or seduction, maybe both. She exuded ruthless ambition, forty-something and fiercely cultivated, as though she’d sacrificed marriage, children, and all manner of ordinary distractions in pursuit of dominance and the sweet burn of gin. I felt like prey in her line of sight, ready to be captured and toyed with.

She perched on the edge of her desk, the silk of her skirt riding scandalously high, offering a tempting peek at red lace panties beneath the rigid lines of her navy suit. My focus wavered as her thighs parted and the glimpse lingered, the forbiddenness of the view making my pulse stutter. She purred, “We’re so pleased with your work. Truly, you’ve fit beautifully into Parker & Hanson’s unique culture.”

The fact her underwear was on display seemed almost a power play. Should I say something? Or was this just another maneuver in the game?

She flickered through my résumé with practiced ease, her appraisal as clinical as it was intimate. “We know you’re at Columbia, undergrad at Harvard, top of your class—surely every major New York firm is wooing you. But your wife’s from Dallas, your child’s due soon, and the comfort of family… well, that can matter, especially when your student debts must be astronomical.”

Finally, Monica slid beside me—a merciful shift, allowing me to break my fascinated stare at her underwear—her proximity intoxicating, her perfume a subtle lure. “We want you here. With us.”

Golden bracelets danced as her hand found my thigh, sliding higher than was appropriate, heat radiating through my trousers at her boldness. Her velvet voice wrapped around me, every offer sweeter than the last. “Name your highest offer. Any firm, any bonuses. We’ll match it and add five percent.”

My heart pounded at the enormity of what she offered, but she hadn’t finished. “We’ll claim your debts—undergrad and law school, all of it. Imagine the freedom.”

Her words enveloped me, drowning out my reason with their heady promise. Suspicion prickled beneath my skin—could this possibly be real?

In one slow, deliberate movement, Monica’s manicured hand trailed down my arm, the intimacy sending an illicit pulse straight to my groin, before resting gently, possessively, atop my own.

“All we’re asking is a five-year commitment—and, really, that’s nothing. Most of our attorneys never want to leave. Seven years, sometimes much more. I think you’ll find that five will rush by, especially with the partner track you’ll be on.”

Her words drifted over me, thick with promise and intent. My mind scrambled for a safe landing. “That’s extremely generous. I’d like the chance to discuss it with my wife.” I made sure to let the word wife linger, as if it could build some invisible wall between Monica’s heat and me.

But Monica only let her lips curl into a hungry, knowing smile, her touch suddenly feather-light on the soft plane of my cheek. My skin tingled beneath her fingertips, a hot shiver crawling down my spine. “Of course, Jeremy. Take as much time as you need. If you ever want to talk—about work or anything else—I want you to know my door is always open to you. For anything.” Her voice was velvet, slow and deliberate, every syllable drugged with innuendo.

I rose to my feet and held out a hand, holding tight to professional decorum. Monica ignored it completely. Instead, she swept up and into me, arms circling my back as she pulled me bodily against her. Her breasts pressed hard into my chest, their softness irresistible and shockingly intimate, the scent of her sharp perfume wrapping around us like silk. Suddenly, I understood what the crude whispers in break rooms meant. The way her curves molded to mine was impossible to mistake; a stirring tension licked at my nerves.

“You’re remarkably handsome, Jeremy,” she murmured, voice a low purr at my ear, her body communicating everything her words left behind. “We’d be absolutely delighted to have you here.” A predatory gleam danced in her eyes.

A flush crept up my neck. I hated that her interest in me went so much deeper than my résumé. “Thank you. I... appreciate the offer.” My voice sounded awkward in the sultry hush between us.

She gave no sign of detachment. “Before you head out, make sure you stop in to see Parker—he’ll want to talk with you.”

“Alright. Thanks... again.” My heart pounded. Her scent and touch lingered, an unshakable echo, as I finally escaped from the intensity of her embrace.

***

Parker’s office was nothing short of breathtaking—luxurious in a way I’d only seen in movies or glossy magazine spreads. Nestled high above the city in the gleaming, crystalline angles of Fountain Place—thank you, I. M. Pei—it commanded the kind of corner view that shouted power and seduction. There was space here: not just for the sleek, extravagant pool table he boasted about with boyish pride, but for intimate clusters of plush sofas swathed in soft, inviting leather. Rich, intricate Chinese rugs softened the floor beneath, absorbing every confident footfall. One wall was dominated by an actual Andy Warhol—bold, provocative, impossible not to stare at. The air hummed with understated wealth; every detail was curated for comfort and status, a stark contrast to Monica’s utilitarian workspace.

For a moment, jealousy coiled in my chest—sharp and undeniable—before melting beneath the gentle warmth the room offered. I felt cocooned, tempted to let my guard down, if only for a heartbeat.

“Hi Mr. Parker, you wanted to see me?” My voice sounded smaller than I’d intended, betraying a flicker of nervousness.

“Jeremy, please. Just Parker.” He moved with the confidence of someone entirely at ease in his plush kingdom. “Sit. I take it Monica filled you in?”

“She did. Thank you for being so generous.” Beneath the calm of my words, I felt a tension rising, anticipation stirring deep and low.

“We want you here. We’ll do what it takes, Jeremy. If there’s something—anything—else you and Britney need to be happy, don’t hesitate. We’ll make it happen if it’s possible.”

His offer was a velvet temptation, thread through with possibilities. “I’m honestly honored, sir. Thank you.”

He graced me with a knowing smile. “That’s what we like to hear. Why not take today—spend extra time with Britney, talk it through.”

“That sounds really good. Thank you.” I hoped my gratitude masked the storm behind my calm exterior.

If he could see what simmered beneath my polished veneer, he’d know that my thoughts weren’t drifting lazily toward my wife. No—what I wanted, almost desperately, was to find Candace, to lose myself in her raw honesty and intoxicating hunger, instead of going home to a woman who felt less and less like mine.

Britney and I had agreed long ago to wait for children until after law school, but she broke that trust—sliding off the pill, slipping into pregnancy, and then shutting herself away from me. No sex, no touch, no affection for eight long, starving months. The betrayal gnawed at me, carving distance between us, even as her belly grew. Shame curdled inside me; I should have loved her more, or at least forgiven her, with our child about to arrive.

But with Candace, everything was up front, thrilling, charged with a dangerous honesty. She was the single, overwhelming reason to make Dallas home. And as fate would have it, she was about to ensure leaving would be the furthest thing from my mind.


DAY 8: BIRTHDAY GIFTS

Friday couldn’t have arrived soon enough—the anticipation had nearly undone me. When we finally found each other at ZaZa, the air inside pulsed with loud music and uninhibited laughter, bodies pressed close, and the bar suffused in dim, flirtatious light. Everyone looked far too young and too exuberant, but I couldn’t have cared less about the crowd. My focus was locked on Candace. She was every bit the vision—statuesque, sophisticated—her crimson suit an audacious splash of color in the sea of painted-on dresses, making the others look like girls playing at womanhood. She carried herself with a gravity that outshone every slip of exposed skin in the room. Still, she faltered, half-mocking her age and casting jealous glances at the way younger women eyed me. The idea that she might not see herself as the most desirable woman here made me ache to prove her wrong.

I tried to convince her—“You’re the most breathtaking thing here”—but she only rolled her eyes, skeptical, too used to dismissing admiration. I let the glint of our hotel keycard do the talking instead, letting it trail between my fingers while I leaned in close and murmured, “Let’s get out of here.” Watching that stubborn exterior crack as her lips curled in a hungry smile was its own reward.

Desire drew us down hotel corridors, unable to wait for the privacy of our room. The instant the door thudded closed behind us, desperation took over. Clothes fell away, hands greedy. Every inch of her seemed to beg for my touch, and when she revealed herself in that jet-black crotchless lingerie—stockings, garter belt, and those provocative scarlet heels—it felt like Christmas and my birthday wrapped into one sinful surprise. She was exquisite, exuding control and unapologetic sensuality, and it thrilled me that she’d dressed like this for me.

I pressed her against the heavy door, my breath hot against the sweet curve of her neck, teeth grazing skin that quivered for more. My arousal throbbed eagerly between us, sliding between her silken thighs, and when I felt just how slick and ready she was, I groaned low, my voice thick with need. “All this sweetness, just for me?” I whispered, teasing the already-soaked softness beneath the lingerie.

Her voice came out trembling, but sure. “That’s what you do to me.”

And God, I loved every second of it.

Without warning, I spun her around into my arms, our mouths crashing together with greedy urgency. I invaded her with my tongue, slow and possessive, promising what was still to come. “This—" my voice was hoarse, my mouth curling into a feral grin, “—is exactly how I’m going to take you.” The tension stretched tight between us, throbbing and insistent, and we let ourselves simply drown in anticipation.

Like a man mesmerized by his favorite new toy, I explored her with both reverence and reckless need. Her full breasts spilled into my hands, bouncing beneath every touch as I thumbed their weight, fingers sliding from the sensitive undersides up to her nipples—taut buds that strained against the sheer black fabric, practically begging for my lips. When I closed my mouth over one, sucking and teasing it through lace, her gasp shot straight to my core.

My hand slipped between her thighs—slick, pulsing, need incarnate. I grinned, fingers drenched with her arousal. “Candace,” I rasped, “you’re filthy.”

She gave a breathless laugh. “Am I?”

“You are,” I growled softly, “and I’m going to savor it.”

Sinking down to my knees, I guided her leg over my shoulder. She braced herself against the door, poised with a confidence only she could have even as her body shuddered with anticipation. The scent of her swelling arousal curled through me, sharp and intimate, and I greedily parted that scant black fabric.

With torturous slowness, I traced my tongue along her glossy, swollen slit; the taste—pure, decadent, woman—spilled across my tongue. I hummed, lips gleaming with her wetness. “I could never need anything but you, Candace. Strawberries can’t compare to this.”

I thrust my tongue inside her, fucking her with my mouth, feeling her hips buck with every urgent flick. Her taste coated my lips, spurring me on as I lathed attention over her clit, relentless, determined to unravel her. Her hands threaded into my hair; her thighs trembled.

She managed, through broken breaths, to tease me back. “You do that well, for someone so young.”

I gazed up into her eyes, searching for that spark that always sent my pulse racing. God, the way she looked at me—raw, hungry—it stripped away every insecurity I had about being less experienced, about not belonging in her world. When she trembled, balancing precariously with one heel still stabbing into the carpet, clutching at the door just to keep upright, I felt a wicked thrill. My mouth devoured her clit, relentless rhythms coaxing every shiver from her, and as I let my finger glide teasingly along the sensitive path between her thighs, stopping just at the tight ring of muscle there, a low groan escaped me.

I froze, somehow surprised by what I felt. “What’s this?” My voice came out rough with disbelief.

She answered without shame, her smile dark and inviting. “It’s a plug. In my ass.” The confession simmered in the air, every syllable fueling the fire burning between us.

“Are you serious?” My cock throbbed at the thought.

“Yes. I want to be everything you desire.” Her cheeks flushed, but she held my gaze—undaunted, so damn sexy.

“You’re so petite. Are you sure you want to handle all of me tonight?”

Her smirk dared me. “Let’s see if higher education pays off. Don’t you have some studying to do?” Her tease dripped with promise.

I couldn’t hold back my grin. “You playing the strict professor, Ms. Candace?”

Without another word, I swept her up and laid her out across the bed, her body luminous in the soft glow. “First, I need to feel you wrapped around me, greedy for every inch.”

I stroked my cock across her soaked opening, spreading her slick across her folds, teasing her clit with the head until she writhed, hips dancing in silent demand. Every pass made her moan and arch, her smile wild and lips parted in desperate hunger. My cockhead circled her entrance, smearing arousal everywhere, pushing her lips aside until she started to thrash beneath me, every muscle taut with need.

“Jeremy, just fuck me—now!” The way my name sounded tumbling from her lips made my control slip just a bit.

I could never get enough of this woman—her passion, her surrender. And I wanted her to know it.

Gently, I pressed into her heat, her thighs arching high as I searched for that angle that would make her gasp. I moved with careful slowness at first, reading every flutter and squeeze of her body.

“Faster, damn you. I need to feel you inside me, hard. Do it—don’t hold back.”

“I’ll give you what you want,” I growled. “Promise.”

She yanked me closer, and I braced myself over her, surging forward in deep, pounding thrusts. Every withdrawal drew a gasp, every plunge left us both wrecked and greedy. She stretched deliciously around me—velvet, impossibly tight, her body fighting to take all of me.

Her moans grew unruly, incoherent, and then there it was—my name, broken and frantic on her lips, echoing in my ears, driving me right to the brink. Her muscles clamped around me, her legs vice-tight, and I could feel her orgasm pulsing against every hard inch, coaxing me deeper, slick and relentless. Her nails raked fire down my back, making me hiss into her mouth.

Her pussy gripped me hard, fluttering, milking my cock as I tried—failed—to hold back. Her eyes met mine and there was nothing there but surrender and pure, hot pleasure. I thrust harder, barely hanging on as the pressure coiled and then exploded, flooding her, filling her, catching us both on a tide of shaking, electric bliss. My cock pulsed again and again, her body greedy for everything I had.

Spent, barely able to move, I slid out and collapsed beside her, chest heaving. An exquisite calm, weighted and perfect, settled over us. For a moment, nothing existed but the sound of our breathing and the aftershocks carrying us far, far away.

We sprawled out on the bed, breathless and tangled in sheets and laughter, the wild energy of what we’d just done radiating between us. Candace’s glowing smile, the uninhibited joy lighting her face, made my heart pound just as hard as my cock had pounded into her. I adored fucking her—she surrendered to every sensation, every urge, and I never had to worry about holding anything back with her. She was fire, and she wanted all of me.

Parker & Hanson's job offer hardly compared to what truly mattered: the thought of leaving Dallas meant possibly leaving Candace behind. And no signing bonus could ever tempt me to give that up.

But right now, the future was the last thing on my mind. I glanced at her, trailing my fingers down her thigh, feeling the shiver that traveled up her skin. “So, tell me about the butt plug,” I said, a wicked grin tugging at my lips.

Candace, still breathing hard, let out a laugh that was leaking heat and mischief. “It’s supposed to help me open up... get me ready. I’ve got a whole bottle of lube stashed away to keep things nice and slick… so, hopefully, with that and a little creative enthusiasm, we can actually make it work back there.” Her words made my cock twitch in anticipation, stiffening again under the covers like I was powered by her voice alone.

She glanced down, a hungry glint in her eyes. “God, my husband would bargain with the devil to get hard again this fast. Must be nice, being 23.”

“Almost 24,” I tossed back, smirking. “Might be too old for your taste.”

She giggled and slapped my arm, playful affection softening her expression. “I guess I’ll think about keeping you around.”

I nodded toward the nightstand. “Back to the butt plug.”

Her eyes darkened, excitement flaring. She asked me to get it for her, curiosity piqued as I unscrewed the little box. The plug itself was surprisingly pretty—a gleaming little gem on the base catching the light, sparkling obscenely between my fingers. We both burst out laughing. There was something unexpectedly hilarious about a jewel meant for her ass.

Without waiting, I picked up the bottle of slippery lube, squeezing out a thick, glossy rope onto my fingers. I massaged it around her tight entrance, gentle and teasing, letting my touch skate and swirl, every circle making her giggle and bite her lower lip in anticipation.

“Go easy, big boy. I’m not exactly a daily customer at this shop,” she teased, arching her hips into my hand. Her laughter softened, body shivering as my finger traced tighter, slower loops around that forbidden place.

I let my fingertip slip in shallowly, circling delicately before pressing just enough to nudge inside her. Her head tipped back, a little gasp escaping, her muscles fluttering hot and trembling. “Slide it nice and slow, in tiny circles. Take your time.”

Obeying, I eased my finger deeper, moving with aching patience. Her body slowly adjusted, stretching inch by inch. “That’s so intense… God, am I crazy for wanting to try this?” she murmured, voice breathy and ragged.

Desire throbbed through me, overwhelming and desperate. I wanted this more than anything, to be inside her completely, to claim every secret inch. But I wouldn’t rush her, not for anything. “We don’t have to do anything you don’t want,” I promised, brushing my lips over her shoulder. “The second you want to stop, I’ll pull away. But let’s just try, see how you feel.”

She swallowed, determination and arousal flickering in her gaze. “Alright. Give me your next finger. Just… do it slowly. Please.”

I doused my second finger in warm, slippery lube, then paired it with the first, easing both carefully into her exquisite tightness. She gasped, gripping my arm, her body instinctively clenching, then relaxing as she surrendered to the fullness.

“How’s that?” I asked, watching her face for any hesitation.

She exhaled shakily. “It’s more bearable… the stretch isn’t so shocking now, but I can feel everything. It’s a lot, but… it’s good.”

Unable to help myself, I gently scissored my fingers, coaxing her open, her moans sending fire through my veins. The sight of her yielding for me, offering herself so trustingly, made my cock ache with need. “Fuck, Candace, you have no idea how badly I want to be inside you there.”

She glanced at me through hooded, daring eyes. “You really want this ass?”

I nearly growled. “More than you know.”

She bit her lip, anticipating. “If you want in, you better make sure I’m ready, sir.”

I pressed a kiss to the nape of her neck, my fingers patient and persistent. “Then let me take my time, because I’m not giving up now.”

My fingers worked her open, spreading wider, more deliberately, feeling her shudder and tense beneath my hand. Each supple twist and stretch drew a gasp from her lips, her breath catching as the sensation intensified. I couldn't help but hope I wasn't pushing her too far, but the sharp urgency in my body left no room for hesitation. Candace's eyes blazed with that fierce, sexy resolve—she wanted this as much as I did, her body arching into my touch. We were caught up in something animal and irresistible.

She pressed her voice through clenched teeth. “Add another finger. Twist them all, make it burn.”

Eager to please, I gently introduced a third digit, slowly turning them inside her tightness, scissoring them to open her further, feeling every trembling pulse echo back along my skin. Watching her grip the sheets, watching her face flush and bite her lip—it was fucking intoxicating. I circled her entrance, working her open piece by piece, and her moans deepened.

“More,” she panted, reckless need pushing her limits. “All of them. Put them all in.”

Every nerve in my hand sparked as I slid in another, and then another. Her body tensed, clinging to the invasion, but she let me in, swallowed every inch. My fingers splayed wide, filling her completely, parting her for my greedy eyes—fuck, the sight made my pulse roar in my ears. Her tight ring stretched around me, glossy with lube, and I could see right into her, the shadowed heat of her begging for more.

“Jesus, that’s incredible,” I groaned. “I can’t wait to be inside you, Candace.”

She twisted, eyes smoldering, strands of hair wild around her face. “Jeremy, if you really want to be in my ass, you’re going to need more than fingers.” She strode to her briefcase with that practiced confidence, snapping it open and drawing out two massive vibrators—tools of pleasure masquerading as ordinary toys. She handed me the purple one, that familiar wicked grin spreading on her lips. “Tease me. Get me ready.”

I pressed the slick, cool tip to her greedy hole, feeling her body tense in anticipation. “I can’t believe I’m about to do this,” I said, but I was trembling with hunger.

She only laughed, breathless, voice thick with arousal. “Trust me, it gets a lot hotter.”

Slowly, deliberately, I pressed the vibrator in, inch by inch, watching her body open, her ass swallowing it down as she begged for more. When I’d worked it halfway, she whispered, “Turn it on.” The toy came to life, buzzing deep inside, and she cried out—a raw, helpless sound that made my cock ache.

Gliding the toy in and out, I coaxed her deeper, her moans building, hips undulating back against me. “All the way in,” she insisted, lips parted, sweat shimmering on her skin. “If I can’t take that, I can’t take you.”

Her logic was infallible, and so was my need. I pushed until every inch of the toy disappeared into her stretched hole, the base flush against her skin. She gripped her clit with a practiced hand, flicking and stroking, her whole body coiling tight. “Now—turn it up.”

I obeyed. The vibrator intensified, her hand working faster, her hips trembling. And then she came undone. Her orgasm tore through her, ripping cries from her throat, her body bucking wildly, her ass pressing back against the toy as if she never wanted to be empty again. “Fuck—Jeremy, fuck my ass. Ruin it, baby, go deep… oh god, yes!”

Drenched in sweat and desperate need, I pulled the toy loose, her hole still stretched and glistening.

She caught her breath and met my eyes, voice shaky but determined. “I’m ready now. But—go slow.”

Candace sank to her elbows and knees, breasts pillowed beneath her, her back arched in invitation. I gripped myself, heart pounding, and eased forward, the tip of my cock poised against her newly conquered opening. For a heartbeat, I just breathed—intoxicated, grateful. No other woman had trusted me with something so raw, so forbidden.

As I pressed forward, her slick, open channel welcomed me, her body yielding, stretching. The moment I breached her tight rim, my vision exploded in white heat, pleasure crashing through us both.

“Fuck, Candace… oh christ, that feels unreal…”

Candace’s body tensed as she tried to accommodate my thickness—a mixture of excitement and challenge sparking in her every tremor. Despite all our careful preparation, the reality of my size stretched her limits, and we both felt it. Drawing in slow, steady breaths, she fought to relax, inch by agonizing inch accepting me deeper inside her. I watched, almost mesmerized, as my cock pressed into her tight, glistening entrance, impossibly erotic in the low light.

Determined to make this pleasure ours, Candace’s hand slipped between her thighs, searching for her own heat. When she pressed the pink vibrator to her aching clit, her body yielded—her grip loosening, inviting me in, taking me to the root. The feeling of being fully seated inside her—her ass wrapped hot and pulsing around me—nearly undid me.

She gasped, her voice ragged, “Oh god, oh my fucking god.”

Driven wild by instinct, I lost control for a heartbeat—pulling out and thrusting back into her depths. She flinched, a sharp intake of breath. “Ouch! No. Start slow, then work your way up.”

Guilt flashed hot within me. “I’m sorry.”

Candace, always my guide, soothed me with a gentle, shaky laugh. “It's OK, baby. But start gentle.”

Obeying her every word, I eased out, savoring each torturous moment as her muscle clung tight, inch after inch. Hovering at her rim, I bucked against the urge to bury myself hard in her again. Slowly, slowly, I slid back in, letting her body stretch and adjust, my control fraying as pleasure crackled through me. With every lazy thrust, her moans grew louder, more eager—a rhythm building between us that only we understood.

She twisted the dial on the vibrator, pressing it tighter against her swollen clit. Instantly, her body changed, her pussy clenching and pulsing so fiercely I could feel it through the partition of her trembling ass. The sensation was everything—her body shuddering in spasms, the surface friction of her ass wringing every nerve in my dick.

She drove her hips back into me, wild and desperate, her climax hitting hard—unapologetic waves wracking her, her inner muscles locking me in place, milking me. That was all it took. I couldn’t hold back. A hoarse, feral cry tore from my chest as I shot deep inside her, my release surging in hot, burning pulses, flooding her with three thick jets. My body convulsed, a sweet paralysis sweeping over me—legs and arms trembling as sweat slipped silently down my back.

Panting, spent, I braced my shaking hands on her hips, keeping myself steady as I fought the urge to collapse atop her beautiful, ruined body. The sweat beading on my skin slid over the round curve of her ass, and the exhaustion that followed was pure, blissful aftershock—a wave of warm, soothing pleasure sweeping over every muscle.

When my senses returned, I wrapped my arms around her from behind, kissing her—shoulders, nape, back—any part of her lush skin I could reach while still nestled hard and deep in her ass, unwilling to leave the heat she gave me.

“Candace, thank you,” I breathed, the words thick and raw with emotion.

She twisted to eye me, lips curved in a glow of satisfaction. “Did you enjoy yourself?”

“Enjoy myself? God, I loved it. You didn’t just make my greatest fantasy real—you made it better than I imagined.”

The pride in her smile made her look years younger, her face radiant and carefree. In that moment, it was just the two of us—her, timeless and gorgeous. Me, young and awestruck. A future full of possibility thrummed between our tangled bodies. I swallowed the surge of overwhelming affection, my heart pounding as I struggled to steady myself, desperate to keep the rush of feeling from overtaking me completely.

“Candace, may I?” My voice was hoarse, eyes hungry as they devoured the sight of her. “Can I take a picture of your ass like this?”

She let out a cheeky laugh, her amusement sparkling through the haze of satiation. “That’s such a thing your generation would ask,” she teased, biting her lip flirtatiously. “Go on, document your conquest.”

My hand shook with adrenaline as I snatched my phone from the nightstand, desperate to capture the raw, intimate aftermath. I snapped shot after shot—each one preserving the scandalous image of my thick cock still buried deep in her. She arched herself suggestively, her flushed skin gleaming with sweat, my length held tightly by her beautifully ruined ass. Every image was an explicit memory, evidence that this was real, and for my eyes alone.

When I finally, reluctantly, pulled free, I watched in awe as my cum began to ooze from her gaping hole, glossy and decadent against her flushed skin. I couldn’t help myself—I shifted back, seating myself on my heels, unable to tear my gaze away.

“Unbelievable,” I muttered, overcome. “Candace, seriously, just… one last shot.”

She gave me a lazy, satisfied smile. “Have at it, baby. Take all the photos you want.”

I did—filling my camera roll with image after filthy image of my cum sliding from her used, swollen rim. Candace, ever the exhibitionist, reached between her legs, circling her finger in my release, smearing it up and down her crack. She looked over her shoulder, eyes dark with mischief, deliberately displaying her messy, leaking ass for my pleasure—her way of showing me just how much she reveled in it. I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to.

She grinned, cheeks flushed, as she caught my gaze through the screen. “Enjoy the memories, darling, because that monster isn’t going anywhere near my ass again. At least, not for a while.”

***

Compared to the unforgettable gift Candace had surprised me with, nothing I offered could possibly measure up. Still, I tried—relying on the timeless gesture of a lavish bouquet, each bloom chosen with care, their fragrance filling my apartment and making me think of her. Tucked among the petals, my words waited for her:

To Candace—ravishing, vibrant, utterly irresistible. At forty-nine, you burn brighter than most women half your age. Happy birthday, Jeremy.

P.S. You made my secret desire come true. Now, the stage is yours—tell me your fantasy.

My pulse raced as I imagined what delights her imagination would reveal. The anticipation was delicious, tormenting—I craved her secret, desperate to surrender to her wildest wishes.


DAY 9: AN ACCEPTANCE

At first, coaxing Candace to reveal her secrets was like trying to tease a confession from taut, pursed lips. She resisted, dancing around the topic, her eyes flicking away as she hesitated. But once she let go, everything came pouring out—the raw, unfiltered truth slipping between us in the warmth of the dimly lit room.

“Jeremy, I’ve been alive long enough to have already indulged more fantasies than I can count on one hand,” she said, her voice smoky with mischief and memory.

I grinned, noticing her careful choice of words. “More than a few, huh? That’s not quite everything. What’s still burning inside that you haven’t tried yet?”

She shrugged, but a flicker of longing softened her face. “Honestly? Nothing I can’t move on from. Nothing earth-shattering, I guess.”

“Come on, Candace,” I pressed gently, leaning closer to bask in the heat between us. “I laid myself bare, and you—God, you gave me one of the most unforgettable days of my life.”

Her lips curled into a resigned, wicked smile. “All right. I suppose there is something. I’ve always gotten a little thrill thinking about being fucked somewhere risky.” She leaned in, her voice lowering. “In public, somewhere with just enough of a chance to be seen.”

A surge of heat tightened inside me. “Well, we can probably make that a reality—as long as we don’t lose our jobs, or our spouses...”

She nodded, excitement flickering in her gaze. “Exactly.”

“Public sex, then.”

“Right,” she whispered, her tongue darting over her lips.

I took a beat, letting the idea simmer between us. “Let me figure out how we could swing it... safely.”

She smirked. “But that’s not all.”

My eyebrows shot up. “Oh?”

She tucked a lock of hair behind her ear, cheeks flushed with daring. “I want to feel what it’s like to be taken by two men at once.”

My heart thudded with the force of the fantasy. “You mean all the action focused just on you? Both men pouring all their attention into you while you let go…?”

She giggled, her laughter warming the space between us. “That’s exactly it. No crossfire between the guys. Just me in the center of everything.”

I let out a shaky breath, the image setting my nerves alight. “Now you have me sweating.”

“And you make me laugh,” she murmured.

“So, we’re talking exhibitionism and a threesome.”

“Mmm-hmm.”

“One of those might be a bit simpler to pull off than the other. I’ll have to think about it.”

“Take your time…” She trailed her fingers up my arm, eyes sparkling.

Suddenly, insecurity prickled under my skin. “Wait, do you have a whole list hidden away somewhere? Am I missing something?”

She grinned, teasing. “No, nothing formal. Just fantasies I’ve dreamt up for us, or maybe with the right third. The wild ones would need more people... but I’m not dragging you into an orgy, don’t worry.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “Jesus. And they say men are the horny ones.”

She gave me a mock glare. “Oh, be nice.”

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry.”

She paused, looking into the distance. “I think about being taken, right in my own office. On the desk. Pressed over the arm of the sofa. Bent over the lumbar chair—the one with wheels, just for the danger.”

“That sounds like an accident waiting to happen,” I teased, a smile threatening to break out.

“That’s the whole idea.” Her laugh was low and thrilling.

Her voice dropped to a husky secret. “Confession—I’ve always fantasized about getting fucked in Parker’s office. Not with him, but with someone who makes me lose control. All those plush sofas, thick rugs, elegant chairs... it’s too tempting.”

I blinked. “He’s my boss, Candace. That’s almost too close for comfort right now.”

She shrugged, unfazed. “Fair enough. There are other, less... loaded, scenarios.”

I laughed. “There’s more?”

Her smile softened. “Nothing major. Maybe getting taken in the ocean, or feeling your hands on me in a parking garage. But those almost feel tame compared to the others.”

“Wouldn’t that tick the exhibitionism box, too?”

She shook her head. “Not quite. I want something more daring. Something we’d never forget.”

“Damn. Anything left you’re hiding?”

She looked thoughtful, then shook her head. “Not for now.”

I let out a breath, mock-relieved. “Thank God. For a moment, I thought I might have to pay someone to keep up with you.”

She rolled her eyes, laughter rippling. “Trust me, you’re more than enough for every fantasy I’ve ever had... and then some.”

Her confession sent a rush of pride and hunger through me, and for a second, I could have basked in the sweet warmth of her praise forever. But reality pressed in around us, begging to be revealed.

“I’ve got news,” I said, my voice trembling with anticipation.

She grinned playfully. “Your wife’s having triplets?”

I laughed. “Not quite that monumental. Still in the realm of one.”

“Your wealthy father-in-law’s buying out Hotel ZaZa so we can sneak in and misbehave any time we please, gratis?” Her lips quirked into a wicked grin, teasing me as though the idea was the filthiest fantasy of all.

I couldn’t hold back my laughter. “Oh, God—can you imagine? That would be the dictionary definition of a conflict of interest.”

She pretended to pout. “Alright, I surrender. What’s the actual news?”

A swell of excitement worked up inside me. I leaned in, lowering my voice conspiratorially. “Here it is: I’m not leaving Dallas after all. I’ve managed to get into SMU for my last year of law school. Haven’t told Columbia I’m transferring yet…I needed to tell you first.”

Her eyes widened, delight sparkling across her features. “What? Really? I’m so damn happy you’re not running off to New York—but why the sudden change?”

I let the anticipation sizzle between us for another heartbeat. “Parker’s firm—they made me an offer I physically couldn’t refuse.”

She leaned closer, lips parted, her curiosity hungry. “Spill it. Tell me everything.”

“Monica—the managing partner—she called me in out of the blue. She said they’d go all out to keep me. She’s matching my top offer from any firm, even Manhattan, and that includes all the drool-worthy bonuses Indiana Jones would fight for. Plus, five percent on top.”

She pressed her palm to her warm cheek, astonished. “That’s immense. And you get Dallas rent, not Hell’s Kitchen prices.”

I grinned, letting the next bit hang, letting the tension draw out deliciously. “That’s only the beginning. Monica told me the firm’s handling every last cent of my student debt. Undergrad and law school. I’m talking private schools—I owe over half a million when you factor interest.”

Her mouth dropped open in shock. “No way. I have never, ever heard of a law firm doing that for anyone. There must be some catch.”

“Just one—five years of my life. They want me glued to Parker’s firm for the full term.”

She mulled it over, tongue grazing her bottom lip, considering every angle. “Honestly, with what they’re putting up, that sounds fair.”

I nodded, exhaling, feeling every muscle in my body relax. “Exactly. And Britney, well…she’s over the moon, staying close to her family, counting on some help with the baby.”

Her eyes flashed with warmth. “That all sounds incredible for you. But—you still sound uncertain.”

I shrugged, running a hand through my hair. “It’s a huge commitment. I want to be absolutely certain I’m not wading into a swamp. You’ve known Parker forever, you’ve seen the ins and outs of his firm. Should I be worried? It seems almost ludicrously generous.”

She leaned back and the shadows in her eyes deepened, becoming thoughtful, maybe a little guarded. “Parker’s firm has an exceptional rep. I wouldn’t hesitate to vouch for their work. But—I’d be lying if I said there weren’t a few things that worried me, mostly about Parker himself. I get on with him fine, but…rumors fly about his wife. She’s from old money, real power. Some people say the firm only exists because she backed it. There’s even gossip he’s stuck with her because of some iron-clad prenup. Supposedly, he’s been overheard calling her ‘the bitch.’ Not exactly poetic, but still.”

I let out a low whistle. “So Parker might not even really own the place. He could just be a figurehead?”

She shrugged, her eyes narrowing with concern. “If I had to guess, I’d say she paid for it. It makes sense—firms eat cash, and he didn’t have it on his own. You can feel his resentment toward her, too.”

I searched her face, the tension crawling beneath my skin. “What else is there?”

She hesitated a beat before speaking, her voice lowering. “Well…he’s made those nasty comments about her, yes. But there’s more. You almost never see them together—certainly not in public. And there’ve been whispers…she’s shown up at charity events with bruises. They say the stories behind those marks make Parker out to be a monster.”

The implication hit me cold, shivers rippling through my body. “People think he hurts her?”

Candace met my gaze, somber and steady. “It’s only rumor, of course. Power attracts stories, and I’ve only ever known him to act like a gentleman around me.”

“So there are whispers floating around about Parker, but honestly, nothing I’ve heard would ever threaten the firm’s promise to you—or the quality of your work there. Is there anything else I should know?”

A slow, sly smile curved as I leaned in, lowering my voice just for you. “I’d tread very carefully with Monica. She’s Parker’s confidante—his shadow at the firm. Everyone gossips that they’re tangled up together in all the ways that matter, but I’ve never seen anything to confirm it. Still, she has this aura about her, a vibe I just can’t shake, and if I were you, I’d keep my distance.”

You nod, your eyes stormy with intrigue, your pulse quickening as you realize these are the two power players pulling the strings at Parker’s firm.

“Every firm has its secrets, skeletons in the closet,” I murmured, tracing my finger along the rim of my glass. “Compared to what I’ve heard elsewhere, Parker’s firm is practically squeaky clean. That’s the full extent of what I know—and in this business, that’s almost a blessing in disguise.”

***

The evening commute blurred with anticipation, the rhythmic hum of the train mingling with the quiet tension between us. I slipped into the seat across from Candace, unable to hide my curiosity—or the spark of excitement curling low in my belly.

“So…I took the job. Their offer was too good to pass up,” she confessed, eyes glittering with a secret satisfaction.

A genuine smile tugged at my lips. “Congratulations, Candace. I’m really happy for you.”

“Thank you.” Her gaze lingered a moment, warm and intimate. “Everything you told me—about the dynamics, the people to watch out for—I appreciate it, truly. I feel…safer, maybe. Or just smarter.” She let out a little ironic laugh. “And, in perfect Monica fashion, she jumped at the chance to take me out to dinner tonight to celebrate.”

Something heated quickened in my chest. “Could be good for Britney to get to know Monica more,” I suggested playfully, careful with my tone.

Candace’s lips curved into a sly, knowing smile. “That’s what I thought, too. Except Monica didn’t want it to be a group thing. When I mentioned Britney was busy with her family, she insisted we still go…just the two of us.”

“Just the two of you?” My eyebrow arched. “No other colleagues joining? No partners?”

She shook her head, breathless laughter in her voice. “Not that I know of. It sounds like a one-on-one…she was rather insistent.”

A wicked grin spread across my face, heat building beneath my skin. “That’s…strangely intimate. Maybe bring a couple of extra condoms, just in case?”

Candace rolled her eyes but the blush on her cheeks told its own story. “You’re absolutely shameless.” But her laughter was thick with nervous energy—pleasure tinged with delicious anxiety. “Now I can’t believe I have to go through with it. The whole scene’s a bit…unnerving. Still, it’s hilariously bizarre. I’ll be careful. Promise.”

A hushed moment passed, electric in its softness, before her gaze caught mine—intense, hungry. “Do you know who I’d really rather spend time alone with?”

Tension coiled, tight and sweet, in my stomach. I lowered my voice, feeling reckless. “Tell me. Because I’m dying to celebrate with you properly.”

Her eyes lit up. “ZaZa?”

“How’s Friday…lunch?” I breathed, imagining the indulgent possibilities.

She bit her lip, voice low and full of promise. “Perfect.”

***

Monica had chosen a classic French bistro—a dreamy, candlelit hideaway, all lush crimson velvet and polished mahogany, tucked beside a moody cigar lounge in Dallas. The moment I entered, an electric awkwardness lingered in the air, wrapping around me as tightly as the scent of vintage wine and old money. My nerves spiked higher when I discovered I’d be squeezed in beside her at an intimate, horseshoe-shaped booth designed for secret conversations and dangerous proximity.

My gaze fell on Monica—the transformation was stunning, deliberate. She wore a midnight-black dress that clung provocatively to every curve, dipping low enough to reveal an endless, mesmerizing expanse of cleavage. Glittering earrings framed her face, catching the light as she smiled, while her lips—glossy and crimson—promised nothing but trouble. Oh, fuck.

She didn’t hesitate. As I reached the table, Monica glided to her feet, pressing herself close as she embraced me—a lingering hug, her lips brushing hotly against my cheek, leaving a whisper of perfume and longing behind. “Jeremy! I’m thrilled you’re here,” she purred. Barely two hours had passed since we’d last seen each other, yet everything about her made it clear this night was meant to become something unforgettable. My mind whirled with plans to get it over with fast—God, I needed to keep control.

The waiter arrived—the distraction I desperately needed. I requested only water, skipping appetizers and pushing to order my entrée immediately, desperate for an exit. Monica, though, wasn’t having any of it. “Jeremy, relax—breathe a little. Tonight’s special. Let’s celebrate,” she insisted with a sly, knowing grin. She ordered the bottle for us both, her fingers brushing provocatively over mine as she handed the list back.

She made me taste the wine—savor the ritual, her gaze locked boldly on me. “And? Do you like it?” Her tone was smooth, seductive.

“It’s nice. Thanks,” I muttered, forcing a polite smile, pretending interest I didn’t feel. The only thing pulsing through my head was escape, escape, escape.

I nursed my glass—slow, measured sips anchoring me. Monica, in contrast, swallowed hers with practiced ease, draining glass after glass, chasing her own wild buzz. By the time the second bottle arrived, we still hadn’t ordered food. My pulse raced faster than the conversation.

She leaned in, the neckline of her dress plunging enticingly between us, giving me a view I couldn't refuse—her breasts rising and falling inches from my face. “I can’t wait for you to join the team, Jeremy. We’re going to have such an incredible time together,” she said, voice thick with suggestion.

“Thanks,” I replied, fighting for even ground, “I’m looking forward to it too.”

Her hand landed on my chest—bold and unashamed, heat radiating through my shirt. “I mean it, Jeremy,” she murmured, tracing lazy circles with her fingertips. “You and me—we’ll make the most of this.”

“Okay.” My reply came taut and wary.

She pressed firmer, her hand strolling lower, the teasing drag of her nails over my torso lighting a dangerous spark. “God, do you work out?” she teased, edging ever closer to my waistband.

“I try to keep up with the gym,” I offered, forcing a thin laugh as my nerves hummed with adrenaline.

Her lips curled, voice a smoky challenge. “Mmm, I can tell. Feel that—so solid. I bet there’s a perfect six-pack under here.” Her hand moved toward my stomach, tracing deliberate lines—steady, confident.

Enough. I acted, capturing her wandering hand in mine before it drifted to forbidden territory. I had no clue how far Monica was prepared to go, but her direction was unmistakable—straight for my zipper, and fast. “So, um, tell me more about the job?” I asked, clinging to professionalism with slippery hands.

Her face clouded with exaggerated disappointment, lips forming a childish pout. Too much wine, her laughter loose and needy. “That’s boring. Forget the job. I want to talk about you.”

“My wife and I are expecting,” I said sharply, hoping to douse her fire with the truth. “Our first child.”

Monica only leaned closer, the intoxicating weight of her body pressing over mine. Her hand, impatient and inquisitive, slid daringly up my inner thigh, fingers dancing dangerously close to fantasy. “No,” she breathed, her words husky, “tell me about you—really you. How much can you lift? I want to know everything.”

The evening unfolded like a never-ending test of endurance, each lingering glance from Monica laced with a predatory hunger that chilled me to the bone. Every time her hand edged closer, or her sultry laugh spilled too intimately between us, I felt trapped in a tightening vice, forced into a dance I wanted no part in. My skin prickled beneath her gaze as she shamelessly flirted and found new ways to invade my personal space with her intoxicating combination of wine and wiles.

All the while, a river of uneasy thoughts surged through my mind, making my nerves raw. Had I made a catastrophic mistake choosing Parker’s firm? Doubt pressed hard on my chest, squeezing out shallow breaths and feeding anxiety that refused to be quelled. The situation with Monica was more than just awkward—it threatened the fragile balance of everything I had been holding together. I imagined facing Britney, telling her that Dallas wasn’t going to be our home after all, wrenching her away from the comfort of her family when she needed them most. The idea of inflicting that pain felt unbearable—and selfish—even as my own doubts shrieked louder.

But beneath all these worries simmered something darker, something that shamed me more than my fear of Britney’s reaction. What if our marriage didn’t survive the gauntlet of pregnancy and new beginnings? I ached at the possibility of divorce, terrified of being separated from the baby I hadn’t even met yet. But the pain twisted deeper whenever my thoughts drifted to Candace—the way her presence lingered in my veins, hot and insistent. The truth was bitter, humiliating: the idea of leaving Dallas and never seeing Candace again tore at me just as savagely—if not more—than the thought of Britney’s refusal to follow me back to New York.

As Monica’s manicured fingers crept dangerously high beneath the linen tablecloth, I tried to disguise the internal chaos swirling inside me—a storm of guilt, desire, fear, and longing. I was caught between three women, each one pulling me in a different direction, my conscience and cravings stretched to their breaking point, pierced by shame and yearning I could hardly admit, even to myself.


DAY 10: CELEBRATION

Finally, it was our day—Candace and I, birthday twins, indulging in our annual tradition. Normally, these afternoons weren’t much about dining; they were a decadent excuse to melt into carnal bliss, tension barely contained until the nearest hotel door swung shut behind us. But today, we decided to act civilized for once—to actually share a meal together, real food on plates, conversation pulsing between us as an appetizer to what lay ahead.

I found myself unburdening the whole saga of my tense dinner with Monica. There was something liberating about unspooling the story for Candace, the knots in my stomach unwinding as I spoke. Her laughter exploded, uninhibited and rich, setting me at ease.

“Oh my god, did she honestly try to spoon-feed you dessert?” she managed between fits of giggles, her eyes bright with mischief and disbelief.

I groaned, shaking my head with a wry smile. “She did! With her own damn spoon. It was just... excruciating.”

Candace wiped a tear from her cheek, still laughing. “Unreal. Do you see what I mean now? Something’s seriously strange about her.”

I shrugged, recalling the awkwardness. “She was hammered, and I think, honestly, just desperately lonely. I’m not going to let one cringey dinner ruin a pretty life-changing opportunity, though.”

“Did Britney get the full report?”

“Oh, yeah. She got the rundown. Every painful detail, just like you did.”

Her brow arched. “Was she horrified that your future boss got handsy with you?”

I huffed. “Hardly. Britney doesn’t care. She just wants us here, in Dallas. If turning me into some kind of bargaining chip keeps her life easy, she’s all for it.”

Candace’s sympathy warmed her expression. “Damn. It’s messy at home, then?”

I exhaled heavily, admitting the uncomfortable truth. “Hell. Britney’s shut me out for eight months. I keep hoping things will change after the baby comes, but the thought of divorce—of losing time with my child—it wrecks me.”

Her fingertips brushed mine. “I hate that it’s so hard at home, but selfishly? I’m glad you’re here with me. Just... be careful with Monica, okay?”

I grinned, trying to appear stoic. “Don’t worry. I can take care of myself.”

She slid her hand across my thigh, that wicked, knowing spark igniting in her gaze. “Well, Mr. Big Boy, isn’t it about time we made our way upstairs?”

A jolt of want sharpened my senses. “Absolutely.”

Later, as we lay together in the quiet dim of our stolen room, my arms wrapped tight around her, I savored the ache—almost exquisite discomfort—of proximity without union. Every inch of her made my body strain with hunger: the warm curves, the lushness of her skin, the secret heat of her hips pressed to mine. Our stolen moments were a fever-dream reprieve from my gray reality, every second with her lavish, dangerous, unforgettable. Candace gave herself to me utterly, scales tipped, barriers down, in ways I’d stopped expecting long ago. She’d ruined me for anything less.

I tried to resist comparing her openness and fire to the cold, chaste walls Britney had built between us. Candace was playfully wicked—inviting, unfiltered—while Britney, even before her belly swelled, had withdrawn nightly into herself. She’d taken to hiding her body, locking herself away even during the brief, obligatory sex she’d allow—always under covers, always missionary, always scheduled, never more than once a week, if that. I’d once fooled myself into thinking marriage and patience would bring her out of that shell. Lingerie, toys—all pointless. And after she got pregnant, she’d frozen me out entirely; I hadn’t felt her bare skin in nearly a year. I was starving, my sanity fraying, until Candace’s bold grin beckoned me on a train ride I’d never forget.

I had no patience left for gentle caresses or slow escalation. I needed her—now—desperate, shameless, every nerve ending raw with craving.

My hand drifted deliberately over the silken swell of Candace’s hip, fingers tracing the intoxicating, gentle slope before teasing lower, settling possessively between her parted thighs. That’s where I belonged, right there—in her heat, nestled deep where she was slick and aching for me.

Her eyes sparkled up at me, mischief and hunger tangled in her lazy smile. “Still hungry for lunch, lover?” she murmured, her voice a throaty purr that made my cock twitch.

I couldn’t resist. I rolled her beneath me, every inch of my body alive with anticipation. “Don’t you know dessert always comes last?” I growled, pressing my mouth to hers, drinking her in. My late-day stubble rasped against her flushed cheeks—a rough insistence, a masculine reminder that I was all man, ferocious in my desire for her, ageless beneath her eager hands.

One greedy palm cupped the tempting fullness of her breast, fingers flicking and rolling her nipple until it tightened into a lush, pink peak. God, the way her tits responded—heavy and soft, bouncing as I teased until she trembled. I drew slow circles, gentle and then firm, before letting my hand wander down to claim her waist, then slide out over the generous flare of her hip. Candace was lush and curvy, all the best things about being a woman—all mine to explore and worship.

A wicked glint danced in her eye. She pressed me back, mouth hot on my chest, tongue tripping downwards until she reached one nipple. Her fingers toyed ruthlessly with the other, teasing and pinching until I gasped. Her nails dragged across my skin, raising sensitive flesh as my nipples stood out, impossible to ignore. She licked and bit, hard enough to make me whimper—a sharp sting melting instantly into pleasure that sent a jolt straight to my cock.

“Fuck—” I cursed, unable to keep the moan from my lips.

She grinned against my chest, her lips swollen and parted. “Take it, Jeremy. You’re going to crave it.”

She sucked hard, leaving dark, unmistakable marks that throbbed with an exquisite ache. I writhed, arching toward her, surrendering to every sensation as my chest prickled from her rough attention.

“Am I supposed to let you leave me marked like that?” I husked, breathless.

She looked up, her tongue flicking playfully at my throbbing nipple. “Mmm, yes.”

No matter how much I protested, I craved her touch—her mouth, her nails, her absolute focus on my pleasure. My eyes nearly rolled back as she worked her way down my torso. She clawed at my abs, possessive and unrestrained, making little crescents in my skin. Each stroke claimed me more completely.

“It hurts—fuck—” I gasped.

She only licked her lips, smirking. “Trust me, big boy.”

Her nails scraped and scratched a path of ownership across my body—no hesitation, only confidence. Whatever else we’d become outside of this room, here I was hers—her lover before anything else—marked by her hungry mouth and ruthless hands. There was nobody else. She knew it as she razed her teeth over my flesh, as I whispered her name.

Impatience overtook me—I needed to see her, to uncover every inch of her. I popped the top button of her blouse, then lost patience and pulled the entire thing over her head without bothering with the rest. Her perfume—lush, sweet, impossibly feminine—drifted through the air, embedding itself in my skin. With one practiced flick, her bra was undone, slipping away to reveal those sumptuous, perfect breasts—enough to drive any man wild, enough to start wars. I let my gaze linger, then made quick work of her skirt, pulling it off and savoring the brief, mouth-watering glimpse of her in those lacy panties.

Candace pressed her body up to mine, spreading her thighs wide, her hips arching insistently. Her voice was a desperate, unfiltered plea. “God, Jeremy—don’t make me wait. I need you now. Please.”

Sliding her panties aside, I discovered her slick heat—soaked, throbbing, utterly delicious. I couldn’t resist; I dipped my fingers between her folds and brought them to my lips. God, the taste of her made my nerve endings spark—intoxicating, impossibly sweet and musky, an invitation I’d never tire of accepting.

I was still clothed, the fabric now intolerable against my flushed skin. I fumbled with my zipper, desperate, but Candace’s voice cut through my haze—urgent, breathless. “Just unzip.” Her impatience set off another surge of need in me, primal and insistent.

Freed from my jeans, my cock ached for her, eager to be swallowed by her velvet heat. I pressed the swollen head against her drenched opening, and with a savage, hungry thrust, I buried myself to the hilt. A strangled gasp tore from my lips—her tightness nearly had me undone on the spot. Candace arched beneath me, eyes glazed with overwhelming pleasure and the sharp, stretching burn of my entrance. We couldn't help but share a grin—restless, breathless, fiercely happy to be joined like this.

Gripping her lush hips, I sank deeper, savoring the image of her body accepting mine, her tight embrace a promise and a challenge. She clawed at my ass, nails digging in, drawing a guttural groan from deep in my chest. My breath faltered, a fuse burning low and wild. The intensity—her gripping me, the delicious pressure and the sensation of being lost in her—almost made me spill, right there. Sometimes her body made me feel like I was carving a path through unyielding, silken wetness—every inch a feat. But not today. Today, Candace unfurled for me, opening wide, guiding me to root myself deep within her in one satisfying, shuddering thrust.

She caressed me now, the touch gentler. “Jeremy, be gentle.” Her plea was a sweet anchor, yanking me back from the brink. It took every drop of discipline I possessed not to surrender and take her fast and hard—what my body demanded.

I slowed, finding a more languid rhythm. I slid out, halting at that edge where she lingered, then I pressed the swollen crown of my cock against her glistening clit, torturing us both with a few teasing rubs. The raw pulse between us throbbed like a live current. I nudged at her entrance, painting lazy, maddening circles, until she begged wordlessly for more. Then, oh so slowly, I pushed inside. Inch by exquisite inch, I filled her again, my tip nudging that deliciously sensitive spot deep within her, stirring a gasp from her lips. I withdrew, then eased back in, each stroke measured, hungry, gentle—an exercise in self-control for a man starved for her. My pace was slow, purposeful, keeping us both teetering on the edge.

Candace wrapped her arms around my neck, nails digging into my back, and slid her soft hands over the hard curve of my ass, holding me tighter still. Her calves gripped my hips, ankles crossed at my back. She pressed her cheek against my chest and drew in my scent, her sigh pure satisfaction—hot, languid. “Mmmm, you smell like pure man,” she whispered, her voice thick with lust.

When her fingers found their way lower, tracing the sensitive rim of my ass, anticipation made my stomach tighten. She played there, teasing, circling, making my hips jerk helplessly. She didn’t push in—not yet, not quite—but I felt electrified by the thrilling threat of her touch, the silent promise in her eyes.

With each slow thrust, my pelvis ground against her clit, coaxing harsher sounds from her swollen lips. It was maddening—the friction so intense, so relentlessly good, it left us gasping for control. She threw her legs higher, spreading wide, clutching her ankles to allow me even deeper. I felt her start to tremble and clamp down around my cock, the pulse and flutter of her orgasm beginning to take her.

Her voice tore from her throat in desperate cries, wild and raw. “Oh god, Jeremy—yes, baby, yes. Jeremy, fuck me just like that. Please, don’t stop—oh fuck—”

I clung to the edge of sanity, feeling her orgasm ripple and quake beneath me, every shudder pulling me closer to my own precipice. My balls ached, a delicious pain stretching deep inside as they drew up, straining for release. Desperately, I fixed my gaze on the ceiling, searching for anything—anything—to keep myself from exploding. Digits of pi? Useless. Some half-remembered math lesson about real versus rational numbers? Couldn’t care less. All I wanted, all I felt, was Candace.

"Fuuuck, Candace." The word tore from my throat.

Her body convulsed around my cock, tight as a fist. Each guttural moan, every desperate cry of my name, drove me to the brink. My restraint snapped—she’d broken me, and I surrendered, utterly lost in her.

With a shuddering growl, I thrust deep, and the heat, the force, the overwhelming bliss of release overtook me. My cock jerked, spurting my load inside her, flooding her pussy with everything I had. My primal need roared, drowning out everything except the wild hammer of my heart. I fucked her through it—again and again, claiming her, branding her from the inside out, filling her completely.

Spent and blissful, I collapsed beside her, gathering her into my arms. The sheets tangled around us, our bodies slick with sex and sweat, her scent intoxicating—ripe, warm, uniquely hers. Even as the ecstasy faded, I felt a deep, molten contentment in my bones. Candace looked like a goddess, sated and glowing, her skin flushed, lips swollen from kissing. She smelled addictive, that post-coital perfume of lust and satisfaction mingled together.

Pulled in close, the barest brush of her thigh against my softening, then rapidly hardening cock, sent another pulse of hunger through me. Having this breathtaking woman in my arms was dangerous—my body would never know peace or rest again. My desire for her was an irresistible, aching liability.

***

Time was running thin, the ticking clock a persistent reminder that all too soon, we’d be forced apart—again, without any promise of when fate might reunite us. A hunger pulsed in me, an ache I couldn’t ignore any longer.

“Candace,” I began, my voice thick with yearning, “do you remember the night you made my deepest fantasy come true?”

She twisted to look at me, a playful smirk lighting her eyes. “Anal? Oh, believe me, that’s not something I could ever forget. It crosses my mind every time I sit down.” Her laughter was soft, smoky, a wicked invitation.

A blush crept up my neck. “I was hoping we could make that particular dream come true again. Maybe… more than once.”

She rolled her eyes with dramatic flair, but her lips parted in a tantalizing tease. “Jeremy, seriously—no one has ever come close to filling me like you do. You’re going to owe me big for this. And I mean big. I expect you to name your first daughter after me. Or at the very least, create some new landmark legal tactic and call it the Candace Maneuver. I want legacy-level compensation.”

“Britney’s already staked her claim on any future baby names,” I replied, grinning. “But a legal strategy? Discovering a new star? Heck, I’ll even unearth an element on the periodic table just for you.”

She snorted, swept her hair out of her face, and gave me a slow nod. “Deal. But you pay up. This makes us even. And—don’t forget my safe word.”

Safe word? My mind blanked, trying to recall. “I don’t actually remember your safe word…” I admitted.

With a wicked smile, she purred, “It’s ‘Get that fucking thing out of my ass!’” Then she paused, trailing her fingers suggestively across the lube on the nightstand. “Just in case.”

“Noted,” I smiled, the tension between us crackling with expectation.

She snatched the lube, winking. “No toys tonight. We’ll get a little inventive, just you, these fingers—and this handy little tube.”

Without breaking eye contact, Candace sprawled forward onto her knees and elbows, her back arching, offering herself up, body gleaming in the golden light. “Slick me up, Jeremy—my ass, your cock. Everywhere.”

Obediently, I squeezed out the cool gel and massaged her tight ring, coaxing it to yield. Her breath came in tremulous, needy gasps, each finger I eased in wringing a fresh moan from her lips. I pressed deeper, spreading my fingers and feeling her muscles tremble, her body rippling around my hand. When I finally had all five fingers inside her, stretching her open and glistening, I stared—intoxicated by the promise of what was coming.

She glanced over her shoulder, her eyes dark with lust. “Think I’m stretched enough, counselor?”

I hesitated, biting my lip. “Last time we had some extra help—a big vibrator to get you ready. I can’t quite get you there with just my hand.”

Candace’s gaze landed on the tube of lube, a wicked new idea sparking across her face. “Try pushing the round end of that inside me. See if it can open me up more.”

Suspicion flickered across my features. “You want me to use this—”

“—tube of lube? Absolutely. It’s worth a shot. Beats having you tear me in half.” She flashed a grin, then added, “Just don’t let go. I do NOT want to be explaining that at the ER.”

With one hand, she reached beneath her body, circling her clit, hips undulating, moans filling the room as she pleasured herself. I held the tube, incredulity and awe vying for dominance in my mind. Anything, I thought, anything to be inside her again like that. A cucumber, a bottle—hell, I’d have used half the produce aisle if she’d asked.

I eased the cool, blunt tip of the tube against her tight entrance, swirling it, coaxing, then pressing forward. With steady pressure, it breached her desperate, clenching ring, sliding inside, stretching her open as she sucked a breath between her teeth.

She gasped, shivering. “Jeremy, you feel so much better than this sad piece of plastic.”

I grinned, heart pounding. “Thanks… I think?”

She threw me a smoldering glance over her shoulder, arching her back even more. “Just saying, you win. I’d take you stretching me any day over this damn tube.”

I leaned forward, hungry for everything she’d give me. “I’ll take that—no matter how backhanded.”

“Keep playing with it—keep it inside me. Get me really ready. Then pull it out and fuck me,” she urged, her voice rough with desire.

I was so hard it almost hurt, throbbing with the anticipation that had been torturing me for what felt like hours. A steady drip of precum stained the sheets beneath us—I was right on the edge, wound tight, desperate for her.

Moving slowly, I worked the slick tube in and out of her, twisting it and easing it deeper as her body gradually relaxed around the intrusion. She gasped, hips pushing back into my hand, chasing that delicious stretch. My patience soon wore thin, and when I thought I might burst from anticipation alone, I pulled the tube from her ass and tossed it aside, barely caring where it landed.

I pressed the swollen, eager crown of my cock against her now-loosened entrance, marveling at how, despite everything, she still looked so impossibly tight—like she could hardly contain me. But I wasn’t stopping. We’d come too far for doubts or hesitation.

I exhaled shakily and started to work myself inside, feeling the resistance of her muscles as her body yielded, inch by inch. The sensation was overwhelming—her heat, her grip, the way her tight ring squeezed and pulled at me with every slow push. I lost myself in the ecstasy of it, thrusting deeper, then pausing just to feel her clench around me, savoring her raw, addictive tightness.

Sweat ran down my stomach and onto her lower back as I drove into her, my hands locked on her hips for leverage. Her ass gripped me even harder than I remembered, sending delirious shocks up my spine. I was fucking her, and it was almost more than I could take.

“Flip me over,” Candace gasped, her voice strained but hungry.

I gripped her waist and rolled her beneath me, her body limp and eager. She hooked her arms under her knees and yanked her thighs back, spreading herself wide in a display that was brazen and vulnerable all at once. Her pink, stretched entrance glistened with lube and anticipation. I drove in from the front, burying myself as deep as I could go, savoring the wild contrast of pain and pleasure on her face. With one arm she clung to my ass, nails dragging across my skin, while her other hand frantically circled her clit.

Her breaths were harsh, sweat beading on her chest. She kept her eyes fixed on mine, lips parted in a half-cry, working her clit fast and rough as I thrust harder into her. And then she came—her back arching, ass driving up to meet me, her orgasm wrenching a broken moan from her lips. That was all it took. Her tight, pulsing grip pushed me over the edge and I slammed myself deep, filling her ass with pulsing, almost painful jets of release. Electricity crackled through me, tying us together in this messy, beautiful, erotic knot.

Spent, I let my weight drop to the mattress, floating in the soft aftermath. Candace grinned wickedly down at me. “No photos this time? Don’t you want a souvenir?”

My gaze travelled hungrily over her flushed body, lingering on where my cum was slowly trickling from both her spent holes. “Actually, yes. That’s a sight I want to remember. Stay just like that for me, gorgeous. Where’s my phone?”

She rolled her eyes, but spread her legs a little wider, the picture of decadent surrender. “All right, tiger. Make it quick.”


Part 3




DAY 10: PLAY DATE

The city’s dusk pressed against my skin as I strode to the station, exhaustion trailing each step. The familiar ache from working late lingered in my muscles, but the thought of Jeremy pulsed beneath it, bright and insistent. If he was available, I’d slide onto the train beside him, let the swirl of our anticipation take the edge off this long day. If not, I’d melt into the backseat of an Uber, alone but already anticipating tomorrow. My fingers itched to reach him. 

Hey babe. Just left the office. Where are you? My message danced across the screen, as hungry as the questions I never allowed myself to ask.

Almost instantly: Heading your way. Red line. First car. How are you?

I could almost taste him in those clipped words. My reply came quickly, too honest: Rough night.

He came back with Sade: "Nothing Can Come Between Us." The lyrics flooded me, silky and intimate. My chest tightened, warmth flooding every hidden part of me. Jeremy quoting Sade was a seduction all its own; he had a way of making romance feel dangerous, a secret whispered just for me.

Still, I fought the tide inside. Wanting him hovered on the edge of surrender, but the obstacles—other lives, other years—pressed on my conscience. Our stolen hours together were crisp and glittering, too precious to drown with heavy declarations. Desire fought with restraint, and I tried—desperately—to keep things light.

I checked the arrivals on my phone, heart racing. I sent him a teasing little emoji, my way of hiding the storm inside. See you at 9:44.

Every minute crawled. The platform pulsed with anticipation. When Jeremy finally appeared—God, he owned that navy pinstripe—my knees nearly gave. I’d forgotten how easily he made business attire look obscene, how the cut of his jacket hinted at everything I wanted. Hunger ached through me; I craved him with a need that didn’t care about plans or propriety.

He found me quickly. There was a heat in the way he moved, stronger and rougher than usual. The lateness of the hour made us reckless, invisible; most of our peers would be driving, tucked safely away. Only we burned enough to risk this public intimacy.

Hey, lover boy. How was your dinner? My tone was light, pulling him in.

He groaned, pulling a face. “Agony. The partners paraded out half-naked, giggling women, desperate to amuse the summer associates. Not one could hold a decent conversation. Even the lone female associate vanished to the restroom—frankly, I’d rather have hidden with her than wade through those shallow pools. A couple guys left trailing the eye candy, but none of that even tempted me.”

The raw tension behind his words sent a shudder through me. “So—a total success, then?”

He leant closer, eyes hot. “What I mean is, ‘I wouldn’t want to lay or ever love with another.’”

Confusion and pleasure tangled inside me. “What?”

He laughed, soft and deep. “Sade again. ‘I Couldn’t Love You More, 1992.’ Don’t pretend you’re not the one who converted me.”

“In high school, maybe. Now I’m just playing catch-up.”

“You make me laugh.” His voice dropped. “I love you.” 

By now, the cabin had emptied except for us. It felt like the world had stopped spinning. I love you. The words reverberated, dizzying. Was this some generational shorthand—easy, disposable—or something heavier, living and hungry? Was it the booze, his exhaustion, the music still humming between us? I wanted to ask so badly, but I held back—he was carrying enough: the mess with Britney, the baby, the in-laws, the new job. He didn’t need me adding complications.

Still, the naked joy in his face made my own restraint crumble. I was losing myself to him, and it was only getting harder to pretend otherwise.

Twining my fingers in the loosened silk of his tie, I drew him closer—so close I could feel the heat of him on my skin. “Kiss me,” I whispered, my breath a trembling invitation.

He met my eyes, lust simmering in his gaze, and the graze of his thumb tracing along my jaw sent a needy shiver racing down my spine. There was an intensity in the way he cradled my face, as if every moment he considered was for my pleasure alone—a slow focus, savoring me before our mouths even touched.

When his lips finally found mine, the world shrank to the sensual hush of the carriage. His kiss was lazy and deliberate, his tongue curling around mine, drawing out the taste of me in wet sweeps. My entire body arched into him, sliding half atop his firm thighs, desperate for the touch I’d craved all day. His mouth moved with a languid hunger, greedier by the second, as if he wanted to devour every sigh from my lips, and I wondered if maybe the wine at dinner had made him bolder.

Reading my thoughts, he paused with his lips a breath from mine, voice low and raw. “Think I’m drunk because I’m worshipping you like this? Because I can’t stop saying I love you?”

I pressed my forehead against his, teasing him just enough to mask my trembling heart. “A little.”

He exhaled, stroking my cheek again, and the vulnerability in his admission stripped me bare. “I’m not drunk, Candace. I’m just tired of hiding this—how I want you. How I love you. I don’t want to pretend anymore.”

My pulse skittered. “Doesn’t it make things messier?”

He laughed softly, hands sweeping heat along my sides. “Maybe. But pretending not to feel… it’s worse.”

Any words I had bled into another kiss—ravenous now, aching to show what I was too afraid to confess. I pressed my curves tight against his body, rolling my hips so my breasts caressed the sharp lines of his chest, and reached for his thigh at the same moment his hand glided beneath the edge of my skirt. I felt his fingertips skim the sensitive skin above my stockings, and my own palm found the solid heat of his muscled leg. He tensed at my first squeeze, breaths sharpening, then melted into my touch, his hips shifting until our bodies were deliciously aligned—nothing and no one between us.

I slid a hand beneath him, feeling his arousal heavy and urgent through the fabric. The sneaky thrill of the train’s emptiness buzzed in my blood. “Let me take care of you,” I murmured, undoing his zipper, my fingers nimble and greedy.

“Candace… here?”

I pressed my lips to his ear, grinning. “Who’s going to see? It’s just us now.”

He watched, eyes wide and hungry, as I slipped my hand past his boxers. His cock was hot, thick, straining to meet my grip—impossibly hard already. I wrapped my fingers around him, savoring his weight, the silk of his skin under my thumb as I circled the head, teasing, coaxing. He shuddered.

“This reminds me of our first time,” he managed between ragged breaths, shifting to shield us with the edge of his jacket—before I pushed his hand away.

“Relax… Let me admire you. God, you’re gorgeous like this.”

He gasped, hips pressing up for more. “Fuck, Candace… I can’t—won’t last…”

His honesty made me bold. I stroked him slow and sure, reveling in every restrained groan, every shake of his body as the train glided on through the dark.

His arousal was impossible to miss—every ridge of his cock was etched beneath my fingers, velvet skin drawn taut over throbbing veins, the same dangerous hardness I’d craved so desperately before he’d ever found release. With a wicked smile, I spat softly into my palm, then worked his slick precum between my fingers, swirling it into the heat of him, making each stroke sinfully gliding, decadently slow. I tightened my grip on his swollen tip, coaxing a deeper moan out of his chest, before easing my hold at his base, teasing him with languid, controlled motions intended to tease and torment. I wanted to see how long he would last for me.

He arched his head back, pretending to relax, but the falter in his breath gave him away—his chest rising and falling with each choked gasp. The rumble of the train nearly overwhelmed his quiet, desperate sounds, so I leaned in close, my ear brushing his lips, drinking in every trembling groan, every strangled curse. I found his eyes again, dazed and stormy with helpless pleasure, his mouth curling into a lopsided grin.

“Got a tissue?” he whispered, almost hopeful.

“No,” I breathed, my lips barely touching his skin. “But there’s something better than a tissue.” My own desire burned inside me, a delicious ache low in my belly. I wanted the taste of him, wanted to take everything he had to give. The need was raw between us, feral and sweet.

His thighs tensed as I dipped down, taking him into my mouth, my tongue swirling hungrily around his salt-and-heat. The taste was all him—sweat, skin, sex, seasoned by the late hour and a day spent out in the world. I let myself get lost in the primal intimacy, inhaling the thick, musky scent that always worked me up.

I swallowed him as deep as I could manage, the stretch of him filling my mouth and throat, my lips sliding roughly along his length. When I pulled back, gliding my tongue over his tip, I let a thick string of saliva trail behind, then pressed my lips to his head and sucked—hard, relentless—while my fist worked his shaft at a punishing rhythm. I knew exactly how to unravel him.

He clamped his hand onto my shoulder, curling forward in helpless surrender as his orgasm tore through him. I felt each searing pulse splash across my tongue, his cock kicking against my lips again and again, loading my mouth with thick, salty heat. His grip softened with every spasm, body shuddering through the aftershocks. I could have swallowed on instinct, relishing the taste of him, but tonight, I wanted to own this—the sight, the decadence. When the last drop slid onto my tongue, I lifted my head, meeting his gaze with raw, electric satisfaction. Slowly, deliberately, I parted my lips to show off his seed pooled inside, savored the hunger in his eyes, then swallowed it all with a grin.

“Oh, fuck.” The words tumbled, hoarse and awed from his throat.

“No tissue necessary,” I teased, licking my lips.

He groaned hard, shaking his head as if trying to clear it. “Why do you torment me like this?”

Without warning, his hand tangled in my hair, pulling me in for a brutal, greedy kiss. He pulled my tongue deep into his mouth, tasting what I’d just swallowed as he pressed his lips to mine, claiming every last shimmer of pleasure.

When we finally pulled apart and he straightened up, he zipped his trousers, that wicked smile flashing for me alone.

He pinched my chin, his eyes dark with promise. “Now it’s my turn.”

“Planning a train ride blowjob for me?” I quipped, mouth tingling from his heat.

He shook his head, voice teasingly low. “No, sweetheart. But I am going to catch you off-guard. Trust me—I want to give you something unforgettable.”

I shuddered, desire tightening inside me. “This was unforgettable. I want you every damned way. I love feeling you come for me. In me.”

Barely had Jeremy opened his mouth to reply, when the world plunged into darkness—the sharp cut of the lights and the jarring lurch of the train slamming to a stop throwing us into the seat in front. My breath caught as I tried to collect myself, heart pounding with startled adrenaline and a sticky flow of anticipation that never seemed to evaporate around him. The intercom, crackling and distant, sputtered something unintelligible about a “hindrance”...“working hard”… “off the train…bus or…stay…”

"Did you catch any of that?" I whispered, straining to anchor myself with his presence in the blackness.

Standard protocol: you either wait out the misery on the stranded train, or trust the chaos of shuttle buses. But I was hardly thinking about logistics as anxiety prickled my skin, mingled with the delectable aftertaste of what I’d just done to him.

Our voices tripped over each other. “Should we risk it and take the bus, or wait?” “How long do you think it’ll be before they fix this?” The darkness around us was absolute—I couldn’t even make out the faintest outline of his face; only the ragged brush of his breath, close to mine, and the electricity pulsing between us.

"It's completely black," I managed, my voice softer—part fear, part longing.

He let out a low, amused exhale, but I could tell he was unsettled too. “I honestly can’t see a damn thing. I’m staring at my own hand and it’s like it doesn’t exist.”

But even deprived of sight, I could find him in other ways. My senses sharpened: the musky sweetness left on my lips, the seductive spiciness of his cologne stirred up from our tangle. I leaned in, letting all pretense of shyness dissolve. “I can still smell you,” I murmured, tracing the invisible space between us.

A laugh, richer than the night air, escaped him. “You smell fucking incredible yourself.”

Thank God for the darkness—I didn’t have to hide my wicked smile. “Thank you. I put this perfume on just for you.”

His response brushed over me, raw and hungry: “Jesus, every time I breathe you in, all I want is your thighs wrapped around my head.”

I bit down a giggle, picturing his mouth on me—a thrill so sharp I felt my pulse between my legs. “Let’s make that happen,” I teased, lower.

His groan slipped out, dark velvet in the midnight.

Reality prickled at me, trying to wrest my mind back to practical matters. “So, what’s your plan for getting to the next stop?” My words trembled between desire and duty.

I could hear the mischief loading his voice. “If memory serves…one of us has a secret thing for exhibitionism. Unexpected audience, cramped train car… That fantasy’s practically writing itself.”

“I mean, I just sucked your cock in public,” I countered, trying not to dissolve into laughter.

“True. But you were the one safe, the one with the secret. Now, what if someone caught you?”

The idea made me blush into the void. “I could use a distraction…” I admitted, breathless.

Almost as if he’d conjured the hunger into being, Jeremy’s hand found the hem of my skirt, gliding his palm slowly up my inner thigh. Simultaneously, his mouth traced a trail from my jaw to the sensitive notch below my ear, his words rumbling against my skin, “I’m going to fuck you until you forget you ever wanted anything else, until you can’t remember your own name, only how good I make you feel.”

In that moment, he could have recited quantum physics and I would’ve melted for him all the same. Every vulnerability, every thread of arousal within me snapped violently awake. Anyone stumbling on us now—God help them.

With sure, domineering hands, Jeremy took control, gripping my hips and lifting me up onto the padded headrest of the seat. My shoes slipped off with rushed abandon, the cool train air ghosting up my now-bare shins as I let my legs fall open for him. I squinted, the darkness swallowing his face, but his touch mapped my every nerve.

I heard him growl, “Candace, are you still in underwear?”

“Some of us work for a living,” I shot back, breath catching. “Of course I am.”

“Unacceptable.” There was a vicious delight in his voice as his fingers found the waistband of my panties, hooked in, and in two sharp, decisive moves, tore them away. The sound of fabric snapping echoed in the dark, wicked and thrilling.

“Perfect. Now you’re exactly how I like you.”

A sharp pang of loss hit me. “Those were my favorite pair.”

He chuckled, hot and hungry. “I’ll buy you a thousand more.”

Somewhere in the thick shadow, rationality reared its head. “Are you sure this is a good—”

My plea was swallowed whole by the feverish press of Jeremy’s lips—hot, demanding, tasting every slick inch of me in the unseen dark. His hands gripped my hips with determined strength, holding me steady, his tongue parting me with eager, relentless strokes. I was helpless to his hunger, my body arching instinctively, seeking more. My voice trembled, ragged with need, as I whispered frantic directions: “Left. A little more—God, yes—higher, Jeremy, just a little… yes, right there, don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

I looped my arms around his head, dragging him deeper into the cradle of my thighs, desperate for his mouth, his attention, to obliterate everything else. There was no relaxing, not perched as I was—vulnerable, exposed, balancing precariously atop the hard seatback. All I wanted was to lose myself in the chaos he incited, to surrender to the darkness and Jeremy’s wicked tongue.

My desire was insistent, uncontrollable. “Undo your zipper. I need to feel you—inside me,” I hissed, my own hands trembling as my hips rocked against his face.

He paused, lips glistening, his voice teasing but thick with lust. “Just a hole to fill, am I?”

“Shut up and get your cock out. Now,” I breathed, not caring about dignity or manners. Only aching urgency.

The sound of metal teeth parting was almost deafening in the silence. Time spun out as I waited, greedy with anticipation.

“You’re already hard for me?” I purred, my center throbbing, slick and open.

Jeremy’s reply was low and rough, full of heat. “After what you just let me do with my tongue, I’m aching.”

With a hungry twist of my hips, heels planted on either side of him, I guided myself onto him, taking him impossibly deep in one molten slide. The sensation stretched and filled me, eliciting a gasp that shuddered through my whole body. “Fuck, you feel incredible,” I moaned, barely able to catch my breath.

He groaned, his fingers biting into my skin. “Every damn day. I want this every day.”

I could barely think. “Did you get bigger? God, you feel huge.”

A laugh flickered in his throat, rough and primal. “Just you, baby. Did you get wetter for me?”

I gripped his shoulders, grinding down on him. “Always. Only for you.”

His voice was strained, close to the edge. “Baby, I need you to come now—I’m right there. Please.”

“Already?” I teased. But I could feel him throbbing, about to lose control.

As if summoned by our wicked rhythm, blinding fluorescent lights suddenly crackled to life above. Startled, we jerked apart, reality crashing in.

I scrambled off, pulse stuttering, scanning desperately for my discarded shoes and the shredded lace of my panties. Jeremy fought to stuff his eager cock away, frustration etching his brow. “You seriously need to get yourself under control,” I whispered, smirking.

He closed his eyes, concentrating fiercely—probably conjuring numbers or spreadsheets, whatever trick he used to calm down. “Shit. Now what?”

Leaning my forehead against the glass, disappointment washed over me, sharp and unexpected. This—the frantic quickies, the stolen moments, the wrong lovers waiting at home—couldn’t be all we were. Sometimes we had luxury, a hotel suite with crisp linen and hours to explore. But trapped together on a stalled train, lunging for a taste of each other before reality cracked us open…I felt cheap, exposed, wanting more.

Then, through the glare, something caught my eye: metal bars, rubber swings, the ghostly silhouette of a playground shimmering beyond the platform.

I nudged Jeremy. “Do you see that?”

He squinted. “A star?”

Rolling my eyes. “No, look—there’s a playground.”

He frowned, uncomprehending. I grinned, emboldened, collecting my briefcase and suit jacket, panties bunched in my fist. “Come on.”

We tumbled off the train together, the night swallowing our panting breaths. Two of Dallas’s best-dressed professionals, running wild and half-dressed through the night. Laughing, heels clacking, clothes rumpled. It was madness, delicious and reckless.

The train pulled away, leaving Jeremy’s outline glowing in its final light. I couldn’t resist. Throwing myself into his arms, I hooked my legs around his waist, clinging to him. “Sit on that swing and fuck me,” I commanded, the thrill of being seen and unseen burning in my veins.

He hesitated, voice husky. “On the swing?”

“…the slide, anywhere, I don’t care. Just fuck me. Now.”

The playground was a reckless invitation—a forbidden theater, and I was draped around Jeremy like my life depended on the bite of his hands. He staggered across the uneven mulch, carrying me tight against his chest, my thighs fastened at his waist. When he fell back onto the swing, his grip barely loosened; desperation overtook decorum. I found myself astride his body, balancing on trembling thighs while he fumbled his zipper down and freed himself—thick, heavy, more familiar than my own heartbeat.

My back arched as I rose over him, bracing on the cold metal chains, hands slipping as I shifted my hips, guiding him inside. He filled me so obscenely, inch by savage inch; my body ached with a delirious anticipation that almost broke me. The stretch burned in the sweetest way. Instead of the hard lines of a mattress, there was only Jeremy and the thrill of public abandon.

He grasped my hips, holding me there, drawing out a shuddering gasp as my slick heat welcomed him. Each gentle thrust made the swing jolt and creak, our bodies suspended above a child’s sandbox, moving as one—scandalous, wild. I pressed my cheek against his hair; his breath was ragged against me, needy and raw.

“Oh, fuck, baby, I can feel how much you’ve missed me,” he rasped, lips grazing the shell of my ear. “I missed your scent, your skin, the wet clamp of you around me. Everything.”

I wound the silver chains tight in my fists, my hair falling around us as I rocked down to meet every surge of his cock. He kissed me with aching hunger, nipping my lower lip, his tongue gliding deep, tasting my need right from my mouth. We swayed, suspended, the motion hypnotic—blending pleasure and risk until I melted into his body and the world blurred behind my closed lashes.

Jeremy stopped the swing without warning, grinding his heels into the mulch, jaw clenched. “God, I can’t hold back. Do you know what this does to me? Fuck, I’m coming, baby—”

I was an offering in his lap, helpless to do anything but clutch him and ride out the crest of his release. Through gritted teeth I urged him over the edge, biting into the curve of his muscle, then lifting my head to murmur, “Let it go. Come inside me. I want it.”

His hands bruised my hips, pinning me against the thick root of his cock as his climax tore through him. He trembled, muttered broken curses, and slumped forward, smothering us in a spiral of heat and breathless relief. His entire body collapsed against mine—spent, grateful, undone.

“Jesus Christ,” he breathed, finally loosening his grip. “Thank you.”

My lips brushed his ear, teasing, “You’re not finished. The slide. I’m not done with you yet.”

He looked up—eyes refocused, wicked grin spreading. God, I adored that look on him.

I slid from his lap, raw and hungry, watching as he yanked his pants down, stripped off his shoes—a vision of reckless masculinity. That cock—already irresistible, glistening with his own release and my need. Before I could stop myself, I dropped to my knees in the moonlit mulch and took him between my lips, letting him feel my tongue sweep away the slick that belonged to both of us. His flavor, our mixture, thick and decadent—I could suck him until morning.

His head rolled back, fingers tangling in my hair. “Fuck, you’re licking my cum off me after I just fucked you,” he choked out, voice rough with disbelief and awe.

I released his head with a slow drag of my tongue, sending him a smoldering stare. “You love it.”

His shudder told me everything.

Jeremy threaded his fingers through my hair, his grip gentle yet commanding, guiding my mouth as his cock grew and thickened on my tongue. I could feel his arousal coming alive again, swelling against my lips until he was every decadent, familiar inch I’d missed—almost too much for my jaw, just the way I craved. My cheeks flushed with satisfaction.

“You’re perfect—so hard. Just like I want. Get your gorgeous self up on that slide and fuck me like you mean it.”

Without breaking my gaze, I hopped to my feet, my pulse thrumming as I hurried to the slide, the cool metal pressing against my back as I arranged myself, skirt bunched around my waist, ass exposed and ready, legs inviting. I dangled off the edge, my anticipation nearly painful.

Jeremy chuckled, unable to resist a grin. “Feels like it was only yesterday I was climbing all over these things.”

“Don’t even try it, junior. Longer for me—and you owe me.”

He flashed a sheepish grin, then crawled to the base of the slide, eyes locked onto me—hungry, intent. He knelt, finding my entrance soaked and needy, slick from his cum and my own desire. With a growl, he pressed inside, the stretch exquisite, the slide cool under my back, the heat between us making me forget everything else.

He rocked into me, deep and steady, teasing me with every measured withdrawal—the loss unbearable, the return so full I moaned. I needed him deeper, harder, more. The slow pace was maddening.

“Please, baby—harder. I need to feel you fuck me. Lose control.”

He gave a frustrated laugh, thighs shifting in the mulch beneath us. “God, I want to—Candace, I want to fuck you senseless—but these damn wood chips…”

A sting of sympathy flickered, but my need overwhelmed it. “Table. Now.”

Jeremy didn’t hesitate. He lifted me effortlessly, his hands gripping my thighs, carrying me to the rough wooden picnic table. He laid me down, the coolness of the tabletop a delicious contrast to the fire inside me. Moonlight danced through the magnolia branches overhead; all I saw was him between my legs, flushed and ravenous.

He grabbed my hips, dragging me to the table’s edge. My legs wound around his waist, heels digging into his back, urging him closer until I could feel his heat, the blunt rise of his cock at my entrance. I didn’t want to wait—I needed him to take me.

“Please, Jeremy—now. Don’t make me beg.”

That was all he needed. With one devastating thrust, he sheathed himself in me, filling me so completely my breath left in a choked gasp. My body arched to accommodate him, the pleasure sharp at first—almost overwhelming.

“Fuck—did I hurt you?” His voice was rough, concerned, but hungry.

“It’s so much… but don’t you dare stop. Give me all of it.”

His uncertainty melted into desire. He drew back, letting his head tease my aching clit, then slammed into me again, each stroke sending sparks through my body, the air echoing with my desperate moans. He leaned forward and kissed me, our lips hungry, open, devouring.

“Is this what you want?” he groaned, hips driving relentlessly, his girth pressing everywhere I ached for him.

“Don’t stop—please—fuck me, make me come.”

Bent over me, Jeremy moved with focused abandon, fucking me deep and hard, dragging every nerve in my body to attention. His shaft slid against my G-spot with every thrust, thick and unyielding, claiming every inch of me, over and over, until there was nothing but the table, the stars, and his cock owning me completely.

My legs parted for him, wide and shameless, my hands hooked behind my knees as I pulled myself open, aching for the deepest invasion, hungry for him to claim every untouched secret within me. I wanted to feel him everywhere—thrusting into depths no one else had ever discovered, making me tremble with need so sharp it was almost pain. Every time he sank inside me, it was everything I wanted, an exquisite torment of fullness; every time he pulled out, I felt bereft, like he'd stolen my very breath. The ache between my thighs grew maddening, unspeakable sounds building in my throat, but I bit them back as pleasure threatened to unravel me.

"I'm so close," I gasped, barely able to speak.

He grunted, voice dark and raw against my ear. "Fuck, me too. God, you’re soaked, so tight. Christ, Candace."

"Jeremy, please—you’re perfect—" I panted, dizzy with the need for him.

"Come with me. Right now."

That command pushed me over the edge. My entire body seized on his cock, my inner muscles clutching him, refusing to let him go. My orgasm hit—helpless, hot, punishing—and I gasped, spasms wracking my core, my hands digging into his ass, holding him locked inside me. Jeremy’s grip tangled in my hair, his hips driving deeper as he shuddered with release, a groan torn from his lips as he spilled into me in thick, uncontrollable pulses. He stuffed his fist into his mouth, trying to muffle the sound, but I was far gone, crying out against the star-dappled park, greedy for every twisted bolt of pleasure he gave me.

"Yes, Jeremy, oh fuck, don’t stop, don’t you fucking stop—"

My words tumbled out, raw and honest, shame left behind as another wave overtook me. He slapped his hand gently, firmly over my mouth, stifling the next scream before it broke out. So I bit him, hard, needing something to anchor myself as I bucked under him, milking every last inch, wrung out and wild. For a wild, breathtaking moment, I dissolved into the night, every boundary between us erased—his cock fused inside me, our bodies tangled and indistinguishable, lost beneath the shimmering silhouette of the magnolia above. Nothing in the world but us and this trembling pleasure.

Then his voice, raspy, amused. "Baby, you can stop biting me now."

A flush burned across my face. "Shit. Sorry."

Jeremy only laughed, that delicious, exhausted sound, still buried inside me as he hovered, eyes dark and intense in the ghost-light. Something unspoken charged the air—something I wasn’t sure I wanted to hear.

His gaze burned into mine. "Candace, you know I’m crazy about you, right?"

I exhaled. "Me too."

"It’s just—this feels like more, more than just—"

The words trailed as memories flashed—us fucking on a train, on a playground, all the places daring and desperate enough to match what we had.

"Have you ever done this with Britney?"

He laughed, shaking his head. "Fuck no, nothing like this."

I smiled, threading my fingers into his hair, breathless and honest. "Exactly. Ours is… more, in its own messy, beautiful way. Let’s just have it."

Jeremy’s eyes searched mine, unsatisfied, longing for promises I wasn’t ready to give. And maybe, just maybe, I’d give him everything—if he only knew. For now, I just wanted him.

Guided by the pale glow from our screens, we hunted for our scattered clothes and shoes around the playground, our laughter soft and giddy in the midnight air. Every step made grass and woodchips cling to my legs, and I couldn’t help but smirk at my own disheveled state—hair wild, thighs trembling, panties as useless now as the innocence we’d left behind. I felt thoroughly, brazenly used, every muscle humming with the delicious ache only Jeremy could inflict. His mark was everywhere on me, in every secret fold and shaken limb. Meanwhile, Jeremy looked hardly touched except for the way he winced, brushing wood chips off his knees and muttering about playgrounds being made for softer forms of play.

We staggered out of the park’s shadows and onto the street, hearts racing as much from what we’d done as from what might come next. Two Ubers appeared, headlights carving sharp beams across the darkness. Before we could part, Jeremy seized my wrist, his mouth crashing down on mine—a kiss burning with both gratitude and lust, tongues tasting all the sweat and fever of our unfinished story.

“Thank you for tonight,” he breathed against my lips, his words making my body shiver anew. I pressed in harder, greedy for every last trace of him.

A grin tugged at his mouth, breaking the solemnity. “Thank you for letting me live out a fantasy I didn’t even know I still had.”

I traced my fingers up his chest, teasing. “Pretty sure you still have plenty left, but don’t expect me to indulge the one with another man. Just yet.”

He arched an eyebrow, a dark possessiveness flickering in his gaze. “You know you’re all I want. The rest, maybe one day. But right now, I just want you.”

I couldn’t help but blush at the intensity in his voice, the way he made ‘pretty lady’ sound as filthy as any secret he’d spoken against my ear.

“Goodnight, stud.” My own voice was low and hungry, a promise for next time.

He brushed his thumb over my lower lip, memorizing the moment. “Goodnight, gorgeous.”

I watched him disappear into his ride, my body still thrumming and my heart aching with need, already longing for the next time I’d fall apart in his arms.


DAY 11: AN INDECENT PROPOSAL

Thursday evening, Jeremy’s text lit up my phone, yet again: another impromptu firm function had devoured our plans. I nearly groaned aloud—my favorite vibrator was barely keeping up with my needs, the poor thing abused by my restless, insatiable body. It faltered now, frustratingly out of sync with my desire. Each week blurred into the next, and Jeremy was always being whisked away for some new corporate gala—a kitschy baseball outing here, a starched, exclusive lunch there. These obligations shredded our time together, leaving it starved and anemic, nothing more than brief, stolen glances across cramped train seats in the early morning fog—sometimes not even that, should a deposition or hearing sweep him away even sooner.

God, I ached for the man who belonged, inconveniently, to someone else. But that troublesome fact faded each time my pulse quickened at the memory of his touch.

Frustrated, I joked about taking my sexual grievances to the firm’s top dog: John Parker, the owner and, ironically, my old law school cohort. A devilish impulse sparked, and I texted Jeremy a cheeky devil emoji. “Parker’s ruining my sex life.”

He replied within seconds: “Me too.”

“I might just need to have words with him,” I threatened, a hint of mischief in every tap.

He played along perfectly. “Please do. I’ve seriously got blue balls over here.”

“Blue balls? So my sex toy’s out of commission?” I teased.

“Sex toy?” he volleyed back, feigning outrage.

“Yes. Is that beneath you?” My pulse drummed in anticipation.

He typed, “Well, I do feel a little…cheap.”

My lips curled. “I can make you feel even cheaper, you know.”

His reply was a confession: “I wish you would.”

If only I could. “I wish I could. If you weren’t busy every damn night.”

He didn’t deny it. “The firm warned me: ‘You might fall for a sexy, beautiful, experienced woman.’ They never mentioned I’d barely see her.”

His words made me catch my breath. There it was: love, hanging unspoken between us, electrifying the air.

A hesitation, and then: “U there?”

I had to deflect, needed to keep it light: “Yes—just mulling over being branded the ‘experienced woman.’ Is that secret code for ‘older’?”

He responded, blunt and honest as always. “Not at all. I meant exactly what I said. And by the way, you skipped right over ‘sexy, beautiful.’”

I let a playful note slip. “Guess I did.”

He pressed on. “You also skipped the part where I said, ‘fall in love.’”

Suddenly, I found myself struggling for words, time stretching unbearably.

“Candace?”

“I’m here,” I finally managed.

He pushed me, gentle but relentless. “You dodge this every time I bring it up.”

I couldn’t help the honesty: “Sorry. This isn’t easy for me.”

His confession landed soft against my skin. “It’s not easy for me either. But texting makes it easier. I just…can’t hide my feelings anymore.”

“I need time,” I admitted, the truth raw and fragile.

“No big deal. I’ll back off,” he promised.

Guilt pricked me. “I’m not trying to push you away.”

“You’re not. I’ve told you how I feel. Now it’s your space—I’ll wait until you decide if it’s mutual.”

Beneath his words, I sensed the ache of restraint. “Thanks,” I wrote.

He broke it with a single, vulnerable heart emoji. “Sorry, had to. I’m finished now.”

Something stirred in me—tender, dangerous. “It’s okay. It was adorable. And—speak of the devil—Parker’s calling me. Will message later. I miss you.”

His answer came swiftly, laced with longing. “Miss you too.”

***

Something about Jeremy’s boss, Parker, always unnerved me—even when we exchanged polite banter, a shadow lingered behind his smile. Maybe it was the muttered gossip about his supposed violence at home, whispered in the corridors when people thought no one was listening. I hadn’t seen anything myself—I was a lawyer who lived for facts, not whispers in the dark. Still, there was his unusually close rapport with Monica, the firm’s managing partner. She had a cold, predatory aura that made my skin prickle every time she entered the room. No concrete proof of wrongdoing—just a sixth sense screaming for caution. I could play nice with Parker, but I knew better than to let my guard down.

His calls came now and then, usually ending in invitations to obligatory functions or networking soirées where the wine flowed and smiles were tight. So when his name lit up my phone, I braced myself for another round of polished small talk.

“Hi Parker. Always a pleasure to hear from you,” I murmured, masking my reservations.

“Candace, thanks again for joining us at the fundraiser. If you and George hadn’t come, I’d have been staring at empty chairs all night. Would’ve died of embarrassment,” he replied, his voice slick with practiced gratitude.

“Our pleasure. Thank you for including us,” I answered, matching his tone, though my patience thinned at the thought of more forced mingling.

“I’d love to repay you with dinner. Are you free tonight?” His question landed with more weight than he intended, pushing a subtle boundary I almost missed.

“I am, but George is away on business,” I admitted, feeling a twitch of unease curl in my stomach.

“Even better. My wife’s out of commission as well, so it’ll be just the two of us—like old times, catching up,” he said, his voice dropping a shade lower, as if unveiling a secret.

The idea didn’t thrill me, but I’d already admitted my availability—and if I declined, Parker would just chase me for another date, prolonging the inevitable. Best to just face it head-on.

“Text me the details and I’ll be there,” I said, surrendering with reluctant charm, already anticipating the challenge ahead.

***

Dallas pulsed with culinary ambition, each restaurant vying for the crown of innovation and seduction of the palate. From this constellation of delights, Parker had chosen Dragonfly Kitchen at Hotel ZaZa—a venue decadent in both atmosphere and reputation. The flickering candlelight danced across white tablecloths, but the food on my plate remained largely untouched, nudged aimlessly as I secretly longed for Jeremy to be at my side instead. His absence left every flavor dull, every bite hollow.

Parker lived up to his reputation, his polished charm undiminished by the whispers that his luxurious firm existed more on the fortune of his wife than his talent. Still, he wielded conversation like a silky weapon, allowing me to drift in his clever banter, all the while my thoughts ached for the young, magnetic man who would soon abandon his post next to me for a coveted position beside Parker himself.

The evening blurred with laughter and elegant bites I barely tasted, until the air shifted—Parker's hand settled over mine with intoxicating confidence, heat bleeding through his touch. "Candace, you’re stunning. I never understood why we never explored what was between us," he murmured, and suddenly the illusion of idle chitchat shattered.

A sudden nervous flutter prickled beneath my skin. I slid my hand from under his, feigning interest in the cool stem of my wine glass rather than the slow burn of embarrassment and alarm. "Some things just aren’t meant to happen," I replied, wrapping my lips around the rim of my glass, desperate for composure.

He wasn’t deterred. His fingers glided over the exposed skin of my neck, leaving a trail of electrified goosebumps before settling on my shoulder, his palm drawing possessive circles. "It doesn't have to be like that, Candace."

A coil of unease tightened inside me even as the touch sent a traitorous shiver to my core. But politeness demanded restraint over instinct. "I’m not sure George would share your outlook," I said softly, clinging to the tether of my marriage vows.

He leaned closer, his breath a whisper against my cheek, laced with temptation. "Perhaps what George doesn’t know won’t hurt him."

My defenses bristled, and I regarded him coolly. "It’s not that simple."

He pressed on, his gaze predatory. "How long have you actually been married?"

"Twenty-three years and counting," I replied, my voice thin, hoping to close the subject.

"Are you telling me there’s only been George? No one else’s lips, no one else’s hands?" His tone was wickedly insistent, a lawyer’s tenacity mixed with carnal curiosity.

My cheeks flushed as Parker prowled closer to the truth. "Isn’t that what marriage is supposed to be?" I managed, though the certainty in my voice faltered.

He smirked, relentless. "You’re not really answering me." Parker was trained to dig until he struck confession. He wasn't going to release me easily.

"Marriage means fidelity. Commitment." The words came, brittle with effort, my mind spinning memories of soft sheets and old promises.

"But that’s not the question I’m asking, is it?" He allowed his nudge to linger, his attention searing.

Desperation gripped me. "Are we in a deposition, Parker?" I asked, seeking to distance—not just emotionally, but physically from the dangerous thrill he radiated.

He backed off, lips curling in apology. "Sorry," he said, his voice lowering into something more intimate. "It’s just hard for me to see two people—a man and a woman as alive as we are—suffocating in unhappy love."

"I never said I was unhappy," I protested, startled at his bold accuracy.

He shrugged, smiling with infuriating confidence. "Just an observation from the gala," referencing our last encounter, the way his eyes caught details others missed.

"Maybe you're mistaken," I shot back, bracing for another verbal swerve.

He grinned wider, eyes glinting. "You’re defensive now, which, I hope you can appreciate, only fuels my assumption…"

Fury and longing tangled. "No, Parker. It doesn’t."

He leaned in, his baritone brushing my nerves raw. "Let’s not pretend, Candace. You’re in your prime—stunning, radiant, likely insatiable beneath that careful facade. At the gala, George looked tired, spent—eclipsed by your vitality. Surely you’re not getting everything you need at home?"

I drew a sharp breath, affronted as much by the truth as the provocation. "You’re assuming—a lot. And you’re forgetting that I love my husband."

"Ever thought maybe love and pleasure can exist in parallel? You can savor another’s body, share that electric spark, all while holding your love sacred and untouched." His words dripped with invitation.

My pulse quickened with fear and reluctant curiosity. "That’s not how my heart works," I confessed.

He smiled, slow and shameless. "Why can’t friendship include the freedom of bodies as well as minds? That’s not really betraying your vows of love—is it?"

I searched his face, lost and aching for clarity. "That’s not why I came tonight. I just thought it was dinner, nothing more."

