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An Older Woman's Desire

I was serving in the Navy then, still wet behind the ears with a fresh commission, when a short training course pulled me out to Newport for a few days. When I mentioned the trip to my mother, she didn’t hesitate. You need to call the Jacksons, she insisted. Megan would be thrilled to see you.

Megan. Even the sound of her name stirred something low and familiar in my gut.

She’d been my mother’s closest friend for as long as I could remember, married to Jim, a former Navy pilot who’d traded flight decks for retirement years ago. They’d left the East Coast behind and settled out west, building a life that always sounded sun-drenched and effortless whenever Mom talked about them.

The morning after I arrived, I dialed their number. Jim answered, his voice instantly recognizable—warm, relaxed, carrying that calm confidence of a man who’d seen the world from thirty thousand feet. He didn’t even let me finish explaining before inviting me over, telling me to come by whenever my schedule freed up.

The next day wrapped early, just before noon. I grabbed a cab and rode through quiet streets until we reached their neighborhood, a collection of upscale condos perched perfectly to drink in the ocean. There was a shared pool at the center, all turquoise water and immaculate stone, framed by palms and trimmed hedges that looked almost unreal in their precision.

Jim opened the door before I could knock twice. Time had silvered his hair, softened him just a touch, but his posture was the same—upright, easy, welcoming. He ushered me inside, pressed a cold beer into my hand, then led me out to the wide deck overlooking the grounds. We leaned against the railing, bottles sweating in our palms, and I let my eyes roam over the view, the breeze carrying salt and sun.

That was when it happened.

I didn’t hear her footsteps. I didn’t hear the door. I only knew—knew—because my body reacted before my mind caught up. Heat pooled between my legs, my cock stirring as a familiar, intoxicating scent brushed past me. Then arms slid around my waist, firm and soft all at once, and a full, unapologetic press of breasts settled against my back as she hugged me hard.

I turned, heart pounding, and there she was.

Megan.

The woman who had starred in more of my private fantasies than I could count. The woman whose lingerie had once been my first illicit treasure, silk and lace wrapped around my aching cock when I was barely old enough to understand what I wanted.

She looked exactly like memory—and better. Petite and compact, maybe five-two and all muscle and curves, like a cheerleader who’d refused to surrender to time. Her dark hair framed her face perfectly, her blue eyes still impossibly bright. When she smiled, it was with her whole face, eyes crinkling in that knowing, mischievous way that had undone me even when I was too young to admit it.

Seeing her there, alive and warm and grinning at me, sent a shock straight through my chest.

I’d babysat for them for years when I was in my late teens, back when desire hummed constantly under my skin and I had no real outlet for it. I wanted everything then—every girl, every curve—and all I really had was my imagination and my hand. Masturbation had been my nightly ritual, my secret release.

I remembered one night vividly. Their kid was asleep, the house quiet, and I was sprawled on the couch, flipping channels, bored and restless. I opened a drawer looking for the remote and caught a flash of bare skin on a glossy cover. My pulse spiked when I pulled it free.

A Penthouse.

It felt like contraband, like holding something sacred and forbidden all at once. For a desperate, inexperienced guy aching to see a naked body, it might as well have been a holy text. I’d stared at those pages until my hands shook, until Megan’s image—real or imagined—slipped seamlessly into every fantasy that followed.

And now she was standing in front of me, arms still warm from that embrace, smiling like she knew exactly what she’d always been to me.

That discovery sealed it. From then on, their place became my personal paradise. Every time the phone rang and it was them asking if I could come over, my heart kicked into overdrive. I lived for those nights. And curiosity—hungry, reckless curiosity—didn’t stay satisfied for long.

One evening, after the kid was asleep and the house had gone quiet, I was stretched out on the couch flipping through that forum again, rereading letters until one thread caught my eye. Lingerie. The word alone did something to me. I’d never given it much thought before—women took their clothes off, that was the goal—but suddenly my mind snagged on the idea of what stayed on the longest. What touched her skin when no one else did.

I didn’t think. I just moved.

Their bedroom door creaked softly as I eased it open, my pulse thudding in my ears. I knelt in front of their dresser like I was at an altar, slid open a drawer—and nearly lost my balance. Inside was chaos and temptation: a careless spill of silk and lace, colors layered together like candy. Panties in every shade imaginable, sheer teddies, smooth slips, stockings curled in on themselves. It was intimate in a way naked photos could never be. This wasn’t for show. This was for her.