“We’ve spent nearly a quarter of a century in each other’s orbit, Candace. Maybe it’s time we finally admit what’s been lingering between us,” Parker murmured, his gaze sharpening as he edged closer, the heat of his body making my skin prickle uncomfortably.

A shiver slipped down my spine, not from anticipation but distress. “Parker, this isn’t a conversation I want to be having.” My voice was soft, forced polite, edged with desperation.

His fingertips traced lazily up my forearm, warm and possessive, lingering deceptively gentle. “If you ever reconsider, Candace, you know where to find me. I think you and I could make each other very, very happy. Imagine all the fun we could have.”

The mental image crashed through me, unwanted—a flash of tangled sheets and Parker’s familiar face above mine—and my body recoiled from the idea, nausea curling deep inside me. I tightened my grip on the napkin in my lap, guilt simmering hotter than embarrassment. I’d just wielded George as my shield, my noble excuse to turn Parker down…all the while Jeremy’s memory lingered on my lips; Jeremy, who was the truth beneath my trembling denials.

Tonight with Parker was supposed to be innocent—just old friends, familiar laughter, predictable conversation. It had nothing at all to do with Jeremy. Jeremy was a reckless new color in my life: bright, irresistible, illicit. Everything felt more alive since he’d lifted the lid on my desires—vivid and daring in a way Parker could never hope to ignite.

I forced a smile and mustered my best lawyer’s exit, neatly untangling myself from Parker’s persistent, hungry glances. His farewell was a grotesque parody of intimacy: arms wrapping me up far too long, his lips lingering flush against mine in an unsubtle, uninvited kiss. My skin crawled in protest. The moment the train’s doors slid open, I practically bolted inside, needing miles—and cleansing, searing water—between me and the taste of that night, desperate to scrub away the sticky film of regret and the tightening knot of guilt that neither Parker nor George deserved.


DAY 12: BREACH OF CONTRACT

I hadn’t laid eyes on Jeremy since our deliciously wicked time on the playground—it had felt like an eternity. When I finally spotted him that Friday morning, my pulse stirred with anticipation. He was utterly mouthwatering in a fitted tan summer suit, the fabric skimming his solid frame, and an emerald green tie that should have lit up those stunning eyes I adored. Yet… the usual sparkling mischief was absent, his mood muted like a clouded sky.

His lips brushed mine, too brief, lacking their usual heat. My skin tingled, craving more.

“Hi, pretty lady,” he murmured, voice low but distant.

“Hi yourself,” I replied, holding his gaze, searching for a hint of his former sparkle. “How are you?”

His shoulders lifted, a half-hearted effort. “Doing okay.”

I arched a brow—it was a lie, clear as day. The tension in his jaw gave him away. “Doesn’t look that way, Jeremy. What’s going on?”

He hesitated, the mask of bravado slipping. “I don’t want to burden you with it.”

A small smile curved my lips—he was trying to protect me, infuriating and endearing all at once. “Please do. We’re friends, remember?”

He let out a sigh, voice quiet and thick with frustration. “You warned me about this, so now I feel like an idiot.”

I searched my memory for what I might’ve cautioned him about—Parker, Monica, or maybe some long-ago warning about his wife? No, that was too personal even for my taste. I was stumped.

“Just tell me,” I coaxed, leaning in, our knees brushing on the worn train seat.

He finally let it spill, the words weighted and sour. “It’s Monica.”

I groaned, dread tightening inside me. “Oh god.”

“Yeah,” he muttered.

“Is she hitting on you?” My voice took on a sharp, protective edge.

“It’s worse than that.”

A tremor ran through me, irritation rising. “Am I going to have to drag it out of you? You’re awfully big for me to wrestle, you know…”

He managed a rueful smile. “I feel like a fool. I should’ve listened to you.”

“All I ever said is she gives me the creeps—hardly evidence. What’s really going on?”

He ran a hand through his hair, face flushed with shame and anger. “Since I accepted the firm’s offer, she’s gotten outrageously handsy. Annoying, but tolerable. Then she started describing, in obscene detail, what she wanted us to do together—seriously, it made your dirty talk seem quaint.”

I nudged him with my elbow, heat simmering beneath my skin despite the seriousness. “Thanks for that image.”

A crooked grin twisted his lips. “Sorry. Had to lighten the mood.” He drew a breath, bitterness returning. “Finally, she flat-out invited me to her place. When I said no, she went ballistic. She told me, outright, that as managing partner, she pulls the strings. She’d break the agreement to pay off my student loans, slash my salary if I didn’t sleep with her. If I tried to fight back—she’d tank my reputation in the legal world. Total blackmail.”

A furious expletive escaped me—low and venomous. The unfairness, the violation, the nerve of her.

Jeremy’s smile flickered, warmer for a heartbeat. “There’s that filthy mouth I adore.”

“Honey, the words I could use right now would get us kicked off this train. Count yourself lucky.”

He chuckled, but the tension didn’t leave him. “I even thought about giving in, just to get her off my back, but I couldn’t imagine it ending there. She’d just use it—every time she wanted sex, she’d hold it over me. I’d be trapped, every time on her command.”

I shivered at the implication, fingers curling tightly into my skirt. “You’re right.”

His next words were soft, sincere. “And honestly, the idea of being with her made me feel like I’d be cheating on you. I don’t want anyone else. I hate that she put me in this position.”

That confession pierced me—a rush of possessive desire and vulnerability tangled inside. I swallowed, avoiding the longing in his eyes.

Instead, I focused on the problem at hand. “Have you thought about your options?”

“Yes, I’ve considered my options,” he said, glancing away, his tone roughened by nerves and the drag of responsibility. “I could probably land a position at a decent firm in New York. But Britney’s shot that idea down—she’s flat-out refused to move back. And there’s no way in hell I’m leaving my daughter behind with her. I refuse to be that kind of father.”

A rush of secret relief pulsed through me at his words—New York faded into the background, out of reach and mercifully out of the picture. I tried to hide the smile that threatened to curl my lips.

He leaned toward me, voice lower, intimate. “I might have a shot at another firm here in Dallas...if I move quickly, before Monica poisons the well. Maybe I could ask one of the junior partners for a recommendation, but I’m not sure who I trust or if anyone even knows what Monica’s really up to. For a minute, I thought about talking to Parker. But honestly...I don’t know if he’s in on it or just sleeping with her.”

A reluctant laugh slipped out of me. “Oof. That’s complicated. They say those two are an item, but I can’t imagine Monica would want Parker to know she’s throwing herself at you.”

He nodded thoughtfully, a shadow flickering behind those jewel-green eyes. “No scenario I dream up ends with him taking my side over hers. Loyalty just doesn’t work like that, does it?”

“I think you’re right.”

He raked a hand through his hair, a tell he couldn’t hide from me. “So the last route I see is switching over to the public sector. Monica’s claws don’t reach quite as far there. Still, my student loans are massive. I can’t support my family on what I’d make in government.”

Every option felt like a trap. My heart twisted at the injustice, my mind racing for a sly maneuver—anything to protect him without asking him to sell himself.

“Jeremy,” I said, working to keep my voice steady, “can you buy us a few days? Don’t encourage Monica, but just...hold steady, keep your head down. Don’t take the bait.”

He grinned, cocky even as his eyes betrayed exhaustion. “For you? I can handle her—hell, I could deal with a certified lunatic for a few days.”

“One more thing.” I paused, biting my lip, pulse thrumming with a wicked idea I tried to keep contained. “Would you consider joining my firm if we made you an offer? The salary wouldn’t beat what Parker promised or touch those flashy New York numbers, but...we’re one of Dallas’s best. You’d have security. Respect.”

A wicked smile materialized on his lips, the old mischief flaring again. “Working with you? God, yes. I’d jump at the chance.”

I feigned a stern glare, deliberately teasing. “You do realize it wouldn’t be nonstop debauchery. No wild romps on every conference room table.”

He moved closer, dropping his voice—deliberate, dangerous. “But maybe, once in a while, you’d let me bend you over your desk. Just a little extracurricular fun?”

The image rushed in, leaving my cheeks flushed, heat swirling low in my belly. “Maybe once in a blue moon,” I replied, breathier than I intended.

His eyes turned hungry, laughter spilling between us. “Then I’m sold.”

Our conversation drifted into playful banter laced with filthy suggestion—heated promises about positions we hadn’t tried, whispered fantasies for next time the world gave us just a sliver of privacy. But behind my laughter, my thoughts spun—plotting for Jeremy’s escape from Monica’s clutches, determined to rewrite the end to this messy, electric story.

***

Hope flickered within me that I could somehow broker a gentleman’s agreement with Parker, persuading him to release Jeremy from his suffocating contract. But that hope dimmed, poisoned by the memory of Parker’s suggestive overtures at dinner and the gut-deep certainty I’d always harbored—he simply couldn’t be trusted. I braced myself for the inevitable ugliness. If it meant bartering my own body, laying myself bare to liberate Jeremy from Monica’s venomous clutch, I would steel my resolve and endure it.

Later that evening, unable to stomach the thought of sharing my real agenda, I spun a web of excuses for George—something about errands, nothing serious—and slipped out into the night. My destination: Agent Provocateur, its very name a thrill and a taunt. The shop shimmered with erotic promise. Satin, lace, delicate embroidery—splinters of seduction everywhere. My stomach twisted uneasily. These should be gifts for Jeremy, little secrets for his eyes alone, not bait for a man whose touch I dreaded. But I forced myself to remember: in a twisted, convoluted way, this was for Jeremy. The things I’d endure for him—this debasement barely scratched the surface.

I sifted through their decadent collection, letting silk and mesh brush over my skin, chasing sensations and fighting revulsion. Half the store ended up in my dressing room—innocent white and cream discarded, too pure for what I had planned. The playful greens, purples, and pinks belonged to other women, in other lives. Red, with its raw promise, felt too intimate—love had no place in this transaction. At last, I found my armor: a midnight-blue plunge bra, dangerously low and impossibly soft, hugged my curves. The matching garter belt clung sinfully to my hips, and black seamed stockings promised dark allure beneath my black silk suit. This dark, smoldering ensemble suited my mood all too well.

Sitting in my car, heart pounding, I sent Parker a message.

"Hey Parker. Any chance I can meet with you?"

His reply was quick, confident, obnoxiously casual.

"Sure. Does this have anything to do with our dinner?"

A long, silent beat.

"Sort of."

"C cryptic."

"Sorry. It's best to discuss in person."

His words crawled across the screen.

"Fair enough. It's always a pleasure to see you."

A sickly shudder ran through me. “Thank you.”

"I have some time Tuesday afternoon."

“How’s 5:30?”

A late rendezvous—after his staff would have vanished, leaving me and him alone with the shadows.

"Looking forward to it," he wrote.

I wished with every fiber of my being that I could say the same.


DAY 12: BURLESQUE

The nerves twisted and tangled in my stomach as I prepared to propose something unthinkable to Parker—something that had me aching for reassurance, desperate for Jeremy’s calming validation. My need for him surged, a frantic craving welling up inside, not just for his body but for his grounding presence, his affirmation that I wasn’t completely losing myself.

Our Friday nights typically passed unacknowledged, boundaries that kept us safe, untouched. But tonight was different—urgent and raw. My fingers trembled as I wove my longing into a hurried message.

Can you come tonight? Not just for a few stolen hours—stay with me, stay until dawn.

His reply came fast, worried and gentle. 

Are you alright?

Yes. I just need you. Please.

He hesitated, his silence stretching out painfully, nearly an hour of uncertainty eating at me. When the answer finally came, relief and anticipation tumbled together. 

I’m yours tonight. I lied to Britney, told her I had an overnight work event—the guilt hit me, sharp and sudden, until her indifference made it pointless. She barely looked up from her phone, told me not to worry, to take my time. She truly couldn’t care less about the hollow shell of our marriage or where I spend the night.

I wanted to comfort him, even as my own fears coiled tight. 

If being with me feels wrong, we can skip tonight. You could go home.

No. She’s probably already at her parents’ by now. Honestly, she doesn’t notice if I’m gone, or even care. For tonight, I just want to forget her—forget everything except you.

I felt the heaviness of his confession settling between us. I called ZaZa, hoping for intimacy wrapped in luxury, but every room in the city was claimed. 

No luck. The city’s alive tonight, a game, a concert—everywhere’s booked.

He’d done his own frantic search, finally unearthed a seedy motel in Deep Ellum, the kind of place where anonymity is currency and secrets are routine. 

It’s rough around the edges, but it’s all I could find. There’s a burlesque club next door, red neon lighting up the street, pulsing promise through the windows. I doubt we’ll sleep much with all that energy bleeding through the walls.

I smiled at his anticipation, heat pooling deep inside. 

Sleep? It’s our first night like this—I didn’t plan on sleeping either. Let’s go all in.

***

When I arrived at the shabby motel, Jeremy’s description hadn’t done it justice—it was even more dismal up close. But none of it mattered. Desire had become a tidal wave inside me, desperate to crash and break. I would have let him take me anywhere—concrete or velvet, it wouldn’t have made a difference.

We tumbled hungrily onto the creaky bed, its mattress groaning in protest beneath Jeremy’s body. In one fluid, possessive motion, he hauled me from the sheets, pressing my back against the faded, hard wall. My legs locked around his hips, my skirt bunched at my waist, and Jeremy’s grip was firm and possessive on my ass. His mouth crashed into mine, full of promise.

“I’ll shower you with romance later—right now, I need to fuck you, now,” he growled into my lips, his voice ragged with longing.

“Yes,” I breathed, my fingers desperate and clumsy on the button of his jeans, seeking the heat of his body. Jeremy’s hand dove beneath my skirt, slipping my underwear aside as his fingers plunged into my slick heat. I gasped into his mouth, but it wasn’t enough—I needed him. All of him.

As soon as I released his cock, heavy and hot in my hand, he pressed himself against my entrance. I was open and aching for him, impossibly wet. The moment he thrust inside, stretching me wide and deep, I bit down on his shoulder to stifle my scream, anxious that someone in the next room might hear. Jeremy didn’t care; his groans grew guttural with each deep and hungry plunge.

He drove into me, relentless, his thrusts forcing my spine into the unforgiving wall. Each jagged burst of pain laced my pleasure with something raw and urgent, pushing me closer to the edge. Jeremy cupped my jaw, his fingers commanding, pulling my gaze to his as if it were the only thing tethering me to earth.

“Look at me, baby. Look. At. Me.”

“I’m here,” I whispered, barely able to form words as I shattered, pulling him deeper with desperate fists. My orgasm wracked through me, keening and sharp, every muscle liquefied in his arms while the world faded away. He stared into me, demanding every last ripple of my release.

“Come for me—come hard, sweetheart,” he urged, pounding into me.

“Oh god—” My body convulsed as he drove up, spilling himself deep inside me. His warmth flooded me, hot and delicious. His legs buckled; we slumped to the floor, still joined, out of breath, dazed, and tangled.

“Candace, I'd do anything for you,” he murmured, his words like silk, and suddenly bittersweet.

A cold ache fluttered in my belly. I couldn’t bring myself to tell him the truth: that I was willing to cross any line, especially for him.

He sensed my turmoil, his eyes searching my face as he nestled closer. “Something’s wrong. Tell me.”

I forced a smile, shaky. “No, it’s just… sometimes you make me come so hard it messes with my head.”

He raised a brow, unconvinced. “That’s new.”

How did he always see through me? “I’m emotional…I needed this. We needed this. It’s everything to me that we’re together tonight.”

He returned my smile, soft and loving, but I could tell he didn’t quite believe my facade. “Being here with you… nothing’s better.”

My heart stuttered. I needed to break his gaze before I gave away more. “We need to eat. I'm starving.”

Jeremy chuckled, voice deep and lazy. “Let’s get dressed before we scare the neighbors.”

I grinned, letting my gaze rake down his still-naked body. “You sure? I’m kind of partial to this look.”

He flashed me his crooked, wicked smile. “You drive me crazy, beautiful.”

***

With tacos still tingling on our tongues, we slipped into the warm chaos of the burlesque lounge, hunting for any diversion bold enough to steal my mind from Parker’s shadow. Lights painted everything in sultry reds and golds, amplifying the anticipation humming through the crowd. The curtains parted, music swelled, and suddenly the air was all perfume, skin, and promise.

The opening act was impossible to look away from—a fierce beauty draped in a sparkling flapper ensemble, her bare shoulders adorned with a living, writhing python that moved with sinuous grace over her body. She prowled the stage with an intoxicating authority, every roll of her hip or sultry grab of her own breast performed with exaggerated pleasure as the snake traced her soft curves. I felt a jolt of complicated empathy for her, praying her bravado—and her paycheck—matched the show’s outrageous demands.

One after another, women appeared, each crafted for seduction—sheer, bejeweled gowns hugging their bodies, feathered boas brushing tanned thighs, gloves sliding off with deliberate slowness. Rhinestones caught the spotlight, scattering pinpricks of fire over exposed skin, taut stomachs gleaming with sweat between confidently bared breasts and pert, round asses thrust out for adoration. The sensual parade was bewitching for everyone—shrill whistles and deep, throaty cheers from men and women alike.

But the show-stealer was a champagne-haired vixen channelling pure Marilyn Monroe, blowing kisses and cooing her “Happy Birthday, Mr. President,” in such a breathy, knowing tone that even strangers pressed closer. I couldn’t help but sigh, caught in the decadent spectacle as the audience lost themselves to laughter and lust.

Then, as if the night had been tailored to torture and excite me at once, a dazzling young dancer zeroed in on Jeremy, her confidence an aphrodisiac all its own. With wickedly playful eyes, she straddled him right there in his plush seat, rolling her hips against his lap as her tongue darted out, teasing. Her supple breasts, shielded only by glittering heart-shaped pasties, bounced deliciously as she ground her scant red thong along the swell of his obvious arousal, the outline crude and mouthwatering beneath the fabric of his jeans. I watched, transfixed, as she spun to face away from him, slender arms reaching for her toes, her bare cheeks parting open, deliciously exposed and close enough for Jeremy to taste her if he only moved an inch. The whole house was charged—every head turned, every breath suspended, stirred to fever by the intimate display.

Jeremy kept peeking over at me, a wicked glint in his young, lust-brightened eyes, grinning as the dancer demanded—and took—all of his attention. My heart squeezed, my thighs pressed tighter together. What did I expect? I was in bed with a breathtakingly hot twenty-four-year-old—women were always going to throw themselves at him. But they had nothing on me: experience that matched his curiosity, a shameless desire to worship every inch of his body, and a burning hunger to show him how deeply a woman could satisfy a man she truly wanted.

***

Back at the hotel, Jeremy delivered his charm with that wicked grin, turning every ounce of my self-doubt into desire. 

“Every woman in that room would torch their heels to look half as irresistible as you.” 

I turned, leveling him with a look, breathless and emboldened. “What did you just say?” 

He didn’t even blink. “You heard me.” 

“And what’s that supposed to mean?” 

“It means I went through all that for show when the real prize is already waiting right here.” 

I couldn’t help it—a flush crept over me, heat radiating out from my core. “How do you always just… say the perfect thing?” 

His gaze softened, dark and greedy. “Simple. I don’t fake it. You eclipsed everyone else tonight, Candace. You walked in and they just faded.” 

That was all it took. I locked my hand into the back of his hair, tugging him down until his lips crashed into mine—the room, the city outside, faded away. 

“Don’t care how raggedy this bed is—tonight we’re using it. Thoroughly.” 

He grinned against my lips, hands trailing down my sides as he breathed, “Anywhere you want me, I’m yours.” 

I drew him backward, palms pressed to his broad shoulders until I had him perched right on the edge of the bed. “Sit, now.” 

“Whatever you say, darling.” 

I lingered, wanting him desperate. My favorite pink dress hugged every curve, the cool brush of my pearl necklace grazing my throat, heels accentuating my legs. I met his hungry eyes in the mirror, then slowly turned my back to him. 

“Unzip me, Jeremy.” 

His knuckles were reverent on my spine as he dragged the zipper down, breath ragged and slow, watching my back arch, hips swaying. The dress shuddered down around my ankles, puddling in a silken heap. I let myself stand in matching ivory lace, anticipation pulsing under my skin. 

“Next.” 

He was eager, but not careless—both hands warm and slow, thumb tracing my skin as his fingers fiddled with my bra clasp. He finally loosed it, and I let the straps slip, the bra falling away so his eyes could devour every inch. 

There was only one thing left. Keeping my back to him, I slid my thumbs into the sides of my panties and eased them down, bending, feeling the air ripple across my bare skin. I knew he had a perfect view of my ass, trembling slightly under his hungry stare. 

“Jesus, Candace…” His voice was thick with need. 

“Patience, Jeremy.” My tone was teasing, deliberate. 

“I’m dying over here.” 

“Good, I want you restless. I want you aching for me.” 

Rising to my full height, I squeezed my ass between my palms, pulling it apart, letting my fingers trace my sensitive seam. Sparks rippled up my spine at the sound of his breathing—rough and wild—behind me. 

I finally pivoted to face him, arms high, palms cupping my breasts so the tips of my fingers grazed my nipples. Jeremy’s hand gripped his cock through his pants like it was the only thing keeping him grounded. 

“Fuck.” His voice was hoarse, undone. 

I winked, letting the barest smile curve my lips as I pinched my nipples, rolling them until the ache settled in deeply. Elevating my breasts, I shook them slowly, delighted by the frantic heat in his eyes. Planting a knee between his legs, I swung onto his lap, presenting myself—legs parted, every inch of me exposed. 

His hands shot out to grab my ass but I smacked them away, grinning. 

“Not until I say so.” 

I took one heavy breast in my hand, guiding the nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue until it was tight, aching, swollen. My hips teased against his thighs as Jeremy wiped sweat from his brow, barely holding himself together. 

“You’re driving me crazy.” 

And that was exactly what I intended.

I guided his mouth to my aching nipple, offering it to him with a softly whispered, “Warm me up, baby. It’s cold in here.” His lips latched on greedily, hunger radiating from every movement as he drew half my breast into his mouth. The heat of his tongue sent a sharp jolt straight between my thighs, hungry for more.

“Mmm, that’s perfect,” I moaned, the sensation making my body shiver with anticipation. My arousal was almost unbearable—I couldn’t resist any longer. My hand slipped down, fingers gliding effortlessly along the slick lips of my pussy, teasing slow lazy circles around my entrance. The needy little ache inside me grew sharper; I needed more, wanted him to watch.

I dipped two fingers inside, slick with wetness, and slowly drew them back up. Holding his gaze, I slid them between my lips, tasting myself—sweet, intoxicating, completely shameless. My eyes widened in mock innocence, asking with a wicked smile, “God, I’m dripping. What am I supposed to do with all this?”

That was it—his last thread of control snapped. Ignoring my playful swat, Jeremy’s hands clamped hard around my hips, his fingers digging into my skin, marking me as his. “Can’t take it,” he growled, voice hoarse—almost desperate.

“Then what are you waiting for?” I whispered, all breathy need, taunting him, daring him to lose himself with me.

“Fuck—” The word was half-groan, half-command. In a heartbeat he seized my waist, flipping me over like I weighed nothing, my breasts squashed against the battered hotel mattress. The bed dipped dangerously low beneath my belly, then sagged further as Jeremy mounted me from behind, raw and rough. He wedged a pillow beneath my hips, adjusting my angle, his voice dark with promise. “I want you perfect. I need all of you, Candace. Every inch.”

I shuddered, the anticipation sweet agony, uncertain what he meant but aching for him anyway. The desperate rasp of his zipper tore through the air, and then his hands gripped my parted thighs, spreading me open, careless with his own clothes. When he plunged into me, filling me so brutally deep I gasped, pain and pleasure tangled together in one wild scream into the sheets. My body was stretched, tender, every thrust pushing further than before—intense, sweet torture until my muscles surrendered and fit to him.

He’d waited too long, desire unspooled in every slam of his hips. Jeremy hauled my pelvis higher on the pillow, driving even deeper, every stroke making me cry out louder. My face pressed into rough blankets, hair tangled across my eyes, the sound of skin on skin echoing obscenely through the dim room. His teeth grazed my ear, hot breath making my body tense.

“I’m going harder. I’m not stopping until I come.” His words, fierce and raw, sent another pulse straight to my core.

As if he could, he fucked me harder still. My body blazed, every nerve ending sparking on the edge between pain and euphoria. I felt him explode, groaning deep in his chest, his release so far inside me it left me shaking and open, frantic for more.

He read my hunger instantly, pulling out only to flip me onto my back. My ass landed heavily on the pillow, legs splayed wide, our bodies trembling and greedy for another round—neither of us anywhere near finished.

He was already softening, but I needed him again. “Climb up here,” I commanded, voice throaty with need. “Let me use my mouth, make you so hard you forget your name.”

He looked at me, briefly surprised, the suggestion bold and new. “You sure?”

“Straddle my head, let me have all of you in my mouth,” I urged, a wicked grin teasing my lips. “I’ll let you know if it’s too much.”

He crawled up, knees on either side of my face, cock dangling over my parted lips—already glossy with both of us. I wrapped my fingers around his shaft, guiding him into my eager mouth. I sucked him deep, tasting the salty dribble of cum that escaped, smearing wetly down my chin. He trembled above me, voice rough and broken.

“Oh god.”

He wasted no time adapting, his hips quickly taking up the rhythm of thrusting into my mouth, driving deeper with every slick plunge. His cock swelled, heavy and pulsing, filling my mouth until I could barely breathe, the musky-salt taste of his cum blending on my tongue perfectly with the primal heat of him. He was wild now, relentless, like every fantasy incarnate—fucking my mouth as though it was everything he'd ever wanted.

“Can you taste me?” His breath was ragged, every word a growl vibrating through his entire frame.

“Mmm,” I moaned, the vibrations making his cock twitch.

“Do you like how I taste?” His eyes blazed down at me, hungry for affirmation.

With my lips stretched around him, I nodded, moaning again as his flavor flooded my senses.

“Fuck, I love your mouth, baby. So fucking wet. So good,” he groaned, hips shaking with restraint as he pressed deeper.

He pounded a little too hard, and I had to tap his thigh for a moment’s mercy. Instantly, he slowed, concern flickering across his face, even as desire still burned in his eyes.

“Oh god, Candace… that was incredible.” His voice reverberated with gratitude and delight.

I wiped my mouth, grinning at him, still riding the taste of him. “Glad you enjoyed it. But now? I want you back inside me. I need you.”

He gripped my thighs with strong hands, eyes wide with naked need. “Yes, ma’am.”

Within seconds, he was poised at my entrance again, the thick, swollen head of his cock pressing into my slick, needy flesh. Our mixed arousal coated him, slickening the way as he surged forward. He sucked in a sharp breath as he slid into me, so juicy and hot, and I swallowed his moan with a whisper.

“God, yes. Give me all of it, baby.”

He drove in, his hips grinding slow but deep, the angle deliciously cruel as he rubbed right against my G-spot, his pelvis gliding over my clit, making my breath catch. I needed him deeper, always deeper—I clawed at his shoulders, hauling him down until our bodies collided and his weight pressed me hard into the mattress.

“Kiss me,” I demanded, desperate for his mouth, for everything at once.

With slow, drugging intensity, he fused his lips to mine, plunging his tongue into my mouth in time with the relentless rhythm below, every thrust sending pleasure spinning through my veins. My hands roamed down, clutching his ass and holding him tight, locked into the delicious fullness he gave me, his cock thick and perfect inside me.

It was too much—I broke apart, my orgasm barreling through me, squeezing around him, shuddering and writhing beneath his demanding body. I dug my nails into his back, whimpering for more, harder, deeper, desperate to keep him inside forever.

He fucked me through it, never stopping, our bodies slick and sticky with sweat and cum and lust. My legs fell open wider, greedy for more, wanting to possess all of him—his cock, his heat, his mindless pleasure. Ownership burned in my blood; I wanted to devour every inch, and to have him ruin me just as completely.

I shut my eyes, focusing only on reckless sensation—the lush pressure where his cock filled my ready cunt, the faint sting where he’d taken me harder before, the rasp of breathless curses in my ear as his teeth sunk into my shoulder, a wild mark of his need.

“Fuck, Candace, oh fuck, baby, I’m coming—”

He bucked hard, spilling inside me again, his whole body convulsing as pulse after pulse of hot cum spilled deep into my oversensitive body. It ran out of me, too much to hold—all that mess trailing between my cheeks, pooling at my opening and seeping lower in a wicked, sticky trickle. I savored the stretch, the fullness, the filth of it, holding him in as he softened and both our bodies throbbed, boneless and utterly spent.

His hand still cradled my thigh as he caught his breath. “Candace—the way you took me, when I sat over your face…”

“Mm, you liked that?” My voice was a smoky whisper, teasing.

“Can I… do that again? Will you clean me up?” There was a lilt of hope, a boyish plea beneath all that hunger.

I paused, teasing him with a slow grin, loving the way frustration and desire warred across his face. “Maybe…” I drew it out, loving my power, then gave a soft laugh. “Get up here, stud.”

He didn’t hesitate, scrambling to my head, his cock heavy, slick and glistening, still messy from everything we’d shared. He held it out, needy, desperate. “Fuck, baby, I’m covered in cum.”

It dribbled down his shaft, dotted his balls and painted the tip with a milky crown, streaked with our mingled juices. The scent made my mouth water.

“I can see every bit,” I purred, letting my tongue swipe my lips shamelessly.

“And it’s soaked with your sweetness,” he whispered, voice hoarse, offering himself to me again.

His cock glistened, slick and decadent, the head pearlescent with the mingled traces of our pleasure. The scent was dizzying—my essence tangled with his creamy release, filling the air around us with primal heat that made my core throb again in spite of everything. I couldn’t help but let a devilish laugh escape. “Someone’s definitely been buried deep inside me,” I teased, savoring the raw, honest filth of the moment.

His eyes fixed on mine, hungry and worshipful. “Are you going to clean your mess up for me?” That low, gravel-thick voice sent shivers down my spine.

A slow smile curled my lips as I nodded, gaze never wavering from the needy, glistening length in his hand. “Oh, I’m going to savor every bit of it,” I promised, seduction feathered in each word.

“Fuck, Candace, you make me insane,” he rasped, hips twitching at the very promise of my mouth.

His cock was a sticky testament to everything we’d just done—our mingled cum smeared along the shaft, making it glisten wet and urgent, decadent and so inviting. I traced my tongue slowly up from the soft, delicate skin of his balls, savoring the taste of us, until I reached the swollen tip. Each deliberate stroke of my tongue painted his flesh clean, but I was greedy, savoring every drop. I licked around the sensitive rim, swirling my tongue over the bead of fresh cum that pulsed from his slit, swallowing him deeper with every steady pull. He gasped, a feral, beautiful sound, his hand sinking into my hair.

When I glanced up, his head was thrown back, jaw clenched in pleasure, chest rising in heavy, desperate breaths. “Oh, fuck—yes, just like that,” he groaned as I sucked along the spot where his thigh met his sack, gathering every slick taste of us with languid patience. Lifting his cock, I took his balls in my mouth, humming just enough that he cursed and trembled above me. My senses were flooded: the scent of sex lingered thick in the room, the musky flavor of our release coating my tongue, my body still humming from his last possession.

Jeremy hardened eagerly in my mouth, proof that neither of us was truly spent. I ran my lips over his tip in farewell, kissing him before drawing back with a smug, satisfied smile. “You’re clean now, baby,” I whispered, brushing my thumb over his slick skin.

He exhaled shakily, grinning like a man who’d found heaven. “God, that was perfect. Thank you.”

A sleepy smile tugged at my lips. “It was my pleasure. Now let’s get some sleep before you kill me.”

But Jeremy was already growing hard again, his cock nudging against my cheek.

With a wicked grin, I admonished, “Not tonight, stud. This pussy needs to recover. Be a good boy and lay down—there’s always the morning.” He gave in with a theatrical sigh and curled around me, strong arms gathering me close. His hand cupped my breast possessively, and he whispered gratitude into my skin like a chant. I drifted off with the lingering tang of sex on my tongue, the ache of a good, hard fucking deep inside me—a reminder of him that would last until sunrise.


Part 4




DAY 14: MORNING JITTERS

Sunlight spilled through the smudged train windows as Jeremy climbed aboard, his arrival slicing through my anxious morning like a jolt of pleasure. He always knew how to lift me from my abysses. Leaning in with a slow, sinful grin, he let his gaze travel over me—hungry, appreciative. “God, you look incredible. Sexy.” His voice was a caress, making my stomach flutter.

Today was the day—the day I had dreaded, the one marked for my inevitable confrontation with Parker. Determined to keep even a glimmer of control, I’d dressed with intention: a midnight-blue bra with a daring plunge, the satin hugging my curves and barely containing my racing heart, a garter belt that cinched my waist and left me feeling wicked, and classic black stockings—sheer, seamed, and clinging to my thighs. I’d decided against panties, my skin tingling at the defiance of it.

The silk and lace were my armor, supposed to be nothing more than a secret indulgence under my work clothes—unless Parker refused to accept my polite “please” and forced me to bargain with far more than words. My stomach had been in knots ever since I’d made the appointment, the threat of exposure taunting me, but Jeremy’s presence burned away a layer of dread. For him, for us—I could do anything.

I bit my lip, trying to keep it light. “Hey yourself, gorgeous.”

His smile turned devilish. “Stockings, huh?”

“Mmm, just decided to spice things up a little.”

He dragged the flat of his palm over my thigh, the roughness of his hand jarring over soft nylon. He shot me a look of disbelief—and admiration. “Wait. Are you seriously wearing a garter belt right now?”

I shot him a warning glare. “Keep your voice down.”

He grinned, undeterred. “Okay, but… what’s the special occasion? And please tell me I get to fuck you in that.”

“No grand occasion, I just wanted to. And yes, you absolutely do. I want you to.”

His pupils darkened, the heat in his gaze igniting something wild inside me. “When?”

I laughed softly, teasing. “Whenever you decide. You’re the man of mystery with the impossible schedule.”

He sighed, brushing a strand of hair from my face. “Maybe tonight. Britney’s out for dinner with her parents—she never bothers to include me these days.”

I offered a sympathetic smile. “I’m sorry. Maybe after the baby, she’ll come around.”

Something somber crossed his features. “You’re sweet. But honestly? She was never that affectionate, not really. I hope she’s different as a mom—you know, for the kid’s sake. Every child deserves real love.”

His vulnerability struck me with sharp clarity. Sometimes Jeremy felt boyish, all restless hands and wicked grins when we were naked, but moments like this revealed a man with old wounds and deep hopes. And then, in a blink, he’d switch to teasing again.

“So?” he drawled, his hand lingering at my thigh, “should I plan to rip those stockings off you tonight?”

“Let’s pencil it in, but I might be stuck working late. Gotta get those damn pleadings filed first thing in the morning.”

He gave a knowing nod. “Just text me later. I’ll be waiting.”

As the train hissed to a stop, Jeremy rose, ready to disembark. “Have a good day, gorgeous—and damn, do I wish I could peel that lingerie off you right now.” His voice was bright, irreverent, and far too loud. I felt a dozen curious stares slide in my direction.

I shot him a warning look but couldn’t help grinning. “There’s no hiding now.”

He winked. “Sorry—couldn’t help myself. Anyway… Have a wicked day, beautiful.”

Impulsiveness clawed at me, my nerves fraying. “Wait, I’m coming with you.” My voice was breathless, raw.

He raised an eyebrow, surprised and delighted. “Yeah?”

Together we left the train, the city roaring up around us. My mind spun with fear and anticipation—Parker’s meeting was looming, pressing down on me, making me fragile and reckless all at once. Desperate for comfort, I needed Jeremy’s touch to remind me why I was risking so much. That he was worth every trembling step.

Standing on the sidewalk, he studied me, concern flickering in his gentle eyes. He brushed his warm hand against my cheek, his thumb catching a renegade tear. “Hey—what’s wrong? Why are you crying?”

Tears prickled at the corners of my eyes, my voice trembling with raw vulnerability. “I’m sorry. I’m just… dealing with something heavy. I can’t talk about it yet. But being with you, it calms me. When you were about to leave, I just couldn’t let you go. Not right now.”

Jeremy’s hand slid to my waist, steady and reassuring. His eyes searched my face, full of concern and want. “I wish you’d let me in, babe. Let me help. Tell me what you need from me.”

Heat flushed my skin, desire pulsing beneath the surface. “I need you to fuck me.”

He let out a low, startled laugh, glancing over my shoulder at the rush hour feet hurrying past. “You know this sidewalk isn’t exactly private, right?”

His gentle tease loosened my fear, coaxing a breathy giggle out of me. “See? You’re already working your magic.”

He scanned our surroundings, lips curled in a wicked grin. “Every bench in this park is occupied. Not a lot of options here.”

I burst into laughter, the tension fading as naughty mischief replaced it. “Stop! Look—Thanksgiving Tower. Right there. There’s a family restroom in the basement. No one ever uses it.”

He cocked an eyebrow, amusement dancing in his gaze. “How exactly do you know that?”

I shrugged, lips curling with memories. “I’ve lived here my whole life. When you have a kid, you learn about every hidden bathroom in the city.”

His voice dropped lower, eyes glinting. “You’re seriously suggesting we fuck in a public toilet?”

“Yes,” I answered without hesitation, the wicked hunger growing bolder inside me. “But trust me, it’s the cleanest one you’ll ever find.”

Jeremy shook his head in disbelief, grinning with unrestrained excitement. “You’re wild. But if that’s what you need—lead the way.”

We wound our way down into the echoing hush of the building’s basement, lust burning between every step. By the time we pushed open the heavy door to the family restroom, he was already bulging in his pants, hungry to have me, while my nipples ached beneath my tailored jacket.

He slammed the lock home, pressing me hard against the cool metal. His hands roved eagerly, finding the bare silk of my thighs, the unforgiving tightness of my garter belt. The moment his fingers found my lack of panties, a guttural growl tore from him.

“Candace, what’s gotten into you?” His breath was thick with lust and anticipation.

I drew in a shaky breath, not trusting myself to explain too much. “Sometimes…” I bit my lip, my voice trembling with need. “Sometimes a woman just has to do something for herself. Something filthy. Something that makes her feel alive.”

His lips curved in approval, rough and tender all at once. “And fucking a man half your age isn’t enough for you, gorgeous?”

I reached for his belt, hands trembling. “You make me greedy. But sometimes, I need to feel even naughtier for me.”

“Well then, God help us both, because this look on you is criminal.” His hands were already unbuttoning my blouse, freeing my breasts from the lacy blue cups. He sucked in a harsh breath at the sight, hunger turning his eyes dark.

“My god, this lingerie…” He trailed one finger across the swell of my breast. “I can’t wait to bury myself inside you in all this.”

“Then fucking do it,” I demanded, voice low and urgent. “I need you—now. We’re both about to be late.”

He didn’t hesitate. His pants fell open, his cock springing free—thick and fierce in his grip. I pulled my skirt high, desperate, while his hands fit around my ass and lifted me effortlessly.

He groaned, voice rough in my ear. “Shit, you’re so fucking wet for me.”

“Just fuck me. Hard, Jeremy—hard.”

His need matched mine, urgent and raw. He drove into me in one staggering, delicious thrust, pinning me against the door. He filled me so completely I gasped, heat pulsing from my core, stealing my breath.

“You okay?” he panted, eyes blazing.

I nodded, nearly delirious. “Yes, god yes. You make me feel so full—so alive.”

He fucked me hard, relentless, each thrust shaking the door, the entire room alive with our need. The metal vibrated beneath my back; my hands clawed at his shoulders.

Even with nobody else around, the echoes of our pleasure were dangerous—all passion, no care for how loud, how wild we were.

“Jeremy, it’s too loud,” I managed, breathless with desire and fear.

Jeremy, still buried deep inside me, shifted us from the shaking door to the solidity of the cold, tiled wall, never breaking our heated connection. My back pressed against the cool tiles as he drove into me with a steady, relentless force, his hips slamming hard, his suit jacket flying with every thrust. He began to sweat, droplets pearling along his hairline, slicking his skin as his eyes met mine, dark with hunger and need. My breasts, swollen and exposed from the tight press of my bra, bounced and quivered each time his cock filled me hard, my nipples sensitive and aching for more.

He dropped his head, closing his mouth around one tight bud, grazing it with his teeth, then sucking deeply until I whimpered and arched closer. Fire licked through my veins, desire coiling impossibly tighter as the throbbing between my legs drew me closer and closer to the edge.

“Are you a filthy girl?” he growled against my skin, his voice low and rough, a new wickedness glinting in his eyes.

I blinked, shivering at his words. “What?” The question tumbled out, thick with arousal.

His cock jerked inside me, still thrusting slow and strong. “Fucking a married man in a public restroom. Does that make you a filthy girl?”

My breath stuttered. “Yes,” I gasped—there was no hiding it, not now.

“Naughty girl.” His lips curled into a dark smile, and before I could protest, his large hand smacked my ass—sharp and unexpected.

The sound echoed in the tile and the sting danced over my skin, blooming at the point of contact. “Ouch!” I gasped, but my body shivered, greedy for more.

“Bad girls get spanked,” he whispered, his words a forbidden caress.

“Jeremy, that hurt,” I protested, my voice trembling with pleasure and a hint of surprise.

He didn’t pause. His palm landed on my other cheek, firmer, the sensation burning hot.

“That hurt,” I said again, but I bit my lip, heart hammering.

He pushed me harder against the wall, hand looping around my waist, and delivered another stinging spank, then another, marking both sides of my throbbing ass with his fervent discipline.

It was overwhelming. The pain shimmered into pleasure, spiraling higher, and I found myself starved for more, craving his rough hands, needing his dominance to cleanse me, to prepare me. I wanted it—needed it—far more than I ever expected. Part of me longed to beg him to toss me over the cold porcelain of the sink and spank me raw—punishment not just for my sins, but for the fears that gnawed at me for my meeting with Parker. Jeremy didn’t know about that, but I did; I needed his marks to armor me against whatever Parker planned to hurl my way. If I could surrender to Jeremy’s pain, maybe nothing else could hurt me.

I found my voice, hoarse and urgent. “Put me down.”

He hesitated, filling me one last time before letting my body slide slowly to the ground, his cock slipping free with a wet ache.

“What are you…?” he started, confusion in his eyes.

I ignored the question, already moving. I leaned over the sink, hiked my skirt up high over my hips, and spread my legs, exposing every slick, needy inch of my sex—bare, flushed, set off by my thigh-high stockings and their teasing black seams, my garter belt pressing deep into my skin, high heels bracing me wide and offering him everything.

I saw the effect it had; he inhaled sharply, his breath hitching as his gaze raked over me, hot and molten.

“You really want me to spank you?” he asked, half in awe, half in disbelief.

“Yes,” I demanded. “Hard. So I’ll remember it all day. Then fuck me wild, Jeremy. Like the dirty girl I am.”

He sucked in a ragged breath. “Jesus, Candace… It’s one thing to tease, but to actually—spank you hard… I don’t want to hurt you.”

“Just do it,” I whispered, need pulsing from every word.

He watched me, jaw tight, then steeled himself, drawing back and landing his palm on my ass, the shock of it turning my cheeks sizzling red.

“Harder,” I ground out, my reflection wild in the tarnished mirror. “I want to feel it. Make me ache.”

He obeyed, his next strike sending me forward, my hips slamming into the unyielding basin as I cried out—pain laced with heady pleasure.

“Yes,” I begged. “Keep going. I need it, Jeremy.”

He hesitated, but his fingers found my flaming skin, tracing the welts and marks, testing the heat of my flesh.

“Are you sure? You’re already turning crimson,” he warned.

“Just do it—don’t stop,” I panted.

He spanked me harder, bruising heat licking up my thighs and across the curve of my ass, sending my breasts crashing against the cold edge of the sink. I couldn’t tell which pain throbbed hottest—my ass or my tender, jostled breasts pressed into hard porcelain. I dug my fingers into the edge, bracing myself, hungry for whatever he’d give me.

Another smack, sharper this time, landed partly on my thigh and snapped the garter belt tight against my skin. I let out a guttural moan.

He groaned, “Damn, baby, keep it on your gorgeous ass, not your legs.”

“Sorry,” he muttered, regret flickering across his face. “This isn’t easy. Feels like I’m actually… hurting you.”

I shivered. “You’re not. You’re helping me, Jeremy. Don’t stop. I need you—need the pain, the roughness. It’ll protect me from everything else. Finish it.”

His eyes narrowed, jaw set. “Let’s get this over with,” he said, but his hands were gentle as they gripped my waist, readying for more punishment, heat radiating between my legs—raw, vulnerable, desperate, and so, so alive.

He unleashed three punishing slaps, his palm landing with sharp, wet sounds that filled the sterile, echoing restroom. The final one strayed, grazing over the sensitive, swollen lips of my pussy. I shuddered, helplessly aware of how wet I’d become—slick arousal slithering down my thighs, staining the black seam of my stockings.

“Jeremy,” I moaned, voice rough, “just fuck me.”

His hands trembled, torn between resistance and raw hunger. Despite his reservations, I could feel the thick heat of his cock pressing insistently at my entrance. He gripped me tight—one arm hooked around my waist, anchoring me to his body—and without a word, he drove into me, burying himself to the root in one savage thrust. The invading stretch stole the air from my lungs, left me gasping and aching, my ass burning where his hand had marked me.

He rutted into me with short, frantic strokes, fucking me hard against the cold porcelain sink. The slap of his hips against my bruised flesh made me whimper and clutch the edge, slick palms squeaking against ceramic. In just a handful of desperate pumps, he lost himself—his whole body tensed, then shuddered with a deep, guttural roar so primal it reverberated off the tiles. I felt his cock pulse inside me, hot gushes of cum flooding deep. His body weighed heavily over mine, chin pressed to my shoulder as he panted through his release.

The delicious, drugging sensation of him coming inside me—the way his body shook and ground against my own, the sting along my ass from his zipper scraping the welts he’d left—sent me spiraling over the edge. My climax exploded and coiled through me, clinging tight to his cock, milking every drop from him, hips rocking helplessly back for more. Bliss spiraled up my spine, flaring bright before melting down into trembling peace, my body sagging over the sink with the aftershocks.

Jeremy slid out of me, cock dripping our mess. He stumbled back, eyes glazed, lowering himself shakily against the tiled wall. He drew in great lungfuls of air, utterly undone—completely spent and, for a moment, utterly at peace. I stood, legs quivering, and fussed with my soaked stockings, dabbing up rivers of cum and slick that threatened to stain my skirt.

A glance at my phone snapped the spell. “Jeremy, we should go. It’s late. Work’s not going to wait for us.”

He was still blissed-out, smiling to himself. “God, Candace, how does it just get better every time?”

I forced a teasing note into my voice, anything to chase away the intensity I saw in his eyes. “Maybe it’s the classy locations—a rattling train, a playground slide, a seedy motel, and now, a public bathroom. We set a high bar.”

His smile softened. “No, it’s because of us. How I feel about you. I’d do anything, you know that?”

His words pierced me, too close, too prescient—and I nearly flinched. Because tonight, I really would do anything for him, even the unthinkable, just to keep my secret safe.

I turned brisk, schooling my features as I tugged at his arm. “Come on. Kiss me and let’s get out of here before someone walks in.”

He let me lead him from the restroom, my lips brushing his flushed cheek—a small, secret goodbye.

“Go make the world swoon, stud,” I murmured.

He flashed me a crooked grin, but my mind was already miles away, filling with dread for the night ahead. God, what was Parker going to do to me when the darkness fell?


DAY 14: REKINDLING FOILED

My office was only a few blocks away, so I chose to walk, desperate to clear my head from the delicious chaos Jeremy had ignited inside me. Each step reminded me of him; my panties clung wetly against my swollen folds, a secret slickness coating my thighs, making them brush and burn with every stride. I shivered with the memory of his hands, that reckless encounter in a public restroom—I’d never been so brazen. Guilt and hunger warred inside me, an unsettling ache pulsing low in my belly. What was I doing? I was sleeping with a man young enough to be my son, surrendering to lust in the places respectable women didn’t dare. And God help me, I was tumbling headfirst for him.

Twenty-three years with George should have meant something. Maybe it still did, or maybe I was fooling myself. I owed it to both of us to at least try. As I entered the office, I instructed Rosemary, my ever-discreet secretary, to hold all my calls—the urgency in my tone barely disguised by professionalism. This was it—either I fought for my marriage, or let myself sink further into Jeremy’s temptation.

George answered, eventually. His custom ringtone, once a sign of intimacy, now just felt performative. I waited through four rings and told myself he must be busy. I inhaled, tamping down nerves. “Hey, is this a bad time?” My voice trembled, softer than I’d intended.

His reply was flat, almost bored. “Not really. It’s slow. What’s up?” His tone left a chill over my skin.

I tried to sound breezy, hopeful. “I realized we haven’t taken a vacation, just the two of us, in ages. What do you think? Maybe get away for a bit, recapture something… just us, no work, no routines.” Underneath my casual suggestion pulsed the need to remember what it felt like to want and be wanted by him.

He sounded put out. “Where’s this coming from?”

I forced a laugh. “No agenda. I just thought maybe we could find ourselves again, get away from the grind, all the little annoyances.” God, I sounded desperate. I hated how needy I sounded.

But he shot me down with weary logic, brushing away the suggestion as if it were a trivial inconvenience. “Candace, I travel all the time for work. The last thing I want is more airports and hotel rooms. Hardly my idea of fun.”

His indifference pinched at my heart, but I pressed gently. “But I barely go anywhere. And I miss you. I really need some time, just the two of us.”

George was unmoved. “We have weekends. That’s enough alone time for me.”

I couldn’t stop myself. “Since when is sitting in the dark at the movies every Saturday night intimacy?”

He fired back, annoyed now. “We’re practically attached at the hip on weekends, Candace. Honestly, sometimes it’s more than I need. I could use more space.” The words struck, wounding my pride.

Stung, my voice dropped lower. “You have five days of alone time every week.”

“I’m not alone then, I’m working. Dinners with clients, conferences, meetings—it’s exhausting.”

Desperation crept in, exposing me. “How about just a weekend escape? The heat’s unbearable. A couple nights somewhere cool, no stress, just us?”

But George dismissed me again, his words cutting and clinical. “Candace, you’re acting strange. Is this your age? Hot flashes, mood swings—are you starting menopause? Maybe talk to someone about it.”

The humiliation scorched my cheeks. “Like who?”

He sounded exasperated. “I don’t know—a doctor, or a therapist.”

Frustration spilled from me. “And what about you, George? What if I just want my husband to care?”

He was unmoved. “I’m not a woman, Candace. I don’t know what you’re going through. You should see a professional.”

I exhaled, defeated. “Fine. Maybe I will.”

“Why not invite one of your girlfriends for a little getaway?” George’s suggestion dripped with indifference. “That way, you still get the trip you want, some girl time, and I get the solitude I need. Everybody wins.”

His words landed with a dull thud in my chest, the conversation slipping further from its original intent. The only person I wanted to escape with was Jeremy, his touch still echoing between my thighs. All I’d longed for was a spark, even a flicker of intimacy with my husband—but George seemed intent on fanning me away, nudging me, perhaps unknowingly, toward another man’s arms. My resolve crumbled. “Sure, maybe I’ll see if I can pull something together.”

“There you go. That’d make us both happy,” he replied, his condescension as casual as an afterthought.

Atta girl. The phrase danced mockingly in my mind. My jaw clenched. What kind of fatherly pat-on-the-head was that?

“Thanks for taking my call, George.” I grappled for composure. “I need to run—I’ve got a meeting in a minute.”

“Catch you later. Safe trip home.” He was already half gone.

“Yeah. Safe travels,” I murmured, but he was only listening to the dial tone.

My phone felt heavy as I let it slip from my fingers. Lowering my head to the cool surface of my desk, I tried to swallow the ache swelling in my throat. I couldn’t be the only one fighting for us, desperately swimming against a current of indifference while George shrugged and let the tides have their way. Maybe he had given up, abandoned the marriage as silently as he boarded flights out of town. I couldn’t build a relationship alone, couldn’t force him to reach for me if he’d already let go.

Thoughts tumbled, messy and raw, until a faint knock at my office door startled me back to the present. Embarrassed, I dabbed the corners of my eyes, smoothing away any trace of distress. “Come in,” I called, forcing lightness into my voice.

Rosemary slipped in, closing the door behind her, concern softening her features. She was more than a secretary—she’d become my confidante, my anchor on days when I felt untethered.

“I saw your head on your desk.” Her voice was gentle, probing but kind. “That’s not like you.”

A bitter smile tugged at my lips. “It’s already been a hell of a day. I stupidly thought a vacation might be what George and I needed, some time to find each other again, but he wants nothing to do with it.”

“Tough break,” she sympathized.

I sighed, heat prickling behind my eyes. “He actually told me he needs space. He said being around me is… oppressive.” My voice cracked on the last word.

Rosemary winced. “Ouch. That’s harsh.” She sat beside me, her hand on mine in silent solidarity.

“That’s what my marriage has become,” I whispered, barely holding it together.

She shook her head, lips thinning. “The need for space sounds suspicious, especially when he’s already gone so much. Do you ever worry he’s seeing someone else?”

The question, sharp and sudden, twisted in my gut. My mouth felt dry. “No, Rosemary… I don’t think that’s it. He’s not that kind of man. He’s just… oblivious. Like, because I ask for attention or intimacy, it must be hormones. He even wondered if I was going through menopause.”

“Can I be totally honest?”

“Please. I need honesty more than anything right now.”

She squeezed my hand. “George has always missed the point. But it’s like, lately, he doesn’t even try. After all these years, he barely sees you anymore.”

Her words resonated. “That’s exactly how I feel.”

“Ever since your daughter moved out, it’s like he decided his job was done—the house, the college tuition, the big stuff—and now he’s… checked out.”

“She left four years ago. I thought maybe things between us would deepen, not unravel.”

She watched me, eyes brimming with empathy. “You’ve been unhappy for a while, Candace. And I hate watching you hurt.”

“Thank you, Rosemary.” My voice trembled with sincerity, emotion tightening my throat. “It really means so much, having you here for me.” Her presence felt grounding, a balm against the ache in my chest.

She regarded me with such warmth, a teasing sparkle in her eyes. “Naturally, darling. That’s what friends are for. But, if I’m being honest... I’ve noticed something about you lately.” She leaned in, her tone playful yet perceptive. “The last few weeks, you’ve got this... radiance. Your skin... your eyes. I assumed you and George had finally sorted things out behind closed doors.”

Her words sent a delicious little shiver through me. Yes, I was glowing. But it wasn’t George who had drawn out this light in me—it was the pulse of secret, forbidden desire, the wild intoxication of Jeremy’s attention. The thrill of it left me flushed, exposed. Was it so obvious to everyone else?

Struggling not to reveal too much, I pressed her hand gently and offered a shy smile. “Thank you for talking with me, Rosemary. Truly. I don’t know what I’d do without having you as my confidante.” The gratitude was real, but the surge of shame and excitement tangled inside me, flaring unexpectedly.

“You know I’m here for you, anytime.” She grinned, softening the moment. “Ready to dive into the day’s chaos, or would you rather linger with your thoughts a little longer?”

“Yes, please—let’s look over my schedule.” My sigh was half relief, half regret. Anything would be better than sitting here thinking about George’s cold distance... or the searing memory of Jeremy’s hands on my skin.

I welcomed the distraction, eager to lose myself in meetings, deadlines, and office chatter. Anything not to feel the raw ache between longing and guilt. For now, I forced myself to focus on the day ahead—trying to ignore the heat simmering beneath my polished, professional façade.


DAY 14: BROKEN PROMISE

My heels clicked on the slick marble as I escaped into the women's lounge, the door sheltering me from the impending ordeal. Under the harsh fluorescent lights, I clung to the edge of the sink, cool porcelain beneath my trembling hands. When the bitter taste in my mouth threatened my composure, I staggered to the nearest stall and doubled over, emptying the remains of my lunch into the bowl, body wracked with nerves and revulsion. The prospect of facing Parker always did this to me—my skin crawled at the memory of his hands, slick and cold, like some ancient serpent slithering over my flesh. I shuddered, stifling a sob. How many years—since law school—had I artfully sidestepped his advances, calculating every move to keep him at bay?

If only my negotiation could have been with Monica instead. The sharp edge of desire prickled between my thighs at the thought—I might have let Monica have me, surrendered wholly, if it would further my cause. But she didn’t crave my touch, not really. She wanted Jeremy—her fixation on him was palpable, thick with longing and power. And I wanted Jeremy too, but not in the same way. My yearning for him was tangled—protective, fierce, laced with a forbidden hunger that ran deeper than friendship. He deserved so much more than Monica’s games, so much more than any of this. She was an obstacle, and I needed her out of Jeremy’s path long enough for me to lure him to my firm, to safety. For that, I needed Parker.

When I arrived at Parker's office, an uneasy tension curled around my spine. The space was cavernous, decadent—sumptuous damask couches arranged in clusters on glorious rugs I knew cost more than my car. I noticed, immediately, that his secretary was gone for the day. The absence sent a shiver of foreboding coursing through me—he was plotting something, of that I had no doubt.

He led me across the expanse, drawing me into the deepest alcove of the room. Away from daylight, cloaked in shadow, the space felt as clandestine as a secret lair. My eyes took a moment to adjust; Parker loomed—a silhouette carved deeper by the trick of the waning light.

His voice slid around me, greased and calculated. “Candace, what a delightful surprise. Tell me, what brings you here this evening?”

Every instinct screamed at me to run, yet I held tight to my resolve. I focused on him, flexed my sexiest, most calculated smile, and crossed my long legs so the hem of my skirt slid higher up my thigh. “John, I’ve heard rumors about trouble between Monica and one of your summer associates.”

Parker’s brow creased in feigned innocence. He played dumb impeccably, but I saw something hard glint in his eyes.

“You mean Jeremy?” he probed, voice deceptively bland.

“Yes. Jeremy. He’s a remarkable young man. But there’s talk that his contract’s future is uncertain.”

He arched an eyebrow with expertly measured surprise. “Is there?”

I let the silence stretch, the tension thickening, then leaned toward him, my voice dipped low, intimate. “It seems Monica’s expecting extracurricular favors from Jeremy—favors never written into any agreement.”

That hit its mark. Parker’s pulse throbbed dangerously at his temple, betraying a flush of rage. So, the rumors were true. He and Monica were entangled, and the thought of her seducing another man twisted something ugly inside him. Suddenly, I sensed an opening—one I could exploit, if only I was careful.

He eyed me up and down, measured. “So what’s your stake in this, Candace?”

I delivered the lie with careful precision. “I’m close with Jeremy’s family. His mother begged me to watch over him while he’s in Dallas—I feel responsible for his wellbeing.” I left it hanging in the air, the implication perfectly clear. I would go to messy, desperate lengths for Jeremy. Parker could sense it too; his lips curled with suspicion.

He leaned closer, voice carrying a dangerous promise. “Let’s dispense with the pleasantries, Candace. Tell me what you’re really after.”

I met his gaze, unflinching. “I want Jeremy released from his contract, including the five-year commitment. He deserves that much, John.”

He smirked, all pretense of civility vanquished. “And tell me, darling—what do I get in exchange for granting your wish?”

“John, we’ve known each other so long,” I said, reaching for that thread of history between us, willing him to remember that somewhere under all of this, we were friends. “I’d hoped our shared past might count for something.”

He kept his eyes locked on me—focused, hungry. “You’re not that foolish, Candace. You know exactly what I want.”

“You’re a man who could have anyone. Power, charm, the full package—and women, too, women who could pass for runway dolls barely out of college. I’m not sure what you see in me.” My voice came out soft, defiant, but there was an ache beneath it.

He fixed me with an infuriating, self-assured smile, one that said I’d never really understood him. “You’re the one who left me wanting, Candace. The only one I let slip through my fingers. The idea of having you now, finally tasting what I’ve missed—it isn’t just intriguing, it’s fucking intoxicating.”

I bristled, trying to keep my nerves masked behind a wall of indifference. “Let’s not rewrite history. There was never any ‘us’, John. You know that.”

He leaned back, his gaze wolfish beneath the low glow of lamplight. “Not how I remember it. Your little friend’s fate is neatly tied in a bow—and I’m holding the knot. If I give you what you want for Jeremy… what do you offer me in return?”

My chest tightened. Deep down, I knew the answer: there was nothing left, nothing he hadn’t already tried to take. But that didn’t mean I would let him see me break. Instead, I shifted, slowly running my hand up the inside of my thigh, lifting the edge of my skirt as I uncrossed my legs. The slip of silk at my hip revealed my garter—and the bold absence of panties spoke volumes.

His gaze dropped, darkening, hungry and unblinking. “Tell me, Candace—what exactly are you giving me permission to take?”

I held his eyes, feigning calm that I did not feel. “What do you want to take, John?”

He dragged his tongue across his lower lip, savoring the moment. “Slide your skirt higher.”

Christ. This had nothing to do with how much he could see—he was prodding at how far I might let him push me. I kept my stare unyielding as I hitched the fabric higher, letting him admire the vulnerable, creamy skin just below my hipbone. I saw the sharp intake of his breath, the longing he battled so poorly to hide.

“Open your jacket,” he commanded—voice unsteady, need vibrating through every syllable.

I hesitated—then unfastened two buttons, just enough to reveal bare skin above my black lace bra. My pendant swung between my breasts as I leaned forward the tiniest bit, praying it would distract him into compromise.

“All the way.”

I realized how idiotic it was to think flirtation alone would be enough—that I could seduce him into mercy. Parker’s intentions were merciless, erotic, and entirely in his control. My heart hammered as I stood, fingers trembling while I released the remaining buttons. My jacket swayed open, baring the full, impatient swell of my breasts and the barest slip of silk below.

His breath caught, greed curling across his features. “Fuck me,” he muttered gutturally, eyes devouring every inch of skin I’d revealed.

“John, please,” I whispered, but I already knew desperation had a scent. I was wearing it.

“I’ve fantasized about bending you over for years, Candace,” he growled, voice thick with lust and the thrill of ownership.

“Don’t—don’t torment me,” I pleaded, even if I wasn’t sure what I was asking for, or against.

“Do you really want to know what my price is?” He was toying with me; I could taste the danger like thunder on my tongue.

“Yes. Tell me.”

He rose, looming, his words rough with arousal. “I’m going to fuck you, Candace. I’m going to fuck you senseless over every piece of furniture in this office. I’ll spread you up against that window, your legs shaking while the city glows around us. Then I’ll lay you across my desk, so tomorrow morning, I can breathe in the scent of your drenched cunt on my papers. And you’d better call your darling Jeremy now—because soon your mouth will be too full of my cock to say his name.”

The mention of Jeremy tore through my insides, reminding me—painfully, viscerally—of why I was enduring this. Rage burned through my humiliation, mingling with a raw, wild want I hated myself for.

“Don’t worry, John,” I whispered, defiance surfacing despite my trembling. “I’ll be ready for him long after you’ve worn yourself out.” My words infuriated him, sparks flaring in his dark eyes. With a raw, animalistic sound that vibrated the air, Parker seized my throat, his grip powerful, absolute. Before I could brace myself, he drove me down to the plush carpet, the honeyed fibers burning my bare thighs as my skirt rode up.

In a frenzy, he straddled me, the heavy breath from his lips hot against my cheek as he wrestled with the zipper of his tailored pants. His knuckles grazed my hips, shoving my skirt higher until I bared everything I had for him. One rough hand pressed over my mouth—not to silence me, but to remind me exactly who was in control. He didn’t need to restrain me; I was here, willingly, giving anything, everything, to save Jeremy.

Even as arousal and panic danced along my nerves, the reality hit me: I wasn’t the first woman Parker claimed like this. I’d felt his power before, those heated stares and moments torn away—and now, finally, he wasn’t going to hold back. For all my offering, he still needed to conquer, to take what was already given with the force of his need.

He entered me in one rapturous thrust, filling me hard and relentless. There was no gentleness—our bodies collided, his hips driving me into the decadent silk beneath us with blunt purpose, scraping me along the rug until my back stung. His hands—unforgiving, greedy—shoved my bra out of the way to lavish attention on my breasts, his mouth biting, teeth scraping against tender flesh as if marking what was his. Every thrust, every harsh suck made me shudder; pain and lust tangled too tight to separate. My eyes burned with unshed tears as my body strained under the force of him, the only thing grounding me the thought of Jeremy—of rescue, of escape—my sacrifice buying his freedom.

He wasn't finished. Parker wrenched my arms up, immobilizing me with just one hand, pinning me not because I resisted but because the act demanded it. I surrendered, my wrists caught, laid out for him—but he needed more.

Suddenly, he released me, his grip shifting to my hands as he yanked me up, dragging me backwards across the room. My knees threatened to buckle as I scrambled to stay upright, chasing after his ferocious pace. He hauled me to the vast glass window that dominated his office, spinning me so my face smashed cold against the pane. The city sprawled beneath us, distant and indifferent, the sunset bleeding orange and fire. I trembled, vertigo gripping me, the height sapping my breath as his body pressed against my back.

“Strip.” His order was a lash across my skin. Shaking, I fumbled with buttons, shedding jacket and skirt in a flurry. The soft, expensive fabric slithered down and pooled at my feet.

Without pause, he pinned me to the window once more, my cheek flattened on the chilly glass, body bared to the skyline, heart pounding in terror and anticipation. Every thrust rocked my body, the creak of the window echoing in my ears as if it might shatter—a heartbeat away from ruin. My eyes clamped shut, lips forming silent prayers I had forgotten since childhood.

Time blurred. I didn’t know if Parker outlasted the sunset or simply lost interest in the view, but soon he twisted his fingers deep in my hair and wrested me across to his desk. He bent me low, cheek pressed against cool mahogany, one palm clamped over my mouth to stifle the desperate noises escaping my lips, while the other caressed my hips—those hands everywhere, branding me.

I heard his spit, wet and urgent, felt it slick and warm as his thumb circled my tight entrance, his voice low and loaded with promise, “Brace yourself, sweetheart. This will sting.”

“No, please… we need something, anything—lube—” My plea was cut short, smothered by the heat of his palm pressed hard over my mouth.

“You came here begging. Now take it, bitch.” His voice was a low, menacing promise.

In one savage thrust, he forced himself inside my ass, pain tearing through me in a blinding shock. My scream was stolen, captured behind his hand, vibrating uselessly against his skin. He wasn’t big, but the violation was raw, cruel—the ache immediate. I clenched my eyes shut, refusing to let him steal my memories—Jeremy’s hands on me, careful, aching to please—the tenderness of the same act transformed to ecstasy in his arms. Parker made it dirty, a punishment. Rage simmered beneath the humiliation, bitter and bright.

I opened my eyes into the sharp light of the desk lamp, the sting of tears blurring my vision. My gaze fixed on the heavy glass paperweight—an elegant gavel, its surface flecked with gold. Obsession flickered in my mind: I could shatter it on his skull and watch him bleed for every time he diminished me.

Anal sex was a sacred intimacy I reserved for Jeremy—those nights I’d let him deeper than anyone, always with laughter and whispered consent. Parker’s ridicule gnawed at me. I longed to sneer at him, to tell him that Jeremy, young and insatiable, was twice his measure in every way. But fear pulsed through me—fear for myself, and for Jeremy. I bit down on every word.

He seemed unsatisfied, hungry for more. Rough fingers gripped my wrist, dragging me naked to the pool table on display in the office’s corner oasis. My body arched as he bent me over the cool felt, my skin prickling with dread, arms stretched across the table’s emerald surface.

“Don’t move,” he said, his tone thick with authority.

Parker’s footsteps faded, the click of his shoes echoing as he crossed to the cue rack. My dread deepened. Oh, god, no—please, not this. I’d surrendered to whatever sex he offered, but I hadn’t begged for brutal novelty. I’d known him too long, hoped for a sliver of decency. But desperation has a scent, and he’d caught mine.

I tried, voice trembling but measured, for calm. “John, I bet you’ve already done your worst with what you’re packing.”

His voice was casual, almost flippant. “I’m sure your insides are still reeling from my cock. But I want to see what happens with a pool cue. Because I can.”

“That’s… that’s taking it too far, isn’t it?” Still trying, breath uneven, to find the lane back to reason.

“No.” He reached for the largest cue, eyes flat, mocking. “What I think is extreme is you turning me down in law school. We could have been good together. Extreme is letting yourself get fucked by a teenage boy. Whatever that’s about, it’s my turn—and I intend to make the most of it.”

He returned, cue in hand, the implied threat making my knees buckle. Resistance felt futile.

Desperately, I asked, “Do you have any lube?”

He barked out a dark laugh. “This is my office, darling, not my bed. Do I look like I’d keep lube in my desk?”

Panicking, I scrambled toward my purse. “Wait, give me a second—I have hand lotion.” My hands shook as I rifled through the chaos of receipts and lipstick until my fingers closed over the bottle—cucumber mint. Damn it. Cool, tingling, this would sting, but it was better than nothing.

I turned to face him, lotion trembling in my hand. My voice was soft but resolute. “After everything—the years, the memories—are we really going to do this to one another?”

He shrugged, the barest smile tugging at his mouth. “That’s your decision. You’re the one who bargained—anything, you said.”

My vision blurred, an acrid surge of nausea burning at my throat, forcing me to swallow down both bile and humiliation. Wordlessly, I thrust the lotion toward him, my fingers trembling. “Please. Use it—coat me, drown me in it if you must.”

He grinned, wicked and unrelenting. “Anything for you, darling. Now, bend over. Let me admire that ass I’ve always wanted to claim.”

With shaking arms, I draped myself over the green felt, surrendering to his demand. I could hear the slippery, obscene squelch of lotion as he squirted it on his palm. His voice was lecherous, ragged. “Mmm, you never lost that perfect shape, did you?”

Chilled air licked my exposed flesh as I felt his hand smear the cold lotion around my sensitive entrance. Turning just enough to look back, my pulse stuttered—I watched as he slathered it up and down the length of the cue, further than any sane man would dare. My terror spiked. God, how deep was he planning to violate me?

His weight pressed against my lower back, pinning me to the table like prey beneath a predator’s paw. The pool cue’s broad end nudged against my hole, my body tightening in reflexive resistance. I didn’t bother pretending I could handle this anymore; all strength had bled from me, leaving only fear and humiliation. My tears pooled and slicked the table’s felt in fat, dark smears, the scent of cucumber and mint prickling my nostrils. He breached me with slow, merciless force, every hateful inch another cut in my dignity. I sobbed, desperate, broken. “John—please. No more.”

He leaned over me, breath hot and sour at my ear. “Not a chance, Candace.” He gripped the cue, shoving it further, each inch a fresh agony. Helpless, I whimpered, my voice quivering as I begged, “Tell me what you want, please…”

“Beg for it.” His weight kept me immobile, body curled in supplication.

“Okay. Anything. I’ll beg. Just—please.” My words dissolved into pleads as he watched me in this state. He seemed enraptured by the sight, pulling the cue out, thrusting it back in with a vicious snap. Spots danced in my vision; my knees nearly buckled.

Abruptly, he yanked the cue from me, tossing me to the floor with a callous shove. “On your knees.”

The carpet burned beneath my raw skin as I knelt, ass throbbing, every part of me aching from his assault and my own helplessness. My chest heaved with silent sobs, throat strained and sore from swallowing my cries.

“Beg,” he commanded, standing over me, cock jutting out and glistening, hard and unyielding.

I forced out the words around a sob. “Please… don’t let Monica hurt my friend.”

He sneered. “Not good enough. Show me you mean it. Suck my cock.”

I choked on my revulsion, stomach twisting. Jeremy’s kisses, the way he worshipped my mouth, flashed across my mind—this, what Parker demanded, was a grotesque counterfeit of those acts of love. Still, I complied, taking his foul-smelling cock in trembling fingers and guiding the tip to my parted lips. His taste was bitter, sour; I gagged despite barely taking him past my lips, mind reeling, tears streaming unchecked.

He growled, shoving my head down, forcing more of himself where I didn’t want him. I kept my eyes squeezed shut, determined to endure, not to think of what he was taking from me.

Staggering backward, he slumped into a nearby chair. His legs lazily spread, cock thrust forward as if it was a reward.

“Suck my balls.”

I crawled toward him, humiliation burning in my cheeks. His shaft rested across my forehead, heavy and obscene as I used my mouth on his balls, licking, swirling my tongue, wishing I was anywhere but here. He groaned, rutting his hips, grinding his balls deeper against my lips.

“I said suck them.”

Obediently, I enveloped them, one by one, my mouth stretched, cheeks wet with tears and spit. His hips jerked, his breath sharp and greedy, one hand gripping himself as if I were merely a prop for his pleasure. His other hand fisted in my hair, yanking me down until his whole musky length pressed along my face.

“Christ, Candace. Maybe if you sucked cock professionally, you’d actually accomplish something for once,” he sneered, ego swelling with every thrust of his filthy desire.

His words sliced through me, sharp and deliberate, a twisted reminder of old wounds and stinging regrets. He took satisfaction in my discomfort, his smirk all-knowing, his eyes fixed hungrily on me as I forced myself to continue. Rage and humiliation burned through my veins, but I channeled it ruthlessly into the job at hand, sucking his cock with fierce intent—determined to end this torment on my own terms. My lips tightened, jaw straining as I pumped his shaft, milking him mercilessly, gliding my tongue along his length with rough, impatient strokes. My fingers clutched his heavy balls, squeezing and stroking as I buried my face in his sweaty flesh, swallowing him deeper, letting my throat close around the head of his cock. He writhed in the seat, hips jerking, greedy groans spilling from his mouth—completely under my control, if only for a fleeting instant.

“I can feel you about to lose it, John. You love the way I choke on your cock, don’t you?” My words came out filthy and raw; they tasted of survival and desperate victory. “Tell me—are you going to fill my mouth? Or do you want to paint me with your cum, all over my tits?”

His hands gripped the arms of the chair with feral need. “Fuck, in your mouth—God, yes.”

I forced him deeper, saliva trickling shamelessly down my chin as I quickened my pace, throat flexing, refusing to let myself gag now. “That’s it. Use me. Come for me, John. Let it go. I want to swallow every last drop—hot and thick. Do it—fucking do it, now.”

His hips bucked, desperate and wild, as I swallowed him as deeply as I could, sending my tongue flicking over his sensitive skin. Spit and tears mingled down my cheeks, the room stifling with the scent of sex and my own shame. He seized my hair in a rough, punishing grip, yanking until my scalp screamed, forcing me flush to his groin. He pumped into me, savage and relentless, until finally I felt the violent pulse of orgasm—cum spilling, hot and bitter, coating my tongue, running down my throat as he rode the wave of his release for as long as he could.

I coughed, still choking as he let go, dropping me like useless refuse onto the sticky floor. He slumped back, chest heaving, a decadent king on his cracked leather throne. I stayed where I was, shuddering, fighting fresh sobs as the aftertaste of him lingered, corrosive and humiliating, burning in my mouth. I forced my arms to steady me, trembling as I swallowed back bile and anger.

“Is it done?” My voice shook as I looked up at him, begging this be the end. “Is our deal finished?”

He shrugged, infuriatingly casual, a sly grin twisting his mouth. “Probably. Unless, of course, I decide I want more later.”

A cold knot of dread twisted inside me. “What the fuck do you mean, probably? You made me promises. You took things too far, and you know it.”

His eyes glinted, cruel and unapologetic. “I stuck a pool cue up your ass, and it was fucking incredible. You should’ve seen yourself, Candace, bent and owned. I’ll keep my word—unless I need another taste of you.”

My voice broke, raw and angry. “That wasn’t what we agreed.”

He just smiled, dark and triumphant, shaking his head. “Too bad. The deal is exactly what I say it is.”

The man I thought I knew was a lie—hard, merciless, and twisted. I burned with the urge to tear him apart, but I could only glare, hollow and shaken, knowing there was nothing left but my shame.

“What’s it going to cost for Jeremy’s freedom from that contract?” My voice was brittle, defiance trembling underneath.

His lips curled, wicked and sure. “A threesome.”

Disbelief crashed through me, heating my skin. “What?”

His gaze held mine, ruthless and hungry, rolling that one word over my nerves. “I want to fuck you—and Jeremy. Both of you together, under my hands, submitting to me. You’ll give yourselves up, surrender everything: your bodies, your will, every sultry inch of control. I’ll command you. You’ll obey, exactly as I say, precisely how and when I want. Just one night—one night where both of you hand me everything I ask for. If you do that, Jeremy is free.”

The shock left a bitter taste on my tongue. “Parker, that’s obscene. This wasn’t part of the arrangement—”

“These are my terms now.” His voice was smooth, velvet over steel. He watched my reaction, savoring every flicker of resistance in my eyes. “Take it. Or walk away. The choice is yours.”

My breath caught. “How long do we have?”

He leaned forward, a slow smile cutting across his face, eyes alight with a dark promise. “The offer waits for you. Until you’re desperate enough to beg for it.”


DAY 14: CLEANSING

I desperately needed to wash away every trace of that nightmare with Parker. The memory clung to my skin, harsh and raw, making me crave more than just the slide of hot water. Craving distraction, I snagged a reservation at ZaZa—somewhere intimate, somewhere sultry—then sent a hopeful text to Jeremy. His presence was the only comfort I needed tonight.

“ZaZa tonight. You free?” My message was blunt, unlike me—he could sense the urgency.

“I’ll get free. Time?”

“8:30.”

“See you then.”

“I’ll leave your name at the front.”

His response was instant, intuitive. “You OK?”

I tried to shrug off my turmoil. “Just need a shower.”

Alone now, I let the water run scalding hot, pressing my palms to the slick tile as I kneaded shampoo into my tangled hair. A battle cry of heartbreak and exhaustion twisted inside me. Desperate to hold myself together, I only fell apart more, tears mixing with the foamy lather. My soul ached… and all I wanted was Jeremy’s hands—strong and capable—touching me, grounding me.

The sound of the door opening sent a shiver spiraling through my spine. And then, he was there—his voice a low, intimate growl. “Help me wash my hair?” I managed, voice barely steady.

He stepped into the shower’s haze, his touch immediately claiming my scalp, slow and deliberate. His fingers threaded through my hair, rhythmically rubbing. “Mm, you still use that floral shampoo. You smell so damn feminine. All woman.”

His words struck something deep inside—a reminder of who I was, powerful and desired, even after the disaster of my day.

Jeremy leaned in, concern deepening the lines around his eyes as he studied me. “Why are you crying?”

My lip trembled. “It’s just… been endless. We lost a case.” The confession felt brittle, a splinter of truth I didn’t want explored.

“I’m sorry,” he said, brushing soaked tendrils from my cheek. Then his tone hardened with insight. “And I’m sorry to say, that sounds like bullshit.”

He knew me. Too well.

“Please, I don’t want to talk. Just be here. With me.”

He cupped my face gently. “OK. But you know I’m here—if you need to talk. Anything.”

A relieved sigh escaped me as I leaned into the embrace. “Thank you.” I gazed up at him, seeking solace. “I love it when you wash my hair.”

He tilted down, his lips brushing mine—slow, his sweetness teasing. A whisper of a kiss, as if cautioning. But I didn’t want sweet. I craved something to burn away the misery, raw and consuming. I tangled my arms around his neck, yanking him closer. I wanted more—needed to drown in him.

His mouth opened for me, and I sucked his tongue in, desperate, greedy. I matched my hunger with need, devouring him with a frantic, unapologetic hunger—the kind that leaves you breathless and sticky and alive.

I slid lower, tongue gliding along the taut line of his jaw, tasting his skin, savoring him. My mouth found his nipples, teasing and tormenting them with my tongue until I felt their firm response under my lips. Possessiveness surged. I scraped my nails down his abdomen, staking my silent, animal claim. Mine.

When my hand curled around his swollen shaft, he caught me by the wrist and pulled me up, meeting my stormy gaze. “Candace,” he murmured, gentle but intent, “you’re really upset. We can slow down. We can just take it slow… make love, if that’s what you need.”

I shook my head, my voice a plea bordering on command. “I want everything with you. But not now—not gentle. I need you to fuck me, Jeremy. Fill me, fuck everything else out of me. Hard.”

He reached for another kiss, but I was already sliding to my knees, fiery intent thrumming. His cock—thick and hard—hovered before my lips, begging for my attention. I took him in greedily, worshiping him with my mouth, my tongue, my throat. The wet, sultry sounds of my need echoed between the steamed glass and slick tile—each moan and suck a siren call, pulsing with anticipation. All I wanted was to lose myself and let him take the rest.

I teased him mercilessly, refusing to let him settle into any predictable rhythm, instead orchestrating a symphony of unpredictable sensations—delirious, decadent, dangerously tantalising. My tongue explored every forbidden place, slipping wickedly into the intimate hollow of his ass, savouring the taste of him, heady with anticipation as I lapped up every drop of his leaking precum like it was precious. I looked up, eyes shimmering with mischief, meeting Jeremy’s needy gaze as I traced a slow, teasing path with my tongue beneath the velvet weight of his balls, gliding along the rugged seam right to the soft, swollen crown of his cock.

He groaned and threaded his fingers into my hair—possessive, desperate, needing the anchor. I collected his grip, offering more, loving the way he held me down to his pleasure, tugging me closer, like I was exactly where I belonged.

With his cock impossibly hard and heavy in my palm, I teased the tip with slow, circling spirals, lingering with the flat of my tongue before sliding down his shaft bit by greedy bit. I inhaled the smooth, almost sweet skin, drawing him into my mouth until I could barely take more, then slipped just his head out, letting it pop against my lips with a wet, obscene smack that echoed through the steamy shower.

I needed to devour him, to taste every inch of Jeremy, to lose myself in the wild sprawl of his pleasure. I dipped down, taking him deep, then sucked on his balls with deliberate, unhurried devotion, rolling each one lovingly in my mouth, massaging and worshipping them until he was trembling for me. I thumbed the taut skin, tugging gently, drawn to each twitch and grunt of surrender.

The slick, soapy lather from my hair trailed down to his thighs; I scooped it up and worked it into his groin, suds gliding over his balls, massaging and caressing until even the bubbles seemed licentious. The tickle of foam had him gasping, tugging at my hair harder, his pleasure unraveling right there in my hands.

Returning to his cock, both my hands worked the shaft, slick with suds and my own spit, tightening and stroking with the force of my need. My mouth latched onto his head, tongue laving the sensitive V and tracing the swollen rim relentlessly. When the slick bubbles slipped over my lips, blending with my saliva, I let it all flow, liquid and shameless, trailing warm and messy down his length, making everything wetter, more obscene.

I played greedy, lewd music with my mouth—loud, filthy slurps and pops—knowing he loved every wet, noisy second. The shower's acoustics made every hungry sound even more erotic, amplifying my devotion and turning me on even harder.

Desperate to give him everything, I lifted my breasts and pressed them around his cock, sliding his length between the pillowy softness, catching the remnants of soap as I fucked his dick with my tits, grinning up at him as the suds washed away. My lips were throbbing, my mouth raw and greedy for more.

His voice was hoarse, eyes glazed. “I could spend my life watching you suck my cock.”

He was lost to me now, forgotten the pretense of anything but hunger, braced against the soaking tiles and barely breathing.

Something primal flickered in my belly. I licked my lips, voice a sultry taunt. “You like it, watching me take your big cock in my mouth?”

“Love it,” he growled, the roughness in his tone fueling my desire.

“You going to give me that thick load I crave?”

“Yes,” he rasped, almost undone.

“Where do you want it?”

“Your beautiful mouth,” his answer was strangled, needy, a beautiful ruin.

I met his eyes, unblinking, fearless. “You’re going to watch me swallow it all down?”

“Yes.”

“And watch me lick your cock spotlessly clean?”

His breath hitched. “Yes.”

A sly smile curled my lips. “Turn around and bend over.”

He gave me a questioning glance, curiosity flickering in those sultry eyes before turning so the muscled arch of his back was on full display. I let the rich lather gather across both of my hands and relished the sensual glide of bubbles over every perfect curve of his ass. The sight of frothy suds hugging his sculpted cheeks made my breath catch, heat pooling low in my belly, and I took my time, massaging each globe with greedy intent until the white foamy trails danced over his warm skin. Soon, I let the spray wash him clean, droplets racing down tight flesh.

“Spread your cheeks for me,” I murmured, voice thick with wicked promise.

He glanced over his shoulder, suspicion mingling with intrigue. “Where is this headed?”

“Just trust me,” I purred, letting the words swirl around us, thick as steam.

His lips curled into an uncertain, playful smile, but he obeyed. He faced away, hands pulling himself open—offering me the most decadent view, his hole stretched wide and wanting. I shivered in anticipation, soaking my hands again until they were slick, then traced a line along that forbidden star, teasing the sensitive skin around his entrance. Gently, slowly, my fingertips slipped along his dark crease and ventured down to his taint. He groaned, his surprise at the pleasure unmistakable, the sound raw and needy.

I let my touch drift over his balls—a delicate caress—then slid my fingers back, circling, swirling, savoring each shallow wrinkle encircling his tight entrance. My teasing grew more deliberate: pressing the very tips inside, letting him feel the promise of more, then retreating, building unbearable tension. He was so sensitive, his body restless, grinding back against my hand.

“Want to feel my fingers deep inside you?” I asked, my words all velvet and heat.

“God, yes,” he gasped.

“How bad do you want it?”

His answer was desperate, “So bad.”

With delicious authority, I plunged two fingers into him, slow but unyielding, until my knuckles pressed against his stretched rim. Jeremy let out a hoarse, surprised groan, his ass clenching around me as he braced and opened himself even further, urging me on. My fingers slid in and out, achingly slow, then tantalizingly quick—each thrust evoking a guttural moan, his hips pressing back with fierce, hungry need.

His hand flew to his cock, stroking himself while his ass pushed eagerly into my touch, lifting and offering all of himself for my pleasure. I could feel him trembling, every muscle tense as he raced toward release. Then, just when he bucked the hardest, I slipped my fingers free.

“Turn around,” I demanded, voice low and commanding.

The moment he faced me, I took his needy cock into my mouth, swallowing his swollen tip until it slid past my lips and nudged deep into my throat. My hand traced the length of his shaft, two slippery fingers stroking down along his taint, then swirling around his loosened entrance before pushing back inside, finding that secret bundle of nerves. I massaged his prostate as I dragged my mouth up and down his length, coaxing every moan, every shiver from him.

Jeremy’s grip tangled tight in my hair, hips slamming forward in desperate rhythm—forceful, unrelenting, everything he needed. My jaw ached but I drank him in, refusing to give up, letting the ache build as pleasure twisted through us both. His balls pulled tight, ass squeezing hard around my fingers, cock swelling against my tongue. I could feel him about to surrender, everything in his body wound tight, ready for the release only I could give.

He grabbed the back of my head and drove himself deep, holding me there as he erupted down my throat—thick, hot pulses filling me, making me choke with the force of it even as I swallowed greedily, desperate not to miss a single drop.

He pulled out just as the final streams landed heavy on my tongue. I wanted to make sure he’d never forget this—for either of us. I met his gaze, decadent and unashamed, as I let his cum slowly dribble from my lips, the pearly mess streaking down my chin, falling onto the curve of my breast. Raising one swollen nipple, I licked his release from my skin, tongue swirling over my flesh as I kept my eyes locked on his. His cock gave a twitch, already aching for more.

I slipped my fingers into my mouth, licking them clean with a raw, needy moan—his taste lingering, addictive, worth every delicious noise spilling from my lips. Jeremy’s eyes never left me, spellbound and hungry, the moment searing into both of us.

“Baby, if you keep going, I’ll have no choice but to take you right here, up against this wall,” Jeremy growled, voice thick with ragged desire.

A slow, sensual smile curled my lips. “Is that a threat or a promise?”

The residue of my old insecurities, of Parker’s shadow, was wiped away by Jeremy’s intensity, banished with every decadent flick of his tongue and mindless rush of pleasure. There was nothing and no one else right now—only Jeremy and me, wrapped in this urgent heat. I was desperate for him, for what only he could give me.

He swept me off my feet, lifting me effortlessly. My back pressed against the cool tile, slick and unyielding, as he cradled my hips and slid my legs around his waist. The kiss of hot water danced down over us, mixing with the fever of our skin. Jeremy pressed into me, slow and deliberate, filling me inch by inch until every ache in my body screamed for more. Each thrust was luxuriant, measured, a sinful dance that made my mind dissolve into sensation.

He traced kisses along my neck, nuzzling the delicate spot behind my ear, lips curling into a smile as he inhaled deeply. “Mmm. You smell like wildflowers and summer fruit, sweetheart. I can’t get enough of you.” His deep, masculine scent overwhelmed me—toned, clean, earthy heat—leaving my core aching open, desperate for him.

Jeremy’s mouth grazed the soft curve of my collarbone, leaving tingling trails of wet heat. He lathered my breasts in silken suds, his hands massaging shivery pleasure up my body as he spilled secret, filthy confessions against my skin. “You drive me wild. Absolutely insane.”

When the hard tile pressed relentless against my spine, Jeremy slid down to the floor, taking me with him. I straddled him, thighs parted, my wet heat pressed flush to his cock. I guided him inside—slow, greedy, savoring the heavy stretch, the heady fullness that made my lips part in an eager gasp. Water streamed over us, trickling between our bodies, drenching me as I rocked onto him. Jeremy thrust upward, meeting me—each slick pump drawing him so deep I could barely breathe.

“I’m getting close,” he panted, voice shaking with the effort to hold back. He slowed down, his hands gripping my waist tight, dragging out every decadent inch, letting me chase the slow climb of my own high.

My back arched, spine curving in an invitation I knew he couldn’t resist. I ground my clit shamelessly against his body, rotating my hips, spiraling closer to oblivion with every measured thrust. My moans echoed in the small shower, ragged and raw. Jeremy’s hands anchored me, pulling me down so I could take him even deeper. I shattered, pleasure rolling over my skin in silvery shivers, my climax winding heat through my veins—gentle, insistent, impossible to ignore.

My cries tumbled out, urgent and barely coherent—“Oh Jeremy, yes—just like that, don’t stop—”

He gasped my name as his cock swelled inside me, his own orgasm suddenly finding him. “God, I’m coming—” Thick heat pulsed up into me, his seed flooding me until I could feel it trickling down, hot and decadent, along his shaft. My body jerked and seized against him, caught in another rough, beautiful wave, nails digging into his slick shoulders, teeth grazing his skin as our bodies shook together in delicious surrender.

“Harder—take me deeper—don’t stop—” My voice broke with the force of it, hungry for more even as I pulsed around him. Jeremy struggled to find leverage on the slippery tile, but his need matched mine, driving us to the edge and tipping us over together, lost in a wild surrender that left us trembling, sated, still clinging to one another beneath the steaming rush of water.

As the frenzy faded, we remained tangled together, bodies melting into each other, hands roaming lazily across damp skin, lips searching for solace in lingering kisses. My face pressed into the warm curve of Jeremy’s neck, where his scent was a temptation all its own—clean skin mingled with sweat, and the secret musk that only comes after shared ecstasy. I felt the wetness of my tears sliding down his shoulder, tears flowing not for wounds of the past, but for the purity of what burned between Jeremy and me. I ached for him in ways that words failed to capture, desperate to confess every secret desire, tormented by the ache of needing him always—even when I couldn’t.

He stayed deep inside me, refusing to let me go, holding us both in the cocoon of heat and water until the last drops turned cold and prickled against our flesh. We reluctantly disengaged, grabbing towels, and stumbled into the bed—our naked bodies drawn together again beneath the thin sheets. He curled behind me, body pressed against my spine, his strong arm snaking around to cradle my breasts. His fingers circled and teased as though I was his most precious prize, squeezing and pinching my nipples in lazy, possessive turns. Even as he played, the mischievous boy shimmered in his touch, yet the gravity of his masculine hunger made it impossible for me to forget that he was thoroughly, unashamedly a man.

He lifted his head, his breath warm against my ear. “Candace?”

“Mmm?” I couldn’t suppress the edge of longing in my voice.

“I’m in love with you.” His confession, raw and trembling at the edges, slipped between us, as vulnerable as bare skin against silk.

My heart responded before my lips could. I’d known—every caress, every glance told me. But he needed it spoken into the world, needed my reassurance to steady us both. “I love you too, Jeremy.” I let the words fill the hushed air between us, thick with truth.

He gave a soft, almost relieved laugh. “Hearing that…it means more than you know. It cost me a lot to say it, to lay it all out. I’ve been coming here alone, letting loneliness gnaw at me, always hoping you’d feel the same.”

Guilt flickered quietly beneath my ribcage. “I should have told you sooner. I thought I was protecting us—maybe protecting myself. I didn’t want to tangle up our lives any more than they already are.”

His hand squeezed my breast gently. “It’s already tangled—admitting what we want doesn’t change the knots we’re wound up in.”

I entwined my fingers with his over my heart, grounding myself in the heat of his palm. “Where did you learn to be so wise?”

He shrugged against my back, air tinged with his easy honesty. “I just say what I feel, Candace. Most nights, I wish for a different universe. No husbands, no wives, no messy futures—just us.”

My chest constricted with bittersweet regret. “If only time had been kinder,” I murmured. “But you were what, hardly out of high school when you met Britney? I was old enough to corrupt you in so many ways. It would have been criminal.” My laugh was rueful, laced with longing.

He chuckled, a low rumble of regret. “Yeah…there’s that.”

I forced a smile for both of us. “Let’s not poison this with regrets. We have what we have—our stolen hours, wild sex in places that should be off-limits. ZaZa. Why chase ghosts with ‘what if’s’?”

But I lied. My whole soul ached for the parallel life where he was unmistakably mine. The queen of impossible wishes, I kept my grievances to myself, refusing to let them weigh him down.

He relaxed against me, exhaling tension into the cool sheets.

Then, almost shyly: “I told Britney I want the baby’s middle name to be ‘Candace.’”

My shock flared hot. “Jeremy, are you serious?”

He nodded, lips quirking. “She picked every other detail—first name, godparents. I told her I get this.”

“What’d she say?”

He snorted. “Her best Southern-lady version of ‘fuck you.’”

I couldn’t help the laughter bubbling up. “Maybe I like her more than I thought.”

He didn’t share the joke, a pout ghosting across his face. “Gee, thanks.”

I softened. “Sorry, but it’s honestly hilarious.”

“Maybe. Right now, I just want to sleep.”

“Perfect plan,” I whispered, surrendering to the comfort of his embrace.

We drifted, until I felt his body tense and pull slightly away. His mind was elsewhere—young, yes, but sharper than most men twice his age.

“Candace, you haven’t told me everything about Parker.” His tone was careful, but coolly unfooled.

I tried for my best innocent voice, eyes wide and bright. “What do you mean, Jeremy?”

His voice, low and edged with a mix of concern and longing, lingered in the darkened room. “You’ve never once asked for a spanking from me. And I’ve never seen you break—never seen tears, not like today. Something happened, didn’t it? Something you’re keeping from me.”

That old ache, raw and bitter, pressed at my chest. A tight knot of sorrow and frustration choked my reply. “He wants something deeper from this—more than just play, more than we agreed.”

Jeremy’s hand slid along my body, settling at my hip, grounding me. “If it’s you and me together—sharing everything—I can accept that. But, Candace, I don’t want you facing him alone again. Not on his terms. Not ever again.”

A hot tide of shame and regret burned under my skin. “I misjudged him. I thought I understood the game, but I was naïve.”

He turned to me, the midnight stubble rough against my cheek as he pressed a soft kiss there. “Whatever happened—it’s on me, isn’t it? If I hadn’t pushed, you wouldn’t have been in that place. I’m so damn sorry.”

I caught his face between my hands, desperate to relieve him of guilt. “No, Jeremy. Don’t carry that. We take risks for the people we love. We endure the impossible, swallow pain for them. Every compromise, every hard moment—I’d do it all again, just for you.”

He pulled me tight, his arms almost bruising, but I needed to feel caged by him, protected and wanted. His lips brushed my temple, promising more than words could say. “No more missteps. No more going in blind. From this moment—no matter what he tries—we face him together.”


Part 5




DAY 15: TRASHED

The tender sting lingering across my backside was a constant, throbbing reminder of Jeremy’s earlier passion—a sweet ache that pulsed as I shifted atop the hotel’s silken sheets. Even long after his strong palm had marked me, I couldn’t stop replaying his rough touch in my head, savoring the faint burn each time my skin grazed the mattress. There was such raw, forbidden pleasure in the way he took control, answering my need for surrender with a dominance that threaded pain and desire into something exquisite.

He was so much larger than me; I could feel it when he maneuvered my body exactly where he wanted me, as though I weighed almost nothing in his grasp. That delicious mix of strength and calculated restraint always left me trembling, but tonight—when I dared him to let go of restraint altogether—I’d discovered an even darker craving blossoming inside me. That memory made my pulse quicken: the way I’d begged for more, needing him to push me beyond my boundaries. Maybe I needed that wild abandon more often… and maybe, just maybe, he’d be willing to indulge me even further.

Jeremy’s fierce, tender spankings did far more than ignite my skin; they released me from the suffocating weight of my roles—partner, mother, woman in charge. With each resounding smack, I shed responsibility and expectation, uncovering a part of myself that thrived on giving up control. That release was intoxicating, liberating. I craved it again, desperately, and I was finally letting myself ask.

The evening had wrapped itself around us at Hotel ZaZa, cocooning us in shadows and luxury. We’d only planned a quick escape, but when night deepened, I couldn’t bear the thought of going home to our routine. I needed him, bare and unrushed, beneath this decadent roof.

Rising up, I arched so my breasts rose into the gold-tinged lamp light, intentionally drawing his eyes. I wasn’t above a little seduction—especially when I needed something so achingly.

Jeremy’s hand drifted out, fingertip rolling over the cold, perfect pearls that hugged my skin. “You have no idea how much it turns me on, seeing you wear this necklace in my bed.”

His appreciation sent a wicked thrill through me. “Thank you.”

He flashed a hungry smile. “You know what drives me mad even more?”

My breath caught. “Tell me.”

He let his palm slide low, cupping the fullness of my breast, firmly, reverently. “These. They’re so impossibly soft—absolutely perfect. Whenever you move, I can’t help but want to watch, to touch…”

Heat bloomed under his gaze. “You’re making me blush.”