My hands trembled as I lifted out a pair of pale pink panties, impossibly small, impossibly soft. I stared at them like they were sacred. Megan had worn these. They’d clung to her, rested snug against her sex. The thought hit me so hard I had to swallow. I turned them slowly, imagining the curve of her ass filling them out, that narrow strip of cotton pressed warm and damp where her body met itself.

I wanted to be there. Exactly there. Tucked between her thighs, buried where those panties had been allowed to touch.

Megan back then was mid-thirties and pure electricity—tiny but powerful, all energy and warmth. She wore short, tight skirts that showed off her compact, athletic body, and she always smelled incredible, like something clean and sweet and female. When she hugged me, she didn’t do half-measures. She wrapped herself around me, breasts flattening into my chest, arms tight and affectionate. She had no idea that those seconds were the most intimate contact I’d ever known. By the time she let go, I’d be stiffening, already plotting my escape to the spare room. Five minutes, a Playboy, and the vivid imprint of her body pressed against mine—that was all it took.

Standing there with her lingerie in my hands, drunk on the knowledge of where it had been, restraint vanished. I shoved my jeans down right there on the carpet, my cock already aching. I rubbed the silky fabric over the swollen head, slow once—then faster. The sensation, the smell, the fantasy all collided, and I came almost immediately, breathless and shaking.

Guilt followed just as quickly. I cleaned the fabric carefully, smoothed it, returned it to the drawer exactly as I’d found it, my eyes scanning for any sign I’d been there. My secret remained intact.

After that, I don’t know if it was more late-night reading or just the fact that I was a teenage boy with too much desire and not enough outlet, but my imagination escalated. I didn’t need extra stimulation—but I took it anyway. I experimented. I wrapped her panties around my cock and balls, stretched stockings over the leaking tip, dragged soft nylon back and forth until I was a mess. Sometimes I stole a piece from the bottom of the drawer, telling myself she’d never notice.

At home, those stolen scraps became my most treasured possessions. With a Penthouse open and Megan’s lingerie in my hands, I came every day—always to her, always to the fantasy of that petite, smiling woman who had no idea how completely she owned me.

One evening I slipped into their bedroom again, the air still carrying the faint trace of her perfume. It curled into my lungs and settled low in my body, making me harder than her hugs ever had. The room was immaculate as always, every surface calm and composed—except for one thing. A flash of pink and black peeked from beneath the edge of the bedspread.

My pulse went wild as I crouched down and tugged it free. A pair of black workout shorts lay bundled together, and inside them, unmistakable, were deep pink panties. They were rolled inward, not folded—peeled down and stepped out of. The inside faced the world, intimate and exposed. When I noticed the faint discoloration in the cotton gusset, my knees nearly gave out and I sank onto the mattress.

These weren’t clean. These hadn’t been washed and sanitized of her. These had just come off her body. Maybe an hour ago. She’d moved in them, stretched and bounced and sweated through a workout, her thighs working, her sex pressed tight and sliding as she moved. The fabric had traced her over and over, collecting heat and moisture and the private evidence of her body—sweat, a hint of urine, the secret dampness that leaked from that impossible place between her legs.

Then I saw it: a single dark curl caught in the cloth.

I sucked in a sharp breath. Her hair. Proof. My hands trembled as I lifted the panties closer, examining them as if I were afraid she’d somehow sense the shift in air. And then the smell hit me.

It was my first real encounter with it—the unmistakable scent of a grown woman’s sex, deep and musky and alive. Trapped all day against her skin, warmed and intensified by movement and time. I pressed the fabric to my face and breathed in again and again, desperate, greedy, afraid it might disappear before I could take my fill.

I sat there for a long moment, panties clenched in my fists, my mind racing. Do it now? Wait? Let it build into something even bigger? The debate barely lasted a second. My body had already decided.

I stripped quickly and sprawled back naked on their bed, surrounded by her presence. I dragged the silk over my aching length, watching pearly drops bead and slip from the tip. The scent of her wrapped around me, dizzying. When I went to grab something to wipe myself, I opened the hamper—and froze.

Her laundry.