His forefinger pinched my nipple delicately, dragging a shaky gasp from my lips. “I’m not even close to done.” He toyed with my sensitive tip, coaxing it to harden. “I love how your body reacts, how your nipples beg for my attention when I rough them up a bit.”

A sly smile teased my lips. “Just like when you spank me?”

Jeremy’s eyes darkened with promise. “Exactly. The moment my hand comes down, you arch for me, offering yourself up, desperate for more.”

I bit back a moan. “We should… definitely revisit that.”

With playful menace, he swatted my ass, fingers stinging over my skin—unexpected, delicious. “Like this?”

I yelped, more from anticipation than pain. “Ow! I wasn’t ready.”

He gripped my punished flesh, caressing over the fresh heat. “God, this ass—don’t even get me started. When you bend over for me, every last civilized thought goes right out the window. I’m nothing but raw, possessive need. Must. Claim. You.”

I laughed, pressing urgent, hungry kisses over his chest. “Ever wonder what I adore about you?”

He silenced me with one gentle, commanding hand at my cheek, his thumb tracing my cheekbone. “Wait—I have more.” His touch melted into affection as his gaze roamed my face. “Your face captivated me the very first time I saw you, lost in your book on that crowded train. You never noticed me watching, day after day. I almost felt like a creep, the way I stole glances… Then, you looked up one morning and offered me a smile. You practically glowed, and I was ruined.”

Something tender and hot coiled in my belly. “That’s too sweet. I had no idea.”

“It’s true. Even now, when you smile like that, I feel it in my chest, spreading warmth everywhere. You make me feel ridiculously lucky—like I could never deserve this woman beside me, yet here you are.”

Jeremy’s strong fingers laced through mine, the simple gesture making me feel both cherished and claimed. For a breathless moment, heat shimmered between us; words fell away, replaced by the unspoken truths swirling in his gaze. His shoulders—broad and imposing in the shifting hotel light—could so easily belong to a brute. But then he’d look at me like this: gentle, vulnerable. More man than boy, and far more than a lover. I silently promised myself right then: Don’t you ever take this man for granted.

"You know, you sort of stole my thunder," I murmured, teasing, as his mouth curled into that devastating smile. "I was just about to tell you how much I adore the way your lips curve when you look at me."

He grinned, impossibly boyish and hungry all at once.

"See?" I breathed, tracing my mouth along his. "That smile... it wrecks me, every single time. And don't even get me started on those eyes. I could be standing in a hurricane, but when I fall into your gaze, the whole world fades. But honestly? It’s your lips that undo me. Those lips have ruined me for anyone else."

“They’re eager to prove what else they’re capable of. Soon, if you’ll let me.”

I gave a wicked smile, refusing to let the anticipation snap. My palm slid down the hard plane of his chest, savoring every dip and contour. My fingertips strayed down, following the path of coarse, inviting hair—straight to the edge of where he throbbed for me. "I love this chest. The way it looks, the way you fill a shirt, the sounds you make from all the way down—those deep, animal groans when you’re lost in me or coming undone. When you let go for me."

He let out a rough, eager sound. "You know, I can show you that again, right now."

"Patience, Romeo," I teased, nibbling at his jaw. "Let me finish worshipping you. These abs? They’re why I lose my train of thought in the gym. The things I want to do to you when I see them… it's downright filthy."

He laughed, his growl vibrating through me. "Glad to know all those sessions have an appreciative audience."

"You have no idea," I purred. My hand trailed lower, greedy. "And let’s not forget: your legs, your ass, every damn inch of you… but let’s be honest." My grip found him, hard and hot under my hand. I stroked, slow and deliberate, delighting in the shudder he couldn’t hide. "This is my favorite part."

He moaned, his body arching into my touch. "God, I forgot how much I love your hands on me... add that to your list."

I squeezed. "All night, if you feel like staying."

He hesitated just long enough for reality to crash in. "I wish I could. But Britney’s at home..."

I watched the shadows gather behind his eyes—the guilt, the weight—until his phone vibrated with a new message. He checked, blinked, then passed me the screen. "I’m staying at Daddy and Mom’s. You know how to order a pizza if you're hungry."

I winced, my heart twisting for him. "Jesus. It’s worse than I thought."

"Yeah," he said hoarsely. "Not the welcome a new baby deserves." His jaw tightened, darkness in his eyes.

“Do you want to talk about it?” I asked softly, stroking his cheek.

He shook his head. "No. Not tonight. Tonight is about you and me—about us, for once." Then that wicked grin was back, melting the gloom. "Besides, I’m not going anywhere. I get to spend the whole night with you."

I grinned, caught up in his warmth. "You know exactly how to make me happy."

“Do you know how to make me happy?”

“How’s that?”

He leaned in conspiratorially. "What’s almost as good as sex?"

I smirked, stumped. "You tell me."

He rolled his eyes. "Food!"

I laughed, grabbing the menu and tossing it at him. "Then eat, before I lose you to starvation. Order everything you want."

He did, with greedy abandon—enough for an impromptu feast, and two over-the-top hot fudge brownie sundaes.

“Sundaes?” I teased. “You never eat dessert.”

He cupped my face, pulling me into a kiss as rich and sweet as the chocolate he ordered for us. “You’ve had a hell of a day. And there’s nothing better than ice cream and chocolate when life’s hard.”

In that moment, I could only marvel at him. He may have been feet younger than me, but right then, Jeremy felt timeless—wise, generous, and entirely too tempting.

As soon as the door clicked shut behind room service, our robes were gone—discarded carelessly, a soft whisper of fabric joining the silence. Naked and free, nothing between us but mischief and the promise of sweetness, I teased the green ribbons of lettuce on my plate, feigning interest, though my gaze kept darting to the glistening fudge pooling on my sundae. My resolve lasted no more than two spoonfuls before Jeremy reached over, dipped a long finger into my ice cream, and painted a deliberate smear onto my cheek.

My breath hitched, half-amused, half-exasperated. “What exactly do you think you’re doing?”

His eyes glinted with shameless glee as he scooped up a lump of brownie, dripping with fudge, and flicked it onto my chest. Cold against my warm skin, the sticky sweetness made me gasp.

“Jeremy!” I protested, but my voice caught somewhere between outrage and laughter.

“What?” His hand hovered over the table, holding a spoon loaded with molten chocolate and ice cream. Slowly, deliberately, he let it spill over my thigh. Cool and decadent, it ran down to the crease, making my muscles clench involuntarily.

Blood rushed to my cheeks, desire twisting hot and insistent between my legs. Game on, buster.

I rose, determined, arming myself with the sundae and a spoon of my own. “It’s sticky, and you better stop. Or I’ll retaliate.”

He only grinned wider, launching another salvo—this time, a thick ribbon of fudge snaked down the soft plane of my stomach, pooling just above my navel.

“Oh, you asked for it.” Abandoning the utensils altogether, I grabbed a fistful of my sundae—cold, gooey, irresistible—and, with wicked satisfaction, smeared it down the length of his rigid cock.

He was on me in a blur, all muscle and ice-cream-slicked skin. Before I could resist, I found myself on my back, sprawled across messy sheets, Jeremy covering me with the wild energy of youth and illicit pleasure. His hands danced across my breasts, painting them with fudge-soaked brownie and cool puddles of cream. Globs of brownie trailed down my belly as his sticky fingers found my mound, circling, pressing, making me arch. Then, with a devil’s grin, he gathered a melting, fudge-laced mess and dragged it up the seam of my pussy, making me shiver with shock and hunger.

“Look at me, I’m a complete mess!” I protested, nearly breathless from laughter and rising need.

He only traced a smug smile across his lips, the pad of his thumb catching a smear of fudge at the corner of my mouth. “Oh, not for long. I have plans for every inch of you.”

Slowly, with maddening care, he dragged his lips up to meet mine, letting the sweet concoction between our bodies melt and merge, sticky and hot and dizzying. His teeth grazed my neck, finding a chunk of brownie there, his tongue chasing chocolate and goosebumps everywhere it landed.

“Happy now?” he purred. “Now neither of us can say we’re not a mess.”

My eyes narrowed playfully as I caught my breath. “Are you my grown man or just a naughty schoolboy?”

He grinned, crooked and irresistible. “Both. Lucky for you, I have a serious appetite tonight.”

He pressed his mouth to my skin, starting at the trail of cold, sweet drizzle lining my temple, licking slow and languorous, savoring every taste of me and the dessert.

“I have to start with this gorgeous face,” he murmured, and his tongue flicked over my fudge-dappled nose before lingering at my lips—a slow, teasing nibble—until he caught my gaze, heavy and earnest.

He released my lip just enough to mumble, “Candace.”

“Jeremy?” I whispered, arousal pooling in my belly, fingers tightening on his wrist.

He was still playfully tugging at my lower lip, the words thick and fond. “I wuboo,” he managed through a grin.

“What?” The laugh spilled out despite me.

He let go, looking at me with a sweet vulnerability. “Sorry, I tried to say it cool, but—Candace, I love you.”

Warmth, like molten chocolate, spread through every nerve. The confession was overdue, yet perfect. “I love you, too, Jeremy. Now, you started this—finish it.”

He flashed me a wicked smile. “With absolute pleasure.”

His mouth traced a molten path down my decadent neck, sweeping up the sticky chocolate and sweet cream, trailing fire where his lips lingered. He arrived at my breast, transformed by his hands into a sultry confection. His tongue circled my nipple, swirling hot and cold against my tingling skin—a gentle graze, a careful suck, lips closing just enough as brownie crumbs clung to his mouth and my skin. He nibbled one of the sticky chunks from the tip, savoring it—and me—with a groan that vibrated over my skin.

“God, you’re fucking delicious,” he breathed against my skin, his words sending shivers through my body.

I couldn’t help but shoot him a warning look as his teeth grazed threateningly close to my tightly-peaked nipple. “If you even think about biting my nipple I swear, Jeremy, I’ll scream this hotel down.”

He flashed a wicked, sticky smile and murmured, “Understood. Gentle, I promise.”

Then his mouth wandered lower, spiraling slow and deliberate over my stomach. His tongue followed the lines of my hips, exploring every curve, every rivulet of chocolate and cream, all the way down to my navel. He flicked his tongue into my belly button, chasing a stray piece of brownie and popping it between his lips like a reward. I lifted my hips, desperate for more, as melting hot fudge pooled at my mound, running down in glossy, sugary trails. The urge pulsed between my thighs, the cool and heat driving me wild.

He teased me with maddening patience, swirling his tongue along the hood of my clit, nudging my legs farther apart. My entire body arched for him, desperate for the slide of his tongue.

“Candace?” The rough edge in his voice betrayed just how much he was enjoying this.

“Yes?” My answer hung in the air, trembling with need.

“What do you want me to do next?” His fingers dipped toward the sundae bowl on the nightstand, mischief in his eyes.

A smile teased my lips—anticipation spiraling hot and tight in my belly. “Lick every drop off me. Then fuck me with your mouth.”

Almost before I finished, Jeremy’s hand scooped up another messy handful and smeared the cold, sticky dessert deep between my legs. “Like this?” Without waiting for permission, his head dipped, and he dove into me like he hadn’t tasted anything sweeter in his life. He pried me open and devoured me, tongue plunging through sugar and heat and melted cream to the center of me.

The sensation was dizzying—a battle of contrasts—his breath hot, his tongue like velvet, ice cream cold and dripping over my pussy, brownies dragging rough and sweet along oh-so-sensitive skin before he chased them with long, slow licks. I couldn’t stay still, grinding against his face, delirious from the interplay of temperatures and the relentless hunger in his mouth. Fudge and cream glistened on his lips and chin, his eyes wild and locked on mine. I’d never seen him so utterly, joyously uninhibited.

My need fractured into words. “Don’t leave any. Clean me—everywhere. Eat my sundae… and my pussy.”

He grinned like a man possessed. “Yes, ma’am.”

With a greedy urgency, he spread my sticky folds wider and feasted, sucking and licking until not a drop remained. His tongue pressed up, circling my clit, making my hips jerk and my ass wiggle against the sheets. He devoured me like nothing existed but my pleasure—ravenous, relentless, impossibly skilled.

His mouth slid lower, licking along the rivulets of sundae down to my tightest secret, where a slick stream of cream had run. He licked and teased, his hot tongue moving frantically to chase the cold, never quite catching it, goosebumps prickling my skin as my pussy chilled under the delicious mess.

“Jeremy, it’s freezing. You’d better get this off me.”

He looked up, lips and chin painted with chocolate and cream, then dove back in, licking harder, faster, his tongue working miracles. “I’m trying, but you’re just so sweet,” he murmured between messy kisses.

“My pussy is growing icicles,” I gasped, gripping his head. “Move! Use that talented mouth.”

His laughter vibrated through me, a low hum that buzzed through my clit, making my whole body spark and quiver. He redoubled his efforts, tongue stroking and swirling, relentless in his pursuit of every last drop—of ice cream, of fudge… and of my pleasure.

“Don’t you dare stop… oh god, Jeremy, don’t stop.”

My fingers tangled in his thick hair, yanking his head hard between my thighs, my craving so raw it bordered on desperation. He grinned, that wicked, filthy smile vibrating against my slick flesh, and the sensation sent sparks scorching through my body. His mouth hovered, torturing, then he nipped at my swollen lips, prying me apart to reveal every soaked secret aching to be devoured. When his tongue reached my weeping entrance, he sucked as if expecting to draw sweet cream straight from my soul.

His tongue pressed deep, greedy, swirling and teasing out every drop of melting sundae and eager arousal. His low, hungry moan reverberated inside me, the sound sending tiny aftershocks through my core. I arched, grinding myself against his eager mouth, relishing the sticky mess as everything melted together—vanilla, chocolate, and the heady, intoxicating slickness of my desire. He drank it hungrily, savoring the taste, groaning as my pleasure drenched him further.

I let my grip on his hair loosen, craving the feel of his hot tongue on my clit—cold turned warm, numb transformed to excruciating pleasure. My fingers reached down, spreading myself wider, shamelessly baring my throbbing clit, sticky and needy, needing his relentless attention. His lips closed over the sensitive bud; he sucked, gentle, then merciless, holding me hostage between his teeth. I needed his mouth. I needed every inch of him.

“Jeremy, finger me,” I demanded, voice trembling with need.

“Getting there,” he promised, teasing.

“No, now. Less talk, more action.”

“You’re insatiable,” his words drifted from between my legs, and he only sounded more aroused.

“You covered me in ice cream. I’ve earned insatiable.”

He didn’t argue again—his mouth sealed over my clit, lapping, swirling, while two skilled fingers pressed inside, gliding through the creamy mess, filling me with a slow, steady rhythm. His tongue teased, flicked, circled, making me buck and writhe, giving him everything, taking everything in return. My hips rolled into his face, greedy for more—his fingers stroking in and out, relentless, his mouth shameless on my clit. Everything inside me drew tighter, tension spinning coiled and wild. I lost myself in the rhythm, his tongue and his fingers aligning in perfect sinful harmony.

He crooked his fingers, finding that sweet, secret place inside me that only he could reach. Three hard, purposeful strokes against my spot and my world shattered—body locking, thighs tightening around his head, trapping him as pleasure tore through me, bright and overwhelming. My scream filled the room, the only thing real was Jeremy, his mouth and fingers, my body clenching and gasping, wrung out with wild, desperate spasms.

He barely gave me a moment to breathe before he surged over me, lust written across his face, and plunged inside. Heat. Stretch. Perfect fullness—his hard cock filling every needy inch, pushing me open until I was nothing but sensation. I opened wider for him, surrendering, wanting to feel him buried as deeply as he’d go. He drove into me with a frenzied need, every thrust sending tight aftershocks of pleasure lancing through my body.

I braced my legs wide, gripping him, pulling him closer, needing him buried so deep I’d never be empty again. Wave after wave crashed over me, contracting, pulsing, my cunt clenching greedily around him, holding him inside, refusing to let go—my climax merging into his, two bodies fused in a single, blinding explosion of pleasure. There was nothing left but the sweat and slick heat of our bodies, his cock, my cunt—pulled tight, never wanting him to leave, not even for breath, needing him to claim every part of me.

As the electric aftershocks of my orgasm slowly drifted away, the sharp edges of the world came back into focus. My muscles unwound, trembling, my breath still coming out in soft, shuddering waves. But Jeremy—god, Jeremy—had no mercy in him. He slid out just far enough to tease, then plunged back inside, thrusting even deeper, anchoring me in the relentless rhythm of his hunger. The wild, guttural sound that tore from his throat sent a fresh rush of heat sparking over my skin. His breath was jagged, strained, teetering at that dangerous edge.

I raked my fingernails into the tight curve of his ass, clutching him closer, grinding my hips up to meet every pounding stroke. His pace grew frantic, hips pummeling mine harder—each wet, delirious slap sending a fierce ache of pleasure through my core. "Fucking hell, yes—oh god, yes," he groaned, his voice cracked open and raw.

I bit my lip, wanting him feral, wanting this to last and end all at once. “Come for me, Jeremy. Give it to me. Fuck me like you need it.” My words spurred him, and he slammed into me, every inch of him stretching and filling me on a punishing, gorgeous rhythm that bordered on pain—delicious, shattering pain.

His pelvis crashed into my clit with every push, his swollen cockhead finding that perfect spot inside me over and over, stroking it until I thought I’d lose my mind. The slick squelch of his flesh inside mine filled the air, unashamed, desperate, devouring.

Overwhelmed, I clutched his back, curved my spine to lift into the punishing drive of his body. My nails scraped down his skin, harder than I meant, marking him—staking my claim even as I shattered again, a trembling wave tearing through my spent nerves, pleasure cresting so violently I nearly sobbed. I wanted to laugh at how feral and beautiful he made me, to cry at the sweet intensity.

Jeremy dropped his mouth to my breast, lips closing around a sticky nipple, tongue flicking and sucking, sending ripples through my clenching sex. My body arched, eager for more, and I locked my thighs around his hips, urging him impossibly deeper.

He gave in—he always did—letting his need consume him, dominate me completely. In a blur, he caught my wrists and pinned them high above my head, his grip commanding, breath hot against my cheek.

“I’m going to fuck you for real now,” his voice rumbled, promising ruin and release.

I smirked into the darkness. “Hard? I thought that’s what you’ve been doing—what is this, foreplay?”

He was past words. Jeremy’s focus narrowed until nothing existed but the thrust of his cock spreading me wide again, hard and vital, outpacing the memory of my climax. A handful of savage, perfect strokes and I felt him lose control—his body tensed, every powerful muscle flexed as he cursed, losing himself in a rush of pent-up need. He came with me, erupting inside, hips jerking, pumping his heat deep into my core. His full weight slumped over me as he let go, mouth finding mine with a slow, drugged kiss that made my toes curl.

I let myself melt into the thick afterglow, head nestled onto the solid expanse of his chest, listening to his heart slow and steady beneath my cheek. Silent, aglow, I memorized every detail: the sticky slide of our bodies, the rawness in his moans, the delicious ache curled deep inside me. I wanted to bottle this moment for eternity—because I knew, like all things beautiful and painful, it could only ever be fleeting.

When Jeremy’s breath finally evened out, he cracked one eye open and peered at me with a sly smile. “You’re an absolute mess. Want to explain all this stickiness?”

I smirked. “Hilarious. Genius-level observation.”

His gaze roamed the room, amusement flickering in his eyes. “We made an absolute disaster in here.”

“Better than any disaster recovery plan, trust me.” I dragged my fingers lazily down his chest and sat up. “But I need a shower more than my next breath.”

He caught my hand, halting me, more serious now. “Wait. Before you run off—tell me about Parker. What happened earlier? I need to know.”

My heart faltered. The shadows won out over the afterglow. “You really want to know?” My voice trembled, not from pleasure this time.

He nodded, his expression fierce in the half-light. So I forced myself to speak the truth: “Parker said the only way he’ll tear up that contract is if… if you and I submit to him. For a night.”

Jeremy’s brow knotted in confusion. “Submit… as in, do whatever he says? In bed?”

I nodded. “Anything he wants. No limits. No safe words. He’s in control.”

He recoiled, anger and disbelief raking across his handsome face. “That sick bastard.”

I nodded, hating the tremor in my voice, hating the vulnerability. “I tried. I begged for something else. He wouldn’t budge.”

Jeremy cupped my face, forcing me to meet his tortured, protective gaze. “What did you offer him, Candace? Tell me.”

I dropped my gaze, shame and fear roiling in my gut. There were no words.

He embraced me, strong arms wrapping me up, anchoring me in the storm. “Candace, no. I’m so damn sorry.”

The sting of tears threatened to spill, but I held them at bay, my throat tightening as I forced the words out. "Parker and I go back a long way. I thought maybe—just maybe—pleading with him would be enough. But he didn't budge. So, can you do this? One night with him, surely that's easier to stomach than five years at Monica’s mercy."

Jeremy’s gaze slid over me, emotion flickering in his dark eyes. "Candace, after what you’ve already been through for me? There isn’t a thing I wouldn’t do if it means we're free of her."

I took a shaky breath and leaned into him, my skin sticky from our passion, the scent of us still lingering sharp in the air. “I have a plan,” I whispered, letting each detail unfurl between us—a glimmer of hope in the midst of dread.

He listened, shaking his head in disbelief, then brushing a palm over my wild hair, leaving fingerprints of chocolate and cream behind. "Do you have any idea how lucky I am to have you in my life?" His voice was low, reverent, somehow both teasing and raw with sincerity.

I cocked an eyebrow, a wry smile twisting my lips. "Lucky? With my brilliant plan, you avoid Monica’s claws…but get Parker instead. Doesn’t sound like much of a win."

He groaned, rolling his eyes. "Right. Instead of screwing Monica, I get to be at Parker’s mercy. Still, I’d take you, every single time."

“Shut up, you big baby,” I laughed, unable to resist flicking a pillow at his head. It collided with a muffled whump, erupting into a chaotic shower of downy feathers that clung stubbornly to our syrupy bodies, the ruined comforter, the sticky, stained carpet—evidence of every forbidden ounce of pleasure and wild abandon we’d just shared.

“Shit,” Jeremy burst out, voice rich with warmth and disbelief as he surveyed the feathery carnage. “Now it’s official. This place is a goddamn disaster.”


DAY 16: PARKER IN CHARGE

Parker’s self-satisfaction radiated from him, oozing through every gesture as I informed him—cool and composed—that we had agreed to his conditions. He wasted no time booking an opulent suite at the Ritz-Carlton for a Friday night, clearly savoring every ounce of control. The day itself was inconsequential to Jeremy, whose personal life had slipped into quiet disarray. Britney, his estranged wife, had bluntly informed him she’d be staying at her parents’ house for the duration of her pregnancy. Despite Jeremy’s earnest attempts to salvage the crumbling remnants of their marriage, she slammed every emotional door in his face—refusing to attend firm functions by his side, dismissing his invitations for shared meals, and, most painfully, withholding herself from their marital bed. All gestures of warmth or sexual intimacy had evaporated, replaced by her cold indifference and outright avoidance. Though he rarely brought up these wounds, a heavy dread haunted him—what kind of fractured home would their child be born into? Could their relationship even withstand the storm of new parenthood?

My own marriage was its own labyrinth of secrets. George was at home, oblivious or pretending to be. I churned out a flimsy story about meeting a client early Saturday morning, conveniently the first such weekend meeting in my two decades as an attorney. The lie was paper-thin, and George, in his typical detached fashion, didn’t bother questioning me. He all but sighed with relief, happy to have the house—and the silence—to himself.

Nerves raw, Jeremy and I rendezvoused at the hotel bar, searching for courage at the bottom of our glasses. Tucked discreetly in my purse was a compact camera—the linchpin of our reckless plan. We intended to catch Parker in the act, capturing undeniable proof of his infidelity with one of us. A simple threat: the video would go straight to his wife—assuming, as I had every reason to suspect, she truly owned the firm. We counted on his terror to buy Jeremy’s freedom from his contract. Both of us trembled with anxiety. “Just a short clip of him crossing the line,” I whispered, “then we’re finished.”

Jeremy’s murderous glare told me how petrified he was for me. “I don’t want you to be the one.”

“And I don’t want it to be you,” I replied, heart hammering.

He signaled for the next round, fingers tense, jaw clenched, and we raised our glasses for one final shot of bravado. “Let’s just get this over with.”

We rode up in brittle silence, punctuated only by Jeremy cracking his knuckles and shifting his weight, waves of rage rippling off him. When the suite door swung open, Parker greeted us wearing a gleaming, expectant grin—as though welcoming us to a decadent private celebration.

I forced myself forward, determined to appear confident. “Hello, Parker.”

His expression hardened, eyes darkening with an arrogant need for power. “You’re to call me Mr. Parker,” he corrected softly, the command sliding between us like a drawn blade.

Jeremy’s silence was thunderous—looming over Parker both in stature and simmering fury, every muscle tensed as if he were seconds from tearing Parker apart. While he battled his urge for violence, I positioned my purse atop a ledge near the bed, angling it for the shot we needed.

Parker, putting on the facade of a gracious host, licked his lips and gestured toward the suite’s side table. “Shall we start with drinks, maybe a few light snacks?” His words dripped with self-satisfaction, but beneath the civility was a charged, predatory energy—one that made the room feel both electrifying and dangerous.

I could barely contain my irritation, every word snapping out sharp and brittle. “We’re not here for small talk. Just tell us what you want.”

Parker’s indifference was infuriating—he waved his hand as if none of this touched him in the least, his smirk a slap in the face. “A Bombay Sapphire martini, of course. Since neither of you seem capable of deciding for yourselves, I’ll choose something suitable.” With maddening, leisurely confidence, he strolled over to the desk, fingers tapping the menu as if this were a lazy afternoon at a country club, not blackmail at a luxury hotel. “Let’s see…perhaps some snacks to liven up the occasion?” His voice dripped with false hospitality. “Shrimp cocktails—a timeless treat. Caviar with blinis, delicious with martinis…always a personal favorite.” He seemed delighted by his own tastes. “Trust me, you’ll thank me for my keen palate.”

Smiling, he placed the call for room service, his tone warm enough to raise suspicion. “Sit, both of you. Make yourselves at home, I insist.”

But the elegant suite, with its plush velvet sofas and sparkling city view, felt like a gilded trap. Neither Jeremy nor I moved—choosing to stand our ground rather than yield to Parker’s command. His patience snapped, eyes hardening. “I said, sit. Now.”

He sprawled on the sofa, languid and proprietary, legs spread like a throne. Jeremy took a nearby wing-back chair, forced but still managing an unspoken warning in his rigid posture. As I reached for the opposite seat, Parker’s voice cut through the air, brisk and dismissive.

“Candace, here. With me.”

He was in the dead center of the sofa, leaving no room for negotiation. Gritting my teeth, I perched on the edge, determined to put as much space between us as possible. But Parker wouldn’t tolerate even that meager distance—one swift, possessive pull at my waist and I toppled onto his lap, the heat and hardness of his thigh a shocking reality underneath my dress.

“Jeremy, don’t you think she’s exquisite?” His tone was taunting, daring Jeremy to react.

The muscle in Jeremy’s jaw flexed with silent fury. He managed only a strangled sound, somewhere between assent and disgust.

Parker seemed to savor the tension, relishing his control. Sliding his hand along my ankle, he stripped my shoes away, his thumb circling the arch of my foot. “Such dainty feet,” he murmured, breath hot against my skin. “Perfect little lotus blossoms. You’d be surprised what men find erotic.”

I shuddered, hating that my body reacted—hating, even more, that his skilled hands found pleasure points I’d never wanted to share with him. As his hands drifted up, past my calves and toward my inner thighs, I tensed, pulse hammering traitorously.

“But true kink,” he whispered, fingers brushing dangerously close to my core, “lies right here. The heat in a woman’s pussy—so intimate, inviting, just aching to be tasted. I already know yours, Candace. Sensuous, wet, ready. Tonight, I plan to learn just how intoxicating you truly are. Isn’t that right, Jeremy?”

He didn’t pause to wait for Jeremy’s answer. With practiced deftness, Parker hooked his fingers under the hem of my dress and slid my panties down, dragging the soft lace over my skin before catching them in his hand. His eyes flashed as he brought them to his face, inhaling deeply, savoring their heat. “Christ, you smell divine. But I want more—a taste of what’s hidden.” His voice lowered to a command. “Lift your hips for me.”

Before I could object, a sharp knock rattled the tension—room service. Parker’s composure didn’t falter for an instant. He smiled with that same maddening cordiality. “Jeremy, if you will, please collect our refreshments.”

Jeremy stormed out, fists clenched, while Parker took the opportunity to drag my skirt roughly to my waist, exposing me to his gaze, unrushed and unapologetic. “Let’s discover the flavor of my new favorite snack,” he purred, his breath brushing hot against my trembling thighs.

I bit back my disgust, struggling for control. “Parker, must you narrate every move? You don’t have to be this revolting.”

His nails bit deep into my skin, rousing a sharp, stinging awareness that bled straight into heat. Spit clung to my cheek as he snarled, sending a pulse of humiliation through me. “Tonight belongs to me. Play by my rules, or your little boyfriend can look forward to savoring Monica for the next five years. Maybe I'll shove a pool cue up his tight ass for fun. Would you like that?”

There was no doubting Parker’s menace; I’d learned too well he never spoke empty threats. My voice was steady, unflinching. “Do what you want. Get it over with.”

With a wicked smile twisting his lips, he draped one of my legs high over the sofa’s back, raw and exposed, while the other fell toward the plush carpet, spreading me open as if I were his personal feast. He stared down at my bare, glistening flesh, hunger blazing in his eyes. “God, you’re intoxicating. I won’t stop until I’ve tasted every inch.”

Moments later, Jeremy returned, hands full with martinis and platters. His eyes darkened—thunder roiling in their depths—as he found Parker’s face buried between my thighs, mouth groaning and wet, breath hot against me. Our gazes locked, and I let love and reassurance pour from my smile, silently begging him to hold on, to just let this hateful spectacle run its course.

Parker jerked up, his lips slick, a cruel gleam in his gaze as he noticed Jeremy’s presence. “Ah, perfect timing. Jeremy, be a dear and hand out the drinks, won’t you?”

Jeremy’s hands trembled slightly as he passed around the martinis, his glare venomous. Oblivious or uncaring, Parker reached for the caviar and started layering a mound of glistening black pearls down the delicate folds of my sex, the icy spheres cascading over my slit, rolling toward the heat of my ass. I shuddered at the cold and the obscene sensation, turning my face to the side, revulsion twisting in my belly.

“You make a decadent platter, Candace,” Parker taunted, voice thick with anticipation. He licked his lips, then dipped his head low, tongue gliding up in a slow, greedy line—an unhurried indulgence that stole my breath. His tongue flicked from my ass to my clit, collecting the briny eggs, luxuriously swirling them around his mouth before swallowing with exaggerated relish. When his eyes met mine again, they gleamed with mock surprise.

He turned to Jeremy with a devil’s grin. “Look at this—Candace is still dripping with caviar. Would you care to taste what's left?”

A vein throbbed in Jeremy’s jaw. “No, I’ll pass.”

Parker’s tone hardened, deadly and commanding. “I wasn’t asking, Jeremy. Get your tongue in there. Suck her cunt clean.”

Gritting his teeth, Jeremy knelt between my aching thighs, shame and pain etched in every line of his face. I smoothed my fingers through his hair, offering silent comfort, reminding him we’d endure this together. His lips pressed gently to my sex, tongue sweeping up the salted pearls, careful and tender where Parker had been ravenous—his defiance buried in every slow, deliberate stroke.

“Unbelievable,” Parker snapped, glaring at Jeremy. “I wasn’t finished, you greedy little shit. Do you know what that costs?” His voice vibrated with outrage.

Jeremy’s mouth curved into a cold, challenging smile. “But I made her come the way she likes. I guess you’ll never figure that out.”

Fury contorted Parker’s face. “You bastard. Get over here and suck my cock.”

Time seemed to freeze—the air charged, thick with dread and a raw, barely restrained need. Every second stretched out as Jeremy faced the impossible. There were limits he would never cross, I knew that. Yet every moment Parker spent circling him, taunting him with that gleam of sadistic delight, added another dangerous spark to the night. He played with us—no, he hunted us—claws drawn, and I could almost taste the peril thrumming between us.

I leaned in, summoning every ounce of seduction I possessed, my fingertips grazing across Parker’s lap, feeling his arousal straining against the fabric. “Let me show you what you want,” I purred, my tone low, ripe with invitation. “You know only I can truly tease you to madness.” I dragged his zipper down, my hand bold and unhurried, freeing him. Hardened, eager—his cock was already waiting for my touch, flushed and hot against my palm.

Jeremy stumbled away, sinking onto a nearby chair, his eyes shadowed with hurt and helpless fury, but still watching, always watching—for me. He didn’t understand, not really, not that Parker already had me in ways neither of us could take back. My heart pounded, the memory fresh, as I braced myself for what Parker demanded of me next.

Without any gentle preamble, Parker tangled his fingers into my hair, urgent and uncompromising, guiding me down onto him. I opened my lips, took him deep, the thick musk of him flooding my senses. His cock pushed against the back of my throat, blunt and relentless, and I fought to keep from gagging, my eyes wet with the sharp sting of tears as his scent filled my nose—earthy and feral, almost overpowering.

His command was cold steel. “Lick my balls.” I forced myself to respond, tongue straining from my parted lips while his cock still pressed against my bruised throat. Coarse hair scraped my tongue, rough and wild, the taste of him raw and unmistakably male. The rank smell of him thickened the air, stubble and sweat pricking at my nostrils, and I desperately wanted to be anywhere but here. But Jeremy needed me to hold on just a little longer.

Satisfied for now, Parker yanked me up by my hair, gaze wicked. “Good girl,” he cooed, before turning languidly to enjoy a delicate sip of his drink, pinky lifted in absurd mockery. Jeremy grabbed his own glass and knocked the liquor back hard—just like me, bracing himself for whatever came next.

“My, my. Somebody’s eager tonight,” Parker teased, that victorious glint never leaving his eyes.

Jeremy met Parker’s gaze with pure venom, refusal written across every sharp line of his face. “What do you want now?” The words were tight, every syllable laced with loathing.

Parker’s smile widened, greedy and triumphant. “That’s the spirit! Undress her. Take off every single thing, Jeremy.”

My breath shuddered out. I had chosen my pink dress for Jeremy, a reminder to him—us—that even when everything was stolen from me, my heart belonged to him. Jeremy’s jaw flexed, teeth grinding, as he reached for the zipper. His movements were stiff, reverent and sad all at once, as he slowly peeled the dress from my body.

“Bra, too.”

Jeremy’s trembling hands unclasped my white lace bra, the delicate fabric sliding over my skin. His eyes met mine, dark with apology, his lips barely moving as he mouthed, “I’m sorry.” He pulled the straps down my arms, exposing me to Parker’s greedy gaze.

Parker tsked, voice sickly sweet. “Thank you, Jeremy, you’re such a helpful little thing.”

I cut through his smugness, my voice steely. “Enough with the commentary, Parker. Just say what you want.”

He eyed me, pleasure and power flooding his smirk. “You know the rules, Candace. Obey or go. And Jeremy? He’ll be going straight to Monica…”

Shaking, I climbed onto the bed, spreading my legs open wide, the vulnerability searing through me as I caught Jeremy’s eye. In this raw, exposed moment, I needed his steady presence more than I needed my next breath.

Parker’s lips curled in a wicked, triumphant grin as he stripped away the last of his clothes, deliberately drawing it out, savoring the effect it had on both Jeremy and me. My stomach twisted nauseously at the sight; his body was familiar in the worst possible way, memories of his cruelty burning behind my eyes. The danger of our plan failing pressed like ice in my veins, my resolve flickering but not dead.

He turned to Jeremy with a dark glint. “Jeremy, go sit behind Candace and pull those gorgeous legs back, high to her ears.” The command made my blood run cold. I could see Jeremy’s face blanch, his hands balling into fists, every muscle in his body coiled to attack rather than obey. I couldn’t let that happen. “Jeremy, come on. Stay close—come sit with me,” I called softly, lacing my voice with as much warmth as I could, hoping to anchor him to the plan.

Barely containing his fury, Jeremy stalked across the room, planting himself behind my head on the bed so he could shield me, both protective and afraid.

I breathed in and bent my knees, swinging my legs back as far as they’d go. I caught Jeremy’s gaze, desperate for him to play along. “Hold my calves for me, babe.” My voice trembled with false cheer.

But Parker barked, his patience razor-thin. “Drop the ‘baby’ crap, Candace.” His eyes blazed, and I felt the leash on his temper tightening. Jeremy and I silenced ourselves with a look, not wanting to push him any closer to violence. The purse—and the camera inside—sat only feet away, hope glinting in my peripheral vision.

He prowled up the mattress and spread my thighs wider, coating me with a leer. “Goddamn, that’s a pretty pussy.” His crude hunger made Jeremy’s fingers clamp a little harder around my calves—enough to let me know he was still with me.

Parker wasted no time; he dropped between my legs, his mouth hot and wet on my sex, licking with long, greedy strides. My skin crawled at the feel of his tongue, acid climbing in my throat. I forced myself to remain calm, trying to float above it, to detach from the revulsion.

He straightened, his voice low and cruel. “I’m going to fuck you good, Candace. You won’t remember the boy sitting behind you. Only a real man will do.” His arrogance was as unforgiving as the desert between my legs; I was dry as sand, utterly unaroused by his touch.

He pressed his thick shaft against my entrance, pushing forcefully into my unwelcoming body, and burning pain stole my breath for a fleeting, dangerous second. I would not let him see me wince, would not give him that victory. Instead, I reminded myself of the camera, of the outcome we had plotted for, and let a different performance take over.

Reaching up with trembling hands, I grabbed his firm ass and pulled him into me, throwing my head back in exaggerated, theatrical abandon. I screamed his name for the camera—“Oh, John! Yes! You fuck me so right, I love it. I’m yours, I love you, oh my god, you’re the best I’ve ever had. Fuck me hard, John. Harder!”—the words gushing like honey and venom, my voice shaking with false rapture.

Drunk on his own perceived power, he hammered into me, each thrust harder, greedier. He hunched over, shoving his bitter, hungry tongue into my mouth, his rough hand gliding up my trembling thigh. His fingers skimmed Jeremy’s steely grip, triggering gloating in his eyes as he looked up. “Hear that? I’m the man she wants. She craves me, not you.”

Jeremy’s control snapped. His grip left my calves, one hand latching around Parker’s neck, yanking him backward and hurling him off the bed. The room combusted with their rage.

I scrambled up, adrenaline flooding me, grabbing Jeremy and dragging him away from Parker before fists could fly. My heartbeat thundered as I snatched my purse, pulling out the hidden camera and raising it with a trembling smile.

“All of it’s on video, Parker.”

Jeremy wordlessly slapped the written contract onto the nightstand, his stare lethal. “Sign this and release me from your bullshit job. Or your wife gets a little movie to watch.”

I cut in, my voice proud, steely. “We both know your wife controls your company, Parker. She sees any of this, you lose everything.”

Parker made a desperate lunge for the camera, but Jeremy’s fist connected with him before he made it halfway, sending him crashing to the carpet. “Sign the fucking contract,” Jeremy demanded, his voice low and uncompromising—danger carved in every syllable.

Parker, the pathetic bastard, didn’t waste another breath. He glared at us with a look that could curdle blood, but snatched up a pen and scrawled his signature across the paperwork. He yanked on his trousers hastily, barely managing to button his shirt as he stumbled for the door, his shoes and socks clutched in fists he’d once used to hurt me. Now, they shook from defeat. He slammed the door behind him, the sound echoing like a full stop in our nightmare.

At the sharp click of the lock, I sagged into Jeremy’s arms. My forehead nestled against the warm, steady beat of his chest, anchoring me and scattering the last threads of fear.

His hand slid to my hair, fingers whispering along my scalp. “Did he hurt you?” Concern colored his voice, thick and intimate.

“No,” I murmured, exhaustion heavy but gratitude brighter. “I’m drained—but god, I’m so glad it’s over. We did it. We’re free of him, you’re free of him…” Relief pooled in my body, spreading warmth everywhere his skin touched mine.

Jeremy’s hand cupped my cheek, thumb tracing the line of my jaw. “I’ll never be able to thank you enough.” His eyes softened; I saw his fear for me, his pride, his lust—all tangled deliciously together.

I smiled, pressing my lips to the hollow of his throat. “You could start with a nap,” I teased, my muscles limp and loose after the storm.

He grinned, wicked and boyish, scooping me into the sanctuary of cool cotton sheets. “We have the whole night here, thanks to Parker’s expense account. Seems a shame to waste such a sweet suite.”

Jeremy curled his arm around me, drawing the duvet over both our bodies—a cocoon against the day, a promise for the night to come. “Sleep, beautiful. You’ll need your energy.”

I turned toward him, eyebrows raised, a smile dancing on my lips. “Oh? Are we expecting overtime?”

He pulled me closer, his smirk oozing confidence. “Just a hunch I have—call it a boy toy’s intuition. Tonight, you’re mine.” The promise in his gaze left no doubt he’d make good on every word.


DAY 16: BELATED BIRTHDAY GIFT

Sleep still lingered in my limbs when a sharp rap jolted me from my haze. My heart fluttered, reluctant to surface from the decadent warmth of the bed, but the insistent knocking left me no choice. I stretched lazily, letting the soft sheet pool around my hips, and called out, “Jeremy, would you please answer that? I’m not exactly decent.”

His voice, cool and velvety, drifted from across the room. “No, babe. I really think you should get it.”

I frowned, frustration prickling my skin. “Honestly, Jeremy, I don't have a stitch on. You're at least half-dressed. Boxers count. Can you please just get the damn door?”

Unmoved, he repeated, “I really think you should get it.” A teasing note danced in his tone that made my nerves sizzle.

My patience wavered, but curiosity burned brighter. Was he still haunted by the Parker fiasco? Jeremy was never one to push my buttons like this—not unless he had something deliciously wicked up his sleeve. Huffing, just so he’d know I was less than pleased, I gathered the top sheet and swathed it around myself, the fabric sliding cool and silken over my bare skin, barely covering me. “One second!” I shouted, my voice echoing through the suite.

I shuffled toward the door, half of the luxurious king-sized sheet trailing behind me like an improvised bridal train. When I swung the door open, my lips parted, breath stolen by the vision before me. Standing there was a man who looked sculpted by the gods—tall, broad shoulders encased in a black linen shirt that clung to his lean, muscled frame. The sharp lines of his jaw balanced out a smile so dazzling, so wicked, every nerve ending in my body came alive. His eyes smoldered with mischief, framed perfectly by unruly dark hair. The subtle gleam of his fitted shirt only made his presence more impossibly magnetic.

If he was a dish, I’d savor every decadent taste.

Desire twisted sweet and hot in my belly, every instinct screaming to drag him inside, strip away the barriers—questions, propriety—for later. But my manners, tattered as they were, forced me to play hostess. “Can I help you?” My words sounded far steadier than I felt.

Jeremy slipped up behind me, large hands settling on my bare shoulders, his touch possessive, electric. “Happy birthday, Candace,” he murmured, lips brushing my ear.

My heart stuttered. “What?”

He grinned, his voice low and deliciously rough. “Think back, baby. Your fantasy—two men. Both worshipping you.”

Shock flared—delicious, intoxicating shock. “No. You didn’t...”

“Oh yes,” he purred.

My gaze flicked back to the stranger, who watched me with a hungry smile, the kind that promised sin. “You’re here…for me?” My pulse thrummed between my thighs.

His slow nod, deliberate and confident, made my breath catch. “Yes, ma’am.” The honeyed trace of a Texas drawl curled around the words, instantly heating my skin.

I wondered, just for an instant, if all that Southern charm carried over into the bedroom.

“Please, come in,” I managed, caught in the way his eyes followed every inch of my bare, sheet-draped body. He greeted me with a brush of his mouth against my cheek—a fleeting, intimate kiss that left my skin tingling. As he entered, I watched the smooth, effortless way he moved—like he owned the air around him. He smelled of soap and cedar, something masculine and raw, stoking the need building beneath my skin.

“What’s your name?” My voice was softer now, anticipation rasping along every syllable.

“Ryan.” His lips twisted in a confident, almost challenging grin.

“I’m Candace. How do you and Jeremy know each other?”

“We’re both at law school. I’m a Houston guy. Jeremy invited me up to help make a certain birthday girl’s night one to remember.”

An electric thrill zipped through every cell. I tried in vain to recall what cosmic favor had led to this—whatever it was, I’d earned it, and I intended to enjoy every decadent second.

Just then, another knock echoed—disruptive, unwelcome—at the door. Frustration simmered. The last thing I needed was room service interfering when I was about to unwrap such sinful gifts.

“Let’s pretend we didn’t hear that,” I suggested, hoping whoever it was would disappear.

Jeremy’s eyes flicked to mine, full of that unreadable mischief. “Candace, seriously, you should answer it.”

“No. They’ll leave,” I insisted, every sinew in my body longing to get back to Ryan—and Jeremy.

But the knock sounded again, insistent as ever.

Jeremy only smirked. “Really, babe, you should get the door.”

I glared, exasperated. “I’m in a bedsheet. You two are fully dressed. Wouldn’t it make more sense for you to get it?”

He shook his head, that wicked, knowing spark in his eyes. “It’s all for you. Your party, your door.”

I rolled my eyes in surrender, a smile tugging at my lips despite myself. Maybe he’d arranged champagne, flowers—a decadent treat to top off a fantasy already taking shape. Either way, whatever waited on the other side could be nothing compared to what was brewing right here. But I turned, gripping my sheet, and marched off to answer the insistent caller, anticipation thrumming through my veins.

As I swung the door wide open, a jolt of confusion and excitement shot through me. There, standing in the hall, was Ryan—or at least, a perfect replica of him. My gaze darted over my shoulder, confirming that Ryan was, impossibly, still lounging inside. Then I faced the doorway again, and the vision was unchanged—two Ryans. My mind, already deliciously hazy with desire, reeled at the impossibility. The man’s grin was wide, confident, and utterly irresistible.

“Hi, I’m Kevin.” His voice carried the same low, honeyed warmth as Ryan’s—a tantalizing echo.

I managed a breathless laugh. “Hi Kevin, I’m Candace. That’s Jeremy and... well, Ryan.” I couldn’t keep my eyes from flicking between the young men, marveling at their uncanny resemblance.

Kevin’s lips curled into a smirk. “Not your imagination. We get that a lot. We’re not brothers but we look very much alike”

My heart stuttered, an urgent flutter of anticipation tightening my skin. “Oh. My. God. Please, come right in.” The words almost tripped over themselves in my eagerness.

I insisted he precede me, taking the opportunity to let my gaze devour the strong lines of his back, the fit of his shirt across his broad shoulders. The subtle, spicy scent of his aftershave teased my senses—intoxicating and sharply male. I imagined tracing the path of that fragrance with my lips, slow and lingering across his throat.

Overwhelmed, I bounced onto my toes and threw myself into Jeremy’s chest, nuzzling my face into his warm neck. The solid comfort of his body and the quiet strength of his arms around me made my insides melt.

“Thank you,” I whispered fervently, barely able to keep the tremor out of my voice.

He cradled my jaw in his hand, tilting my face up to meet his. “Why the tears, gorgeous?”

A shaky laugh broke out of me, tears smudging without shame. “It’s stupid, I know. But no one’s ever done anything like this for me before—made me feel so... seen, so wanted.”

His eyes glowed dark with devotion, a slow, sexy smile lighting his face. “I love you, Candace. You’ve given me everything I dreamed of, again and again. I wanted to make your fantasy real, just as many times.”

“Again and again?” I teased, the promise of repetition stoking that erotic fission beneath my skin.

He grinned, wicked and tender all at once. “Exactly.”

A shiver rippled through me. I didn’t even know where to begin. The three men—mine, every last one of them—stood in front of me, fully dressed, while I loitered in nothing but a haphazardly draped sheet. That didn’t feel right.

“Well,” I murmured, letting my gaze deliberately rake each of them, smoldering with intent, “clearly I’m the only one here not overdressed.”

Jeremy’s bark of laughter was contagious, and the air crackled as the three men reached for their shirt buttons in unison. But I stilled them with a lifted finger, savoring the control that hummed in my veins. “Not so fast,” I purred. “Tonight, I’m the one unwrapping the gifts.”

With a slow, teasing turn, I faced Ryan, unable to resist the urge to peel away the layers hiding that beautiful body. “May I?” My fingers hovered, the anticipation sweet and electric.

His laugh was a rich, delicious sound, echoed by Jeremy’s reassuring murmur. “Whatever you want, Candace. We’re yours—just promise not to leave scratches we can’t hide in court.”

A thrill danced up my spine as I unfastened Ryan’s shirt, one button at a time, exposing more and more alluring skin. Each reveal unveiled taut muscle and gilded warmth, his chest sculpted and strong, his abs defined and inviting. Sliding his sleeves from broad shoulders and powerful arms, I let each movement linger, my fingertips worshipping every sinew—gratitude pooling inside me for every hour of sweat he’d spent perfecting this body.

When I finally reached his waistband, desire clawed at me—I needed to see all of him, desperately. I fumbled with his zipper, hunger dizzying my hands, until at last I pushed his trousers down and revealed tight black briefs that framed him just right. The expanse of him—hard, thick, and perfectly proportioned—made my core clench with greedy longing. My mouth watered at the sight, the anticipation almost unbearable.

Taking his length in hand, I pressed my lips to the silky head, barely brushing him—a reverent kiss, a wicked promise. “Don’t worry,” I murmured up to him, voice sultry and full of anticipation. “I’ll be back to give you the attention you deserve.”

He let out a shaky laugh, clearly enjoying my boldness. “Not many women talk to my cock, but I’m all for new experiences.”

“I couldn’t leave your gorgeous cock neglected, not even for a moment, especially while I undress your delicious friend,” I said, my tone deliberately sultry as my fingertips drifted upward.

Kevin, standing there in his sinful chocolate brown t-shirt and those jeans that hugged him like a secret, looked so obscenely delectable I had to bite my lip. As I tugged his shirt up, my breath caught—his torso was a perfect echo of Ryan’s, the same chiseled muscles, the same mouthwatering lines.

I let my eyes wander, lingering greedily. “Is anyone here not carved out of marble? Or is it just me skipping torturous gym hours?” I teased, letting my hunger show.

Kevin just grinned wolfishly, fingers moving for the button fly of his jeans—until I slid my hands over his and claimed the moment, needing to undress him at my own aching pace. The heat of his skin, the delicious tension in his thighs, it all sparked through me as I peeled away his jeans and exposed the boxer briefs beneath, already straining.

He was a boxer guy, at least until I intervened. I tugged them down with a satisfying slowness, and there it was—a cock as perfect as his friend’s, thick, ready, tempting me. I darted low, tracing my tongue over the pearly bead of precum glistening at the tip. My body thrummed as I savored his flavor, promising him more.

“Ryan, come here,” I whispered, my voice thick and yearning.

Ryan closed the space between us, heat radiating off his bare skin. When I angled up to kiss him, his mouth found mine instantly—pressing into me, lips firm and hungry, tongue flickering and claiming, hands cupping my face like I was something precious. Every purposeful drag of his mouth sent wicked tremors through my body, my pussy turning slick and molten beneath the thin sheet I wore. I couldn’t help but wonder what new heights his lips and tongue could take me to.

Ryan’s hands drifted down, finding the place where I’d knotted the makeshift toga. His voice, low and wanting, sent a shiver through me. “Can we lose this?” he murmured, fingertips coaxing.

“Absolutely,” I answered, raw with lust.

In one motion, he undid the sheet and tossed it aside. A throaty whistle from Kevin met my bare body, the devouring way he and Ryan looked at me making my skin pebble with anticipation. I felt raw, gorgeous, and insatiable beneath their gazes.

Kevin pressed himself in, cool skin against hot, bare breast. His hands moved purposefully, strong and sure as he cupped my curves, rolling a nipple softly between thumb and forefinger, sending sparks spiraling through me. His touch was gentler than Ryan’s, a teasing contrast—yet every bit as skillful, lips brushing mine with decadent patience, coaxing moans from deep within me.

I lost myself in the twins, the dizzying mix of their mouths and hands, until Jeremy brought me crashing deliciously back with a sharp slap to my ass, demanding my attention. My gasp spilled over Ryan’s lips.

“What do you want next, baby?” Jeremy rumbled, his voice hungry and beautiful.

A primal need twisted through me. “I want your mouth on me, Jeremy. And I want the twins on either side, kissing, touching me, tasting me. Make me lose myself,” I commanded, breathless.

Jeremy flashed me a wicked grin—his smile full of promise. My body trembled with anticipation for what was coming next.

We tumbled into the bedroom, all silk and shadow. I sprawled across the softest sheet, thighs spread, with Jeremy settling possessively between my legs. His lips teased my inner thighs, teeth nipping, sending stinging-hot pleasure that faded into delicious, cooling trails of his breath. By the time his mouth hovered over my aching pussy, my hips bucked up, every nerve ending screaming for him. I needed to feel the wild heat of his tongue and surrender to the pleasure these three beautiful men ached to give me.

Ryan swept his palm over my breast, cupping its weight, his thumb brushing over my sensitive peak until it drew tight with anticipation. I pulled him closer, hungry for his mouth, and he obliged with a kiss that sent tremors through my entire body—his lips firm against mine, his tongue teasing and coaxing, exploring my mouth with intoxicating skill. Our kiss felt endless, wet and deep, dizzying in its urgency.

Not to be outdone, Kevin’s mouth found its own destination. He lowered himself to my chest, his lips closing over my taut nipple, tongue swirling around that throbbing point until the sensation vibrated down my spine. My back arched in response as he sucked me deep into his mouth, drawing moans from my throat. I gasped when he grazed my bud gently with his teeth—just enough to make pleasure ignite into something fierce and needy. Every part of me was alive with frenzied attention, lust crackling through my skin, the twins skillfully teasing me at once.

Between my thighs, Jeremy was relentless. He dragged his tongue slowly up through my slick folds, pausing to savor every drop of arousal that had gathered there. The obscene, sultry sound of his mouth against my dripping flesh only made me ache more. He pressed his thumbs into either side of my entrance, pulling me wider open for him, and then dipped lower—his tongue tracing a teasing path to the tight, forbidden place he already claimed as his own. The filthy promise in that stroke made my heart race.

Ryan’s hand moved downward, his fingers pressing with purposeful intent, sliding inside me with a wet, decadent ease. He withdrew one and lifted it to his lips, tasting me. His eyes rolled back, a groan escaping him. “Fuck, woman, you taste amazing.” He offered his other finger to me, holding it close, waiting.

I met his gaze and parted my lips, taking him into my mouth—tasting myself raw and uncut, the sharp, salt-slick tang washing over my tongue like the briny slap of sea spray on naked skin. It was shockingly arousing, more intimate than anything I’d tasted off Jeremy’s cock, pure and unmasked.

Kevin’s lips pressed to my throat, tongue gliding along the feverish pulse beneath my jaw. “You like tasting yourself, don’t you?” he whispered, his breath hot and wicked against my neck.

My answering hum was pure affirmation, brazen and needy. “Mmm. Yes.”

He grinned, his gaze dark with desire. “I want a taste. You look fucking mouthwatering.”

But Jeremy was already devouring me, moaning like I was his favorite indulgence. His mouth sealed over my clit, teasing and flicking at it, sending jolts of gasping pleasure ricocheting through me. He lifted his head just long enough to growl, “She’s all mine right now—back off.”

Despite the delicious torment from Ryan’s mouth on mine and Kevin’s tongue making my skin shiver, everything narrowed down to the epicenter of desire where Jeremy was working me with single-minded focus. He licked and sucked at my clit as if his survival depended on it—his tongue alternating between long, slow strokes and frantic, desperate flicks until my cries became ragged and wild. He drew circles over my most sensitive spot, toying with it, then pressed down as if testing the boundaries of my control.

His mouth sucked me in again just as he eased two fingers inside, stretching and filling me, the feeling of being claimed and worshipped at once overwhelming. The memory of licking myself from Ryan’s finger made the sensation even more illicit, more consuming. Jeremy hummed around my clit, sending electric waves of pleasure outwards, until every nerve in my body screamed for release.

I writhed, desperately bucking against his face, but he held me captive with a hand on my hip, pinning me to the mattress. The rush of heat and pressure built until it became unbearable—my body shaking, desperate for relief.

“Jeremy, oh god. Please. Please—just let me come.”

Ryan’s fingers slid along my mound, his grip insistent as he pulled up, baring me to Jeremy’s hungry mouth. My hood stretched, nerves exposed, my clit throbbing as every whisper of air and touch of tongue sent sparks slashing through my core. Kevin filled his hands with my breasts, his greedy fingers kneading possessively before twisting, tugging—sharp jolts of heat and pain that stoked the wild ache building low in my belly.

Jeremy’s laughter was a dark, rough velvet against my skin, the vibration rumbling through my flesh and making my cunt clench helplessly. His mercy was a slow, deliberate tease: expert fingers curling into my slick heat, stroking my G-spot with sinful precision. My entire body arched into the touch, my clit and sweet spot detonating, pulses of pleasure ricocheting from my toes to the back of my skull. The orgasm crashed over me, pure, convulsing fire. I screamed—raw, uncaring, primal—vulgar words falling from my lips as every muscle trembled.

Kevin and Ryan devoured my body, hungry mouths branding kisses along my neck, my breasts, the edges of my jaw. Jeremy’s relentless mouth devoured my clit, sucking, lavishing, while his fingers thrust deeper inside, each thrust rocking through my insides and nudging my cervix until I was delirious—a worshipful goddess pinned between their insistent hands and mouths. My hips bucked, wild and needy, impaling myself on Jeremy’s plunging fingers, needing that edge between pain and euphoria.

Suddenly, I froze—my body suspended in exquisite contractions, the world shrinking until the only thing that mattered was the wild pulse between my thighs and Jeremy’s lips claiming me. Sensing my surrender, his pace softened; his fingers eased, the torment transforming into gentle worship. My mind floated in bliss, the edges of the room blurring, my body weightless. Ryan and Kevin pressed sweet kisses to my brow, my lips—tender adoration as they retreated, leaving me and Jeremy inside this rare, suspended afterglow. Parker faded to nothing, my skin cleansed of memory by the heat of their devotion.

In the hush, Ryan’s voice coiled through the haze, impatience and desire sharpening his words. “So…what’s next?”

A lazy, decadent smile curled my lips. “You.”

He grinned, his satisfaction palpable. “Your wish?”

“Fuck me. Off the side of the bed.”

His hands were firm and sure as they caught my waist, angling me to the mattress’s edge. My chest pressed to the comforter, hips tipped up, legs falling open and dangling over the frame—completely given over to him, reveling in the force of his arousal. Ryan’s hot gaze seared my naked body.

He paused, that boyish charm flickering in his voice. “May I?”

The request shattered something inside me. “God, yes. Please.”

He entered me in one smooth, hungry thrust—my body stretching to take him in, our shared moans melting into the air. The pleasure was raw, uncomplicated—his cock filling me perfectly, driving home with an assured rhythm that didn’t overwhelm, but promised everything. Gone was the punishing stretch Jeremy’s size demanded—Ryan fucked me hungry and fast, the friction a blessing inside my aching cunt.

I called out, unabashed bliss spilling from me, the sensation igniting every nerve ending. “Oh, God. Oh, yes.”

Ryan’s response was a growl, low and thick. “Fuck… your pussy is so goddamn tight.”

“Don’t flatter yourself,” I teased, my voice low and wicked. “You tell every delicious forty-nine-year-old she’s tight, don’t you?”

Ryan’s laughter rolled across my skin, warm and easy. “Only the ones who feel like they’re still twenty-nine,” he bantered, his words throbbing with mischief. He held himself buried in me, unmoving, joining our bodies so perfectly that every breath, every shift, fused us deeper. The steady, thrumming pulse of his cock pressed against my insides, each heartbeat spreading a sultry warmth that made my core dampen and hum with need. I wanted to savor this moment, let it stretch out—lose myself in the decadent fullness, the aching closeness, the near-sacred promise of pleasure.

I drew in a shaky breath as he drove forward, pressing more intimately inside me. My thighs tightened around his hips as he anchored my legs against his torso, the edge of control slipping away with every needy thrust. He was impossibly deep, and I drank in the friction and fullness, arching up as a longing moan spilled from my lips. The wall was right there at my back, denying me escape, demanding I take the entirety of him or yield to something new.

A throaty plea slipped free. “Ryan… let’s change it up.”

His brows lifted, hungry for the next thrill. “Tell me what you want.”

I bit my lip, feeling flush from inside out. “Stay there. I’ll roll into doggie.”

His eyes darkened, and a raw, carnal smile overtook his mouth. “Oh fuck, that’s my favorite.”

I twisted, bracing myself on hands and knees, deliberately angling my ass to beckon him. Lust flared between us as Ryan drew up behind me, his gaze devouring every forbidden curve. “You look so fucking good like this,” he whispered, voice shaky, then slid inside me again, so slow, so agonizingly thorough. The stretch—God, the stretch—sent fire crackling up my spine. I ground my hips against him, pushing back hard, taking control and riding his cock in a feverish rhythm. Sweat beaded down my back, every nerve ending ablaze with insatiable need.

“Jesus Christ, you’re soaked for me,” he groaned, hands gripping my hips. His words fluttered along my spine, making me ache for more.

“And you love it,” I whispered back, emboldened and breathless.

“Gonna come… Need you with me,” he warned, desperation lacing his voice.

I thrust myself against him, every muscle straining as the pleasure broke open. My breasts pressed to the bed and my hips bucked, the world dissolving into bright, shaking heat. I splintered around him, lost in sensation, unable to do anything but surrender to the wild, delicious climax wracking through me. I felt Ryan shudder, thick and hot, as he spilled inside me, cock pulsing, hips jerking against my ass. His release dragged me through mine, making it bigger, messier, more consuming. His hands curled tight on my waist as his pleasure spiraled out, then he slumped forward, all tension gone, sprawling boneless and sated by my side.

For a heartbeat, it was just the four of us and the wild, echoing aftermath. The bed, the air, even the light felt charged. As my world slowly refocused, I realized the insistent, eager energy of my other lovers—three men who hadn’t had their fill.

Jeremy’s voice snapped with electric anticipation. “So, Candace, what should we do next?”

I let my lips curl into a wicked smile, heart still hammering. “I want you all to DP me.”

Jeremy shot me a worried look, his desire battling with concern. “Babygirl, you’re tiny… And we’re not exactly small men. You really think you can handle all of us?”

I bit my lip, heat flooding my cheeks and belly. “No question. I want it. I want all of you, right now.”

A hush fell as my suggestion settled between us, thick and undeniable.

“Alright…” His gaze flickered, hunger winning out.

I propped myself up, excitement making me tremble. “Jeremy, lie back. I’ll ride you. Then Ryan—or Kevin—can take my ass. You boys can switch it up after. Sound good?”

Jeremy grinned and surrendered. My anticipation was a sharp, sweet ache as I rolled a condom onto him and slathered on lube, so ready my thighs quivered on their own. When he settled back against the pillows, I knelt over him, braced my hands on his chest, and slowly sank my pussy down the full length of his cock. Jeremy’s hands gripped my hips, and he bucked up, his thick shaft stretching me wide and perfect, my body trembling above him, ravenous for what was coming next.

Buried as deep as I could be onto Jeremy, I felt a tremor of doubt—could my body possibly take more? The idea of another cock stretching me open had my whole body shivering, both with trepidation and an illicit thrill. Bracing myself for the delicious assault of sensation, I shifted expectantly, presenting myself for Ryan behind me.

Ryan didn’t rush; his hands caressed my back and hips in slow, teasing circles, his touch coaxing my body’s nerves into readiness. When his slick, eager head nudged at my ass, I tried to relax, but nerves overtook me. My head snapped back, catching him hard in the face.

He groaned, rubbing at the red mark blooming across his brow. "Jesus, that’s not how I wanted to see stars," he said, a sheepish smile fighting past the sting. "It’s just too tight with Jeremy inside you. I can’t get in."

Jeremy’s voice rumbled beneath me, his hands possessive on my waist. "Told you it might be a stretch, babe. Literally."

But there was no way I was going to let this night end with a ‘no’. "We’ll improvise. Why not try the twins?" My voice was giddy with anticipation, heat curling low in my belly.

Kevin, sprawled at the edge of the bed, shot me a wicked grin. "I’m not missing out on this." He tilted his head at Jeremy. "You heard her. Let’s make room for each other."

I couldn’t help but laugh, desire surging through me as I kissed Jeremy’s flushed lips—part apology, part promise. "Sorry, love. Your beautiful cock’s just a little more than I can handle with anyone else in me." He mock-scowled, resigned but amused, his pride wounded but playful.

Kevin was quick to claim his place, sliding beneath me, his hands guiding my hips down onto his waiting cock. I gasped as he filled me, body tensing and then melting into his strong frame beneath mine. His palm caressed my spine and drew me flush against his chest, nestling me atop his solid, trim body. I clung to him, his scent—clean sweat, faint musk—filling my senses, sandy stubble brushing my cheek as he murmured, "You feel fucking incredible."

But before I could lose myself in Kevin’s arms, Ryan was there, heat radiating against me from behind. He gripped my hips, steadied the head of his cock at my tightest entrance, and pressed forward, slow but determined. He didn’t stop, not even when I whimpered at the stretch, the searing fullness stealing the breath from my lungs and sending fireworks behind my eyes. He breached me, the hot, insistent length of his cock sinking into the depths of my ass, balls snug between us, our bodies a decadent, writhing knot.

I froze, the shockwave of fullness making me dizzy, almost weightless—like I’d left my body completely. Both young men held me grounded, waiting, patient, their hands gentle and mouths coaxing.

“Candace, are you there?” Ryan’s voice was distant, tinged with concern and raw need.

Kevin’s lips brushed my ear, his breath a velvet invitation as his body shielded me. "You okay, gorgeous? Want us to start?"

His kiss—soft, lingering, full of warmth—brought me rushing back to the fire of the present. I shuddered, a primal need clawing up my spine. "Yes, god, please. Fuck me. Both of you."

Kevin gave a deep, echoing thrust, shoving higher inside me, the motion forcing my ass snugger onto Ryan’s cock, stretching me impossibly wide, sending a hot shock through my core and making my body convulse. My hands clutched desperately at Kevin’s shoulders as I gasped, stars crowding my vision.

“Easy, baby,” Kevin murmured, slowing as I trembled above him.

“Sorry,” Ryan echoed, his voice hoarse with control, his hands worshipping my hips as he stilled, letting me adjust to the overwhelming, delicious intensity of being fully, utterly possessed.

Ryan, careful not to overwhelm me, slowly eased his cock from my asshole, and the sense of reprieve was intoxicating—I could breathe again, feel the cool slip of air against my hot skin. He spread my cheeks wide, his hands gently prying me open, and in a slow, relentless press, worked himself back inside me. My body yielded inch by torturous inch, the sensation raw and electric until finally, his hips nestled flush against me, his balls a heavy, physical promise just beneath the fever of my flesh.

Kevin matched his friend’s pace, their bodies moving like a practiced duet—one sliding free of my pussy as the other thrust into the tight heat of my ass, then reversing, back and forth, each stroke calibrated and controlled. From the corner of my eye, I caught Kevin’s intense gaze fixed on his friend, the connection between them palpable as they found the rhythm of my surrender.

But Kevin’s restraint was fracturing, his voice rough where it broke the charged silence. “Candace, we can’t keep this up much longer,” he groaned, his face taut with hunger.

Ryan’s breathless confession followed. “He means we’re about to lose it. Too fucking hot.”

I couldn’t help but laugh, a giddy, trembling giggle bubbling up. “Trust me, the feeling’s mutual. I’m ready—please, just fuck me.”

The relief from them was audible—a strained, twin chorus of groans as they abandoned their synchronization and surrendered to their individual need. Ryan fucked me with a wild, erratic energy, his movements so fervent and deep that I couldn’t tell if he was inside me or out except for the continual shock of sensation tearing through my ass. Kevin’s thrusting grew ragged, and Ryan’s desperate pace left Kevin pinned beneath us, the only thing he could do was press into me and relish the tight wet grip of my pussy as each of Ryan’s thrusts shuddered through our bodies.

“Jeremy,” I gasped, breathless, seeking him with hungry eyes, “I want your cock in my mouth.”

In an instant, Jeremy was beside us, his length thick and hard, the tip flushed and taut with need. I angled over, arching awkwardly but craving the claim of all three—the reckless thrill of fullness in every inch of me, taken by these men who burned for me. I dragged my tongue along the velvet length of Jeremy’s shaft, savoring the weight of him as I drew him into my mouth, my lips tightening around his slick, straining head while his friends pistoned in and out of my other holes.

The pleasure was too much, an inferno crawling up my spine, making every nerve combust. Ryan’s cock lit my ass afire, Kevin’s weight and undeniable presence sent white-hot pulses through my pussy, and my clit sang with every grind of my hips against Kevin’s hard stomach. I drowned in sensation—pure, blazing, inescapable—no line between pleasure and reality as I shattered.

My climax was tidal, sweeping and relentless, crashing over me in waves that seized every muscle, every inch of flesh. My body bucked and my cries filled the room, a litany of their names rasped from my lips, raw and desperate. They fucked me through my orgasm, thrusts urgent and claiming, filling my cunt and my ass until I was senseless with the blistering euphoria of it all. Sweat dripped down my body, pooling in the curve of my breasts, every inch of skin fevered and alive.

I opened my mouth wider for Jeremy, taking him as deep as I could, desperate and clumsy and so exquisitely hungry. He groaned above me, thick with pleasure, my movements wild and messy but only making him harder. All three of them caught up in my storm—my pleasure, my surrender—the center of our glorious, tangled universe.

Arching away from Kevin, I cupped my full breasts in both hands, my fingers rolling and tugging at my sensitive nipples until a sharp, electric pleasure raced through me. I offered one swollen peak to his mouth, and he moved on instinct—greedy, ravenous. His hands engulfed my curves, his thumbs teasing the sensitive flesh as his lips latched onto first one breast then the other, suckling with an intensity that bordered on worship. Each pull of his mouth sent wild shudders over my skin, the sensation arrowing down to my already-rioting clit, my whole body thrumming in sweet, desperate answer.

My lips slipped free of Jeremy’s cock for just a moment, my mind a dizzy, hungry whirl. “Yes, fuck yes—don’t stop—come with me, now,” I screamed, raw and breathless. The twins surged with me, primal groans tearing free as they each slammed into me from opposite ends, filling me, stretching me, their thrusts clashing and colliding inside my craving body. Their cocks throbbed bigger, fiercer, plunging my senses even further over the edge.

The explosion inside me was wild and relentless. Kevin shuddered, losing control to the relentless grip of my climax around him—his cock jerked deep where I was soaking and raw, battering me with three hard thrusts, his first one stealing my air with the depth and heat. I wrapped my thighs tight, grinding feverishly, my mind caught on the wicked image of his seed commingling with his friend’s in my core—filthy, forbidden, completely intoxicating. That vision tipped me into another gasping release, Kevin following, hands gripping my hips, pulling me down as his own hips bucked up in wild harmony.

Ryan never let up for a second, burying himself all the way, his cock slamming deep and unforgiving, raw ferocity imprinting himself inside me while his cum burst hot into my ass. The three of us crashed together, panting, tangled, laughing in the delirious, sated aftermath. Ryan all but collapsed, boneless with delight, tumbling sideways onto the messy sheets. I slid free of Kevin and sprawled facedown between them, luxuriating in the warmth and ridiculous bliss. Sleep threatened to claim me, but Jeremy’s hungry voice snapped me back.

“Candace, can I see your pussy?” Eager and insatiable as ever—how could I resist?

Groaning indulgently, I rolled onto my elbows and knees, arching my back just for him, presenting every ruined inch to Jeremy’s appreciative gaze. His eyes lit up, hungry and admiring as he took in the evidence of our debauchery.

“Jesus, that is the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen,” he murmured.

Kevin propped himself up, attention riveted. “Is it… is that a cream pie?”

Jeremy’s grin was pure mischief. “Double cream pie.”

“Fucking hell.” Kevin’s voice was thick.

Before Jeremy could ask the question, I laughed and cut him off. “Yes, you can take pictures. All of you—knock yourselves out.” Shamelessly, I stayed in position, feeling my age and not giving a damn—forty-nine, a partner at a big law firm, lying here with my ass high, letting three gorgeous men snap photos of their cum trickling out of me… and loving every depraved minute of it.

Once the makeshift photo shoot ended, Jeremy shot the twins a grateful look. “Thanks for coming, boys.”

I hugged them, flushed and beaming. “You three just gave me the best birthday gift I’ve ever had.”

At the door, Ryan tossed me a wicked, lingering grin. “No reason to wait for the next birthday, Candace—we’re always available.”

Jeremy gave him a playful punch. “Hey, hands off. She’s mine. Time to get lost.”

Ryan’s last smile was pure trouble. “Jeremy, if you ever need help, you know where to find us. Candace—call any time.”

I tossed a teasing look over my shoulder at Jeremy. “Maybe I’ll take him up on that.”

He fixed me with a possessive stare, pride and desire knotted in his voice. “Don’t even think about it. You’re all mine.”

***

As soon as the twins were gone, hunger sparked in my eyes. I seized Jeremy with a possessive hand, fingers wrapping tightly around the thick evidence of his desire. “Your turn now, baby,” I murmured, voice deep and wanting. “Back. Headboard. Now.”

He flashed me a crooked, boyish grin—pure mischief and delight, like a kid who discovered Christmas and every fantasy at once. As he slid up the mattress, propping himself against the headboard, I prowled up between his legs, never breaking our scorching eye contact.

Straddling Jeremy, I guided him inside me with a slow, decadent drop of my hips, taking him inch by impossible inch until he stretched me impossibly wide, filling every secret place. For a moment, I perched on his thighs, swallowing the pressure and the thrill, loving the way he claimed me completely. The delicious ache of him deep inside me—God, there was nothing like it.

He groaned, his restraint already splintering. “Candace, baby... I won’t last.”

A wicked smirk tugged at my lips. “That’s fine. Let it go, Jeremy.”

Lifting, I inched my hips up, savoring how his cock dragged against my drenched folds, stroking my walls with agonizing, perfect slowness until just the tip kept me tethered to him. Every thrust filled me again, each slide more decadent, more necessary. His hands gripped my hips—possessive, demanding, moving my body to his rhythm, forcing me to surrender to his pace. He drove into me from below, pelvis slamming up, forcing me down onto him, again and again.

Every surge, every thrust sent shivers dancing up my spine. I felt the broad crown of his cock batter my most sensitive spot, that perfect rough friction that vibrated through my entire core. My head dropped back, gasping his name as he pounded me, relentless, raw, baring every inch of need between us.

With a sudden, desperate grip, he slammed me down, pinning me to him as his cock jerked and throbbed inside me—hot, wet pulses pouring into me, branding me, making me his. His fingers dug deep into my flesh, marking me, as a wild, primal sound rumbled out of his chest—an answering growl to the tremors wracking my own body.

I clenched around him, milking every last drop, shuddering through my own overwhelming release, quaking and clinging, our bodies dissolving into a haze of pure, shared ecstasy. “Jeremy, oh God, yes—oh God.” Everything fell away: the room, the world. There was only us—hunger and heat, bodies entwined, souls momentarily fused.

The echo of his orgasm reverberated through his chest, low and feral, vibrating against my skin. My body squeezed him, coaxing every last flash of pleasure—drawing out the waves of my own climax, letting them carry me higher, deeper, until I swam in the afterglow, warm and weightless in his arms.

Spent and blissful, I slumped forward, boneless with satisfaction. Jeremy looked as wrecked as I felt—his handsome face lazy with pleasure, eyes heavy, hair mussed, breathing rough.

Sliding off him, I slid down, drawn irresistibly to the mess between his thighs. “Lie back,” I purred, voice thick with mischief. “I have some cleanup to do.”

He protested weakly, “You don’t have to—I’m a disaster.”

A sly smile danced on my lips. “You think I’d pass up a treat this filthy?” I knelt there, tracing my tongue over the shaft where his cock glistened—slick with the mingled spend of all three men from before, their desire painting him in creamy ribbons. “How often do I get the thrill of tasting three men at once?” I teased, sending him a wicked wink.

He blinked, stunned—and aroused. “Wait—what?”

“Kevin's, Ryan’s, and you, all mixed together, coating you. Don’t move, stud.”

As he stared down at me—eyes wide with shock and hunger—I ran my tongue along his length, savoring the intoxicating swirl of salt and musk, the way the thick white clung near his base before turning clear and sticky nearer his tip. I licked, sucked, slurped, making sure there wasn’t a trace of their combined essence left. His body tensed under my mouth, a shudder running through him as I paid every inch of him due attention, slow and greedy.

When I was finished, lips smeared, tongue savoring the last drops, I rose and wiped my mouth, flashing him my naughtiest grin. “What’s next?” I asked, voice still deliciously hoarse.

He gaped at me, throat bobbing. “I want to film you doing that. Fuck, I need that on video.”

I grinned, giving his arm a playful slap. “What’s option two, stud?”

He softened, meeting my gaze. “Something romantic. We’ve more than earned that.”

And in that perfect, tender-messy moment, I couldn’t help but fall in love with him all over again.

***

We strolled through the lively Dallas night, my hand clasped securely in Jeremy’s as if he’d claim me with every step. He refused to let go, not even for a second, his thumb tracing slow, possessive circles on my skin.

“Jeremy,” I murmured, my voice nervy, breathless. “Someone might see us.”

He only squeezed tighter, his eyes locked on me with reckless devotion. “Let them look. Honestly, who cares? I can’t pretend anymore. I’m in love with you. I want the world to know.”

The city’s light bled into the night sky, banishing the stars, but in that moment, it felt like all the attention was on us—like no one else existed. My fingers tangled with his, palms pressed together, a fit so perfect it made my chest ache.

“I love you, too,” I whispered, my lips brushing his ear, hot and close. “‘There’s a quiet storm, and it never felt like this before. There’s a quiet storm. I think it’s you.’” The lyrics curled out of me in a sigh.

He blinked, confusion flickering in his pretty eyes. “That one’s new on me. What’s it from?”

I raised a brow, teasing. “Sade, babe. The Sweetest Taboo. Before your time—ancient history to you.”

Jeremy laughed, dipping his gaze into mine, heat sparking. “I thought you’d had enough of those quotes.”

I shook my head. “Never. They remind me how you make me feel.”

“That’s good,” he growled, stepping closer, so close he owned the air between us, “because ‘I couldn’t love you more if time was running out.’”

A shiver raced over my skin, hot and needy. “Couldn’t love you more either, baby,” I murmured.

He stopped me cold in the middle of the sidewalk, his arms banding around my waist, pulling me flush, and when his mouth claimed mine, everything dissolved—the people, the rush of traffic, the park lights. His tongue swept in—hungry, shameless—tasting, teasing. My knees threatened to buckle.

We lingered there, breathing hard, grinning like fools.

“Thank you,” I said softly, brushing my lips over his. “For inviting Ryan and Kevin. You made it easy for me—when I know it wasn’t.”

His eyes burned. “I wasn’t thrilled about watching you with two other men.” His tone was gruff but gentle, his fingers kneading my hip. “But they are nice guys, and I knew you’d be safe. Besides, I trust you.”

“They were sweet. But you… You’re the man, Jeremy. You made me feel…taken care of.”

The curve of his mouth made my stomach flutter. “So I’m your boyfriend now?”

I grinned back. “I don’t know what else to call you.”

A flash of mischief flickered in his eyes—hungry, insistent. “There’s only one thing I want to be, but George beat me to that punch.”

I feigned deafness and leaned in, lips grazing his jaw. “How about lover? That suits you.”

As we reached the park, my hand pointed out the sleek silver tracks where the streetcar glided. Jeremy’s hand squeezed mine, electricity surging between us.

“Just think about it,” he whispered, lips grazing my neck. “All the trouble we got into on that train—imagine what we could do on a streetcar, you and me.”

A thrill zipped through me; I barely contained a moan. “Tempting, isn’t it?”

We broke into a run, racing beneath flickering streetlights, laughing breathlessly as we chased the last of the food trucks before closing. The chase, the anticipation, every glance, every reluctant brush of fingers sent a pulse of excitement between my legs. The food was good, but not as good as Jeremy’s mouth, which kept finding mine in stolen, illicit kisses. For once, we walked unafraid—free, wild, dangerously exposed.

After a stretch of quiet, Jeremy’s low voice stirred the night again. “After today… I can’t help picturing what Parker put you through in his office.”

I pressed against him, bold and raw. “It was cruel. But I’d bear every second of it again, for you.”

He made a rough sound, fierce with gratitude and longing. “No one’s ever risked themselves for me like you have.”

“Maybe,” I said, loud enough for his heart to hear, “maybe you’ve never been loved like this before.”

His jaw clenched—a flash of pain, gone as quickly as it came. I could sense the memory of Britney haunting him. Determined, I changed the subject, my hand sliding intimately along his arm.

“Come on,” I teased, voice thick with insinuation. “Let’s get back to our hotel. There’s something on the room service menu calling my name.”

He cocked his head, smiling, eyes narrowed with curiosity. “Really? We just ate. Didn’t you get enough?”

Stepping into his space, I pressed a kiss beneath his ear. “I heard their hot fudge sundaes are irresistible.”

My heels clicked against the pavement as I darted ahead, laughter bubbling from my lips, heart surging with anticipation. Already, I could feel Jeremy’s heated gaze trailing over me—hungry, playful, undeniably possessive. I pushed myself faster, knowing full well what would come of my little escape. There was a delicious thrill in the knowledge that, sooner or later, his strong hand would find my backside—a sharp, stinging promise delivered in front of the night and neon. The thought sent an illicit shiver down my spine, fueling my every step with breathless excitement.

***

Night had blanketed the city, but Dallas glimmered beneath us, its towers blazing like jewels scattered across the velvet dark. Bank of America Plaza soared above everything, its shimmering emerald lines bold against the void, the legendary red Pegasus glowing as if racing across infinity, while Reunion Tower glistened—a sphere of light commanding the skyline. Inside, we were shadows wrapped in the heady perfume of street food, the musk of city pavement, and remnants of feverish, breathless sex. My skin tingled as the anticipation of being clean tangled deliciously with the residue of hours tangled up in him.

"Shower?" His question was more invitation than request, a promise teased out in a single word.

The bathroom was an oasis, elegant and decadent, its rainfall showerheads a luxurious downpour from every direction. It felt like stepping into a private world—one we’d already consecrated with whispered confessions and desperate clings to each other. “I love you.” “I can’t live without you.” Each vow clung thickly between us, blending with the steamy air. This would not be a simple wash.

Jeremy’s hands found their way into my hair, thick with shampoo, his fingers kneading into my scalp, rediscovering every inch with a slow, erotic rhythm. The lather slid through my hair, rivulets trailing over my neck and sending shivers to my core. His touch was gentle but packed with promise. I wanted to coil my legs around his waist, drag him into me, let the water crash over our tangled bodies.

He pressed a generous handful of shower gel into his palms and began exploring even more languidly—gliding over my shoulders, cupping my breasts, letting slick suds emphasize every curve, every sensitive spot. Downward, his hands skimmed my aching belly and, without restraint, between my thighs. He cleansed me hungrily—tending to the mess of sweat and the evidence of his lust. His hands alternated—washing my nipples in reverent circles, then tracing the soaked path between my legs, his naked flesh worshiping every secret.

My turn. I covered his strong chest in thick, slippery foam, massaging his shoulders, relishing the firm, male shapes beneath my hands. I let the bubbles coat his perfect cock, rolling and caressing his shaft and balls, teasing and polishing until every inch of him gleamed. He smelled expensive, utterly irresistible—like sinful nights in the world's most luxurious suite. My mouth ached to take him in, to wrap around his heat and taste the heady salt of his skin, but as I dropped to my knees, Jeremy caught my wrist, pulling me upright. His need shone in his eyes.

Then his mouth was claiming mine, this kiss urgent, almost painful, teeth grazing my bottom lip, tongue plunging deep—it was a warning and a promise: tonight, he’d invade me in every way he desired. His body pressed hot and slick against mine, water and chemistry electrifying every nerve.

With the last suds sliding down our flushed skin, Jeremy cradled my face, pulling our foreheads close, blue eyes pinned to mine. Mouth brushing mouth, breaths intermingled, I felt fused to him in ways that went far beyond flesh.

“Candace, it’s tearing me up that this is all we get—an occasional night, a hurried glance on a train. I can’t do it. We need more—some kind of future, something real.”

I smirked, letting my fingers drift dangerously low between us. “Don’t forget—you’ll be starting at my firm on Monday. Under me. And I am not an easy boss to please.”

He shot me a wicked grin. “Is loving my boss against the rules?”

“That’s encouraged,” I replied, my tongue pressing suggestively to my lip. “In fact, you’ll need to get very creative at showing me how much. Frequently and inventively. Or there will be consequences.”

Jeremy’s smile grew dark and eager. “Actually, I’ve been thinking—you and Ryan back there. I was dying inside.”

My eyebrow arched. “Envy or curiosity?”

He looked at me, naked longing softening his face. “Anal,” he whispered.

I met his gaze with a sly smile, teasing but surrendering. “You get tonight, Jeremy… but only because I want you more than I want to win this argument. This is the last time—or so I’ll pretend.”

Eyes shining, he bent his head in a mock salute. “Yes, ma’am.”

Under my wandering hands, he was thickening—half-hard, pulsing, ready—his desire swelling fast and hot with anticipation.

Desire burned in my veins as I knelt before him, my hunger for every inch of him almost overwhelming. I wrapped my lips around his length, pouring every ounce of longing, every scrap of devotion into the way I sucked him. My tongue traced devious, lazy circles over the slick, swollen tip, savoring his sharp gasp as my hand twisted around his shaft, coaxing him, owning him. When I flicked my tongue right beneath that perfect ridge, he cursed and shuddered, his hips jerking as though he couldn’t decide whether to flee or surrender. I glanced up, locking eyes with him—smoldering, wordless love and want radiant in my gaze, all for him. My mouth was too full for words, but my body screamed them.

He groaned, rough and ragged. “Babe, I’m going to come so fast if you keep that up.”

With one last greedy slurp, I drew him from my mouth—his outrageously hard tip glistening, flushed. “Don’t keep me waiting. I want all of you.”

Jeremy’s urgency was palpable as he dashed, dripping wet and gloriously naked, into the bedroom for the lube, leaving damp footprints across the floor. The anticipation throbbed between us. When he returned, water still trailing down his taut body, he pressed me against the sun-warmed tiles, slippery and waiting. His thumb slid over my tight entrance, a confident tease, his fingers dipping in and out, reacquainting themselves with me. Still open, still stretched—ready.

“Baby, I need you now,” he breathed, voice thick with promise.

The moment he pressed inside, hot, thick and unrelenting, I surprised him by grinding my hips back, impaling myself on his cock and drawing him deeper than he’d planned—deeper than I thought I could take. His breath caught raggedly in his throat, the edge of his pleasure mirrored in the raw, possessive sound he made. The intimacy, the laced gratitude and ache, was overwhelming; I would have given him anything. He’d been through so much for me—I wanted to give him everything I had.

I relaxed into him, letting him fill me utterly, my entire body singing with sensation. As Jeremy braced himself, his stubbled cheek found the arch of my spine, rasping against my skin and branding me as his all over again. His weight pressed me against the slick tile—a thrilling, delicious trap.

“Candace, I’m not gonna last,” he whispered against my back, needy and honest.

My voice was gentle, urging. “You don’t have to. Just feel it. Feel me.”

He needed no further permission. Jeremy drew nearly all the way out, the head of his cock caressing my trembling rim, then slid home, the friction excruciating and sublime. His free hand reached around, fingers searching until they closed around my breast, kneading, pinching, teasing until volts of pleasure spiked from my nipple down to where he filled me. Stars erupted beneath my eyelids, white-hot as he thrust deeper, relentless.

His lips trailed kisses along the nape of my neck, sending shivers coursing over my damp skin. He fucked me slow, deep—again, and again, each stroke sharper, amplifying the ache. On his third thrust he wrapped his arm tight around my waist and pressed his thumb against my throbbing clit, slick with lube, moving in decadent circles that scattered my thoughts to the wind.

“Let go with me,” he groaned, voice raw.

He moved inside me, his cock stroking places that made me want to come undone. His slick thumb summoned shockwaves from my core. Then two of his fingers curled into my soaking cunt, while his cock still stretched my ass—so full, so held, so open for him. The collision of sensations—my pussy stuffed, my clit toyed with, my ass clinging greedily to his cock—was too much. My body clenched, flying, falling.

“Yes, Jeremy, just like that—don’t stop—oh fuck, yes, yes,” I cried, reckless and wild, desperate for every last pulse of him inside me.

I unraveled under his hands, climaxing so hard on Jeremy’s fingers that I drenched him, making my body tremble with each pulse. The sensations tore through me, an explosion; every nerve exploding in a radiant, uncontrolled shower that forced Jeremy’s own ecstasy. Together, we soared, leaving everything behind except the wild, blinding sensation of one another—the world faded to nothing but our frantic joining. We were a constellation collapsing into itself, every boundary between us melting in the hot wash of our shared release.

As the shudders subsided and the thrill slowly ebbed, I felt myself gently returning to my body, Jeremy’s still inside me—our connection unbroken. He eased us down to the slick tile floor, cradling me in his lap. I curled into his arms, sheltered by his chest, the water cascading around us like a steamy rain. His hands held me close, radiating heat that smoldered against my cooling skin, keeping the fire of our intimacy alive. His face, slack and glowing with afterglow, was almost comical; a totally unguarded happiness that made my heart stutter in my chest.

With a dreamy blink, Jeremy murmured, voice thick with satisfaction, "Candace, this love… it’s something else. It’s not just ordinary."

I raised a slow, teasing eyebrow, nuzzling against his shoulder. "Oh? Now that line—it rings a bell."

He grinned, eyes still glazed. "Sade. 1992."

A low laugh bubbled from my chest, unbearably fond. "Of course. I should have guessed."

He tightened his arms around me, the hard length of him still nestled deep inside, never letting me forget how inseparable we were in this moment. "You should have. You’re the one who introduced me to her. And you’re the only one who gets me… like this."

My lips brushed his jaw, tasting the dampness, the salt and the soap and the lingering electricity between us. "Thanks for reminding me. But nobody could name every single one of her hits."

He smiled wider, lazy and cocky, fingers gliding along my slick thigh. "Please. I know them all. Didn’t even exist when she made half her records."

I faked a scandalized gasp, burying my laughter into his neck. "Don’t you dare. No birth dates, not tonight."

He caught my chin between his thumb and forefinger, making me meet his gaze—those deep eyes hungry, unfiltered. "No birth dates," he promised, voice silky. "Age is nothing. You and me, that’s what counts."

A flush spread through me—primal, reckless. I tipped my mouth up to his, breathless. "That’s the only thing that matters. So shut up—and kiss me."

***

ONE WEEK LATER

I’d gotten everything I wished for—and more. Not only had my birthday been deliciously sweet, but now my secret crave was deliciously close, working right by my side at the law firm.

Jeremy hurried after me, trying to match my brisk, determined pace as my heels clicked down the endless corridor. I paused, turning to glance at him over my shoulder, meeting those sparkling eyes full of mischief. “Jeremy, I need you to stay late this evening,” I murmured, letting my tone drip with suggestion masked in professionalism. “We have to prep for tomorrow’s hearing. Is that going to be an issue for you?”

He bit back a smirk, that luscious lower lip caught between his teeth. “Wouldn’t dream of missing it, boss.”

Just then, a pair of movers squeezed by us, grunting beneath the awkward weight of an immense box looming above their shoulders.

Jeremy’s brow quirked, curiosity quickly replacing his composure. “That thing’s massive. I know partners love their fancy upgrades, but… any idea what’s inside?”

I allowed a wicked grin to curl my lips, feeling a delicious thrill at the thought. “It’s an oversized sofa for my office,” I replied, dropping my voice low and sinful. And as I passed him, I brushed my hip against his, lingering just a shade longer than necessary, offering a glimpse of the private games we’d play on that enormous new addition. Then, I simply smiled again and sauntered ahead, certain he was savoring every second.


Jenny’s Dream

Matt

For as long as we've been together—four intense, unforgettable years—my girlfriend has been haunted by the same relentless nightmare. Night after night, I watched her toss and turn, restless in the sheets beside me, her sleep fragmented by something she refused to confide. I could feel her fear, taste the unease that clung between us in the dark. For months, I asked, gently coaxing her to share the shadows lurking behind her eyes, but she'd only shake her head, keeping those secrets buried deep. It wasn’t until a year and a half had slipped by, our intimacy growing with every shared moment and whispered confession, that she finally let me in on the torment that visited her each night.

With trembling words, she confided that every single night without exception, the nightmare would return. In this recurring terror, she was trapped—her body frozen, her eyes wide, helpless, condemned to simply watch while horror unfolded. She told me how she would see me, naked and unrestrained, giving myself over to her mother in the very bed where we made love, our bodies entwined, the air thick with sounds of fevered longing and broken moans. She was forced to witness everything—my hands roaming over her mother’s flesh, her mother’s voice screaming my name. We would whisper obscene confessions to each other—our wicked secret stretching over years, deliciously concealed from my unsuspecting girlfriend. With every grind, every shift in position, pleasure mounting, she would hear us gushing out declarations of love and lust, me and her mother gloriously shameless, reveling in our forbidden intimacy.

And as we raced toward the summit, our bodies writhing, sweat glistening, our cries threatening to shatter the ceiling, I would pin her mother beneath me, hips bucking, both of us on the brink—when the climax came roaring within reach, that’s when my girlfriend would always awaken, panic burning beneath her skin.

I was shattered when she confessed all of this, stunned into silence as I tried to comfort her. I murmured that my devotion to her was unbreakable, that I could never betray her, that her mother adored her too much to ever even consider such a thing. She told me she knew all of that, rationally, but the nightmare still clawed at her—so visceral, so relentless she couldn’t banish it from her mind. She admitted it was ridiculous, impossible, but logic wasn’t enough to kill the fantasy tormenting her night after night.

We tried to slip back into easy sleep after her confession, but I rolled away, pulling the cover up to my waist—not only pretending to chase sleep, but to hide the aching arousal pulsing through me in the darkness. I couldn’t let my girlfriend see what her story had ignited, how hard I had become at the vivid image of her mother beneath me. Because, truthfully, that forbidden vision haunting her dreams? It had crossed my mind before, thrumming in secret places I could barely admit to myself.

***

My name’s Matt, and the first time I truly saw Jenny, she lit up something reckless and hungry in me. We crossed paths in the noisy swirl of junior year, a mad collision of chance at twenty-one—now, four years later, we’re breathing the same air, tangled up in a closeness that’s impossible to unravel. There’s no one like her. Jenny—gorgeous, whip-smart, vibrant—her laughter sparkled through my hardest days and her clever wit caught me off guard, making me fall harder, deeper, with every conversation. It wasn’t long before I couldn’t keep my hands or my heart away from her. Before I knew it, we shared the same bed, dirty secrets, and even our coffee habits.

Living with Jenny magnified everything. In the vulnerable light of the mornings and the aching shadows of midnight, her quirks sharpened, revealing hidden fractures beneath her playful surface. It didn’t take long to discover that her eccentric spark had roots twisted deep in old wounds—wounds branded by her mother, Gina. Jenny’s parents had shattered apart when she was a girl, leaving her with Gina’s relentless grip and a festering bitterness that almost hummed in the air around her. The custody arrangement gave her mother the power, and Jenny’s resentment bloomed year by year. Her weekends with her dad were the only relief, a taste of freedom she was always denied.

Long before she fell into my arms, Jenny dreamt of escaping home. Every sweltering summer she spent crammed back under her mother’s roof, she plotted her way out, craving space to breathe and live unchained. Our relationship—her first big one—became her new sanctuary, and she dove into it, reckless and eager, letting her guard down for me in ways she never let it drop for anyone else. When I pried open the subject of her mother, wanting to understand why their bond was so raw and damaged, Jenny confessed her mother’s obsessive control—her demands, her impossible standards, the bitter criticisms that stung deeper than any argument. It wasn’t that Gina was indifferent; she loved Jenny in her own rigid way, but that love felt more like sharp talons hooked into Jenny’s choices, bleeding away every bit of independence. Each time Jenny tried to love someone—tried to keep a boyfriend—her mother’s shadow smothered it. Then there was Gina’s own mystery, her secret nights out, her slippery, unexplained disappearances. No wonder Jenny always felt trapped, clinging to every scrap of freedom she could wrestle for herself. She swore she wouldn’t care if she never spoke to Gina again, and when she said it, she meant it—her whole body tense with the relief of simply being away.

I wanted to reassure her, to tell her she was letting her feelings run wild, but Jenny held firm, her eyes steely with conviction. Given the emotional scars her mother had left behind, it made sense she saw Dr. White every week—a therapist she trusted to help untangle all that pain. Recently, with Jenny’s cousin about to get married, and Jenny tasked to handle some of the preparations, Dr. White pressed her gently to reach out, to invite her mother into the celebration, at least in some way. Maybe, Dr. White reasoned, this wedding could be a turning point—a chance for Jenny to show she was finally living life her way, and maybe see her mother with new eyes. Dr. White actually agreed with me: maybe Gina wasn’t the villain Jenny imagined her to be. As the wedding drew near, I couldn’t help but feel a tight coil of curiosity and nervousness twist inside me. I’d never spoken to Gina before—hadn’t even glimpsed her in a photo. There was a strange excitement and anxiety that hummed through my veins every time her name was mentioned.

But my anticipation was blended with another gnawing ache—yearning that had grown sharper with every night Jenny pulled away from me. We hadn’t made love in a month. Usually, our bodies fit together as easily and often as breathing; desire always simmered between us. Jenny was gorgeous: her silky shoulder-length black hair would slip through my fingers as she straddled my lap, her delicate frame pressed against mine. Those B cup breasts—God, I adored them, the way they felt warm and pliant beneath my hands, nipples taut when my tongue grazed them. But between the tension swirling around the wedding and the ghosts of her mother’s voice still whispering in Jenny’s mind, we’d edged apart. I missed more than her body—I missed the way she’d moan my name against my neck, how her laughter blended into our gasps and sighs.

Jenny finally picked up the phone, her fingers trembling as she dialed. She and her mom talked for nearly an hour, their voices drifting through our apartment in low, tentative waves, recounting family gossip and wedding details. After, Jenny emerged, a hint of surprise tinged with relief on her lips. “It went... really well,” she admitted, almost shyly. Turns out, she’d asked Gina to oversee the photographers and wedding pictures—a meaningful gesture. Her mom agreed instantly, promising to arrive the day before the wedding. My heart thudded in anticipation, the prospect of meeting Gina—and the unpredictable storm she might bring—looming almost as large as the wedding itself.

***

The morning of the wedding unfurled with a nervous energy pulsing through me as I slid into my suit, smoothing out the crisp lines, determined to look my best. Gina had arrived in town just before sunset the night before. Jenny had spent the evening with her, leaving me alone with my racing thoughts and anticipation. Jenny stayed away that night, comforting her cousin, who was nearly being swept away by pre-wedding jitters. With Jenny gone, and the clock ticking down, the anxiety churned within me—a thrilling tension that clung to my skin and followed me as I made my way to the church.

In a small side room off the main hall, I was fussing over my tie when the door behind me clicked open. The muted squeak sliced through my concentration. I caught sight of her reflection in the mirror first—just a silhouette at first—but then her presence filled every inch of the space. I spun around, heart tight in my chest.

Before me stood one of the most devastatingly beautiful women I had ever laid eyes upon.

My gaze swept over her, shameless in my appraisal. Her eyes, dark and commanding, zeroed in on me with sultry intent. Full lips pulled into a subtle, knowing smile. Her makeup was artful, highlighting all her best features, an aura of maturity cloaking her, the sort that hinted at stories and secrets. There were no lines on her porcelain skin, but little subtle cues gave away her age—her confidence, her poise. She was probably in her mid-forties, but carried herself with the unapologetic boldness of a woman who knew exactly how the world bent for her.

Her hair was a lustrous, midnight-black river that brushed her bare shoulders, contrasting erotically against the shocking white of her skin. But it was her body that made my chest tighten—sheathed in a midnight-black dress, tight as a second skin, dipping dangerously low between her full, gravity-defying breasts—easily the most magnificent I’d ever seen. They seemed to defy nature, perfectly rounded, generous, pressing against the fabric in a way that made my mouth run dry as my eyes followed her to a trim, narrow waist, then to hips that flared out in a perfect curve. Her dress clung brilliantly to every dip and swell before trailing down endless, toned legs balanced atop high heels, her calves flexing with every subtle movement. She was a walking provocation, and every inch of her announced it.

As our eyes finally locked, a jolt jumped through me, carnal and electric. Her lips curved wickedly.

“Matt?” Her voice was smooth, slightly teasing, dangerously intimate.

“Yeah?” My voice cracked, my mouth suddenly bone dry.

She took a slow, measured step toward me. “Hi, Matt. I’m Gina.” Fuck—Jenny’s mother. My heart stopped, then started hammering. She opened her arms for a hug, and some part of me moved on instinct, mirroring her. Her body folded into mine, arms enveloping my back as those exquisite breasts flattened, warm and heavy, against my chest. The hug lingered—long enough for the air between us to heat. I could feel her breath, whispering over the shell of my ear as she murmured, silky as sin, “It’s so lovely to finally meet you.” Her warmth, the scent of her perfume, the faint brush of her lips sent blood rushing straight to my cock, making it throb insistently beneath my suit.

She pulled back slowly, eyes drinking me in. Her gaze swept down my body and back up, lingering, appraising, a spark of amusement glinting in her eyes. “Oooh, my daughter clearly has excellent taste. She’s really landed herself a catch.” My words caught in my throat. I could only offer a tense, nervous smile as her words sent another crackle of arousal through me.

“Don’t believe everything Jenny’s told you about me,” she added, an irrepressible smirk playing on her lips. “She likes her stories.” Her eyes burned with mischief, her confidence unsettling and thrilling all at once.

My curiosity got the better of me, my mouth running faster than my thoughts. “And which stories are true?”

She tilted her head, a wicked promise in her smile. “I’ll let you discover that for yourself, sweetheart. I get the sense we’re going to have plenty of time to... get acquainted. Maybe you’ll even be the first man to survive dating my daughter.” Her laughter purred out—rich and low, vibrating through my chest.

Her amusement bounced off my uncertainty, but she seemed delighted. “I’d better wrangle the photographer now,” she said, her gaze darting down—heat flared—before back to my face. Her lips parted in a slow, sinful smile. She sauntered toward the door, hips swaying with obscene precision, backdrop by the scandalous outline of my obvious, uncontainable erection tenting my tuxedo trousers. She shot me one last lingering glance, her gaze sparking as she glanced meaningfully at the bulge, and then swept out, her intoxicating presence lingering in the air like heavy perfume.

I slumped down on a chair, my entire body shaking. Gina—Jenny’s notorious, forbidden mother—was not only breathtaking, she was temptation incarnate. Her flirtation wasn’t subtle; I replayed every second in my head, questioning if I’d read her intent, knowing in my bones I hadn’t been wrong. My cock was still achingly hard, and every thought I had was possessed by Gina, her scent and her body and that sinful, impossibly flirtatious gaze. The image of her burned behind my eyelids, impossible to shake.

***

The ceremony unfolded flawlessly, a dream rendered in white and happy sighs. Jenny’s cousin became a bride before a sea of beaming friends and relatives, vows echoing against chapel walls as I stood by Jenny, a silent witness swept up in the magic. We slipped out after, photographers capturing those fleeting, radiant moments before heading to the reception, where everything subtly but irrevocably shifted.

The celebration pulsed with anticipation, but Gina—the formidable mother of my girlfriend—claimed the spotlight before any of us had a chance to find our footing. She glided to our table, her energy magnetic, her laughter bright, commandeering every conversation with clever stories and wickedly sharp jokes. I couldn’t deny I was charmed; her confidence was intoxicating and impossible to ignore. The table was awash with laughter, everyone delighted—except Jenny. She bit her lip in frustration, her eyes darting cold glances at her mother as Gina basked in the center of attention.

Seeking an escape, Jenny clasped my hand and pulled me onto the dance floor. We moved together beneath soft lights, her body close to mine, but my attention flickered restlessly, drawn like a moth to Gina. Every time I caught her out of the corner of my eye—curves framed in a dangerously low-cut dress—a pulse of forbidden desire surged through me. I tried to focus on Jenny, tried desperately to silence the hunger that had begun to gnaw at me, but every time I glanced over, my eyes betrayed me, lingering on Gina’s cleavage, the soft curve of her breasts tantalizing, impossible to forget.

Eventually, perhaps inevitably, I found myself dancing with Gina. The world tilted as her body pressed against mine, her scented skin and the faint warmth between us stirring a delicious ache deep in my gut. My hands trembled as I forced them to behave, struggling to keep my gaze on her eyes, to pretend I wasn’t dying to drink in the sight of her delicate, tempting décolletage. She moved with practiced ease, teasing, her fingers trailing lightly along my shoulder, her smile hinting that she knew exactly what was going through my mind.

When the music faded and we finally parted, relief shook me—I was terrified she’d noticed the obvious hard swell beneath my pants. Somehow, I managed to keep my distance for the rest of the night, but every interaction with her felt electric, charged with something dangerous and utterly irresistible.

At last, Jenny and I retreated to our suite. The moment the door clicked shut, she collapsed onto the bed, anger burning in her voice. “Ugh, my mom just can’t help herself, can she? Did you see what she wore? Seriously, she acted like the world revolved around her!”

“Jenny, love, you’re overthinking it,” I murmured, gently rubbing her back, trying to soothe the frustration knotting her shoulders. “She wasn't out to steal anyone’s thunder. It’s just how she is.”

Eventually, Jenny softened, her anger fading into tired resignation. Nestled in the soft glow of the suite, we slid under the covers, reaching for each other. With her anger dissipated, the tension between us unfurled into slow, pulsing pleasure. I found myself moving inside her, her body arching beneath me, breaths tangling together in the dimly lit silence. But even as my hands roamed her familiar curves and she whimpered my name, all I could see behind my eyes was the lush silhouette of her mother’s body—the forbidden softness that haunted every thrust, every breathless moan.

***

After the whirlwind of Jenny’s cousin’s wedding, we finally escaped to the getaway we’d dreamed about for months. The days melted together in a haze of sunshine and secret laughter—cocktails on the beach, toes tangled in soft sheets, lazy mornings with only each other to fill every empty hour. We were lighter, happier, more connected than ever; the kind of raw, unbreakable intimacy that whispers I choose you into every touch. By the time we unpacked our bags back home, I felt it deep in my bones—she was my soulmate. Our hearts belonged together.

Then reality returned with a quiet, innocuous knock—a package in the mail, carefully wrapped, Jenny’s mother’s neat handwriting on the label. Jenny flicked it open, her smile tentative as she slid out a thick envelope crammed with wedding photos. “This isn’t nearly as many as I thought there’d be,” she muttered, her delicate fingers sorting through the snapshots.

Within seconds, her mood soured. I watched the annoyance start to sharpen her features, her lips curling into a frown as she flipped through the glossy prints.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, already bracing myself.

“My mom hired the most useless fucking photographer,” Jenny snapped, slamming the pile onto the table. “Ceremony pictures are just okay. But the reception? There’re maybe twenty photos, and we barely exist in any of them. It’s just... typical Mom—pinching pennies where it really matters, as long as the spotlight isn’t on her. She’s always got to mess up the things that aren’t about her. She tries to ruin everything, I swear.”

I stepped closer, reaching out to soothe her, but she held up a hand without looking at me. “Honey—” I began quietly.

But she was already tense, heat sparking in her voice. “Don’t ‘honey’ me. I’m not exaggerating! You know what, I’m calling her right now—” She spun away mid-sentence, her jaw set with frustration as she disappeared into the other room, phone pressed tight to her ear.

The air in the house turned brittle as her voice drifted, rising and falling, volleying arguments with her mother for almost an hour. The sound grated in my skull. I rolled my aching shoulders, gave up on finding peace, and slipped upstairs—retreating to the cool, silent bed, letting exhaustion and irritation lull me into restless sleep as the distant sound of Jenny’s anger echoed below. It was the night Jenny’s nightmares began.

***

Three years have slipped by, but in so many ways, we’re right where we started. Night after night, that same dream still haunts her—Jenny asleep and restless beside me, twisting in tangled sheets, her brow furrowed with secrets she can’t speak, even outside of dreams. Our days are busy now; we both work, money flows in with an ease we used to only imagine, but comfort hasn’t erased the delicate cracks beneath the surface. There are moments when Jenny’s progress shines—she laughs more, hugs me with a raw need that makes my breath catch—but shadows remain. When things go wrong, when we argue, she’ll flare up, her anger automatically coiling back to her mother, a reflex she can’t yet shake. It’s better, so much better than before, and Dr. White surely deserves credit for that, but we’re not free yet.

I met Gina, her mother, only once—at Jenny’s cousin’s wedding. That brief encounter etched itself deep in me, deeper than I dare admit to anyone, even myself. She was, without question, captivating: flawless skin, curves that drew every gaze in the room, eyes that glittered with daring and secrets. I’d be lying if I said the memory faded. In the most intimate moments with Jenny, with her hot and yielding in my arms, the image of Gina sometimes slips in, unbidden and uncontrollable. Those thoughts set my body aflame, sharpen my hunger for release in ways I know I should never confess. Even thinking about it sends a guilty thrill through me.

Of course, I wasn’t the only one who felt it. My friends at the wedding laughed with that wild glint in their eyes, never missing a chance to nudge me about my girlfriend’s outrageously sexy mother. The women, on the other hand, were less charitable, tossing catty remarks about Gina’s tight dresses and plunging necklines—clearly threatened by her ageless confidence, wanting so badly to believe she was nothing more than a flashy older woman clinging to youth. But to me, age wasn’t the draw. I wasn’t some man with a thing for cougars—I simply couldn’t look away from her beauty. Besides, forty-six isn’t old, and Gina owned every year with unapologetic sensuality.

Dr. White insisted that for Jenny’s healing to be complete, she’d have to face the one thing she’d avoided all her life: her mother. Separate sessions, she proposed, with each of us—Jenny, Gina, then me. I agreed, curiosity prickling at the base of my spine as Jenny made the call. Gina was brisk but agreeable—she’d come, but she’d stay at a hotel; closeness with Jenny was still too much. Tension built as the week ticked by: Jenny’s nerves raw, her anxiety bleeding into every little thing until Friday loomed, heavy and irresistible.

Dr. White herself was a master of boundaries—late twenties, early thirties, with a clinical kind of prettiness. Serious, a little mysterious. Her brown hair always cinched tight, framing a face too focused on healing others to let herself go. I’d catch flashes of curve beneath her sensible suits, fleeting images of a body at odds with the books and discipline she wore like armor. I notice these things—how could I not? I’m a man, flesh and blood, and this world is full of temptation, every day reminding me how hard it is to be good. But when it came to her work, Dr. White was nothing short of exceptional, and right now, that mattered most.

Jenny and I sat side by side in the softly lit waiting room, my fingers intertwined with hers, our palms warm and slightly damp with tension. Her thumb brushed nervously against my knuckles, and when our eyes met, I offered her a reassuring smile—the only comfort I could give as the air sizzled with anticipation. The atmosphere was thick, as if something electric hung between us, ready to explode at any moment.

The door creaked open. My heart gave a guilty little stutter as the woman who haunted my thoughts stepped inside. Gina. She moved with a quiet, devastating confidence, each step of her high-heeled brown leather boots sending a delicious shiver down my spine. Her legs—so endlessly smooth and impossibly creamy—disappeared beneath a fitted brown skirt that hugged her hips like a lover's embrace and ended just above her knees. Above it, her crisp white blouse clung snugly to her body, the soft material barely containing the fullness of her breasts. The top buttons, teasingly undone, offered an irresistible invitation—a glimpse of golden, perfect cleavage, the light fabric riding a dangerous line between daring and demure, hinting at what lay beneath with a nearly translucent whisper.

Her leather jacket, wrapped around her shoulders, completed the look to perfection—polished, sexy, unapologetically in control. As she approached, her gaze landed on me and then slid over to Jenny, her lips parted in a sultry pout that promised secrets. I searched her face for flaws and found none. Not a line spoiled her creamy complexion; just a flash of wickedness in the corner of her mouth, made even bolder by a streak of sun-kissed blonde threading through the rich silk of her hair.

Gina had no clue why she’d truly been summoned—only that Jenny was anxious about their impact on my relationship. I wondered if she sensed any of the tangled, trembling desire swirling just below the surface of this family drama.

“Hi guys!” Her voice sparkled with cheer, but her stride was pure seduction. Her arms slipped around me in a tight, unambiguous hug, her breasts brushing firm against my chest. For a stunned, breathless second, I could swear I felt the press of her nipples through the provocative silk. She let go with a playful smile, reserving for Jenny a much briefer, more businesslike embrace. As I sank back into my chair, struggling to conceal the erection straining against my jeans, Gina's perfume—soft leather, vanilla, a forbidden note of something darker—lingered around me, winding its way into my bloodstream.

“Jenny, you can go in now,” the secretary called. Jenny leaned in and kissed me, her lips trembling slightly, then disappeared into Dr. White’s office.

As soon as she was gone, Gina wasted no time, gliding into the warm space Jenny left beside me. The hum of her nearness was overwhelming.

“So, Matty, how’ve you been?” Her words dripped with an easy, practiced charm, her smoky gaze falling to my mouth and back to my eyes. I couldn’t resist a glance at the lush valley of her cleavage, the soft shadow inviting exploration. They seemed fuller than ever, practically pouring from her shirt, and as my gaze flicked up to hers, heat flared in my cheeks. If she noticed, she gave nothing away.

“I’m good. Things are good,” I managed, barely trusting my voice.

She tilted her head, her voice suddenly lower, more intimate. “You’re such a good man,” she murmured, her fingertips stroking along my arm with a pressure that was almost flirtatious. “I know it can’t be easy putting up with her.”

A flush crept up my neck. “I’ve had no problems with her. At all,” I protested, my words thick and unconvincing.

“Sure, babe. Of course you haven’t,” she teased, her words laced with double meaning. I shifted on the seat, confusion and desire mingling inside me, her subtext weaving through every syllable.

She leaned in, her lips close enough that I caught the faint scent of coffee and lipstick. “Did you miss me?” The words were velvet, wrapped in promise.

“Of course I did. I want us all to be closer,” I confessed softly, my pulse hammering.

Her eyes flashed with an intensity that threatened to undo me. “Mmm, me too. I wish we were much closer,” she replied, her tongue lingering on her lower lip. Every innocent sentence seemed to spark with a secret, erotic possibility. This woman’s presence was an endless dare.

We fell into flirtatious, charged conversation as the minutes ticked by, the tension between us thick and dangerous. When Jenny finally emerged—eyes red, but a little lighter—Gina straightened with deliberate poise.

“Your turn,” Jenny whispered to me. I pressed a gentle kiss to her lips and stood, every sense still ablaze with Gina’s proximity, and walked—legs aching—to my session with Dr. White.

“Hello, Matt,” Dr. White greeted, her lips tugging upward in a subtle, knowing smile as I entered her softly lit office. She extended her hand, her touch lingering just a little longer than necessary, and I settled into the chair that faced hers, feeling a delicate swirl of nerves and anticipation tightening in my belly. She elegantly crossed her legs, the movement fluid and commanding; her skirt hiked just enough to reveal a smooth length of thigh that I found momentarily distracting.

“I trust you won’t mind if I record our session today?” Her voice was low and velvety, inviting trust. I watched the gentle bob of her throat as she spoke.

“That’s fine,” I replied, my voice steady even though my pulse quickened slightly.

“Excellent.” Her smile lingered as she pressed record, the subtle red light glowing between us. “Let’s begin, Matt. Jenny’s dreams—what do you make of them? How do you interpret what she’s been experiencing at night?”

I shifted in my seat, gathering my thoughts. “Honestly, I think her dreams… they’re just manifestations of her unresolved issues with her mother. I don’t really believe there’s any deeper meaning behind them.”

Dr. White studied me, her gaze unwavering. “I have a somewhat different perspective. I suspect those dreams are more literal than you give them credit for. But let’s turn to you… do you ever find Jenny lacking? Is there something about her you wish were different?”

I felt my jaw tense. “No. She’s everything to me—she satisfies me in every way,” I replied, and my words were truth, though there was an undercurrent I couldn’t name.

The doctor’s lips twitched slightly at the corners, as if she sensed the undercurrent as well. “There’s a world of difference between being satisfied and having your desires truly awakened, Matt. Is there something you secretly yearn for—some spark you feel might be missing?”

I hesitated, letting the question warm through me. “I’m fulfilled with Jenny. I love her,” I answered, though doubts began to ripple under my calm exterior.

She let the silence thicken between us, drawing me out. “Matt, everything said here stays strictly between us. You’re safe. Honestly—could it be that you love her, but she doesn’t tantalize every deep part of you?”

The words hovered in the charged air, and I found myself surrendering. “Well… maybe I do wish she’d let herself go sometimes. That she would just… be a little more uninhibited.” My voice came out husky, the admission making my skin prickle with an electric awareness.

“In everyday life, or do you crave more wildness behind closed doors as well?”

I considered her question, feeling heat spreading in my chest. “Both, I think.”

Dr. White leaned forward, her eyes flickering with curiosity. “So, you’re drawn to women who carry a hint of wildness?”

I met her gaze, my cheeks warming. “Yeah, I suppose so.”

“But you don’t see Jenny as wild?”

“No. I just wish she was more willing to give in to that side of herself.”

She tilted her head, a glimmer of intrigue in her eyes. “Then why did you choose Jenny? She’s not the wild woman you seem to desire so much.”

With a slow breath, I answered honestly. “I’ve known women like that. They’re thrilling in the moment, but it always fizzles out. Jenny… she’s the only one who’s ever pierced me with love, who keeps me on my toes, who makes me want to be better. She makes me feel things those other women never even approached.”

Her voice was velvet and sharp all at once. “And what if someone came along—someone who combined that wildness with a truly deep, connected love? Would you chase after this woman, even if it meant betraying Jenny’s trust?”

“Are you implying infidelity?” I felt a surge of defiance.

“I am. Would you cheat, Matt?” Her question was matter-of-fact, yet somehow intimate, making my mouth go dry.

“No. Never.” I spoke with conviction, my words burning with belief. “That’s not who I am. Do you see me as someone who would cheat?”

She paused, lips pursed, seeming to measure my resolve. “I’m only suggesting that perhaps Jenny senses you’re still searching for something more, and it frightens her. She’s afraid you’ll seek it outside your relationship with her.”

“Never,” I said with fierce certainty. “I love her, and I’d never betray that.”

Dr. White nodded, as if she’d taken my measure. Then her gaze sharpened, probing. “Matt, what are your thoughts about Gina, Jenny’s mother?”

The shift in subject unsettled me. “Honestly, I haven’t had much opportunity to know her. She’s always a presence, but I can’t say I feel strongly one way or another.”

She arched a brow, her lips parting very slightly. “From what you’ve seen of her, though—what do you think?”

A slow heat crept into my cheeks as I shifted in my chair, her keen gaze unwavering on mine. “I mean,” I tried to steady my voice, “I’m just talking about how she acts, what she’s done in front of me. You weren’t assuming my focus was on the way she looks, were you?” My words stumbled, a touch defensive.

Dr. White’s lips curled at the corners, barely a hint of amusement. “Tell me, Matt—do you think she’s attractive?”

My breath caught. “Um… well, yeah. She’s… yeah, she’s attractive,” I admitted, voice dropping a little, as if confessing a secret. My pulse thudded, embarrassment and something else simmering beneath the surface.

She noted my reaction, her pen resting idly on her notepad. “That’s interesting,” she murmured thoughtfully, tracing the moment with her eyes.

My curiosity piqued, nerves tingling up my spine. “What is?”

“Most men, when asked about an older woman, they’ll qualify any compliment—‘she’s attractive for her age’—but you didn’t. You spoke plainly.”

I swallowed hard, wishing my hands weren’t trembling. “I didn’t mean anything by it,” I insisted, sensing the edge in my own voice.

“Do you often find yourself attracted to older women?” Her tone softened, coaxing me into honesty.

“I’m attracted to beautiful women, Dr. White. Age doesn’t really enter into it.” Truth spilled from me, unembellished.

“So if a woman is alluring—no matter how many years she has lived—it draws you in?” Her eyes shone with quiet intensity.

“If I were single,” I allowed, shifting again, “I suppose I wouldn’t rule out being with someone older. But that’s not really relevant, is it? I’m with Jenny now.”

She leaned in, her interest sharpened. “But imagine if you were single, Matt, and you met Gina—would you find yourself drawn to her, maybe even tempted to pursue her?”

Caught off guard, I hesitated, my mind swirling with unexpected fantasy. “I… I don’t know. That isn’t something I need to think about. Because I have Jenny.” My voice was tight, but my imagination flickered traitorously.

She watched me for a moment, assessing every flicker of emotion that crossed my face. “If I’m being truly honest, Matt, I think your attraction to Gina goes deeper than you admit, even to yourself. Perhaps your girlfriend sensed it, even saw fleeting evidence—something unintentional, but present all the same. Her dreams began after meeting her mother, didn’t they? She must have picked up on the current between you. It’s instinct. Subconscious or not, she worries she might not be enough for you.”

The accusation stung—my guilt, my confusion, all tangled together. “Are you saying Jenny suspects her mother is more my type?” My voice was barely more than a whisper.

“I think you’re drawn to mature women,” Dr. White replied, her words deliberate. “You may not have fully realized it before now, but I see it, and I believe it’s true.”

I scoffed, but the conviction in her voice left me rattled. “That makes no sense. I’ve never been with an older woman. I’ve always preferred younger women. Why would I be interested in someone older?”

A glimmer of knowing flashed in her eyes. “Because it’s taboo— for you, it’s forbidden. Young men rarely chase after older women due to society’s assumptions: the expectation that he’s compensating, that there’s something wrong with him, and yes—the myth of ‘mommy issues.’ But I don’t buy into that stereotype.”

I braced myself, voice thick. “Then what do you believe?”

She smiled—a slow, provocative curve of her lips. “I think men who crave older women crave undeniably good sex. Many seasoned, beautiful women possess a delicious kind of confidence younger women often lack. They’re fearless, self-aware, and generous lovers—they don’t just know what they want, but aren’t afraid to seize it. They unleash themselves—they go wild.”

“So you’re saying that older women simply… are better lovers?” My heart drummed as I waited for her answer.

She arched an eyebrow knowingly. “More often than not. Experience breeds satisfaction—and mature women demand nothing less than breathtaking, memorable sex.”

“And you really believe that’s what I’m after?” My throat was dry, anticipation building.

“Yes, Matt. I do.”

“Why are you so sure?”

She leaned forward just a little, voice velvet soft. “Because, Matt, I’m very, very good at reading people. It’s my job—my calling, really. I see what you’re afraid to admit.”

I held her gaze, my body tense—electrified—by the thrill of exposure. “Then answer me, honestly.”

She let the silence smolder between us, safe in the knowing.

“I don’t believe that just a single encounter between you and her mother could be fueling these dreams all on its own. Something more must be feeding this… a glance you shared at the wedding, perhaps, something your Jenny couldn’t quite name but has never managed to forget. For this kind of fantasy to linger, it needs something real, something to latch onto—I’m guessing you might have given her those little somethings. Maybe, just maybe, you’ve been unable to hide your interest in older women from her sharp eyes. Has she caught you looking? Once… or even more than that?”

I felt heat crawling up my neck, a flush of indignation and confusion mixing together. “This isn’t at all what I expected. Seriously, I’m not checking out older women. That’s just not my thing,” I insisted—but I could feel how defensive I sounded. “It’s almost like you’re trying to sell me on this idea that older women are somehow these sexual goddesses. I don’t get it. You’re young, sexy—why would you ever say men are better off chasing after someone else?”

A slow, knowing smile curved across her lips, and her tone softened into something almost conspiratorial. “That’s not my point. I just think I have a good sense of what makes women like that… magnetic. Their experience, their confidence—they have so much to offer, don’t you think?”

My denial stumbled out, rushed and awkward. “I’m not some guy with a MILF fetish, or whatever you want to label it.”

Then her gaze pinned me in place, her next question a velvet trap: “Have you ever jerked off to MILF porn?”

The bluntness of it caught me off guard. “What?” I stammered.

“You heard me.”

My mind scrambled, searching for some kind of safe response, but I couldn’t hold her eyes. “I mean…I’ve watched some. It’s not like it’s my go-to or anything.”

“Are you absolutely sure?” she pressed, her voice teasing now, almost playful. “Would you say you see MILF porn pretty often when you watch?”

I hesitated, feeling exposed. “I guess…it comes up every now and then. Not always, but I see it.”

She leaned forward, her voice coiling around me. “And? What do you think about it?”

I had no idea how to answer. The truth—my hidden, shameful truth—was that something about those women always made my pulse quicken. Maybe I did pay attention to the curves of their bodies, the hunger in their movements. Maybe, just maybe, I’d noticed that they seemed to fuck harder, wilder—enjoying it, owning it in a way the younger women didn’t. And the men—their pleasure seemed just a little more raw, more real, when matched with those ferocious older women.

But I couldn’t admit that. Not to her. Not even to myself.

“It’s just porn,” I muttered, summoning what little bravado I had left. “Nothing complicated.”

She cocked an eyebrow, those sultry eyes never leaving mine. “Why do you think I’m asking about MILF porn?”

“I don’t know. Why are you?” I shot back, though my voice was thin, almost breathless.

Her smile was triumphant, quiet and intimate. “Call it a hunch. I think you’ve got something there, deep down—an untapped hunger. Maybe you’re drawn to older women, and you don’t even realize how much. I think Jenny senses it too. Maybe that’s why her fears have fixated on the idea of you and her mother.”

She paused, letting her words linger, settle over me in the thick, charged air. Then she softened, her tone gentle but all the more compelling. “Look, I’m not saying you should act on that desire—of course you shouldn’t betray Jenny. I just think you need to understand what’s going on beneath the surface. Once you do, you can let go—and give Jenny the attention she needs.”

My denial felt paper-thin, almost childish. “I don’t have a MILF fetish!” I protested, insisting one last time.

She only smiled, slow and enigmatic, rising to her feet with effortless grace. “I think our time is up.”

***

My body trembled as I stepped out, the residue of our exchange still lingering beneath my skin like an illicit thrill. Where did she come up with the notion that I harbored a secret craving for experienced, sensual women? It wasn’t the truth—at least, that’s what I’d told myself. I’d never actually slept with a woman older than me, not really wanted to… well, maybe there had been flashes of temptation—moments when my mind wandered and my imagination undressed them. Gina, for example. A goddess sculpted in temptation. How could anyone fault me for fantasizing about her? The curve of her ass, so full and inviting, shaped like a wicked invitation. That stunning, mature face—confident, knowing, completely in control. And her breasts, those lush, decadent orbs that strained against her blouse, radiating the promise of forbidden pleasures. To bury myself in her, enveloped by her warmth and experience, surrendering to every pulsing urge… God, what was I even thinking?

Shaking off my fantasies, I made my way back into the waiting area. The sight of Jenny’s sweet, unsuspecting smile brought me guilt and comfort in equal measure. I offered her a faint, reassuring smile and slid onto the seat beside her. Gina didn’t so much as pause; she rose gracefully from across the room, her stunning figure swaying toward Dr. White’s door. My gaze, traitorous and hungry, drifted down the seductive roll of her hips, hypnotized by the rhythm of her luscious ass as she vanished behind the frosted glass.

Jenny leaned into me, her warmth grounding me as I discreetly pressed my lips to her temple in a show of comfort. I kept the details of the conversation guarded, offering her only a vague assurance that everything had gone smoothly. We sat together, anticipation building around us, waiting for Gina to return so we could all face Dr. White together, our secrets and desires simmering just beneath the surface.


Dr. White

Gina slipped into the seat across from me without the courtesy of a handshake, her confidence radiating in every poised movement. I found my gaze drawn, helplessly, to the effortless allure she carried—a mature sensuality that lingered in the gentle arc of her cheekbones and the knowing glint in her eyes. There was no denying her magnetism; every inch of her spoke of a woman who was fully aware of the effect she had on those around her. I understood completely why Matt found her irresistible. Women like her—women who had not only lived but thrived—had a power that I both admired and desired.

Clearing my throat, I let my eyes linger a moment longer over the softness of her lips and the subtle, teasing lines at the corners of her mouth before speaking. "Gina," I began, my tone edging toward the intimate, my curiosity piqued, "tell me about the relationship with your daughter. I want to hear it in your own words.”

She exhaled with a practiced elegance, her lips curling into a knowing smirk. “It’s never been easy. In all honesty, she’s let me down more often than not—though don’t mistake that for a lack of love. She’s my daughter; I adore her. But every attempt I’ve made to mold her into something greater, she’s resisted. She always pushes back, refusing everything I try to instill in her.”

I leaned forward, pressing gently. “What sort of things have you tried to teach her?”

Her eyes sparkled mischievously. “How to be a woman—a real woman. Not some little girl. I’ve done my best to show her the art of captivating a man, dressing to intrigue, how to flirt, how to be desired.”

“Are these things you excel at yourself?” I couldn’t help but challenge her.

Her lips quirked up, seductive and playful. She tossed her hair back, laughter soft but edged with confidence. “Sweetheart, take a good look at me. Do I seem like someone who struggles to get a man’s attention?” Her giggle was smoky and self-assured, wrapping around me like silk. It was clear: this was a woman who never found herself at a disadvantage with men.

I pressed on, fascinated. “And what type of men catch your eye?”

She grinned, lowering her voice and leaning in as if to draw me into a delicious secret. “Let’s just say, Doctor, I haven’t let a man over thirty touch me in sixteen years.”

“You prefer your lovers younger, then?”

Her response was immediate, unapologetic. “Completely.”

“Why do you think that is?” I asked, my curiosity sharpening with each of her candid admissions.

Her rich laugh sent a shiver of anticipation through the room. “Older men, the minute they hit thirty, start puffing up, pretending to be these big, tough alphas. That’s not for me. I want men who listen, who obey, who worship me unquestioningly. Younger men do that—they aren’t yet spoiled by illusions of control.”

I could feel the temperature rising as I asked, “If a man dares to push back, tries to wrest control from you, is that the end?”

She didn’t hesitate. “Absolutely. I know what I want, and if a man challenges that, he’s not worthy of me. I need devotion, not competition.”

“So, for you it really is about being in control?” My question floated between us, soft and weighted.

She gave a slow, deliberate nod, her gaze piercing. “Yes. I’m not easy to please, not easy to tame. But for the man who gets it, who knows how to surrender, the rewards are unforgettable.”

“So, your perfect man would be young, malleable, and willing to submit. Your plaything.” My words were a hushed confession.

She leaned forward, voice husky and full of promise. “Ideally, I’d meet a man—twenty-five, maybe younger. I’d shape him, break through any resistance, and transform him into exactly what I desire. I’d rule him, make him mine so completely that he’d never dream of fighting me. That’s the only kind of man who deserves to be by my side. That’s the man I’ll keep forever.” Her eyes burned with longing, hungry and electric.

I found myself barely able to form the next question, my suggestion bordering on suggestion. “And what about Matt, your daughter’s boyfriend? Any thoughts there?”

A sly smile curved her lips as she responded without missing a beat. “He’d be perfect.”

“You want him?” I murmured, caught off guard by her unapologetic hunger.

She nodded, unflinching. “He’s undeniably attractive. And I can see how badly he wants me.”

“What gives you that impression?” I asked, my intrigue tangled with a surge of erotic excitement.

She looked straight at me, her gaze dark with satisfaction. “He devours me with his eyes every time we’re close.”

Gina's lips curled into a knowing, wicked smile as she leaned forward, her voice laced with both pride and a sultry confidence. “Did Jenny confess to you about her little meltdown over the wedding photos?” Her eyes sparkled with mischief, as if relishing every ounce of chaos she could conjure.

“She did,” I replied softly, almost feeling the pulse of tension stirring in the room. “She was upset that not many of the reception photos turned out.”

Gina let out a low, throaty laugh. “Oh, there were plenty more pictures. Trust me. But I did her a favor and kept certain ones locked away—the ones of Matt, her darling boyfriend, undressing me with his eyes. The shots of him glued to my ass as I walked by, sneaking glances down my cleavage, devouring me over her shoulder while she stood beside him—those images don’t make for happy memories, do they?” Her voice was low, honeyed, thick with dark satisfaction. “For her sake, I discarded those, but I remember every single heated look he gave me.”

A shiver ran down my spine, equal parts intrigue and disbelief. “And how does that make you feel?”

She fixed her gaze on me, unblinking and predatory. “Darling, why would I send Matt running back to Jenny when he’s so desperately begging for a woman who knows how to handle him? Why pretend to be the noble mother when every instinct in me is crying out to claim what’s mine? If nature screams for me to take him, who am I to resist?”

There was a possessive fire in her eyes, a hunger barely veiled by her polished demeanor. “So you think there’s no stopping it then? You believe it’s fated—Matt in your bed?”

She didn’t hesitate; the words tumbled out, brazen and raw. “Not just inevitable, Doctor. I’ve already decided—he’ll be inside me before this weekend is through.”

My heart thudded in my chest. “What—what did you say?”

She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to an insistent, lascivious whisper. “I’m going to take Matt this weekend. He’ll be mine—completely, irreversibly. I’m going to snatch him away right under my daughter’s nose. And you, darling, are going to help me.”

I drew back, incredulous. “Why the hell would I do that?”

“Oh, Dr. White.” Gina’s laughter was smooth, rolling, almost intoxicating—a velvet threat. “I know what you’re thinking. That it’s wrong, monstrous, that I’m betraying my own flesh and blood. But you can’t deny what’s simmering between Matt and me. You know it. You’ve felt it. Jenny is hopelessly inadequate in every way that matters, and Matt—that delicious, eager young man—deserves a real woman. The kind of woman who will mold him, claim him, dominate him until he forgets anyone else ever existed.” Her eyes gleamed, nipples pressed like hard peaks against her blouse, utterly shameless.

She hovered so close I could feel the heat radiating from her, every syllable thick with desire. “You’ve spoken to them both. You can see where this is headed. This isn’t just what I want—it’s what everyone expects, what fate demands. Isn’t that right?” Her voice dared me to deny her.

My hesitation lingered in the charged air. I weighed my professional code against this wild, forbidden current. Could I really stand in the way? Gina was not a woman to be refused.

“Jenny dreams about you, Gina,” I finally murmured, my voice barely audible—each word heavy with secret truths. “She dreams about you and Matt, night after night, all three of you tangled together.”

Gina’s eyes lit up, her smile wide and wickedly triumphant. “And Matt? He wants a woman like me—older, powerful. He might fight it now, but soon he’ll surrender. He’ll learn exactly where he belongs.”

With a predatory certainty, Gina purred, “You’ll help me. You will convince my daughter to leave Matt alone with me this weekend—she needs to believe we can be trusted, she needs to step aside. That’s all the time I need to break him in, over and over. To show him what a real woman can do, how it feels to be completely, blissfully owned. He’ll never look back—not after I’ve claimed every inch of him.”

She reached up and traced her still-hard nipples through the fabric, making it clear she was already aching with anticipation. The forbidden possibility of it all made my breath catch.

“Why would I do this?” I whispered, struggling to find my resolve. “Why would I betray Jenny? She’s my friend.”

Gina’s gaze lingered on me, the barest hint of a smirk playing on her lips. “Because you crave this just as much as he does—even if you won’t admit it. Ever since you laid eyes on me, I know the thought of me and Matt tangled together in sheets, his hands gripping my body, our mouths devouring each other—the unrestrained, forbidden chemistry between a young man and a mature woman—has haunted you. Don’t pretend otherwise. I can read every flicker of desire in your eyes, Dr. White.” Her voice dripped with illicit promise. “That's the very reason you insisted on this private session. Don’t you remember that little thrill you felt when Jenny first told you about me? You saw me for what I am—a woman who refuses to settle, a woman who only takes the best, who breaks the rules as easily as she breathes. And Matt? He’s exactly the kind of man who should be worshipping at my feet. You can’t deny it: there’s nothing more intoxicating than a virile young man surrendering to a powerful older woman who knows how to take her pleasure—especially when every thrust is a betrayal of his oblivious, inadequate girlfriend. You’re a therapist; you understand the dark, irresistible pull of taboo.”

She leaned forward, her presence almost overwhelming—commanding, magnetic. “You may pretend your role grants you immunity, but you know your influence is absolute. With a single word, you could dissolve her flimsy grip, remake their fragile little world to fit your desires. Just imagine it—manipulating some insecure woman’s deepest fears, reshaping her reality to satisfy your own cravings. Think of how addictive that would be, how alive it would make you feel, knowing you held her life in your hands, knowing you could shatter her trust with the simple act of claiming her man for yourself. Sex like that rewrites you, Dr. White. It takes root in your veins, grows like an obsession. Once you taste that kind of power, you’ll never hunger for anything less.” Gina’s words washed over me, electric and dangerous.

I swallowed, my nipples hardening almost painfully as I tried to disguise my reaction—a dull ache of horror mingling with arousal. “Is that what happened to you?” I whispered, unable to stop my own body’s betrayal.

She laughed, rich and low. “For sixteen years, the only men I've fucked were already spoken for. Husband, boyfriend, fiancé—it doesn't matter. Now, I’m going for the ultimate prize: my daughter’s boyfriend. The youngest, the best, the most forbidden. And believe me, once I have him, Matt will do anything I command. He’ll be mine in every way that matters—mind, body, soul. Imagine a perfect mate, shaped by my hand.”

My breath came faster, the words slipping out as if from someone else. “Will you make a family with him?”

Her eyes glittered. “Absolutely. Why should Jenny be my only legacy? I deserve a child worthier, stronger. I intend to have it—and him.”

I struggled to understand, to process the coiled complexity of love and hate I saw in her smile. “You talk as if you despise your own daughter.”

Gina shrugged, her tone almost gentle. “I love Jenny. But sometimes love means teaching painful lessons. If I have to steal her boyfriend to show her where she truly belongs? Then that’s what I’ll do. It’s a mother’s duty to strip away illusions, to make her stronger. She’ll thank me—someday.”

Confusion and dread blended inside me, and still—I couldn’t ignore the rush in my veins. “Why should I betray her?” I pressed again, desperate for any answer that might quiet the storm in my chest.

Her voice was almost tender, dark as silk. “Because it will happen, Dr. White. No matter what you do. The question isn’t if—you know that already. The question is whether you’ll accept your part in this, and reap the pleasures waiting for those who embrace their place in the game.” She smiled, slow and knowing, as though savoring my confusion.

“And what,” I managed, throat tight with anticipation, “are those rewards?”

“When I finally have Matt, when I’m inside his head and his body—then, my dear, I’ll invite you into something so delicious you’ll never turn back. There’s so much I could show you. You have this untapped power simmering beneath your skin, just waiting to be unleashed. With a little real guidance, a few transformative years spent in my shadow, you could become me—no, more than me: a woman men ache to possess, the kind who never needs to beg, who simply demands and is obeyed. Your only task is to give me a taste of solitude with him. That single act, that one moment of permission, can open you to my world of raw, unapologetic pleasure. Think about it: Matt, you, and me—our bodies tangled together, desire flowing freely, no shame, no boundaries. I’d school you in ways you’ve never dreamed, with him as our eager, compliant instrument. He’ll listen to my every filthy command, he’ll defile his girlfriend’s therapist just because I whisper it in his ear—and you’ll feel the rush of breaking every rule. Picture it: a beautiful, reckless young man with a greedy, thick cock pulsing for us both, ready for whatever depravity we crave. His girlfriend’s mother and her therapist, taking control. The anticipation is almost too much to bear, isn’t it?” Gina’s deviant proposal slithered through the room, leaving me breathless and shamelessly aroused.

A sly smile played at the corner of her lips. “But for now, darling, our time is up.”


Matt

The summons from the secretary carried a weight I could feel in my chest as she ushered Jenny and me into Dr. White’s office. Gina sat waiting, composed but with hungry eyes that flickered as we entered. Dr. White perched at her desk, her brows drawn delicately together, her lips pressed tight with silent contemplation, the air in the room thick with anticipation. I claimed the seat beside Gina, the soft heat of her body barely grazing mine, while Jenny placed herself between us, close enough that our thighs brushed. Dr. White’s gaze lifted from her papers to connect with mine, her eyes searching, questioning. Then, as though reaching a decision in some secret corner of her mind, she spoke, her voice gentle but threaded with intent.

“I have to say, this has gone remarkably well,” Dr. White began, her words measured. “After spending some time with all of you, I’ve come to a decision, a plan I truly believe will help each of you.” Jenny’s hopeful glance lingered on Dr. White, hungry for reassurance, her delicate fingers tightening ever so slightly on her own knee. Dr. White let out a slow, careful breath and pressed on.

“Jenny, my dear, there really is nothing you need to fear. I’ve spoken at length with both Matt and Gina. These two—” she nodded to either side of Jenny “—they care about you deeply, intensely. It’s love, not rivalry or harm.” Jenny’s lips twitched into a shy smile, the doubts lurking in her eyes refusing to fully fade. Her voice came small, earnest.

“That’s all?” she murmured, hesitant, seeking something more.

Dr. White’s lips curved, and amusement danced briefly in her eyes. “Not quite. I can see you’re unconvinced,” she purred. “So, I think an exercise would help. Something to show you that trust is possible.”

“What sort of exercise?” Jenny breathed, her curiosity tangled with remnants of anxiety.

“I propose that Matt and Gina spend time together. Alone.” Dr. White enunciated, her words hanging in the air. Jenny’s mouth opened in protest, but Dr. White raised a hand, silencing her gently. “Jenny, you’ll never move past this until you see it can be harmless. You have to let them be together, to live alongside your trust. Only then will you be able to build the life you deserve, full of love, richness, support. Let this happen—one weekend. Tonight until Sunday evening. Trust them. Trust yourself. Can you do that, Jenny?” Dr. White’s voice was softened steel, coaxing and commanding all at once.

Jenny searched the room, finding my eyes, then Gina’s. Bracing herself, she wove her trembling fingers into mine and squeezed tight—her answer trembling in the charged silence. “Yes. Okay. Let’s do this.”

Dr. White’s smile was a warm balm. “Fantastic, Jenny. This is the first step.” Her glance found Gina, and an approving nod passed between them, a secret understanding. Then her gaze found me, her words curling through the air.

“For you, Matt, this weekend is more. It’s an opportunity for you and Gina to connect, to truly see one another. Gina confided in me,” she said softly, “that she hardly knows the man who's brought so much light to her daughter. It means much to her, to both of you.”

“Yeah…definitely,” I answered, my own doubts swirling just out of reach, complicated and electric.

Gina’s lips curved into an anticipatory smile. “I look forward to it,” she murmured.

Jenny’s next words trembled with uncertainty. “What about me? Should I stay in a hotel? Leave town? Where should I go?”

Dr. White’s expression softened as she addressed Jenny, her tone warm with genuine invitation. “Jenny, I’ve been thinking… and, well, I see you as so much more than just a patient. I hope I’m not overstepping boundaries here, but I’d be honored if you’d stay at my place for the weekend. We’ve always talked about getting together outside these walls, and this could be the perfect excuse.” Her eyes sparkled with a playful mischief, an intimacy hovering between the formal and the personal.

Jenny’s face blossomed into a relieved, radiant smile. “I’d love that,” she replied, her voice light, the nervousness melting from her posture. “So… when do we start?”

A knowing grin touched Dr. White’s lips. “As it happens, you’re my last appointment for today. There’s really nothing standing in our way—except the door, I suppose.” She rose, gathering her purse and files into an elegant sweep of movement. The sharp click of her heels signaled that this moment was the threshold between old worries and something tantalizingly new.

We all stood, following her lead out of her office. She paused only to dismiss her secretary for the weekend, a kind word and a grateful nod exchanged. The hush of the now-empty office building was charged around us as we descended to the lobby.

“Give me a second, will you?” Gina purred. She glided toward the security desk—her steps languid, purposeful, each subtle sway of her hips drawing involuntary admiration. The guard rose unsteadily, blush high on his cheeks, fumbling with the handles of her bags. She gave him a slow, sly smile as she retrieved them, then returned to our group with a self-assured confidence that electrified the air between us.

Stepping outside, the world felt expansive and sharp, night air settling on bare skin. We paused in the hush of the parking lot, a strange, delicious anticipation simmering in the silence. Dr. White perched beside Jenny, their closeness easy and conspiratorial now, while I found myself next to Gina—her presence a quiet challenge, an unspoken promise.

Jenny came to me, arms slipping around my neck, her body pressing tightly into mine. “I’ll see you Sunday, baby,” she whispered, her lips brushing my ear. I wrapped her in my arms, savoring her scent, her warmth, the flutter of her heart against mine. The hug lingered, neither of us wanting to pull away first. Dr. White reached for Gina’s hand with friendly sincerity, then turned to me, her fingers cool and professional on my palm—a little reminder of her dual roles tonight.

Jenny faced Dr. White, a hint of uncertainty in her eyes. “I, um… I should go home. Need to grab my things, you know—clothes, my toothbrush… Will that be all right?”

Dr. White hesitated, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “Ideally, I wanted us to just… make a clean break. I thought it might be easier if you didn’t have to go back to your place, if we just moved forward from here.”

Gina interjected smoothly, her voice velvet and assured. “It’s all right. Matt and I were thinking of grabbing some dinner—give you all the time you need before we show up.” She sent me a teasing glance, full of wicked implication, making it clear she was both spontaneous and intriguingly forward.

Dr. White nodded, clearly relieved. “Perfect, then.”

Jenny turned to her mother, eyebrows arching. “Did you drive, mom?”

“I caught a cab,” Gina answered, locking eyes with me, “so, I’ll be riding with Matt.” Her words hung in the air, making my pulse quicken, the anticipation raw between us.

“Guess this is it, then,” I said, a nervous laugh escaping me. Everyone nodded, the comma of this moment promising new chapters ahead.

Dr. White and Jenny started toward Dr. White’s car, the evening light playing off their silhouettes. Jenny glanced over her shoulder, her eyes mischievous, lips curling into a playful smile. She waved, sending a thrill down my spine.

“Have a good weekend!” she sang out, her voice floating back to me as she turned away.

Left alone with Gina, the night seemed to close in intimately around us. She squared her shoulders, her gaze hot and knowing as it met mine.

“Let’s ride,” she said, her tone low and inviting. The promise of the weekend shimmered in her eyes—dark, open-ended, deliciously uncertain.

***

Gliding through the sleepy town streets, I steered the car toward an intimate, sophisticated restaurant I’d frequented before—always with Jenny. But tonight, the seat beside me wasn’t filled by my familiar companion. No, this time it was Gina—her stunning mother—her presence radiating a confidence that hit me with an electric jolt.

“Don’t be shy now, Matt. Surely you can push it a little faster,” Gina teased, her voice wickedly smooth, coaxing.

My fingers tightened slightly on the wheel. I tried to keep my tone steady, glancing over at her, but she was too magnetic. “I’m not breaking any laws,” I replied, an attempt at lightness as the deserted highway stretched ahead of us in the dusk. She gave me this look, mischievous and tempting—lips forming into a gentle pout.

“Oh, come on, Matt. Take a chance,” she purred, leaning closer. “Just this once, for me.” The way she drew out those words, I felt my resistance slipping. My foot pressed harder on the accelerator, the engine’s growl a low, thrilling rumble as the speedometer climbed.

“That’s better, but I know you can do even more,” she urged, her hand gliding languidly over her thigh as if tempting me with something forbidden.

I swallowed, pulse thudding, as I nudged the car faster—my nerves stretched tight with exhilaration and anticipation. Ninety in a seventy. My blood surged; adrenaline mingled with an entirely different kind of excitement. I glanced at Gina, who smiled knowingly.

“That’s a good start, Matt,” she murmured, voice low and sultry. She fixed me with a burning, intimate gaze. “Next time, let me take the wheel on our way back. I’ll teach you how to really let go.” The promise in her words was unmistakable.

“Deal,” I managed, my voice uneven as I gradually eased off the speed.

The restaurant’s lights beckoned. We turned in, gravel crunching under the tires. I parked, hands trembling ever so slightly. As we stepped out and walked in together, every passersby’s eyes lingered on Gina—her beauty, her confidence. At the hostess stand, I requested a table for two. The young woman’s glance flitted from me to Gina, uncertainty flickering across her face before she regained her professional veneer.

“Right this way,” she said. Gina slid smoothly ahead of me, hips swaying with slow, mesmerizing purpose. The curve of her body, that perfectly rounded ass presented by her tight skirt, held my stare captive as we followed our hostess. Each step she took was an invitation I couldn’t ignore.

We reached our table, the dim glow perfectly shadowing the edges of desire that already thrummed between us. Gina paused, looking at me expectantly—a silent challenge. My breath caught. Quickly, I moved behind her and pulled out her chair, every movement tinged with anticipation. She thanked me in a lilting, appreciative whisper, the shimmer in her eyes promising more.

She slipped off her coat, draping it over the back of her chair, and as she sat, her blouse slid up—exposing a slice of bare skin at her lower back. And there it was: a tantalizing flash of a thong, its delicate strap arching in a perfect V above the waistband of her skirt, the playful whale tail daring me to imagine what else she was hiding underneath. I sat down opposite her, wholly entranced, my mind swirling with hunger and the promise of whatever this night would become.

The difference was almost jarring—a dazzling anomaly that made my blood stir. I'd never known a woman Gina's age who could confidently wear a thong—let alone flaunt it. Most of the older women I came across exuded awkwardness, weighed down by frumpy clothes and the faded energy of their youth, as though sensuality belonged to the past. The mere thought of what they might wear beneath their clothes was enough to make me avert my imagination.

But Gina... My God, Gina. She didn't just slip a thong beneath that skirt—she owned it, every curve outlined, every step confident and tantalizing. A visible whale tail, bold and deliberate, arching above the line of her skirt. I’d always imagined thongs as the domain of daring college girls, not women with grown daughters. But she shattered every preconception I harbored. The quiet triumph in her posture, the subtle, sultry motion of her hips—she exuded a self-assuredness that declared war on any sense of age. She wasn’t just measuring up against women half her age—she was outshining them. I caught myself thinking, could she really be that wicked, that unapologetic? A woman her age—no, Jenny’s mother—couldn’t possibly be as wild as those girls, could she? Yet, there she sat, radiant and unashamed, telling the world exactly who she was.

I offered her a small smile from across the table, the air between us charged and heavy with everything unspoken. The atmosphere hummed with an intimacy that felt far too romantic, candlelight gleaming in her eyes. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t convince myself that this was some innocent dinner between family. Everything in Gina's presence whispered that this was a date—a forbidden, exhilarating rendezvous between an experienced woman and a younger man. The taboo thrill had my heart racing: a MILF, out with her daughter’s boyfriend, her confidence blurring every line I'd thought unbreakable. I nearly laughed at myself, trying to wipe away the flood of dangerous thoughts, but they wouldn't dissipate.

We filled the time with laughter and conversation, the kind of easy, engaging chatter that made hours slip by unknowingly. Gina was playful, yet less forward than before—holding something in reserve, savoring the connection. We shared a bottle of wine, and for a while, I forgot about age, about labels, about anything except how alive she made me feel. Talking to her, I didn’t feel separated by a generational gulf; she was simply a woman who intrigued me, incited me, enchanted me with every passing minute.

Before I knew it, the evening had evaporated and two hours had vanished. The waitress slipped the bill, a silent cue, onto the table. Gina didn’t even glance at it, fixing me with that hypnotic stare instead, refusing to break the spell.

“I’ll take care of it,” I said, finally surrendering to the expectation burning between us. As I reached for the check, her knowing smile flickered—victorious and almost conspiratorial. I paid, making sure my tip was generous and the last of the wine was gone before she stood.

On our way out, she led the way, her hips swaying in an unhurried, sensual rhythm. That glimpse of the thong earlier echoed in every movement, each shift of her body as calculated as a promise. She flashed a sly, almost decadent smirk at the hostess by the podium—a girl who replied with an unmistakable look of distaste, as if she’d witnessed something taboo. Gina didn’t care. She scooped up power and desire in her wake, leaving the room transformed. Confusion danced in my head as I caught up, heading automatically to the driver’s side of my car.

Then, she spun on her heel, pressing a firm, warm palm to my chest, stopping me in place. “Uh uh. You promised,” she said, palm out, demanding. For a second, I blinked in confusion—then understanding dawned. The car. With a smile that felt both nervous and excited, I laid the keys in her waiting hand. She closed her fingers around them, her look intoxicating, signaling that our night was far from over.

***

“Jesus! Ease up!” My voice was sharp, strained with panic as I gripped the dashboard, knuckles white. Adrenaline shot through me.

“NEVER, baby!” Gina’s laughter rang out, wild and deliciously reckless, as she slammed the gearshift forward. Her hand—so confident, so in command—moved with a sensual purpose that sent a shiver down my spine. The engine roared in response, the speedometer needle climbing past one hundred and ten. Blurring lights, furious horns, middle fingers flashing through open windows—it was utter chaos, and yet she just kept pushing us harder.

“Gina! Seriously, slow down, or we’re going to get pulled over,” I pleaded, heat rising in my cheeks, my pulse thundering.

She just grinned, the devil in her eyes. “Relax, gorgeous. Trust me.” Her voice vibrated with wicked confidence, the sound of it sending an ache straight between my thighs.

At last, the off-ramp appeared, and with a flirty smirk, she eased off the accelerator—only just enough to sling the car onto the exit, tires squealing their protest. Somehow, impossibly, we shot into my neighborhood, untouched by sirens or blue lights. Gina slid into my driveway and killed the engine, glancing over with a cocky little tilt of her chin. “That, babe, is how it’s done.”

I grabbed her bag, heart still careening, and led us inside. Gina prowled through my entryway, taking in the space with hungry eyes. In a single, swift turn, she fixed her gaze on me, bold and brazen.

“So, do you fuck on the first date?” she asked, voice a sultry whisper, her look dangerous enough to set me on fire.

I choked, caught completely off guard, coughing as my nerves tangled with want. Gina’s laugh danced through the air, low and sultry. “Oh, sweet thing—relax. I’m just teasing.” She reached out, brushed her fingers across my shoulder, soothing and electric. “You’re always wound so tight. Let yourself breathe.”

She stretched, letting out a sigh, the exhaustion of the day finally catching up to her. “It’s been a hell of a night, honey. I could use some sleep.” Her tone softened, sleepy and warm. “Can you show me where I’m crashing?”

“Yeah, I got you.” Trying to steady myself, I guided her up the stairs to the guest room. She peeked inside, smiled with real gratitude, then turned and pressed a gentle kiss to my cheek, lips soft and promising.

“Night, darling.” Her eyes lingered for just a heartbeat longer, full of unspoken secrets, before she disappeared behind the door.

Left alone in the hallway, a bruising wave of disappointment washed over me—a hunger for what might have happened, for that feverish chaos she dragged behind her everywhere. I hadn’t realized until this quiet moment just how much I wanted more. Now everything was still, a strange eerie peace after the hurricane spun through. But it was impossible to shake the sense that the storm named Gina was only getting started. I retreated to my bedroom, restless, mind racing as my body burned with anticipation, unable to sleep.

Sleep wouldn’t come easily tonight; my body shifted restlessly, sheets tangling around my legs as my mind refused to let go. One of those nights, clearly—the kind where your nerves tingle and your thoughts snap with a hunger that refuses to be soothed. Defeated, I reached for my laptop, the cool plastic grounding me as the screen glowed into the dark room. My fingers danced across the keyboard, mindlessly browsing, though I couldn’t shake Dr. White’s words. The way she’d pressed the idea—so casually insistent—it unsettled me. Why did she zero in on some supposed fascination with older women, as if poking and prodding until I claimed it as my own truth?

But Gina. God, Gina was different. It wasn’t her age that made my skin hot just thinking about her. Yes, she was older, but that was just the icing. She was strikingly beautiful—blindingly sexy in a way that young girls only dreamed of being, confident and temptingly self-assured. Dr. White must have seen right through me, picked up on the spark I tried to swallow down.

Because, damn. Gina’s body was a work of art, sculpted by time and sheer will, gloriously defiant of gravity. Her breasts—full, high, tempting—strained against whatever shirt she wore. That tight, delicious roundness of her ass, the kind that called out for hands to grasp and mouths to bite. Legs that went on forever, toned and shapely. Her skin—smooth, golden, and shockingly soft for her age—glowed with the kind of allure that only comes from experience and knowing exactly how to wield her power. Every strand of her hair was an invitation, every curve a challenge to temptation.

There’s something intoxicating about a woman who’s conquered age and come out even more desirable—a raw magnetism built on self-care and a million hard-earned secrets. Anyone could see it: Gina radiated confident sexuality, the kind that promised mind-blowing, back-arching pleasure. God, she must know how to use every inch of that luscious body, must have collected every trick and thrill over years of hot, unrelenting sex. She flirted effortlessly because sensuality just flowed from her—there was no off switch. Women like her, women who owned their age and their hunger, they were the ultimate—titillating proof that MILFs are, undeniably, the world’s most dangerously irresistible lovers.

Realization slammed into me, undeniable and hard. My cock throbbed, straining against my shorts as my body betrayed just how much this fantasy owned me already. The laptop beckoned. My eyes greedily raked over a porn site’s endless menu, every category at my fingertips. I scrolled hungrily until I found the MILF section, my pulse kicking up with every click, desire thick and electric in my blood. The promise of mature seduction, expert touch, and wild, knowing pleasure lit up the screen—and I surrendered, finally, to the craving that refused to be ignored.


***

Two intensive hours had disappeared into the depths of my obsession, each minute spent drowning in the forbidden allure of mature seduction unfurling across my screen. Who knew desire could be so enslaving? My hunger for these deliciously experienced women—curves ripening with confidence, bodies colliding with insatiable, younger lovers—was insurmountable. The way they moved, commanding, raw, pushing every boundary, left me trembling with anticipation. Every rough, desperate encounter teased a part of me no one else had ever touched.

Finally, the need became too much—I slammed my laptop shut, letting the raw images linger in my mind while my fist wrapped tight around my aching, nine-inch cock. My thoughts spiraled out of control, fixating on the irresistible fact: just two doors down, a real-life fantasy waited. The possibility only made my grip harsher, strokes faster, until pleasure crashed over me and I spilled hot, sticky desire across my own skin. As the waves ebbed, exhaustion pulled me under. My lids fluttered shut, and I faded into darkness, body slick and breathless, undone by the relentless craving I could no longer deny.

***

Maybe I was more than just a little into older women—mature, confident, beautiful women who exuded an effortless allure. Was that truly something to be ashamed of? I didn’t think so. It never interfered with my devotion to Jenny. I wouldn’t dream of betraying her, no matter how tempting the fantasy. This fetish of mine was just a secret, a harmless indulgence that I could keep safely compartmentalized. Maybe that’s what Dr. White had been trying to help me realize—accepting my desires for what they were, giving them space but never letting them control me. The fantasy was one thing; reality was another. Gina embodied everything about that particular weakness—sensual, poised, a walking embodiment of temptation—but she was also Jenny’s mother. The boundaries had to be iron-clad. Dr. White was shrewd. She didn’t need to meet Gina to see straight through me, understanding the challenge I faced. I would have to be honest with myself about my cravings, own them, keep them on a tight leash. It was for Jenny’s sake, for that vital trust between us.

I’d lain awake, wrestling with my thoughts as the morning slipped away. My head was still foggy from those nights lost to MILF fantasies—hours staring into screens, drawn into that electric tunnel of lust, draining away reason until nothing but raw want remained. But clarity finally broke through. With a renewed resolve, I slid from bed and let the hot stream of a shower chase away the remnants of confusion. A few minutes later, I was dressed, moving warily past Gina’s room—empty, her scent lingering faintly in the air—and bracing myself for a potent encounter. She must be somewhere downstairs. Yet the house felt empty until a sudden noise drew me: the echo of water. She was outside by the pool.

Stepping out, I saw her gliding through the water, moving with a grace that left me awestruck. The way she cut through the pool, every muscle sculpted, her body toned by careful discipline—it was impossible not to admire her. I allowed myself a moment to take her in, my pulse quickening until her eyes caught mine and she drifted to the edge, bobbing in the deep end and fixing me with a playful, knowing smile.

“Morning, Matt,” she called out, her voice lush and warm, making my skin heat in the already sultry air. “Care to join me?”

My throat tightened, a surge of awareness rushing through me. “Uh, maybe later,” I managed, trying and failing to sound casual, my heart thumping traitorously in my chest.

“Perfect timing,” she chimed, slipping through the water one final time before gliding over to the ladder. My pulse thrummed anxiously as her body emerged, water clinging to smooth, sun-kissed skin. She wore a pale blue bikini that barely contained her full, luscious curves—her breasts pressing greedily at thin triangles of fabric, taut ties digging into her skin. My throat went dry as she stepped up, revealing the scandalous thong bottoms hugging her ass, the bare roundness on shameless display, her hips rolling with deliberate, lazy confidence.

I could feel my restraint slipping as I drank in every moment—her gaze sharp and knowing, flickering up to catch the hungry way I studied her. She padded toward me, her body a catalogue of impossible temptation, generous breasts bouncing softly with every unapologetic stride. I couldn’t stop stolen glances at that creamy cleavage, at the curve of her waist, the way her ass moved, tight and high, demanding to be touched.

She reached for a towel, turning so I was forced to admire her from behind. My fingers twitched with the urge that pulsed through me, a desperate fantasy of burying my hand in the softness of her tempting flesh. The air vibrated with electricity as she dabbed away the water, not bothering to cover herself, her eyes fixed on mine—daring, playful, aware of just how hard I was fighting not to look down again. I struggled to keep my gaze locked with hers, doing everything not to give in, until finally, she relented and wrapped the towel low around her hips, flashing a sly smile, then padded back inside.

I was frozen, heart pounding, unable to move. My mind replayed every stunning detail—her skin, the swell of her curves—over and over, seared into memory. The idea of following her inside, of acting normal after witnessing her body like that, felt impossible.

Before I could gather myself, her voice floated from the kitchen, puncturing the thick cloud of lust. “Hey, Matt—you hungry? I thought I’d make us some lunch.”

I forced myself back to reality, clearing my throat, trying to sound casual. “Uh, yeah. That sounds good.”

When I followed her in, I was relieved she’d changed—though even fully dressed, she was a vision. Her blouse, deep black, hugged her curves and barely contained those unruly breasts—they strained against the fabric, threatening to spill out. That denim skirt clung desperately to her hips, riding high and putting her toned thighs on display. I took a seat, willing myself to focus on anything but the way her body seemed to glide through the room, igniting every nerve ending.

We kept conversation light, the silence between us heavy with unspoken desire. Her body was everywhere—flashing at the edge of my vision, calling to my memories of sun-drenched skin and dripping water. When we finished eating, I volunteered to wash the dishes, anything to give my hands something to do.

From the next room, her voice called out, a smooth invitation coaxing me further into trouble. “Matt, when you’re done, come to the living room. We should talk.”

My voice barely rose above a whisper as I acquiesced, “Okay.” The single word hung in the charged air, far heavier than it deserved to be. I drew out my time at the sink, hands submerged in warm, soapy water, willing those lingering minutes to stretch indefinitely. But anticipation gnawed at me, an insistent pressure that pulsed in my veins. Eventually, there was no excuse left to hide behind, and I slipped into the living room, nerves prickling along my skin.

Gina was already waiting, poised on the loveseat. The way she sat—legs crossed, back straight, confidence radiating from her—invited and unsettled me all at once. It forced me onto the couch opposite her, leaving a deliberate expanse of air and tension between us. She watched me, eyes gleaming with an unspoken promise, and the silence that pressed down was thick with unasked questions.

She spoke first, voice smooth like dark velvet. “Why are you so tense, Matt?” she asked, reading me as if every sliver of anxiety was written in bold across my body.

“N-nothing,” I stuttered out, wishing my voice were steadier.

The corners of her mouth curved up, equal parts amusement and gentle challenge. “Darling, you look as if you’re about to bolt.”

“I’m fine,” I insisted, but the lie was transparent. Her gaze lingered on me, stripping away any pretenses. The room crackled with the unsaid, the delicious anticipation that comes just before rules are broken.

Then suddenly, her playfulness faded. Her expression transformed—serious, almost solemn—yet there was an intimacy in her words that made my pulse skitter wildly. “You know I could help you, Matt.”

My brow furrowed in genuine bewilderment. “Help me? With what?” I asked, lost in the dark waters she seemed to navigate so effortlessly.

She leaned forward, hair tumbling in messy waves down her shoulder, exposing her delicate collarbone, her blouse straining against the fullness of her breasts. “I understand what you’re struggling with. It isn’t easy. The first time never is.” Her voice dipped, each syllable soaked and slow. “But after that, it gets easier. The guilt, the fear… it fades. Eventually, you don’t even notice it tugging at you. You’re free.”

I stared, hot confusion painting my cheeks. “What gets easier?” My words were clipped, impatient.

She allowed her answer to fall between us, sharp and simple. “Cheating.”

My outrage broke through, heat flooding my face. “Excuse me?!”

Her smile returned, a wicked knowing in her eyes that unsettled me more than her words. “You’re so quick to deny it, but I know what you’re feeling. I see the way you look at me—the hunger, the longing you try so hard to hide. You feel guilty, darling, trapped by what you think is right and wrong. But trust me—desire is never wrong.” She paused elegantly, letting every word burn slow. “It’ll get easier. Soon, the thrill will drown out the shame, and you’ll wonder why you ever tried to resist.”

I shot to my feet, breath ragged with disbelief and anger. “How dare you, Gina! What gives you the right to assume I’d betray your daughter?” My voice, filled with righteous indignation, seemed to bounce off her calm.

She levelled me with a look—unapologetic, almost loving. “Matt, don’t be naive. The desire in your eyes says more than you ever will out loud.”

Rage ripped through me, and the words escaped before I could leash them. “So Jenny was right about you after all? You’re just going to throw yourself at me, is that your grand plan?” I spat, eyes raking over her—acknowledging without shame how alluring she truly was. “You’re beautiful, Gina. Of course you know that. But you honestly believe I’d risk breaking Jenny’s heart just because you’re irresistible?” My voice trembled with a mix of resentment and regret for even admitting her effect on me. “What kind of woman tries to seduce her own daughter’s boyfriend? How could you do this to your own daughter? How twisted does someone have to be?”

She only smiled, unbothered by my accusation, relishing every moment I wavered between defiance and the dangerous temptation she offered.

“Matt, you’ve no idea what you do to me.” Her voice dripped with raw hunger, her eyes raking over me with delicious insolence. “Watching you puff up with indignation, seeing you try so hard to resist—God, it’s making me wet. You think you’re above all this, don’t you? So noble, so righteous. But I know exactly where you’ll be before long, darling, and it only makes me want you more.” She paused, drawing a deep, quivering breath, letting her eyes smolder with unashamed desire.

“Don’t get it twisted, Matt. I’m not some silly girl who thinks love is about giggling over lunch dates or cozy little routines. That sort of naïve nonsense is beneath me. I know what keeps a man coming back, desperate and undone—being taken beyond what he’s ever had, collapsing at my feet because I’ve left him fucking breathless. I break them in ways these young things wouldn’t dare imagine. That’s how you keep a man—by shattering his control, making him crave you until he can’t think straight. You’ll give in, Matt. Not because I’m gentle, not because I pander to you, but because I know exactly what you need. I am more than my daughter. I am the woman you ache for, the one your instincts scream for. And it doesn’t matter that I’m wicked, or that I don’t play nice. That only sharpens the edge of what’s about to happen.”

She leaned closer, lowering her tone to a throaty whisper. “And don’t flatter yourself by thinking I’m debasing myself for you. You say I’m throwing myself at you? You’re wrong. When I’m finished, you’ll be the one on your knees, begging for more.”

Her words left me reeling, disgusted and dizzy with loathing. She was cruel, utterly without conscience—a living, breathing temptress wrapped in arrogance and sin. I summoned my anger and pointed sharply to the door. “Get out.”

But she only smiled, those lips curving with devastating confidence. “Dr. White insisted we spend this weekend together, for Jenny’s sake. Turn me out now and you know Jenny will sense something amiss. She’ll leap to her own conclusions—suspicion will eat at her, even if nothing’s happened. Kick me out and you doom your relationship with her just as surely as if you fucked me right here on this couch.”

Her logic struck hard. I hated how right she was. I let my arm fall, feeling my options sealing shut.

“That’s it, Matt. If you want to survive this weekend, you’ll have to cooperate with me,” she purred, basking in her triumph. I glared, my pulse thudding, the venom in my stare meeting the venom in hers. I had no choice but to sit, steeling myself against the twisting pleasure and panic coiling deep inside.

“Why are you doing this?” my voice raw, the words trembling on my lips. “Why insist on tearing us apart?”

“I’m not looking to destroy anyone’s life, Matt. If I get what I’m after, everybody benefits. Jenny will finally make peace with me, totally blind to what’s about to unfold between you and me. I get exactly what I crave—unrestricted access to that thick, beautiful cock of yours, whenever the mood takes me. And you? You get to have everything you ever fantasized about: me—every wild, breathless night—alongside whatever pitiful convenience you still have with her. Let’s be honest with each other, because we both already know: if we cross this line, she’ll never even suspect a thing. She absolutely adores you, Matt. Trusts you so completely. And if this weekend plays out right, she’ll start trusting me too. We’ll have all the freedom in the world to enjoy ourselves right under her nose. She’s just too unworldly, too trusting, to even imagine what we’re capable of.

To be frank, my daughter’s not the brightest. I’d wager even if we were careless, even if she caught us in the act, we could convince her it was all some vivid dream. That’s how naïve she is.” Gina’s lips curled into a sly, wicked smile.

Matt just stared at her, shaking his head in disbelief. “You’re insane. Why? Why do you hate your own daughter so much?”

A low, mocking laugh spilled from Gina. “I don’t hate her. Despising her would at least be interesting. What I feel is resentment—hot, constant, gnawing. She’s less than me in every conceivable way, and she knows it, even if she’d never admit it out loud. Her entire existence is a study in insecurity. I guarantee she feels it, every damn day—the truth burning in her gut, that her man will never be fully satisfied with her. Do you think she hasn’t seen that flicker in your gaze when a woman like me sweeps past? Noticed your cock straining against your trousers for someone seasoned, someone who knows exactly what men crave? She must notice how you react whenever she so much as mentions my name. You offer yourself to women older and more experienced, hoping someone will finally take control and give you what your body demands. Jenny must sense all of this, Matt. So, tell me—why should such a woman, who deep down can’t keep her man content, get to keep you when I am clearly the one who deserves you? Doesn't it make sense?” Her voice dripped with satisfaction as Matt’s silence filled the space between them.

Let me make it absolutely clear for you, Matt. There’s no competition between my daughter and me—she simply doesn’t measure up. My hair shines richer, my lips are plumper, my body more tantalizing in every inch. These legs? Endless silk, besting anything Jenny could offer. My ass, perfectly sculpted—tight, inviting, and aching for your hands. And my breasts? Take a good look: full, decadent, heavy with promise—44EE, luscious and completely natural. You can stare all you like, but until you have them bare against your lips, you’ll never truly know just how tempting they are. My nipples, already hardened, crave your mouth. They ache for your tongue—nothing else compares. And between my thighs? You have no idea how deliciously snug I am. Yes, I’ve given birth, but this pussy is pure velvet, tighter than you can imagine, tighter than Jenny’s ever could be.

But I’m not just flesh. My confidence swallows hers whole. I’m sharper, wittier—dazzling in ways she’ll never comprehend. And in bed? Let’s be real, Matt: she just lies there, lets you fuck her. I know the type—meek, submissive, terrified to take what she wants. I would never waste your time the way she does. When I’m in your bed, you won’t have to wonder about satisfaction. I’ll take what I want; I’ll ride you until you beg for mercy, until you forget anyone else exists. You’ll belong to me—mind, body, soul. You’ll worship every inch of me, because with every single thrust, I’ll make you crave more. I’ll ruin you for anyone else. I’ll fuck you until you can barely walk, until every part of you aches with how much you need me. That’s my promise.

Matt’s mouth hung open. Even in the dim light, he couldn’t hide his shock—this woman radiated unfiltered wickedness.

But it won’t just be uncontrollable sex, Matt. The consequences will follow—inevitably, we’ll keep going until your seed’s rooted deep inside me. Can you imagine that? Your girlfriend’s beautiful mother, her belly swelling with your child, while your clueless girlfriend wonders why she can’t get pregnant? That’s because I’ll leave nothing for her—wringing you empty, over and over, until your body only answers to mine.

“You’re wrong. I refuse. I won’t let this happen,” Matt insisted, his voice trembling.

“Why are you fighting the hunger inside you, Matt? Every cell in your body is desperate to claim me. Why deny yourself? Your thick cock, my hungry cunt—they were meant to fit. Even Jenny’s old boyfriends sensed it—if they met me, they turned away from her in a heartbeat. I never even needed to undress, Matt. They just… knew. They trusted their instincts. Why can’t you? Why resist what’s natural?” Gina’s voice dripped like honeyed poison.

“You’re twisted. A vile, heartless slut. An evil, manipulative bitch,” I spat at her, desperate to break her hold—hoping venom would make her stop.

Her lips curled into a wicked, knowing smile, her eyes burning with unrestrained arrogance. “Oh, Matt… all those names you hurl at me—evil, slut, bitch, cunt—they don’t change a damn thing between us. Admit it: my darkness just makes what’s about to happen even more irresistible, doesn’t it?” Her tone wrapped around me, smoky and provoking. “I’m so fucking irresistible that even if I’m vile, unapologetically filthy, you’ll still end up fucking me. You’ll crave every inch of me. You'll want all that I am—and you’ll fall in love with every forbidden part.”

I tried to keep my voice steady, though her confidence rattled me. “You’re a nightmare. Jenny is nothing like you. I love her, not you. I never could.” The words tasted uncertain on my tongue.

She chuckled, voice deep and decadent. “Oh, I know I’m the world’s worst mother to her. But to you, Matt? I’ll be everything you need. I’ll be the mature woman you secretly crave.”

My brain stuttered. “What the hell does that mean?”

She leaned forward, drawing out every clipped syllable. “From this moment on, Gina is gone. I’m your Mistress now. That’s what you’ll call me—Mistress. Or ma’am, in public” She let the command simmer in the air, her gaze hungry. “Forget your old life. Forget your family. I am your everything now. I’ll take care of you—control you—shape you into exactly what I want. You’re mine, Matt. My pet. My possession.”

That icy, trembling panic fired up my limbs. I needed to leave, immediately—whatever the fallout, it couldn’t be worse than this. I pushed up from the couch, hand closing around the doorknob, heart thumping wildly.

But her voice reeled me back. “Matt? Look at this.”

Despite every screaming warning in my head, I turned. She’d pulled her bare feet up onto the chair, knees wide, legs parted shamelessly. Her crotch was boldly displayed, barely concealed by the sliver of black thong stretched taut between her thighs. Her fingers found the thin strip of fabric, hooked it aside without any hesitation, exposing herself to me fully.

She watched with predatory delight as my eyes widened at the sight of her pussy—smooth, save for that slender line of expertly trimmed hair above her lips, a tempting trail. I froze, transfixed, the air thick with her scent. The hand on the door slackened, powerless.

“Don’t be shy, Matt. Stare all you want… or better, come closer,” she coaxed, her voice a sultry caress. My body disobeyed every rational command. I left the door, stumbled back into the living room, helpless under her gaze. I hovered in front of her, my focus chained to her glistening sex.

“Don’t be afraid, young man. Get down, take a better look,” she whispered, hunger dripping from every word.

I sank to my knees before her, the proximity overwhelming. There, just inches from her—Gina’s mature, bare and perfect cunt right in front of me—I drank in the sight, every delicate detail seared into my memory. The softly sweet scent of her arousal curled under my nose, stirring something primal and reckless inside me. My body responded involuntarily, cock hardening with aching urgency as I knelt in worship, utterly helpless to tear my gaze away from the wet, inviting center of her desire. The anticipation, the raw want, the forbidden promise of her—all of it left me breathless.

Her voice dripped with husky command as she drew me in, suffocating me with a choice far more intoxicating than any threat. “Now’s the moment, darling boy. You can get up and walk out of here—if you still want to. I’ll let you go. For good. No games, no more seduction. I’ll lock myself away until my daughter gets home, and once she does, I’m vanished from your world forever. She’ll be healed, and you’ll never have to battle this craving again. You’ll never taste the sin I offer. Because if you walk away right now—if you resist me—this door slams shut forever.” She paused, every word a velvet hook in my soul. “But there’s another path. You can stay—bury yourself in my world. A world where I rule you, own your every thought, every filthy desire. Where we fuck till you’re raw and I’m dripping, where you’ll drown in pleasure you can't imagine. All you have to do is prove you belong to me.”

Her eyes burned with dominance, locking me in place, holding me mercilessly beneath her. She lowered her gaze, the wetness between her thighs glistening. “Start now—put your mouth on my pussy. Show me how you worship me. Suck.”

Her words thundered through me. Somewhere, the possibility of escape lingered—a ghost of decency fighting for air. But I couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe, as her intoxicating scent and brazen confidence destroyed any notion of retreat. She could see my answer flickering in my eyes long before I could speak it.

Without another word, I surrendered. I pressed my lips to her exposed, dripping heat, inhaling her musky sweetness. My tongue parted her tender folds, greedily tasting everything she offered. She moaned savagely, yanking my head with both hands, grinding herself onto my mouth so hard it was almost violent.

My tongue lapped hungrily inside her, savoring the slick, forbidden flavor, tracing her entrance, circling and teasing her swollen clit. The wetness coated my face, marking me as hers, the shameless evidence of how deeply I wanted this. She convulsed around my lips with every flick and nip, her words launching like arrows straight to my cock.

“Fuck, yes. That’s it—that’s exactly where you belong. On your knees, worshipping me, learning the taste of my power,” she growled, her voice wild and guttural. I drove my tongue deeper, flicking, swirling, my mouth devouring every moan, every tremble.

Her breath caught, fingers curling brutally in my hair as her thighs tightened around my head. Her climax hit hard—screaming, shaking, her juices flooding my eager mouth. “FUUUCK! YES! You filthy little fuck, you made me cum!” she screamed, ecstasy ripping through her as she rode my face like I was her property.

Suddenly, she shoved me backwards, sending me sprawling, gasping for air and slick with her release. Shock and lust spiraled through me—I had just made her come, my girlfriend’s mother, my mouth still tingling from her taste. Panic flared for an instant. But escape was pointless—I knew that now. I was hers.

Gina stood over me—skirt bunched at her waist, pussy still glistening, her smile triumphant. She stared down, victorious, utterly in control.

“Get up. On your knees. Now.” Her words, rich with desire and power, shivered down my spine and ignited something primal inside me. I obeyed, shifting my weight to straighten my back while still kneeling obediently at her feet. She prowled toward me, her steps measured and filled with authority, each movement radiating the lust that simmered in her eyes. She cupped my face with both hands, her touch demanding yet impossibly soft, tilting my head back until all I could see was her arousal glistening above me.

She edged closer, her bare heat brushing against my chin, then gliding upward until her sex hovered directly over my lips. The scent of her flooded my senses, intoxicating and raw. Instinct drove me; I pressed my mouth against her, my tongue eagerly parting her folds, finding the sweet silk of her desire. This time, there was no rush, only smoldering anticipation—a slow, seductive claiming that neither of us wanted to hurry.

I savored every detail: the delicate softness of her pussy, the taste laced with her lust, the silk of her clit beneath my tongue, and the subtle roughness of her neatly trimmed strip of hair, like I was grooming her with adoration. My tongue explored her unhurriedly, swirling gently over her lips and teasing the sensitive nub. She allowed me to indulge, to learn every nuance of her, until I could have mapped her blind.

I glanced upward, my lips pressed to her heat, and caught a glimpse of her heavy-lidded gaze. Her hair had fallen in wild tangles, her chest rose and fell rapidly, swelling her breasts against her shirt so temptingly it looked like they might spill out at any moment. She was lost in it, almost reckless in her need—yet she was still in total control.

Suddenly, with a hungry growl, she claimed my head and pushed it away. Spinning gracefully, she leaned forward, offering me a view that took my breath away—her ass, full and flawless, framed invitingly in front of my face. She looked at me over her shoulder, eyes smoldering with wicked intent, and with both hands spread her cheeks apart. The sight of her cute, puckered hole, teasingly veiled by the gossamer thread of her thong, sent my mind reeling.

“Do it,” she ordered, voice dark and intoxicating, and for a fleeting second I hesitated, uncertainty and raw excitement warring within me. But my need overpowered everything; I pressed my face into her, letting her scent and warmth engulf me. My tongue darted out, caressing her tight entrance, my nose buried deep, while I fought against the thin thong with my mouth, desperate for more of her. When I finally hooked the string and pulled it aside with my tongue, she gasped, and I feasted on her exposed flesh, licking and circling her most forbidden place.

I was lost in her, completely hers. What had I become? A man who would do anything just to be claimed by her, conquered by her every whim.

“Oh, you filthy boy. That’s it… just like that,” she groaned, her voice thick with approval, encouraging me as her moans grew feverish. My tongue worked her relentlessly until she yanked me back, spun with feral impatience, and rode my face shamelessly—her pussy flooding my mouth as she cried out, surrendering to bliss.

A guttural, raw cry tore from her lips, unwinding something savage inside both of us. The taste of her climax spilled across my tongue, sweet and intoxicating; I swallowed greedily, utterly hooked, craving more of her wildness. She seized my face in her trembling hands and pulled me up, her dark, hungry eyes pinning me. Then, without hesitation, she crashed her lips against mine.

Her mouth was voracious, possessive. She licked into my mouth, her tongue greedily swirling, reclaiming the traces of her own flavor from my lips. Every second our mouths tangled, she took more control—devouring, conquering—her kiss melting my resistance until I was lightheaded. I’d never been kissed like that. Not with such filthy, unrelenting need.

When she pulled away, breathing hard, I gasped, desperate to recover my senses. But she stood tall, power incarnate, taking in everything she’d wrecked and remade in me. “Now you understand your place,” she murmured, voice like silk—dangerous, decadent. “You finally know where you belong. Get up.”

My legs trembled as I obeyed, pushing to my feet, her authority absolute. She extended her hand and I took it—surrendering fully, knowing there was nothing left to resist after what I’d just surrendered. Her lips curled in a predatory smile. Without another word, she turned and led me down the hallway, her grip sure and unyielding. I trailed obediently behind, powerless to resist the hypnotic sway of her hips—her lush ass jigging with each step, the curves haunting my every thought.

She didn’t stop until we reached my bedroom. She ushered me in ahead of her, slammed the door behind us, and locked it with a decisive click. The tension in the room thickened, dangerous and addictive. I was caged in—trapped in my own bedroom with this voluptuous, wicked temptress. She straightened her skirt with slow deliberation, her gaze devouring me.

“Strip for me,” she commanded, her voice drop-dead lethal and arousing.

My heart pounded as I exhaled and peeled off my shirt, baring my chest to her predatory gaze. She let her eyes linger, a sultry smirk curving her lips. “Mmm… delicious.”

Her command followed—“Now, lose the pants.”

Obediently, I fumbled with my belt, unzipped myself, letting my jeans slump to the floor until I stepped out—left in just tight, thin boxer-briefs, my swollen cock on full display, barely hidden by the thin fabric. My arousal was impossible to disguise.

She didn’t wait, her tone sharp, low, demanding. “All of it. Now.”

My breath caught. This was the point of no return—if I bared myself to her, there would be no coming back. I’d cross the threshold and betray everything for her. My hands shook as I slid my thumbs into the waistband, glancing at her, searching for mercy I knew she didn’t possess.

Her eyes blazed. “Show me every inch, my filthy boy.”

Abandoning all inhibition, I dragged my briefs down, exposing the thickened base of my aching cock. The elastic scraped along my sensitive skin, dragging electric pleasure as my hardness was revealed in all its glory, jutting out between us, unleashed for her greedy gaze. I stood, naked and trembling, utterly hers—my body and my soul held captive at last.

A sly, wicked smile curled across her lips as she devoured me with her gaze. “Such a devilish tease you are,” she breathed, her voice smoky and thick with lust. “Parading a cock like that all this time—how dare you squander it on someone as clueless as my foolish daughter? You really should know by now what a cock like yours is meant for… and who truly deserves it.” Her sultry words sent a shock of heat through my entire body, powerless under her command, swept under by her authority.

Suddenly, she closed the space between us with bold, predatory steps, radiating intention. She pressed her hands to my shoulders, guiding me to land back on the bed. My back hit the mattress, her dominance a heat that seeped into my bones.

“Wrap both hands around that gorgeous cock,” she murmured, tone dangerous, intoxicating. My fingers, trembling, obeyed. “Now stroke yourself—slowly. Feel every inch. Give into it, but don’t you dare spill that cum, not yet. That’s mine to command.” I shut my eyes and let her instructions seep into my limbs, surrendering to her guidance as I began a slow, torturous rhythm. Every stroke sent waves of pleasure so intense it bordered on agony. My cock, thick and hot, pulsed with need, a slick trail of pre-cum smearing across my knuckles. The sensation was overwhelming—bliss spiraling toward oblivion.

I barely noticed her footsteps fade and then return, the mattress dipping as she settled back beside me—a rush of air, a sudden, cold wetness blooming across the flushed head of my cock. Warm oil dribbled from above, slicking my length, making every drag of my hands more decadent, more unbearable. Baby oil, viscous and slippery, glistened on my skin, her hands working it in with exquisite care, making every nerve ending beg for release.

A guttural moan tore free from my throat, raw and desperate.

She watched, eyes dark as midnight, savoring every tortured sound I made, while the oil magnified every delicious sensation, transforming my pleasure into something almost unbearable—a forbidden euphoria I could never have imagined.

Her voice slid like silk over my ear, intoxicating and dark. “Listen, darling,” Gina murmured, her hot breath making my entire body tense and shiver, “I’ve been nothing short of vile all my life. I’ve inflicted pain like it was an art—on my ex-husband, my little girl, every lover arrogant or foolish enough to crawl into my bed. And the women they left behind? Oh, they loathe me for the destruction I’ve left in my wake. Every man who’s found himself inside me has spiraled—ruined for anyone else, ruined for themselves. I’ve spoiled them, reduced their lives to carnal hunger, ruined marriages—whole worlds—just for the hell of it. I made them beg, I made them crawl, and every single one burned for a taste of what only I could deliver. My hands are stained with the pleasures and wreckage of men’s lives, and I never once felt remorse—just that twisted, wicked delight.”

She nuzzled closer, her lips grazing the shell of my ear, making my cock twitch desperately in my hands. “My own daughter, she’s broken because of me. Who could live untouched after what I’ve done? Hate is too mild a word for what most should feel for me. But you…” Her tone shifted, low and dangerous and delightfully cruel, “you, my filthy little degenerate, you kneel for me. You become my plaything—you fuck me past sanity and want me to ruin you, too. The universe pays me back for a lifetime of sin by giving me the one thing I crave most—unrestrained, unending pleasure. That’s my reward for being a heartless bitch: you, throbbing and desperate, aching just to please me.”

By the time her confession coiled to an end, my cock was so swollen, so sensitive, I could hardly believe I hadn’t exploded. Her words seared into me, dirty and raw, fueling a frantic need I’d never known before.

“Take your hands away from yourself,” she commanded sharply, her voice a whipcrack through the fog of lust. The pleasure was nearly unbearable, yet my hands stubbornly refused her, clinging for just a moment more. She didn’t hesitate—her fingers wrapped around my wrists, yanking them off my slippery, oiled shaft and pinning them hard above my head, trapping me. The loss of sensation was agony; my hips bucked helplessly skyward, desperate for friction, for her, for anything. When she finally released my wrists, I left them there—obedient, trembling, unable to risk her wrath.

The bed shifted as she rose, her body sliding away, leaving me exposed and needy, anticipation prickling across my skin in the sudden, tense quiet.

Suddenly, her voice shattered the silence, commanding and loud: “Look at me!” My eyes, hazy and dazed with lust, fluttered open to the soft glow of the room. There she stood, powerful and unashamed—her hands resting on her hips, body posed like something divine, clad only in a thin, inky black bra that barely contained her lush breasts, lace biting into supple flesh as they spilled and swelled. Below, a tiny black thong traced the curve of her hips, hugging her like a whispered sin. My eyes devoured every inch—thighs, stomach, the dark arrow of fabric between those gorgeous legs—and a surge of pre-cum pulsed helplessly from my aching cock. She was an aphrodisiac, a vision of wickedness and beauty, and I was utterly, deliciously lost.

“Well, since you’ve gotten so intimately acquainted with every forbidden inch of me—from my greedy little cunt to the very center of my ass—surely you won’t mind if I strip off my thong for you,” she purred, her voice laced with wicked delight. My breath caught, and all I could do was nod helplessly, possessed by the sight of her.

With a slow, sultry twist, Gina spun around, her confident smirk glimmering over her bare shoulder. Her gaze sizzled with mischievous energy, every movement infused with a wild, untamed sensuality. My pulse thudded as her thumbs curled under those slender black strings, teasing the anticipation even higher. She bent at the waist, the curve of her spine and the roundness of her ass on full display, and drew the tiny scrap of lace down over her hips. The black string, still damp with our mingled desires, slipped from between her cheeks with a soft, wicked stretch. It tumbled to the floor, leaving her completely exposed and utterly unashamed.

She straightened, shoulders thrown back, her glistening sex exposed to my hungry gaze. My need for her was a living thing—urgent, undeniable, elemental.

“That just leaves one more thing—or two, if we’re counting properly,” she giggled, her laughter making her beautiful breasts sway irresistibly beneath black lace. She moved closer, hypnotic, and my eyes were riveted to her heaving chest, those magnificent tits threatening to spill from their prison with every delighted bounce. “Most men would sell their souls for even a glimpse of these,” she teased, voice rich as velvet, “but seeing them comes with a price. Once yours, no other pair will ever tempt you. You’ll belong to them. To me. They’ll own you. This is your last chance to escape, darling. Choose carefully—your girlfriend or my tits?” She crawled onto the bed, pressing her luscious cleavage toward my waiting face, her challenge hanging between us like electric air.

Desperation tore through me. “You. I want you. Your tits. Please, Gina, let me have them,” I all but gasped, aching.

She grinned, her eyes sparking with girlish mischief. “Sorry, what was that?” Her innocent tone was mockery, beautifully cruel.

“Show me your fucking tits,” I growled, my need laid bare.

Her smile widened, slow and knowing. With a teasing tug, her fingers found the clasp at her back, and the tension in my body doubled as she kept the bra in place for a beat—making me burn. Then, at last, she let the lace fall away with a careless flick, baring herself fully to me.

Her breasts were a revelation—stunning, proud, perfection made flesh. They leapt from her chest, full and round, nipples jutting out hard and needy. Gravity didn’t dare touch them; these were the kind of tits men would fight wars over. Gina swept her arms beneath them, offering herself—a goddess granting her worshipper a single, trembling audience. She caught the weight of her left breast, letting it spill through her fingers while her hard nipple pointed at my eager lips, presenting herself like a prize to be devoured.

She let me savor the sight, letting the moment stretch into eternity, luxuriating in my speechless awe—her power, and my surrender, absolute.

“Let me see that gorgeous mouth of yours,” Gina murmured, her voice delicate but achingly assured, as if she already knew I’d obey without hesitation. My breath hitched, my entire focus narrowing to her beckoning nipple—already hard and flushed, a beautiful, forbidden invitation. My lips parted, helpless and eager, my mouth opening wide just as she wanted. She guided her ripened nipple straight to my mouth; the warmth of her skin fused against my lips, and suddenly I was filled with her—her taste, her scent, her power. Instinct took the helm, primal and overwhelming. My cheeks hollowed, drawing her in deeper, desperately nursing at her, as if I might never let her go. I sucked her with raw hunger, my jaw aching as I tried to envelop as much of her luscious breast as possible.

Her breath hitched—the sound sharp, abrasive with pleasure. “God, yes! Bite me. Bite my nipple! Fuck, do it!” she screamed, the demanding edge in her voice unraveling any sense of control I’d clung to. I sank my teeth delicately but firmly into her taut peak, feeling her shudder against my tongue. A low moan tore from her throat, ecstatic and feral, and I devoured her, letting my mouth chew and tug, lost in the flavor of her skin. My hands instinctively reached for her, needing to feel the weight and heat of those perfect breasts—but she slapped them away, refusing me, reinforcing her dominance. I could only worship her with my mouth, straining upward for every inch she’d allow.

Time both dragged and collapsed; it was endless, aching minutes of her orchestrating my need. She commanded my attention, shifting and surrendering one sumptuous breast after another, letting me feast until I was dizzy, drunk from the heady power of her body and scent. Her nipple trailed across my lips, slick and sensitive, switching from one swollen tip to the next, and I licked and sucked blindly, lost in a trance. Suckling her, clinging desperately to each supple breast, forced me into a delirious haze—a dreamy, blissful surrender. I didn’t know how long I stayed there, pinned beneath her softness, sweat slicking my body, my mouth working mindlessly, hungry and obedient.

When I finally slipped back into awareness, the last of the evening light spilled across the bed. I was sprawled on my back, dazed and open. And then—warmth, wetness—her mouth enclosed around my cock. I looked down, barely believing the vision before me: Gina, gorgeous, sinfully wild, crouched on all fours, her silken hair tickling my thighs as she devoured me. Her lips glistened with my arousal, and she dragged her full mouth up and down the length of my cock, leaving a slick trail of her passion. She stroked my shaft, her fist enveloping me, smearing her saliva and my pre-cum like some decadent lip gloss across her pout.

She pressed lush, open-mouthed kisses up the base, pausing to let her tongue swirl lasciviously along my tip—then she pulled away, stroking me slowly, her eyes smoldering as she began to speak, every word vibrating along my trembling, soaked skin.

“My darling boy,” Gina purred, her lips gliding over the pulsing tip of my cock, leaving a trail of slick heat. “You must truly adore these breasts of mine—the way you suckled them, desperate and relentless… I’ve never been worshipped quite like that. I had to thank you properly.” Her sultry confession was interrupted as she lowered her mouth onto me again. The enveloping warmth, impossibly wet and perfectly snug, sent electric shudders through my body. Her tongue—sensual, agile—moved in sinuous patterns, swirling and flicking over every sensitive place at once, her technique impossibly precise.

She took me in, deep, her chin sinking softly against my heavy balls. Her hungry eyes locked on mine, drinking in every hitch of my breath, every shudder of pleasure she wrought. I felt her devour me with a sudden, fierce suction, so intense I thought I would levitate from the bed. Then, just as I was on the verge of unraveling, she relented, slowing to toy with me, her tongue languidly painting every vein and ridge. Ecstasy pulsed through me; nothing in my life had compared to the way her mouth owned my cock, her affection wicked, practiced, absolute.

She broke away, leaving my aching shaft glistening. She grinned wickedly and pressed lush kisses from my shaft to my swollen head, teasing me with every brush of her lips. With a wicked gleam, she slipped one orb, then the other into her mouth, caressing them with soft, wet heat until I hovered painfully on the cusp of release.

Then, her lips abandoned my balls and she gazed up at me, her voice low, so seductive it made me throb harder. “Darling, as I said, I need to thank you.” Each word was punctuated by a fluttery kiss to my cockhead, making me gasp. “You made me come, again and again, just from your adoring mouth on my nipples. Now I want to return the favor… but with my mouth on you.” She pressed another wet kiss to my swollen crown, eyeing me with delicious mischief. “But you don’t get to finish yet,” she added—kiss—“Because if I swallow your gorgeous cum, it’ll be a waste.” Another loving press of her lips. “I have a much better place for your hot, messy seed.” Kiss. “I want to feel every single drop deep inside my pussy.” Kiss. “I want you to flood me, fill me to bursting.” Kiss. “I want to feel your cum inside me, hungry to get me pregnant, desperate to knock me up.” Kiss. “You want that too, don’t you?” Kiss.