I plunged my hands in, heart pounding, uncovering one treasure after another. More worn panties. A sports bra still stiff with dried sweat. Tiny shorts. A damp bikini, the crotch faintly marked, the smell stronger there—saltier, darker, somehow even more intoxicating. I pressed the back of the bikini bottoms around my cock, watching my own wetness bloom across the fabric, claiming it. Another pair of panties came up to my face, marked not just with her sex but with the earthy trace of her ass, and I inhaled like a man drowning.

That was it.

I came hard, spilling myself into the bikini, filling it with my release, my body shuddering as I collapsed back onto the bed. The room swam with the mingled scents of her and me—her pussy, my cum—and for a long, stunned moment, I just lay there, surrounded by the evidence of my obsession, breathing her in.

That night became the benchmark by which I measured every fantasy afterward—until the first time I tasted a woman, nothing ever came close.

Those pink panties followed me home like a secret trophy. For weeks, maybe months, I obsessed over whether Megan noticed they were gone, whether she ever paused at the washing machine and frowned at the stiffened bikini bottoms, crusted with my release. The paranoia lived right alongside the thrill. If she knew, she never said a word. Instead, she seemed warmer, more playful—hugs that lingered a beat too long, kisses that brushed my mouth instead of my cheek when they left for the evening or when I said goodbye. Every time, I walked away aching, painfully hard, convinced it couldn’t be coincidence.

Now I was standing in her house in Newport, years later, and the effect she had on me hadn’t dulled at all. She looked incredible—still that tight, inviting body, that bright, confident smile, eyes glinting with mischief like she was always one step ahead of everyone else in the room. She leaned back to really take me in, slow and deliberate.

“Well, would you look at that,” she said, her voice amused and low. “My boyfriend’s all grown up.”

Then she stepped forward and wrapped me in another hug. I didn’t resist this time. Her perfume hit me full force, warm and familiar, and my resolve dissolved instantly. She pressed herself into me like she belonged there—her soft belly fitting perfectly against my half-hard cock, her breasts brushing my chest, her body molding to mine as if she’d rehearsed it.

“Jim,” she sighed, almost laughing, “I think I might be falling in love all over again.”

She turned toward Bill, and suddenly it was her ass—round, compact, unapologetic—grinding back into me. My cock jumped, straining forward, and she felt it. I knew she did. She glanced down, then up at my face, a slow, knowing look that made my skin burn.

Walking over to Bill, she said lightly, “I remember when you were in your twenties—you always had that kind of energy too.”

Heat flooded my face. I waited for him to react, to say something, anything. He didn’t. Just smiled and asked, “So where are we taking him?”

“Well,” Megan said, already deciding, “I need to swing by the Bayview property. We can grab lunch at Charlie’s after. I’ll ride with you, Tommy, and Jim can meet us there. I’ll show him the way.”

I admitted I didn’t have a car—I’d been dropped off—so the three of us piled into their Mercedes and headed out together, Megan close enough that I could feel the warmth of her thigh, smell her perfume every time she shifted.

She was in her element at the property. Waterfront, pristine, expensive. She walked me through it like I was a serious buyer, pointing out the kitchen, the view, the hot tub.

“Completely hidden from the neighbors,” she added, lowering her voice, flashing me a wink. “Perfect for misbehaving.”

She brushed against me as she passed, just enough contact to send blood rushing south again. Then she smiled and said, “Oh, Jim, I left my phone in the car. Would you grab it for me, honey?”

Bill headed out without a second thought.

The moment the door closed, she steered me toward the master bedroom. Her hand looped through my arm, pulling me close as she gestured around the space.

“Now this,” she said softly, “is where you really understand a house like this.” She laughed, eyes roaming over the bed, the windows, the view. “That bed—my god. I could spend an entire weekend there. Naked. Just lying around, looking at the water.”

Then she turned to me, her body pressed against my side, her voice dropping. “What about you? Think you could handle something like that?”

I had a dozen answers in my head, all of them bold, clever, devastatingly confident. I could feel them die on my tongue. Standing there with her so close, with years of wanting coiled tight inside me, I was suddenly just the kid again—the one who’d been craving this teasing, intoxicating woman since before he’d ever kissed anyone at all.

She suddenly hopped backward onto the mattress, the move playful and careless, the bed dipping beneath her weight and bouncing her just enough that her skirt fluttered up. Gravity and mischief teamed up, and for one suspended, torturous second, everything was on display. White lace. Clean, bright against her skin. The fabric vanished between the curves of her thighs, the cut unmistakable. A thong. Megan had upgraded her arsenal since the last time I’d gone digging through her laundry like a starving raccoon.