“Oh God—yes, yes! Anything you want, please—just fuck me!” My voice broke, rough and eager, desperate with need.

She rewarded me with another brush of her lips, her breath hot against my flesh. “Let’s be clear,” she murmured silkily, each phrase tingling against my skin as she peppered me with kisses. “You want me swollen with your child, don’t you?” Kiss. “You want these hips, this body, this mature woman, round and full of your baby?” Kiss. “You want to breed with me?” Kiss. “You want me to carry your baby—and be the mother of your children?” Another sultry, slow kiss, laced with promise. “That’s what you ache for, isn’t it?” Kiss.

“Yes—yes, I want it, all of it! Make me yours—make me a father. Just please, fuck me!” The words fell from my lips, urgent, pleading, every nerve singing with anticipation—I meant every desperate, filthy word.

With a wicked glint in her eyes, Gina released her grip on my aching cock, her fingers trailing along my shaft one last time before she shifted her weight. Poised above me, she moved with feline grace, crawling over my body until she hovered above my hips, her breasts heavy and swaying tantalizingly with every breath. The sensation of her heat and the intoxicating sight of her so close made my need unbearable—my balls felt swollen, so impossibly full that the ache was almost cruel. It was as if every moment she’d teased me had been building to this impossible pressure inside me, demanding release.

Now she was straddling me, her bare thighs pressing against my own, the forbidden softness of her flesh igniting every nerve ending. Gina’s hand slipped down, wrapping around the base of my cock, and she angled it deliberately upward, letting the swollen head nestle against the slick folds of her cunt. Leisurely, she stroked me along the length of her sex, the head sliding through her wetness and catching on her delicate curls, teasing us both until my breath turned ragged and desperate. With every slow glide, the anticipation spiraled higher, until she finally pressed the tip to her entrance, pausing just a heartbeat away from letting me inside.

This was the threshold, the point of no return. The thought pulsed through my mind: I was about to give myself to Jenny’s mother—to cross every line I ever swore I’d never cross. How had I gotten here? I’d lied to myself so many times, convincing myself I was above even the most basic temptations. And yet, Gina—insatiable, irresistible Gina—had torn down every defense, every rationalization. Deep down, I had always known. Every forbidden glance at a beautiful, older woman. Every moment with Gina since that wedding we first met, realizing just how magnetic she was—and how little my girlfriend ever truly satisfied me. Now, flat on my back with Gina ready to take every inch of me, I understood that this was what I was always meant for. Not with Jenny, but with the woman who made me feel absolutely alive. And the moment I surrendered to that truth, happiness flooded me—pure, raw, illicit joy.

On that exquisite, dizzying realization, Gina sank down onto my cock in a single, delicious movement, impaling herself on my entire length. Her wet, tight heat enveloped me, making my vision swim. Her inner muscles gripped me in a vice of velvety pleasure, silky arousal already dripping down onto my overfull balls and slicking my skin. For a long, charged moment, she sat perfectly still, her eyes locked on mine, as my cock pulsed helplessly deep inside her. God, she felt so impossibly good—every inch of my length stroked and squeezed by her gorgeous, greedy pussy.

Then, she began to move. Subtle at first: her hips rocked forward, her ass flexing, grinding her clit down against my pelvis, wringing an involuntary moan straight from my soul. The rhythm was maddeningly slow—she controlled every inch, rising up along my shaft, then sinking back down in a steady, torturous cycle. Heartrate thundering, I gripped her hips—shameless now, desperate for more—as she let me set the rhythm, her body crashing down onto mine again, again. With every bounce, the friction sent jolts of ecstasy shooting through us both. Then, without warning, she switched from frantic, punishing thrusts to slow, grinding circles, pressing my cock so deep inside her, I swore I could feel her heartbeat through my length.

Completely yielding to her, I reached up, my hands aching to finally claim what I’d fantasized about for years. My palms cupped her luscious breasts, fingers spreading across the sumptuous swell, reveling in how her soft flesh overflowed between them. The sensation was intoxicating—silken skin stretched over curves that molded perfectly to my touch, every squeeze a decadent indulgence. Her nipples, taut and eager, drew me in. I rolled them between my fingers, pressing and twisting gently, determined to give her nothing less than the shattering pleasure she deserved. Her moan rose, raw and desperate, vibrating through her body and igniting every nerve in mine. I wanted her to erupt with pleasure, to lose herself completely—her satisfaction eclipsed my own needs. I was here to worship her pleasure, and nothing else.

Each wild thrust, every slick, relentless grind, spun the pleasure tighter and tighter between us. It felt as though the world had contracted down to this savage, prolonged ecstasy—the chorus of our hoarse cries filling the room and warning anyone within earshot of the raw, unfiltered fucking happening right here. Gina's body undulated atop me, her ass flexing rhythmically as she ground down, working my aching cock with merciless skill. I squeezed her breasts harder, palms greedily clutching, hips bucking up to meet her punishing rhythm.

And then, it hit—our bodies locked, our voices fusing into a delirious, primal symphony as the world shattered around us. Her orgasm ripped through her, her body shuddering violently around my dick. “OHHHHHH! FUCK! FUCK! OH, BABY! I’M CUMMING!” she cried, riding the crest of the most explosive climax of her life. The sound of her pleasure shattered my self-control. I came harder than I’d ever thought possible, a blinding rush of cum surging deep inside her, pulse after pulse, each spasm wringing out every drop my aching balls had stored for her.

Time fractured as we remained entwined, our bodies trembling through endless aftershocks, breath mingling, sweat-slick skin gliding against each other. Finally, Gina collapsed onto my chest, our hearts racing in the fevered hush after the storm. Her lips brushed up to mine, her gaze locking with that searing intensity: lust, dominance, adoration—irrevocable, undeniable.

For a moment we lay there, lost to each other in the velvet dark as the sun dipped away. Then, her mouth moved to my ear, and the promise in her whisper sent a fresh jolt of heat through me.

“We’re not finished.”


Dr. White

My mind spun with confusion and shame. How on earth had I let myself become so utterly ensnared by that woman—Gina and her wicked, intoxicating allure? She hadn’t just seduced me into her sordid scheme; she’d seduced my very soul, teasing out my secret cravings and turning them against me. God, what was it about her—her brazen confidence, her predatory sexuality—that drew me in and made me complicit in her twisted little plot? I—always the self-possessed professional—found myself complicit in her depravity, helping her orchestrate this obscene plan to seduce her own daughter’s boyfriend. I practically handed him over on a silver platter.

It gnawed at me, how easily she’d read between the lines of my lonely, over-disciplined life. She’d latched onto the dry spell in my sex life and twisted it into an exposed hunger. But so what? Surely living without a constant parade of lovers didn’t make me unfulfilled, did it? Yes, I've always had the body, the face—the raw material for desire—but ambition drove me deeper than lust ever did. Sex had always felt awkward to me, a clumsy shuffle of bodies that never quite ignited anything profound. The earth never shifted; there was no great, annihilating pleasure. Just awkwardness and silence at the end.

Yet there was something about what Gina promised—a chance to take control, to step out of my safe, predictable life and claim a power so ruthless, so forbidden, it left me trembling. The idea of tearing down another woman’s world, claiming what was hers, asserting a dark, triumphant dominance—God, a thrill churned inside me even as shame scorched my cheeks. Who was I becoming? She dangled a world before me flooded with erotic excess and scandal: ruling over men, toppling weaker women, basking in my own sexual audacity. And I—starved for sensation—part of me yearned for it desperately, even while my mind rebelled.

Yet underneath the arousal, guilt festered. I’d guided Matt, that sweet, unsuspecting man, directly toward disaster. What unspeakable betrayal had I set in motion? Gina said she would seduce him—that she wouldn’t stop until she shattered his devotion to her daughter. He didn’t deserve this; he adored Jenny. Yes, maybe he had a secret thing for older women, maybe her voluptuous MILF appeal stoked his hidden fantasies, but to pit him against Gina—a force of nature with predatory hunger—was unfathomable cruelty. My hands shook at the notion I’d subsumed his happy relationship into Gina's wicked game.

And poor Jenny. Sweet, gentle Jenny with her quiet strength and battered innocence—how could I ever face her again? She’d suffered enough at her mother’s hands, endured a lifetime of wounds impossible to forgive. She was a loyal friend, blameless in all this, and yet I had potentially shattered her world. The weight of my betrayal pressed heavily on my chest, suffocating any hope of sleep.

Midnight. Jenny lay curled and content in my guest room, her gentle smile oblivious to my turmoil. Need and fear wrestled inside me. I had to see for myself—that was the only way to still the twisted doubts gnawing at me. I had to know if Matt survived Gina’s relentless pursuit, or if she destroyed him as she’d promised.

Silent as a ghost, I dressed quickly, jeans hugging my legs, a soft t-shirt sliding over my skin. I crept into Jenny’s room, heart pounding in my ears as I saw her serene, untroubled face. How could I even look at her? With trembling fingers, I slid her keys from the side table. She barely stirred in her sleep—she was so completely at peace. I slipped out of the room, careful not to wake her. The door closed behind me with a quiet click. My hands shook as I gripped the keys, slipping into my car with a deep, shuddering breath. As the engine purred to life and I pulled away from the curb, I told myself I had no choice—I needed the truth, no matter how dark it might be.

I guided my footsteps through the darkness, every nerve on high alert, my body thrumming with nervous anticipation and dread. The neighborhood was silent and still as I eased my car into the curb, heart hammering behind my ribs. I slipped out, shutting the door with such care it barely made a sound, and made my way up the walkway beneath the cloak of night. Every motion was quiet, calculated—I didn't want a soul to notice.

With trembling hands, I unlocked the door, slipping inside like a thief, the soft click of the lock a rush in my ears. Immediately, I pressed myself against the wall, holding my breath and listening intently for the faintest ripple of movement or sound. Nothing… until suddenly, from somewhere above, that relentless, unmistakable rhythm—a steady, lewd creak—filtered down from the bedroom. My pulse picked up. An icy mix of guilt and curiosity tangled inside me.

I moved stealthily up the stairs, each step carefully placed, the hush of the house broken only by that intensifying, desperate creaking. The hallway was thick with shadows as I approached the source. I froze outside the door, unable to simply barge in, nerves twisting. Then a thought—if I went through the bathroom, maybe I could watch unseen. Trembling, I turned the knob, slipped inside, and quickly realized my luck—the bathroom’s other door hung slightly open, the pathway leading straight into their bedroom.

I tiptoed forward, breath barely moving in my lungs. I peered through the gap.

Moonlight spilled through the windows, spilling silver over everything and revealing the scene in merciless, obscene detail. My mind short-circuited at what I saw: Gina—shameless, intoxicating Gina—straddling Matt, sweat shimmering on her flawless skin. She rode him, her full curves sliding up and down with expert grace, impaled gloriously on his cock as it plunged deep into her ass. I had to clamp a hand over my mouth to keep from gasping. My legs buckled, the shock forcing me down so abruptly that I landed hard—perched, dazed, on the lidded toilet, swallowed by shadow as I stared mesmerized.

Oh god, she’d done it. She’d seduced him. Gina had boasted about her shameless intentions, and seeing it now, the impossible was real. How could she betray her own daughter like this? Yet, staring at Matt—his cock thick and slick, disappearing between her cheeks, hands gripping her heaving breasts—I couldn’t help but burn with envy. Gina was a vision: that hourglass body, her skin impossibly smooth and creamy, her breasts full and inviting, her ass round and perfect. How did fate gift her such a body, such power? She flaunted it all, taking what she wanted without apology.

I loathed myself for how aroused I was. That brazen, depraved scene—the skill with which Gina fucked, the way she owned every second, every moan, every pulse of pleasure—it was hypnotic. This wasn’t just reckless lust or some grim betrayal. It was a performance. I was witnessing raw mastery, a living, writhing lesson in desire. Gina’s movements were poetry, her control effortless, devastatingly sensual. I’d never understood the lure of anal; it seemed the stuff of porn scripts, nothing more. But watching her—arching, gasping as she climaxed, her control slipping for just a moment before she reclaimed it—I was transfixed, curiosity enveloping me in heat. Maybe I’d been wrong. Maybe there was something here I’d never dared to feel.

She came with a wild cry, body quaking, but Matt wasn’t finished. He gripped her tighter, driving into her relentlessly until Gina spun with feline grace and, without missing a beat, swallowed him whole, burying his cock in her throat with practiced, filthy perfection. My breath caught, heart in my throat, heat flooding through every inch of me as I watched, lost in the forbidden thrill.

My jaw nearly dropped. Gina, with the confidence of a goddess, took Matt’s cock—still slick from her own ass—between her lips and started to devour him greedily, sinfully. The heady mixture of filth and craving made my whole body pulse. She sucked with a shameless, hungry fervor, her cheeks hollowing, her tongue swirling, Matt’s hands winding into her hair as he fought to control himself. As she worked him, I caught the glint in her eye, defiant, daring—she did it not for her own pleasure, but to demonstrate her utter fearlessness, her absolute dominance over him, over the situation. She wanted him to know she could swallow him whole—literally and figuratively—and nothing he could do would rattle her.

His balls tensed, his breath coming in ragged gasps. Then he released, spilling thick, copious streams of cum into her waiting mouth. Gina didn’t flinch; she swallowed each hot pulse, her throat working, adamant to take every last drop. When she finally let his cock slip from her lips, her eyes glittered with satisfaction—a glimmer of triumph, power, and self-assured filth that set my nerves alight.

I thought for certain they were finished. Matt looked utterly spent, sagging against the pillows, chest heaving. But Gina wasn’t through with him. She pressed her sumptuous, heavy breasts around his softening cock, trapping him in a soft, sensuous embrace. She worked him for ages—her tits sliding in slow, lubricious strokes, smothering him in warmth, in her scent, in her singular presence. I nearly held my breath, watching her skills at play, relentless and patient. Then, as if revived by her touch, Matt shoved her away, his cock suddenly standing proud and hard again—a monument to her determination.

Gina responded with a sly smirk, bent herself over, offering that perfect ass right in my eyeline. Matt wasted no time. He gripped her by the hips and drove into her, burying his cock deep inside her slick, welcoming heat. Their bodies collided in a furious rhythm—the bump and slap of flesh, his hips pistoning while his hands kneaded her remarkable breasts. It was clear that even as he rode her, she still orchestrated every movement, every gasp, every need. With each frenzied thrust, Matt grew even more desperate, his hands frantically clutching her, his pleasure tangled in the fullness of her chest, completely lost in her.

Finally, with a guttural groan, he exploded inside her, his cock pumping his release into her tight, trembling cunt. Collapsing backward, utterly depleted, I wondered again if they were finished—but Gina had other ideas.

She climbed beside him, rolling him onto his side, guiding her nipple—hard, flushed, and begging for attention—between his parted lips. He latched on, suckling slowly, his eyes closed, lost in her softness. Was he asleep or simply delirious with satisfaction? I couldn’t tell. Gina cradled his head, her fingers threading through his hair in a motion so nurturing it almost made me ache. She knew her breasts were weapons—tools of seduction, pleasure, dominance—and she wielded them perfectly.

Time seemed to blur as Matt nursed at her, lost to the world, until suddenly, a spark reignited in him. He stirred, growling deep in his chest, a primal, needy sound. He bit and tugged at her sweaty breasts, hungry for more. Gina gasped, a wild laugh escaping her lips, as he shoved her onto her back, spreading her legs and positioning himself between her thighs.

I barely registered my hand slipping beneath my waistband, fingers circling my clit, matching the rhythm of his thrusts. Matt’s ass clenched and flexed as he fucked her mercilessly, each stroke rougher than the last. Gina wrapped her legs around his hips, anchoring him inside her, urging him deeper. The air was thick with animal heat, the scent of sex clinging to every breath. This was fucking—raw, feral, completely unrestrained. I watched, transfixed, soaked with want, as Matt’s cock slipped from Gina’s pulsing cunt with a wet pop, leaving them both gasping, desperate, needy for more.

“Shhh, it’s all right, darling. Just ease yourself back in...that’s it, take what you need,” she whispered, her voice low and soothing—maternal yet charged with wicked intimacy. I watched, mesmerized, as she guided him, her touch gentle, yet commanding, coaxing him to nestle his thick cock once more inside her slick, aching cunt. The moment he glided back in, their rhythm transformed—an intoxicating swell and roll of hips, bodies undulating together in a molten tide of desire.

The air vibrated with the raw, primal music they created, each thrust syncing them deeper into an ancient, carnal pulse—absolute animal heat. They fucked like creatures bound to the rhythm of the earth itself, desperately seeking that wild connection, desperate to fill each other and be filled—the urge to breed, to conquer and submit all at once. Their bodies grew slick, skin shining with the sheen of sweat as they drove into each other, the relentless slap and grind echoing in the dark like some forbidden drumbeat. His mouth was relentless, suckling, biting, worshipping her nipples, the hard peaks flushed, swollen from his attention.

The balance between them was unmistakable now: she, the erotic force of nature, had stripped him down to his purest form—a young man, utterly and willingly broken to her will. Using every tantalizing asset at her disposal, she’d shaped him into a beautifully obedient creature, his loyalty sealed tighter than any promise. There was devotion in his movements, a kind of worship that seemed both scandalous and achingly profound—the dynamic between them charged and electric. The invisible power of a mature woman creating, nurturing, and utterly possessing a young man like her pet—a bond deeper and darker than blood.

She surged up, claiming his mouth in a searing, desperate kiss. Her tongue glided deep, conquering his mouth the same way she’d conquered every part of him. Their lips moved together in a heated, breathless dance, the wet sound of their tongues and panting breath drawing out time, making each second feel infinite even as minutes slipped by.

Their bodies moved together—her nails digging into his back, their thighs locked, hips rolling and grinding, until the room throbbed with their pleasure. I watched, transfixed, as his ass clenched, his whole body taut and trembling in the throes of impending release. Their voices rose and tumbled together, a duet of raw, uninhibited ecstasy as he spilled himself deep inside her once more.

The force of it triggered my own climax—soft, exquisite, unstoppable. My body shuddered on the brink, the orgasm painting my senses with white-hot stars.

Afterward, Gina cradled her lover with such care, her arms drawing him close as he collapsed, utterly spent, into the haven of her breasts. As his breath evened out and sleep claimed him, her eyes floated over his shoulder—piercing, knowing, as if she sensed me watching from the shadows. For a heartbeat, she held my gaze, her lips curving with a secret understanding, before turning away, letting me slip out unseen.

When I first arrived in that house, I resented her, judged her. But walking out…after witnessing the brilliance of her seduction, her sheer unapologetic power—there was only one thing left in me. Respect.

***

Jenny practically vibrated with excitement beside me as I steered us back toward her home. The same house I’d left not long ago, my thoughts still saturated with the raw, unrestrained memory of Gina and Matt tangled together in feral ecstasy. This meeting was a quiet storm, thrumming with a different, more dangerous anticipation—Jenny was about to discover whether her trust in her mother was misplaced. The reveal hovered over us, a charged secret waiting to be discovered. But would she see the truth? Her reaction, whatever it was, would change everything.

As we turned into the driveway, the late afternoon sun spilled across the tidy façade. I was hyper-aware of every detail, heart racing as we walked toward the front door. It swung open, and there was Gina—her beauty almost brazen, the light catching the sheen to her skin, her form hugged by that barely-there pink blouse and those tight, faded jeans. She exuded an irresistible confidence, the aura of someone freshly and thoroughly satisfied. She and Matt had barely made it out of the shower, their passion still lingering like a ghost in the hall.

With childlike enthusiasm, Gina spread her arms wide. "Hey, sweetheart!" she purred. Her eyes gleamed as she embraced her daughter—Jenny, eyes searching, tense, offering only the briefest, most reserved hug. Over her mother’s shoulder, Jenny’s gaze locked onto Matt, standing there, looking loosened, unburdened—sated in a way that only deep pleasure could create.

Jenny drifted to him, her words trembling with hope. "How did it go?"

Matt slipped almost imperceptibly into the role of loving boyfriend. "Perfect. God, I missed you," he murmured, bending down for a soft, needy kiss. Every movement in his body spoke of well-spent energy. Jenny, ever so oblivious in her longing for connection, scanned the room—eyes flicking between her boyfriend and her mother, aching for reassurance, for stability.

Then something in her cracked: her lips trembled, her eyes shining with unshed tears. "Mom, I… I’m so sorry. For everything. Sorry I doubted you," she choked out, collapsing into Gina’s embrace. The hug was tight, desperate. Behind the show of maternal comfort, Gina shot Matt a slow, wickedly knowing smile that twisted coldly in my gut.

In that moment, my last traces of sympathy for Jenny evaporated. Her innocence, her utter blindness to the truths right before her eyes, punctured any respect I’d ever had for her. The betrayal was almost palpable, and yet Jenny clung desperately to the only love she thought she had.

"Honey, I want to move closer to you and Matt. I need to be more a part of your lives," Gina cooed, voice honey-sweet and saturated with pretense.

"That would be amazing, Mom," Jenny breathed, voice shaky but full of fragile hope.


Matt

Three months had slipped by since that unforgettable afternoon, and my world had transformed into something astonishing, electric—exquisite in its forbidden intensity. Jenny, my luminous girlfriend, seemed lighter these days, humming through life in a haze of satisfaction and peace—her restless nights now quiet, her mind blissfully untethered from haunting dreams. The connection between her and Gina blossomed in ways I never imagined possible; they were inseparable, the gentle cadence of their voices echoing like laughter between old lovers, secrets traded with every glance.

Having Gina so close, so intimately woven into our lives, ignited everything in me. She made the game deliciously simple. Serving her, surrendering to her desires with every fiber of my being, set me alight—being her so-called “sex slave” was emancipation disguised as surrender. Paradoxically, never had I felt so utterly alive, so unchained. My happiest moments now thrummed between Gina’s thighs, my devotion marked by sweat and lust, her pleasure dictating every movement, every thrust, every whispered yes. Time with her became oxygen, and we carved out opportunities for stolen intimacy with greedy abandon. Jenny remained oblivious—a beautiful, trusting girlfriend, waiting patiently in the next room while I lost myself in her mother’s flesh again and again. Any remnants of admiration for her perceptiveness had withered. I cared for her, yes, but the center of my universe had shifted.

Dr. White, always the persistent professional, wanted to schedule her routine “follow-ups” for both Gina and me. Jenny, ever the trusting soul, agreed—no questions, only faith in her mother and her boyfriend. So I found myself stepping quietly into Dr. White’s waiting room, exchanging a polite smile with the secretary—a sweet young woman, the flush of youth in her cheeks, but she barely stirred me now. My tastes had evolved; Gina’s mature confidence had ruined me for anyone else.

“You can go right in. She’s expecting you,” the secretary purred, glancing up through fluttering lashes. I nodded my thanks, anticipating what awaited me.

I slipped into Dr. White’s office and the world spun on its axis. Gina lounged on the familiar couch, nude and magnificent. No matter how many times I traced every inch of her skin with my eyes, hunger coiled in my gut, helplessly awed by her beauty. Her lips curled in a knowing smile, heat radiating from her. Dr. White perched nearby, ever the voyeur, her expression unreadable, hand creeping between her own thighs beneath her skirt as she “observed.”

I barely managed to close the door before Gina’s eyes gleamed. “All right, sweetie,” she murmured, voice thick with something dark and inviting, “time for your next lesson.”

It took only a heartbeat before I was stripped, cock throbbing and eager, with Gina impaling herself on me. Her warmth enveloped me, her hips undulating in a rhythm that demanded everything I could give. Dr. White’s breath hitched as she watched, her fingers moving urgently, “taking notes” as the scene played out before her. My gaze locked on Gina’s rolling breasts, sweat gleaming on her skin, my hands sliding possessively down to her softly swelling belly—three months pregnant, and impossibly more beautiful, ripe with our secret.

Gina’s laughter, low and sultry, rippled through the charged air. “Think about it, you two—if Jenny had just swallowed her doubts, kept her mouth shut and acted like an adult, none of this would’ve happened. I wouldn’t be fucking you right now…” Then, a wicked smirk: “…though, who am I kidding? Eventually, you would’ve been mine anyway.” Laughter—my own, Gina’s, even Dr. White’s—flooded the room, twining with sweat and pleasure and something darker, sweeter, dangerous as sin.

***

I once believed I could somehow juggle my secret life of submission with the warm, familiar comfort of my relationship with Jenny. Deluding myself, I thought I could serve two mistresses—my dutiful girlfriend, and Gina, whose dominance thrilled and terrified me in equal measure. I should have known what was coming; Gina’s appetite for control simmered beneath her sweet exterior, coming to a full, devastating boil tonight. In retrospect, it was never just sex—it was a calculated lesson, a demonstration of power that signaled the unraveling of everything I once considered safe.

Gina straddled me in our master bed, claiming me with panting ferocity, her movements hungry and bold, my fingers greedily exploring the lush softness of her breasts—her favorite spot to be taken, her back arching as she rode me mercilessly. An edge of panic throbbed alongside the pleasure: Jenny, my trusting girlfriend, would be home soon. I could barely concentrate, every thrust a heady cocktail of fear and wicked anticipation, but I dared not voice my worry. Gina’s eyes met mine, glinting with a dark understanding that brooked no argument.

She leaned in, hair tickling my cheeks, her body undulating with the rhythm that drove me close to release. “Can you believe it, honey? All this time, and we’ve escaped undetected,” she murmured, her voice a molten whisper.

“She hasn’t a clue, ma’am,” I groaned, my words coming out raw, desperate.

Her lips stretched into a wicked smile. “Tell me,” she demanded softly, her grip tightening on my jaw, “Tell your mistress you love her.”

My obedience was instinctive, helpless. “I love you, Mistress. I crave you. I can’t get enough of your body, your filthy, insatiable mouth. I love fucking you.” My confession pushed us closer to the edge together—the urgency was electric, every second more intoxicating.

Gina bent lower, her breaths hot on my mouth. “Your Mistress loves you too, baby. Now make me cum. Make your Mistress cum—right now.”

And as if on cue, the sound of Jenny’s key twisting in the lock shattered the cocoon of lust. My head whipped toward the door as Gina kept riding me frantically. I watched, helpless, as Jenny entered, her face contorting in horror, her body freezing. Shock chased across her expression—then her eyes fluttered, rolling back, and she collapsed soundlessly onto the carpet. Instinct screamed at me to go to her, but Gina’s body pinned me, her hips commanding my surrender as she snarled, “Now. Cum in me. Don’t you dare stop.”

The command thundered through me, all resistance obliterated—I emptied inside her, shuddering as my entire world tilted and spun. Drained, barely breathing, I only noticed Dr. White—our silent accomplice—check on Jenny, then dial for help in calm, professional tones.

The truth behind Gina’s plot crashed down on me only once we reached the clinical chill of the hospital. Jenny woke, confused but unhurt—physically, at least. Gina’s instructions were razor-clear: lie. Insist Jenny merely fainted after a disturbing hallucination, a recurrence of past dreams, nothing more. Dr. White confirmed the convenient story, her voice serene authority as she convinced Jenny to admit herself for tests.

Despite everything, Jenny’s trust endured—she believed us. Devastation and guilt warred with strange, hollow relief as I realized we had forced Jenny to question her own reality. Gazing at her, my heart sank with the knowledge that whatever I’d felt for her was slipping away, dissolving into the shadows carved by Gina’s ruthless love.

***

Jenny’s two months at the sterile, white-walled hospital stretched into an eternity of forced silence and whispers behind locked doors, all her freedom balanced precariously on Dr. White’s merciless approval. When she was finally released, there was no one waiting at the entrance—no loving arms, no familiar faces. My priorities lay elsewhere; so she made the lonely journey back home in the backseat of a cab, city lights flickering across her fragile resolve, nerves taut with dread and yearning as she imagined what waited behind our front door.

She slipped quietly through the hallway, the hush broken only by the trembling cadence of her feet on the stairs. I could almost feel her heart thundering in her chest, her breath turning shallow with every step as she climbed toward the bedroom—the one place that haunted her, the place she craved and feared in equal measure. She hesitated, the world tilting on the edge of old trauma and new desire. Her fingers curled around the doorknob, knuckles mottled white, then slowly she pushed the door open.

The sight awaiting her shattered every fragile hope: three bodies—naked, tangled, and glistening with sweat—lay sprawled on the marital bed. Dr. White, luscious curves bared and her ivory skin flushed with the aftermath of pleasure, thrust herself down my cock, her movements wild and shamelessly hungry. A fresh tattoo, dark and explicit above her exquisite ass, marked her as nothing less than my wanton slut; I palmed her lush, perfect breasts, feeling their warm weight bounce in rhythm with our debauchery.

Beside us, Gina—her belly heavy with swelling life, ripe and glowing in her nakedness—rested a steadying hand on Dr. White’s slick back, urging her to ride me harder, encouraging the obscene unity of our lust. The room reeked of sex and abandon; the air between us shimmered with heat and depravity. And there in the doorway, Jenny stood frozen by the impossible vision, the disintegration of all her deepest fears and darkest fantasies.

Her mind simply snapped. She collapsed, and darkness swept her away once more.

It didn’t take long for Dr. White to send her back to the hospital—their conclusion grim and irrevocable: Jenny could no longer distinguish between the fever of her nightmares and the harsh glare of reality. Institutionalized indefinitely, she drifted into a near-silent, unresponsive fugue, just a shadow wandering the corridors of the asylum.

But I felt nothing for her absence this time. I moved on swiftly. Gina and I wasted no time; moving in together followed, bold and unapologetic. Our strange love became the talk of the town. We paraded our taboo, our intimacy raw and public—sweet filth whispered in the dark of a movie theater, her tongue in my mouth, our hands never straying far, stares be damned.

My old friends recoiled, disgust thick on their tongues—how, they wondered, could I discard my beautiful, broken girlfriend for the arms of such a brazen, wicked older woman? My parents turned their backs, condemning my choices, abandoning me.

It didn’t matter. I had Gina. My new Mistress. My new life pulsed with carnal freedom, unchained from judgment, lost in the sweet, relentless intoxication of her love.


Dr. White

Sitting across from me was a young, vulnerable woman, my patient of the hour. I hardly recognized the reflection I’d become since transforming under Gina’s masterful tutelage. Gone were the demure clothes and the invisible aura; now, silky hair framed my face seductively, tumbling in waves that caught the light and every gaze. My outfits hugged my curves, accentuating my figure. Every movement radiated a new, confident wildness—I felt deliciously untamed.

A surge of satisfaction flickered through me; I’d finally offloaded Jenny, that persistent, draining case, onto a rookie colleague—a girl so painfully naïve she’d never even begin to crack Jenny’s stubborn shell. It amused me; more than that, it thrilled me. I loved the power, the freedom, the sense that I was in complete control.

Gina had taught me the dark arts—how to wield desire like a weapon, how to take command, how to utterly undress a man’s self-control and remake it in my own image. My lessons were thorough, electric, and now every inch of me pulsed with new, intoxicating ability. But there was one forbidden fruit I’d yet to taste: seduction, true and reckless—stealing what wasn’t mine.

For a tantalizing moment, Matt’s name teased my imagination, the idea of luring him away from Gina sparking something hot and greedy deep inside. But respect checked my ambition. Gina had earned him; I owed her my gratitude, not betrayal. I let the thought slip away, succumbing to the rush of resolve swirling inside.

I snapped back to the present with a start, my patient’s voice quivering with confusion and longing. “I don’t know why, Dr. White, but I take everything out on him—all my fears, my anger. He’s so good to me, and I just keep pushing him away. Look at this. It’s my favorite picture of us, when things were good. Why can’t I let myself be happy? How do I change?”

Her hand trembled as she passed me the photo. My gaze moved over the image—her lover, handsome and strong, smiling with openhearted devotion. Heat curled low in my belly. This was no ordinary man; this was temptation, ripe and waiting, practically begging to be tested.

Gina would never suspect what she had awakened inside me. The monster she’d built was hungry—ready. The answer came easily, my voice silk-wrapped steel. “I think it’s time I met your husband.”


A Woman in Need


Chapter 1

Connie Taylor stared at the glowing computer screen, her heart hammering uncomfortably against her ribs as she pored over her bank account balances for the third time that evening. In the golden hush of the cavernous living room, shadows spilled around her, but none could compete with the darkness billowing inside her chest. A sick twist of regret tightened in her stomach as the reality settled in—she’d made an unforgivable mistake. Quietly, desperately, she had wired twenty-five hundred dollars to her sister, foolishly believing she could help her out of another mess. Now, like a bad dream unraveling in painfully slow motion, Connie read the last text from her sister—gone, vanished with her deadbeat, strung-out boyfriend and not a single dime returned.

Bile burned in Connie’s throat as a fresh wave of panic washed over her. Bill had been counting on that money—he’d chattered on last night, all puffed up with plans to buy an old fishing boat he’d found in the classifieds. Connie’s lips quivered as she remembered his excitement, his calloused hands caressing her waist possessively as he described how it would feel, coasting along the river, king of their little world. Now, her guilt threatened to suffocate her, because she knew exactly how much Bill resented her family. Her younger sister most of all.

Hands trembling, she picked up the phone to call her parents—a last, desperate effort. But their voices held nothing but cold resignation and a touch of scorn. Of course, they felt bad for her, but their sympathy was granite-hard, cool and unyielding. “That’s what you get for trusting your sister. As long as you’re married to that bastard Bill, don’t expect help from us.” Their dismissal echoed with the weight of years’ worth of wounds.

Frustrated tears pricked Connie’s eyes as she snatched her credit card from her purse, hopeful for a lifeline. The numbers mocked her—barely a few hundred available. The reality became unavoidable, cold as the marble under her bare feet: there was no fixing this before Bill realized the truth. Connie’s blood went cold at the thought of his reaction. She knew all too well the pattern—rage hotter than a summer wildfire, hands ballistic, furniture reduced to splinters. Afterwards, a month-long blur of stinging slurs, late-night drunken rants, and icy stares. Since that last time, something vital had withered between them; passion replaced by silence, love by a reluctant routine.

She pressed her knees together, the sense of desperation chewing straight through her, something raw and pleading coiled in her core. Connie sometimes wondered why she stayed—maybe it was inertia, maybe it was fear of diving off the edge into something unknown. Or maybe it was the secret ache for something, anything, to change.

And if that wasn’t complicated enough, Scott Henderson was under her roof. The forbidden thought of him flashed across her mind with hot embarrassment. Scott—Judith’s boy, now all grown up, tall and broad-shouldered, the definition of easy, pulsing masculinity. She caught herself glancing too long at him sometimes, taking in the sharp lines of his jaw, the tousled hair falling over watchful eyes, the heat simmering in his too-easy smile. He was only here because Judith needed someone trustworthy as she chased a dream overseas, intent on not uprooting her son’s senior year. Connie and Bill liked to pretend they were doing a favor, but the truth lingered: his presence was a tantalizing complication.

She admired Scott’s drive, the spark in his conversation about college plans and history, a life of endless possibilities stretched before him. It was impossible not to feel a sting of envy, or fight the forbidden curiosity that sometimes crackled between them in the slow-burning silence of the house. Their home had become a powder keg of unmet needs, hungry regrets, and Connie, sitting there, realized with a sharp, fluttering ache—she was at the center of it all, just waiting for someone or something to light the fuse.

Scott and Jason sprawled comfortably on the couch, engrossed in the frenetic glow of their video game, laughter erupting whenever one gained the upper hand. The living room pulsed with the vibrant energy of youth. Connie watched them for a moment, a twinge of nostalgia curling through her as she remembered how small they’d once been, their knees scabbed and their futures unknown. Jason, Scott’s closest friend, had blossomed since those awkward pre-teen years. When he’d first begun visiting, shy and hidden behind thick lenses and a map of angry acne, her heart ached for the boy. Now, he’d grown taller, swapped his glasses for modern contacts, and cut an altogether more confident figure. Even his clothes hinted at newfound self-assurance, no longer the mismatched emblem of a bookish outsider.

Bill had never cared for Jason or his family, dismissing them as intellectuals—and worse, reminders of the kids he used to ridicule in school. Jason’s father, a respected engineer in a local tech company, and his mother, a meticulous lab technician, epitomized the sort of upright, quietly proud people Bill loved to sneer at. Connie saw things differently. She’d always valued Jason’s gentle influence over Scott, grateful he’d nudged him towards interests beyond sports and the blunt masculinity Bill worshipped. Now, with both boys heading for college in the fall—facing the world together as roommates—she felt a pang of bittersweet pride.

“Boys, want some lunch?” she called out, her voice threaded with warmth.

“Yes, ma’am, that’d be great,” Scott answered, not looking away from the screen.

Jason’s blush was audible in his response, almost bashful. “Thank you, Mrs. Taylor. Lunch would be wonderful.”

Connie smiled, secretly pleased by his unfailing manners. “Scott, give me a few minutes, then come to the kitchen. I’ll let you eat in here, but only if you’re careful with the food.” Rising from her chair, she padded out to the kitchen, a dissonant ache squeezing her chest as she glanced at the open bank statement before closing out of the screen.

Scott sprang up to follow her, leaving Jason alone in the living room. Jason wandered for a moment, stretching his legs, his gaze unintentionally drawn to the faint blue glow of the abandoned computer screen. His eyes flicked over the digital ledger—figures, a check scribbled out for Connie’s sister, a sidebar note about the fishing boat Bill had his sights on. Jason’s mind worked quickly, connecting the math and half-heard shouts from behind closed doors, compassion mixing with fresh resentment for the man who never missed an opportunity to cut Connie down. He’d overheard enough scathing jabs to know how Mr. Taylor belittled her.

Before long, Connie and Scott’s voices echoed from the kitchen, so Jason slipped back onto the couch with practiced nonchalance. Lunch arrived and the game resumed, but Jason found his attention fracturing. His gaze drifted to Connie. He’d tried to ignore the persistent ache inside him whenever she was near. Today, she seemed especially radiant—her soft, sandy hair tumbling over her shoulders, her figure taut and curvaceous in all the ways that fired his imagination since he’d first joined her at the gym. She moved through the room with a confidence that captivated him, her full, generous breasts straining ever so slightly against her blouse, commanding his gaze despite his best efforts. Jason risked another secret glance, compelled by a slow-burning longing he’d never dared to voice, the kind that left his skin tingling with possibility.

An idea, daring and wildly inappropriate, began brewing in Jason’s mind—a solution that could ease Connie’s troubles, help himself, and hopefully remain their little secret, never to reach the ears of Scott or Bill. After shutting down her computer, Connie excused herself, her voice weary, retreating to the sanctuary of her bedroom for some quiet rest.

Suddenly, the shrill ring of the phone stirred a new plan. Some guys were calling for Scott, inviting him down to the old schoolyard for a pickup basketball game. Scott glanced at Jason, tossing him a grin. “Want to come along with me, Jason?”

Jason shook his head, composing himself. “No, but—could you drop me by the bank on your way? I need to take some money out,” he asked, trying to sound casual, even as his heart began to pound with anticipation.

Scott shrugged, ever the accommodating friend. “Sure, no problem, pal. Let’s roll.” The boys cut off the video game, grabbed their jackets, and headed out into the bright afternoon.

At the bank, Jason’s nerves prickled as Scott dropped him off at the entrance with a quick wave before heading for the courts. Jason stepped inside, the blast of cool air and sterile scent of the teller’s counter heightening his sense of purpose. He approached the window, gave a hesitant smile, and requested a significant withdrawal. The teller’s brows rose in surprise; she was used to seeing Jason making steady deposits, not removing hefty sums.

She counted the crisp bills, pausing to look at him over her glasses. “That’s quite a bit, Jason. Mind if I ask what you need all this cash for?”

Without meeting her gaze, he offered a carefully rehearsed excuse. “Just some school shopping. Picking up a few supplies, you know.” He forced a small, uneasy smile.

“Here you go, dear. Let’s see—it’s all here.” She sealed the cash in an envelope, her fingers brushing his just a moment too long as she handed it over. “Have a good day, sweetheart.”

He thanked her, voice tight, and quickly checked the contents before tucking the envelope safely away, adrenaline sharp in his veins. Walking out of the bank, the weight of that money felt illicit in his pocket, every step back to Scott’s house a feverish rehearsal in his mind.

Fifteen minutes—fifteen heartbeats to obsess over every awkward possibility: How would he bring this up to Connie? What would she say? Would she be grateful? Embarrassed? Angry? Each answer he conjured was more intense than the last, some thrilling, some disastrous.

He made his way up the familiar walkway, a mixture of hope and dread swirling inside him. With trembling fingers, he pressed the doorbell. No retreat. His stomach twisted when Connie appeared at the door. Her eyes were red, puffy from tears, vulnerability softening every line in her face. The sight of her like that made Jason’s chest ache and ratcheted his nerves into overdrive—he was about to offer her something she desperately needed, but the cost, for both of them, was so dangerously high.

“Mrs. Taylor, may I come in?” His voice was barely above a whisper, gentler than usual, stripped of the easy confidence he wore around Scott.

She dabbed at her eyes, forcing a polite smile despite her heartbreak. “Jason, it’s really not a good time right now. Maybe later, hmm?”

He held her gaze for a second; she was so raw, so beautiful in her sorrow. “Please, it’s important, and I promise I won’t take long.” He dropped his eyes to the floor, hands clasped anxiously behind his back.

A long, silent moment passed before she relented—a sigh, weariness in the set of her shoulders. “Alright, come inside.” The door swung open for him, a world of possibility hidden behind the threshold.

They moved into the living room; it was eerily quiet, shadows stretched long by the afternoon light. Jason’s hands shook a little as he sat. Here he was, alone with Connie—his friend’s gracious host, the mature woman he’d ached for in silent, secret moments. Now, it was just the two of them, the air charged with something urgent, unspoken, and achingly intimate.

Connie’s words were clipped as she fixed Jason with a wary gaze, bracing herself for whatever urgent business he apparently couldn’t set aside. “So what’s so pressing that it couldn’t wait?” Her voice held a brittle edge, betraying her irritation.

Jason’s heartbeat pounded in his ears, his palms damp as he summoned the courage to explain. “When you and Scott went to the kitchen earlier, I stayed behind for a bit… I saw some paperwork—you know, the bank account information. I remember Mr. Taylor has his heart set on that fishing boat. If he doesn’t have twenty-five hundred dollars, I imagine he’ll be pretty angry.” His confession was soft, laden with both guilt and need.

Her eyes flashed, cheeks flushed with indignation. “You shouldn’t go snooping through other people’s private matters, Jason. What goes on between me and Mr. Taylor is none of your concern.” Her annoyance wrapped around each word, tightening the air between them.

He ducked his head, awkward and ashamed yet still determined. “I know, I know… I’m really sorry, Mrs. Taylor. I just wanted to help. Really.” He nervously extended the envelope toward her.

The crisp bills inside seemed to weigh a thousand pounds as she peeked into the envelope, the sight filling her with conflicting waves of relief and shame. Aching need and old propriety tangled in her chest—accepting help from a friend of Scott’s felt all kinds of wrong, but she was drowning.

“I’m sorry, Jason,” she whispered, her voice softer now, hands trembling as she tried to give it back. “I can’t accept this… not from you.”

He pressed the money back into her grasp, insistent and gentle, his eyes searching hers for understanding. “Please… I want to do this for you, Mrs. Taylor. I mean it—I insist.”

Her resolve faltered. The gratitude that filled her was almost overwhelming, melting away the last of her defiance. She let out a shaky breath, her arms reaching for him with sudden, spontaneous warmth. “Jason, how could I ever repay you? I swear I will—I have to… you’ve given me a lifeline.” She hugged him tight, desperate and grateful, then pressed her lips in a tender kiss to his cheek, her tears suddenly transformed by hope.

A flush crept up Jason’s neck at her touch, blood racing south as he dared a muttered half-truth, low and longing. “There’s something you could do…”

She pulled back, still teary, a soft smile breaking through her sadness. “What was that, sweetheart?” Her voice trembled with curiosity and a trace of innocent affection.

He straightened, gathering resolve as his desire finally took shape. “There’s something you could do to pay me back… and it doesn’t involve money, or interest.” His words lingered between them, heavy with suggestion. “But for now, you should really get to the bank and deposit that cash. I’ll come by tomorrow and explain.”

Her eyes searched his face, emotion rising in her chest. “Thank you, Jason. Come over tomorrow morning, then. We’ll talk about it.” She unwound from the couch, her presence still luminous and grateful as she guided him to the door, holding him close in a final embrace before he stepped outside.

As Connie’s minivan purred away and Jason made the lonely trek to his own house, the fever of anticipation throbbed inside him. Safe within the privacy of his room, the memory of her scent and the press of her arms around him replayed in vivid, erotic detail. He slid beneath his sheets, skin aching, his cock already thick and rigid with need—eight inches of throbbing length in his grip, proof of what the jocks had once mocked as “wasted meat.” Now, Jason’s arousal pulsed with fresh confidence. Tomorrow, Connie would know exactly how he wanted to be repaid, and he burned for the chance to make her his.

Jason waited with anxious anticipation for the house to empty, watching through his window as Bill and Scott disappeared down the drive, followed by the final departure of his own parents. Alone in the house, he took a deep breath, nerves thrilling under his skin. Intent on making an impression, he stepped into a steaming shower, letting the hot water chase away his tension. He shaved carefully, inspecting every detail in the mirror before selecting his cleanest shirt and jeans—he wanted to look presentable for what he was about to propose to Mrs. Connie Taylor.

With his heart fluttering wildly, he walked over to the Taylor house, adrenaline building as he rang their doorbell. Connie answered, her face bright, her smile warm and inviting. She ushered him inside, leading him back to the familiar couch where their secrets lived. Today, Connie looked breathtaking—her blouse clung tightly to her curves and several buttons were left undone, offering a teasing view of her soft, seductive cleavage. Her khaki skirt ended daringly high above her knees, emphasizing the graceful lines of her legs.

Jason’s eyes lingered helplessly before he found his voice. “Wow, Mrs. Taylor, you look... amazing.” He breathed out the compliment, hardly able to tear his gaze away.

A pleased, bashful smile curled Connie’s lips as she perched beside him, their bodies close. “Thank you, Jason. You know, I honestly feel wonderful this morning—it’s like you lifted a weight off my shoulders yesterday.” Her eyes gleamed as she turned to him, voice rich with relief and a softer note of gratitude. “So—tell me, how can I possibly repay you for your generosity?”

Jason felt every nerve ending tingling. The words burned in his chest; he forced them out before he could think twice. “Mrs. Taylor, I know this is difficult to bring up, but I’ll be honest—I’ve had a crush on you since I was barely a teenager. I… I’ve never had any real experience with girls, nothing that means anything, and what I want most is for you to help me, before I go off to college. I’d like you to help me… learn. I want to know what I’m doing, not be awkward and fumbling when things finally happen.”

Connie’s eyes widened a little, then softened, a tremulous smile curving her lips. “That’s—very sweet, truly. I’m flattered, I really am, Jason.” She reached out, pressing his hand reassuringly. “But darling, there’s just no way I can sleep with you. I’m married, and it wouldn’t be right—for you, or for me. I would feel so uncomfortable giving you your first experience like that, especially as a woman much older than you.”

He stood abruptly, heart hammering, resentment and desperation cracking his voice. “Mrs. Taylor, I can’t want anything else. If the answer’s no, I guess I’ll have to ask for my money back.”

Her face creased with panic, voice pleading—“Jason, I can’t. It’s already deposited. Bill is picking up the boat after work tonight. Please, sit down.”

He obeyed, sinking onto the couch beside her.

Connie let out a shaky breath. “Listen—maybe I can’t go all the way, but… I’m not a whore, Jason. You’re still a boy to me in so many ways, but I understand what you want and what you need. If you let me, I can give you a taste—a little experience, as much as I can give without betraying my marriage. Some gentle touches, some kisses, maybe something more—enough to let you go into the world with confidence. Will that satisfy your… loan?”

Jason’s eyes lit up with shy, hopeful excitement. “Okay. When do we start?”

A spark of nervous anticipation shimmered in Connie’s gaze. “We might as well begin today. I don’t have any other plans.” Her voice was lower now, tinged with promise.

Connie rose from the couch with a languid grace, her hips swaying just enough to betray a flicker of excitement. With a measured, deliberate motion, she moved to the windows and drew the blinds closed, casting the living room in a mellow, shadowy intimacy that seemed to hum with possibility. When she returned, she didn’t hesitate—she pressed her thigh flush against Jason’s as she settled beside him, closer than before, the heat between them unmistakable. Her arm slid possessively around his back, her fingers drawing little circles against his shirt as she leaned in and whispered, barely audible, "Relax, Jason. Just breathe for me."

At her urging, he let go of the tension knotting his shoulders, and she pulled him in so their faces were scant inches apart. She captured his lips with hers—tentative at first, gentle and exploratory. His uncertainty was palpable in how he kissed her, but she gave him time, coaxing him with slow, lush movements until he yielded, growing more confident in the sweet, slippery dance of their mouths. Soon, his kisses grew wetter, deeper, each one lingering with a yearning that sent a shiver up her spine.

Fifteen heady minutes slipped by, lost in a haze of passionate making out that felt almost fevered after years without this kind of burning attention. Connie parted his lips with a sultry insistence and slipped her tongue into his mouth, tasting him, relishing the needy moan that tumbled from his lips. He mirrored her, quick to learn and eager to please, and she delighted in how natural it began to feel—his lips so soft, their kiss becoming a slow confession of longing.

There was such a tender care in how Jason kissed her—it was a startling contrast to her husband’s rougher, habitual touch. It made something warm bloom deep in her belly. Gradually, she felt him grow bolder. He pressed her gently back against the couch, his hand trembling slightly as it skimmed tentatively over her curves. When he squeezed her breast with too much hope and too little finesse, she caught her breath and whispered, “Softer, love. Gentle, please.”

This time, he obeyed, cupping her more tenderly, his palm warm and reverent as he explored the fullness she offered him. His fingers worked slow magic, rolling and kneading in a way that made her whimper softly against his mouth. Dark excitement throbbed low inside her as he fumbled with the buttons of her blouse, pausing to look into her eyes, hungry and hesitant. She let him open it, watched his gaze lower hungrily over the delicate white lace of her bra, the fabric straining to contain her breasts. With careful fingers, he unfastened the front clasp and spread the blouse further, exposing her to the muted light.

“Oh, God…” Jason breathed, his awe turning every word into a caress. “They’re so beautiful.”

She couldn’t help but blush at his raw devotion. “Thank you,” she murmured with a coy smile, then, feeling exposed, she covered herself—closing a few buttons, leaving a tantalizing hint of skin. But she let him touch her all he wanted, her breasts fair game beneath the cloth as they slipped into another, deeper kiss.

His hand soon grew restless, gliding over her ribs, her stomach, then lower, tracing the silken slope of her bare thigh. When she felt his intent, she caught his hand, holding it gently above her skirt, setting a boundary. Undeterred, he tried again, and this time as Connie shifted languidly in her seat, his fingers slipped beneath the hem. Heat pooled between her thighs as she surrendered a little, letting him rest his hand against her panties.

Jason grew braver, sliding his palm down, brushing the front of her panties—hot, already slick with need. The intimate pressure sent a gasp shuddering through her body, hips arching, desperate for more. He began to stroke her through the soft fabric, his touch clumsy, earnest, but sensational. Connie moaned, the sound thick with longing, as his fingers pressed and rubbed, teasing up and down, setting her nerves alight with anticipation.

Connie reluctantly drew her mouth from Jason’s, their breaths tangling for a moment as she pulled his eager hand away from beneath her skirt. With a sly, gentle smile, she pressed a lingering kiss to his lips—soft, teasing, a promise and a denial all at once.

“I think your payment’s settled, sweetheart,” she murmured, her voice low and teasing.

Jason sat up, a little dazed, and fidgeted as need shimmered across his features. “Yeah, I… I should probably go. There’s, uh—something I should deal with,” he stammered, half-laughing, trying to adjust himself discreetly.

But Connie’s gaze dropped, and what she saw made her cheeks flush with desire and disbelief. The shape pushing insistently against the front of his shorts was unlike anything she’d seen before, her ex-husband’s meagre endowments paling in comparison even in her memory. This… this was something else entirely—thick, bold, begging for attention.

She couldn’t help but admire the sight, desire coursing through her in electric pulses. “Oh, honey, I can’t just let you go like that. Sit back down. Let me take care of you,” she purred, her voice turning gentle and sympathetic. She wanted to ease his tension—to give him relief and herself pleasure—without boundaries shattered all at once.

Jason obeyed, sinking into the couch, restless and flushed. Connie slipped away for just a moment and returned, hands full—a soft towel, a bottle of creamy, fragrant hand lotion. She sat beside him, breeze of anticipation fluttering in her chest as she worked the lotion between her palms, warming it.

“Jason, I can’t take this further—but let me give you this, just for you. Pants off, love. Underwear too. Let me help,” she said, voice thick with arousal and care.

He complied, a nervous but growing anticipation radiating from him as he lowered his shorts. When he sat back, Connie’s breath caught in her throat—a long, heavy shaft, boldly erect, veins pulsing beneath flushed skin. She couldn’t stop the sharp gasp that escaped, her gaze locked between lust and awe.

“Mrs. Taylor… can I see your tits while you do it?” His voice shook with want and reverence.

Smiling, emboldened by his hungry eyes, Connie shrugged her blouse off her shoulders and unfastened her bra, baring her full breasts to him. Her nipples, flushed dark rose, were already tight and swollen, drawn out by her own arousal.

She coated his length with cool lotion, earning a surprised shudder from Jason. Her fingers wrapped around him, working the slick moisture into every inch, slow and deliberate at first, learning his heat, his pulse, the way he responded to every movement. As she stroked, coaxing and teasing, his hand trembled up to cup her breasts, kneading them reverently.

Connie shifted to let him explore her, never breaking her steady rhythm as she jerked him with expert care. His touch got braver, sliding from her curves back down beneath her skirt. Without a word, she let her thighs part, heat pooling between them, want surging through her with every stroke and squeeze.

His fingers pressed over her panties, feeling the soaked patch at her center. She whimpered, stroking him harder, and as he continued to rub, her breath hitched, her body tightening with delicious desperation. He boldly pushed her skirt all the way up, adjusting her, making room as he hooked her panties aside. His finger found her, slipping into her aching, slick heat—a forbidden touch that sent Connie spiraling, the room spinning with pleasure and guilt and raw, aching need.

Without any warning, Jason let out a guttural sound, his body shuddering beneath her touch. Hot streams of his climax splattered across her arm, thick ropes of need decorating her thighs. Connie kept her grip steady, expertly milking every last drop from him, her hand stroking purposefully until he was utterly spent. With her other hand, she gently slipped his daring finger from her throbbing folds, her breath still ragged with unspent desire.

She reached for the towel, wiping away the evidence of their wickedness from her skin and his, her movements hurried and tinged with a guilty thrill. As she straightened her skirt and slipped her shirt back on, Jason fumbled to pull up his pants, his cheeks flushed and eyes wide with a kind of dazed adoration.

“Jason, darling, let’s take a little break, just a few days before you come by again. Please?” Connie’s voice was soft, but edged with firm insistence.

He looked at her, eyes almost wounded, a longing pout on his lips as though she’d just taken away his favorite treat. “But why, Mrs. Taylor?”

She paused, giving him a steady look. “We can’t have people talking, sweetheart. I don’t want anyone wondering why you’re always around when Scott isn’t home.”

He nodded, understanding flickering reluctantly across his face. “You’re right. But promise you’ll call soon,” he said, leaning in to brush his lips over hers before slipping out the door.

Once she’d locked up behind him, Connie let herself fall back onto the sofa, her body still humming with electric anticipation. She stretched languidly, lifting her feet to the table and snaking her hand beneath her skirt. The ache inside her pulsed insistently, and she didn’t hesitate—her fingers found slick heat, moving with desperate urgency, chasing the fire that Jason’s hands, his mouth, his sheer size had lit inside her. Her hips bucked and her back arched, and soon she was crying out, shattering with a blinding, toe-curling climax that left her gasping.

Shame mingled with gratification as she lay there, heart racing. She couldn't deny it—she was already anticipating Jason’s next visit, her body craving the fullness of his handsome cock just as much as her mind tried to convince her otherwise.


Chapter 2

Connie Taylor’s mind was a tangle of guilt and reckless desire, haunted by the memory of her illicit tryst with Jason. There was an ever-present fear: one careless word from him could unravel the fragile threads of her already precarious marriage. Yet, in a twisted, shameful way, she relished knowing her husband’s new obsession with his fishing boat meant more time away—more freedom for her secret cravings. There was no denying the intoxicating thrill that came with being the object of a young man’s hungry gaze—especially a gaze that had lingered so intimately over her body.

Worse still was the memory of her own hand wrapped around Jason’s thick, demanding cock—a cock that put her husband’s to shame, in both size and the effect it ignited in her. She could barely believe how eagerly she’d pleasured him on the same couch where she pretended to live such a normal life. Now, the arrangement hung between them: he expected their wicked game to continue, heightening her anticipation as much as her anxiety.

That morning, Connie could hardly control herself. While her husband and Scott clattered downstairs, preparing for their day on the water, she stepped into the shower and surrendered to heat and longing. Slippery, soapy fingers glided between her thighs as she remembered Jason’s moans, the way his cock pulsed in her palm. Biting her lip, she brought herself to shuddering release, even as she knew they could’ve heard her just above their heads.

By the time she finally emerged, the house was empty. She dried herself, ran a brush through her damp hair, and dressed with careful deliberation—tight jeans hugging her hips, a snug tank top molding to every curve, her nipples already betraying her want through the soft fabric. She’d barely reached the kitchen and poured herself a cup of coffee before the phone rang, startling her nerves back into high alert.

“Hello?” she breathed, her voice barely steady.

“Hey Connie, it’s me, Jason. Do you think I could come over today? It’s been a few days since I last saw you.” His words, warm and needy, sent a delicious ripple through her.

She smiled into the receiver, voice low and flirtatious. “Give me an hour to enjoy my coffee and make myself irresistible,” she murmured.

“Sure. I’ll see you soon.” His anticipation was clear as he hung up.

Coffee in hand, Connie lingered at the counter, mind racing with possibilities. Would Jason be dazzled by her in these jeans and this curve-hugging tank? Or should she slip into something even more provocative? The thought made her flush, heat pooling at the apex of her thighs. She told herself she had to stay in control, yet excitement fizzed through her veins.

She took her mug upstairs, brushed her hair until it shone, then layered on makeup with trembling hands. Every moment of preparation intensified her anticipation. Something wicked urged her on. She peeled off her tank top and unsnapped her delicate black lace bra, sighing as her bare nipples grazed the cool air. Pulling the tank over her skin, she gasped at the way her nipples jutted against the fabric, already swollen and sensitive. Her pussy throbbed in wet, hungry anticipation—she craved the feel of Jason’s young body on hers just as much as before.

As if her longing had summoned him, the doorbell rang. Connie darted downstairs, heart pounding with every step. She flung the door open to find Jason standing there, and her breath caught at the sight of the blatant bulge straining against his jeans—pure, unashamed want flashing in his eyes.

“Can I get you anything?” she asked, voice low and suggestive, her gaze dropping to the heavy outline of his cock.

“No, I’m good.” His eyes never left hers.

“Follow me,” she whispered, reaching for his hand—her pulse pounding as she led him through her home, every step a promise of what was to come.

She led him onto the sun-drenched deck, the soft creak of the porch swing mingling with the sweet hush of the morning. When they settled together, Connie slipped her arms around Jason, pulling him close until he pressed against her. Their lips met, tentative and gentle at first, but soon hunger took over, stoking the fire between them with every touch and sigh. Jason traced his palm over the front of her tank top, fingers seeking out the curves he remembered, kneading the softness with growing confidence. When he found, with a shiver of delight, that she was bare beneath the thin fabric, he tugged it upward, freeing her breasts to the chill of the air and the sultry heat of his hands.

A gasp escaped Connie as the morning breeze teased her sensitive skin, her nipples reacting immediately to the temperature and his exploring touch. Jason rolled and pinched them, his growing boldness sending thrilling ripples through her body, sparking between her thighs and making her ache for more. He didn’t falter—suddenly, he broke away from their kiss and lowered his mouth to her breast, drawing one taut peak between his lips. His tongue circled and flicked her nipple, his grip on her breast tightening as he suckled.

Caught off guard and overwhelmed, Connie melted beneath the attention, unable to contain her whimpers. “Oh—stop, that’s—I didn’t show you that.” Yet she only arched further into his mouth, her body contradicting every word as he lavished the other aching nipple, sending her pulse careening. Pleasure pulsed through her, raw and electric.

She drew herself back with effort, breathless and flushed. “Do you want me to stroke you again, Jason?” she murmured, her voice thick with longing.

“Yes.” His response was immediate, almost desperate, hands already pulling at his belt, shoving his jeans down his hips to reveal his hard, heavy cock—so thick and rigid, so impossibly young and full of need.

Heart pounding with forbidden excitement, Connie glanced around; the high fence promised privacy. She peeled her snug tank top over her head, baring herself completely. Her fingers curled around Jason’s cock, marveling at its heat and girth, her thumb gliding along the swollen ridge. She tried to steady her rhythm but the swing made it awkward, so she slid from his side, sinking onto her knees between his legs, the rough planks of the deck grounding her as she nestled closer.

She stroked him with both hands now, eyes locked on the spectacular length, the thick blue vein throbbing up its side, the way his heavy balls dangled and bounced with every movement of her fists. Needing better leverage, she rose up on her knees, staring down at the broad head, gleaming and slick, the slit already weeping for her. Her face hovered so close, she knew he could feel her warm breath on him, making him shudder.

Urged by desperation, Jason placed his hands in her hair and gently drew her to him. Connie let herself be guided, gazing up at him with feverish eyes, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. Her mouth tingled with anticipation, flooded with want. The moment stretched, intoxicating, then she opened for him and enveloped the head of his cock in the slick, yielding heat of her mouth.

His hips jerked, a ragged moan tearing from his throat. “Oh god… Connie, that’s incredible…” His words washed over her, making her ache all the more as she took him even deeper, lost in taste, sensation, forbidden hunger.

Connie worked her mouth and hands in perfect synchrony, lavishing the swollen shaft with attention, savoring the weight and heat of him. Her lips slid over the first few inches, tongue swirling wickedly around the slick, sensitive crown. At the same time, her fingers gripped the rest of his thick length, stroking him with slow, confident purpose. Each time she let him slide deeper between her lips, she heard Jason’s sharp, needy breath. His hips began to pump upward, hunger taking over. Without hesitation, she pressed her mouth firmly down on him, sucking harder, determined to pull every last gasp of pleasure from him.

She felt the urgent pulsing under her palm—a shiver travelled through her as she sensed he was teetering right on the edge. Moments later, he spilled himself with a guttural cry. Hot, salty waves gushed onto her waiting tongue, and Connie swallowed, relishing the taste, heady and decadent—the flavor lingered, richer and somehow sweeter than any she’d ever taken before. Greedily, she cleaned his softening cock with gentle, swirling licks, making sure not a single drop escaped her. She wiped her lips, feeling wickedly satisfied, and stood, reaching for her shirt and slipping it over her glowing skin.

Jason, flushed and unsteady, tugged up his pants, eyes wide and awestruck. “Connie, that was… I’ve never felt anything like that,” he breathed, voice trembling with wonder.

A sly, sultry smile touched her lips. “I’m glad I could please you,” she purred, hugging him close and pressing a tender kiss to his cheek. She whispered a promise—her voice low and teasing—that he could come by again very soon. With that, she slipped inside, heart still pounding with lingering excitement.

Hours melted away until a sharp knock shattered her reverie. Opening the door, she found herself facing two of Scott’s school friends—Joey, tall and broad-shouldered, and Jamal, his dark and handsome counterpart.

“Hi, Mrs. Taylor—how’s it going?” Joey grinned, flexing for attention.

“Hello, Joey.” Her response was polite but clipped. “Scott isn’t here right now; he’s out fishing with my husband. Maybe try again tomorrow?”

But Jamal stepped in, a mischievous glint in his eye. “Actually, Mrs. Taylor, we’re not here for Scott. We wanted to see you.”

Confused, she cocked her head. “Me? What for?”

Joey quickly produced his phone, flashing the screen. “Take a look at this. Hell of a blow job you gave Jason this morning.”

Connie’s breath caught—her stomach plunged as the shock set in. “How on earth—? You haven’t shown anyone else, have you?” her voice urgent, motioning them inside before any neighbors could hear.

“Nah, he only sent ’em to me,” Jamal said, his tone edged with anticipation.

Her gaze sharpened, frustration and anxiety warring across her features. “So tell me, what exactly do you boys want?” Her words came out low and dangerous.

Joey’s stare was hungry, his answer blunt. “We want the same thing Jason got. Maybe even more.”

Her nerves frayed as she fixed her eyes on Jamal. “No one else has seen those photos? Just you two?”

Jamal raised his hands, assuring her. “Just me, I swear.”

She weighed her options in tense silence, then made her decision. “Alright. Give me your phones—both of you. Follow me.” Taking their devices, she led them up the stairs, heart thrumming as they trailed behind. In her bedroom, she locked the phones securely in a drawer, tucking the key safely away in her jeans. Spinning to face them, she noted their nervous anticipation—two boys, watching her with wide, wondering eyes.

Her voice trembled with a commanding edge as she faced the two boys, trying her best to summon a presence both authoritative and unyielding. “Tell me exactly what it’ll take for you two to erase those photos and leave—for good. I want your word you won’t show them to anyone.” She leveled them both with a piercing, mature glare, her pulse racing in her throat.

Jamal met her gaze with a sly grin, his voice deep and audacious. “It’s like Joey said—we want everything you gave that nerdy kid this morning. Maybe more, if you really want those pictures gone.” His words landed heavy, thick with carnal promise and the menace of exposure.

Before she could reply, Joey stepped up behind her, close, his breath fanning hot across her exposed neck. His strong arms slipped around her waist, holding her firmly but not roughly. He pressed heated, open-mouthed kisses into her sensitive skin, his mouth dragging a wet trail from her shoulder up behind her ear. Her body betrayed her, an electric shiver running through her, nipples pebbling beneath the thin cotton of her shirt.

Joey’s daring hands slid up her front, lifting the fabric, exposing her generous breasts. His palms cupped them, thumbs teasing over her already-hard nipples. A low, unexpected moan tumbled from her lips—she could feel her face flush with heat. Jamal closed in then, claiming her mouth in a greedy kiss, his lips plush and demanding. She tasted an urge she’d nearly forgotten beneath the press of their young bodies, their inexperience fueling a rougher kind of need inside her.

Jamal’s mouth left hers, drifting lower, until he was worshipping her breasts—the heat of his tongue and lips eagerly tasting her, sucking and rolling her sensitive peaks with the recklessness of youth. Connie steadied herself with one hand tangled in Jamal’s coarse hair, the other bracing her trembling body. She felt raw and exposed, need pooling deep in her belly.

As Jamal’s hungry mouth feasted on her, Joey’s clever hands undid her jeans. The soft scrape of denim sliding down her thighs made her shudder. She stepped free of them almost unconsciously, left in nothing but a sheer black lace thong—a whisper of defiance and invitation. Logic screamed at her to stop, to reassert control, but her pulse thundered and a hungry heat roared between her thighs.

Guided by lust and adrenaline, she sank to her knees, fingers deft and practiced as she freed Jamal’s cock from his shorts—impressive in length, not quite as thick, but enticingly smooth. She wrapped her lips around him, delighting in his sharp inhale, the helpless sigh as the older woman’s mouth enveloped him, tongue swirling and lips sucking with sensual expertise.

“Oh, fuck—just like that, Mrs. Taylor,” Jamal groaned, his voice ragged, hips rolling. “You suck my black cock so fucking good…” He gripped her hair, guiding her deeper, while tossing a look of disbelief and excitement toward Joey. “Man, wait til it’s your turn! She’s fucking unreal.”

But Joey had already stripped down, his naked intent clear. With a boldness that thrilled and stunned Connie, he slid down onto the soft carpet and tugged her forward. She gasped as his hands latched onto her hips, pulling her lower body astride his face. In one swift motion he dragged her thong aside and plunged his tongue between her slick, aching folds. The sensation was devastating—a wet, expert flick dancing over her pulsing clit, deep strokes licking her open.

She couldn’t hold back the low, trembling moan that escaped her. “Mmm—Christ, that’s so filthy. So fucking good, Joey…” Her words were breathy and barely coherent, lost in the swell of decadent pleasure.

Jamal’s grip tightened, forcing her focus back to his throbbing cock. His hands at her scalp grew more insistent, driving himself in and out of her mouth with a raw, frantic need. The obscene rhythm of cock and tongue overwhelmed Connie’s senses—the taste, the scent, the pulse at the base of his shaft as his pleasure built relentlessly.

Jamal came with a guttural growl, thick spurts of salty cum jetting down her throat. She tried to swallow, but the force of it made her gag, some of it spilling out and dribbling down her chin. The taste was sharp, not as sweet as earlier, and as she wiped her lips she felt Joey starting to maneuver out from beneath her. The tension in the room crackled—she knew exactly what he wanted next. And her body, trembling and slick, was so ready to give it.

Connie wasn’t about to let him seize control—not for one intoxicating second longer. With a defiant shift, she slid herself down his body, swinging her hips until their forms entwined in a wanton sixty-nine, her breath slick and warm as she wrapped her lips around his cock. He was trembling with anticipation, and her tongue teased him expertly, weaving pleasure and torture in equal measure. He couldn’t withstand it—within moments, shudders racked his body and, caught in the throes of his excitement, he spilled himself, hot and sudden, against her tongue. She didn’t let him savor the moment, instead pulling away abruptly, spitting his release on his skin, her satisfaction cruelly denied in favor of regaining her composure. Though she could feel her own orgasm coiling hungrily inside her, Connie refused to let him continue devouring her; she wouldn’t lose herself for their benefit.

Steeling herself, she rose, her body tense and humming, and yanked open the desk drawer. Her trembling fingers found the key; with a jolt of adrenaline, Connie retrieved both phones, desperate to erase any evidence. She fumbled through the menus, frustration mounting with every failed attempt, her heart threatening to pound out of her chest.

“How do I delete these pictures?” her voice came out strained, ragged from her exertions and mounting panic.

Joey, sated yet smug, let out a low laugh. “Let me fuck you and I’ll tell you.”

Fury eclipsed everything else. “Fuck you!” Connie spat, fire flashing in her eyes, and set the two phones down hard onto the desk. Watching them quickly dressing, she seized the heavy brass desk lamp, hefted it in her hand, her breath coming in quick bursts. Without a word, she brought the lamp crashing down on the phones, again and again, the satisfying shock of breaking glass and plastic echoing her own raw turmoil. Little pieces shot everywhere until nothing remained but fragments and exhaustion.

The boys froze, stunned silent, their bravado snuffed out by a woman unafraid to reclaim her life. Connie scooped the debris into the wastebasket, her command ringing out, powerful and resolute. “Now get the fuck out of my house and never come here again!”

In a blur of fear, the two of them bolted, leaving her alone in the blast zone, adrenaline still surging through her veins. She redressed, every nerve humming, her pussy throbbing with the ache of unfinished pleasure—one she would tend to later, on her own terms.

She retreated to the bathroom, washing away every lingering trace of them from her body and mouth, scrubbing herself raw before dousing her mouth with sharp, minty mouthwash. With a trembling hand, she called Jason, spinning a delicate web of lies—she claimed nothing happened, warned him that any future trysts would need to be far more careful.

That night, she submitted to her husband’s idea of love-making—dull, perfunctory, skin against skin but souls separated by miles and years of neglect. When he finally rolled away, she lay in darkness, muffling her sobs, every tear charting the complicated wreckage of her life: twice blackmailed in as many days by boys who once giggled in her kitchen, locked in a marriage that offered nothing but routine and loneliness.

The next morning, the sunlight was weak and unconvincing. Connie woke alone; her husband had escaped to go fishing, a past-time as silent and solitary as their relationship. She donned her robe, every movement a study in fatigue, and padded downstairs. Scott lounged in the living room, Jason beside him, their laughter careless as they scrolled through fishing trip photos. Connie greeted them quietly and poured herself coffee, needing caffeine to battle the storm within.

She sank into a chair, gaze distant and contemplative, watching the boys chat, their world still so simple and unscarred. Scott’s voice cut through her wandering thoughts. “Funny, I tried to call Joey and Jamal to come over. Neither answered their phones. Oh well. Jason, what do you want to do today?”

Connie listened, her heart shadowed with secrets—wondering how much more chaos could fit inside one woman’s life.

“I’m not sure—maybe just lounge around the pool, catch some sun,” Jason suggested, his gaze lingering on her with a gentle invitation. “Mrs. Taylor, you know you’re always welcome to join us by the pool. My mom already prepped burger patties and a big bowl of macaroni salad. I can fire up the grill for lunch later, if you’d like.”

Scott grinned, leaning back against the couch. “That sounds perfect.”

Connie let herself smile, her attention drifting between the two young men, a soft warmth blooming in her chest. “Well, maybe I’ll swing by and have some fun with my two favorite boys,” she purred, her tone both playful and laced with a teasing edge she didn’t bother to hide.

Jason flashed her that easy, boyish smile. “I’ll just run home real quick and grab my swim trunks. Don’t be late—hurry over,” he urged, before slipping out the door with a last, expectant glance at her.

Scott hopped off the couch, brushing a quick kiss to Connie’s forehead, a gesture that made her heart ache for simpler times. “Guess I better get changed too. Will you come over, ma’am?”

She gave him a reassuring look, her voice a soft caress. “Yes, I think I will a little bit later,” she promised, watching him bound upstairs, enthusiasm lighting his movements.

Left alone for a moment, Connie felt a flutter of nerves rise in her belly. She wondered what Jason was plotting, though she doubted he’d dare try anything with Scott so close. Still, yesterday’s chaos was too fresh—she’d warned him already, told him firmly that secrecy was paramount now, never again would she allow herself to fall prey to that kind of reckless exposure.

She drifted upstairs, caught in a sensual dilemma. Did she reach for the modest one-piece, the safe bet she wore to family picnics? Or did she risk Jason’s gaze, wrapping her curves in that dangerously tight, shimmering bikini her husband bought her last summer—the one that hugged her in ways that left little to imagination, the one that made her body feel like a promise, unraveled and waiting? Her fingers lingered on her skin, anticipation tingling hotter than sunlight through glass.


Chapter 3

Connie ascended the stairs, her heart beating with teasing anticipation as she slipped into her most daring bikini—one reserved solely for her husband until now. The scandalously brief, fire-red fabric clung to her curves, barely concealing her body; Jason and even Scott had never seen her in anything so revealing. She’d taken extra care, smoothing and shaving every inch of herself so not a single dark hair would betray her through the thin material. A long, loose tee shirt became her shield, hiding her secret as she grabbed a towel, her bare toes light on the floor as she stepped out, body charged with forbidden excitement.

She found the gate to Jason’s backyard unlocked, and the boisterous sound of the boys laughing and splashing drifted toward her—Scott, and Jason, both blissfully unaware of the show she was about to give. Connie’s voice carried over the water, purposely honeyed and provocative. “Hey, boys!”

Scott’s response was instant. “Connie, get in! It feels amazing.”

Jason’s eyes already sparked with interest. “Glad you could join us, Mrs. Taylor.” His tone brimmed with eager curiosity, barely containing his desire to see what was hidden beneath the long cotton tee.

Without hesitation, Connie gripped the hem of her shirt and slowly tugged it over her head, tossing it aside with the kind of careless confidence that only made her more irresistible. The reaction was immediate—two pairs of stunned eyes drank her in, their gazes gravitating to her almost-exposed chest, the fleshy swell of her breasts fighting for freedom against the taut triangles of the bikini top. The bottoms hugged her hips, barely decent, showcasing her round, pert ass. Every detail was calculated, every movement practiced, every inch smooth and bare just as she’d intended.

Connie ran her fingers through her hair, feigning shyness, and purred, “Well, boys? What do you think?”

Jason’s breath caught in his throat, awe filling his hushed words. “Mrs. Taylor, you look… incredible.”

Scott was at a rare loss for words, a flush creeping over his cheeks. “I… ma’am, I just…”

Pouting, she let her lower lip tremble with feigned disappointment. “Oh, baby, you don’t like it?” Her tone oozed false vulnerability.

The young man sputtered, swimming away to hide his embarrassment. “I guess it’s okay… but just in front of me and Jason—promise you won’t wear that for anyone else.” He turned his back and paddled away, leaving the tension shimmering in the air.

Relief flooding her chest, Connie dove gracefully into the pool. She felt her top grip her breasts, nervous but pleased it hadn’t slipped away. She drifted close to Jason, the forbidden heat burning between them as they exchanged teasing comments just loud enough for innocent ears. Scott lingered in the shallows, deliberately distancing himself as Connie and his best friend’s connection deepened.

Moments later, Scott clambered out of the pool, drying off. “Hey, I need to run home and call Sarah Murphy—see if she wants to go out tonight.”

Connie called after him, “Have fun, sweetie!”

Jason echoed, “Bye, Scott!” But all his attention was now laser-focused on Connie.

Tension lingered for ten long, delicious minutes until, with mutual urgency, they pulled into each other’s arms, lips locking in a searing, hungry kiss—water trailing down their flushed skin. Jason’s fingers found the knot of her bikini top, deftly untying it so her breasts tumbled free into his waiting hands and mouth. He feasted on her, his tongue circling her delicate, swollen nipples, her sharp breaths rippling the still air. Connie arched her back, surrendering to the sensation, thrilling in the illicit pleasure.

Just as swiftly, she broke the contact, leading him—her pulse wild and wanting—up the ladder and onto a sun-warmed lounge chair. She guided him down, his swim trunks already straining with arousal, her hands tugging them over his hips and letting them fall to the ground. His cock, hard and dripping, begged for her touch. Connie took a thick, soft towel, carefully drying every inch—but her intentions were fiercer, her lips tracing teasing lines from root to tip.

She wrapped her mouth around him, savoring his taste, her tongue swirling with wicked intent. The only sounds were the rhythmic licking and Jason’s desperate, ragged groans.

“Oh God, Connie… that’s incredible. Please—suck me again. Don’t stop.” His need was raw, husky, and undeniable, fueling her own hunger as she took him deeper, pushing them both closer to the edge.

She slid her lips down, taking him further and further, her mouth stretching eagerly around every thick inch—one, two, three… until he was buried to the hilt, all six inches nestled deep in her aching, hungry mouth. The sounds were shameless, wet and noisy, each greedy slurp echoing her desperate desire. Connie's need was overwhelming, primal. One hand clasped the base of his cock, stroking and milking with slippery, fevered enthusiasm, while her other hand slipped beneath her bikini bottom, fingers seeking her own slick, throbbing center.

Anyone walking past the fence would have no doubt what she was doing—her hot, needy mouth worked his cock with abandon, moans buzzing against his swollen flesh as she massaged his shaft and teased herself at the same time. Jason practically trembled beneath her, thrusting upward, desperate to sink deeper into her throat. The thick head nudged at the back of her mouth, nearly choking her, but Connie only moaned louder—driven by his eager hunger, taking him harder, deeper, refusing to let go.

Suddenly his breath hitched and his whole body convulsed, thick, hot streams of cum flooding her mouth, pouring down her throat. She swallowed instinctively, more than she could contain, salty trails dribbling down her chin. She wiped it away on her arm and shamelessly licked her own skin, savoring the taste.

“Fuck, Connie, that was… Jesus, you’re so hot,” Jason’s voice was hoarse, spent, as his cock softened in her hand.

She gasped, her body tight with need, hips shuddering as her own fingers worked faster. “God, you don’t know what you do to me… I’m so fucking turned on right now,” Connie panted, unable to stop touching herself.

“Please—can I taste you now? I want to...” Jason was practically delirious with desire, barely waiting for permission.

Her answer was a breathless, “Yes. Now.” The longing in her voice was unmistakable.

Jason stood, helping her sink down into the lounge. His eager hands slid her bikini bottoms down her legs, eyes widening at the slick, perfectly smooth skin, the glistening folds swollen and inviting. He stared, in awe, at her freshly shaven pussy, the scent—her deep, intoxicating musk—driving him wild. He leaned close, inhaling her, letting the bold, womanly aroma fill his head.

He began—tentative at first—trailing his tongue softly along the length of her slit. Connie tensed, breath coming in quick, anticipating pants as his warm, inexperienced mouth explored her hungrily. With growing confidence, Jason licked and tasted everywhere, his tongue searching, probing, tasting her slickness. She rocked her hips, urging him on, desperately guiding his mouth to the right place.

“Right here, sweetheart, yes, right here…” Connie’s voice was all silk and fire as she pressed his tongue to her aching clit.

With his mouth now greedily working her swollen bud, Jason’s hand moved up, kneading her breasts, squeezing the soft, generous curves of her tits. His other hand slipped lower, fingers sliding carefully inside her, exploring the hot, tight channel. One finger…then another, curling and stroking as he began to fuck her with both his mouth and his hand at once.

Connie was undone. Her hips bucked, body wild, her pussy grinding against his eager tongue and thrusting fingers. She rode his face, desperate for more, more, until her body tensed, the pressure building.

“Oh yes, baby, fuck me—finger me, eat me—oh, I’m so close—fuck, I’m cumming!” Connie cried, arching high, every muscle shuddering as she came hard, soaking his mouth and gripping desperately at his shoulders, lost in the white-hot intensity of her orgasm.

Jason’s cock stood tall and hungry, throbbing with need as he lapped up every last drop of Connie’s nectar, savoring the flavor of her orgasm as it glistened atop her bare folds. He slid his slick finger from her, tongue lingering, slow and thorough, worshipping her until the only thing left was the taste of her pleasure on his lips. He was just about to climb between her thighs, ready to give in to the heat that burned between their bodies, when the shrill ring of her phone shattered the spell. Connie hesitated, then reached for her phone—her husband’s gruff voice filled the afternoon.

“Hey, Scott told me you were hanging out at nerd central, pretending to swim. Get your ass home—we’re here. Mark and Hank are with me and we’re starving,” he barked without the slightest hint of affection.

Her jaw tightened, irritation flashing in her eyes. “So, you just invite the crew over without asking me? And expect me to feed them?”

“Babe, just whip up some food, yeah? We’re setting up for the game in the living room. Don’t be long,” he drawled, dismissive as ever.

Connie’s tone was clipped, annoyance barely contained. “Fine, I’ll be there in a few.” She hung up, her spell with Jason broken—at least for now. She placed a tender kiss on Jason’s brow, the taste of her still lingering in his mouth, her hand running comfortingly through his hair as she tugged on her tee. “Sorry, love. I have to go.”

He watched her, lips hovering in the imprint of her kiss, longing in his gaze as she pulled her swimsuit bottoms back over her hips. “It’s all right. There’s still plenty of summer left,” he said, voice thick with hope and desire.

With a teasing glint in her eyes, she smirked, whispering, “Maybe next time you’ll get more than you bargained for.” She left him with that promise—her words and the sway of her ass seared into his mind as she strode out into the sun, every step a slow, sultry torture.

Jason stroked his aching cock, the memory of her taste and the teasing parting burning into his imagination—his mind alive with visions of what might still come.

Back at home, Connie’s world shifted. Her husband and his friends lounged on the sagging couch, beers in hand, the stale scent of sweat and masculinity looming. Mark and Hank were big men—burly, rowdy construction workers just like Bill—and just as vulgar, never guessing at Connie’s real feelings. She bit back her disdain, hiding it behind the practiced smile her marriage had taught her.

“Hey boys, did you bring your appetites?” she called out, breezing into the room.

Mark leered at her, eyes shameless, “Always hungry, especially when you’re serving.”

She forced a playful grin. “Fifteen minutes, and I’ll have snacks and sandwiches ready,” she promised, heading to the kitchen with practiced grace and a wiggle of hips.

Behind her, the crude banter resumed.

“Damn, Bill, your woman’s got a seriously banging ass,” Hank muttered, not even bothering to lower his voice.

Bill shrugged, bitterness darkening his tone. “You guys got it easy—your wives are hot and they actually know how to fuck. Connie, she won’t do half the shit I want.”

Mark snickered, producing a DVD from his bag—MILFs, the cover gleaming filthily. “Let’s see if we can talk her into joining us for some post-game fun,” he said, waving the disc with a wicked grin.

Bill took the DVD from him, his eyes lingering hungrily on the cover. “I’ll soften her up with some cocktails—see if she’s in the mood to play,” he said, the promise of debauchery teasing the air while Connie prepared their food, completely unaware of the plans being brewed in the next room.

Connie bustled in and out of the living room, arms laden with platters and bowls—an endless stream of snacks and sandwiches. The men barely tore their attention from the game, mumbling crude jokes and wolf-whistling her as she set beers down by their feet. She quickly excused herself, slipping away to the quiet refuge of the computer, desperate for a bit of escape—flirty messages from friends, mindless games, anything to drown out their raucous laughter and the chaos they left in her freshly cleaned home.

As the game dragged into its final minutes, Bill sidled up behind her, a heavy tumbler sloshing with amber liquid in hand. “Here, babe. You need to loosen up,” he murmured, pressing the cold glass into her palm. Connie tasted the whiskey sour—strong and sweet, meant to melt her resistance, she was certain. She shot him a look, but he was already mixing another round, lining up drinks like a bartender on a Friday night.

By the time the final whistle blew, Connie was floating in a gentle buzz, her cheeks flushed and head warm. Bill made her another drink—she didn’t protest, though she knew his game. “Come on, join us, babe,” he insisted, guiding her to the couch nestled between Mark and Hank, both men spreading their legs to make room for her. The air hung thick with the musk of sweat, beer, and heated anticipation.

She watched, wary and expectant, as Bill shoved a DVD into the player. The disc whirred and the screen flickered to life—milfs, naturally. Connie snorted, unable to tamp down her sarcasm. “Milf’s in Heat? Wow. So creative.”

A trashy scene played—some eager delivery boy, and a voluptuous blonde close to Connie’s age, seducing him with a brazen hunger. Connie felt a jolt, mingled envy and excitement, clenching her thighs together as she heard, beneath the porn’s loud moaning, the unmistakable sound of Bill snoring—the whiskey having knocked him out cold. She almost laughed, tension dissolving as she realized he was done for the night.

“Looks like the party’s over, boys,” she announced with a sly smile, hoping to claim her freedom.

But Mark only grinned wolfishly. “Aw, come on, Connie, you said you’d watch it with us. Stay till the end. Promise—it’ll be fun.”

She raised a brow, slipping into a playfully strict tone. “Fine. But when it's over, you both go home, and don’t try anything stupid—you know better.”

Hank gave a guttural laugh. “You know us, Connie—nothing funny here.”

She shook her head, eyes rolling, but settled back, her legs crossed, the muscle in her calf flexing. On-screen, scene after scene unfolded—curvy, sophisticated women surrendering to hard, eager bodies. The air around her pulsed with restless energy. Connie shifted, crossing and uncrossing her legs, her thighs brushing together, nipples pebbling beneath her shirt as memories of Jason—the forbidden thrill, his tongue, his desperate need—flickered through her mind.

Mark, emboldened by her lack of protest and the heat radiating between them, let his broad, calloused hand drift to her bare thigh. His touch, rough yet careful, traced slow, teasing circles on her silken skin. For the first time, Connie didn’t pull away. The possibility hung electric in the air, her pulse quickening, curiosity flaring. The night, it seemed, was far from over.

Emboldened by her silence, Hank wasted no time joining in the intrigue, slipping his broad, calloused hand beneath the hem of Connie’s oversized tee. His touch glided up her back, finding the delicate knot of her bikini top. With a slow, deliberate tug, he loosened the strings, letting her breasts fall, unencumbered, against the soft cotton of her shirt. Shifting even closer, Hank leaned in until his lips brushed her ear, his voice dropping to a coarse, seductive whisper.

“Just let go and feel it,” he murmured, the heat of his breath sending a shiver down her spine.

Speechless, Connie melted deeper into the sofa cushions while Hank’s mouth crashed hungrily against hers, demanding and insistent. His hand surged under her tee, claiming her breasts with rough, needy caresses, his fingers kneading the flesh until she gasped into his kiss. At the same time, Mark’s hands were already working between her spread thighs; he hooked two fingers beneath the narrow band of her bikini bottom, shifting it aside, and his touch pressed firmly against her exposed, swelling sex. Connie couldn’t help but moan, the sound unguarded and thick with desire as Mark’s fingers teased her, drawing more wetness with every skilled stroke.

She let herself drown in their touches for only a heartbeat longer before panic flashed through her pleasure. Struggling to sit up, Connie tried to regain control, pushing at Hank’s shoulder. “Wait—stop. We can’t. I’m married. You know Bill would lose it if he caught you two doing this to me,” her voice broke, pleading and frantic.

Hank’s grip on her breast tightened, his lips dragging along her jaw as he growled, “You’ve got nothing to worry about. Bill’s had his turn with our wives—plenty of times. Doesn’t even compare to you, though.” He punctuated the words with a possessive squeeze.

Desperation edged into her voice. “Please, just stop. If I… if I show you what’s under here, will you leave? But I mean it—no sex. If you try, I’ll scream and wake the whole damn block.”

Mark raised his hands, his voice low with disappointment. “Fine, let her go, Hank. I’ve never forced a woman before, and now’s not the time to start.”

With a reluctant curse, Hank finally released her. “But you still owe us a proper look. Strip right here for us, slow, and don’t hold back,” he grinned, settling back to enjoy the show.

“Yeah—all of it. Let’s see what you’ve been hiding,” Mark chimed in, eyes hungry.

Trembling slightly, Connie rose and stood in the living room’s center, their gazes burning her skin hotter than any caress. Slowly, deliberately, she hooked her fingers in the hem of her tee and peeled it upward, inch by tantalizing inch, until her full breasts sprang free, the evidence of Hank’s rough handling still visible in flushed prints on her skin. The guys let out low whistles and appreciative catcalls as she paused, letting them soak in every detail—her nipples stiff and proud, the curve of her hips as the top finally slid off.

With a deep breath, Connie hooked her thumbs into the sides of her bikini bottoms and, even slower, drew them down over her hips, then her thighs—her ass round and pert as she bent for the final reveal. Turning around, she flashed them a new, provocative pose, revealing the soft, pink perfection of her freshly-shaved sex, all glistening under the low light.

She hesitated just long enough for their hungry stares to sear her before, with a defiant toss of her hair, Connie dashed upstairs, her body still tingling with adrenaline and forbidden arousal.

The two men fell silent, each moment thick with the shock of witnessing Connie Taylor—someone so achingly desirable, so utterly untouchable—standing naked before them. They could barely process their luck as her stunning, voluptuous figure lingered in their thoughts: the sway of her breasts, the flawless curves of her hips, the wickedly inviting glimpse of her bare skin. Collecting their prized DVD, they slipped out into the night, careful not to wake Bill, the oblivious husband.

But their voyeuristic indulgence hadn’t gone unnoticed. Hidden just beyond the weak gleam filtering in from the kitchen, shrouded in shadow, Scott watched—spellbound—his pulse pounding hard enough to drown out logic. There was his mother’s friend, Connie, vulnerable and intoxicating, revealed for her husband’s so-called friends. Rage, shame, and a darker, breathless thrill twisted deep inside Scott, warring within him as his hand slipped beneath his waistband, almost unconsciously stroking his growing hardness.

The second he heard the front door close behind the men, Scott slipped from his hiding place, silent as mist across the living room floor and up the stairs. Once inside his room, his hunger took over, leaving no room for thought—only hot, aching need. He yanked his jeans open and freed his shaft, already swollen and flushed with longing. Desperate for relief, he gripped his cock, pumping it with fast, needy strokes, every image of her—her glowing skin, the way her breasts jutted, her newly shaved pussy—fueling his lust.

It didn’t take long. With a low, guttural moan stifled against the back of his wrist, Scott came hard, thick, hot pulses spilling over his hand as he bit down on his own ragged breath. Still shuddering, he imagined her upstairs, touching herself to orgasm behind her closed door, their desires unknowingly mirroring each other.

One thing became clear to Scott in the echoing silence—he would do anything, risk anything, just to see Connie like that again. The memory of her uninhibited, gorgeous body burned into his mind, igniting a need that only deepened with the passing minutes.


Chapter 4

Connie awoke that morning to a pounding headache, the kind that pulsed behind her eyes and made every sound slice cruelly at her nerves. The empty side of the bed and the faint trace of her husband’s aftershave on the sheets reminded her that he’d already left for work, blissfully unaware of her torment. Sighing, she pressed her fingers to her throbbing temples, wincing as the shrill music of birds outside shattered any hope of lingering peace.

She stumbled clumsily into the bathroom, her movements slow and heavy, skin prickling as she twisted the shower knob and let the stream of hot water thunder into the stall. With a sigh, she stepped beneath the steady flow, the scalding spray rushing down her bare curves, clinging to her skin in heated rivulets, coaxing some of the ache and fog from her mind. She leaned her forehead against the slick tile, eyes closed as she tried to piece together the fragments of last night. The humiliation burned through her anew—she’d let herself be seen, truly seen, by her husband’s friends. Jason’s name flickered in her mind, her body remembering every shameful, reckless detail.

She resolved that today, she would do everything in her power to keep Jason at a distance. The needy throb in her core—ignited by the glimpse of his impressive cock, that impossible thickness—was becoming impossible to ignore, but she promised herself she’d remain strong. No matter how temptingly forbidden and achingly arousing Jason was, she simply couldn’t allow herself to give in to him. The risk, the consequences—they spun in her mind like warnings.

After she dried off, she wrapped herself snugly in a towel, covering her flushed skin, and padded into the bedroom. With trembling hands, Connie called Jason. Her voice was soft but firm, weaving the lie effortlessly: she wasn’t feeling well, she needed to rest, she’d call him when she recovered. His concern lingered on the other end of the line, that gentle, attentive tone that made her heart skip and her core tighten with a wicked ache. “Let me know if you need anything, Connie,” he murmured. She hung up, forcing herself to ignore the delicious thrill his words left behind.

A sudden voice, bright and innocent, jolted her from her simmering thoughts. “Hey, just so you know—I'm staying in today. Thought we could hang out for a change,” Scott called from just outside her door.

She masked her agitation, smoothing her voice as she replied, “That’s sweet, honey. Give me a little while, I’ll be out soon.”

Later, dressed for comfort in faded shorts and an old t-shirt, Connie found Scott lounging nearby—his bare torso beaded with sweat, muscles flexed and defined from the weights he’d clearly just set aside. His youthful, athletic shape drew her attention before she could stop herself, a stark contrast to her husband’s soft, sedentary body. She stifled a mischievous laugh at the thought.

“You might want to towel off before you spread all that sweat on my furniture,” she murmured as she drifted into the kitchen for coffee.

“Oops, sorry ma’am,” Scott grinned, his eyes affectionate as he watched her move.

He trailed after her, and as she turned to look at him—sturdy, handsome, cheeks flushed from exertion—she couldn’t deny the pride rising in her. If only her husband would follow Scott’s lead, she mused with a wry little laugh, barely loud enough to carry.

“What’s so funny?” Scott asked, curiosity bright in his eyes.

“Nothing, sweetheart,” she replied quickly, forcing the giggle away and hiding the secret, swirling desires that refused to leave her in peace.

“Come on, Connie, tell me.” Scott’s voice curled around her like a whisper of heat, and before she could finish her laugh, he was already sliding his arms around her waist—his hands warm, strong, holding her more firmly than she’d ever expected. The intimacy sent a quick pulse through her that made her skin flush hot right beneath his touch.

“It was just a silly thought,” she murmured, her voice softer than she meant, secretly marveling at the solid strength in the young man's embrace.

A glint sparked in his blue eyes, playful and unfamiliar. “If you won’t spill it, I’ll have to tickle it out of you.” The mischievous shift in his face made her breath catch—he looked older, bolder, and dangerously teasing.

“Wait—what are you—?” she barely had time to react before his fingers found their way to her sides, expertly dragging laughter from deep within her. She squealed, helpless, setting her coffee down just in time as the hot liquid almost sloshed over the rim. She wriggled and twisted, laughter and surprise bubbling out of her in waves, but it was utterly inescapable; he was quicker, stronger, relentless.

“Scott, stop!” she gasped between fits of unwilling giggles. “Stop it, you beast!”

Suddenly, he ceased, the room falling quiet but for her panting breath. His hands didn’t leave her, though; instead, he tugged her hard against him, pinning her to the counter. His grasp curled around her waist, possessive, and then—impossibly bold—one hand slid up, covering her breast, cupping and squeezing softly. Connie’s breath seized in her throat. Shock widened her eyes as heat flushed her cheeks, her lips parting, words frozen in stunned silence.

“Damn,” Scott whispered, voice husky and edged with something dangerous, “your tits feel so good… so perfect.”

“Scott… please…” she barely managed as she squirmed against his grip, confusion and disbelief warring with the hot, forbidden thrill running down her spine.

“Oh, so you’re not good enough for your me, but you can act like a slut in front of Bill’s friends?” The sudden sharpness in his words sliced through her resistance, his grip tightening. “Pull your shirt up. Let me see your gorgeous tits, and then I’ll let you go.”

She gasped, heart pounding, her body immobilized by the cage of his arms braced against the counter. His face hovered just inches from her chest, eyes dark with unmistakable hunger, and she watched as his tongue slid slowly across his bottom lip. The anticipation flickered between them with electric intensity.

Swallowing hard, Connie reached for the hem of her old tee shirt, her movements automatic, as if she were caught up in a fever dream she couldn’t escape. With trembling hands, she lifted it over her head, baring her black lace bra—stretching tight over her full breasts, the delicate fabric only barely containing her curves, nipples taut and achingly vulnerable beneath.

“Take it off, Connie. That bra too—undo it for me,” he growled, his voice thick and commanding, so very different from the young man she thought she knew.

With a shuddering breath, every nerve alive and raw, she undid the clasp, fingers fumbling. She eased the bra down her arms—slow, agonizing—and set both tee and bra beside her. There she stood, chest naked, her bare breasts rising and falling with labored breaths, nipples flush and sensitive, exposed shamelessly for the young man’s hungry gaze. He stared, eyes roaming over her with awe and desire that sent secret lightning up and down her flesh, the seconds stretching out—full of heat, disbelief, and an electric ache that pulsed deep within them both.

“Release me now,” she whispered, voice trembling and raw. 

Surprisingly, he loosened his grip. “Yeah, you can go,” he said, his tone unexpectedly soft. 

Connie didn't hesitate. She darted from the kitchen, bare skin tingling, her mind a whirlwind of confusion and shame. She fled up the stairs, the haunting heat of Scott’s hands lingering on her flesh even as she burst into her bedroom and slammed the door behind her. Downstairs, Scott lingered at the counter, palm gliding over his swollen cock straining against his denim. His breaths came rough as he snatched up her abandoned black lace bra. The scent of her, mixed with his own need, made his release inevitable. With a ragged moan, he spilled into the delicate cloth, marking it with his desire. 

Upstairs, Connie threw herself onto the sanctuary of her bed. The tears began to fall, raw and silent, wracking her body with their sharp relief. She ached inside and out, an electric tension buzzing through her core. Her hands trembled as she peeled her shorts down her creamy thighs, letting them slide to the floor in a heap. The room felt hot and claustrophobic, her body burning for something she refused to name. The slick heat between her thighs throbbed against the sheer black lace of her panties—twin to the bra she’d left downstairs. She clenched her legs, wrestling with the urge to stroke herself to release. In the end, she simply lay there, lost and alone, willing sleep to claim her.

Hours slipped by, heavy and languid. Connie finally drifted into uneasy slumber, the drawn curtains cloaking her bedroom in dusky shadows. 

It was then that Scott crept silently upstairs, heart beating double-time. He paused at her door, hesitating at her silence. Carefully, he pushed the door open, peering into the dim room. There—sprawled on the rumpled sheets—was his mother’s friend, wearing nothing but her lacy panties. Her skin glowed in the half-light, breasts rising and falling with quiet, shallow breaths, nipples peaked and pleading. 

Entranced, Scott moved to her bedside and drank in the delicious sight of her. Unable to resist, he reached down, his fingertips barely brushing her full, sensitive breasts. Even in sleep, her body responded—nipples tightening, flesh growing even more ripe beneath his caress. He watched, mesmerized, as her chest lifted beneath his hand, her skin warming beneath his touch. 

Desire twisted inside him. Carefully, he slipped onto the other side of the bed, the mattress sinking beneath his weight. Threading his fingers into her thick hair, he lowered his mouth and pressed his lips to her closest breast, gently suckling the dusky peak. Connie’s lips parted on a soft, helpless moan—her body arching toward him in unconscious invitation, though she didn’t wake. 

Scott’s breathing quickened, arousal mounting with every frantic beat of his heart. He lifted his head just enough to flick his tongue across both nipples, licking and suckling, feasting on her bounty. Beneath him, Connie’s breaths grew suddenly erratic, her chest rising in needful gasps, hips shifting restlessly. Losing himself in their secret world, Scott let his hand glide down over the flat plane of her stomach. His fingers traced the lacy edge of her panties, heart hammering, until he slid inside. 

He groaned at the feel of her—soft, hot, and wet with stolen arousal. Her thighs parted instinctively, giving him irresistible access. His cock throbbed painfully against his jeans as he stroked through her slickness, unable to look away as her legs opened wider. Certain she was lost in a dream, Scott’s hunger pushed him on—he slipped lower, gently easing her panties aside to gaze in wonder at her glistening, swollen sex. The heady sight nearly undid him.

Scott, his knowledge of a woman’s pleasure eclipsing Jason’s fumbling efforts, pressed two fingers to his lips, tasting the anticipation. He slicked them with his mouth, coating them in a wet sheen, every motion deliberate, slow, and purposeful. When he eased those fingers into the searing heat of Connie’s sex, she tightened around him, her velvet walls clinging to the invading digits. Each gentle push was measured, savoring the exquisite tension of her body yielding by fractions, her slickness undeniable, almost eager.

With his free hand, he began to massage her clit in enviably slow, precise circles, each caress heightening the tension and drawing soft, helpless moans from her. Though her eyes remained closed, her rising breaths and the way she shifted under his touch made it clear—she was deeply, achingly aroused.

Driven by the need building between them, Scott thrust his fingers deeper and faster, working her in a rhythm that coaxed her hips to arch and press back, desperate for more. Unable to resist, he lowered his head, his hot mouth seeking her clit, tongue swirling over the swollen bud as his fingers worked her relentlessly. The sensation was electric—Connie’s moans becoming more urgent, her body writhing under his command. And then, suddenly, her hands shot downward, threading desperately into his hair, pressing his mouth harder against her clit, hips grinding, hungrily seeking every ounce of pleasure he could give.

“Oh God, yes—don’t stop… oh, fuck—yes, I’m going to come, right on your face…” she gasped, voice thick with delirious need. His tongue and fingers worked her mercilessly, and with a strangled scream, her body convulsed in release—hips bucking, thighs trembling, every muscle contracting around his touch. “Oh—fuck—I’m coming! Shit, shit! Oh, God, I’m coming!” Her climax shattered through her with a raw, desperate cry.

Abruptly, she shoved his hand from her soaked center, grabbing the covers and clutching them around her, eyes wide with a cocktail of shock and pleasure. “GET THE FUCK OUT OF MY ROOM!” she screamed, voice shaking. Scott bolted, fleeing down the hallway and out of the house, her harsh breaths and the sound of his retreat filling the air. The front door slammed, tires screeching as he peeled out of the drive.

Alone on the tangled sheets, Connie didn’t cry—shock still buzzing beneath her skin and need throbbing insistently between her legs. Her best friend’s son had made her collapse with a wicked, forbidden orgasm right where she shared a bed with her husband—and the fire in her body burned hotter, shameless and unrelenting. There was no guilt now, only a carnal hunger smoldering in her limbs.

Springing up from the mattress, Connie yanked off her panties, leaving them tangled on the floor, and slipped on a thin, summer dress that draped barely to her thighs. Barefoot and braless, emboldened by her desire, she strode next door to Jason’s house. Heart pounding, she rang the bell with trembling fingers. “You’d better be home, stud,” she whispered to herself, knowing today would be different.

When Jason swung open the door, surprise flickering over his face, Connie wasted no words—she swept inside, seized the door from his unresisting grip, slammed it closed, and pinned him against the wood, her mouth crashing onto his. Lust and adrenaline drove her, her kiss hungry, urgent, utterly consuming.

With an urgent hunger in her eyes, Connie yanked Jason’s shirt up and over his head, her hands strong and impatient. She slipped his shorts down, her fingertips grazing over his thighs, pausing only to admire the sight of his cock already thickening, swelling as anticipation crackled between them. She lowered herself to her knees, glancing up with a mischievous smirk before parting her lips and eagerly taking him into her mouth. The heat of him filled her, hardening with every wet caress of her tongue, her mouth worshipping him until he was perfectly rigid, quivering with need against her lips.

When she was certain he was achingly ready, Connie stood and twined her fingers through his, tugging him urgently down the hallway. The forbidden thrill of slipping into his parents’ room had her heart pounding, her soaked body pulsing with lust. She pressed Jason back onto the bed, climbing onto the mattress with feline grace as she shrugged her sundress off, letting it fall to the floor in a careless heap. Naked, flushed, and fierce, she straddled him—her thighs trembling as she gripped his thick shaft, guiding it to slick, aching entrance. Inch by slow inch, she delved down onto him, savoring the delicious stretch, her breath catching as she was filled.

“Oh, fuck, that’s good,” Jason groaned, head thrown back, hands tightening on the bedsheets.

She shot him a wicked grin, voice throaty with delight. “You have no idea how incredible it is to have you stretching me. God, I’ve never felt this full before.” She rocked her hips slowly, making them both gasp as her body opened for him, heat and tightness drawing him even deeper. “Lie back, baby—let me take care of everything.”

Connie eased into a rhythm, undulating up and down, her slick heat gripping his cock with every descent. Gradually her movements quickened, her pussy growing wetter, welcoming his size. Her breasts bounced tantalizingly in Jason’s face, nipples flushed and begging for attention, and he didn’t hesitate—mouth latching onto her, sucking hard, his hands kneading her ass and guiding her as she rode him with mounting urgency.

Their moans and cries tangled together, Connie’s voice high and needy, Jason grunting with raw pleasure. Soon his hips bucked beneath her, matching her frantic pace, his hands curving possessively around her waist as he thrust up into her, filling her again and again. Their bodies slapped together, her tits in his face, her fingers digging into his chest as she fucked him furiously. That decadent coil inside her snapped—she shattered with a wail, pleasure flooding her, triggering his own release as he spilled deep inside her.

Spent and breathless, Connie collapsed onto Jason’s chest, feeling his heartbeat thunder beneath her ear. For a few long, dazed minutes, they simply lay tangled. At last, Connie eased off of his softening cock, feeling a shuddering pop as he slipped free and the hot, sticky rush of his cum slowly leaking out of her throbbing pussy.

“Christ, that was unreal,” Jason murmured, still dazed, grinning up at her. She leaned over, letting her hair trail across his skin as she pulled on her dress, her body tingling with satisfaction.

“You weren’t so bad yourself,” she teased, smoothing the fabric over her hips.

His hand slid up her leg, his need simmering just beneath the surface. “You’ll have to teach me again—and again—before summer’s over, before I go to college.”

Her eyes sparkled as she bent to kiss his forehead, a playful promise in her sultry smile. “Oh, you can count on it. I wouldn’t dare waste a cock like yours, not while we still have time.”

Jason watched her stand, dazed and enthralled. “This really is the best summer ever,” he murmured, watching her cross the room.

She paused at the door, looking over her shoulder with a smoldering look. “I’ll see you again soon. Be ready for me.”

With a final lingering glance, Connie slipped out of the room, leaving her breathless, ravenous boy sprawled across tangled sheets, his body marked by her passion. As the door clicked softly behind her, a tremor of realization swept through her—there was no going back. She’d surrendered completely, crossing into forbidden territory, not just with wanton abandon but with an intoxicating hunger that now curled deep in her belly. She was transformed, helplessly ensnared—a woman addicted to the thrill of this younger man, utterly bewitched by the way his thick cock filled her so perfectly, made her ache for more.

But as she padded down the hallway, the heat of her actions still simmering between her thighs, anxiety twisted through her bliss. Confusion warred with desire. At home, Scott eyed her with a longing she could no longer deny, his gaze dark and needy, awakening things in her she knew she shouldn’t feel. And then there was her husband—so insistent, always nudging her closer to the edge, shamelessly wanting her to share herself with his friends. Connie’s world had shifted; every glance, every brush of skin now pulsed with the promise of more forbidden pleasure, leaving her trembling with question and anticipation. What had she become, and how far would she let this heady spiral of lust sweep her away?


Chapter 5

The following morning, as soon as her husband and Scott had vanished into the daily routine, Connie found herself trembling with anticipation. The doorbell rang—Jason, her irresistible young lover, stood there, his presence alone causing a shiver to race down her spine. She greeted him dressed only in a loose, thin night shirt brushing the tops of her thighs, her bare skin tingling beneath the soft material. No bra, no panties—just her, exposed and vulnerable, every curve accentuated by the delicate fabric. Her nipples strained hungrily against the cotton, brazen and eager, as he stepped over the threshold and, with hungry urgency, closed the door behind him.

There was no chance for pleasantries; Jason’s hands were on her in a flash, gripping her with wild need. His lips crashed into hers, claiming her mouth so fiercely she gasped against him. Pressed hotly together in the entryway, their kiss deepened instantly, all teeth and tangled tongues—a contest of desire that made her knees tremble. Jason’s tongue teased its way past her lips, filling her mouth, making her whimper with pent-up longing.

“Let’s not do this here… come upstairs with me,” she managed between hot, trembling breaths, pulling away just enough to see the fire in his eyes.

He hesitated just long enough to look her over, lust burning, before following her up the stairs, each step weighted with electric anticipation. In the privacy of the master bedroom, she closed the door with deliberate slowness, heart thumping as she turned to face him. In an instant, Jason stripped, his youthful body revealed, his cock jutting out defiantly—thick and ready, pulsing with desire that demanded satisfaction.

Connie beckoned him toward the tangled sheets of her bed, peeling away her night shirt one elegant movement at a time. Naked, she climbed astride his strong legs, skin skimming his thighs, every nerve alight with anticipation. She let her gaze wander over his arousal, savoring the power she held. Leaning forward, she enveloped him in her warm mouth, tongue swirling, tracing the swollen crown, drinking in his ragged moans. He buried his hands in her hair, soft but insistent, urging her deeper, testing her limits as she greedily took more of him, inch after inch, until he filled her throat and she reveled in the control and surrender between them.

She pleasured him with hands and mouth, drawn by the intoxicating mix of his taste and raw pleasure written across his face. When at last he erupted, hot and salty, Connie swallowed him down, savoring the evidence of his abandon, letting a trickle escape and slide, languid and erotic, down her chin.

Jason let out a breathless, awed laugh. “God, Connie, that was incredible. But I want to feel you—to really have you again.”

She flashed him a wicked smile, lips still tingling. “Don’t worry, lover. The morning’s just begun. Relax… let’s make it last.” She slipped from the bed, hips swaying invitingly, and padded into the bathroom. Under the hot spray, she took her time, lathering her skin, running a razor between her thighs, baring herself completely for his touch. She brushed her teeth, the taste of him still lingering, and rinsed with cool, minty wash before returning, fresh and tingling, to the bedroom.

Jason watched every movement, eyes devouring her. When she rejoined him on the bed, he pulled her into his arms, and their lips met again—hungry, desperate, insistent. His hands wandered, caressing and teasing, capturing the weight of her breasts, thumbs circling her stiffening nipples before drifting lower, his fingers tracing the bare, sensitive skin of her pussy and finding her wet, wanting. He slipped a finger inside, then another, thrusting slowly, savoring her soft, urgent sighs. Their tongues tangled in another ferocious kiss, every touch sending her ever closer to the sweet, aching edge, her body crying out to be filled.

“Oh, darling, I want you—right now,” Connie murmured, her voice velvet and dripping with desire, her whole body aching for him. “Come here and show me how much you want me.” Her words were a sultry invitation, and Jason eagerly moved between her thighs, her legs slowly opening for him without hesitation. With a strained gasp, she felt every inch of his thick, eager length glide inside her, stretching and filling her slick heat until she was stuffed full, deliciously tight around his cock.

She arched her back, a deep moan spilling past her lips as he pressed all the way in, hips grinding, the sensation almost too intense to bear. He began moving, gentle at first—slow, hypnotic thrusts that allowed him to lavish her with kisses, his lips teasing and tongue tasting her as he sucked and nipped at her breasts. His hand cupped her full, sensitive curves, his tongue swirling over a nipple, sending shocks of pleasure through her.

But Connie was greedy for more—she wanted him deeper, harder, rougher. Heat pooled in her belly, urgency pulsing through her veins. She seized her legs and pulled them up, splaying herself wide open, practically presenting herself to him. She felt his cock burrow impossibly deep, the pressure so exquisite it coaxed a shuddering little orgasm from her as he stretched her, reached places that she’d only dreamed of him claiming.

“That’s it—oh, yes, yes, just like that,” she gasped, voice guttural, raw with need. “God, fuck me, baby. Don’t hold back—give it to me. I want to feel every hard inch.”

Jason growled his approval, gripping her thighs, and his thrusts turned wild—his hips snapping against her soaked flesh, cock pounding into her over and over. Heated cries spilled from her lips, her body quivering as her juices coated him, flowing wetly down between the crack of her ass.

“Fuck, you’re incredible—so fucking tight,” he grunted, losing himself in the slick clutch of her body. “I’ve dreamed about this—fucking you until we both can’t take it anymore.”

“Oh, yes—oh, Jason—don’t stop, I’m going to come...” Her voice degenerated into broken moans, desperate, unrestrained. Her entire body clamped down around him, her climax tearing through her. “Oh, fuck—I’m coming, I’m coming...”

“Fuck, Connie, I’m—” His last words vanished in a guttural groan as he emptied himself inside her, warmth flooding her as wave after wave of pleasure crashed between them.

They collapsed in a tangled, breathless heap, limbs entwined. Jason’s weight was comforting, his skin hot against hers. When their trembling subsided, he finally rolled away, pulling Connie close. Wrapped in each other, they drifted into a sweet, sated slumber, sunlight washing over their naked, exhausted bodies until the afternoon had crept on.

When Connie finally stirred, careful not to wake Jason, she slipped out from under the covers and padded quietly to the bathroom. After freshening up, she returned to the bedroom, moving to her dresser—her back to the bed, one hand tugging open the top drawer. She slid on a fresh pair of pink satin panties, then clasped her bra over breasts still flushed from Jason’s attention. As she reached for a soft cotton blouse and a pair of shorts, she didn’t notice the quiet stirrings behind her, nor the eyes watching her hungrily from the rumpled sheets.

He moved toward her quietly, every step purposeful as she busied herself at the dresser, utterly unaware of his intentions. She bent over, focused on her clothes, a vision both innocent and devastatingly tempting. Suddenly Jason’s hands were on her hips, strong and possessive, making her gasp and flinch with surprise. Her heart thrummed as she straightened, only to find his arms wrapping around her, his broad palms sliding up to cup her breasts, shamelessly claiming them through the thin fabric.

His lips explored the silken curve of her neck in deliberate, sensual kisses—each one a promise, hot and wet against her skin. Connie started to turn, her lips parted, thinking he’d take her back to the warmth of the bed, but he halted her with a gentle but insistent pressure, urging her to stay bent over. Heart racing, she obeyed, bracing herself with trembling hands on the smooth top of the dresser, legs spreading just enough to surrender completely to him.

Jason’s cock was hard and thick as he slid inside her aching pussy from behind, filling her in one deep, glorious stroke. She gasped, and their eyes met in the mirror—his gaze hungry, his youth and virile energy reflected back at her. He reached forward, greedy for her flesh, and grabbed her full breasts with both hands, roughly kneading them as his cock pounded into her. The movement sent waves of pleasure crashing through her, each thrust making her ass cheeks quiver and jiggle—her body a wild, obscene spectacle just for him.

His grip was fierce on her tits, every squeeze making her whimper from the sharp blend of pleasure and pain, sending her spinning toward ecstasy. Her legs trembled, her breath became fractured as orgasm after orgasm broke over her, leaving her lightheaded and trembling, fighting to keep herself upright. Jason didn’t relent—he drove into her harder, sweat streaking down his face and body. He was relentless, desperate, gloriously insatiable.

With a guttural sound, he pulled her tighter, fingers digging into her flesh as he came, pulsing deep inside her. He pulled out, and Connie nearly collapsed, utterly spent, the dresser her only anchor as her legs threatened to give way. For a long moment, neither of them moved, both trying to catch their breath in the charged air.

Eventually, she pulled herself together, watched him dress, and quietly showed him to the door. Alone again, Connie summoned the strength for a hot shower, savoring the throb between her thighs. Dressed in a fresh bra and panties, she busied herself with dinner, body still humming with need.

At the table, she couldn’t shake the feeling that Scott’s gaze lingered too long, too intently, on her, as if undressing her with his eyes. Awareness prickled across her skin—a secret she couldn’t ignore much longer. Her husband, oblivious, chattered on about fishing plans with Hank and Mark.

“Sounds lovely, maybe I’ll come along,” she replied, a hint of mischief in her tone to offset her secret tension.

“Great, I’ll let the guys know,” he said, scraping up the last of his mashed potatoes.

She rose, collecting her thoughts. “Scott, why don’t you clear the table for me? I need to check some emails.”

Scott lazily watched her hips as she left the room, the heat of his gaze almost tangible. He did as told, clearing plates while his hosts retreated—Connie to the computer, her husband idly absorbed in his TV show. Done with his chores, Scott stole away upstairs, music blaring in his ears as he waited for the house to grow quiet, desire twisting dangerously inside him.

Connie’s inbox pinged with an unexpected new message—a note from her sister Colleen, sent from their parents’ house. There was apology in every line, a clumsy confession for messing up their money situation. Connie stared at the screen, emotions tumbling beneath her composed exterior. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, considering every possible response. Finally, with determination threading through her thoughts, she crafted a careful reply—inviting Colleen to visit that Saturday morning, although she’d be away on the boat with Bill and his friends. It was all part of a plan quietly coiling inside her.

It wasn’t long before another message popped up, Colleen bubbling with enthusiasm, promising to come see her that weekend. Connie let a knowing smile play on her lips. Her husband poked his head in, voice half-muffled.

“I’m heading to bed, darling. Coming up?”

She shook her head, eyes still aglow from the exchange. “No, I’ll see if I can find a movie to distract me. I won’t be long.” She watched the shift of his body, the retreat up the stairs, and only then shut down the computer. But it wasn’t a film she was interested in—it was Scott. He would be crucial for what she had in mind.

She slid onto the living room couch, anticipation simmering in her belly as the house slipped into late-night stillness. It was almost an hour later when Scott appeared, ambling lazily down the stairs, but his eyes were sharp, curious as he plopped beside her, narrowing the distance between them.

“Hey, Connie,” he murmured, voice soft but charged, “mind if we hang out for a while?”

Connie felt her pulse jump. His nearness was deliberate, his thigh pressing against hers. Still, she managed to keep her voice even. “We need to talk about what happened yesterday.” 

“All right,” he said, boldness flickering in his gaze, and one of his hands found her thigh, warm and firm. She surprised herself by not moving away; instead, her body welcomed the touch, her hips angling toward him ever so slightly, letting his fingers slip higher up her leg—her skirt suddenly feeling much too short.

She inhaled, the heaviness of confession swelling in her chest, then spilled the whole sordid story—Colleen’s betrayal, Jason’s illicit comfort, and her affair with him. Scott listened, green eyes burning with hunger as she bared her secrets, her words stoking fierce desire between them. She could almost see the bulge straining beneath his jeans.

“Damn…” he muttered, a wicked, surprised grin on his lips. “Didn’t realize the little bastard had that in him.”

Connie blushed, unable to resist feeding his curiosity. “He’s not so little… at least not where it counts.” She felt the electric sizzle of those words, her embarrassment delicious and sharp.

He leaned in, whispering conspiratorially, “If you only knew how many times Jason and I spied on you, jerked off thinking about you. You starred in all our dirtiest daydreams.” His bold admission drew a gasp, her cheeks aflame.

“Well,” she laughed softly, letting her hand slip down to firmly grip his. “I’m a bit scandalized, but honored.”

“Connie, you are the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen. I want you, right now.” His voice trembled with need, and he pressed even closer until every breath mingled.

She surrendered to the moment, letting desire drown her hesitation. “Just this once, tonight. But you need to promise you’ll do me a very special favor Saturday—with Jason, too.”

He grinned, his lips a breath from hers. “Anything, for the chance to finally have my mother’s hot, irresistible friend.”

The promise of what was to come made her shiver, anticipation coiling inside her as her fantasies collided with reality.

“You and Jason are going to absolutely ruin my sister Colleen for me. She deserves it for screwing me over,” Connie’s voice was soft but deliciously vicious, brimming with anticipation. “The two of you—my gorgeous men—will take turns with her, make her forget her own name. But I want more: you’ll line up as many of your horny friends as you can while my husband and I are away on that boat. Charge whatever you think she’s worth to fuck, all day long. If Jason gets his full twenty-five hundred back, he takes it. Anything over that amount is yours. I’ll keep Bill distracted at the lake—don’t call unless you absolutely need me.” Her instructions came out in a heated rush, thick with long-forbidden excitement.

Scott whistled under his breath, a devious grin curving over his lips, “So you want me and Jason to screw your sister hard, humiliate her and make a little payday for us and your revenge?” His voice thrummed with arousal and disbelief. “Use her to get back what she stole from you, and anything extra goes straight into my pocket. Sounds almost too simple… So, how do we seal the pact?”

Connie’s pulse thundered as she glanced at him—hungry, molten heat seeping between her thighs. “Like this,” she purred, pulling him close, their mouths crashing into an urgent, searching kiss.

She melted into his embrace, gasping softly as his experienced hands teased up under her blouse, fingers working at her sensitive, aching breasts. No trace of guilt—only raw, forbidden desire as his palms and fingertips expertly worked her sore, swollen nipples.

“Let me see them,” Scott demanded hoarsely, tugging the fabric over her head. His mouth was instantly at her breasts, licking, suckling, tugging her nipples between his lips, his tongue swirling with intent. The room spun as Connie arched her back, pressing her tits eagerly against his face.

Her shorts and panties came off in a tangle, Scott stripping them away in a single greedy motion and groaning at the sight of her glistening, inviting sex. “Oh, you have no idea,” he growled, standing to push his jeans and boxers to the floor. His cock—thicker than Jason’s, rigid with anticipation—jutted out, hot and swollen, veins pronounced along its length.

Her fingers reached for it almost reverently, marveling as her hands—both of them—couldn’t encircle his girth. Lust pulsed through her like lightning. He freed himself, stepping out of his clothes completely. Connie leaned in, lips brushing his velvet-soft skin, her tongue exploring the heavy curve of his egg-sized balls before daring the monstrous shaft. Her lips stretched wide, desperately hungry but unable to do more than tease the broad head, slicking it with her saliva. She could only stroke and worship him with her tongue, lavishing his thick cock from the flared crown to the base, her mouth and hands slick and trembling as she drew out moans of pleasure from deep inside him.

He allowed the moment to linger for only a few minutes—a teasing promise of pleasure—before his hands seized her shoulders, guiding her firmly back onto the plush sofa. In an instant, his body pressed over hers, covering her in a heat that felt both forbidden and irresistible. With a single, forceful movement, he drove his thick, swollen cock deep into her aching flesh. Connie gasped, feeling the burn as her entrance stretched around his size, an ache that mingled with the ecstasy threatening to consume her. Her core was tender, painfully aware of the rawness from so many stolen encounters tonight, each one more decadent than the last. Still, her body, betraying every forbidden instinct, yielded to him—her best friend’s son—lifting its need above any recollection of shame.

Scott’s rhythm was relentless, neither slow nor frantic—just perfect, every thrust sending sudden shudders through her sore, receptive body. She gazed up at him, eyes hooded with want, surrendering to the intoxicating hunger blazing between them. As their lips collided, hungry and desperate, his pace quickened, a feverish drive that left her writhing and breathless beneath him. Her moans filled the room, decadent and shameless, as the taboo of their connection only heightened her arousal.

“Yes, darling, fuck me with that thick cock,” she breathed, her words trembling with desire as she rose to meet each thrust, hips arching desperately toward him. “God, you’re making me cum, baby… don’t stop…”

Soft, shuddering sounds of delight spilled from her lips as pleasure clawed through her. Upstairs, her husband slept—blissfully unaware—while she spiraled into sinful rapture with their young houseguest. And then, just as quickly, Scott withdrew, the abrupt absence drawing a needy whimper from her lips. Relief flooded her as he rolled her onto her side, one strong hand gripping her leg and raising it high, opening her completely to him as he slid back into her from behind.

Her hand slipped to her clit, circling it furiously as he filled her once again. The sensation was overwhelming, her release crashing over her anew, spilling hot and thick around him. Connie marveled at his stamina, at how much pleasure he so expertly delivered, wondering just how many secrets this young man carried.

With her final tremors subsiding, he leaned close and whispered something dark and delicious in her ear, stealing the last of her breath. He pulled her upright, settling beside her, and she straddled his lap, lowering herself slowly, savoring that tight, aching stretch as she took him back inside her. She locked eyes with him, riding his cock with desperate need, his hands gripping her ass, urging her on. When his fingers slipped between her cheeks, pressing inside her tight, forbidden entrance, she shuddered, clutching him even tighter.

“Oh yes, baby—finger my ass… fuck me like the filthy slut I am,” she moaned, her walls fluttering around him as he filled every part of her.

“Fuck, I’m going to cum inside you… you want that?” His words were torn and raw, hips surging up into her. “Want me to fill you, to make you even more of a whore?”

“Yes, God, yes… make me yours. Cum in me, darling—fuck your mother’s slutty friend full,” she begged, her climax crashing down on her in convulsive waves, the two of them tangled together in breathless, messy ecstasy—wet and wild, their bodies soaked with sweat and want, surrendering to everything they were never meant to have.

They lingered together in the aftermath, shells slick with sweat and tangled limbs still joined in the glow of their forbidden satisfaction. For a long, breathless moment, Connie nestled against Scott’s chest, basking in the steady cadence of his heartbeat against her ear, feeling the strength of his arms wrapped protectively around her. The house was quiet, shadows thick and secrets safe for tonight. When Scott finally slipped away to retreat to his room, every brush of his skin across hers left a shiver of longing drifting in the air.

Connie sat alone, thighs sticky and sore, her body pulsing with echoes of pleasure. She reached for her phone with trembling hands and dialed Jason’s number, her voice low and thick with fatigue when his line connected. “Don’t come over… not for a few days,” she murmured, offering no explanation, only the truth of her exhaustion. “I’m busy. And… I need a little time to recover.” The ache between her legs was a delicious, throbbing reminder of what had transpired, her sex thoroughly used and tender.

She set her phone aside and made her way up the stairs, each step a faint echo in the silent house. As she crawled beneath the cool sheets, her well-fucked body settling into the mattress, a bone-deep exhaustion claimed her. Sleep swept her away at once—heavy, dreamless, inevitable—and when her mind began to stir, all she could see was a parade of thick, insistent cocks, stretching her, filling her, using every greedy hole. Even in dreams, her hunger was insatiable, her every fantasy painted with the fever of everything she’d tasted tonight.


Chapter 6

Connie slipped from the tangle of sheets as dawn edged through the blinds, a secretive, knowing smile playing across her lips. Heat simmered beneath her skin as she recalled what the afternoon promised—her sister’s visit, and the throbbing anticipation of her husband’s two virile friends, already on Connie’s mind since the last time desire crackled between them under the same roof. She selected the bikini she’d worn on that unforgettable night—the one that made the men’s gazes linger, hungrily feasting on every inch of her. That whisper-thin fabric hugged and celebrated every curve, making her ache with anticipation for what was to come.

The cool air of early morning brushed over her bare skin, sending a delicious shiver down her spine, so she slipped into a pair of faded sweatpants, pulling on the matching top, though nothing could truly conceal the promise of what she wore beneath. Every motion was slow, deliberate, almost teasing herself with the anticipation simmering under her cool exterior.

Connie methodically packed the picnic basket, each movement deliberate, letting her mind run wild with scenarios of what might unfold later. Temptation and excitement filled every thought. Carrying the basket outside, she found her husband already bustling around the pickup truck, loading it with a cooler overflowing with ice-cold beer. He threw her a knowing glance and reached for the basket, his grip firm, then tucked it into the bed of the truck alongside the cold drinks. As soon as the supplies were settled, they climbed into the truck’s cab, every bump in the road toward the lake sending a flutter of thrill through her.

Back at the house, hours after they’d gone, Scott rose from bed, hazy with the lazy pleasure of a morning unsupervised. He wasted no time, grabbing his phone to summon Jason over before Colleen made her appearance. Without fuss, he pulled on a sleeveless tee and faded jean shorts, the fabric clinging to his athletic legs, then sauntered downstairs and flopped on the living room couch. Minutes crawled by until Jason’s knock broke the silence, and soon they were side-by-side, immersed in the mindless distraction of a video game, both boys’ hearts pounding slightly faster at the thought of Colleen’s imminent arrival.

Half an hour later, the front doorbell rang, unleashing an electric charge through the room. Scott answered, breath hitching as Colleen stood before him, radiant and mesmerizing on the porch. He couldn’t resist a low wolf-whistle, eyes drinking in every inch of her statuesque frame. She greeted him with arms wide and enveloped him in a hug, the press of her body firm and familiar, then placed a tantalizingly soft kiss on his lips—just bold enough to leave a trace of sweet, wicked promise before stepping back.

“My, my, Scott, you’ve turned into such a strapping, handsome man. I bet the girls are fighting over you, aren’t they?” she cooed, her glance sliding over his shoulders and chest with admiration.

Scott grinned, voice rough with bravado. “I try my best. But honestly, every time you show up, you look more stunning than ever. If you weren’t Connie’s sister, I’d be the one trying to seduce you.”

Colleen’s laugh was low and sultry, her eyes gleaming. “Oh, darling, trust me—you wouldn’t be the first young man to tempt me.” Their laughter mingled, tinged with flirtation as she swept past him into the house.

“Where’s my big sister? She asked me to come spend the day with her,” Colleen asked, craning her neck to peer into the hallway.

“She ran off to Home Depot with Bill to grab a few things for this home improvement project they’re tackling,” Scott replied as he motioned her toward the living room, his voice teasing. “She left strict instructions for me and my friend to keep you entertained. I hope being at the mercy of two young, eager men is acceptable?”

He led her inside, his gaze lingering appreciatively. In the living room, Jason lounged in a chair, glancing up at Colleen and openly admiring the vision she presented.

Colleen glided into the living room, a sly smile playing at her lips. “Oh, I don’t mind one bit,” she purred, her gaze flicking over each of them. “Now, tell me—who is this rather delicious young man?”

Scott grinned, tossing an arm around her shoulders possessively. “Colleen, meet Jason. Jason, this is Colleen, Connie’s sister—the absolute best company a guy could hope for.”

Jason rose to greet her, feeling an unexpected thrill surge through him as she stepped close. The softness of her curves brushed against him for a fleeting second as their arms wrapped around each other, her perfume intoxicating and suggestive. She pressed her lips lightly to his cheek—a kiss that lingered longer than courtesy allowed, the heat of her breath tickling his skin. “Thank you, handsome,” she murmured, her voice a velvet whisper in his ear. “My sister’s told me plenty about the charming young man next door, so don’t be surprised if I act as though I already know all your secrets.”

She sank down onto the couch beside Scott, crossing one long, bronzed leg over the other, the hem of her tank dress riding up just enough to reveal more of her inked skin. Jason’s eyes couldn’t help tracing the artwork that adorned her body: a bold, crimson rose swirling up her right thigh, its green stem winding with dangerous beauty; a coiled serpent wrapped provocatively up her left calf, its head peeking out, suggestive, almost daring. Her top strained at the swell of her breasts—clearly fuller and more lush than her sister’s—soft fabric clinging to the generous curves, captured beneath her tight little top.

His gaze flickered to her right bicep, where a magnificent tiger prowled above a wicked script: ‘on the prowl’. The feline seemed to spring to life with each subtle flex of her arm. The real masterpiece, though, was a brilliant butterfly, wings alive with color, splashed across her left shoulder—delicate but so brazen in the way it drew the eye.

Jason swallowed, shifting as he felt himself harden, desire thick and heavy between his thighs. The mere presence of this woman—her sultry confidence, her lush figure, all those daring tattoos—set him alight. Sharing a room with her felt wicked, like the opening act of an erotic daydream. He longed to taste her, to watch this plan unfold.

Scott and Jason returned to their game, hands fiddling with controllers, but their attention drifted, magnetized by Colleen’s impossible allure. She tried to feign interest—her eyes flicked over vapid magazines of casseroles and knitted sweaters—but her restlessness grew.

Eventually, she let out a sigh. “Gentlemen, I have to say, this is absolutely thrilling,” she teased, languidly stretching her arms, arching her back just enough to send both boys’ imaginations spinning.

Scott caught her cue and flashed a wicked grin. “It’s still early but, hell, why not fix us all a few drinks?” he said, pushing up from the couch. “You won’t run to your sister if we indulge a little?”

Colleen’s lips curled into a knowing smirk as she met his eyes—those were the words she wanted to hear. “Darling, after all the wild nights I’ve racked up, the last thing you’ll ever catch me doing is tattling. Make mine a Jack and Coke, sweetheart.”

“You got it—three Jack and Cokes coming up. Give me a minute,” Scott replied, then ducked out toward the den, intent on raiding Bill’s liquor supply. As he disappeared, the tension in the air grew more electric, Colleen’s eyes flicking hungrily between Jason and the door, her anticipation palpable.

As Scott prepared the drinks, he skillfully slipped the aphrodisiac into Colleen’s glass, dosing hers more heavily than he had their own. He returned, hands steady but heart thundering with the anticipation of what he was about to set in motion, and distributed the cocktails—the doctored glass directly to the unsuspecting woman, another to Jason.

Colleen wasted no time, swallowing half of her drink in one generous pull, then licking her lips as she purred, “Sweetheart, if college doesn’t work out, you could make a killing behind a bar.” Her laughter sounded lush, slightly deeper, thrumming with the beginnings of intoxication and something darker, more primal.

Scott watched her intently, his eyes never leaving those glossy, kohl-ringed eyes or the way her throat flexed as she finished the last of her Jack and coke within minutes. “Another?” she asked, her voice husky, already tinged with heat.

Obliging, he returned from the bar with a fresh, even stronger mix for her—again lacing it with that potent, forbidden ingredient. This time, as she drank, he could see how the drink and the chemical cocktail took hold: Colleen’s cheeks bloomed with color, her chest rising faster, breaths turning shallow, her body shifting restlessly as a feverish heat spread through her.

She couldn’t keep her legs still, crossing and uncrossing as though she might actually combust right there on the couch. Her eyes, now heavy-lidded and liquid, betrayed how utterly aroused she was. Both men feasted on the sight: Colleen’s nipples pressing against her tank top, her gaze drifting over them, her tongue flicking at the corner of her smile.

“Is it just me,” she murmured, voice barely above a whisper, “or is it getting hot in here?”

Scott grinned, wicked and full of intent. “It only started sizzling when you walked in, Colleen.” He slid closer, not waiting for permission, his hand gliding along her silky, inked thigh, stopping just at the impossibly short hem of her skirt. Her breath caught; a needy, desperate sound shivered out of her, etched with years of unspoken longings that now demanded satisfaction.

Their eyes met—her gaze glassy, lost, helplessly needy. He could see that she had surrendered, desires unlocked, now vulnerable and open before him. He leaned in until their lips met—at first a mere brushing, then a hungry, passionate claiming. He tasted whiskey, need, her readiness to throw caution and taboo away.

Colleen melted against Scott, every nerve ending burning, her body screaming for him. She gave herself up, uncaring, hungrily returning his kiss right in front of Jason’s watching eyes, her inhibitions dissolving between sips of whiskey and chemical heat.

Scott’s hands wandered over her body, greedy and reverent as he squeezed her full, tempting breasts, larger and heavier than he’d ever imagined, their firmness making his cock ache. Emboldened, he slid his hand beneath her skirt and pried her thighs apart, his fingers immediately seeking her molten center. He paused, startled to find no barrier—Colleen wasn’t wearing panties—and her mound was as bare as secrets, soft and infinitely inviting.

His fingertips parted her slick folds, sliding over her throbbing, soaked slit, and she all but writhed in response, gasping and moaning into his mouth. Scott pulled back briefly, his eyes locking with Jason’s as Colleen’s skirt rode up, her tattoo—an exquisite bouquet inked where soft curls should have been—now on full display.

Jason drank in the sight, his breath shallow, watching as Scott’s fingers worked the older woman’s glistening, hungry pussy, Colleen rising to meet each stroke with desperate, helpless thrusts of her hips—her need, her wickedness, and her surrender now there for both men to savor, and for one to claim.

“Come on, why don’t you take that tank top off for us, and let us see those gorgeous tits?” Scott’s voice curled around her, dark and hungry.

Colleen’s eyes sparkled with want and wickedness, and she didn’t hesitate—she hooked her fingers under the hem of her tight top, peeling it over her head in one smooth, sensual motion. Her bra followed, the clasp giving way with a soft click, releasing the full, heavy swell of her breasts. They bounced free, lush and eager for attention, nipples flushed and hard with need. Jason’s breath caught as he stared, transfixed by the vibrant green dragon inked into her soft right breast and the gleaming gold rings that pierced through each sensitive peak.

Scott dove in greedily, licking and sucking her nipples until she gasped, arching into the searing pleasure his mouth delivered. Jason, seizing the moment, stripped off every barrier, his cock hard and proud as he moved to the edge of the couch. He let his shaft stand out, thick and begging for her touch, and Colleen’s surprised grin morphed into pure arousal as she reached for him. Her nimble fingers wrapped around the base, guiding him into her mouth; she took him deep, her lips stretching wide, tongue swirling and teasing as she sucked with lush, hungry sounds.

A desperate moan tore out of Jason, his fist curling in her hair as he began to guide her pace, thrusting steadily into her hot, talented mouth. The room throbbed with the sound of wet, eager sucking; Scott, growing impatient, shed his clothes, his cock hard and ready. He knelt before Colleen, eyes fixed on her glistening cunt—not hidden any longer as he tugged her denim skirt down and spread her legs wide.

His face dove into the slick folds between her thighs, tongue feasting on her wet, aching pussy, flicking her clit relentlessly while his fingers plunged into her heat. Colleen trembled, nails digging into Jason’s hips as wave after wave of shuddering bliss rolled through her. Groaning his name, she arched hard as her first orgasm crashed down, her musky wetness slicking Scott’s face, dripping over his chin.

Reluctant but driven by aching need, Scott pulled her mouth off Jason’s cock and coaxed her trembling body up onto all fours. He lined himself up behind her, hands gripping her waist as he pressed his fat cock into her now greedy, soaked cunt, stretching her open. He drove in hard and deep, finding a delicious, primal rhythm, rocking into her over and over while she resumed lavishing attention on Jason’s cock, lips sliding up and down, worshipping his length even as her own body was wracked with rising pleasure.

Scott pounded her mercilessly, hips slamming against her ass, groaning at the exquisite squeeze of her cunt around him. When the pleasure hit, Colleen could only scream—hoarse, raw, beautiful—riding wave after wave as Scott fucked her through an explosive climax, her release gushing down over him, making a filthy, gorgeous mess. He snarled her name—nothing polite, nothing gentle—just raw carnal need, filling her up with his cum as he came hard, emptying his cock deep inside her.

When he finally withdrew, his cock slipped free with a loud, wet pop, and his semen dribbled down the insides of her trembling thighs. He gave a lazy, wicked grin to Jason. “She’s all yours, man.”

Catching her breath, Colleen looked up at Jason, skin flushed and eyes wild with satisfaction. “Sit down for me, baby,” she purred, her voice velvet and promise.

Jason settled himself comfortably on the plush couch as she mounted him, her legs spreading wide to straddle his hips. Her hand, still trembling with recent pleasure, wrapped around the thick shaft of his cock, guiding it with purpose. With a breathless gasp, she sank herself down onto him, each inch stretching her to the edge of blissful agony until he was buried fully inside her. She paused there, shuddering—her walls flexing greedily around him—acclimating to his breathtaking size as delicious heat traveled up her spine.

Their eyes locked for a moment, desire sparking between them, before she began to rock her hips, rolling slowly at first, sliding her slick warmth up the length of his cock and impaling herself all over again with a salacious moan. He groaned, fingers reaching up to claim her generous breasts, squeezing, kneading, his rough hands pinching her pierced nipples until she arched her back and rode him harder. Her dragon tattoo rippled across her skin, golden rings glinting as he toyed with her sensitive flesh.

“You are such a massive fucking stud,” she gasped out, her voice husky with need. “God, I’ve never had a cock fill me so deep—so hard.”

Jason thrust up into her, nearly growling, “You’re so fucking sexy. I want to fuck you until neither of us can walk.”

She threw her head back, raven hair tumbling over her shoulders as she bounced herself faster, harder, her cries spilling out shamelessly. “Yes… Oh, fuck, yes! Don’t stop—don’t ever stop—oh, God, I’m coming—again—fuck!” Her body trembled as waves of pleasure crashed through her, her cunt clutching him with each shattering climax.

Jason gripped her ass, holding her flush against him, determined to drive her wild again and again. He basked in every one of her orgasms, pride blazing in his eyes as she shattered atop him, until even he lost track of how many times she screamed his name. With one final, desperate thrust, they tumbled into release together—his cock pulsing, spilling deep inside her as she convulsed around him.

Panting and spent but unwilling to let go, she curled into his lap, her arms slipping around his neck as their lips met in a languorous, breathless kiss. They gazed at each other, bodies still entwined, lost in a haze of post-orgasmic tenderness while Scott, clothes in hand, watched them with a sheepish smile. He patted Jason’s shoulder, and together the men helped her off Jason’s softening cock, her thighs trembling as she collapsed onto the sofa.

Scott dressed quickly as the two lovers held each other close, reluctant to part. After a moment, Jason and Scott exchanged a conspiratorial look.

“So, what about the plan?” Scott asked, grinning.

Jason shrugged, eyes still hungrily on Colleen. “Honestly, forget it. I just want to fuck this gorgeous lady all day. Think you can give me an alibi so we’re not disturbed?”

Scott laughed. “No problem. I’ll say my parents are delayed, that you got your money back. Keep her busy, take her upstairs—hell, use my parents’ bed if you want. I’ll handle the rest.” With that, he dashed away to make his call, leaving Jason still enthralled.

Jason turned back to Colleen, her skin flushed, her hair wild. “Sorry, beautiful,” he whispered, brushing a kiss across her lips as she began to pull her clothes together. “Scott just had something urgent to tell me.”

She glanced nervously down the hallway, fingers fumbling with her bra strap. “We’d better rush. If your sister comes home, we need to look innocent.” She giggled breathlessly, scooping her clothes into her arms before darting toward the nearest can of air freshener.

The sharp trill of the phone shattered the charged silence, and Jason lifted his voice, announcing he’d answer it. Scott muttered something indecipherable in the hallway, while Jason, slipping easily into his ruse, feigned a conversation with her sister. Turning, he delivered the news: apparently, plans had changed, and the house was theirs for a little longer—her sister wouldn’t be back anytime soon.

Colleen sighed, rising from the couch, her bare skin illuminated by a halo of afternoon light. “Well, damn… sounds like my cue to leave.” Yet, before she could gather the last of her clothes, Jason’s voice coaxed her back—warm, with a hint of mischievous desire. “Don’t go. Come upstairs with me. Scott said it’s fine if we shower together.” The suggestion lingered between them, heavy with possibilities.

She hesitated, a wry smile curving her lips. “You are so damn sweet. I haven’t been fucked like that in ages, but… I really should go. You’re a good guy, and I’m not sure you want any part of my mess of a past.” Still naked, she dropped back onto the couch, her uncertainty mingling with the arousal simmering just beneath her skin.

He drew closer, slipping an arm around her shoulders, his touch both reassuring and hungry. “I’ve heard the stories—you’re wild, reckless, always with the wrong men. Maybe today, though, you could risk it with someone right, even if it’s just for one more afternoon.”

She exhaled slowly, her resistance dissolving under the tenderness of his words and the memory of his body inside her moments before. “Alright… I’ll stay. But Scott needs to know—I’m not crossing that line with him again. That was a new kind of low, even for me.” Smiling ruefully, she let him entwine their fingers and guide her up the staircase.

Passing the hallway, Jason called out, “Hey Scott, we’re gonna hop in the shower—cool with you?”

Scott, now fully dressed and half out the door, grinned back. “No worries here. Great seeing you, Colleen. I gotta bolt—you two take your time, just tidy up before you go!”

Jason shot her a promising glance, the air thick with feverish anticipation. “See? Everything’s perfect. How about that shower?”

Colleen’s laughter was low and throaty. “Lead the way, stud.”

Elsewhere, out on the shimmering lake, a different scene was unfolding. On the sun-warmed bow of the boat, Connie peeled off her sweats, revealing a barely-there bikini—the same daring one that had driven the men mad last summer. With confident ease, she stretched out on a towel, smoothing lotion over every delectable curve, her skin gleaming in the sunlight. Hank and Mark couldn’t hide their appreciation, their hungry gazes trailing over every inch of her exposed flesh. Bill, casting his line nearby, was quietly pleased; he could sense his wife was in the mood to let go today, maybe even surprise them all. As the three friends whispered conspiratorially about drifting to a private cove for lunch and more private pleasures, the heat—inside and out—was only just beginning to rise.

“Hang on, gorgeous! We’re heading to this secret cove we know—it’s perfect for fishing and a little lunch, just us,” Bill called out to Connie as he revved the engine, propelling the boat across the sparkling blue water, anticipation prickling in the air.

As the wind ruffled her hair and the sun basked her skin, Hank’s gaze lingered on Connie’s curves, hungry and open. “You know, once we’re there, no one can see us. You could soak up the sun however you like...even bare, if it tempts you. No one to disturb us,” he said, his voice thick with suggestion, his eyes drinking in every inch of her bikini-clad body.

Connie stretched languidly, arching just enough to catch their attention, a sly smile curving her lips. “Maybe I’ll take you up on that when we dock at your private paradise.”

They drifted into the secluded inlet, embraced by a lush shore, utterly hidden from any other souls on the lake. The men wasted no time flinging their lines into the water, but it was clear their minds were elsewhere. The moment the boat stilled, they descended on the packed lunch, tearing into sandwiches and snacks, their eyes flicking constantly to where Connie lounged on her towel.

With casual confidence, Connie reached behind her neck, undoing the knot of her bikini top. She slipped it off with delicious slowness, letting her full breasts spill free, sunlight caressing her bare skin. She squirted a generous dollop of lotion into her palm, her fingers gliding slowly over her soft, exposed breasts, massaging the slick cream in, teasing her nipples with little circles. Every masculine gaze on the boat was riveted by the sensual display.

Bill watched the scene with a self-satisfied smile, his approval loud and clear in the heat of his stare.

Mark leaned in close to Bill, his words a hungry whisper. “You weren’t lying, man. She’s got the most incredible tits I’ve ever seen.”

Bill just grinned, knocking back his beer. “Be my guests, boys. I’ve tangled with both your wives, haven’t I? Now it’s your turn for a good time.”

Mark’s eyes gleamed as he grinned back. “I suppose Connie can be our dessert today.”

Sandwiches forgotten, Mark and Hank sauntered over to join Connie, their gazes locked on her glistening, naked breasts. Connie met their eyes one by one, her lips parting with a sensual smile, then flicked her look toward Bill at the helm. He gave her an approving nod—a silent signal, one she understood in her bones.

“Do you boys like what you see?” Her voice was velvet, earning twin groans of agreement.

Mark didn’t hesitate—his hands went to his zip, opening his jeans and freeing his eager cock, ready and thick.

Connie’s heart thudded with wild excitement. She knew deep down, this was what Bill longed for—his most forbidden fantasy taking life under the open sky. Her own desires churned in her belly. She wanted him happy. She wanted this life, this wildness, her body a celebration of pleasure for the man she loved, and for his closest friends. And now, she would give herself over to that need, unashamed, utterly open, savoring the heat of their hungry, approving stares.

Connie rose gracefully onto her knees, her confidence as intoxicating as the summer sun, and slid Mark’s jeans down his thighs with practiced ease. His cock sprang into her waiting mouth, her lips enveloping him in a rush of hungry heat. Mark’s groan tore through the tranquil air, his hand finding her hair as she expertly lavished his length with her tongue, sucking him with the kind of deep, unashamed pleasure that left no doubts about her desire.

Hank, already exposed and eager, shifted closer, his cock thick in his hand as he waited for her inviting attention. Connie let Mark’s cock slip from her lips with a glistening pop, fingers maintaining their grip around his shaft, and she turned her hungry mouth to Hank. Her tongue flickered across his tip, her head bobbing as she took him deep, savoring the salty tang, the needy gasp that escaped him as she pleasured him. One hand massaged Mark’s cock, keeping him rock-hard while her lips worked Hank, then seamlessly she alternated—tasting, stroking, devouring—driven by the sight of both men swelling for her.

After several dizzying moments of her eager mouth moving between them, Mark’s impatience finally took over. He eased her down on her back, tugging her bikini bottoms down, exposing the swollen, slick heat between her legs. Connie locked eyes with Bill as Mark parted her thighs and pushed inside her, his cock stretching her open, filling her up. The faded scent of sun lotion mingled with sweat and anticipation as he fucked her, his hands kneading her breasts, their fullness spilling between his rough fingers.

She arched into his thrusts, lost in their rhythm, lost in the wild thrill of her husband’s gaze—nothing could be more intoxicating than his lustful approval. Mark drove into her, urgent and relentless, his cock sliding through her soaked folds until a shuddering little orgasm rippled through her, leaving her breathless and tingling. Mark groaned, thickening inside her, and erupted with a sharp thrust, spilling himself deep in her, his warmth filling her up.

No sooner had Mark withdrawn than Hank was kneeling by her face, his cock insistent at her lips. Connie opened for him, lips stretched wide as he slid inside, her mouth greedy as she sucked and swirled her tongue around him. He played with her breasts, squeezing and pinching until she whimpered, his pleasure building as she fondled his balls with her perfectly manicured nails. She felt the familiar tightening, his hips tensing, then his burst of cum was flooding her mouth. Connie swallowed it, licking him clean, and reached for her beer, draining it to cool the heat that still burned inside her every nerve.

Naked, glorious, she strode across the deck to her husband, desire still thrumming in her veins. “So, is this what you’ve wanted me to do all along?” she asked softly, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

“Yes,” Bill breathed, his voice low and rough with need.

She unfastened his pants, her hands bold as she bared him, taking his cock into her mouth with a desperate hunger. He groaned, shuddering above her, and she gazed up at him, her voice sultry and sure, “If you want me to swing, I’ll swing. If you want to watch me with others, I’ll do anything—anything to make you happy, Bill. I’m your slut now... and I love you for it.” Then she wrapped her lips around him again, hungry to taste him, to claim and be claimed.

“Oh, Connie… fuck, yes. That’s exactly what I want. I love you. I love my wicked, beautiful slut.” His words were pure, hoarse delight as he hauled her up, spinning her around and pressing his need against her, desire flaring between them all over again.

He pressed her forward, bending her over so that her bare skin pressed against the sun-warmed fiberglass of the boat, her breath coming in quick, shallow bursts. The head of his cock traced teasingly over her slick, needy folds, gathering her wetness, until he caught her eye and pointed to the suntan lotion beside them. Mark, still flushed from his own release, handed it over with a grin. Her husband squeezed the bottle, the cool, slippery lotion gliding over his length, making his cock gleam in the golden afternoon light. He moved deliberately, spreading her cheeks with one strong hand, the other guiding the tip of his slicked cock over the tightly puckered star of her ass—her untouched place. The anticipation smoldered between them. Every muscle in her body tensed, her hands gripping the polished edge of the control panel.

Then, with a low, rough promise—“I’m going to take you there, baby, and you’re going to crave every filthy second”—he eased the head slowly past her resistance. She gasped, feeling him opening her up, stretching her inch by thick inch as her husband claimed her ass for the first time. He drove deeper, her cry echoing across the water, pain and pleasure blending into one intoxicating rush.

Her head spun with the shocking fullness, the helpless, aching surrender of letting her husband push deeper, harder. Soon the sharp sting gave way to a throbbing, shameful ecstasy, and she responded with hungry moans, meeting his thrusts, pushing herself back, greedy for more. With feverish intensity, he fucked her ass, rough hands on her waist, control absolute, until he groaned deep in his chest and spilled hot, surging cum inside her. The sensation left her trembling, shattered; she felt both relief and a forbidden hope that he’d want her this way again—if not just him, maybe another.

The rest of the day blurred into hours of urgent touches, eager mouths, and bodies tangled together. Connie was everywhere—riding cocks, taking them in her mouth, sprawling over cool vinyl while hands and lips played her like an instrument.

By evening, when they finally got home, the sunburn-tender glow on her skin was matched only by the aching satisfaction in her body. She finally slipped away for a private moment to check in with Scott, asking after his day—and found herself surprised when he described her sister’s wild afternoon. Apparently, Jason had a sudden change of heart, and the two of them hadn’t stopped fucking each other until Scott returned from his errands.

Epilogue

After that sun-soaked day, Connie embraced the wild pleasures her husband craved. He brought men home regularly, either joining her in threesomes or watching her take them, his eyes dark and hungry. She found herself drawn into new adventures: her first real taste of another woman came from Mark’s wife, their afternoons spent exploring soft bodies and feminine hunger while their men worked. And whenever Scott came home—less often now, with college and a new girlfriend—lust sometimes overtook their taboo desires, culminating in secret, heady encounters.

As for Jason and Colleen, Scott’s words proved true—they’d spent the day lost in each other, fucking again and again until they could barely walk. That night, Jason took Colleen out for dinner, charm and raw magnetism cementing their connection. He told her he didn’t mind her being older, not if she didn’t mind dating a younger man. Colleen’s wicked smile said it all—especially since her young lover came with such an impressive cock between his legs.

She packed up her life and followed Jason to the city where his university beckoned, her heart racing with delicious, dangerous anticipation. They wasted no time in claiming a small, sunlit apartment, a secret haven where stolen glances and breathless midnight embraces became the rhythm of their days. Colleen snagged herself a demanding full-time job that kept her busy, while Jason balanced his studies with a part-time gig, their schedules an intricate dance—each stolen moment together growing hotter, their attraction impossible to hide. For months, theirs was a secret world—a shimmering, erotic bubble floating between reality and forbidden fantasy—shared with no one.

Eventually, unable to hold back her happiness any longer, Colleen confessed everything to Connie. Her sister’s delighted laughter spilled over the phone; for once, Colleen had abandoned her pattern of heartache and found real, blazing happiness in a man young enough to make her feel wild and wickedly alive.

Jason’s parents proved far less thrilled. Cold and judgmental, they lashed out, branding Colleen his “slut,” locking their doors and hearts against both of them. The threat only stoked their passion, forcing them to rely on each other completely, and each night they clung together in their sanctuary, greedy for every touch, every heated word, every slick, needy thrust.

After college, unwilling to wait even a moment, Jason drew her to the neon lights of Las Vegas. There, in a haze of champagne and sin, they surrendered to temptation and eloped, sealing their union with feverish kisses that lasted deep into the night. The world beyond the suite faded to nothing but pleasure and hope.

Jason landed a position at a tech company in the wild, sunny west—his sharp mind restless and hungry. Soon, inspiration struck: he launched his own online empire, a bold virtual porn company that catered to men craving sultry, mature beauties and the mouthwatering taboo of younger lovers. His business exploded—millions flooding in like champagne, fueled by the same insatiable desires that first drew them together.

With wealth as their playground, Jason and Colleen indulged in everything they’d ever dreamed of—a sprawling home, a growing family, nights tangled in silk sheets, unashamed and insatiable, writing their own kind of happy ending… and theirs was just the beginning.


The Private Party

The air outside pulsed with raw, youthful energy—the thumping bassline from inside the house making the night feel alive and reckless. Laughter and shouts spilled out with the glow from the windows, groups of friends clustered around the keg and filling red cups, their faces flushed from more than just the crisp autumn air. In this close-knit little town, everyone had grown up together—the tangled memories of playgrounds and adolescent secrets charged the night with a certain delicious, remembered tension.

Kevin Thomas stood on the lawn, his large hand easily wrapped around the frosty beer mug as he traded jokes and easy banter with a couple of long-time friends. Their voices mingled with the music—rowdy, a little rough around the edges, yet threaded with the familiar comfort of shared history. But when he caught sight of a certain car gliding slowly down the street, everything else faded to a humming background. It was her. Donna Layton—his one-time next door neighbor—behind the wheel, her slender silhouette unmistakable even before the headlights glinted off her golden hair.

His pulse quickened. Damn, he couldn’t help but think as she killed the engine and the car rolled to a stop at the curb. Donna was forty now, sure, but time had been outrageously kind. He crossed the street in three long strides, banter forgotten, feeling boyish anticipation thrum beneath his skin. When the window eased down, the cool night air mixed with her scent—a waft of vanilla and something darker, mysterious.

He leaned in, catching her eye, his voice low and warm. "It's been a while, Donna," he murmured, the simple words freshly charged between them.

A slow, knowing smile curved her lips. "Yes, it has," she replied, her tone soft but edged with something playful, a past echo between them.

He nodded toward the house, lights blazing behind him. "We're throwing a wild one tonight, you know. Why not come in? Share a drink, catch up? We can be bad together for once."

Her eyes sparkled, but she shook her head. "I wish. Someone has to play responsible mom—bedtime and all that, especially with their dad out of town." There was a note in her voice, trailing shadows and longing.

"Well, what if I stop by your place for a bit?" he offered, voice low, suddenly emboldened by the thought of privacy, the two of them. "We can talk where it’s quiet. I’ll even bring the beer." He flashed her a grin, cocky and eager.

“That actually sounds lovely,” she replied, her gaze lingering on him. “But I hope you don’t mind—wine coolers are all I keep in stock.”

He laughed softly. “I’ll provide for myself, don’t worry. See you in a few, Donna.”

With that, he ducked away from her car, excitement bubbling through him as he rejoined the chaos just long enough to grab a chilled twelve-pack from the fridge. His heart was pounding as he strode down the street, his feet barely touching the ground, the echo of Donna’s smile burning in his mind. Her new house stood quietly against the night, lights glowing softly from inside. Kevin ran his hand over his jaw, anticipation heightening every sense as he pressed the bell.

Seconds ticked by. The door eased open—there she was. Donna stood framed in the glow, her body hugged tightly by a soft, clinging sweater and jeans molded to her curves, the look inviting yet feigning innocence. He was acutely aware of her nearness as she welcomed him in, the heat in her eyes unmistakable in the shadows. She guided him into the cozy living room, gesturing wordlessly to the small loveseat, her gaze lingering just a moment longer than necessary before she slipped away toward the kitchen. Kevin set his pack of beer on the floor, trying not to devour her with his eyes as he sank into the plush cushions, every nerve in his body alive to what the night might bring.

Their laughter and banter stretched late into the night, each story and shared memory weaving them closer on the petite loveseat. Kevin could barely concentrate—her presence beside him was intoxicating. Donna’s delicate perfume clung to the warmth between them, and every time she threw her head back in laughter, his thoughts spiraled shamelessly.

God, she looked incredible—those tight jeans hugging her, the soft sweater outlining curves that tormented him through his adolescent years. He still remembered sneaking glances at her by the fence, desperate and aching with possibility. Tonight, she was inches away, her thigh pressed against his, skin hot even through the denim.

He cleared his throat, the words tumbling low and bold from his lips, “You know, you’re every bit as gorgeous as the woman who lived next door when I was sixteen.” His hand slid gently onto her knee, a casual touch, yet electric—his pulse hammering in his chest.

Donna’s cheeks glowed with the faintest blush. “Thank you,” she murmured, her voice a tender caress in the dim room. “I have to say, you’ve grown into quite a handsome man yourself.”

He let out a rough breath, confessing, “Growing up… you were the star of so many of my late-night fantasies.” The gravity of the moment crackled between them. “Would you let me kiss you, before I go?”

A delicate giggle bubbled from her lips—soft, girlish, intoxicating. “One kiss won’t hurt,” she whispered, eyes sparkling.

He moved in closer, as if magnetized, the world outside fading to nothing as his mouth found hers. The first brush was gentle, tentative, a test of boundaries. But Kevin’s hunger pushed him further—his arm slid around her, tugging her flush to him. She gasped, just slightly, and her lips parted, surrendering to his deeper, lingering kiss. His tongue teased the edge of her mouth, seeking entrance, and she met him, shy at first, then matching his intensity.

Donna melted beneath his touch. Her reservations crumbled as his hand drifted up beneath her sweater, fingers gliding over her stomach, mapping her warmth. He found her breast, bare and unapologetic, supple curves yielding to his palm. Her nipples, already taut, responded eagerly as he pinched them between his fingers, rolling them, savoring the silky texture. A delicious, guilty pleasure washed through her—she never imagined she’d let herself be touched by him. Not like this.

Oh god, this is insane, she thought, but the thrill, the forbidden electricity, had her soaring. His hungry touch stoked a fire deep inside, her sweater sliding higher and higher until she realized half-dazed, he was slipping it off her arms.

Instead of returning to her mouth, Kevin urged her gently back, her head cradled on the plush armrest. His lips trailed along the elegant line of her neck, lingering, tasting, making her shiver. He worked his way downward, worshipping the freshly revealed skin of her chest, then finally, her breasts—her body arching into his mouth’s heat.

“We really should stop,” she whimpered, breathless, desire warring with guilt. “Come here… just lay with me a little longer. Let’s just keep kissing.”

Kevin eased back, fingers trembling as he pulled his shirt over his head, baring toned skin to the cool air, his pulse thrumming with anticipation. He settled back over Donna, their bodies pressed so close now, nothing but bare skin and hot need between his firm chest and the warmth of her bare breasts. The silky slide of her nipples grazed him, and a primal hunger clawed through him. He couldn’t help but grind himself against her thigh, the pressure of his swollen cock straining insistently against the rough denim of his jeans. Donna shivered with each pulse, acutely aware of how thick and solid he felt as he moved against her, her mind spinning—how big is he, really?

He finally tore his mouth from hers, both breathless, and lowered his head, lavishing her eager breast with his mouth. When his lips closed around her nipple, Donna lost sense of everything except the slow, teasing roll of his tongue, the way his warm breath sent sparks under her skin. She arched into him, wanting more, and whimpered softly as he gave equal attention to the other taut peak, sending little electric rushes straight down to the molten heat between her thighs—the insistent, slick throb growing by the second.

Without a word, Kevin traced a shimmering path of kisses down her trembling stomach, then slipped to his knees on the thick rug. His eyes caught hers, green and glazed with desire, as he began to work at the button of her jeans, taking his time—deliberate, teasing. Each movement seemed to ask, Do you want this as badly as I do? Donna watched him, breath shallow, lips parted in silent invitation. She was beyond the possibility of stopping now.

He hooked both hands at her waistband and drew her jeans slowly over her hips, dragging them down those endless, golden legs he’d fantasized about for years—legs he remembered from afternoons watching her tan by the pool, bikini-clad and impossibly sexy. Once her jeans were gone, he slid off the barely-there pink panties, revealing the glistening proof of her desire, silk damp and clinging to her warmth. His touch lingered, savoring that wet spot before he tossed them aside, hunger darkening his gaze.

Then Kevin parted her thighs and exposed her slick, pink folds, so beautiful and achingly inviting, and dove in without hesitation. His mouth found her, tongue searching, savoring, tasting, until he discovered the hard knot of her clit. He worked it mercilessly with his tongue, hands sliding up behind her knees to push her thighs farther apart, granting him full, glorious access to her most vulnerable place. Donna gasped, writhing, clinging to his head as waves of wild, uncontrollable pleasure surged up through her—her hips grinding unashamedly against his eager mouth, her cries thick and desperate as she toppled over the edge. Both hands clutched at his hair, her body shuddering with release as she called out, panting, lost in her own exquisite undoing.

Donna quivered as the shudders of orgasm dissipated, her breathing soft and ragged. Kevin’s tongue lingered, unhurried and teasing, languidly gliding through her sensitized folds until every tremor subsided, and the sweetness of her release lingered on his lips. He rose from between her thighs, standing over her, the eagerness in his eyes mirrored by the primal thrum in her body.

Without saying a word, Donna leaned up, desire burning hot and urgent, her fingers deftly working at his belt and buttons. Her touch trembled with excitement as she slid his jeans and boxers down his hips, exposing what she’d hungrily anticipated. Seeing him bared, she inhaled sharply—he was huge, even more impressive than her fevered imagination allowed. The throbbing shaft jutted proudly from his body, and in that moment she was utterly spellbound. She reached for it with both hands, wrapping her fingers around the impossibly thick girth, warmth searing her palms as they slid up and down the hard length.

Her mind reeled back to that innocent curiosity, wondering just how such a gorgeous cock would fill her, stretch her, utterly possess her. She fixed her gaze on his, her lips parted, and the taste of him still on her tongue. She bent forward, her breath hot as she trailed her tongue slowly up the vein-ridged shaft, savoring every inch. She moved with lingering anticipation, sliding her tongue from the silky root to the swollen tip and back again, before parting her lips to take the first few inches into her mouth. His cock was heavy, filling her with each bob and swirl of her tongue, sending a wet ache pulsing between her legs all over again.

But Kevin’s craving went beyond the indulgence of her mouth. With a primal urgency, he pressed against her shoulders, wordlessly making her release him. The hunger in his eyes, the swelling in his pants, all told Donna exactly what he needed. And she wanted it too—she wanted all of him inside her, wanted to feel him stretch her open in a way she hadn’t felt in years.

She reclined onto the bed, legs spreading shamelessly wide as she invited him between her thighs. Her pussy, already wet and pulsing from his attention, throbbed with anticipation. Kevin knelt, positioning himself at her soaked entrance, the wide head pressing insistently into her softness. She moaned at the hot, insistent pressure as he slid inside, the thickness making her gasp as he filled her halfway with ease. He paused to let her adjust, then, with exquisite patience, he pushed deeper. Inch by thick inch he claimed her tightness, her body responding with desperate need.

“Oh god, Kevin—yes—stretch me, fill me, fuck me with that incredible cock. I need it—more, baby, give me all of you,” she cried, voice ragged and hungry.

Her plea drove him harder. With an animal growl he pushed the rest of his cock into her, bottoming out so deep she felt every inch pressing against the furthest shivers of her pussy. She gasped at the intrusion—the pleasure spiking so much it hurt, yet she never wanted him to stop. He lifted her legs over his shoulders, angling her hips until he had her splayed open and helpless. He began to thrust in hard, even strokes, relentless and wild, slamming into her with abandon. The room echoed with the wet slap of their bodies colliding, her cries of pleasure urging him deeper, harder, faster.

Kevin’s thrusts grew faster, more ferocious—each stroke pushing her right to the dizzying edge and then hurling her over, again and again. Donna’s body trembled as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed through her—pleasure so intense it swept away every coherent thought. She gasped and whimpered, helpless beneath the torrent of sensation he summoned from her aching core. When her second climax left her breathless and shaking, he slid from her slick heat, his cock shining with her arousal.

Strong hands urged her forward. She barely had a moment to moan as he turned her, guiding her onto all fours. The air tingled on her exposed skin; she felt brazen, wanton—exactly as she’d longed to. With a hungry groan, Kevin plunged deep inside her from behind, filling her with one powerful thrust after another. The new angle sent him soaring even deeper, stretching her in the most delicious, agonizing way. His hips slapped against her, perfectly matched to the frantic rhythm of her own need.

While he claimed her hard and deep, his fingers slipped beneath, circling her swollen clit with relentless intent. His other hand cupped one breast, squeezing, his thumb teasing her nipple to a sensitive peak. Donna’s senses spun, every nerve-ending alight—his pounding cock, talented fingers, and the thrill of being so fully taken set her off yet again. She clamped tightly around him with a choked cry, milking his immense cock greedily as he groaned her name.

Kevin’s stamina astounded her—how long had he been fucking her senseless? It felt endless, delirious, each minute stealing more breath from her lips. And then she felt him shudder, his body jerking with barely contained release, and a hot rush of his cum flooded her already sated pussy. He thrust into her one last time, emptying himself with a growl, before collapsing beside her on the now tangled couch.

Sometime in the early morning, long before dawn, Donna awoke with Kevin’s cock nestled against her lips. Her hunger for him hadn’t faded—not even after their wild, exhausting night. Tenderly, she took him in her mouth, swirling her tongue until he grew thick and rigid once more. Desire flickered anew in his eyes as she mounted him, guiding his length deep inside her, inch by mouth-watering inch.

Donna rode him with practiced grace, her hips undulating, taking every bit of him and giving even more in return. Her breasts bounced in the dim morning light, hands sliding to grip her curves and then her ass, kneading and caressing. The pressure built quickly, and Kevin surrendered to another explosive climax, pulsing deep inside her as she collapsed against his chest, legs shaking.

Later, Donna walked him to the door, still naked, flushed and glowing from their night of wanton pleasure. Before he left, she brushed her lips against his ear, promising to call soon. With her husband away on the road for days at a time, she assured him, there would be plenty of opportunities for more forbidden, fevered rendezvous. As Kevin slipped out into the dawn, his mind swam with anticipation—she was everything his fantasies promised, and so much wilder than he’d ever dared dream.


Five Minutes to Forever

Shane had been relentless all week, practically begging his mother for permission to invite his friends over for the big Steelers versus Patriots showdown. By Friday, Claire Taylor finally gave in, granting her son the go-ahead for a sleepover—with the caveat that only two of his closest friends could join. With excitement bubbling in his veins, Shane quickly dialed Frank Murphy and Kevin Hart, telling them the good news and extending the invitation for both the game and an overnight stay.

The night before, Claire made sure her kitchen was stocked—filling the pantry and fridge with snacks and drinks to keep the boys satisfied throughout their rowdy evening. And as fate would have it, her husband Fred was called away, needing to catch a late flight for a Monday business meeting in Canada. Claire suspected that, with his father away, Shane preferred the company of friends instead of being stuck with his “old mom” during the game. She couldn’t blame the boy, but the thought pinched a little all the same.

Settling herself in her favorite lounge chair by the expansive picture window, Claire tried to lose herself in her current novel. Meanwhile, raucous cheers and laughter spilled out from the living room, where the boys shouted at the massive TV screen, absorbed in the clash of their favorite teams. Before long, the game ended in a blaze of excitement and disappointment as only football can provide. The boys, suitably spent, trooped upstairs to get ready for bed. Claire moved through her familiar routines—collecting dirty dishes, straightening the cushions, clearing away the aftermath of the nineteen-year-old boys left behind like a miniature storm. Finally, she sank onto the couch, pressing the remote and letting the soft blue glow of the television bathe her in gentle light.

Claire had no idea that whenever Shane’s friends visited, they tried—and usually failed—to keep their eyes to themselves. At forty-three, with thick auburn hair that dusted over her collarbone, feline-green eyes, and a curvaceous figure crowned by lush 44DD breasts, toned, shapely legs, and an irresistibly round bottom, she was the silent fantasy of more than a few of her son’s peers. Among the high school crowd, Claire Taylor was unanimously voted hottest mom, though she remained blissfully unaware of the heated glances and whispered conversations whenever she walked by.

An hour slipped past in peaceful quiet, and just as Claire was considering heading up to bed herself, the rhythmic thump of footsteps echoed down the stairs. Frank and Kevin appeared, shuffling uncertainly into the living room before dropping into the armchairs facing her.

“Sorry, Mrs. Taylor, guess we overdid the soda and sugar,” Frank said, grinning sheepishly.

Kevin chimed in, “Yeah, we’re way too wired to sleep.”

Claire smiled, stretching languidly and tugging her robe a little closer. “Well, let's see if there’s something good on one of the movie channels. Maybe that'll calm you down.” She flipped through the channels as the boys leaned forward, anticipation shimmering between them.

She finally settled on a film she thought might suit them, only to realize too late that a particularly steamy sex scene was flickering across the screen. A flush crept up her cheeks, warmth unfurling from her collarbone to her face. She gave a nervous laugh, forcing herself to meet their eyes. “Well, that was a bit embarrassing,” she said, feigning composure.

Kevin flashed a crooked grin. “Takes more than that to rattle us these days, Mrs. Taylor.”

Claire arched a brow, teasing but curious. “Oh? Boys aren’t so different from when I was your age,” she said, shifting upright on the couch, her green gaze playfully challenging.

Frank grinned, a hint of mischief lighting up his youthful features. “Most guys our age want more than what girls our age can offer, you know?”

“Yeah right, Frank. Neither of us has so much as touched a girl,” Kevin shot back, nudging Frank in the ribs. Tension crackled between all of them—a hush of embarrassment, anticipation, and something more deliciously forbidden.

Claire’s eyes widened, caught between disbelief and fascination. “You mean to tell me you’ve never had any experience at all? Two attractive boys like you?” Her voice was low, soft and skimming the edge of something dangerous, her pulse fluttering beneath her skin.

Completely unaware of the effect she had on these two young men, Claire nonchalantly lounged in her silky blouse, the top few buttons left undone, hinting at creamy skin beneath. Underneath, a midnight-black bodysuit hugged her curves, accentuating her full hips and lush figure beneath her snug jeans. The entire ensemble trimmed years from her age, highlighting her confidence and allure in a way she never intended but couldn’t deny.

Kevin’s voice slipped into the room, low and reverent. “It would be amazing to have someone as gorgeous as you.”

Claire blinked at him, half-amused, half-incredulous. “Me? You think I’m hot?” she teased, her lips curving shyly.

Frank chimed in, eyes glimmering with admiration, “Absolutely, Mrs. Taylor. You’re stunning.”

She laughed softly, a gentle uncertainty in her tone, yet inside, a secret thrill sparked. “So, what kind of experience do you boys even have?” she asked, skepticism laced with curiosity.

In unison, they both answered, “None.”

Kevin’s face flushed with earnest longing. “It’d be unreal just to kiss someone like you, even if it was only for a few minutes.”

“Five minutes would be like heaven,” Frank added quietly, his gaze hungry and hopeful.

A tense, electric hush blanketed the room. Claire could feel her pulse racing, her mind whirring between temptation and responsibility. The silence became too charged to bear. She stood, smoothing her blouse, and retreated to the kitchen, needing something—anything—to steady herself. Her fingers found the sleek surface of the digital timer she used for baking, her heart pounding, breath quickening as she set it decisively for five minutes.

She returned to the living room, her voice smooth but daring. “If you boys promise absolute discretion, I’ll give you five minutes to enjoy a kiss with me,” she said, her emerald gaze settling on Frank. “Would you like to go first?”

Frank, too stunned to speak, simply nodded and made his way over. The couch seemed to shrink as he sat beside her, anticipation in his shaking hands. Claire pressed the start button on the timer, then drew him into her embrace—his lips tentative against hers at first, almost worshipful, but hunger quickly overtook nerves.

She felt the soft tremor in his hands as he deepened the kiss, parting her lips and pressing his tongue forward, tasting her boldly. It snatched Claire’s breath away, the forbidden thrill kindling something wicked inside her. His hand found her breast—large, aching, sensitive under the body suit’s thin barrier—and she gasped softly but didn’t stop him.

Frank’s movements turned hungry and urgent as he slipped the silky blouse from her shoulders, exposing the body suit stretched tightly around her flesh. His hands kneaded her full breasts, thumbing over the protruding tips of her nipples, rigid and eager beneath the fabric. Claire felt herself arch back, surrendering to the moment, to his touch, lost in the unexpected skills of this nervous, desperate boy.

The timer’s sharp chime broke the spell and Frank reluctantly let her go, lips parted and eyes wild with disbelief. Kevin was already beside them, flushed with anticipation, while Frank, hands shaking, reset the timer without a word.

Without hesitation, Kevin climbed onto the couch, his body pressing hot and eager over Claire’s, picking up right where Frank had left off, determined to leave his own mark. His hands wasted no time, seeking her curves with bold intent.

Claire’s mind whirled with a reckless kind of excitement, tasting danger and hungry for more, as if caught in a secret she desperately wanted to keep. The thought of these eager boys, nearly trembling at her touch, made her pulse race. Kevin’s palm drifted slowly over her stomach—it wasn’t flawless, but it belonged to a woman who knew her worth and how desire really felt. The anticipation of his hands was electrifying; she barely noticed when he started to undo the button on her jeans, lowering the zipper with a deliciously slow tease. When their mouths collided again, Claire lost herself in the raw need of the moment, everything else fading away.

A deep moan escaped her lips as Kevin’s fingers flirted lower, exploring her curves with a fascination that sent a shudder through her. His fingertips brushed over the warm, silky mound of her body suit, and a dark, damp patch betrayed how badly she wanted this. Her breath hitched—he was finding every secret gasp of hers, peeling away the last sliver of modesty as he unfastened the clasps at her crotch. His fingers slipped inside her, gliding over slick, needful flesh, gently fucking her with a rhythm so intense it threatened to unravel every boundary. Oh God, this has gone too far, she thought, floating on waves of pleasure, but the idea of stopping couldn’t quite land in her mind.

The timer’s buzzer rang, a jolt of reality. Kevin broke off their searing kiss, but his hand remained buried between her thighs, unyielding, still stroking her throbbing cunt. The forbidden pleasure was too much—she arched into his touch, unable to deny herself anymore.

“Boys, you’ve made me fucking crazy… but we have to pull back,” she gasped, her voice raw, trembling with want.

Frank answered her with his actions instead of words, his cock already in full, impressive display—a heavy, massive thing that would intimidate most women, but Claire only felt a rush of anticipation. At least ten inches, thick and veined, it was easily the biggest she’d ever seen. Before she could object, Frank wrapped his strong fingers in her hair and guided her mouth down around the swollen head, pushing himself to the back of her throat in one bold, almost overwhelming thrust. She sputtered, then took control with practiced confidence, pulling off him just enough to take the lead.

“Easy… let me decide how you like it,” she murmured as she caught her breath, then stroked his length with both hands, and coaxed him into her mouth with a slow, wet swirl of her tongue. She devoured him hungrily, her lips sliding up and down his shaft, savoring the taste and the way Frank’s hips began to rock in time with her pace. His groans filled her ears—music to her.

Meanwhile, Kevin had worked her jeans off, baring her thighs and the curve of her hips. He slipped between her legs, warm breath ghosting over her sensitive skin, tongue searching out her need. For a second she guided his eager mouth, showing him exactly where she wanted his wicked tongue, and then she pushed his head between her thighs, clutching at his hair while she ground herself against his lips. She climaxed, a fierce orgasm rolling through her—a sharp gasp, a tightening of her body—a wordless invitation for more.

Kevin didn’t hesitate, his cock slick and hard, and he drove into her pussy in heavy strokes, hitting her just right, deep and relentless. Every thrust made her moan around Frank’s cock, her mouth still working the thick length with hungry determination. Frank’s hands roved over her body, kneading her breasts and pinching her swollen nipples. Somewhere in the haze of pleasure and sensation, it hit her—these men were hardly innocent. Their confidence and skill told her she’d been set up, yet the thrill only stoked her arousal higher.

The night spun wildly out of control. Both boys came almost at the same moment, spurting their hot release across her face, her lips, her bare stomach—claiming her as their shared secret.

Within fifteen minutes, desire had reignited like a hot, unseen current between them. Frank was now eagerly thrusting into her slick, aching core, his hips slamming against her with relentless energy. At the same time, Claire’s lips and tongue worshipped Kevin, her mouth stretching around his length as she devoured him hungrily. Pleasure twisted in her belly, radiating outward as the boys wrung orgasm after orgasm from her trembling body—each wave more intense, more blinding than the last. She could barely take a breath before one of them pushed her to another shuddering release, their rhythm raw and urgent.

This time, Kevin’s cock pulsed on her tongue; salty heat flooded her mouth as he groaned, fingers tangled in her hair. She swallowed down every drop, her senses dizzy from lust and satisfaction. Frank, grunting above her, thrust deep one final time, spilling himself inside her with a primal growl.

Spent and tangled, the three collapsed onto the living room floor, drifting into a feverish, sticky sleep. A few hours blurred by before Frank stirred. Quietly, he moved over to the still-sleeping Claire, parted her legs, and slid back inside her warmth. His slow, insistent rocking teased her from slumber, and in the silent blue of early dawn, he claimed her again—long, deep strokes that made her moan low in her throat as he filled her over and over until he emptied himself with a soft gasp.

She barely had time to drift back into dreams before Kevin woke. He, too, sought her warmth, climbing between her thighs and taking her for himself, slow and possessive, until pleasure overcame him and he collapsed beside her, both of them spent and sticky with ecstasy.

By five a.m., the house was still and shadowed when both boys rose at once, their lust undimmed. Claire, raw and sore, whispered with a tired laugh that her mouth and pussy simply couldn’t take any more. Undeterred, Kevin moved behind her, pressing his hard length against her tight rear entrance. She gasped at the unfamiliar, unlubricated burn as he pushed inside. The first stabs of pain made her squirm, but slowly, with each thrust, the ache began to morph into a dark, throbbing pleasure. Her hand worked Frank’s cock at the same time, stroking until thick, hot ropes of cum painted her breasts. Kevin finally pulled out with a guttural sound, his own climax decorating the taut curve of her ass, leaving her shaking and breathless.

The following morning, both boys called in sick and vanished home without a word about school. From that day on, Claire belonged to them—whenever stolen moments allowed, she was theirs, eagerly welcoming their hungry mouths and eager cocks, letting them use her however they pleased, basking shamelessly in the heat of their obsession all through the remainder of the school year.


His Hunger, Her Release


Chapter 1

From behind the delicate curtain of her living room window, Kelly Jackson observed with clandestine curiosity as the newcomers set about transforming the house opposite her own. Sunlight spilled across the street, glinting off a pair who radiated the easy familiarity of a long-shared life—moving boxes balanced between them, laughter rising now and then above the thud of furniture being maneuvered by brawny movers. Kelly’s gaze lingered on their son as he arrived, swinging his pickup into the driveway, his attire marked by the collegiate pride of a sweatshirt from the local community college.

He was a sturdy young man, thickset with an extra layer that only heightened the boyish charm of his cheeks and soft jaw. Something about the way he bustled with his boxes, a hint of self-consciousness beneath the assured stride, caught Kelly’s attention and held it—not so much arousal as the gentle prick of curiosity, a longing for a life less solitary.

Loneliness was Kelly’s constant companion since the bitter dissolution of her decade-long marriage. Arguments about parenting, dwindling finances, and the betrayal of her once-youthful curves had eroded what passion and intimacy remained, leaving her emotionally exposed and craving connection. Her former husband’s criticisms—weapons honed to a deadly edge—echoed in the quiet house, their sharpness mitigated only by the laughter of little Tommy, barely three, and Carla, wise for six years.

Perhaps, Kelly mused, it was time to reach out, to weave herself into the fabric of this unfamiliar neighborhood in a way she and her ex never had. Stirred by a restless, needy energy, she bundled her children into her battered minivan and steered them towards the mall, eager to select a welcoming basket—something pretty, thoughtful, laced with possibility for a spark of friendship.

Across the street, she’d learned, lived the Murphy family: John and Margaret, bound by history and more than two decades of marriage, along with Scott, their only child just embarking on his college journey. John had come to the area to open a factory, Margaret’s fingers forever itchy for fresh soil, dreaming of vibrant blooms, and Scott, a business major like his father before him but still so unformed, so clearly poised between boyhood and man.

Later that evening, the house was flushed with the warm hush of sleeping children as Kelly arranged her offering, tucking treats and elegant touches into the basket, anticipation pressing insistently in her chest. Morning found her nerves tingling as she dressed herself and the kids with care, her hands trembling faintly as she lifted the ribbon-draped basket and steered them all across the quiet street.

Tommy bounced on his toes and pressed the doorbell, the chime echoing. The door was flung open by Scott, whose eyes flickered quickly from Kelly’s face to her children and the basket brimming with welcome. A brief jolt of electric awareness rippled through her as he stepped aside, ushering them into the softly lit front hall.

“Mom! Dad!” Scott’s voice rang out, masculine and eager. “A neighbor lady’s here!”

Moments later, Margaret appeared in a swirl of floral perfume and easy warmth. “Hello there! I’m Margaret Murphy, and this is my husband, John. You’ve met Scott, of course.”

Kelly met Margaret’s eyes, then John’s expectant gaze, introducing herself and her little ones as a flicker of hope took root. Just maybe, she thought, her new life—and its delicious, untasted possibilities—were about to begin.

John greeted her with a friendly smile, reaching to take the beautifully arranged basket from her hands. “Well, hello there, Ms. Jackson. Thank you kindly.” With a subtle nod, he gestured to his son. “Scott, take this into the kitchen, will you?”

Margaret, radiating warmth, beckoned Kelly closer. “Please, you absolutely must stay for brunch with us. I picked up the most heavenly croissants from that little bakery on the corner.” The invitation tumbled from her lips with genuine sweetness and a glimmer in her eyes.

Kelly found herself swept into the cozy kitchen, the inviting aroma of buttery pastries dancing in the air. They gathered around the old oak table—a little scratched in places, seasoned with years of family stories—while her little ones perched on the floor, already giggling and sifting through a box of well-loved toys Margaret had thoughtfully kept for occasions like this.

Their laughter formed a pleasant background as conversation flourished. Between sips of fresh coffee, Kelly felt herself relaxing—drawn into the Murphys' easy warmth. Scott, sitting shyly across from her, had a gentle charm that belied his hulking frame; his eyes sparkled with boyish eagerness and something almost adorably uncertain.

John leaned forward, resting his broad arms on the table, his voice warm. “If you ever need a hand with things around the house, don’t be shy. My boy can do just about anything—he’s strong as an ox, though he’s still got a little extra padding, if you know what I mean.” His teasing drew a flush to Scott’s cheeks, his embarrassment bright and tangible—a pink bloom across his rounded face.

Kelly smiled, her gaze lingering on the young man’s bashful expression. “I appreciate that,” she replied softly. “Next weekend, the kids are with their dad. It’d be nice to tick a few things off my list with some help.”

Margaret’s voice chimed in, buoyant and reassuring. “That would be perfect! We have to dash back to our old hometown to finalize some things. This way, Scott will have a friendly face nearby, and you can get things sorted.”

The days melted away in a blur, anticipation simmering quietly beneath the routine. Friday evening arrived, and Kelly’s house felt achingly empty with her children at their father’s. The ache of longing and the flutter of nerves mingled in her belly as she strode across the street to the Murphys’.

She found Scott home alone, eager—and perhaps a little nervous himself. She proposed, in a silky murmur, “Would you like to join me for dinner tonight?” His eager acceptance was so immediate it made her smile, and she watched as he hurried upstairs to change, returning moments later in a crisp dress shirt and slacks. The effort was sweet, touching; it made Kelly’s pulse skip.

Still in her office attire—a pencil skirt hugging her curves and a blouse that dipped just so at her throat—Kelly led Scott to her waiting car. They drove to an intimate Italian restaurant, the private ambiance curling around them like a soft embrace, candlelight pooling on white linen.

They chose a secluded corner table, where voices faded into the warm clink of glasses and silverware. Kelly ordered confidently, while Scott skimmed the menu, opting for a lighter meal, perhaps to impress her—or perhaps wary of spending too much or seeming greedy. All through dinner, his attention clung to her every word, his wide eyes intent and earnest as she spoke about local hotspots and college life.

For Scott, this evening was a revelation; he’d never known this thrill before—never held a woman’s gaze across flickering candlelight, never felt the electric awareness of a secret, breathless connection. He couldn’t quite believe this beautiful thirty-five-year-old, a real woman and mother of two, wanted to sit with him, to laugh with him, her lipstick-stained mouth so close in the intimate hush.

Kelly felt lighter—and bolder—than she had in years. The spark in Scott’s gaze made heat bloom beneath her skin, a delicious surge of arousal that had been dormant for far too long. When the waitress returned with the check, Kelly handed over her card and, beneath lowered lashes, leaned toward Scott, her voice velvet smooth, thick with anticipation.

“Would you like to come to my place and watch a movie with me?” The invitation fluttered between them, promising an evening that pulsed with possibility, and Kelly’s heart hammered in her chest as she imagined all the directions the night might take.

“Absolutely, Kelly. I’d love that,” Scott replied, the sound of her name from his lips unfamiliar, deliciously intimate. A flush spread across his cheeks as he followed her into the warm glow of her home.

Kelly disappeared into the kitchen, her heels clicking softly against the hardwood, while Scott lingered in the living room, his heart drumming in his chest. When she returned, she cradled a bottle of deep red wine, two elegant glasses, and a small plate of cheeses and crackers, the slices artfully arranged. The scent of her perfume, subtle and floral, floated in the air as she approached, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

“Care for a glass of wine?” she asked, her voice velvet-smooth. She flashed a conspiratorial grin. “Your little secret is safe with me.”

Scott grinned back, emboldened by her playfulness. “That sounds perfect, Kelly.” He stood, his fingers brushing hers as he took the tray from her hands, the contact lingering longer than necessary, sending a shimmer of anticipation through him. He settled the wine and cheese on the coffee table, then glanced over as Kelly settled next to him, her legs folding beneath her.

They scrolled through the movies, landing on a comedy that played on the screen but faded into the background as conversation took center stage. Between soft sips of wine, laughter and stories filled the room—Kelly sharing fragments of her life: the ache of her divorce, old dreams, hilarious tales of motherhood. Scott found himself opening up too, confessing fears and hopes he’d never voiced aloud, his words spilling out in the warm, safe cocoon they’d created together.

He couldn’t help but notice her—the way her green eyes lit up as she spoke, the curve of her lips as she laughed. Even in her tailored office clothes, traces of her femininity called out to him, every movement hinting at the softness he longed to touch. He caught himself staring, heat flaring inside him. Her beauty was understated, intoxicating—a woman confident, and yet, he sensed, deeply vulnerable. He wanted to explore those layers, draw out the passion he saw flickering just beneath her composed surface.

Similarly, Kelly regarded Scott with curiosity and tenderness. She saw more than just a shy, uncertain boy—she saw promise, charm, a boy teetering on the edge of manhood. His eyes never strayed from hers, his eager attention atypical and flattering. It made her giddy, a delicious shiver running down her spine as she wondered what it might feel like if she let herself get closer… much, much closer.

Time slipped away as words and smiles flowed between them, until suddenly the digital clock flashed two in the morning. Scott’s eyes drifted closed, exhaustion overtaking him where he sat, and soon he was asleep, mouth slightly parted, lashes dusting his cheeks. Kelly paused, heart fluttering at how innocent and unguarded he looked. Gently, she draped an afghan over his shoulders, tucking him in with a tenderness she hadn’t known she still possessed. She turned off the lamps and television, the hush of the late night settling over her home before she retreated to her bedroom, alone for now, but her mind restless with anticipation.

The next morning, the low, steady whir of machinery roused Scott from dreams—vague flashes of laughter, green eyes, and wine. He stretched, then padded toward the source of the hum. There in the next room, Kelly rode her exercise bike, the black spandex hugging her like a second skin. The top revealed a tantalizing strip of her bare midriff with every motion. Her legs looked shapely and strong, a soft hint of flesh yielding gracefully beneath toned muscle. The snug shorts curved over her ass, drawing his eyes irresistibly. He remembered the photos on her wall—her body had always been downright incredible, but now there was a ripeness to her silhouette that he found overwhelmingly sexy.

He stared, entranced, until his gaze was drawn upward—her chest rising with each breath, her nipples standing proudly, pressing through the thin fabric, responding to her exertion—or maybe something else. Desire stirred between his thighs, thick and insistent. For a heartbeat, he let himself watch her, unwilling to disturb the erotic tableau.

Kelly finally noticed his presence, a sheen of sweat catching the morning light on her skin. She slowed to a stop, chest heaving, cheeks flushed. “Oh, you’re awake,” she said, her breathy voice inviting, her eyes lighting up as she took him in.

“Yes, I’m awake, but not because you disturbed me,” he replied, his voice still heavy with sleep.

Kelly smiled, the sheen of sweat making her skin glow as she wiped her brow with a towel. “Right, time to get out of these clothes, freshen up, and slip into something a bit more… appropriate for yard work. After that, I’ll cook us breakfast.”

“Sounds like a plan. I’ll head home for a quick change and shower too,” Scott said, a flustered excitement stirring in his chest.

As Kelly dismounted the exercise bike, her toned, glistening legs catching the morning light, she glanced at him playfully. “Once you’re ready, don’t bother with knocking. Just come right in.”

Scott hurried home, his pulse drumming in his ears. In the privacy of his bathroom, he tore his clothes off and stepped into the steaming shower. As the hot water cascaded over his skin, the image of Kelly in those tight, black spandex shorts filled his mind—her nipples pressing insistently against the fabric, her curves taut and inviting. His hand found his cock, stroking with urgent need, his mind filled with the fantasy of Kelly’s moans. His release came hard and fast, glistening streaks painting the tile as he let out a groan of pure pleasure, his heart still pounding.

At the very same moment, Kelly stood in her bedroom, her bare skin flushed and damp from exertion. She cupped her breasts, her fingers teasing and pinching her nipples until they ached with sensitivity. One hand slipped lower, teasing down her open abdomen, her thighs parted just enough for her fingers to slide between slick, eager folds. She spiraled herself into oblivion, a breathy sigh escaping her lips as she imagined the thrill of a younger lover, eager, devoted, worshipping her in ways she craved.

By the time Scott returned, sunlight streaming through the curtains, the delicious aroma of bacon filling the kitchen, his anticipation was thicker than ever. Kelly stood at the stove, her damp hair loosely tousled from her shower, her body barely concealed in a snug tank top and cotton shorts that hugged her hips. She looked gloriously fresh—no makeup, just the natural glow of a woman utterly in her skin.

Scott, dressed in shorts and a sleeveless tee that clung to his body, entered the kitchen. When Kelly turned, her eyes flicked over his broad, solid arms—strong, muscular, laced with softness that promised warmth. Her lips curled, approving.

“How do you like your eggs?” she asked, glancing over her shoulder.

“However you’re having yours,” he answered, letting his gaze linger. “I trust your taste.”

“Over easy, then,” she said, the words heavy with double meaning as she cracked eggs into the pan.

She plated their breakfast, setting the food before them as they sat at the table—the air alive with unspoken energy and hungry looks. Between sips of orange juice and mouthfuls of buttery eggs, Kelly outlined the day’s plan: he’d mow the lawn, then handle the weed whacker around the house, while she’d tend the flowerbeds. Afterwards, together, they’d tackle the mess of the garage.

Once their plates were empty, Kelly led him through the garage, showing him the mower, the weed whacker, the fuel. She flashed him a smile, an unspoken promise lingering behind her green eyes. With a flex of his arms, Scott brought the mower roaring to life and strode out towards the broad expanse of her backyard, while Kelly made her way to the front, ready to sink her hands into the warm, damp earth.

By the time Scott had tamed the backyard and meticulously edged the entire property, the midday sun was high, making him glisten with perspiration. He wiped his brow, steeling himself for the front lawn, but as he rounded the house, his breath caught. There was Kelly—down on her hands and knees in the grass, tugging at stubborn weeds. Her shorts clung deliciously to her curves, the fabric riding up to reveal the full, irresistible swell of her ass. The sight punched through Scott’s self-control, heat blooming low in his belly. His cock thickened wantonly beneath his shorts, pressing against the tight cotton in anticipation. He forced himself to look away, heart hammering, embarrassed by his own need. Determined to recover, he yanked the mower to life again, the roar of the engine barely distracting him from the erotic vision burned into his mind.

Kelly glanced up beneath the golden light, gathering her bounty of weeds into a neat, triumphant pile before bagging them up. She watched Scott from the corner of her eye, a sly curve at the corner of her mouth, then slipped inside to fetch two tall glasses of iced tea, the condensation beading on the chilled glasses.

They collapsed side by side on the porch steps, sweat-damp and flushed, savoring the sweet relief as the cool tea slid down their throats. Every brush of their legs sent a charge between them, desire simmering just beneath the ordinary conversation. But there was work to finish—a garage to conquer and belongings to sort.

Inside the musty garage, Kelly orchestrated the chaos with a decisive flair, guiding Scott through piles of unwanted clutter, memories of her failed marriage, and treasures she wasn’t willing to let go of—at least, not yet. With every trip up to the cramped attic storage, Scott’s muscles flexed; sweat glistened over his arms and chest as he squeezed into the tight space and rearranged boxes just to please her.

Hours slipped by. Dark clouds rolled in, thunder rumbling a warning as the light faded. The storm made them move faster—racing against the downpour, hauling forgotten pieces of Kelly’s old life wherever she commanded. By the time the rain unleashed itself in a torrential curtain, they were running, dashing through sheets of water to get the last armfuls stowed away.

They arrived at the porch drenched to the skin, lungs heaving, bodies trembling with adrenaline and something far more electric. The air between them thickened, every breath shared, every glance heavy with promise. Kelly’s soaked top clung to her, outlining her breasts, nipples peaked from the chill, hair slicked back and wild from the storm.

Lightning split the sky above, thunder crashing so violently it made Kelly jump. Instinctively, she hurled herself into Scott’s broad, waiting arms. He pulled her close, his embrace fierce and protective, anchoring her in the trembling chaos. For the first time in years, she melted into someone’s strength, feeling truly wanted and utterly safe.

Scott tilted her chin, his gaze devouring every feature, every trembling, parted lip. Water dripped from their faces, yet neither seemed to notice. Then—hungry, unstoppable—he bent and brushed his mouth lightly over hers. A slow, tantalizing tease that made her shiver harder, flames licking up inside her. The next crash of thunder was a catalyst: the kiss deepened, mouths parting eagerly, rain-damp skin pressed together, hands grasping desperately for more.

Time held its breath, letting lust and storm drown every other thought but the desperate, urgent promise sparking between their bodies.

Scott melted into the kiss, every nerve ending coming alive the moment Kelly’s warm tongue slipped daringly into his mouth. He couldn’t hold back the moan that vibrated deep in his chest, raw and primal, as her lips teased his. One of his arms held her possessively close, anchored around her, while his other hand roamed over her rain-slicked skin, mapping the alluring curve of her waist. Her hands—soft, insistent—slid upward, threading fingers into his damp hair and winding around his neck, sealing him to her as if she couldn't bear an inch of distance.

His hand fumbled behind for the door, slick fingers finally finding the knob and, in a desperate twist, he managed to usher them inside—two bodies tangled in urgent want, soaked to the skin, breathing each other in, trembling with need. Kelly pressed herself against him with a boldness that sent his heart pounding. Her legs—long, strong, beautiful—wrapped around his hips, and he held her captive, practically pinning her to the wall as they stumbled through the hallway into her kitchen.

She peeled her drenched shirt off, baring herself to him—her skin luminous with rain and heat. He couldn’t help himself; he splashed her with kisses down along the graceful column of her throat, then further still, his lips grazing the tempting swell of her breasts pressing up from her unfastened bra. The rain still trickled down her body, glistening along those irresistible curves. Her hands went behind her back and with a deft movement, the bra dropped away, freeing her to his hungering gaze.

She claimed him—both hands in his hair—guiding his face to her aching nipples, her need raw and explicit in her command. The taste of her, warm and electrifying, flooded his senses as he took her nipple into his mouth—alternating from one to the other—tongue flicking, lips sucking, teeth gently grazing until she cried out, the sound of her pleasure echoing in his chest and spurring him on.

Her lips brushed the sensitive shell of his ear, breath hot and whispered, “Take me upstairs. I want you to make love to me—right now.”

He hesitated just a breath, releasing her legs; her disappointment was quick, flickering in her eyes, but it vanished instantly when he bent and scooped her into his arms, cradling her as if she weighed nothing. She clung to him, pressing her rain-slick body to his, directing him down the hallway and up the staircase, her excitement shimmering in every touch.

Her bedroom was a haven, welcoming, softly lit, and as he laid her down on the bed, she sank into the mattress, rain-kissed and radiant. He stripped off his clinging shirt, self-doubt flickering through his mind, but when he met her gaze—intense, hungry, filled with barely restrained desire—all his worries evaporated.

With one swift movement, she divested herself of the last of her clothing, baring herself utterly—a vision in tangled hair and soft, flawless skin. His breath caught when his eyes landed on her pubic hair, neatly trimmed, an inviting secret just exposed. He kicked off his shorts and watched her reaction, heart thundering.

Her gaze dropped, widening, lips parting in hungry approval—her eyes devouring the unmistakable outline of his erect cock, thick and heavy, standing proud for her. She sat up on the bed, her arms reaching for him, pulling him closer so that his cock was right at her lips—her hungry smile making his body stiffen with anticipation.

With a tantalizing slowness, she pressed a kiss to the sensitive head, her tongue flicking out, swirling around him, tasting, teasing. His knees nearly buckled at the sensation—her hands wrapped around his shaft, her tongue trailing up one side and down the other, savoring every thick inch. She met his gaze, a wicked glint in her eyes, and he thought for one wild, breathless moment—God, she’s going to ruin me for anyone else.

Kelly’s lips parted eagerly, her tongue swirling over the broad, velvet head of his cock before she drew it slowly into the wet heat of her mouth. Inch by thick, trembling inch disappeared between her lips as she sucked, savoring the salty-sweet taste of him. Scott’s breath grew ragged, his fingers tangling softly in her hair—a silent plea she was only too willing to answer. She worked her mouth over him with hungry confidence, a steady rhythm building as she slid up and down, feeling him pulse and quiver under her devoted attention.

The tension between them thickened, electric—she yearned to feel him deep inside her, to be filled, stretched, claimed. Breaking away, still breathless and flushed, she tugged his hand, urging him forward until he was sprawled naked beside her. She surrendered to the mattress, arms open, inviting, needy. As his shadow fell over her, his body trembled with anticipation. But suddenly, his control snapped—a gasp, a full-body shudder, and then thick, hot spurts of his release coated her soft thigh and taut belly. The heat of his climax painted her skin, his wild need splashed so openly across her body.

Reaching for the box of tissues, she wiped herself clean while Scott wilted with shame, shoulders collapsed as he perched on the bed’s edge, his chest heaving with emotion. Tears welled in his eyes and he could barely meet her gaze. “I came too soon—I didn’t even make you feel good. I just... you’re too beautiful. I couldn’t help myself,” he whispered, the words choked with regret as he struggled not to cry.

Instantly Kelly closed the distance between them, cupping his haunted cheeks in her tender, patient hands. She brushed his trembling lips with hers, a silken kiss that melted the tension winding through his body. “Scott,” she soothed him, her words a gentle promise, “don’t worry, we have all night. Kiss me, just let yourself feel. I promise, you’ll get another chance to make love to me.” Her voice was soft and steady, full of reassurance. “And yes, I know you find me beautiful—but for the record, hearing you say it only makes me want you more.”

Scott gazed back at her, awe flooding his young face. “You are. The most stunning woman I’ve ever seen.” Her answering smile was wicked and full of want. She drew him back onto the tangled sheets, their mouths colliding with renewed fervor as his hands began a tentative, reverent exploration of her curves. Every brush of his fingertips grew bolder, more inquisitive, his confidence swelling as he learned exactly what made her gasp and shiver. The miracle happened—desire coursed back through him, his cock swelling once again, impossibly hard, hot with newfound purpose.

Kelly felt the insistent length of him between her thighs and, instinctively, she parted her legs, inviting him to sink into her need. He moved between her, thick and urgent, guiding himself until he pressed gently inside her slick, aching heat. As he eased into her, just the first few inches, she cradled his face, her voice breathy and soft. “Take it slow, Scott. You’re so big, and it’s been too long... let me savor you.” Patiently, slowly, her body welcomed every inch, the fullness making her moan and arch against him, her legs locking tight around his hips, anchoring him to her.

Scott shuddered at the sensation, hips rolling in careful, worshipful thrusts—sweet, languid, his mouth returning to hers, then to her throat, then down to her breasts, tasting her, worshiping every gasping breath. Kelly’s pleasure built in slow, pulsing waves, cresting as her first orgasm rolled through her. She was greedy for more, clawing him closer, nails raking down his back, voice desperate with hunger. “Harder—don’t hold back—I want you deeper, faster, all the way… please!”

He lost control, his pace quickening, hips pounding as audible slaps and her wracked moans filled the room. “Oh yes, fuck me harder, Scott. You’re so big—fill me up—make me cum again,” Kelly moaned, her voice breaking with need as he thrust wildly, her pleasure mounting with every stroke.

Scott drove into her relentlessly, making her shudder through wave after wave of toe-curling pleasure—her cries became breathless gasps of needy ecstasy. Finally, she pushed him back, her body glistening, and straddled him, taking command. Her hips rocked in an aching rhythm, his hands greedily exploring her breasts and round, perfect ass. She arched her back, her fingers stroking her swollen clit, drawing out another hot climax that left her gasping his name.

Suddenly, Scott’s grip tightened, rough and hungry, seizing her ass to drive her up and down with raw intensity, his cock plunging deep inside. The obscene sounds of their bodies colliding filled the room. Kelly’s wild moans spurred him on, his hips pistoning up to meet each stroke, and she lost herself in the sensation—his cock thick and hard, stretching her, filling her completely.

“Oh, fuck, Scott! Oh god, yes! Harder… just like that, fuck—” she screamed, her voice raw with need.

His ragged groan let her know he was just as lost in passion. “Fuck, Kelly—oh god, I’m—!” His body surged, hips thrusting with frantic urgency as he shot his hot release inside her, pulsing waves of pleasure flooding them both.

Spent, she collapsed against his chest, their damp bodies tangled, hearts racing, skin tingling with aftershocks. They lay there, wrapped around each other, the air thick with sex and satisfaction. Eventually, his arms enveloped her, pulling her into the shelter of his embrace, and together they drifted into sleep.

But the night belonged to them. Scott couldn’t resist—before morning’s first faint light, he woke her with his mouth, his hunger undiminished. She surrendered, letting him stir her awake over and over; until finally, in the slow hush before dawn, he claimed her again—this time with an aching, lingering lovemaking that lasted nearly an hour, coaxing her into another orgasmic haze, leaving her utterly sated and safe in his strong arms as sleep finally claimed them both.


Chapter 2

Morning sunlight filtered gently through the curtains, stirring Kelly from a haze of satisfied rest. As her eyes fluttered open, she found her lover—young, virile, and still naked—propped lazily on his pillow, his gaze roaming over her with a hunger that sent a flush running under her skin. A crooked, boyish smile played on Scott’s lips; he bent toward her, impossibly close, and captured her mouth in a slow, lingering kiss that spoke of everything they’d shared the night before.

She surrendered to him for a heartbeat, his mouth warm and eager on hers, until reality crept in. Reluctantly, she pressed her hands to his chest, breaking the heated moment. “I need the bathroom,” she murmured, her voice thick with sleep and something else—remorse? Regret? She slipped from the tangled sheets, entirely naked, catching Scott ogling the curve of her bare backside as she padded to the master bath.

He watched, yearning etched across his face, patience warring with disappointment when she reemerged enveloped in her soft robe, the sensual lines of her body hidden once more. She perched on the edge of the bed, the morning confusion swirling inside her. When Scott’s hand traced her back with affectionate certainty, she stiffened—bars of worry tightening around her chest.

“Scott, last night...” her words came out tremulous, laced with lingering desire and guilt, “what happened between us—I think it was a mistake.”

He leaned closer, confusion and an ache of denial in his voice. “What makes you say that, Kelly? I mean, I’m not a kid—you wouldn’t get into trouble. You see it on the news, but I’m old enough.”

“It’s not just that,” she whispered. Anxiety pressed into her. “It’s everything. The years between us, you still being in school, having my own kids—imagine if they knew. And your parents... how would they see this?”

Scott fell silent, her doubt weighing heavy in the quiet. The heat between them cooled just enough for uncertainty to seep back in. “We got swept up, didn’t we?” he murmured, a rueful smile ghosting across his lips. He rolled away, gathering his clothes, hiding his disappointment as he dressed.

She watched him dress, the weight of her thoughts anchoring her to the bed. “Take some time, okay? Just a few hours, so we can both figure this out. It’s already eleven. Come back by three and we’ll talk, really talk.”

He nodded, zipping up, his somber energy shadowing the room. “All right, I’ll see you then.” He paused at the doorway, eyes lingering once more. Then he left—footsteps fading down the stairs, the echo of the front door reverberating through the house—and suddenly, Kelly was alone again.

She slipped from the covers, wandered to the window, aching with memory as she watched him dash across the street to his parents’ house. Collapse claimed her; she dropped back on the bed, lying sprawled and stunned, eyes trained on the ceiling, mind tumbling through a storm of flashbacks—lips pressed hard against hers against the hallway wall, laughter ringing in her ears, the taste of forbidden bliss still salty on her tongue.

Eventually, restlessness dragged her downstairs. Passing the wall where they’d kissed, she felt longing and shame twist inside her. With effort she shook the vision away, made herself coffee, toasted bread she barely tasted, and retreated to the family room, seeking solace in routine.

Nestled into the sofa, Kelly tugged a small notepad from the drawer—a pitiful defense against the rising tide of hope and dread. On a fresh page, she scrawled every trait that made Scott irresistible: his youth, his hunger, the way he looked at her as if she were the answer to every question he’d ever had. She listed every possible upside to surrendering to a younger lover, relishing each sweet, secret thrill. Then, page after page, she catalogued all the reasons why this could never work—her fears, their differences, the world pressing against them in judgment.

But no matter how she tried, she could not bring herself to jot down a single thing she disliked about Scott. That single realization sent a blush creeping up her chest, her heart pulsing with something dangerously close to hope. She found herself staring out of the window, pen poised and trembling, unable to deny the truth burning beneath her skin.

She stared, incredulous, at the slim pile of notes spread out on her table—four hours to make sense of a chaos that could change her life. Frowning, Kelly grabbed the notepad again, her pen dancing across fresh paper. She scripted out her anxieties—the wary glances that could come from Scott’s parents if they knew the truth. On yet another page, she imagined her own children’s faces, their innocent questions, and internal judgments she feared hearing aloud. Each note joined the others, peeling away and fluttering down to lie exposed, her heart poured out across that wooden surface.

She couldn’t help but keep looking from one sheet to the next, her pulse fluttering in her throat as she tried to read between the scrawled lines, searching for justification or warning. The questions all buzzed in her mind, a dizzying blend of dread and hope.

Kelly’s hand trembled as she picked up the pen again and scribbled out thoughts she’d tried not to face: would she be enough for Scott? Would he really want to build something lasting with a woman whose life was already lined with responsibility and history? What would loving her cost him? As she wrote, anxiety and longing tangled inside her, making her mouth dry, her skin flushed.

Frustrated with her own uncertainty, she balled the notes up one by one, crushing her fears and possibilities between her fingers until only small wads of paper remained. She stalked across the room, hips swaying beneath her robe, and tossed the evidence of her doubt into the waiting bin near her computer. The soft thud of paper hitting plastic gave her a fleeting thrill of defiance.

Needing more than logic and lists to find clarity, Kelly retreated upstairs to her bathtub—the one place where she could unravel, where the outside world faded behind a haze of steam and frothy bubbles. She poured in a generous heap of scented bubble bath, the rich fragrance curling around her body as the tub filled, the rising steam kissing her bare skin. She stripped slowly, letting her robe slip from her shoulders, letting the chill air ignite goosebumps along her flesh, a delicious contrast to her smoldering mind.

Candles flickered their golden light across wet tiles and lush leaves, the room transformed into her sanctuary. She sank into the fragrant water, the silken warmth closing over her, enveloping her curves, easing the tautness in her muscles—and in her mind.

Her head tipped back, hair floating around her, and she closed her eyes, surrendering to the subtle pleasure of the water gliding over her thighs, nipples tightening beneath the bubbles. Here, beneath the gentle dance of candlelight, her thoughts finally calmed, coalescing into something solid and sure. Scott was a man now—eighteen and unbound by the rules that once shackled her desire. His parents held no power over who he loved. As for her ex, his influence was a ghost—nothing more. Her children? The truth was, they adored Scott. He was kind, funny, generous. He fit into the edges of their lives with a sweetness that warmed her heart.

And what about her? The ache of loneliness she’d carried for years hardened into a rare certainty. In Scott, she’d found not just a lover, but a companion—a rare thing she couldn’t overlook. She wanted him. The anticipation stirred in her belly, making her want to arch and writhe against the slick porcelain. When he returned, she would tell him—no more hiding, no more fear. She wanted to claim him, unequivocally.

Kelly let herself slide further beneath the bubbles, heat licking at her skin. In the secret corners of her mind, she silently begged that he’d say yes, that he’d claim her back, that the hunger between them would never die.

Across the street, Scott landed in his kitchen, flinging the day’s mail aside, distracted and restless. The blinking light of the answering machine caught his eye; two messages left by his parents, each checking in, innocuous and irrelevant to the maelstrom in his chest. He deleted them with a quick, dismissive tap, barely registering their voices. He needed to lose himself in something physical. Sprinting upstairs, he peeled off his clothes, swapping them for faded sweats. His body thrummed with anticipation, uncertainty, and a restless pulse of hope as he headed for the basement weights.

Scott stormed down the stairs with energy surging through his veins, his muscles coiling with anticipation. He slid a few of his favorite hard rock albums into the stereo, the music spilling out in an electrifying pulse as he stretched out beneath the weighted bar. This was his ritual—the intense press of cool steel against his palms, the strain in his arms, the rhythmic rush of power carrying away the jumble of thoughts in his mind. He pressed upward, sweat slicking over his chest, and gritted his teeth, challenging his own limits. Fifty more pounds. Another set, the air burning hot in his lungs as he braced and grunted, the bass of the music pounding through every fiber of his body. Driven by a force he could hardly name, he piled on more weight—three hundred pounds now, his body triumphing over gravity. He pushed, pure adrenaline sparking in his limbs, and when he finally released the bar, his chest rose and fell, heart slamming in time with the drums while he swiped at salty beads of sweat rolling down his torso.

Just then, clarity washed through him, more vivid than any endorphin rush. He was hopelessly in love with her. Kelly—his beautiful, daring neighbor—was all he craved. She hadn’t just taken his innocence the night before; she’d stolen away his heart, leaving him raw and alive in ways he’d never imagined possible. Desire for her burned in his veins. He glanced at the clock, nerves twisting, knowing he still had a little time before he would return to her world, before he’d see her again.

The thought of his parents flickered through his mind, the threat of their disapproval shadowing his new happiness. But he shook it off—they’d never really understood him, never connected with the girls his own age who bored him just out of arm’s reach. It didn’t matter. This was his life, his choice. And for Kelly—what did she feel? Was she going to cast him off, chalking up last night to a reckless mistake? The idea of losing her now twisted inside him like a knife. He resolved with fierce determination: whatever happened, he wouldn't give up on her. He’d fight for her—fight for the chance to truly belong to her, no matter the pain or consequence.

Driven by hope, Scott climbed back upstairs, indulging in a quick, invigorating shower. He ran the razor over his jaw with newfound precision, every touch reminding him that he wanted to be at his best for her. Dressing carefully, he gave one last look in the mirror, his heart thudding with restless possibility, and headed out the door.

The streets of the sleepy town were quiet, but Scott felt electric, searching for something worthy of Kelly. He drifted from store to store, hands nervously in his pockets, until a window bursting with scarlet caught his eye. He went in and carefully chose a dozen velvety red roses—each a symbol of his raw, unabashed feelings. Wanting more—needing to give something of himself—he wandered to a jewelry shop and slipped inside, his intention clear. There, he found a simple, elegant gold heart. With hope alive in his chest, he had it inscribed just for her: ‘To the first woman I give my heart to. Love, Scott.’ He cradled the delicate pendant in his palm, filled with sweet anticipation. But he was thoughtful too—he hadn’t forgotten what mattered to her most. A silver charm bracelet, personalized with tiny birth date charms for her children, completed his careful selection.

Gifts wrapped and hands sweating, Scott hurried through the town’s quiet side streets, his pulse racing as he drove up to Kelly’s house once more. He barely had time to collect himself before he was at her door, ringing the bell, his whole body humming with nervous desire.

The door swung open and there she was—Kelly, radiant and real, her curves hugged by a pair of jeans that left him breathless, a blouse hugging her body, the delicate row of buttons reminding him just how much he ached to touch her again.

He thrust the roses into her hands, unable to hide the hungry, hopeful tremor in his voice. “These are for you.”

Her eyes softened, a gentle heat flickering between them. “Oh, Scott, they’re beautiful,” she said, her lips parting in a smile that threatened to undo him. “Thank you.” She drew the flowers to her breast then glanced toward the kitchen. “Let me get a vase so I can put them in water. Why don’t you make yourself comfortable? We need to talk.”

His heart thudded wildly. “Alright,” he agreed, his voice rough, anticipation coiling between them as he stepped inside, the promise of what might come shivering over his skin.

He settled himself onto the couch, his heart thundering in his chest as he waited for her. Moments later, Kelly returned cradling a crystal vase brimming with red roses that seemed to blaze with promise. She set them carefully atop a delicate stand in the entranceway, their lush fragrance drifting into the room, mingling with anticipation that hung thick in the air. Without hesitation, she walked to the couch, pausing only a second before lowering herself beside him. Their knees brushed, an electric pulse passing between them.

Her voice, soft yet inviting, wrapped around him. “Well, who should begin—do I bare my soul first, or do you?” There was a playful tilt to her lips.

He tried to steady his shaking hands by rubbing his palms along the thighs of his jeans, pressing down as if to ground himself. “Let me go first. But I can barely think straight—my stomach’s doing flips,” he confessed, searching her face for understanding. “Kelly, I know we’ve only shared a handful of days and nights together, but it’s as though I’ve known you forever. Back home, I never could find my place with girls my own age. Always awkward, always on the outside. But being with you—everything feels different. You make me feel at ease, seen in a way I never have been before. You’re the first woman I’ve ever slept with, and—” he hesitated, breath trembling, “—I think I’ve fallen completely in love with you.”

Kelly’s eyes widened, lingering on him, searching. Laughter shimmered on her lips, sweet and warm. “All that in one breath,” she teased, reaching to trace her fingers down the inside of his arm. “Scott, you don’t know what it means to hear that. You do something to me, make me feel cherished—desired in ways I thought I’d almost forgotten. This last week, I actually look forward to coming home at night, hoping I’ll catch a glimpse of you. Our night together—that was beyond what I imagined, you made me feel radiant, wanted…alive. I love you too. And I want us to explore this…whatever it is we might become.”

Her words enveloped him, leaving him dizzy with relief and longing. He reached for her, their lips meeting in a slow, urgent kiss—an embrace that deepened, lingering and wet, until the world melted away. Breathless, Scott broke away, needing to share the last part of what he’d brought for her. From his pockets, he drew out the two small boxes—trembling now for a different reason.

“I’ve never bought jewelry for anyone before,” his voice low and earnest as he offered both boxes to her. “I just… I wanted you to have these.”

Her cheeks flushed, pink blooming across her skin. “Oh Scott, you really didn’t have to,” she murmured, emotion thick in her voice.

She opened the first box, her fingers trembling as she lifted out the charm bracelet. He gently indicated the tiny engraved charms—her children’s birth dates, carefully commissioned only for her. Tenderly, he secured it around her wrist, his fingertips caressing her skin. Then she opened the second box, drawing out the gold heart pendant. She read the inscription, eyes glistening, then turned so he could fasten it at the delicate nape of her neck. Her skin was warm beneath his fingers.

With her jewelry glittering against her flushed skin, she twisted back, a wicked grin playing on her lips as she pressed against him, pushing him back against the cushions. Her body curled into his, breath hot in his ear, and the world shrank to just the two of them, tangled on her couch, lost in the wild promise of new love.

Kelly straddled his lap with a tease in her eyes, sinking her mouth onto his, her kiss hungry, consuming, until all the air in the room felt charged with their fire. Scott’s hands, hot and unrelenting, wandered over every inch of her body, clutching her curves as if he needed to memorize them with his fingertips. Her fingers worked fervently at his shirt, parting buttons with impatience for the feel of his skin beneath her palms. His own hands slid up her sides, sweeping her blouse from her shoulders, then deftly unclasping her bra, baring her to his gaze and hungry mouth. He broke their feverish kiss only to claim one hard, swollen nipple between his lips, drawing a moan from deep within her.

“Oh, Scott… yes, just like that—suck them—please,” Kelly whimpered, arc­ing into him, her need raw and electric.

Their lips crashed together again, sloppy, heated, desperate, as they melted against the cushions of the couch. When the urgency became too much, Kelly stood and shimmied out of her jeans, a wicked grin on her face, letting the fabric pool at her feet. Scott’s hands joined her, helping slip her damp panties down her thighs, baring every inch to his greedy gaze. In turn, she tugged impatiently at his clothes until he, too, was naked—every muscle taut with desire.

With a languid, teasing slowness that belied the wildness in her eyes, Kelly climbed astride him again. She gripped his thick, straining cock and guided herself down, exhaling a delicious, shuddering moan as inch by glorious inch filled her molten center. He filled her, claimed her, and she gasped, her thighs trembling as his hardness pressed impossibly deep.

“Oh—oh Scott, yes… yes… mmm, you feel so goddamn good inside me,” she moaned, sinking onto him until she was flush against him, lost in a haze of pleasure.

He gripped her ass, his fingers kneading roughly, guiding her up and down, encouraging her to ride him—hard, wild, unrestrained. She moved for him, hips circling, nails biting into his shoulders as she took everything he’d give.

“Fuck, Kelly. I love you. I love the way you fuck me,” he groaned, his voice thick with need.

Her body clenched around him, wave after wave of fierce pleasure, building higher with every punishing thrust. She climaxed with a cry, and he didn’t relent—only twisted her so she rolled forward onto all fours, inviting, tempting. She grasped his wrist, guiding him behind her, showing him how she wanted him. Scott moved into position, and without hesitation, he drove himself into her slick, desperate heat, filling her all over again.

“God, yes… oh yes! Give it to me, fuck me harder, Scott. I need it—need you,” she panted, her voice nothing more than a trembling, wanton plea.

His hands gripped her hips, thrusting deeper, harder, the wet slap of their bodies echoing through the living room. Both were caught on the knife-edge, balance lost amid sweat-soaked shudders and the rasp of their breathing.

“Oh fuck, Kelly, I can’t hold back— I’m gonna cum—” he gasped, fighting to hang on, overwhelmed by the sight of her, the sound of her, the feel of her squeezing tight around him.

“Just a little more… Oh baby, I’m right there, yes, Scott, fuck, make me cum! Cum with me—fill me up—oh god, yes, yes!” she cried out, her voice hoarse and aching.

They tumbled together over the brink, bodies convulsing in the same perfect, riotous climax, a tangled, gasping heap of skin and sweat, their hearts hammering as one. For long minutes they lay there, entangled and breathless before laughter bubbled up between soft kisses and satisfied sighs.

Still greedy for one another and racing to beat the clock, they scampered up the stairs for a feverish, slippery shower—where, unable to keep their hands off each other, they lost themselves in a fresh surge of passion under the pounding water.

Afterward, freshly scrubbed and sated, Scott and Kelly dressed and curled together on the couch, sharing whispers and laughter in easy comfort, eyes darting to the window as her ex-husband’s old pickup finally crunched into the drive.

Craig Jackson hauled himself out of the truck with the swagger of a man who assumed the world owed him for simply existing. He stood a solid six feet tall, broad enough to once have been athletic, though now any former glory was dulled by the sag of indifference on his shoulders. The fading sunlight caught on the gritty shadow of stubble veiling his jaw, his entire face marked by resentment and the impatient scowl of a man already inconvenienced by life. Kelly pressed her lips together, a shimmer of agitation beneath her calm, and quietly told Scott to stay inside—her voice low and urgent, tinged with the kind of worry that sticks in your chest.

Outside, Craig’s voice erupted, gravelly and booming—meant for everyone within earshot. “Christ, woman—where the hell am I supposed to put all that crap you still got of mine?” His words shot through the still air like venom, almost vibrating with accusation.

Kelly squared her shoulders, fighting to smooth the storm from her tone. “Craig, it’s in the way. If you don’t take your things, I’ll just donate them with all the other stuff that’s piling up. I can’t keep waiting like this.” Her patience was taut as a drawn string, but she hoped for peace.

Craig, jaw set and eyes hard, scoffed at her suggestion, “I’ll grab what I want, and you better not give away a damn thing. You’re just trying to piss me off even more.” His voice was sharp, every word soaked in a possessiveness that made Scott’s skin crawl.

From the front window, Scott watched—tension humming through his body. The way Craig spoke to Kelly was poisonous, the kind of bullying arrogance that made Scott’s fists clench with protective instinct. Kelly came back inside, ushering her kids with gentle urgency. Scott caught her by the hand, drawing her close enough to steal a soft lingering kiss—his lips barely teasing hers, a silent promise. “Keep the kids inside,” he murmured, his voice low and certain.

Unease darted across Kelly’s eyes. She knew that fierce look in Scott—knew it meant he wouldn’t stand by while that man threw around his bile and threats. The air was still thick with charged anticipation as Scott squared his shoulders, compelled by something primal to defend the tranquility they'd found together.

Striding out to the garage, Scott felt adrenaline surge in his veins. He watched as Craig rifled through his old boxes, muttering curses under his breath. Scott paused, letting the weight of what this moment meant settle over him—then summoned a measured confidence.

“I’m Scott,” he announced with steadfast composure, his voice steady but laced with warning. “I live across the street now, my family bought the old Mason place.”

Craig sneered with bitter familiarity, “Yeah, I know that house—and your folks were assholes.” His face twisted with old grievances.

Unmoved, Scott pressed on, firmer now. “I've helped Kelly sort out all this stuff. It’d be best for everyone if you could take all your things today. Let’s all just move on.”

Craig turned, fixing him with a disdainful look. “Who the hell do you think you are, kid? I’ll take what I want, when I want. She ought to be grateful I still come around—hell, she’s a cold fish in bed. Never met a woman more dead between the sheets. Why do you think I left her? Once prom queen, now she's gone soft. You sure you want leftovers like that?”

Scott’s jaw tightened. The urge to defend Kelly, to prove this arrogant bastard wrong, burned through him; he stood his ground, voice tinged with icy resolve. “Take your stuff. Get out. If you keep this up, Kelly will change the arrangement for seeing your kids. We won’t let you treat her like that—not here.”

Craig’s eyes glinted with a mean light. “Fuck you,” he spat, and in the next instant, his fist was flying, reckless and fueled by years of pent-up aggression.

But Scott was ready—body remembering the discipline and self-assurance honed from long hours spent in the boxing ring, every muscle alight with the awareness that he, too, could be powerful.

Scott’s reflexes were swift; Craig’s clumsy fist barely grazed air before Scott’s body moved with practiced precision. In one fluid motion, he caught Craig’s wrist and responded with a punishing arc of his own—his knuckles connecting sharply with Craig’s jaw in a resounding, satisfying strike. The force of it sent Craig stumbling, his bravado shattering as his eyes went glassy with confusion. With a primal growl, Craig lurched forward, wild with rage, but Scott moved like quicksilver—sliding aside, then driving his fist into the back of Craig’s skull. Craig crumpled to the cold garage floor, his body limp, conquered.

Adrenaline thrummed through Scott’s veins as he hauled Craig’s scattered belongings from the garage with methodical purpose, tossing them one by one into the filthy bed of Craig’s pickup. Each item was a piece of the past he wanted gone, a barrier between Kelly and the future he longed to build with her. When every last box was loaded, Scott found a bucket in the corner, filled it with frigid water from the outdoor tap, and returned. He stood for a moment over Craig’s insensate form, then tipped the bucket, sending a punishing cascade of icy water over the man’s prone figure.

Craig jerked awake, gasping and sputtering, humiliation etched into every line of his dripping face. Scott gazed down at him, his voice steely and unwavering. “I want this done, Craig. Take your crap. Kelly will arrange your visits, but you’re finished here.”

“Yeah, yeah, I’m leaving.” Craig cursed under his breath, soaking and defeated, as he slunk to his truck and slammed the door behind him.

When Scott stepped back inside, the world shifted. Kelly rushed into his arms, her body hot and trembling against him, her curves molding perfectly to his. She pressed her lips to his—hard and urgent, her breath sweet and needy as she pulled him closer still. The world outside faded, the memory of confrontation fueling a new, potent bond between them.

Her eyes gleamed, alive with pride and something more—a raw, hungry love. “My hero,” she breathed, her voice thick with longing. “I love you, Scott. You were so fierce, so perfect.”

He stroked her hair, lifting her chin so their eyes met. “Protecting you feels so natural, Kelly,” he whispered, feeling her shiver in his embrace.

The intense connection between them was broken only by the giggles and insistent hands of the children at their feet, eager for attention, tugging at their legs. As the rumble of a car pulling in opposite the house drifted through the window, Scott and Kelly locked eyes—hearts pounding together, ready to face whatever storm came next, as long as they had each other.


Chapter 3

Sunday night crept over the quiet residential street, the low hum of Scott’s parents’ approaching car sending a ripple of anticipation through him. Standing at Kelly’s living room window, Scott watched the headlights sweep across the driveway, his pulse thudding beneath his skin. The familiar sound of the engine cutting out resonated in his chest like a countdown he couldn’t control. Behind him, Kelly entered the soft-lit room, her presence a comforting warmth as she returned from tucking her children into bed.

He exhaled heavily, uncertainty brewing in the air. “I guess I should tell them that I have a girlfriend,” he murmured, worry skating across his features.

Kelly stepped forward, her eyes glimmering with mischief and reassurance. “How about a little boost to your confidence before we do?” Her voice was a sultry whisper as she gently spun him around to face her, her touch purposeful, electrifying.

Her fingers, tipped with perfectly manicured nails, traced a tantalizing path down the fabric of his shirt. She dragged them slowly over his chest, grazing his stomach—deliberate and teasing—until she gracefully sank to her knees before him. In one smooth, elegant movement, she unfastened his pants, deft hands freeing his thick, waiting cock. She looked up, long lashes fanning over smoldering eyes, her lips parting just enough to betray her hunger.

Kelly’s tongue emerged, flicking across her lower lip before she ran it up the entire length of his still-soft shaft—marking it with the heat of her mouth. The sensation sent a shiver through him; blood surged downward, his body responding instantly, his flesh swelling in the palm of her hand. In moments, he was granite-hard, trembling with need.

When she curled her mouth around the crown of his cock, Scott’s knees nearly buckled with pleasure. Her lips glided down, inch by inch, engulfing more of him, her mouth deliciously warm and wet. The first greedy suck sent a jolt down his spine, and then her head began to move—smooth, rhythmic, each bob and slurp making his arousal sharper, deeper. Her tongue danced along his most sensitive nerve endings, each swirling motion coaxing ragged moans from his lips that filled the quiet house.

“Oh, God, Kelly… this feels so fucking good… ah, baby, I’m gonna—” His hips moved of their own accord, pushing into her glorious suction, each thrust edged by animalistic need. He groaned, shuddering as the pressure inside him reached its breaking point.

His orgasm came in hard, breathless waves—spurts of hot, salty desire filling her mouth. She moaned low in her throat, swallowing eagerly, some of the thick release escaping her lips and trailing down her chin. Undeterred, Kelly kept him in her mouth, milking every last drop, her tongue caressing him gently as she cleaned him with a few final, tender sucks.

She rose, breathless and flushed, her mouth slick with evidence of his pleasure. “Give me a minute to freshen up and check on the kids. Then we’ll go over,” she murmured, voice still thick with arousal.

“All right,” Scott replied, still dazed as he tucked himself back into his pants, the taste of her confidence lingering on his skin.

When she returned, her eyes sparkled with shared secrets. Hand in hand, they slipped out the front door, crossing the quiet street together beneath the gentle wash of streetlights. Inside Scott’s house, his father sifted through a stack of mail at the living room desk, his mother emerging from the kitchen—smiling in surprise to see Kelly by her son’s side.

“There you are, Scott,” Mom said, kissing his cheek in greeting, her gaze flickering warmly to Kelly. “Kelly, so lovely to see you. Did you and Scott enjoy your weekend?”

Kelly’s answer was velvet with hidden laughter. “Oh yes, he’s been wonderfully helpful,” she said, casting Scott an intimate, knowing smile.

Scott’s nerves surged as he stepped toward his parents. “Mom, Dad… we need to talk,” he said, uncertainty threading his voice.

His father settled into a chair, supportive as ever. “Whatever you need, son—we’re here.”

Scott’s gaze lingered on his mother as she moved across the room, settling gently onto the arm of her husband’s chair. The tenderness between them was palpable, the way his father’s hand instinctively traced slow, loving circles across his mother’s back. Watching them, Kelly’s heart fluttered—so that’s where Scott inherited his warmth, his easy affection. It made her ache for them to see that same sweetness echoed between her and Scott.

Breaking the hush that hung over them, Scott drew in a shaky breath. “Something happened this weekend. You know how, all the years we lived back home, I never had much luck with girls? Well, moving here... it’s changed everything. I found someone, someone really special. I suppose you could call her my girlfriend now. It happened just while you were away.”

His mother’s eyes danced with curiosity. “That’s wonderful, honey—did Kelly introduce you two?” she asked, her voice alight with innocent hope.

Scott hesitated, then exhaled slowly. “No, Mum. It’s Kelly.”

A long, weighted silence fell. His mother’s lips parted in disbelief while his father’s hand paused, his expression hardening, his stare flickering between his son and Kelly. The air grew thick and stifling, every heartbeat pulsing in Kelly’s ears as she met his gaze with trembling resolve.

His father’s voice sliced through the quiet, all authoritative concern. “Kelly, is this a real relationship to you, or just sex?”

Kelly’s words caught in her throat, but she forced herself to meet his gaze. “I haven’t known a man like Scott before,” she confessed, voice shaking with sincerity. “No one’s treated me the way he does. I didn’t step into this lightly. Please, I hope you won’t be angry. Not with either of us.”

Scott squeezed her hand, his touch possessive, grounding. “Dad, I know what this all looks like. But you have to understand—I’ve never had someone like her. I want to feel all of this, together, wherever it leads. Good or bad.”

His mother’s voice trembled, fear laced with love. “People will talk, Scott. Family will be shocked. What happens when you bring someone older home for reunions?”

Scott’s eyes didn’t leave Kelly’s. “I don’t care what anyone else says. All that matters to me is her.”

His father drew in a deep breath, his tone softening just a shade. “This all comes down to our son’s happiness. If Kelly’s what brings you that, all right. If it works out, wonderful. If it doesn’t, we’re your parents. We’ll be here to pick up the pieces. You’ll have to give us time—it won’t be easy for us.”

A rush of relief washed over the room. Kelly and Scott spoke in unison, hearts chiming together. “Thank you.”

Scott’s mother pushed herself up with a weary smile, nudging him playfully. “Go on, walk your girlfriend home.” She squeezed his arm, her eyes glinting warmly as she whispered, “I’m off to bed.”

Margaret moved past Scott and Kelly with a raw urgency, the soft thud of her footsteps echoing up the stairs, punctuated by the sharp, unmistakable crash of her bedroom door. Downstairs, John’s knuckles whitened as he clung to the arms of his chair, his eyes following the shapes of his son and Kelly through the window, silhouetted by the porch light as they moved, fingers entwined, quiet laughter breaking the stillness of the night. On Kelly’s doorstep, Scott drew her closer. The air between them was laced with electricity, the kiss they shared slow and hungry, a promise deepened by the night’s heavy confessions.

A low sigh left John’s lips as he rose at last, the weight of the evening pressing into his bones. He padded upstairs, the house thick with the tension Margaret left in her wake. In the shadowed bedroom she lay curled atop the bed, her lithe form outlined beneath the silky glow of her long, white nightgown. Tears shimmered on her cheeks, pale and glistening. She didn’t stir for him; instead, she sobbed quietly, lost in a tangle of pain and maternal worry.

John stripped to his boxers, the fabric clinging to his body, before lying down beside her, enveloping her trembling form in a protective, warm embrace. He pressed a delicate kiss to the nape of her neck, his breath fanning across her skin as she shuddered with emotion.

“Oh, John… how could our son want that? To crave someone years older?” she whispered, her voice cracking against his shoulder.

John’s lips lingered in her hair, soothing her with a low, reassuring murmur. “It’s the thrill of being desired, darling,” he coaxed, tracing the curve of her body. “He needs to discover this for himself. We have to let him feel, even if it hurts.”

Sorrow and longing twisted together inside her. “She’s beautiful… sweet. I just—oh, I don’t want him shattered.” Her confession fluttered into the night as John’s hands drifted lower, possessive and gentle, moving beneath her gown to caress her soft, giving flesh.

His fingers glided up her stomach, pausing to cradle the generous weight of her breasts. “You still drive me mad, Margie. These—” he murmured, squeezing lightly, reverently, “they’re perfection, now, always.”

A slow, sultry moan broke free. “Mmm, I’m not ancient, you know.” She smiled through her tears, arching just enough to fit against him while her voice fell to a sultry whisper. “Forty-four isn’t so old, not when you touch me like this…”

John didn’t waste breath with a reply—words would only get in the way of the heat that pulsed between them. Instead, his hands moved with certainty, cupping and kneading Margaret’s full, soft breasts, his thumbs skillfully teasing those thick, sensitive nipples until they stiffened, peaky and begging for more. Her chest heaved against his palms as pleasure built inside her, his touch drawing out hungry, shivering energy she couldn’t suppress.

His slow caresses gradually took on urgency, hands sliding down to the hem of her nightgown. In one fluid movement, he gathered the soft fabric and pulled it up over her thighs, exposing the creamy expanse of her skin. She never bothered with panties—she preferred to feel the cool night air against her body, just as she relished John’s hot, searching touch. He parted her legs with ease, as if claiming ground already conquered, and his broad, warm hand cupped her dampening sex. The thick, wild fire of her red curls framed flushed pink folds, glistening for him; that sight always unleashed something deep and primal inside John.

He rolled her gently onto her back, hovering above her, his mouth finding hers—lips insistent, his tongue intertwining with hers in wet, slow circles that left them both breathlessly undone. With practiced fingers, he tugged at the straps of her nightgown, letting them slip down her arms, exposing her chest completely. His mouth moved to her breasts, suckling, licking, teasing, drawing out moans she couldn’t contain. Margaret arched into his mouth, desperate for him to take more, her body alive and humming with need.

He trailed kisses down the length of her belly, working the nightgown higher until it bunched around her waist, then settled himself between her open thighs. Pressing her knees wider, John gazed up and watched a hand claim one breast, fingers twisting the nipple, while her other hand tangled in his hair, guiding him. He grinned and then buried his mouth in her. His tongue was thorough—swirling, flicking her clit, sucking greedily. Margaret’s hips rocked against his mouth, her body tightening, then unraveling as she came, pleasure rolling through her in shuddering waves.

Satisfied that he’d driven her to the brink, John rose up, positioning himself between her legs. His cock, thick and straining, pressed against her slick entrance before he thrust deep inside her with a possessive groan. Margaret gasped, wrapping her legs tightly around him, urging him deeper, moving with him as he began to fuck her with strong, deliberate strokes.

“Yes—oh, yes, John, fuck me with that big cock. Just like that,” she moaned, her voice raw and rough and shaking with lust.

“God, Margie, you feel so tight, so wet around me.” His voice was unsteady, thick with desire and love all tangled up.

He drove into her, their bodies moving in a rhythm built from years of intimate knowing. Minutes melted away in frantic, heated thrusts, until her body quaked with another climax. When he pulled out, she wasted no time—Margaret swung herself over him, no hesitancy, just the confidence that comes from years of being loved, utterly wanted. She lowered her hips, taking him inside her again, her back arched as she rode him, the sway of her heavy breasts and the tight grip of her thighs urging him closer, deeper.

His hands worshipped her—one cupping her ass, squeezing hungrily, the other rolling her nipple between his fingers, demanding even more raw sensation. Margaret’s head fell back, hair a wild red curtain, hips bucking as she ground herself down and found release once more, shuddering, crying out his name.

“Oh god, John, you make me cream all over your cock—I want it, all of it,” she gasped.

That was all he needed. “Margie, you’re gonna make me come,” he groaned, and he thrust up into her, loving the wild, dirty things she whispered as they both surrendered to the flood of pleasure.

Margaret bent lower, her wild red hair tumbling forward as she braced herself against John’s chest. With a hungry growl, he seized her hips securely, his powerful hands gripping her soft curves, guiding her movements as he drove himself deep inside her—over and over, the thick length of him plunging all the way in until she could feel every inch stretching her, filling her so completely she cried out with pleasure. The sounds of their bodies slapping together, urgent and unrestrained, filled the room as he relentlessly claimed her, bringing her trembling with another shuddering climax beneath his touch. At last, with a strangled groan, John thrust hard one last time, emptying himself deep inside her, his release hot and generous, flooding her in thick, pulsing waves.

Spent and satisfied, Margaret collapsed on top of him, their slick, entangled bodies tangled as one, both chests heaving as they struggled to catch their breath. For a few delicious moments, they lay that way—her heartbeat pounding in her ears, his softening cock still buried between her swollen lips—before at last she lifted up and tugged her nightgown back over her flushed skin.

"You know, darling," Margaret teased, brushing fingers through her tousled hair with a sly grin, "if their son’s cock is anything like his father’s, Kelly’s in for a long, satisfying relationship."

John grinned back at her, a lazy satisfaction settling across his face as he stretched out, basking in the afterglow. He could only hope that his son had indeed inherited his best traits—in every sense. If so, Kelly was about to enjoy herself with a man both eager and exceptionally well endowed—her passionate young lover, more than ready and capable to keep her yearning satisfied.


Chapter 4

Scott and Kelly’s passionate affair had only grown more intoxicating, each day bringing them closer and igniting their hunger for one another. When lush, fragrant blooms arrived at her desk, Kelly couldn't help noticing the lingering jealous glances her colleagues cast her way, their eyes sharp with curiosity and barely concealed envy. And yet, what truly thrilled her heart was not the flowers, but the surge of anticipation when Scott himself appeared at the office—his eyes sparkling mischievously as he snuck up behind her.

Absorbed in her work, Kelly didn’t hear his approach. She gasped, deliciously startled, as Scott slid his arms around her shoulders, his chest pressed to her back, the earthy scent of his skin engulfing her in exquisite warmth. Instinctively, she melted against him, her fingers reaching up to brush his forearms.

“Playing hooky today?” she asked, voice low and teasing.

He grinned, lips at her ear. “All mine until you go back—thought I’d spoil you with a surprise picnic.”

She closed her screen, pulse thudding with anticipation. “You spoil me far too much.”

Scott smiled wickedly and helped her from her chair, fingers threading through hers as he ushered her away from the monotony of fluorescent lights and office chatter. Laughter bubbled between them, playful and unrestrained as they hurried from the building, every eye watching them—Kelly’s cheeks burned with the thrill of being admired, desired. Her heels clicked on the pavement as they slipped across the street into a lush, private corner of the neighboring park.

There—off the beaten path, dappled sunlight flickering through the leaves—they spread out a blanket beneath the trees. Kelly kicked off her shoes and curled her toes into the grass as Scott opened a basket brimming with sandwiches, gleaming fruit, and fresh salads, the air buzzing with the charge between them.

Food soon forgotten, Scott leaned in until his lips captured hers with a hunger that made her shiver—his tongue insistent, tasting her deeply. Kelly surrendered, sighing as the world melted to nothing but their shared heat. He eased her down onto the soft blanket, his kisses trailing across her mouth, her jaw, her throat. With deft, eager fingers, he slipped beneath her blouse, each button undone releasing more of her skin to the cool air and his ravenous hands. The clasp of her bra yielded beneath his touch, freeing her breasts for his eager mouth. He suckled, nipping at her swollen nipples, making her whimper—her body tense and alive, arching to his mouth.

Scott’s hand traveled lower, skirting fingertips along her trembling stomach, hiking her skirt up over her hips. His hand slid smoothly past the waistband of her panties, parting the thatch of soft curls and brushing the slick heat of her sex. Kelly’s need rose sharply, hips rocking shamelessly against his gentle, skilled fingers.

“Oh, Scott… I need you. I can’t wait—God, I want you right now,” she murmured, desire thick in her voice.

He grazed her nipple between his teeth, electric heat flooding her body. “Will they miss you if you’re a little late?” he teased, fingers dipping into her pulsing wetness.

She writhed beneath him, breathless. “Twenty-five minutes. Please—make it count. Put your mouth on me, suck my tits—don’t stop…”

Scott pressed two careful fingers inside her, curling them just so, stroking her as he lavished her breasts with his mouth—each movement deliberate, paced for her undoing. Kelly was lost, grinding desperately against his hand, helpless to muffle her moans. When he finally knelt above her, stripping his shirt away, Kelly’s hunger overcame her. She yanked her blouse and bra aside, shimmied out of her panties, lifting her hips toward him. He nestled between her thighs, his cock thick and straining as he found her, easing forward until he was buried in her greedy, welcoming heat.

She cried out, hands clutching his shoulders. “Oh, God—yes—you feel incredible! Take me, Scott. Don’t hold back. I need every inch of you—I need all of you, right now.”

He thrust deep, pace urgent and raw, giving her everything she demanded—every pulse of pleasure, every ounce of his desire—before time could reclaim her back to the real world.

Scott plunged deep inside her, filling her with the hard, hungry length of his cock. The rhythm he set was relentless, each thrust pushing her further into the soft blanket beneath them, their bodies hot and desperate under the dappled sunlight. Kelly let out a moan, grabbing his shoulders, pulling him down until their mouths clashed, tongues tangled, their breaths exchanged, needy and ragged. Their lips parted and Scott sat back, bracing himself on his strong thighs, eyes dark with desire. He caught her legs in both hands, lifting her hips so she was utterly open for him, exposed and trembling.

He drove into her, fast and deep, grunting with effort and pleasure. The frenzied pace sent waves of sensation radiating through Kelly, spark after electrifying spark building toward an inevitable eruption. She writhed, writhing beneath him, her cries echoing through their hidden sanctuary, fingernails digging into his arms as she surrendered to wave after wave of exquisite release. Each thrust brought her closer, kept her on the edge, tumbling over again and again, her body quaking as pleasure overtook her, making her gasp, making her beg.

“God, baby, I’m going to come,” Scott groaned, voice thick, his thrusts wild and unrestrained now.

“Yes—yes, Scott, come for me… I’m coming too—oh God, yes, right there—!” Kelly’s cry crescendoed, her whole body taut, a final, shuddering orgasm crashing through her as he plunged into her one last time.

Scott squeezed his eyes shut, hips bucking, pumping into her until nothing was left but the aftershocks, until every last drop spilled between her thighs. He collapsed beside her, both of them gasping, tangled together on the blanket for several dreamy minutes, trying to catch their breath as sticky warmth glued them together.

Eventually, Kelly propped herself up, hair wild, cheeks flushed, reaching for her discarded clothes. She pressed a lingering, satisfied kiss to his lips. “Scott, I love you… I love what we share together.” She spoke as she began to slip her panties back up, every touch a tender reminder of their closeness.

He smiled, buttoning his shirt, eyes softening. “I love you, Kelly.”

She hesitated, smoothing down her skirt, seriousness stealing over her expression. “There’s something we need to talk about. Birth control. We can’t keep risking it—I’ll either need you to start using condoms, or I go see the doctor for the pill.” She glanced up as she stepped into her heels.

Scott paused, thoughtful. “What do you think would be best?”

“I’d rather go on the pill. It feels more… intimate, just skin to skin, nothing between us. But until then, I think we should hold off on the sex.” Standing, she zipped her skirt and reached for her shoes.

He groaned, rolling up the blanket, eyes teasing. “You’re going to drive me crazy.”

She grinned wickedly, voice low against his ear. “Don’t worry, I’ll take care of you... all your needs.”

Scott accompanied her back to the office, the heat of their bodies lingering as a delicious memory. Once alone, Kelly phoned her doctor—her voice barely steady as she arranged an appointment, admitting she needed birth control again. Later, she called Scott to let him know.

The next few days forced Scott to settle for her wicked mouth or her nimble fingers, Kelly refusing any payback for fear she’d lose control and break her own rule. He couldn’t complain; she’d perfected the art of pleasure even without full release.

Finally, the weekend arrived. On Saturday night, Scott’s mother offered to have the kids overnight, freeing them for a real date.

“Kelly, what do you say to taking me to the drive-in?” he asked, anticipation glinting in his eyes.

She flashed a dazzling smile. “Sounds perfect. Give me a few minutes to get ready—and let your mom spoil those kids.”

An hour later, Kelly dropped the kids off at Scott's parents' house, feeling a flutter of anticipation as Scott’s dad handed them the van keys with a knowing smile. Parked discreetly in the lot, the pair settled into the front seats, laughing softly amidst mouthfuls of buttery popcorn and icy sips of soda. The flickering light from the drive-in screen danced across Kelly’s bare thighs, her short summer dress leaving her feeling both daring and exposed, especially without a bra to conceal her firm, aching breasts.

Between movies, desire simmered beyond the boundary of restraint. In the privacy of the backseat, Scott’s lips found Kelly's, hungry and insistent. Her breath caught as his hands traveled with bold confidence beneath the soft fabric, kneading her breasts until they spilled from her dress. The cool air hardened her nipples, but it was the hot, insistent suction of Scott’s mouth that made her shudder, as though he was utterly famished and she was his only sustenance. It was exquisite torment—the week’s abstinence transforming every touch into searing pleasure.

When his hand pressed between her legs, Kelly’s hips instinctively tilted closer, her panties already soaked beneath his eager fingers. “Oh Scott, you make me feel so incredible,” she whimpered, her voice thick with need as waves of arousal pulsed through her.

His mouth brushed her ear, voice rough with longing. “God, Kelly, I want you. Let me make you feel how much.”

She hesitated, torn between overwhelming need and discipline, her words a weak protest. “Scott, we probably shouldn’t…” But she was already melting as his hand slid effortlessly under the thin lace of her panties, exploring the slick heat he craved.

For a moment, he teased her, fingers stroking her, driving her wild while carefully holding back. But then, following a wordless surge of lust, Scott shifted them both—lifting her from the seat and stripping her dress away with urgent hands. Cool air skated up her naked skin as he yanked her flimsy panties down, a delicious thrill shooting through her at his rough impatience.

“Scott, what’s gotten into you?” she gasped, equal parts startled and enflamed.

Voice gritty, Scott stared at her, devouring her with his eyes. “I can’t help myself, Kelly. I need you. Right now.” He shredded her panties, leaving her trembling in anticipation.

He spun her so she faced the screen, city lights and shadows flickering over her bare skin. With firm hands, he bent her over, spreading her legs wide, and buried his face between her thighs from behind. His tongue and lips worshipped her, licking, sucking, probing her swollen heat with reckless abandon, and his fingers curled deep inside her, fueling her hunger. Kelly grasped desperately at the seats, writhing against his mouth, letting her shame unravel until she rocked shamelessly, using him for release.

Her climax tore through her, making her cry out with reckless abandon. Scott rose, his eyes dark with lust, cock thick and ready as he slid into her from behind, her body welcoming him with greedy heat. He drove into her, gripping her hips, both of them standing and shuddering with every powerful thrust. When Kelly exploded with another ruthless orgasm, she clung to the seats, legs quaking.

Scott withdrew abruptly, dropping to the seat and hauling Kelly onto his lap, eyes smoldering as their bodies demanded more.

Kelly rose and fell on Scott’s thick, pulsing cock, every slow, delicious stroke sending shivers of pleasure up her spine. His strong hands couldn’t decide where they wanted to linger longer—one moment, kneading and caressing her sensitive breasts, thumbs circling her hardened nipples, the next he held her round ass, pulling her deeper onto him. His fingers wandered wickedly, sometimes brushing against her most forbidden place, and her heart hammered with a rush of daring, deepening her arousal.

Each movement was a primal dance, bodies locked in urgency and hunger. She leaned forward, breathing hard, her hair tumbling around her flushed face. She watched his eyes flare with need.

“Kelly, fuck— I’m about to come.” Scott’s voice trembled, and his hips surged up to meet every desperate thrust of hers, their bodies clashing in exquisite rhythm.

“Oh yes, Scott, I’m right there—let’s come together, baby, come with me…” She moaned, breathless and frantic, nails digging into his shoulders as she shuddered atop him.

The heat broke over them, a tidal wave that stole every thought except each other, and they cried out, lost in spirals of ecstasy. Their bodies tensed, locked in that perfect moment of mutual release—utterly entwined, breathlessly connected.

When the storm faded, Kelly melted against him, their skin sticky with sweat and satisfaction, the world outside their embrace fading to nothing. The rest of the movie barely existed—just shared kisses, tender touches, soft laughter. As the last credits rolled, they dressed with lazy reluctance, a deep warmth humming between them.

On the drive home, the city was quiet and cloaked in night. Soft love songs filled the van, as hands interlaced, promises whispered with their fingers. Later, tangled together in Kelly’s bed, they explored each other greedily, making love long into the darkness. The sensation of Scott’s arms around her as she drifted in and out of sleep was bliss—she cherished it, letting herself believe in being truly, wholly loved.

At dawn, a new ache roused her. Scott pressed against her, his cock already hard and urgent as it slid along the crease of her ass. His arms wrapped around her, possessive and gentle, drawing her back into him. Still half-asleep, Kelly moaned softly as he nudged her legs apart from behind, lifting her thigh to open her for him. He slid inside her slowly, deeply, each thrust loving and unhurried. Even as he spilled into her, they held each other close, drifting back into sleep joined, Scott’s cock softening but still nestled inside her as their bodies breathed in perfect unison.

Over the next few days, worry crept into Kelly’s happiness. She waited for her period so she could start the pill, but it never came. Every hour seemed to heighten her anxiety—until, trembling with anticipation, she bought a pregnancy test. The result was undeniable: positive. At the doctor’s office, the verdict was the same. She was pregnant.

That evening, nerves fluttered in her stomach as she put the kids to bed. True to habit, Scott arrived just after nine, eager and restless. The living room was aglow with candlelight, shadow and gold flickering across her white lace nightgown—the fabric whispering over her skin, dangerously slit at the sides. She let him in, heart pounding.

His gaze devoured her, voice husky. “God, Kelly... You’re breathtaking in this light. You’re glowing.”

She stood before him, trembling with emotion. “I am glowing,” she murmured, stepping close. “I’m glowing because I love you. I want you forever. And I want to have your baby.”

He blinked, searching her face. “Baby?” His voice cracked, caught between hope and awe. “Do you mean—?”

A gentle smile. “Yes, my love. I’m pregnant—with your child, our child.”

A wild, elemental joy swept across Scott’s face as he scooped her up in his arms, cradling her against his chest as if she were the most precious thing in the world. He sat on the couch, settling her in his lap, and kissed her—long, deep, reverent. When the kiss finally broke, they simply gazed at each other, breathless, hearts racing, caught in the miracle of what they’d just created together.

His voice trembled with an intoxicating blend of vulnerability and hope. “Kelly, I love you—utterly. I adore your children, I crave every second with you, and just knowing we’re about to bring our own little life into this world…nothing could make me happier.” He hesitated, his gaze smoldering with adoration and promise. “There’s only one thing missing. I don’t have a ring tonight, but tomorrow I’m getting you one. Kelly, will you marry me? Will you make me the luckiest man alive and be my wife?”

A gasp, soft and delighted, escaped her parted lips. Her heart hammered wildly in her chest, joy and love crashing over her in electric waves. “Oh, Scott, yes!” she whispered feverishly, her arms winding around his neck as she pressed her body against his. “Yes, I’ll marry you. There’s nothing I want more.”

They melted into each other on the sofa, mouths molding together in deep, lingering kisses, hands tangled in hair, gentle strokes trailing down necks to shoulders and bare skin beneath silk and cotton. The low candlelight flickered golden across their faces, each touch and whispered promise deepening their bond until the worries of the world melted away. Hearts drummed together, breaths mingled, a thousand silent vows passed between every touch and sigh.

Eventually, with Kelly slipping into sleep, safe and dreamy against his chest, Scott gently scooped her up, cradling her against him. He carried her up the soft-lit stairs, laid her on cool sheets, and set the alarm with a tenderness that made his chest ache. For the first time in ages, surrounded by the mellow hush of night, they simply slept—her body curled into his, her hair a silken cloud under his chin. No rush, no hunger—just the exquisite peace of loving and being loved, their future sealed with a baby growing quietly inside her, his arms a promise he intended to keep for a lifetime.


The Woman Who Tamed Him

Tommy Bannister found himself yet again caught in the unforgiving spotlight of trouble—a familiar setting that seemed almost routine for the rebellious eighteen-year-old who’d walked away from school before his time. But this time, Judge Madge Winters was determined to make sure it would be the last time. The latest offense: reckless speeding and, when the flashing lights of authority pried open his car, discovery of a freshly cracked twelve-pack and a small stash of weed surrendered his fate.

“Mister Bannister, you’re no stranger to me, are you? Is this your third visit this year?” The judge’s voice echoed around the cold courtroom, measured but tinged with weary impatience.

Tommy shifted uneasily, his cheeks warming beneath her scrutinizing gaze. He knew better than to answer honestly, but the truth slipped out, quiet and defenseless. “I think so, Your Honor.”

The judge pressed on. “What’s to be done with you?” Her tone softened only a fraction. “Jail clearly hasn’t curbed your enthusiasm for mischief, and your license is hanging by a thread—too many points. Where some might throw you behind bars for six months, I’m inclined to try something different. You’ll get six months probation instead.”

Relief loosened the knot in his chest; he exhaled, shoulders dropping a fraction. “Thank you, Your Honor,” he murmured, grateful to escape the clutches of confinement.

“Your probation comes with strings,” Judge Winters continued, her gaze hawkish. “You need to grow up, Tommy. You come from a fractured home, no real male role model in sight. So: you’ll report to the local Big Brother Big Sister office, get paired with a boy who needs guidance. If I hear you aren’t upholding your end of the bargain, you’ll taste county jail firsthand. Consider this a chance, not just for yourself, but so another boy doesn’t end up here like you have. Now—court adjourned.” The gavel crashed onto wood, absolute and final.

Tommy pushed to his feet with his court-appointed lawyer by his side, waiting in awkward silence as the judge swept from the room. His lawyer leaned in, palm reassuring on Tommy’s shoulder.

He scoffed, half in disbelief, half in protest. “Seriously? Babysitting some brat for half a year?”

“Exactly that,” his lawyer replied. “But it’s better than a cell. Now you’re officially an adult, Tommy—next time, it’ll only get worse. Call Mr. Jenkins as soon as possible. He’ll set you up.” A business card was pressed into his palm—firm, unmistakable.

Tommy eyed the card suspiciously. “You and the judge, you had this planned, didn’t you?”

“If I’m doing my job right, of course it’s planned,” the lawyer said with a smirk, moving away and leaving Tommy to his own restless thoughts.

Hours later—uncertain, resigned—Tommy dialed the number and scheduled his meeting. The next day, walking into that sterile local office, he was greeted by Mr. Jenkins: short, round, pushing past middle age, yet radiating an energy that was brisk and direct. The introduction was quick; Tommy barely had time to register the wood-paneled walls before Mr. Jenkins ushered him into the office, smiling widely.

“Tommy, this is Miss Kathy Woodrow, and her son, Seth.” With a gesture, he set the meeting in motion. “I have a feeling you’ll be a good fit together.”

Tommy nodded, manners surfacing automatically as he addressed the striking woman and her son with a polite, “Miss Woodrow. Seth.”

“Mister Jenkins spoke with a gentle authority, his gaze lingering between Tommy and the boy. ‘Seth here’s gotten himself tangled in trouble at school, acting out, lifting stuff from the corner store—sounds a bit familiar, doesn’t it? Like you, Tommy, he’s standing at a crossroads.’ He paused, looking Tommy square in the eye. ‘Three volunteers already gave up on Seth, but I’ve got a hunch—you might be the one who’ll finally reach him.’

Tommy caught a flicker of curiosity—and was it approval?—in Miss Woodrow’s steady green-eyed stare. She held Seth's hand with a firmness that made her seem protective, but her lips played up in a faint, mysterious smile. Even behind oversized round glasses, she exuded a raw, unpolished prettiness, the kind that needed no enhancement. The curves of her chest pressed alluringly against her blouse—full, generous, maybe bordering on a 38D—and he tried not to stare, though his mind wandered. She wasn’t some stick-thin fantasy; rather, she wore her womanhood boldly, her figure teetering somewhere between willowy and voluptuous in a pair of snug jeans that clung to her shapely hips. Seth, refreshingly average for a twelve-year-old, shared his mother’s thick brown hair and the hopeful shadow of a smile.

Kathy, her voice gentle but tinged with a note of command, explained, ‘Seth gets home around three fifteen. If you could make it by three thirty, I’ll be there soon after—four at the latest. The program says an hour, three days a week. We want this to work—maybe even be fun.’

Tommy shrugged, masking his intrigue. ‘Yeah, sure. Let’s get this started tomorrow.’

‘Perfect.’ Kathy rose to her feet, her breasts softly shifting beneath her top with each motion. She handed him a slip of paper, her fingers lingering just a second longer than necessary in the exchange. ‘Here’s our address and number. We’ll be waiting for you.’

Trailing the pair to the hallway, Tommy couldn’t help but let his eyes follow the sway of her perfect, rounded ass as she strode confidently outside. The next day, heart thudding with anticipation, he made his way to the Woodrow home—a tidy three-bedroom nestled in a quiet street. Stepping in, Seth leading the way, he noticed immediately how cozy but tight the layout was. Creamy walls, well-worn carpets, the sharp scent of lemon cleaning solution hovered in the air. He took in the compact kitchen, the single bath, the snug family and living rooms, the master bedroom tucked behind a half-closed door. Upstairs, two more modest bedrooms, likely filled with scattered clothes and childish secrets. The backyard stretched out behind an aging, battered fence, dappled with afternoon sunlight and the promise of long, lazy games.

‘So, Seth,’ Tommy asked, dropping his bag by the door, ‘how d’you want to kill an hour?’

Seth’s shoulders hunched, but he flashed a shy smile. ‘Could toss the ball around, if you want. That’s what Dad used to do before he—well, before.’

Pain flickered in the boy’s eyes. Tommy’s voice softened. ‘You got an extra glove?’

‘You can use my dad’s.’ Seth handed over a battered old mitt, the leather soft and worn from years of grip.

They passed the ball back and forth beneath the broad spring sky, laughter echoing between them as they swerved in and out of serious talk. Stories tumbled out—old trouble, new regrets. For Tommy, it was like looking in the rearview mirror at his own wild, reckless youth. The air around them vibrated with a simmering sense of honesty.

‘Listen,’ he told Seth, voice roughened by memory and warning, ‘messing up lands you in places you don’t wanna be. That’s what got me here, talking to you instead of kicking it with my friends.’

Seth grinned. ‘You’re not gonna be an asshole like the other guys, are you?’

Tommy’s eyes narrowed in mock offense, but the edges of his lips curled up. ‘Nah, kid. But remember—if you get me in trouble, I end up behind bars for real this time.’

The routine of spending afternoons with Seth became almost second nature to Tommy. Each day after school, he’d find himself waiting for the boy, sometimes having to hunt him down when Seth tried to disappear. But Tommy always managed to catch him—usually just in time to steer him away from whatever mischief he was flirting with. It was as if, by keeping an eye on Seth, Tommy was forced to keep his own behavior in check too. Somewhere along the way, the time he invested in the kid started paying off—Seth’s grades rose, the trouble seemed to melt away, and Tommy could feel that subtle shift inside himself too, a gentle push to do better, to be better.

Sometimes their roles reversed, like the afternoon Seth lounged in Tommy’s cluttered garage—right when Tommy was elbow-deep in a chaotic search for tools he could use both at his uncle’s garage and at home. Tossed in the driveway was a battered collection of camping gear, leftovers from an era when fathers stuck around. Two old tents sprawled out, faded by time and memory.

Seth’s eyes lit up as he surveyed the pile, his excitement hot and innocent, “Whoa, you got all this camping stuff? Did you ever go camping, Tommy?”

A flicker of longing edged Tommy’s reply, “Back when my old man was around—when I was your age—we went all the time. Campsites, fishing, sleeping under the stars. That was before he left.”

“I want to go camping someday,” Seth mused, as if hope could conjure the past back to life.

The moment was broken by the rumble of a tired engine and a soft, familiar voice cutting through the day. Miss Woodrow’s car limped awkwardly into the driveway, exhaust coughing audibly, engine grumbling in protest. Tommy caught himself watching her as she leaned through her rolled-down window, her expression fraught with worry. “Come on, Tommy! I’m not even sure this heap will make it back home.”

Sizing up the problem with a mechanic’s intuition—and eager to impress her—Tommy took a step toward her car. “Miss Woodrow, I can fix it for you. Sounds like your fuel filter’s clogged up.”

She eyed him skeptically, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “Are you sure? I can’t afford a big repair right now. And Tommy, you’re just a kid—if you break something, I have no other way to get around.”

The challenge in her voice just made him more determined. “Give me fifteen minutes. I’ll swing by my uncle’s shop, grab the part, and take care of it. Promise.”

Before she could object, he jumped into his own old pickup, the engine purring with pride—a project he’d been bringing back to life for the last year. At his uncle’s shop, Tommy snatched the filter and the tools he’d need, his uncle waving him off and muttering about taking it out of his paycheck. Tommy barely slowed down on the drive back.

By then, Kathy had gotten out of the car, standing next to Seth, who was still fiddling with the camping gear. Tommy knelt beside her car, slid his code tester under the dash, found exactly what he’d expected, and proudly matched the code to the manual for her to see. When he met her gaze, there was a little spark—her guarded gratitude flickering just beneath the surface.

She relented finally, her voice softer. “All right, you have my permission. If it works, I’ll figure out how to pay you back—somehow.”

Tommy grinned, feeling the pulse of possibility coursing between them—neighbors, partners in small rescues, little debts binding their lives closer, one favor at a time.

“It’s honestly just a fifteen-dollar part, and I can switch it out quickly, so there’s no need to stress about the cost—it’s a simple fix that’ll save you headaches down the line,” Tommy assured her with a gentle smile, his voice warm with quiet confidence.

Before Kathy could protest, Seth, his restless energy always spilling over, piped in, “Hey, Mom! I know how you can pay him back—tonight’s taco night. Can he stay for dinner?”

Kathy’s face lit up with a smile, her posture softening. “Yes, come over for dinner, please. I insist! We’ve barely had a moment to really talk, and I want to. It’d be nice to spend some time with you, Tommy.”

Tommy felt a little nervous flutter in his chest—a little thrill of anticipation he hadn’t expected. He nodded, tucking a loose strand of hair behind his ear. “Sure, that sounds great. My mom’s working late anyway, so honestly, it was going to be another ramen night for me.” He flashed a quick, crooked grin. “How about you take my truck—I’ll finish up your car, make sure the repair works, and bring it over in fifteen? That way, you get a lift home, and I get to make sure everything’s perfect.”

With a grateful look, Kathy rounded up Seth and his backpack, then slid behind the wheel of Tommy’s old truck. The sound of her laughter carried across the driveway as the engine roared to life. Tommy watched them disappear down the street, then got to work, hands moving with practiced ease. The act of fixing things was soothing for him, the way it all clicked into place.

Twenty minutes later, Tommy wiped his hands clean, feeling a flicker of pride as the engine purred and the check light was gone. He drove Kathy’s car to their place and arrived just as savory scents wafted out—he’d missed the kitchen, the warmth of a family meal.

Inside, the kitchen table was laid out with a spread of DIY tacos—store-bought shells, bowls brimming with crisp lettuce, juicy diced tomatoes, chopped onions, sliced black olives, tangy sour cream. The colors all looked so appetizing, inviting, and not just because he hadn’t eaten all day. Laughter filled the house, the easy kind that makes your shoulders relax. Seth’s stories were wild, and Tommy found himself drawn in, exchanging grins with Kathy as they ate. When dinner wound down, Tommy tried to slip away, but Kathy insisted on letting him help her clear the table and wash the plates side by side. Her hip brushed his once, a delicate tease he tried not to dwell on, but it tickled through his nerves all the same.

After they finished in the kitchen, Kathy excused herself, saying she needed a shower. Tommy stayed to help Seth with homework, though his mind kept wandering. He lost track of time until the click of the bathroom door pulled his attention, and out she came—a vision in a faded pink nightshirt like some oversized football jersey, numbers soft and white across her chest. The fabric clung lightly to the curves of her full breasts; every so often, the faintest press of a nipple caught the light. Her bare, toned legs—shapely from years on her feet—disappeared beneath the hem. She settled onto the couch with a paperback, curling her legs beneath her as she read. She was careful, dignified, yet there was something undeniably sensual in the domestic intimacy of her presence. Tommy tried not to stare, but it was impossible not to notice the subtle sway of her breasts beneath the thin cotton.

While Seth and Tommy finished up a round of video games, he kept sneaking glances at her—her long fingers curled around the book, her lips occasionally pursed in concentration, and every now and then, a slow, electric glance that seemed to linger just for him. Eventually, Seth stifled a yawn and went off to bed, calling for his mom. She disappeared upstairs, and Tommy busied himself, half-shoving his hands in his pockets, lingering longer than he meant to. When she reappeared, Tommy rose to go, but Kathy’s sultry, low voice stopped him.

“Wait—Tommy, can I talk to you for a second?” She bit her lip, almost shy. “Seth is dying to try out your camping gear. He begged me to ask if you’d take him on a trip sometime.” Then, softer—her eyes lingering on his, something more mature and uncertain flickering there—“I’d like to go too. Overprotective mom, you know?”

His lips curled slowly. “Of course, I’ve got a couple tents—just need to know when’s your next long weekend?”

Kathy smiled, the tension slipping from her body as she sank deeper into the couch. “Memorial Day—I took an extra vacation day, so we’ve got four days. I thought it’d be perfect—time with Seth, maybe some peace for me. Would you show us the ropes?”

Tommy’s gaze softened. “Sounds like a plan, Kathy. I know a great little campground, private and quiet. If you need ideas for what to pack, just say the word.” The low heat in his voice promised more than just a weekend in the woods, and by the way her eyes lingered on him, she felt every bit of that promise already.

“I think I remember what to bring—I wasn’t just some clueless camper, you know. My days in the Girl Scouts taught me a thing or two,” Kathy teased, her laughter bright and a little flirtatious. “But really, you should get going before your mom starts to worry. Thank you, Tommy. For everything—for fixing my car, and for being so good with Seth.”

“Anytime,” Tommy replied, flashing that easy smile of his. “Honestly, he’s been pretty good for me, too.”

Their laughter mingled warmly between them before he headed out. Kathy lingered at the window, listening for the rumble of Tommy’s truck fading away. When silence returned, she sank onto the couch, the television’s glow flickering over her lightly flushed skin. Her body thrummed with restless energy, the image of Tommy’s strong, rough hands and the way his eyes had sometimes lingered on her haunting her thoughts.

She stretched languidly, aware of how her full breasts pressed against the soft, faded cotton of her nightshirt. The nipples stiffened under her palm as she cupped herself, the sensation sending a subtle ache rushing between her thighs. She always took a certain pride in her curves—her breasts defying gravity more than most would expect, her legs toned and long from long, grinding shifts at the hospital.

Tonight, she hadn’t bothered with panties—she’d craved the freedom, maybe even anticipated the temptation. Her hand wandered lower now, brushing through the gentle line of her trimmed hair, then seeking the slick heat that pulsed at her center. Two fingers parted her folds, dipping into her needy, aching sex—desperation mingled with exquisite pleasure. A low, throaty moan slipped from her lips, the lonely quiet of the living room swallowing the sound as she stroked herself, slow and deliberate. Her mind spun with fantasies—memories of Tommy’s laugh, his strong hands, his teasing gaze.

The pleasure built quickly, cresting inside her until waves of release shuddered through her body. She shivered, gripped by the sharp sweetness of orgasm, her fingers wet with satisfaction. Sleep came easily, blissful and heavy, with the television still whispering forgotten words into the dark.

Days blurred together, thick with anticipation for the weekend ahead. The flirting grew bolder between her and Tommy, private glances exchanged above Seth’s oblivious head. Tommy’s casual touches, the brush of his hand over hers, left her skin tingling hours later.

When Friday morning came, Tommy arrived early, his truck overflowing with gear. He packed coolers, sleeping bags, and backpacks with easy efficiency. Soon, the three of them were on the road, laughter and excitement filling the air. Just as Tommy promised, the campground was nearly deserted, their site tucked away in a quiet, green haven.

They all pitched in, hauling supplies and wrestling with tent poles. Then Tommy led the way to the water’s edge, pulling the old canoe down to the sunlit lake.

Kathy wore a snug white tank top and cut-off jean shorts, her skin glowing as she knelt beside Seth, slathering sunscreen onto his little arms and cheeks. She did her own legs with slow, sensuous strokes, feeling Tommy’s eyes on her, lingering like a gentle caress. He looked away when she caught him—but she noticed the heat behind his smile.

Fishing was peaceful, just the swish of oars, the glint of sunlight on water, and quiet conversation. When Seth finally hooked a tiny trout, excitement rippled through all of them. Tommy explained how they could turn the catch into dinner, but Seth, ever soft-hearted, decided to let his little fish swim free, sending it darting away with a grin.

After drifting across the gentle waters for hours, they finally glided back to the shore, muscles warm and bodies tingling from exertion and sunlight. The canoe was hauled up onto the bank, the day’s soft hush settling over them. Kathy relished the outdoorsy simplicity as she washed up, her skin still tingling from the heat of the sun and the memory of Tommy’s glances. Lunch was a casual, laughter-filled affair, lingering and unhurried. Once they’d cleaned up, Tommy swept Seth away on a hike into the woods. Kathy settled alone beside the campsite, the fabric of her camping chair cool against her thighs. She lost herself in a book, occasionally glancing up at the filtered sunlight threading through the trees, thoughts curving around the memory of Tommy’s warm, appreciative eyes.

When the hikers returned—a couple of hours later—Seth’s cheeks were glowing with excitement. He told her, in breathless detail, about the deer they’d spotted, the birds they’d startled, and the tangled, dark patch of wild blackberries they would all need to pick the next day.

The evening softened, filled with simple joys: board games spread across the makeshift table, music playing softly from a speaker, light conversation warming the air. Kathy prepared dinner over the modest camp stove—the aroma of sizzling food mingling with fresh pine and woodsmoke—while Tommy and Seth ventured out, laughter echoing as they foraged for firewood and arranged it for the night’s fire. After dinner, they toasted marshmallows under the wash of starlight. Tommy’s deep, resonant voice spun eerie tales across the darkness, the flickering firelight casting long, shifting shadows. Finally, Kathy and Seth retreated to the quiet comfort of their tent, enveloped in the hush of the night. Tommy lingered by the fire, the red coals glowing in his thoughtful eyes, the silence wrapping around him like a secret.

The night air grew chillier. He crouched, poking at the embers, lost in thought, when the soft rasp of a zipper cut through the quiet. Kathy stepped out of the tent: she wore an oversized flannel shirt, unbuttoned just enough to glimpse the pale curve of her throat, and a pair of clingy shorts that teased the eye with every movement. Her arms were drawn tightly around her chest, betraying the goosebumps rising along her skin.

“Trouble sleeping?” Tommy’s voice was gentle, almost a whisper, smoky with implication.

She nodded, her eyes flickering to the fire. “It’s gotten cold. Would you mind putting another log on? I’d love to sit beside the fire a little longer.”

He smiled, the glow illuminating the brown planes of his face. “Of course.” He reached for a log, muscles flexing as he placed it onto the embers and coaxed flames to life. “Come here, sit by me,” he offered, patting the spot beside him, “I’ll keep you warm.”

A soft, almost shy smile played over her lips. “Alright,” she murmured. She settled in beside him, the quiet stretching between them, charged and intimate. Tommy prodded the fire a little more, the new log catching with a burst of snapping sparks. As he finally eased back onto the log beside her, a delicate, haunting sound trembled through the air. He turned, searching her face just as a silver tear traced down her cheek in the firelight.

“Hey… what’s wrong, Kathy?” His words were a comforting caress, soft but strong. He shifted closer, his posture open and attentive.

She shook her head, voice husky. “It’s nothing,” she whispered, though her sniffling betrayed more.

“Come on. We’re past secrets, aren’t we? You know you can tell me anything. I promise, whatever you say stays between us.” His eyes held hers, sincere and unguarded. Tender, he reached up, brushing the tear away with his thumb.

She took a shaky breath, voice trembling yet honest. “Since my husband left, I don’t think Seth and I have had a truly happy time together—until this. I wasn’t sure what to expect when this big brother idea was mentioned, but I see now how gentle, goodhearted you are with him. With both of us. Seth said he feels like we’re really a family, now.”

Tommy’s gaze softened, his touch lingering just a heartbeat longer on her cheek. “I never thought it would be so meaningful either. Seth’s changed the way I see things. I love being his big brother. But… there’s something else I need to tell you.” He leaned in, eyes searching hers, his voice barely more than a throaty whisper as he turned her toward him, his hand strong yet tender against her jaw, thumb still glistening with her barely-shed tear.

“Kathy…” Tommy’s voice was rough, every word laced with devotion and longing, “I can’t help the way I feel. Being around Seth is wonderful, but sharing these quiet, stolen moments with you—God, I find myself aching for them.” Slowly, with trembling sincerity, he brushed a stray tear from her cheek, searching her face. “I still remember what you told me about your ex—how he’d rather chase the bottom of a bottle than be with you. That man’s an idiot for abandoning a woman who’s not only beautiful, but passionate and worth loving. He gave up everything, and I—well, I’ll never understand how he could.”

Her lips parted, glistening in the flickering firelight. “Tommy… that’s the sweetest thing anyone’s said to me in so long.” Her words carried on a shaky breath, raw with gratitude and need. She tilted forward, every movement gentle and uncertain, and pressed her plush lips, damp and soft, against his cheek. The tenderness unravelled him, and without breaking eye contact he slid a strong arm around her waist, drawing her to him until their bodies pressed together.

Foreheads touching, they lingered in that fragile space—a reverent nuzzling that sent a ripple of anticipation through them both. Their gazes locked, searching, desperate for connection. Kathy was the first to move, brushing her mouth tentatively against his, a fleeting kiss tasting of longing and promise. Then she kissed him again, a sigh trembling from her lips, and finally Tommy surrendered to his own desire and deepened the kiss. The world faded until there was nothing but the slick heat of their mouths colliding, her sighs muffled as his tongue found hers, tracing and teasing, making her shudder with secret delight.

Their passion gathered intensity—Tommy’s hands moved with a trembling reverence as he began to unfasten her shirt, each button undone and falling away to reveal more of her silky skin. Unable to resist, he slowly eased her down onto the soft earth, the fire’s orange glow casting shadows over the swell of her curves. The night air teased her body as he spread her shirt wide, exposing breasts that ached for touch, her nipples already tight and blushing pink in the coolness. A low, hungry moan left her lips as he bent to her chest, lips and tongue worshipping each swollen peak, sucking, nibbling, rolling her nipples until pleasure rang through her bones.

Kathy arched beneath him, writhing at the tender assault, lost in a torrent of sensation she hadn’t tasted in years. Tommy’s hands caressed every inch he could reach, squeezing her full breasts, delighting in every soft gasp and desperate movement. He trailed kisses back to her lips, claiming them again, stealing her breath. His grasp left her breasts, sliding lower—his palm hot and impatient as it dove beneath her shirt, exploring the taut surface of her belly before drifting down, inching beneath the waistband of her shorts.

But suddenly, Kathy tensed. She broke their kiss, breath trembling; she pushed him away and scrambled upright, eyes glistening, confusion and guilt swirling within the depths. “Oh God… Tommy, we can’t do this. This is wrong.” Her voice was barely more than a whisper, thick with uncertainty, before she turned and disappeared into the tent, leaving the air thick with longing and regret.

“Kathy, wait—” Tommy’s plea left his lips, but she was already gone, the tent sealing off everything that had just transpired. The embers crackled, but the warmth between them cooled, replaced by a restless ache neither could soothe. Through the endless hours of that night, neither slept—tossed by desire, haunted by questions, their minds tangled with confusion.

The dawn was muted and awkward, filled with unspoken tension. Tommy was up first, poking at the fire as he cooked breakfast, his movements careful and quiet. Kathy emerged from the tent only when Seth bounded out, innocent and oblivious. As they circled the campfire, exchanging stiff smiles, Tommy suggested a trip to the water park—maybe the splash and sunlight would chase away the memory of the night. They dressed for the day, Seth excitedly packing his swim trunks, Tommy in gym shorts and a tee, and Kathy—her movements uncertain—pulled her swimsuit on, then layered herself in loose clothing, as if she could hide the desire still smoldering under her skin.

The three of them made their way to the water park, the sunny afternoon buzzing with anticipation. Tommy, with a casual confidence, peeled off his shirt—Kathy couldn’t help but let her eyes linger over the defined muscles of his chest and arms, the way his tanned skin caught the golden light. Her cheeks warmed, a shiver of excitement humming beneath her composure. Then it was her turn to reveal more: she slipped her shorts down, baring luminous, almost porcelain thighs, their gentle curves hinting at soft strength and subtle femininity. The spandex of her swimsuit hugged her bottom, accentuating its gentle roundness with every movement.

Slowly, she drew her tee shirt over her head, her hair cascading around her shoulders as she revealed the sleek black one-piece beneath. The fabric stretched tight over her figure, accentuating her waist and smoothing her curves, her breasts straining deliciously against the suit, a mouthwatering display of cleavage that immediately caught Tommy’s gaze. His admiration was obvious, and she felt a rush of pride and feminine power knowing how deeply she’d captured his attention.

The day unfolded in a blur of laughter and splashing water, the joyful screams from the slides mingling with their own playful shouts. They raced down slides in tandem, bodies slick, adrenaline mingling with something hotter—every brush of damp skin against another secretly charged with memory and mounting tension. Together they played lazy water games, flirted over shared bites of a light lunch, and basked in the sun until it began to dip, painting everything in warm, inviting tones.

As the air grew cooler, they packed up and headed back, Tommy, ever thoughtful, suggested picking up a hot, cheesy pizza to take with them. Back at camp, music drifted softly from the radio, blending with the crackle of the fire Tommy built. They settled around the low flames, laughter giving way to comfortable silence as they enjoyed their food. After a day filled with excitement, Seth quickly succumbed to sleep, worn out and innocent, leaving Kathy and Tommy alone in the deepening twilight.

Tommy reclined in his lawn chair, flipping idly through an automotive magazine, the day catching up to him. He drifted off, the warmth of the fire lulling him, until a gentle touch broke through his haze—a hand lightly shaking his leg.

“Tommy, wake up,” Kathy’s voice caressed his ear, barely above a whisper.

His eyes fluttered open, confusion giving way to concern. “Hey, is everything alright?”

She slipped into the seat beside him, her body close, voice soft but intent. “Yes,” she murmured, “I just wanted to talk to you about last night.”

He straightened, regret and uncertainty flickering across his expression. “Oh hey look, I’m really sorry I made a pass at you. If we could just forget it happened...”

She placed her hand over his, stopping him. “That’s the problem. I can’t forget. I loved the way you kissed me… how gentle you were. It’s just—no one has wanted me like that, not for a long time. I didn’t want you—or anyone—to think I just used you, out here alone.” Her fingers tightened over his, a silent confession trembling on her lips. “It scared me how much I wanted that. I’m sorry I ran off instead of explaining, made you think you did something wrong.”

Tommy turned in his chair, capturing her gaze, his concern melting into something deeper, more urgent. “Really, Kathy, it’s okay. I’m shocked by how much I feel for you, too. I come out here, expecting to be the fun guy for a kid, and suddenly I can’t stop thinking about you… this beautiful, confident woman, even if you are a few years older.”

She laughed, sexy and self-deprecating. “More than just a few,” she teased, “and what if people talk? What would your mother say?”

He moved closer, voice low and defiant, desire darkening his eyes. “Who cares what anyone thinks? My mother wouldn’t give a damn—I’m eighteen and my own man. What really matters is what you want,” he said, fingers tracing idle patterns on her arm. “Don’t you deserve to be happy? Isn’t it time?”

Her answer was barely a breath, lips close to his ear in the flickering firelight. “You’re right.”

He glanced up, one brow cocked, teasing her back. “What was that?”

“You’re right. I deserve to feel good.” Her voice, soft but certain, carried through the hush of the night.

Tommy’s lips curved into a gentle, wicked smile. The radio played on, slow and mellow, filling their small clearing with a sensuous rhythm. He strode to where she sat, offering his hand, palm open—an invitation pulsing quietly between the two of them. Kathy met his gaze, her eyes luminous in the firelight as her fingers slipped into his, warm and trembling. He pulled her to her feet, drawing her flush against his body, their bodies perfectly aligned under the silvered starlight. Moving together, they found the beat, hips swaying, chests pressed close. Every inch of her seemed awake, alive, his touch radiating heat along her back as she looped an arm around his neck. Their lips met, slow-burning and delicious, mouths exploring, teasing. The world narrowed to the secret space between them—the taste of him, the rugged feel of his jaw beneath her fingertips.

As the next song faded in, the music’s tempo changed, but neither of them cared. Wrapped up in him, Kathy’s fingers slid into his hair, tugging him closer for a deep, lingering kiss. Tommy broke away, just for a moment, long enough to snatch up the radio and lead her—quietly, purposefully—toward his tent. He unzipped the flap, casting a glance at her over his shoulder before slipping inside, the radio’s soft glow illuminating the waiting space. He spread open his sleeping bag, his eyes never leaving hers.

Kathy’s breath caught as she stood framed by the tent’s opening; deliberately, she undid each button of her nightshirt, letting it fall open, revealing soft skin and the gentle swell of her breasts. Nothing underneath. When Tommy reached for her, she stepped forward, surrendering, the cool night air on her naked body only making her ache more. He helped her shrug the shirt from her shoulders, sealed the tent, then stood upright—broad, shirtless, achingly young and beautiful as he peeled off his own clothes. His body was lean, his cock proudly hard, bathed in the dull firelight—thick and long, pulsing with hunger.

She let her gaze devour him hungrily—it had been so long since another man had looked at her this way. So long since someone had made her feel wanted, desirable. Kathy smiled shyly up at him and whispered, “Tommy, just one last thing—I need to be sure we’re safe. Do you have…protection?”

He shook his head, disappointment flashing in his eyes. “Damn, I didn’t even think—didn’t bring any.”

She reached for him then, her hand closing around the heavy length of his cock, stroking him until he trembled. “Don’t worry,” she murmured, her breath hot on his skin, “I won’t leave you aching tonight.” With that, she leaned in, the tip of her tongue tracing along his shaft—soft, wet kisses up and down the trembling flesh—before her lips slipped over him, swallowing him greedily. Her mouth felt electric, slick and eager, lips tugging gently while her hand worked the base. Her other hand wandered between his legs, tracing the sensitive skin of his balls, teasing him until his whole body coiled tight.

It didn’t take Tommy long—his body bucked, breath stuttering, and he spilled into her mouth with a throaty groan. Kathy swallowed, trying to take it all, but gasped for air when the intensity overwhelmed her. He passed her the canteen, his grin sheepish, and she rinsed the taste down, her lips curling in amusement as she wiped her mouth.

When she tried to move, Tommy’s hand pressed her gently back to the sleeping bag, his eyes smoldering with promise. “No way am I leaving you wanting tonight,” he whispered, lowering himself to her, the wild night outside forgotten as their bodies tangled and the heat between them smoldered, fierce and unrestrained.

Tommy lowered himself slowly, deliciously, onto Kathy, his weight warm and secure atop her. His lips brushed against her cheeks gently, lingering, craving more, then dragged down the inviting slope of her neck, where she shivered under the press of his mouth. His hands slid to her chest, cupping her breasts, the softness filling his palms. He squeezed, his thumbs teasing her nipples until they tightened beneath his touch. He couldn't resist, swirling his tongue slowly over each peak, savoring the taste of her, the gasps that caught in her throat.

His kisses traveled farther, mapping a languid trail down her smooth, flat stomach, his breath hot against her skin. When his mouth met the neatly trimmed thatch above her center, he inhaled deeply, intoxicated by her heady, musky scent. His lips skirted over her mound, planting kisses on the insides of her thighs, everywhere except the place he knew she craved most. He could sense her anticipation in every quivering exhale.

Finally, he parted her folds with his tongue, tasting the wetness gathered there. He teased her, licking deliberately up the length of her slit, pausing just before reaching her clit, letting the tension coil tighter with every stroke. Kathy writhed beneath him, her hips pressing up, soft whimpers escaping her lips as her arousal rushed out for him, sweet and slick. Tommy lapped her eagerly, drinking in her moans, tongue circling, flicking, sliding over her until her body trembled uncontrollably. When he finally gave in to the urge and focused on her clit, flicking, sucking, swirling, she lost control, her hands tangling urgently in his hair, holding him right there.

“Oh god, Tommy, don’t stop. Please—oh my god, I’m going to come, Tommy—yes, yes—oh god, yes!” Her moans echoed through the tent as she shattered for him, her thighs clamping around his head, her body writhing beneath his mouth. He stayed with her, lapping gently, coaxing every last delicious tremor from her, savoring the slickness and the taste of her ecstasy.

He was hard again, aching for her, but forced himself to pause, determined not to press for more without protection. Instead, he gathered her against him, their bodies entangled in a lazy, contented sprawl. They exchanged lazy, satisfied kisses, caressing each other and basking in the afterglow. Eventually Kathy slipped her nightshirt back on, and with a smile that promised more, left for her own tent.

The pale light of dawn found Tommy restless and determined. Before the others stirred, he dashed off to the little general store down the road. He returned, triumphant, a box of condoms in hand. By the time he got back, Kathy was already up, moving about the campsite, her hair tousled and lips curved in a secret smile as she made breakfast for the three of them.

The day unfolded in golden, unhurried moments. They dressed, fished in the sparkling lake, canoed along the shore. Kathy stretched out on the sand, working on her tan, each lazy arch of her body inviting his gaze, while Tommy took Seth into the woods for a nature hike. They watched deer appear and vanish into the trees, both of them awed by the quiet beauty of the preserve. Later, Tommy drove them all to a dazzling fireworks show, the summer air thick with excitement. While Seth’s eyes sparkled with the explosions overhead, Tommy and Kathy shared secret, heated glances, their hands laced together in the shadows.

On the ride back, Seth collapsed into sleep, deep and dreamless. Tommy scooped him up, tucking him into the sleeping bag with tender care. Once outside, he searched for Kathy—and found his tent open, the campfire’s glow flickering inside. She was waiting there, stretched bare and beautiful on his sleeping bag, her body gleaming in the faint light, inviting him in with a sultry look that made his breath catch.

He stripped without hesitation, hunger rolling through him. He took out the bag, his hands only a little shaky, and retrieved a condom, rolling it down the length of his throbbing erection—a promise between them. Kathy parted her legs invitingly, her gaze burning into his, and he moved between them. As they twined around each other, mouths and hands exploring hungry skin, electricity cracked in the space between them, every inch of their bodies flushed with desire. Tommy was finally, blissfully ready to lose himself in her—the air thick with longing, the promise of satisfaction poised on the edge of every caress.

“Tommy, wait,” Kathy murmured shakily, her breath already coming in little gasps as his thick shaft pressed at her entrance. Her voice trembled with equal parts vulnerability and anticipation. “Just… slow down. Be gentle. It’s been years since I let a man inside me like this.”

His gaze softened, desire tempered by tenderness. “I will,” he promised, his tone low and reassuring. With exquisite patience, Tommy eased himself inside her, moving an inch at a time, checking her eyes for any flicker of discomfort. “You okay?” he whispered, letting every deliberate, careful nudge send waves of heat through both of them.

“Yes,” she breathed, and felt him fill her by degrees, stretching her deliciously, her inner muscles fluttering around him as he finally sheathed himself completely. Even with the slippery latex barrier, he felt engulfed by her blazing heat, startled by how tightly she gripped him, each shallow thrust a reminder of how long she’d craved this.

He moved with achingly slow strokes, savoring the silken friction, their bodies meshing together as Kathy’s soft moans curled sweetly through the tent. Her thighs trembled around his hips, her hands clutching his shoulders, nails digging lightly into his flesh each time he slid deeper. The air was heavy with the musk of sweat and longing, the steady slide and retreat of his length building her higher, making her pulse pound in her ears.

Ten minutes stretched into forever—she gasped as pleasure tipped her over the edge, her climax clenching wildly around him, her body surrendering, soft and slick and eager now. He felt her come undone, shudders echoing through her, and her wetness soaked the latex, making each stroke easier, hotter. The pace between them shifted—needier, faster, his hips snapping now, urgency igniting.

Their bodies slapped together with a wet, insistent sound, her luscious breasts quivering with every hungry drive of his hips. She arched beneath him, twisting up to meet each thrust, her voice thick with hunger. “Oh yes, Tommy—deeper… I need it, I’ve needed this for so long. Fuck me, just like that.”

Sweat slicked their skin, every inch on fire, the tent dense with the heady scent of sex and panting breaths. He draped her legs over his shoulders, plunging in as deep as possible, filling her until she whimpered beneath the pressure. His control slipped; he groaned her name as he spilled himself into her, the condom stretching to hold the hot flood of his release.

Spent, he collapsed on top of her, both of them tangled, gasping, mouths finding each other for soft kisses as his cock softened. For a long, slow half-hour, they simply lay entwined, trading kisses, hands exploring lazy and intimate.

But Tommy’s hunger returned fast. He reached for another condom, rolled it down his swollen shaft, and eased himself back inside her, sliding between her thighs in the familiar cradle of her body. He rocked into her, unhurried at first, then picking up speed, stretching out the pleasure for twenty rough, magnificent minutes. She came again and again, each climax wracking her, her cries muffled by his shoulder.

He shifted, guiding her onto her side with him, spooning her body close as he thrust from behind, his chest pressed to her spine, one arm reaching around to squeeze her breasts. The rhythm grew ragged, their passion rising, the tent filled with their moans and the urgent sounds of bodies connecting, heedless and wild.

“Tommy, give it to me from behind,” she commanded, breathless and insistent.

He withdrew, and without missing a beat, she was on all fours, hips arched high. He gripped her waist and drove into her, going deep, her heat dazzling him. His hands held her tight, fingers digging into her flesh as her cries grew louder, her body bucking back onto him, desperate to feel every inch. His balls swung up to meet her, skin smacking against her with every savage thrust.

“Oh God, Tommy—yes, yes, fuck, you’re incredible—just, yes, keep going!” she sobbed between gasping moans, her voice raw with pleasure.

He answered with a thick, guttural groan, lost in the way her body welcomed him again and again. “I love fucking you,” he growled in her ear.

“Yeah, baby, don’t stop—fuck me harder,” her voice broke with ecstasy, demanding, surrendering, utterly undone.

Tommy’s second orgasm left him completely spent, every muscle deliciously weak. The sticky heat of their bodies lingered, sweat cooling in the early hours before dawn. Kathy lay draped beside him, chest rising and falling, lost in the aftershocks of their wild coupling. When she finally mustered the strength to slip from his arms, she dressed quietly and stole away to her own tent—her absence leaving the air tinged with the scent of sex and longing.

Sleep pressed down on Tommy, heavy and absolute, until the sensation of something hot and silky trailing across his cock wrenched him from a deep slumber. His eyes flickered open. There, kneeling between his thighs, was Kathy—her eyes heavy-lidded with desire, her tongue circling the crown of his softening length, coaxing him back to aching hardness with slow, tantalizing laps and suckles.

“Once more, lover,” she breathed, her voice dusky, full of promise.

Groggy, he groaned, “God, what time is it? I’m wrecked.”

Kathy’s lips curved in a wicked smile as she glanced up at him, her hand stroking him with a languorous rhythm. “It’s four thirty. Don’t worry, baby—you just lie there and let me take care of you. I plan to savor you, make you nice and hard again, and then I’m going to ride you until we both scream.” Her eyes glinted in the near-darkness. “You have one more condom, right?”

He fumbled at the edge of his sleeping bag and handed the last foil packet to her, lost already in the slow, insistent pleasure of her mouth on him.

Her devotion was sinful, deliberate—her tongue teasing the sensitive ridge, her lips wrapping around the head, her strokes maddeningly unhurried. Whenever Tommy’s breath would catch and his hips would jerk, she would ease back, licking down to his balls and rolling them gently in her palm, keeping him teetering on the edge without ever letting him tip into release.

Finally, Tommy heard the crinkle of the wrapper as she tore it open. In the half-light, she rolled the condom over his cock, making sure he could feel every inch of her fingers as she sheathed him. Still wearing only a thin nightshirt, her bare thighs straddled him—a flash of skin, the brush of her warmth over his hips as she hovered, teasing, over his cock before sinking down slowly, taking him deep inside her slick, needy heat.

“Oh, baby,” she murmured as she began to move, rising and falling in a steady, hungry rhythm. “First thing I’m doing when we get back is making a doctor’s appointment… I want to feel you raw inside me so badly—no more latex between us. I want everything.”

“God, Kathy, yeah…” Tommy groaned, his hands finding her buttons and undoing her shirt, baring her breasts so he could run his palms over their soft, heavy curves. Her nipples hardened under his touch, and she rode him with growing urgency, the sound of their bodies coming together echoing in the still night.

Kathy braced her hands on either side of his shoulders, hips surging faster, her breasts bouncing above him with each thrust. Her moans built, loud and unfettered, mingling with his as Tommy began to thrust up in time with her, driven by the slick slide and the swelling pressure within him.

Their climax came suddenly, fiercely, their cries rising in the thin dawn—Kathy trembling, falling forward, Tommy pulsing weakly into the waiting latex, spent from her relentless attention.

She collapsed against him and they lay bundled in the tangled sheets, Kathy whispering that she needed a few days to talk to Seth and get her appointment. Later that morning, after gathering up their scattered belongings, they drove back to town—tired, satisfied, bound by a secret only the forest had witnessed.

Four days later, Tommy’s phone vibrated with a message from Kathy, inviting him to dinner. When he arrived, Seth met him at the door with a knowing look and told him he was happy for them. The days that followed blurred into weeks and months, passion softening into something beautiful and lasting. Eventually, Tommy and Kathy were married, their love sealed by a daughter who would one day inherit the story of a wild, stolen night beneath the stars.


My Sweet Revenge

After the long, sun-drenched days of fishing with my dad out in the secluded mountain wilds, I felt the ache of anticipation for home—my body yearning for the comfort of familiarity after a week steeped in masculine solitude. Dad, perhaps feeling celebratory about my upcoming escape to college, broke years of rules and handed me a cold beer by the fire, his gruff smile softening under the burnished sunset. It was good, real, but after days spent surrounded by the scent of pine needles and the constant ripple of river water, I craved the electric thrill of seeing Amy again. And let’s be honest—I was more than ready for someone else’s touch, and the paycheck waiting at my new summer job.

We rolled back into town on a gentle Sunday dusk, the world quietly humming with possibility. I barely waited for Dad to grab his gear before I dialed Amy, my pulse jumping a little faster as her voice slid warmly across the line. She wanted me right then—her, me, and Tommy, my best friend since forever—at the local pizza place, where the air always smelled of baked bread, molten cheese, and teenage dreams. I tossed off my grimy camping clothes, muscles shifting under freshly scrubbed skin, and threw on a clean tee and shorts, hungry now for everything I’d missed.

As I pushed open the door, the noise hit me first—pop hits tumbling from the radio, the sound blending with the chatter of families and the soft thud of booths occupied by kids my age. I found Amy and Tommy, squeezed together on the same side of a booth, their bodies angled close in a way that made something coil inside me. I slid in opposite, my eyes devouring Amy. I reached across, let my fingers trail over the silken warmth of her hand—so small, so soft, so achingly close at last.

“Hey, baby. God, I missed you so much," I breathed, letting all that longing inject itself into every syllable, my gaze caught on the flush that crept up her throat. “And yeah, I missed you too, Tommy," I added, shooting him a crooked smile.

Amy’s laugh came out thin, tinged with nerves, her hand pulling away from mine—leaving my palm bare and hungry. Before I could process that odd flicker in her eyes, Tommy’s voice cut through. “Bro, we need to talk. Something happened while you were out chasing trout.”

The light mood faded, worry nibbling away at my thoughts. “What’s going on? Can’t it wait? I need pizza.”

“No, Brad," Amy said quickly, her voice trembling with something that sent a thrill of alarm darting down my spine. “We have to get this out.”

I tried to keep it light, but my chest was tightening. “Alright. Out with it. What’s this mystery?”

Tommy slid me a wary look, his eyes flicking to Amy before he spoke. “Last Tuesday, I dropped by Amy’s mom’s salon for a trim. She was running things solo ’cause the place was empty, but man—it was blazing hot in there. The damn air-conditioning gave up. Amy was there in this clingy, almost see-through tank top, no bra, and these shorts that barely covered anything.” His words painted a vivid image that sent heat to places I tried to ignore.

Amy’s cheeks burned deeper, her lower lip trembling as she confessed, “I was rinsing Tommy’s hair and couldn’t stop griping about the heat—next thing I know, he grabs the spray hose and turns it on me. My top was white, Brad, and… well, everything showed.”

I clenched my jaw, jealousy warring with relief. “So, what, Tommy scored a front-row seat to a wet t-shirt contest in your mom’s salon? It wasn’t deliberate, right? Just a hot, sexy accident.”

“It is a big deal, Brad.” Tommy’s confession was heavy with raw honesty, his voice trembling as he tried to hold Amy’s hand, desperate for some connection. “After I sprayed her down, I just couldn’t look away. The way her breasts pressed against that soaked, sheer shirt—God, it was impossible not to stare. She laughed, all playful, and slipped out to grab a mop. But then something inside me snapped. I locked the shop door, flipped the sign to CLOSED, and when she came back, I took the mop from her shaky hands and pressed her up against the wall. I kissed her—hard—and she kissed me back, hungry. I couldn't stop myself, Brad. I tore her shirt open just to feast my eyes on those perfect tits.” He paused, his thumb tracing circles on Amy’s wrist, voice lowering as he let the memory slip between us like smoke. “We lost ourselves together right there, on the floor, tangled up on her mom’s cheap tile. After that, we couldn’t stop. We’ve fucked every day this week. We have—every single day.”

Amy’s eyes shimmered, guilt and arousal swirling in her gaze. She shifted closer to Tommy, her fingers squeezing his as she spoke to me. “Brad, none of this was about hurting you. But it felt so wild, so wrong, so… god, it was incredible. Something about sneaking around and letting ourselves go just felt so good. I want to keep seeing Tommy. I need to. I can’t lie about it anymore—I want to break up.”

My body ached with loss, anger thrumming through every nerve. “Well, congratulations. I guess I just lost my best friend and the girl I love on the same fucking day. Hope it was worth it.” Pushing away from the table, I shoved past them, the taste of betrayal burning deep in my chest.

Tommy chased after me, calling my name as I strode toward my rusty, beat-up truck, my knuckles white as I wiped fiercely at my stinging eyes. I spun to face him, jaw clenched, every muscle tight with fury.

“Sorry, man,” he stammered, eyes flickering with shame. “It’s just… I’ve always wanted Amy. I couldn’t help myself. Maybe, one day, we can be friends again.”

I laughed, cold and hollow. “Not fucking likely. Why don’t you get back in there and fuck yourself with the biggest Italian sausage you can find?”

He stepped closer, a strange glimmer of hope in his eyes. “If you need to hit me, or beat the shit out of me, do it. If it’ll help—maybe we can fix things.”

I glared at him, my fists curling as rage surged, my heart thumping dangerously. “As much as I want to pound your face in, asshole, I won’t. But don’t think for a second I’m letting this go. I’ll find another way to pay you both back for stabbing me in the heart and trashing all the years we had. Fuck you.” My voice was raw, bitter—a promise and a curse.

I slammed myself into the driver’s seat and roared away, leaving him alone with all his guilt in that parking lot.

Once I got home, burning with hurt and humiliation, I stormed past my parents, ignoring their curious glances. I locked myself in my room and tore everything that ever connected me to Amy and Tommy—their pictures, tender notes, flirty texts—ripping, shredding, stuffing every last scrap into the garbage. Not a memory of them was left. Outside, I dragged the bag to the backyard and dumped it all into the rusty burn barrel, pouring lighter fluid over my shredded heart. The match hissed to life, and suddenly it was all fire—brilliant orange, greedy and fierce. I watched everything go up in flames, the old life I thought I had disappearing into smoke.

And then, as the last embers died, my mom’s soft voice slipped in behind me, warming the shadows. “What’s wrong, Brad?”

Fighting the lump in my throat, I choked out, “Tommy and Amy—they were screwing around behind my back. The whole time I was away with Dad.”

She gazed at me, her expression soft and full of the unconditional love I’d come to rely on, the flames behind us flickering in her eyes. “Oh honey, I’m so, so sorry. Is there anything at all I can do for you?” Her warm hand landed gently on my shoulder, squeezing, trying to offer solace, to anchor me in a sea of betrayal and anger.

I shook my head, voice raw with the ache in my chest. “No, Mom. I just need to figure this out on my own.” My words barely rose above the crackle of the fire, but she heard them, the concern on her face deepening.

She didn’t say more—didn’t try to fix what couldn’t be fixed. For a long time, she simply stood there beside me, arm slipping around my trembling shoulders, enveloping me in her embrace as the evening cooled and the firelight danced across her features. Shadows and gold played over her, and for an impossibly intimate moment, she radiated beauty and strength—a beacon guiding me through the storm of loss and fury. As darkness settled around us, an idea sparked sharper than any pain: revenge, sweet and delicious. If Tommy was so eager to destroy everything between us, then I could topple his world in a way he’d never see coming—by seducing his mother.

Ellen, Tommy’s mom, had always been in the background of our school days, ever present at charity events, organizing all the little pieces that made our lives run. Like my mother, she was still striking—forties, yes, but her curves were real and lasting, her smile dazzling, her body kept toned and lithe from hours at the gym with my mom. She was nothing like Tommy’s father—a man whose years supervising construction had left him soft and heavy, hair thinning, belly thickening, vitality fading right through his outgrown jeans. I remembered overhearing snatches of conversation between my mom and Ellen, whispered confidences about how stagnant Ellen’s sex life had become, emptiness quietly edging toward desperation. It set a wickedly perfect stage. All I needed now was a way to get her alone, a chance to tempt her, to draw her in and show Tommy exactly what heartbreak felt like.

When my mother finally drifted away, leaving me in the gloom edged by dying embers, my mind raced with possibilities. As I went back inside, I found her in the kitchen, her hips swaying gently as she put plates away, the last glow of the sun spilling through the windows.

She brightened at my presence. “Brad, you’ll never guess—your father just surprised me with a trip to Paris!” Her eyes sparkled, girlish and alive with excitement I hadn’t seen in ages.

I mustered up the hint of a smile. “That’s amazing, Mom. You both deserve it.”

Her laughter was infectious as she leaned against the counter, almost giddy. “We leave Monday morning. Of course, it means my landscaping plans are going to wait until I get back,” she sighed, glancing out at the overgrown garden.

“Don’t worry about it,” I said, moving closer, letting the confidence in my tone wrap around her. “I have the restaurant job, sure, but not till afternoon shifts. Make me a list for the flower beds—I’ll plant everything for you while you’re gone.”

She touched my cheek, her palm warm, eyes shining with gratitude and surprise. “That’s so thoughtful of you, Brad, but you’ve never done any gardening before.”

“Let me give it a shot. If I mess anything up, I can always call Ellen for help. Just because Tommy’s dead to me doesn’t mean his family has to be.” The words dripped with a quiet promise, the seed of my secret plan already sprouting, thrilling me with a dangerous anticipation.

“Yes, and Ellen has such a knack for gardening—I really want to keep her as a friend, no matter what Tommy’s done,” Mom said, her voice soft as she folded the dishtowel with one last flick of her wrist. She glanced at the clock, worry creasing her brow. “I need to hustle; your dad’s already packed, showered, and tucked into bed like a king. I’ll give Ellen a call now—see if she’s free to help you.”

Mom retreated with the phone, her words trailing after her as she disappeared into the hallway. I hovered near the doorway, making a transparent attempt to catch snippets of their conversation. As I suspected, the subject of Tommy and Amy was unavoidable—Ellen’s voice carried a note of disapproval, but underneath, I could hear a warmth toward Mom. They laughed gently, smoothed over the cracks left by Tommy’s betrayal, and then Mom moved the conversation to the flower beds. Ellen’s acceptance was immediate and eager; I heard the smile in her tone as she insisted she’d love to help—and she’d swing by around ten on Monday, the perfect partner for a day spent selecting flowers and running her fingers through the soil.

When Mom returned, she set the phone down, her posture relaxed now that her plans—and mine—were falling into place. She spotted me waiting in the living room, my curiosity undisguised, and gave me a gentle look. “Ellen will be over first thing next week. I’ll leave you plenty of cash for supplies. The beds are already mapped out—you’ll see the strings and stakes all around the yard. Everything’s labeled, right down to Popsicle sticks with the names of each flower.”

She paused, reaching up to tuck a stray strand of hair behind my ear. “Are you sure you’re up for all this, love?”

I grinned at her, filled with purpose. “I’ve got it covered, Mom. You just worry about getting to your flight on time and having the time of your life.”

She smiled, a quick but affectionate press of her lips to my cheek. “You’re right—I need to finish packing. Goodnight, sweetheart.” Her hand lingered on my shoulder for a moment—a fleeting comfort—before she slipped upstairs to join Dad.

In the hush of the emptying house, I called after her, “Love you. Have an amazing trip.”

“Love you too,” she called back, already at the top of the stairs, then she was gone.

Monday.

The morning sunlight crept through my curtains, warm and insistent, rousing me with delicious anticipation. I showered, careful with the razor, then watched in the mirror as steam curled around my bare skin. I wanted to look sharp, for her. A pulse of excitement thrummed in my chest when I opened the door exactly at ten to greet Ellen. She arrived in crisp white slacks that clung to her curves, hinting at the shape of her panties beneath the thin fabric. Her light green blouse was soft and inviting, the color bringing out the flushed vitality in her face. Her hair was artfully styled, swept up but with a few strands framing her lovely features, and her makeup, though subtle, was perfectly applied.

“Hi Brad, it’s so good to see you,” she said, stepping inside, her scent—a clean, feminine perfume—winding around me as she wrapped me in a gentle, familiar hug.

“It’s great to see you too, Ellen,” I replied, letting the delicate warmth of her embrace linger just a moment longer as I drew in the intoxicating fragrance of her skin.

“I’m honestly glad your mom thought of me for this. I know things have been messy between you and Tommy—and I’m sorry, Brad, truly.” She reached up to rub my back, her fingers reassuring and slow, as if she could ease away the betrayal with nothing more than her touch.

“I’d really rather leave that whole mess alone, but honestly, I’m grateful you’re here to help me out this week,” I confessed, meeting her eyes with a shy smile. “Tommy and I—well, things are complicated—but you’ve always been so kind. That means a lot.”

Ellen’s expression softened, radiating warmth as she cupped my cheek and brushed her lips against it in a gentle, feather-soft kiss. “You’re sweet,” she murmured, her mouth so close I could smell hints of coffee and her intoxicating perfume blending together.

I felt a surge of confidence. “We should probably head out soon—if it’s alright with you, we can take my truck. We’ll need the space for everything on the list.”

“That sounds perfect,” she agreed, her eyes sparkling. She slipped outside, pausing at the stoop with a look that invited me to follow. I hurried behind her, locking the door, trying to keep my gaze respectful as she descended the front steps.

The drive to Home Depot was an easy rhythm of light conversation—her laughter tinkled pleasantly as we compared gardening disasters and worst purchases. Together, we wandered the aisles, ticking off items from the crumpled list, but Ellen’s expert eye caught a few essential extras my mother had forgotten. She leaned in close during her explanations, warmth radiating between us as she searched for the right fertilizers, her body brushing close to mine while she bent over a flat of marigolds.

We finished up at the nursery, loading the bed of my truck with a dazzling palette of flowers, the air around us fragrant and alive. The way she hefted bags of soil with casual grace set my heart thudding. She slid into the passenger seat as though she’d done it a thousand times, glancing over with a sly smile that sent sparks down my spine.

On our way home, I suggested we refuel with a quick lunch at a nearby bistro. At our small table, sunlight poured in, painting Ellen’s skin gold. Every time she laughed or leaned in to listen, I felt something pull tighter between us. I tried my best not to talk about myself—redirecting her questions, teasing out her passions and hobbies instead. I tossed small, genuine compliments her way, watching her cheeks flush a beautiful pink. She seemed to bloom just from being simply seen.

Back at my place, the afternoon passed in a pleasant blur. Together we unloaded the truck, organizing the blooms and supplies she’d helped select. I couldn’t resist stealing glances—the delicate stretch of her blouse over her curves, the gentle sway of her hips as she crouched to set down a tray of impatiens. She suggested watering the new arrivals before my shift at the restaurant, her voice warm with encouragement.

As I watched her walk down the drive toward her car, the curve of her perfect, round ass hypnotized me. The way her body moved had me hungry for more—my pulse hammering with the anticipation of everything still to come. It felt like the first, intoxicating step in seducing Ellen—Tommy’s mother—and somehow, I just knew this week would end exactly as I hoped.

Tuesday

Tuesday morning found me in the garage, hands full of dirt and expectation, methodically laying out every tool we owned in neat rows. My skin tingled with anticipation. When Ellen’s car glided up behind my truck, my breath caught. She stepped out, sunlight catching in her hair—a shorter, flirtier cut that framed her face, with glossy red-brown curls bouncing playfully above her shoulders.

I couldn’t help but just stare as she walked toward me, her smile hinting at possibilities I was desperate to explore.

The moment Ellen stepped from her car, I couldn’t tear my eyes from her. She didn’t have to try; her appeal was effortless, a latent sensuality in the way her capri pants hugged her curves, accentuating her shapely thighs and the delicate roundness of her hips. Her light blue blouse—tight and almost scandalous—was unbuttoned just enough to offer a teasing glimpse of the soft valley between her breasts. It was as if she understood the precise amount of skin to reveal to drive me mad with wanting more. With a graceful motion, she tilted a wide straw hat onto her head, pushing her newly-shortened, more tousled curls back from her face. She looked positively radiant—casual yet completely captivating.

“Good morning, Brad. Ready to get to work?” Her eyes sparkled as she sauntered over, voice bright and inviting.

“Morning, Ellen.” I forced myself to focus. “Yeah, got everything set out right here.”

She scanned the arranged tools with a practiced gaze. “Do you have a wheelbarrow?”

I shook my head, meeting her eyes. “Nope, but my parents have this big gardening cart—call it their pride and joy.”

She grinned, lips curling playfully. “Oh, I’ve been thinking of buying one of those. Go fetch it, we’ll need it to start on the front beds.”

Eager to please, I hustled to get the cart. She directed me to load all the flats of flowers and wheel them to the beds by the house. As we worked, Ellen took charge with easy authority, sending me back for tools and bags of planting soil, her movements efficient, almost hypnotic. I felt her presence everywhere: the rustle as she bent over, the brush of her arm when we reached into the bed at the same time, her scent—fresh, lightly floral, something intoxicating on the morning air.

We tackled the first bed, digging into the cool, dark earth. Every time Ellen leaned forward, her blouse pulled taut, making her breasts a tantalizing distraction. They weren’t ostentatious—just the perfect shape and size, enough to be noticeable and absolutely alluring beneath the thin cotton, swaying gently as she worked. I watched, caught between admiration and arousal, my fingers itching with the urge to touch.

All morning we worked together in the sunlight: loosening dirt, planting brilliant bursts of color in careful lines, mixing in the nutrient-rich soil so every blossom would thrive. When it came time, Ellen deftly unrolled landscape plastic, showing me how to fit it around each plant, her hands moving with expert precision. Her instructions were gentle, confident. The work was satisfying, but being close to her—taking in the scent of her skin, the smooth curve of her waist when she leaned over—turned the ordinary task into something electric.

When we finished, sweat-slicked and buzzing from physical exertion, Ellen nudged the hat back on her head and declared it was time for lunch. We slipped inside, scrubbing our hands at the kitchen sink. With practiced ease, Ellen raided the fridge, pulling out turkey, lettuce, mayonnaise, and mustard, setting up everything to make thick, messy sandwiches. I grabbed a bag of chips and poured iced tea, the sound cold and refreshing, matching the anticipation humming inside me.

We settled at the table, plates piled high, knees almost brushing. As she took a bite, Ellen fixed me with those glinting eyes, deceptively casual. “You know, Tommy tried to talk me out of helping you,” she said, her tongue darting across her lip to catch a crumb.

My curiosity roused, I asked, “Really? Any particular reason why?”

With a sly smile, she admitted, “He’s convinced you’re going to use me to get back at him for something. Honestly, I’m not sure what he thinks you might do...” Her tone trailed off, an implication lingering in the quiet tension between us.

“That’s ridiculous, Ellen,” I told her, defending myself with a touch of earnestness. “Honestly, I just want to help my mom—it feels good to do something for her. It’s kind of silly maybe, but I’m already missing her, thinking about leaving for college this fall. I’ve never been away from her or Dad for so long.” I shook my head and met her gaze, letting the truth settle between us. “And anyway, whatever’s between me and Tommy and Amy, it’s got nothing to do with you.”

She gave me a knowing look, her lips curving into a soft, approving smile that reassured me more than words. “Tommy’s just imagining things,” she said, her voice warm and bright. “Besides, what on earth could you do to me for revenge that’d even make sense?” Her eyes flickered with playful mischief, the kind that danced just beneath the surface.

I grinned, leaning back in my chair, feeling the slow, electric undercurrent between us. “Sometimes, the best revenge is just letting him wonder. Planting the idea and watching him squirm.” I chuckled, savoring the ripple of conspiratorial amusement that passed between us.

She laughed, the sound light and teasing, and stood up, gathering her plate. “Oh, you are so wicked,” she said, her laughter still lingering in the room as she walked away, hips subtly swaying in those capri pants. I watched, the sight sending a sudden rush of heat through me.

I cleared my throat, feeling the urge to keep things moving. “We should probably get back to the flower beds. I only have a few more hours before I’ve got to clock in at work,” I told her, trying to sound casual.

She turned at the sink, brushing her hair from her eyes. “Where are you working these days?” she asked, curiosity glittering in her tone.

“That new bistro downtown,” I replied, slouching comfortably into my chair. “Just washing dishes, nothing glamorous, but it pays decent and doesn’t kill me.”

“Well, I’d love to give that place a try. But knowing Tommy’s dad, I doubt burgers and pizza will give up their hold on him anytime soon.” She winked, her mouth hinting at another smile.

“Yeah, but you’d enjoy it—the food’s amazing,” I said, following her as she moved toward the hallway and then out toward the sunlit backyard. A fresh, wicked idea started to uncoil deep inside me—something delicious, something just for us.

The air outside was warm, and Ellen handed me the bag of mulch, telling me to spread it out so the beds not only looked pretty but would keep those delicate new flowers healthy. We worked side by side, our arms brushing from time to time, sparks flaring with every gentle touch. Then, down on our knees in the mulch, we set in the plastic border that mimicked bricks at a mischievous angle. Thin trails of sweat clung to Ellen’s skin, glinting in the sunlight and making me ache for another brush of contact.

Once we finished, I took out my phone and snapped a picture of our handiwork, emailing the images to my mom with a satisfied smile.

Ellen stretched up, her body taut and supple, and turned with a satisfied huff. “Great first day, Brad. I’ll see you tomorrow so we can finish the ones around the side.” Her eyes lingered on me, deep and thoughtful, as I helped her open her car door.

“Thanks for your help, Ellen.” My fingers curled softly around her arm, just a beat longer than necessary. “See you in the morning.”

“Don’t forget to water the flowers before you head to work,” she said through the rolled-down window, her voice languid and playful.

*

Wednesday

I rolled out of bed, sun streaming through the window, and heard the weather promising a scorcher today—mid-eighties before noon, all clear blue sky and golden light. I dressed quickly, slipping into loose gym shorts and a soft tee, the memory of Ellen’s smile lingering in my mind as I ate a quick bowl of cereal.

Right on cue, just as the clock struck nine, Ellen’s car purred into the driveway. I stepped out into the backyard, feeling the heat already gathering, and my heart tripped at the sight of her. Her straw hat shaded her eyes, but nothing could hide the way her fitted tee hugged the curves of her body, or those tight jean shorts that made her legs look endless. She sauntered toward me, ready to get her hands dirty again—and suddenly, the day felt ripe with possibility.

We fell into the same rhythm as the previous morning—the routine now felt intimate, familiar, almost charged. I fetched the garden cart, brimming with bright, fragrant flowers, and wheeled it to the beds on the side of the house. Before long, we were both digging into the dark earth, sweat beading as the heat built around us. It didn’t take much for me to peel away my tee, the sticky cotton sliding up my torso, exposing skin flushed and damp beneath the rising sun.

I couldn’t miss how Ellen’s gaze lingered on my chest, her eyes flickering hungrily over my bare muscles before she shyly turned away, lips parted as if caught mid-thought. Watching her sneak glances at me did things to my body—it made every movement deliberate, every flex and stretch a silent invitation. When she dropped down to her hands and knees, the denim of her shorts hugged her curves deliciously. I pretended to focus on the garden, but my attention was all on the way her ass lifted, round and enticing, in perfect alignment with my fantasies. God, she looked good down there, oblivious to how she tempted me.

By lunchtime, our hands were streaked with dirt and the flower beds were bursting with new life. Neither of us seemed interested in food; instead, we retreated indoors for icy water, standing awkwardly close in the kitchen, bodies thrumming with the unspoken current between us. Soon, we were back outside, the landscape plastic crackling in our hands as we unrolled and cut it together, our fingers brushing more than once—each accidental touch charged and lingering.

Ellen was ready to head home after helping finish the prep. I insisted I could manage the rest on my own—spreading mulch, setting the border, giving everything a gentle soak. She offered me a grateful, warm smile, promising to see me tomorrow and mention how much hotter it was going to get. As she drove off, I pictured her cooling down at home, wondering if the heat tomorrow might tempt her into something even more revealing.

Thursday morning arrived, thick and sultry. I put on the news, the weatherman’s warnings of a cloudless, ninety-degree day barely registering as I pulled on jean shorts and my tee, knowing I wouldn’t stay dressed for long.

Ellen arrived not long after I finished breakfast, mirroring her look from the day before. I greeted her, teasing her about the sun’s intensity in the backyard. She laughed, pushing her hat onto her head, her smile somehow softer, more suggestive this morning.

As we attacked the four sprawling beds under the relentless sun, the physical work became a dance of stamina and temptation. By the time two beds were done, sweat was soaking through my shirt—I couldn’t stand it, and off it went. Ellen’s eyes clung openly to my chest, and the look she gave me was bolder than before. Then, stunning me, she suddenly shrugged off her straw hat, peeled her tee over her head in one smooth move, and slid her shorts down her legs, kicking them to the side. Underneath, she wore a mouthwatering red swimsuit—a push-up halter top that cupped her breasts high and full, the scoop-cut bottom hugging her hips.

A rush of blood charged straight to my cock, straining and begging for release as I watched her bend, her ass encased in tight spandex, the faint outline of her sex pressing against the fabric making my mouth go dry. Every time she moved on all fours, her body was a taunt, a promise of something unspeakably hot simmering just beneath the surface.

We worked straight through the midday heat, wordlessly agreeing to skip lunch. While she knelt to finish planting, I ducked inside for more cold water, my mind spinning with dirty images of Ellen glistening in that clingy red suit. By one in the afternoon, her planting was finished, the air between us heavy with heat, anticipation, and something far darker and sweeter.

“I think you need some sunscreen, Brad,” Ellen purred, her eyes glinting with mischief as she sauntered back from her car, twin bottles clinking in her hands. “And then… I need you to help me with a little tanning oil. I want the perfect tan while you finish up.”

She positioned herself behind me, hands cool and slick as she began smoothing the lotion across my back. Her touch was slow, deliberate—a sensual massage disguised as innocent help. The sunscreen glistened atop my skin as her palms kneaded the firm muscles along my spine and shoulders, sliding lower to caress the backs of my thighs. Her fingers curled just beneath the edge of my shorts, lingering, teasing—drawing out every drop of tension.

Then she moved around to face me, her gaze fixed on where desire strained at my shorts—there was no way she could miss the way my cock was outlined, desperate and obvious. She squeezed more lotion onto her palms, working it down my arms, fingers dancing across my chest, over my stomach, tracing swirling patterns that had me holding my breath. When she sunk to her knees in front of me, the air thickened; her hands glided over the front of my legs, so close to the heat between my thighs I ached for her to touch me.

She gave me a wicked smile, and took my hand, guiding me toward the sun-drenched lounge chairs my mother kept on the patio. Ellen stretched out on her stomach, untied her red halter top, and settled in, breasts pressed soft and tempting against the lounge. I unscrewed the cap on the tropical-scented oil, poured a generous amount into my palm, and began gliding it over her bare back. The oil made her skin shine, golden and irresistible. I pressed harder, turning the motion into a true massage; Ellen’s pleasure was clear as she exhaled in a low, satisfying groan, arching a little as my fingers kneaded lower, stroking down the smooth lines of her legs. I pushed my hand up the inside of her thigh, tracing to the secret heat just beneath the scoop of her swimsuit bottom, my heartbeat thundering, stopping just before I reached forbidden territory.

With shaky restraint, I drew back and returned to the flower beds, but my eyes betrayed me—I kept stealing glances at her, soaking in every sultry curve as Ellen lay glistening, the thin red fabric framing her ass, the lines of her legs beckoning. An hour passed before she shifted, rolling onto her back. Her hands moved to her chest, massaging oil into the soft mounds of her breasts where her suit fell short, her gaze shamelessly locking with mine. I gripped the garden trowel hard, trying to focus, but could hardly remember what I was doing.

The work was finally finished; the beds neat, my body pulsing with want. Ellen stood, took her time redressing, her suit sliding up her body, tempting me even more. “Well, Brad, looks like that’s everything,” she said, her lips curled in a teasing smile as she opened her car door. “Call me if you need anything else.”

I watched, biting back hunger, as she reversed down the driveway. “Thanks, Ellen,” I called, wishing desperately that I could watch her all night.

That evening at work I could hardly focus, my mind spinning with images of Ellen, her teasing glances, her slippery curves. I took my phone and made lunch reservations for two—Friday was my day off, and the idea of Ellen across a small restaurant table, close, flirtatious, was too perfect to resist. Noon—enough time for seduction, for a private thank-you she couldn’t forget. The anticipation was so strong it stole my sleep; I tossed restlessly, planning every move.

When Friday morning finally arrived, I waited for the right moment, dialing Ellen only after I was sure her house was empty, my nerves taut as steel. The phone rang—once, twice. She picked up, her voice warm, unsuspecting.

“Hello?”

A beat; my voice caught. “Hi, Ellen. It’s Brad.”

“Oh, hi Brad,” she replied, sounding curious, a hint of warmth in her tone. “What can I do for you?”

“I mean it, Ellen—after everything you’ve done for me, I couldn’t let you refuse. I wanted to thank you properly, so I’ve booked us a table at the bistro where I work. Today’s lunch is my treat.” My voice was warm, persuasive—I wasn’t letting her wriggle out of this.

She hesitated for half a beat, her tone softening as she replied, “That actually sounds wonderful, Brad. What time do you want me to swing by and pick you up?”

“Come by at eleven-thirty,” I said, excitement skittering up my spine. “Our reservation’s at noon.”

“Perfect. See you soon.” Her voice hung in the air as she ended the call, the promise of the day stretching between us.

I all but floated into the shower, letting the hot water run over my skin while my mind lingered on Ellen’s curves in that daring swimsuit, the subtle flush of her cheeks as I’d smoothed oil into her bare skin, the little gasp she couldn’t quite suppress. I couldn’t help myself—my hand drifted lower, the memory hot and insistent as I pumped my length, lost in the fantasy of her lips, her body, her eager little sounds.

Afterwards, still humming with anticipation, I made myself presentable—clean-shaven, a touch of aftershave lingering at my pulse. I chose a crisp button-up and pressed Dockers, wanting to look my best, to give her no reason to second-guess her decision.

When Ellen pulled up right on schedule, a blip of the horn signaled her arrival. As I slipped into the passenger seat, she took my breath away. Her hair was a gleaming, honeyed wave around her bare shoulders, artfully tousled but immaculate. Carefully applied makeup accentuated her vivid green eyes, and she wore delicate silver jewelry that glinted each time she moved. But it was the dress that undid me—a cobalt blue, strapless, the fabric hugging every soft, enticing curve and coming to rest teasingly above her knees. I couldn’t help but stare, hunger and awe fighting for dominance on my face.

“Jesus, Ellen… you look incredible,” I murmured, heat curling low in my belly.

She laughed, a little breathless herself. “Thank you, Brad. You clean up awfully well yourself.” Her eyes flicked nervously. “I have to admit, I’m a bit on edge. What if we run into someone I know—what if it gets back to my husband?”

I shot her a teasing grin, my hand warm on her knee. “Don’t worry—a smart woman like you can handle it. Worst case, we’ll say I’m your nephew. Or the truth: today’s your well-earned reward.”

She laughed again, the tension easing slightly from her shoulders. “Such a clever boy,” she said, and with a conspiratorial smile, she steered us toward the bistro—toward possibilities.

Inside, we were greeted and slipped into a cozy two-top by the window. I ordered a soda; Ellen, with a sly glance, ordered a Long Island iced tea. We nibbled through decadent stuffed mushrooms, lingered over our veal Marsala, wine-dark sauce glimmering on the plates. I watched her lips close around a forkful, the subtle roll of her throat as she swallowed—hoping the wine, the food, the moment might make her just a little less cautious, a little more willing to indulge.

We were so sated by the meal—the endless parade of mushrooms, tender veal, hearty salad, and buttered bread—that neither of us had room for dessert. But I promised her something sweeter: next time, canoli, just for her.

Catching her gaze, I leaned in just far enough that my intent was unmistakable, my voice low. “You know, Ellen, you’re easily the most beautiful woman in this restaurant.” I let my eyes roam, slow and appreciative. “And that dress—it was made for you. Where did you find it?”

A faint blush colored her cheeks as she answered, “Thank you. I actually order online—Victoria’s Secret. My husband likes that one of us still makes an effort to look… sexy.” She smiled, a little wickedly.

“He’s a lucky man,” I said softly, letting my fingers trail across her hand, pausing at her wedding band—a gentle reminder and a subtle challenge. “I hope you enjoyed getting your reward.”

She laughed, her tone colored with mischief and something else—something hungry and reckless. “Oh, I did. But maybe now we should go. Brad, take my keys—I think that cocktail went straight to my head.”

I gestured to the waitress for the bill, my hand steady with anticipation, and carried it to the counter where my boss greeted me with a quick, knowing smile. He swiped my staff discount, handed me my change, but all I could focus on was Ellen, clinging to my arm with intoxicating vulnerability. Her weight against me was a silent plea, her balance shaky from the drinks, and I couldn’t help but savor the feeling of her petite form as I wrapped my arm firmly around her waist, guiding her delicately through the doorway and out into the warm light.

Inside the car, Ellen melted into the passenger seat, breath tickling with the tang of liquor. “I really need to sober up by the time we’re back, or I don’t know what I’ll tell my husband… or my son…” Her words spilled slowly, softened by a slurred edge that only made her seem more surrendered, more needy.

“Don’t worry, Ellen. I’ve got you,” I replied, squeezing her thigh reassuringly as I slipped behind the wheel and set us in motion. The summer air hummed through open windows. As she shifted, the hem of her blue dress rode carelessly high, exposing smooth, tanned thighs and the teasing glimmer of blue lace stretched across her hips—a thong, snug and delicate, begging to be touched.

My pulse hammered. Unable to resist, I slid my hand from her knee upward, the silky warmth of her skin igniting every nerve. Gently, I traced the side of her thigh with my fingertips, letting them wander to the soft, lace-covered heat between her legs. Cupping her gently, I stroked her through the fragile blue barrier, savoring the way her thighs tensed and parted for me.

“Ohhh, Brad, is this… part of my reward?” she husked, her voice sultry, vibrating with anticipation.

“All of it—and when we get back, you’ll taste the rest of my gratitude,” I whispered, watching desire flare in her eyes.

She moaned, clutching her thighs together around my hand. “God, I’m so ready for you. Please, hurry.”

The drive home blurred past in a haze of longing. Ellen teetered out of the car, her heels clicking up the steps as we rushed inside. Without a word, she let me steer her straight upstairs and into my room. I pressed her against me and our lips crashed together hungrily, tongues meeting in a wild tangle—frenzied, desperate to explore the taste of forbidden lust. My hands gravitated to her dress, tugging the fabric down to bare her perfect breasts, just the right size to fill my palms.

I buried my face in her softness, lips fastening hungrily around her pink nipple, sucking hard, then teasing the other until she shuddered and arched, her breasts heaving beneath my mouth.

“Oh, Brad… yes, that’s so good,” she gasped, tangling her fingers in my hair, urging me on.

The dress slid away, pooling at her waist as I eased her back onto the bed. Ellen whimpered and wriggled out of her panties, flinging the blue lace to the floor with abandon. For a heartbeat she lay there, exposed—all curves, flushed skin, and aching need.

As her eyes fluttered closed, I quickly moved to my computer and, with a sly click, activated the webcam on my desk, capturing every trembling movement, every gasp of pleasure. Returning to the bed, I knelt between Ellen’s spread thighs, drinking in the raw hunger glistening between her legs.

“God, Ellen, you’re so sexy… I need to taste you, right now,” I breathed, my mouth descending eagerly.

My tongue slid between her slick folds, savoring her heady, intoxicating flavor. I teased around her clit, flicking and circling, feeling her body writhe and grind against my face. Ellen moaned, her hips bucking helplessly, surrendering herself completely to my devouring mouth.

Guilt and pleasure warred in Ellen’s trembling voice, a ragged confession torn from her lips as my tongue mercilessly circled her clit, relentless and hungry. “Oh god, Brad, this is so forbidden… but it feels incredible.” Her fingers tangled feverishly in my hair, holding me desperately against her slick heat—her hips grinding hard, her thighs clamping around my head. The taste of her arousal coated my mouth, her scent dizzying, and she was lost, moaning wild and raw about how close she was, how utterly undone.

I let her ride the edge until she broke, her body shuddering around my tongue, her cries loud and uninhibited. She collapsed, breathless, sprawled open and glistening on my sheets. I rose between her trembling thighs, my cock straining, swollen and slick with the proof of her need. I cupped her hips, nudging the head of my cock at her entrance, teasing the swollen, needy lips. “Relax for me, Ellen. Tonight, I’m going to make you forget anyone else.” My voice was low, thick with need.

She looked up at me, eyes dark and glassy with lust, and wrapped her legs around my waist, urging me in. The sensation of her clutching heat made me groan deep in my chest as I slowly pressed forward, her pussy deliciously tight, pulsing, welcoming my cock inch by inch. Ellen’s breath hitched, her hands grabbing her knees and pulling them back, opening herself wider as I filled her completely.

“Yes… fuck, Brad, yes,” she whimpered, shaking beneath me, her nails pressing crescent moons into her thighs. “Don’t hold back. I want all of you. I need it.”

I started to move, finding a slow, delicious rhythm, feeling her body relax and stretch to accommodate me, her wetness making every thrust hot and effortless. Her gasps washed over me, her hips rolling to meet my every drive. The room was filled with the decadent melody of our bodies coming together—skin against skin, breath mingling, heat building. She tangled her lips with mine, her tongue wild, desperate, coaxing me to deeper abandon, our kisses feverish and unrestrained until the words dissolved into needy, primal moans.

Her body arched and trembled, her voice a low, guttural chant: “Harder, Brad, please—don’t stop, please don’t you dare stop—oh god, oh yes, yes, I’m so close, I’m about to—!” Her climax rushed up between us, her entire body convulsing, legs quaking as she shattered beneath me with a heated cry.

Lost in the aftershocks, I rolled her to her side, draping my body along her back, the heat between us building even higher. Lifting her thigh, I guided my cock back into her tight, slick depths, fucking her slowly from behind, savoring every gasp and tremor. “Touch yourself, Ellen,” I murmured, my voice dark and demanding, “let me watch you fall apart for me again.”

Her hand slid down, fingers rubbing frantic circles over her swollen clit, and I felt her getting wilder, her movements desperate and filthy. The rush of taking her like this—secret, forbidden, spectacularly reckless—had my cock throbbing inside her. I couldn’t believe how animal she’d become in my bed, this woman who always seemed so composed.

“Brad, god… oh god, I’m cumming—again—” Her scream was fierce, love and hunger mingling as her climax crashed through her, her tight pussy squeezing me so deliciously my own release charged right behind hers.

I gritted out, “Fuck—Ellen—I’m so close—” fighting the urge to spill inside her as she panted, “You have to pull out, Brad—I’m not on anything—oh please!” Her plea snapped me to my senses, just barely, even as pleasure coiled hot and urgent inside me.

The moment was electric, our bodies still trembling as the last shockwaves of pleasure crashed over us. My cock twitched inside her, and I couldn’t hold back any longer—my release burst hotly, the first spurt lost in the tight, pulsating grip of her slick pussy. I hissed her name as I pulled out, not quite fast enough, and thick, warm ropes of cum coated her curls and the delicate, flushed skin of her lower belly. She gasped at the sensation, biting her lip, and for a few blissful minutes we lay tangled together on the rumpled sheets, lips pressed close, savoring the taste of each other—and our reckless, forbidden satisfaction.

Eventually, Ellen slipped from the bed, her body glowing with the aftermath, and disappeared into the bathroom. I heard the soft rush of water, the quiet patter as she cleaned away the evidence of our indulgence. When she came back, her movements were quick—her hands shaking only slightly as she hurried to dress. She perched on the edge of my mattress, her face flushed but suddenly somber, her gaze lowered to the floor.

“In over two decades of marriage…not once did I stray from my husband,” she whispered, her voice stripped bare—fragile but honest.

“How did it feel?” I murmured, my breath heavy, my chest still rising and falling with the adrenaline of all that had just happened.

Ellen’s lips quirked, a bittersweet smile trembling there as she nodded. “God, Brad, it was incredible. It’s been so long since I’ve been fucked with that kind of hunger. I do feel guilty—maybe because I know I targeted you this week, because I saw how vulnerable you were, how raw, and I just…couldn’t help myself. And maybe because it was my own son that hurt you so badly.”

I reached for her, catching her hand, my thumb stroking over her sensitive palm. “Ellen, don’t let guilt ruin this. I wouldn’t take back a single second. You made me feel wanted—needed.”

She stood, smoothing her skirt, her voice trembling with finality. “I have to go home, Brad. This can’t happen again—I can’t, I just can’t do it.” She gave me one last, smoldering look, then slipped quickly out the door.

I waited, holding my breath, until the echo of the front door signaled her departure and I heard her car pull away. The emptiness in the room was unmistakable, but I channeled the surge of vindication inside me. I fired up my computer, grinned wickedly, and cued up the recording—every savage thrust, every moan, every deliciously shameless act we’d just committed, playing back in crystal clarity. With a few deft edits, the video was perfect. I sent it to Tommy’s phone with a simple message: Dude, I just fucked your mom.

An extra, pointed text followed—now we’re even.

Later, as I punched in orders at work, my phone buzzed with an incoming message. It was Tommy—anger and betrayal bleeding through every word. He warned me, threatened to end me if I ever so much as looked at him or his mother again; his fury was palpable, and I could almost taste his rage. I replied without a trace of regret, telling him he could rest easy—his mother and I were finished, and the score was finally settled.

True to her promise, Ellen and I never shared another night together. Still, every so often, I reached under my pillow and ran my fingers over the delicate lace panties she’d forgotten—a tangible secret, a souvenir of her surrender.


No Longer Just Mom's Friend

Jeremy Richards spent his senior year determined to reinvent himself. Up until then, he’d been that boy—the one the teachers praised for flawless grades, the dependable rule-follower who blended into the background. Sports had always seemed distant, an exclusive world for boys leaner, bolder, more daring than him. Thirty pounds overweight and largely unnoticed, Jeremy made himself a promise: this year would be different. So, he threaded his resolve through every part of his life. He would juggle sports and study until he emerged as someone new.

He started with soccer that autumn, his heart pounding with every sprint across the field. Though he mostly warmed the bench, only glimpsing play in the final game, he relished even those fleeting minutes. They changed everything—not just his body, as the stubborn pounds began slipping away, but his circle of friends. Suddenly, invitations materialized—outings, parties, laughter at bonfires extending well past midnight. Spurred on by their warm company, Jeremy convinced himself to try out for basketball.

Expectations were low, but game by game, his confidence swelled as he saw the transformation not just physically, but in how teammates clapped him on the back and girls in the stands shot him smiles. He tasted the glory of victory, sweat staining his brow as he racked up twelve points across the season, and was handed the “Most Improved Player” award amid cheers. Ten more pounds vanished. Energized, he threw himself into baseball, chiseling away at his body with every run and hit, guided by coaches and gym teachers who now called him “Richards” with proud grins.

By the day he turned eighteen, slenderer and bursting with vigor, there was a tangible electricity under his skin—a potent, hungry anticipation for things he yearned to experience. His father celebrated the milestone by giving him a home gym and a treadmill, and, to his mother’s delight, a shiny car. With his newfound body, status, and confidence, Jeremy was ready for the next threshold: college, romance… sex.

At last, he felt emboldened to approach girls, particularly those who’d barely noticed him before. No longer content with safe choices from his academic clubs, Jeremy wanted more—girls whose laughter rippled through crowded hallways, who knew what it meant to be admired. That afternoon, he fidgeted in the sun-filled kitchen, phone in hand. Though a private call in his room would have spared him his mother’s scrutiny, he remained downstairs—her and her friend Donna’s muffled conversation coating the room in normalcy as he weighed his options.

He hesitated, thrill and anxiety interlacing as he thumbed open his battered address book, running through names. The first: Rebecca Culver—cheerleader, honey-blonde hair like bottled sunshine, the girl whose sparkling eyes had met his after basketball practice more than once. Gathering every ounce of his courage, Jeremy dialed her number and steadied his breath until a deep, unfamiliar voice answered.

“Hello sir, my name is Jeremy Richards. Is Rebecca there by any chance?” Each word quivered through him, the possibility of rejection sharpening his nerves.

“She’s away at cheer camp for three weeks, son,” her father replied amiably, pride warming his tone. “Can you believe they offer scholarships for that, now? How about yourself? Making plans for summer, college on the horizon?”

“I am, sir. I’ll be heading to MIT this fall,” Jeremy replied, pride flickering in his voice. “Sorry to trouble you. Please pass on my congratulations to Rebecca about the scholarship.”

“Of course, I’ll let her know you called,” came the genial assurance, the line soon clicking dead. It was only the first call, but Jeremy’s heart thudded with restless hope, the taste of change sharp and exhilarating on his tongue.

“Well, that’s one down,” Jeremy murmured, pressing his thumb against another hopeful number in his little address book, his pulse flickering with nerves and disappointment. He dialed and only had a moment to adjust his posture before a woman’s voice—mature but warm—answered.

“Hello, is Jennifer there?” he ventured, his tone polite yet brimming with quiet expectation.

“Hold on a minute,” she replied, and Jeremy could hear muffled voices and the shuffling of the phone changing hands.

“Hello?” came Jennifer’s voice, the shy lilt unmistakable.

“Hey Jen, it’s me… Jeremy.” He swallowed, hopeful.

“Hi Jeremy, how are you doing?” she replied, her tone inviting, stirring a reckless surge of courage in him. He could almost see her—her glossed lips pouting curiously, hair tumbling over one shoulder, softness in her eyes.

“I’m good, I was wondering if you’d like to see a movie with me, maybe grab something to eat. Just you and me?” he asked, letting his voice dip ever-so-slightly into suggestion, heat nudging at his confidence.

“Oh, Jeremy, that’s really sweet of you to ask,” she began, her voice gentle but laced with regret. “But I started seeing Ray Jones a couple weeks ago…” Her confession came softly, like fingertips brushing away a secret. “I’m sorry—if I weren’t, I’d love to.”

Jeremy forced a light laugh, concealing the pinch of rejection behind a practiced charm. “That’s cool. Ray’s a good guy. No worries.” He managed his goodbyes, the conversation ending with polite sweetness and a shadow of what could have been. “Strike two,” he muttered under his breath, feeling the sting.

But he wasn’t ready to give up—he moved down the list, hopeful, determined. He dialed again. “Hello, Janet? It’s Jeremy Richards. I was wondering if you’d like to catch a movie or grab some dinner with me sometime?” His words spilled out with rehearsed anticipation, almost trembling on his tongue.

“Oh, Jeremy, I’m so sorry,” came Janet’s apologetic response, her tone tinged with genuine regret. “I’m leaving tonight on vacation with my mother and aunt—won’t be back for a couple of weeks.”

He let out a quiet sigh, a half-smile tugging his lips for the kindness in her brush-off. “Guess I should’ve called sooner. Have a wonderful time,” he replied, masking his disappointment with charm as she thanked him and, with a click, ended the call.

He feigned bravado as he placed the phone back, shaking his head. “I’ll call that one a foul tip…” he whispered to no one, determination quickening his pace as he dialed another number—this time, Karen from math club. Maybe her, he thought. Maybe she would see him not as he was, but who he could so painfully want to become.

The line connected, and Karen’s cheerful voice greeted him. “Oh, hi Jeremy. What’s up?”

He took a breath, willing his nerves to stay hidden. “I was wondering,” he ventured, “if you’d like to see a movie with me, maybe get some dinner.”

There was a pause—a hesitation that buzzed in his ear.

“I don’t think so,” she finally answered, her voice surprisingly candid. “All those times in high school, I gave you hints I liked you, Jeremy, and you just ignored them.” Her honesty, sharp as the snap of an elastic band, stung him.

He tried to lighten the moment, chuckling with awkward self-awareness. “You know me—I’m book smart, but I just don’t get women.”

She laughed, the sound a little sad. “I need to focus on my internship at my dad’s law office. Maybe I’ll go into the family business. I’ll let you know, okay?”

“Okay, talk to you later,” he said softly, resignation cooling his skin as she hung up. “Strike three,” he whispered to the empty kitchen, exhaling all that pent-up hope and longing in one weary breath.

Dragging a hand through his hair, Jeremy hung up, face drawn. He could feel the eyes on his back—the curious gaze of his mother and her friend Donna, pausing their hushed coffee talk. Without a word, he wrenched the fridge open, clutching a cold can of diet Coke as if it might douse the heat of disappointment burning through his chest. Shoulders slumped, he trudged toward the hallway, the fizz of the soda unopened, an echo of his unspent anticipation.

“You all right, honey?” his mother called, concern softening her voice.

He managed a half-hearted nod. “Yeah. Just… bummed out, I guess.” His words trailed behind him as he retreated, the hope of connection slipping through his fingers one polite rejection at a time.

Behind him, the women’s voices lingered, their sympathy a gentle ache at the edge of his awareness. “Poor kid,” his mother said, her affection heavy with sadness. “He tried so hard. All that work, and he’s still never had a date.”

Donna’s voice followed, comforting. “He’s so handsome. You’d think it’d be easy. Maybe he just needs a chance.”

His mother sighed. “I hoped losing the weight and finding a date would help before college. Give him the confidence he needs.”

Jeremy closed his bedroom door, loneliness curling around him, desire for something more—someone’s touch, someone’s whisper, someone finally choosing him—pulsing just beneath his skin.

Donna’s voice was velvety, dripping with need and exhaustion. “You know, Anne, with Steve always jetting off for business, leaving me buried in the chaos of three wild kids—sometimes I crave a little freedom. Just one night to breathe.”

Anne met her friend’s gaze, brow arched in curiosity. “What exactly are you suggesting?”

Donna shifted closer, the subtle lines of her regained curves accentuated beneath her blouse as she exhaled, almost wistful. “Well… why couldn’t I be Jeremy’s date? Lord knows, after my third, it took everything to lose the baby weight. I’m finally comfortable in my own skin again, and for thirty-six, I think I’ve earned a night out. With Steve gone all the time, and the children clamoring for my every second, I just want to remember what it feels like to have adult company, to laugh, to be seen.”

Anne’s eyes widened, lips parted in disbelief. “You want to take my son on a date?”

With a playful shrug, Donna grinned. “Yes. Call it what you like—a confidence boost for him, and a taste of grown-up pleasure for me. It’s harmless, really. What’s the worst that could happen? We both win, Anne. He needs to feel desired, to know he’s enough. And, well, I need a little escape from diapers and school runs.”

For a moment, Anne considered, a gentle smile teasing her lips as the idea took root. “I suppose there’s logic to it. Let’s talk to him—see how he feels.”

Together, they ascended the stairs, their steps soft on the carpet until, finally, they found Jeremy sprawled across his bed, half lost in the flicker of his television, disappointment written in the slouch of his body. He glanced up, quietly wary as they entered the room.

Anne settled at his side, laying a reassuring hand on his shoulder, while Donna perched at the edge of his computer chair, thigh crossed over knee, her confidence radiating.

“Jeremy,” Anne’s voice was tender, coaxing. “Donna has something that might lift your spirits, if you’re willing to hear her out.”

He nodded, still guarded beneath that reserved exterior. “Sure, Mom.”

Anne gave Donna the floor.

Donna’s eyes softened as she looked at him, her smile more than just neighborly. “Jeremy, I’ve watched you grow from the sweet, awkward boy next door into this tall, handsome young man. And I hate seeing you in this rut—your confidence bruised by a few disappointments. I hope you know none of it’s your fault. You’re… lovely. And since my life is a carousel of kids and absent husbands, I get lonesome too. So, would you be willing—just for fun—to come out with me? No pressure. Just a date between friends who could both use a little escape.”

He hesitated, cheeks tinged with honest discomfort. “Are you sure? It just feels like maybe you feel sorry for me. And you’re married, and… well, you’re also really beautiful.”

She smiled, the compliment lingering in her mind like a gentle caress. “This isn’t about pity, and yes, I’m married. But it’s just one night, somewhere safe where no one knows us. No affair, no regrets—just two people sharing an evening, a touch of excitement. Thank you for your kind words.”

Jeremy considered her for a heartbeat longer, curiosity growing in his eyes. “I guess Smithtown has that little theater. We could catch a late movie, maybe dinner after?”

Donna’s lips curled into a delighted, sultry smile. “It’s a date, then. Seven o’clock tomorrow—surprise me.”

He managed a hesitant, genuine grin, something hopeful beginning to smolder within him as the women headed for the door, leaving anticipation crackling in the air.

Jeremy had always harbored a secret fascination for Donna. There was an easy warmth in her laugh, a magnetic confidence in her stride, and he could never ignore the curvaceous allure of her figure. Her skin was sun-kissed, smooth and inviting, her shoulder-length blonde hair always looked so soft and touchable, and those clear blue eyes had a tendency to spark mischief. He’d seen her more than once at the pool, her body on full display in a fitted bikini—those memories had fuelled many of his late-night desires. Now, the anticipation bubbled in his chest as he prepared for what he could only think of as a dream come true, this so-called pity date.

He got himself ready far too early, nerves zipping through him as he settled on a crisply pressed blue button-up and khaki shorts that felt almost too casual. His palms sweated as he drove to her house, rehearsing casual lines in his head, already half-hard with longing. As he approached her door, the sounds of kids playing drifted from the living room, where his mother was busy minding Donna’s children. He barely had time to greet them before Donna appeared, and the air seemed to shift.

She stepped into the room as if unveiling herself just for him. Her body was hugged by a black cardigan-style tee, each button straining in all the right places, exposing a generous, irresistible cleavage that had his mouth suddenly dry. Her golden hair fell in glossy waves, her makeup accentuated the sparkle in her eyes, and the scent of her perfume—something lush and inviting—lingered as she moved close. Jeremy stared openly at the way her jeans molded to her perfect curves and delectable ass, surprised but undeniably thrilled that she would bother dressing so provocatively for a simple night out with him.

Donna shot a playful glance toward Anne. “Well look at that, Anne—my charming date’s arrived,” she teased, her arm sliding seamlessly into Jeremy’s, the brush of her skin electric against his.

Anne grinned and called out with a wink, “Don’t forget curfews, young lovers! And bring her back by midnight, Jeremy.”

Donna gave a little laugh, soft and sultry, before pressing herself to his side as they headed for the door. “Say goodbye for me, sweeties. Aunty Donna’s off with her prince for the evening,” she cooed, tossing a wink at the kids as Jeremy led her out, his hand lingering at the small of her back.

On the drive to Smithtown, the intimate energy between them sizzled. They talked about Jeremy’s plans for college, their favorite films, and all the little possibilities the future might hold. As they entered a charming little Italian restaurant—dim lighting, clinking glasses, the air heavy with the comforting scent of fresh bread and simmering tomato sauce—Jeremy basked in the envious glances they drew. Every man in the room noticed the sexy older woman on his arm, and it made Jeremy feel invincible.

Over dinner, the conversation flowed as easily as the wine. Donna poured herself a generous glass and soon her cheeks glowed with a delightful, tipsy blush. The food tasted even better with her across the table, laughing and trading stories. In the candlelight, Jeremy found himself mesmerized by the depths of her blue eyes. He leaned in, his confidence bolstered by her attention.

“You look absolutely stunning tonight, Donna,” he said softly, his gaze never leaving hers.

She gave him a slow, approving smile. “I could say the same, Jeremy. You clean up very well.”

The words lingered between them, charged, making him bolder. “No one’s ever told you how beautiful your eyes are? They’re incredible. I’ve never truly noticed until now.”

Her cheeks warmed at the compliment, her lips curving in satisfaction. “Not in some time. You’re rather charming when you want to be,” she purred, giving him a sultry, meaningful look that promised more.

Dinner stretched out in a haze of flirtation and laughter, their conversation drifting to shared interests and secret desires, Donna’s hand occasionally brushing his under the table. The wine left her glowing with a loose, inviting warmth, and Jeremy’s thoughts wandered to everything the night might still hold. After the plates were cleared and the bill settled, they left for the movie theater, both aware of the charged current between them and quietly wondering how far this night could go.

Settling with a shared soda in one hand, a tub of buttery popcorn in the other, they nestled into the dim cocoon of the cinema, choosing seats at the very center. The flickering light from the screen painted Donna’s features in gold and shadow, making her somehow even more alluring in the dark. The movie, a cheeky romantic comedy peppered with crude jokes and flashes of skin, played on, but Jeremy barely tracked the plot. A current of anticipation zipped between them, invisible but tangible each time their hands brushed as they reached for more popcorn.

After the third or fourth electric touch, Donna’s laughter quieted, her blue eyes glimmering with mischievous intent. She set the popcorn on the floor, as if deliberately clearing obstacles, and ever so casually, placed her hand beside Jeremy’s on the armrest. Heat radiated from her skin; her fingers intertwined through his. Jeremy could barely contain the rush of excitement that coursed through him—the woman he’d fantasized about was holding his hand in a darkened room, his mother's beautiful friend, so dangerously close. All at once, he was painfully aware of every movement—the swelling ache at his crotch, the way his heart thudded wildly beneath his shirt. Donna’s thumb traced slow, lazy circles over the back of his hand, igniting flashes of need deep in his belly.

When the credits finally rolled, Jeremy was dizzy and aching, eager for more but grateful for what he’d already been given. As they made their way back to the car, Donna yawned, her cheeks flushed and eyes warm. “Mind if I nap on the drive home?” she asked sweetly, her voice a silk caress. He nodded, thrilled, and handed her a soft blanket for her legs, draping his old jacket under her head for a makeshift pillow.

Reclined back, Donna surrendered to sleep, completely unaware—or perhaps not caring at all—of how inviting she looked. The soft cardigan had shifted, revealing a generous swell of creamy breast, her black lace bra barely containing the curve. The sight was a living echo of his most desperate fantasies—Donna, relaxed, her chest rising and falling gently within arm’s reach, that dark lace flirting with revelation. Jeremy’s breath caught, blood pumping hot and fast. He memorized every detail—the contrast of lace and skin, the trail of her golden hair across her shoulder—etching her into his mind.

When he pulled up in front of her house, the journey was over all too soon. He grunted softly as she stirred awake, stretching like a satisfied cat. She sat up, fixing her disheveled hair, then turned to him with a soft, sleepy smile. “That was a lovely first date, Jeremy. Did you enjoy yourself?” Her voice was low and intimate, only for him.

“I had a great time,” he murmured, voice thick with longing. “Did you?”

“I did,” Donna replied, voice dancing with promise. “Maybe next week, if you can’t find another date, let me know. I’ll see if I’m available.” Her gaze lingered on his lips one tantalizing moment longer before she gathered her things and stepped out of the car.

Jeremy watched her hips sway as she retreated into the night, the memory of her warm hand in his, the peek of lace, lingering achingly as he adjusted himself. By the time his mother slid into the passenger seat, he’d wrangled his arousal under control—at least for now. As soon as he was alone in his darkened bedroom, his hand drifted beneath his waistband. Images of Donna—her laughter, her breath, the barest glimpse of her breast—flooded his mind, driving him to feverish release, her name a desperate whisper against his pillow.

Feeling emboldened by the memory of Donna’s warm hand clutching his in the dark theater, Jeremy summoned the nerve to reach out to her again. Karen had already rebuffed him—another letdown—so, barely hesitating, he dialed Donna’s number at home. Guilt tickled at his stomach; he should’ve asked his mother’s permission before inviting her closest friend out. But the ache in his chest, the electric longing from their last date, refused to let him rest.

Donna answered with her delightful, honeyed voice. “Hey Anne, how’s it going?”

He paused, his breath hitching. “Uh, no, it’s Jeremy. I, um, struck out again,” he admitted with a sheepish chuckle. “I was wondering if you’re free this week to hang out?” He knew her schedule nearly by heart—Tuesday through Thursday didn’t belong to her husband or her kids. Tonight was already slipping into darkness, making tomorrow and Thursday his last hopes.

She didn’t keep him waiting. “Tomorrow night? That work for you? What are we doing, troublemaker?” There was a teasing edge to her voice, the one that made his skin crackle with anticipation.

The idea spilled from him, barely rehearsed. “How about a picnic on Sutter’s hill? I’ll bring my telescope and we can watch the stars come out. Something different. Special.”

Her laughter hummed gently through the line. “That actually sounds… wonderful. I’ll pack dinner, you bring your telescope and a blanket. We’ll make a night of it.”

His pulse thudded with excitement. “Deal. I’ll make sure Mom can watch your kids. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Oh,” she murmured, a hint of surprise and secret joy slipping through, “alright then. Good night, Jeremy.”

After smoothing things with his mother, who agreed to keep watch over Donna’s children, Jeremy drove over and found Donna waiting on the porch. She cradled a hefty picnic basket at her hip, eyes glittering with anticipation as she watched him approach. Quickly, he leapt out to help her, and as his hands brushed hers, he couldn’t ignore the instant jolt between them.

She slid into his car, the basket safely settled behind her, and they wound their way towards the hills. Dusk draped itself across the sky, gentle shades of lavender and rose kissing the horizon as the world turned quiet and private. After scouting out a quiet glade, Jeremy spread the big blanket while Donna carefully arranged their feast under the open sky.

She couldn’t have dressed more seductively if she’d tried. The green, strapless dress clung to her curves and dipped low, baring a decadent sweep of cleavage, leaving her graceful legs temptingly exposed to the night air. The scent of her perfume, subtle and intoxicating, drifted between them as she bent to lay out the meal. Her hair was done up, a few stray tendrils sliding along her neck, begging for his touch.

Once everything was set, Donna reached into the basket and—much to his surprise—produced a bottle of wine, its deep color glowing in the twilight.

“Your mom said I could bring something a little naughty,” she teased, pouring the crimson liquid into a pair of glasses.

Jeremy grinned, taking a glass from her. “Thanks. To forbidden pleasures?” he murmured.

Their conversation flowed as freely as the wine, laughter bubbling up between sips and bites. Donna radiated sexiness under the starlight, the green silk of her dress making her blue eyes look even more magnetic. He told her so, barely hiding the desire in his voice, watching her cheeks flush prettily as she reached for the bottle again.

The food disappeared quickly, the wine sparkling in their veins, softening the world and sharpening the unspoken hunger between them.

Jeremy finally gestured toward his telescope, his heart pounding with more than scientific curiosity. “Ready to get a closer look at the stars?” he asked, gazing directly at her.

Her mouth curved into a slow, tempting smile. “Yes—why don’t you show me what you can do with that… instrument?” she replied, voice low, eyes glittering with secret challenge.

Jeremy guided Donna to the telescope, his determination barely masking his excitement. The warm buzz of the wine and her flirtatious laughter mingled in the dimming evening, surrounding them in a haze of anticipation. He adjusted the lens, inviting her to peer through and discover the glowing patterns etched across the velvet sky. Her breath was warm against his cheek as she asked to see a planet, and with a trembling eagerness, he found Jupiter, its bright body caught in the glass. Leaning over to look, Donna felt the unmistakable press of his arousal brushing against her thigh, a secret shiver thrilling her body. God, this was dangerous. And yet, she couldn’t help her lips curling in a silent smile—how delectable, how forbidden, to be so effortlessly desired by a man so much younger.

They lingered with the stars a while longer, the air electric, charged. Finally, Donna suggested they return to the blanket, feigning a shiver as a breeze whispered across her skin. Jeremy, still eager to please, offered to fetch a jacket, but she intercepted him, drawing him to her side instead. Warmth radiated between their bodies, so close under the vast sky. “Jeremy, have you ever been kissed before?” Her voice was both gentle and teasing, her eyes sliding across his in the deepening dusk.

He swallowed, anxious, the innocence in his tone making her want to both laugh and pull him closer. “You mean, like making out?”

She nodded, her gaze unwavering. “Yes.”

He shook his head. “No. Never.”

Her pulse quickened with wicked delight. “Would you like your first kiss to be with me? Just for a little while, before you take me home?” The words slipped from her lips like a promise. They both laughed, hungry for the thrill neither had quite voiced.

She didn’t wait any longer. With a slow, delicious deliberation, Donna closed the distance, her mouth capturing his in a kiss that was soft, yet assertive—testing, tasting. His lips were hesitant at first, stiff with nerves, but she whispered, “Relax,” and kissed him deeper. As her tongue met his, she felt his hands tremble, and she moaned softly into his mouth. The rush was intense; he was such a tender kisser, unspoiled by routine, guided by instinct and reverence.

Wrapping her arms around his neck, she pulled him over, guiding him so his weight pressed onto hers as they sank together on the blanket beneath the starlit canopy. The world contracted to the warmth of his body, the taste of the wine on his lips, and the heat building between them. Donna realized she had never felt this giddy, this cherished—even with her husband. This was something entirely new: a slow burn, unfurling under moondust.

Jeremy’s hand slid up her side, fingers trembling as they found her breast through the thin fabric. Her nipple stiffened at his gentle touch, a flush of pleasure prickling across her skin—not just from the night’s chill, but the surge of want curling low in her belly. His hand was careful, almost reverent, the contrast to her husband’s usual roughness intoxicating. Donna closed her eyes and let herself enjoy the moment, the delicate attention sending sparks across every nerve.

Lost in sensation, Donna barely registered when his hand tugged the neckline of her dress, baring her breast to the night. His palm covered her, and in that instant, she felt his entire body tense—an unmistakable shudder of release. She knew exactly what had happened. With a mother’s tender confidence, she drew the dress back up, cupped his cheek, and kissed him softly. They lingered for a little while longer, savoring kisses and gentle caresses—until she finally suggested, in a breathless murmur, that it was time to go home.

When they arrived at her house, Donna leaned in, her lips brushing against his cheek in a lingering, intimate farewell. Her gaze sparkled with mischief as she whispered goodnight, then, with a little smirk, slipped inside and called out for his mother. The drive home was a blur for Jeremy—his skin still tingled where her breath had touched him, and his mind raced with vivid flashes of her exposed breast, the way her skin had felt beneath his palm. As soon as he was alone, he tumbled onto his bed, heart pounding, hand sliding eagerly beneath his waistband. Images of Donna—her soft moans, her daring touch—fueled him. He barely lasted a moment before thick spurts of release splattered across his chest, the memory of her far more intoxicating than anything he’d ever imagined. He wiped himself off, body sated but mind hungry, and surrendered to sleep.

All week, his thoughts were fixated on Donna. He didn’t bother flirting with anyone else; every waking moment was haunted by the memory of how willing she’d been—how incredibly far she’d let him go. When Monday slipped by with her husband away, Tuesday brought a shock: his cell vibrated, Donna’s name glowing on the screen.

“Hey, Jeremy—it’s Donna. Your mom gave me your number a while back, just in case. I hope you don’t mind. I’m terribly bored tonight. Would you like to come over, watch a movie with me? I’ve got popcorn ready, cold cokes in the fridge.” Her voice was sultry, playful—his whole body flushed with excitement.

He tried to sound casual. “That sounds awesome. When should I come over?”

“Swing by around nine thirty. The kids will be asleep, and we’ll have the place to ourselves,” she purred.

Jeremy’s anticipation nearly drove him wild. He nervously Googled ways to last longer, terrified of finishing too quickly again if things heated up. Every site seemed to recommend the same thing: he should take care of himself beforehand. Dutifully, at nine o’clock, he let his fantasy run wild again—gripping, stroking, climaxing hard, gasping Donna’s name as he spilled onto his hand once more. After wiping himself clean, he carefully dressed: clean underwear, loose gym shorts, a fresh tee. It took effort to mask his excitement from his mom as he made his excuses to go out. She didn’t suspect a thing.

He parked in Donna’s driveway, heart racing, confident that the neighbors would assume it was just his mom coming over. As he mounted the steps, the buttery scent of popcorn wafted through the night air—the promise of comfort and mischief mingling together.

Donna greeted him at the door, her smile wicked and inviting. “Hey Jeremy, come in,” she beckoned, her eyes twinkling as she led him through to the kitchen.

“Want some help?” He tried to keep his breath steady, trying not to stare.

“Almost done. Why don’t you pour us a couple glasses of coke?” Her tone carried subtle command—a delicious thrill shot through him.

He took in her appearance and nearly lost his composure. Donna wore a set of satin pajamas, the fabric a deep, sensual blue punctuated by white stars. The way her body moved beneath the thin slinky material suggested she wore nothing underneath—a secret she kept only for him. Once her preparations were complete, they moved to the living room. Jeremy perched nervously on the loveseat, watching as Donna joined him, her thigh barely grazing his.

The TV flickered to life, and to his surprise, she’d picked out an erotic thriller. The air vibrated with tension and possibility as the popcorn bowl steamed between them.

The film’s story wound through the room like a soft current, but Jeremy’s attention only partly lingered on the plot. The scattered flashes of nudity and moments of heated intimacy flickered across the screen, feeding the simmer of curiosity already brimming inside him. Shadows played against Donna’s chest, the fabric of her pajamas clinging deliciously to the swell of her breasts, her nipples pressing forward—bold, begging to be noticed. A giddy ache unfurled in him. The urge to taste her, to test if she’d welcome a touch beyond friendship, pulsed with every breath. Tonight, he decided, he wouldn’t let the moment slip away.

Turning toward her, his heart thrumming, Jeremy leaned closer, bracing himself for the unknown. His lips sought the delicate valley where her neck met her shoulder—warm, fragrant skin, tempting him onward. He teased upward, breathing in her scent before reaching her ear, and whispered, his voice low and raw with desire, “You’re absolutely stunning tonight.”

Donna’s answer was silent but unambiguous: the smile she gave him was hungry, full of promise. When her mouth claimed his, it sent a dizzying surge through him. Words were abandoned, drowned beneath the feverish press of lips and tongue. The film faded to background noise as they surrendered completely to the thrill of each other.

Jeremy took his time, savoring anticipation as much as contact. Instead of rushing to cup her breasts, he lingered elsewhere, letting tension stretch deliciously between them. Donna was caught off guard—he sensed her surprise, her subtle invitation for his hands to wander further. With slow, intentional movements, his fingers found the buttons of her pajama top, starting at the hem and working upwards, each undone button another boundary falling away. By the time she realized what he was doing, only two remained fastened, and with a small exhale, she consented—letting him slip the fabric from her shoulders, baring herself for him, helping guide it down her arms. Warm lamplight caressed her exposed skin, making her shiver.

A tangle of excitement and wariness danced inside Donna as she gave in, her mind drifting for a heartbeat to secrets she’d never share. Lately, she’d been adrift in her marriage: sex had become a hurried duty, something her husband ticked off before long absences, without tenderness or talk. Their weekends blurred into chores and routines, with hardly a word for each other that wasn’t about the kids. Desire, it seemed, had quietly slipped out the back door.

But here—here on her living room couch, lips bruised from hungry kisses, half-naked with Jeremy—she felt wanted again. She felt seen. His eager hands trembled as they explored her, so careful, so reverent, as if he knew just how starved she was for touch. She knew she could say stop, could draw the line and restore order. But as long as his mouth and hands focused on her bare breasts, she chose not to resist. Not yet.

Jeremy worshipped her—his tongue and lips circling each hardened peak, his palms gliding over their soft swell with just enough pressure to leave her aching for more. Each gentle squeeze and teasing pinch sent a low moan escaping her lips, swallowed by the heat of their kiss. Then, hesitantly, he let his hand trail along her ribs and down her waist, pushing at the boundaries of sleepwear. His fingers sought the elastic of her pajama bottoms, exploring, searching for permission. Donna’s secret thrill heightened knowing she wore nothing underneath, savoring the smooth glide of satin on bare skin—knowing now that he would discover that for himself.

Donna’s thoughts screamed for her to stop this, to draw a line—right now. But her resolve melted away the moment Jeremy’s hand glided over her bare, slick mound and cupped her intimately. His fingers caressed her slit, coaxing a fresh, hot rush of arousal to her folds. When he began circling her clit in slow, deliberate movements, her body trembled against him. The pressure was just right, making her hips tilt helplessly into his touch. Jeremy moved with purpose and care, as if he’d studied this very moment—and, unknown to her, he had. His fingers were skillful, working her with an expertise that belied his youth. Donna soon found herself gasping, whimpering softly into his mouth as waves of pleasure built inside her.

She could hardly fathom how perfectly he was pleasuring her; his every caress sent shivers through her core. Each stroke of his fingertips lit a small spark that gradually kindled into a slow-burning climax. She was soaking him now, her slickness gliding over his hand. The orgasm crept up and stole her breath, subtle but irresistible, making her convulse against his palm. She let the pulsing waves wash over her before, with a trembling sigh, she broke their kiss and drew his hand from her pajama bottoms.

“That was amazing. But wait—don’t move,” she whispered, rising on shaky legs.

When she returned, she wore her pajama top loose over her shoulders and carried a towel with a bottle of lotion. The top remained unbuttoned, her skin peeking enticingly as she lowered herself beside him. Without a word, Donna set her hand at Jeremy’s waist, deftly loosening the drawstring of his shorts.

“Take them off for me,” she murmured, her voice low with anticipation.

Jeremy could hardly contain his excitement as he pushed his shorts and underwear down in one movement, freeing his aching, thick cock. Donna’s eye’s flicked over its length—it was longer than her husband’s, and even more invitingly girthy. She squeezed some lotion into her palm, wrapped her hand around him, and began to stroke, slow and sensual. The sensation made Jeremy lean back, barely believing he was here—Donna’s bare skin brushing his thigh, her gentle hands coaxing pleasure from his trembling body.

As she worked him, Jeremy slipped a hand beneath her pajama top and finally, finally, cupped her exposed breast. He marveled at the contrast—the creamy white skin marked faintly by the memory of a bikini, the nipple taut and darling pink, responding eagerly to his touch.

Donna’s fist moved up and down his shaft with growing confidence, thumb swirling moisture around his swollen tip. Now she brought her other hand down, trailing her red lacquered nails softly over his balls until his hips jerked in response. His nerves were on fire, sensation building and building until he was desperately fighting the urge to let go. With her hands wrapped tightly around him, Donna stroked faster, squeezing at just the right angle, one hand gently pulling while the other massaged his sensitive sac.

The pleasure crested sharply—Jeremy cried out, helpless as he spilled hot, thick strands over his stomach and Donna’s wrist. She smiled, looking both satisfied and a little breathless, even as she reached for the towel.

“How did that feel?” she asked, voice a smoky promise in his ear.

He managed a shaky laugh. “I’ve never felt anything like that.”

Donna carefully and lovingly cleaned him up, wiping away every trace of his release. When it was done, Jeremy pulled up his shorts and she drew him close for a soft kiss, lips touching in secret satisfaction. They sat together in the hush, their breathing slowing, until Donna finally whispered that he ought to slip home before his absence was noticed.

That night, tangled up in her sheets, Donna couldn't shake the turmoil Jeremy had left inside her. The memory of his touch lingered beneath her skin, heating the places he’d dared explore. She chastised herself for being so vulnerable, for letting this young man unearth desires she’d kept buried for years. His easy charm and hungry gazes haunted her, making her body ache in anticipation. She caught herself anxiously waiting for her husband to announce another trip, just for the chance to have Jeremy alone again. Restless, Donna drifted in and out of fitful sleep, her dreams stained with flashes of Jeremy’s lips and urgent hands, her conscience warring with her longing for what might come if she let this dangerous game continue.

For Jeremy, those days were bathed in a dizzy, golden thrill; he'd never experienced anything as intoxicating as this—Donna’s hands, her strokes, her scent all imprinted on his skin and swirling through his mind. He was giddy with the memory, a raw hunger gnawing at him for more, desperate for chances to touch, taste, and discover all of her secrets before college whisked him away.

But Donna, nerves frayed and decorum snapping, avoided him after—letting his calls ring and making some excuse about being busy when he finally caught her. Her own husband returned Friday night, full of bluster and missing nothing, and by Saturday afternoon she was again the picture-perfect wife, welcoming Jeremy's family to their backyard cookout. The afternoon sun danced over her body as she slipped into the pool, the dark pink triangle bikini hugging the curves she’d worked so hard to keep after three pregnancies. Light pink polka dots flirted with the men’s gazes—especially Jeremy’s—and she relished the way the fabric clung wetly to her breasts, every inch of her sharply on display.

Later, Donna shook out her hair and slid on a pair of tight denim shorts, leaving her bikini top on for the crowd. The air buzzed with drink and laughter as neighbors slowly drifted home, the scent of grilled meat and cigar smoke curling in the dusk. When most had left, the real party began: poker chips clinked, glasses refilled, and Donna played hostess, floating between the groups. Her husband was deep into the game, cigars smoldering at his lips, oblivious as Donna slipped away to tidy the kitchen.

That’s when Jeremy found her—his boldness making her heart stutter. Silent and smooth, he pressed up behind her, his arms encircling her waist, mouth exploring the delicate curve of her neck, sending goosebumps racing across her skin.

Startled, Donna gasped, her voice barely above a whisper. “What are you doing?” The tremor in her tone betrayed her.

His lips lingered by her ear, his breath smoky-warm. “Just had to remind you—every inch of you tonight is driving me wild.” His hands slid upward without hesitation, palms greedy and sure, cupping her breasts through the thin bikini, his thumbs brushing teasing circles over her nipples, making them swell against the fabric.

Donna shivered, nerves thrumming. “Now what are you doing?” she murmured, hardly trusting herself to move.

Jeremy’s hands grew more daring, molding her, squeezing softly, his words a velvet secret against her skin. “Just keep watch.”

Jeremy’s lips traced a slow, electrifying path down the sleek line of Donna’s spine, making her shiver. Kneeling behind her, he pressed his face against her lower back, hands sliding with thrilling audacity between the softness of her thighs. With a quick, practiced flick, he popped the button of her shorts and dragged them gently down her hips, exposing more of her sun-kissed skin. Donna stepped gratefully out of the denim, her breath quickening as Jeremy’s palms caressed their way up her toned, tanned legs, halting only to untie the delicate string holding her bikini bottoms in place. With a fluid move, she widened her stance, letting the fabric flutter to her feet, her eyes darting nervously but hungrily to the sliver of night visible through the kitchen window—her senses prickling with the danger of discovery.

Jeremy’s lips found the tender skin at the back of her thighs, planting plush, lingering kisses as he gently nudged her legs further apart. His hands steadied her, palms flat on her hips, nudging her forward just enough so that the secret, forbidden curve of her sex was completely exposed to him—so intimately close, so real, so beyond anything he’d seen on flickering screens or glossy magazine pages. His anticipation crackled as he remembered late-night videos, tips from Nina whispered in the dark—he longed to show Donna just how eager he was to worship her body, how hungry he was to make her shiver.

He slicked his fingers with his tongue, then delicately parted the folds hiding her core. The intimate heat and scent pulsed out, making his heart race, as he traced teasing circles with his tongue around her silky skin—avoiding the swollen ache of her clit, letting anticipation build. Donna’s quiet moans melted into the air, vibrating through him as he opened her wider, the tip of his tongue sliding up between her lips, deeper and deeper, tasting her until her knees trembled. His mouth was soon glistening with the sweetness of her arousal, the salt of her desire, every lick making her breath hitch louder and louder.

She pressed forward, arching her back, her hips pushing wantonly against his mouth, her body quaking for more. As Jeremy traced her clit at last, tongue seeking and swirling the tingling nub, Donna’s gasp cut through the hush. When his lips sucked hard and insistently, her whole body trembled, a raw, honest pleasure that her husband’s mouth had never drawn from her. Jeremy paused only to wet his fingers anew, shifting, then pressing two inside her with ease, her body slick and ready—his fingers curling, coaxing, while his hot mouth returned to working her clit.

He developed a rhythm, slow then fast, tongue and fingers moving in concert as her hips rocked desperately in time. Donna’s moans grew wild, her body clenching around his hand, drawn tighter and tighter against a wave that crested and broke, orgasm pulsing through her in hot aftershocks.

He didn’t stop—only paused, feeling her ride it out, then fucked her harder with his fingers, tongue swirling with urgent need. Her gasps grew hoarse, tangled with words—“Oh god, Jeremy, yes, don’t stop, please!”—her breathing broken and hungry, nerves on fire.

Donna kept glancing over her shoulder at the window, at the flickering shadows and the danger outside, the thrill of being caught only making her shudder all the harder as Jeremy’s lips and hands coaxed every last shiver from her body.

“Oh, God—fuck, yes, Jeremy! I’m right there, don’t stop—oh Christ!” Donna’s moan tumbled out, breathless and desperate, her knuckles white as she gripped the countertop, her whole body trembling on the edge of another sweet, shattering high.

From outside came her husband’s distant voice, sharp and oblivious. “Did you say something, babe?”

She sucked in a gasp, biting down hard on her lip to keep from screaming Jeremy’s name. “N-no, nothing!” Her answer was choked and shaky as her orgasm rolled through her, liquid heat flooding her body, Jeremy’s mouth and fingers relentless, driving her pleasure to delirious heights just as she finished, breath hitching.

The spell broke with her husband’s irritated shout. “Screw it, the mosquitoes are eating me alive out here!”

With panic tightening her gut, Donna whispered fiercely, “Jeremy, go—now. Quick!” In a blur, Jeremy sprang up from behind her, face slick with her arousal, and slipped out of the kitchen door, disappearing into the night.

Donna’s hands scrambled to button her shorts and haul her swimsuit bottoms up, heart hammering as she forced herself to steady breaths. Just in time, her husband staggered in, beer can rattling as he set it on the counter. He planted an easy, oblivious kiss on her cheek, the tang of cheap lager lingering in the air.

“Hey, babe,” he mumbled, voice thick with drink. “You coming to bed?”

She forced a smile, swallowing the laughter and giddiness thrumming beneath her skin. “No, I just want to finish cleaning up first. I’ll be up later,” she replied, her pulse still racing.

“Don’t wait too long. I’m not sure I’ll make it—I’m pretty buzzed.” He grinned crookedly, a little unsteady, and wandered away. She watched him go, relief and disbelief making her dizzy. What Jeremy had just done to her—his mouth, his hands—right in their kitchen, with her husband steps away… It made her shiver, her lips curling in a secret, wicked smile as a thrill coursed down her spine. That boy was fearless, she thought, and couldn’t help but giggle softly, her pulse fluttering.

Jeremy, meanwhile, bolted home, heart slamming in his chest. He slipped into his room, adrenaline and hunger still surging through him. He could taste Donna on his lips, her scent on his fingers. Unable to resist, he licked them clean, savoring her, his cock aching. With a desperate need, he kicked off his clothes and pumped his fist over his throbbing shaft. The memory of Donna’s wetness, her moans, her trembling under his touch—he was coming hard, explosive and fast, cum landing hot and thick across the wooden floor.

Breathless, he wiped up the mess, then dashed to the shower, the rush of warm water doing little to cool the fire smoldering in his body. He still couldn’t believe how close they’d come to being caught—couldn’t believe how daring she’d been, how much further he wanted to go with her. There was no way he’d stop now, not after that taste.

By Sunday, Donna’s husband nursed a pounding hangover, and Jeremy ended up at church, the day passing with leftover electricity and no excitement.

Monday fell into the familiar routine—Donna’s husband dashing around, packing for yet another business trip. This time, when he pressed her for a quickie before leaving, she refused for once. She faked a headache, a cramp—anything to avoid letting him inside her, her body still haunted by Jeremy’s touch. Her husband grumbled, but left without further protest.

When Tuesday arrived, Jeremy organized everything quickly. He arranged with his mom to babysit for Donna so Donna could slip away for the evening, and his excitement buzzed in his veins as he picked her up. She answered the door in a denim skirt riding high over her toned thighs and a snug black tank top that hugged every curve, her lips freshly glossed, a slow smirk on her mouth. The way she kissed her kids goodbye, the way she didn’t look back—it was intoxicating.

They slid into his parents’ SUV. It all felt so ordinary at first—just a normal date, popcorn and cold sodas at the concession stand, anonymous darkness in the lot, flickering lights from the giant drive-in screen. They had nearly finished their snacks and drifted into the movie’s shadows when, during intermission, Donna leaned over, her voice a sultry whisper. “Let’s get in the back seat, honey.”

Her invitation dripped with anticipation, and Jeremy’s pulse spiked—he was ready to take her there, in the humid dark, with the world none the wiser.

The moment the doors closed and moonlight filtered into the back seat, Donna wasted no time—she climbed astride Jeremy, her thighs squeezing his hips possessively. Their mouths found each other in a feverish, desperate kiss, lips parting to tangle tongues as hands explored recklessly. The air between them thickened, breath turning the windows milky with rising heat. Jeremy’s hands slipped beneath her snug black tank, palms cupping her warm, bare breasts—he squeezed and massaged, thumbing her taut nipples as her skin erupted in goosebumps.

He broke away from her kiss, gaze flickering with hunger. His mouth descended on her breast, tongues swirling and suckling her hardened peak, drawing out a trembling gasp from Donna’s lips. She arched against him, her back curving, wanting more, surrendering all over again as his lips left a trail between her breasts—he switched, lavishing attention on the other, teasing it with slow circles and gentle bites.

Donna’s head lolled back, hair tumbling over her shoulders as her hands tangled in his hair, urging him closer. “That little stunt in the kitchen after the barbeque—God, it left me aching for you,” she whispered, her words velvet-soft against his ear. “I never intended this to get so physical, but you’re so patient, so eager… I can’t help myself. I want you, Jeremy. Right now.”

He reached up, caressing her cheek, his voice husky with longing. “Donna… You’ve always been stunning to me. I can’t believe this is happening. I’ve dreamt of this for so long, and here you are.”

She smiled wickedly, fingers finding the seat release latch. “Let’s put these seats down.” In a flurry of hands and hurried movement, seats dropped and Jeremy’s shirt became their makeshift pillow. They sprawled together, hungry mouths and wandering hands never losing contact. Donna peeled her tight tank from her body, tossing it aside, her skin gleaming in muted light. Jeremy tugged her denim skirt down, his hunger growing as she arched into his touch and wriggled out of her thong, utterly bare for him.

She reached for Jeremy’s jeans, undoing the buttons and fishing out his aching length. They curled together, naked bodies pressed close, lips brushing and hands kneading, anticipation prickling over flesh. “Just lay back, Jeremy. We have all the time in the world,” she promised, her tone sultry.

Before he could fully process her words, Donna pivoted, her knees bracketing his head as she bent down, her lips ghosting over the head of his cock. She flicked her tongue across his sensitive tip, earning a groan. He slipped his hands down, grasped her hips, and pulled her to him, his tongue lapping through her slick folds. Her moan vibrated around his cock, the sound carnal and pleading, driving him wild.

With slow, sensual strokes, Donna devoured him, her lips sliding down the length of him, her hand gently pumping where her mouth left off. She paused only to murmur, “Mmmm, you taste so good,” her tongue darting out to lap up a drop of pre-cum, before she eagerly took him deeper. Her breath was broken by gasps and moans as his mouth lavished attention on her clit, his tongue working in tandem with urgent, searching fingers.

The sensation became overwhelming; Donna’s body tensed and shuddered as a climax rolled through her. At the same moment, Jeremy moaned into her, his hips bucking as he pulsed and spilled, filling her mouth with his release. Excess warmth dripped from her lips and chin—a decadent, messy mouthful she swallowed greedily, licking the remnants from her fingers and his sensitive flesh.

She moved up his body, their bodies spent and glistening with sweat, and snuggled close, limbs tangled intimately. For a moment, all that existed was sticky skin and the afterglow of their pleasure.

After a minute, Jeremy reluctantly slipped to the front for their sodas, the fizz and chill a contrast to the sizzling air inside the car. When he returned, it was Donna who reached for him, pulling him into another lingering, hungry kiss. The taste of him still lingered on her lips. Jeremy’s body rallied, his cock swelling again under her touch.

Without waiting, Donna pressed her back to the cushions and drew him over her, her hand guiding his thick, eager cock to her entrance. She gasped—a sharp, sweet sound—as he slid inside, every inch claimed and filled. Her eyes locked with his, breath trembling as her hips rolled to meet his.

“How does it feel?” she whispered, her voice thick with desire, her fingers clutching his shoulders as she drew him deeper inside her warmth.

A ragged breath escaped Jeremy’s lips, his voice thick with longing. “Nothing could ever compare to this. It’s better than I ever dreamed.”

Donna’s eyes smoldered, her fingers drawing him closer. “Take it slow, sweetheart,” she whispered against his mouth, her lips curled into a wicked, tender smile. “Let your body find the rhythm. Just move inside me, gently. Feel everything.”

He obeyed, his hips rocking with delicious restraint, his cock sliding through her folds in a languid, fluid motion. She wrapped herself around him—her legs locking at the small of his back, her arms snaked around his neck, anchoring him against her flushed skin. Their mouths crashed together again, hungry and wet, a tangle of sighs and desire.

Jeremy’s steady thrusts sent ripples of pleasure through Donna, the tension building gradually, intoxicatingly slow. She moaned, the sound raw and needy as he filled her over and over, her body arching up to meet every thrust. “Yes, that’s it… God, Jeremy, make love to me,” she gasped, grinding her hips to match his rhythm, a fire blooming low in her belly.

The pace quickened; her grip tightened around him as she started to tremble, her moans rising in pitch. The coil inside her snapped and she burst, pulsing around him, clutching his body as her climax wrecked her from the inside out.

Before the aftershocks even faded, Donna shifted, a wicked glint in her eye. With a forceful twist, she pinned him beneath her, straddling his hips, and lowered herself onto his cock in one smooth, needy motion. She took command, her hands braced on the carpeted floor as she rode him in deep, steady strokes.

Jeremy gazed up at her, utterly mesmerized by her abandon, his palms cupping her breasts as they bounced with every movement. Donna’s control over her muscles was staggering—she tightened around him, rolling her hips in slow, teasing circles before slamming down faster, harder. He moaned out her name, lost in the sensation of her riding him, guiding the rhythm of their pleasure.

“Oh fuck… Donna… you’re going to make me…” he barely managed as she came again, her cry sharp and electric as she shuddered through another orgasm.

Donna collapsed beside him, her body sticky with sweat, but he caught her before she could roll away. With a wicked grin, Jeremy pressed her to her side, slipping his cock inside her from behind. The new position made her gasp; she groaned as he drove into her, his hand twisting in her hair as his mouth brushed her ear. “Saw this in a film once,” he whispered, his breath hot against her skin.

Donna couldn’t help but laugh, the sound low and breathless—then she stretched out on her stomach, hips raised, her legs parted wide, welcoming him all over again. He plunged hard, slamming into her, pelvis slapping against her ass—each thrust wet and unrestrained. The space filled with the primal scent of sex and sweat, the soft interior of the SUV echoing their cries.

Jeremy was relentless—pounding into her so deep, so hard she almost forgot how to breathe. She could feel another climax tearing through her, urgent and wild. He groaned, voice cracking with need. “Oh fuck, Donna, I’m—shit, I’m gonna come!”

She threw her head back, desperate and wild, every muscle straining. “Yes, Jeremy, give it to me—come for me—together, baby, yes!” she screamed, their bodies slamming together in perfect, devastating rhythm as they exploded, lost in the tangle of each other’s pleasure.

Their bodies trembled in unison as ecstasy washed over them, Jeremy groaning as he emptied himself inside her, a hot, thick release that filled her as thoroughly as her eager mouth had earlier. Slowly, his pulsing length softened, and with a final, shuddering gasp, he slipped free from her warmth. Breathless, she pressed herself close against him, skin to skin, both of them glowing in the aftershock. Donna’s fingers traced lazy circles along his chest, their sweat-slicked limbs entangled as they listened to the tinny sound of the movie’s credits echoing around the darkened space. Wrapped in each other’s arms, their heat mingled until the film flickered to its close.

Reluctant yet satisfied, they dressed in silence, each touch and glance heavy with secret promise. Before driving away, they made a detour for a hasty cleanup at a car wash—the air thick with laughter and the musky evidence of their wild union. Together, they scrubbed away traces of their passion, the sharp scent of detergent slowly overtaking the intoxicating aroma of sex lingering within the SUV’s plush interior.

A quick, stolen kiss lingered on Jeremy’s lips before they slipped quietly back into their separate worlds. Donna’s eyes glittered as she whispered goodnight, just as the porch light snapped on and his mother appeared in the doorway. His heart thumped with adrenaline, hoping she wouldn’t sense even a hint of what had transpired in the velvet dark of the drive-in.

During the sultry weeks that followed, Jeremy went through the motions of teenage romance—dialing numbers for girls his age, pretending mild interest—while secretly feverish for Donna’s eager body and wicked tutelage. They rendezvoused at every opportunity, burning through the summer in a haze of pleasure, discovery, and forbidden adventure until the inevitable came: his departure for college.

Armed with all Donna had taught him—her seductive whispers, her patient hands, the way she coaxed every pulse of pleasure from his inexperienced body—he found the transition into campus life thrilling. He dated often, confidently navigating each new encounter thanks to Donna’s lingering influence. When he returned home that winter, eager to tell her about every dirty secret, his mother greeted him with news: Donna was gone, swept away to a new city by her husband’s promotion.

Left with a bittersweet ache, Jeremy would never forget the beautiful woman who had awakened him that unforgettable summer. Her lessons—both physical and emotional—shaped every touch, every desperate kiss, and every lover who followed.
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