My breath caught. Heat rushed south. I registered a faint shadow beyond the lace, the promise of something darker, warmer, forbidden. Jesus. Why hadn’t I ever asked to use her bathroom back at the house? The thought stabbed me—who knew what treasures waited there, folded and hidden, while I’d been too polite, too young, too stupid.

I tore my gaze away, forcing myself to look anywhere but between her legs. The balcony. The light. The water. Anything. But it was too late. Her mouth curved slowly, knowingly, that familiar, wicked little smile that told me she’d seen everything written on my face.

“Find something interesting down there, my friend?” she murmured, voice light, eyes sharp.

My face burned. I turned my shoulders away, suddenly fascinated by the view. She laughed softly.

“Oh, sweetheart, I’m teasing,” she said, warm and indulgent. “Don’t get all flustered.”

The moment shattered when Jim came back in, phone in hand. “Flustered about what?”

Megan didn’t miss a beat. “I may have accidentally flashed Tommy,” she said breezily. “Didn’t want to traumatize him.” Then, clapping her hands together, all business again, “Come on. Let’s lock up and get some lunch.”

Ten minutes later we were settled into a cozy little café, all sunlight and clinking glasses. She ordered a bottle of wine—for us. Bill stuck to water since he was driving, which somehow made it feel even more intimate, like Megan and I were sharing a secret in plain sight.

Lunch unfolded easily. Stories about family, people they used to know, California gossip, gentle questions about my parents. And through it all, she kept finding reasons to invade my space. Leaning over me to reach something, her hair brushing my cheek. Fingers grazing my thigh as she laughed. A hand at my back that lingered just a second too long. Twice—twice—her body brushed my cock. Casual. Accidental. Devastating. She never reacted, never acknowledged it. But I did. I was hard enough that it was a constant, aching awareness, a pulse I couldn’t shut off.

Halfway through the meal, another couple stopped by to say hello. Megan introduced me, and I stood to shake hands. The husband waved me back down.

“That’s all right, don’t get up.”

Before I could even sit, Megan chimed in sweetly, “That’s right, Tommy. No need to show everyone how excited you are to see me.” She winked and made a show of glancing under the table.

The husband froze. The wife’s lips twitched—then she smiled, slow and knowing, and gave Megan a conspiratorial little wink of her own.

When the plates were cleared, Jim insisted on paying, and we spilled back out into the afternoon.

Our next stop was a bar just down the street. Bill peeled off to run errands, leaving Megan and me alone at a small table by the window. The light slanted in, turning her hair honey-gold. She sipped her drink and fixed me with that curious, predatory attention I knew too well.

“So,” she said lightly, “tell me about your love life.”

I told her about Cindy. About the breakup. She listened, head tilted, absorbing every word. Then she laughed softly. “Florida,” she mused. “I remember those cute little redneck girls. Half a beer and a pilot’s uniform, and their panties practically surrendered on their own.”

I laughed with her, told her about the legendary powers of rum punch—careful, restrained, skimming the surface. She didn’t push. She just smiled, eyes glittering, like she already knew exactly what I wasn’t saying.

She drifted for a moment, gaze unfocusing as if she were replaying something vivid and delicious. “I had this… absolutely insane night once,” she said softly. “On the beach. After way too many cocktails at a club.” The corner of her mouth curved with private amusement. I didn’t ask for details, but the way she said it—loose, unguarded—made it clear that Jim either hadn’t been there, or hadn’t been the only one. I’d always suspected they had a taste for the unconventional. The old Penthouse magazines, the drawer of lingerie that looked better suited for a fantasy than a marriage—it all clicked into place.

We were a couple of drinks in before Jim rejoined us. Megan let me pick up her tab, batting me off with a playful warning. “Don’t get the idea I’m an easy drunk, pal.” But the look in her eyes suggested she might be, at least under the right hands. The image bloomed uninvited, warm and dangerous, and not for the first time that day.

I mentioned I was bunking at the officers’ barracks. Bill nodded. He’d heard they’d fixed the place up recently. Megan laughed, bright and a little wicked. “Oh, I always loved those rooms,” she said. “Didn’t I, Jim?” Jim only smiled, which somehow said more than words.

When they dropped me off, I thanked them and promised to pass along their love to my parents. I was halfway out when Megan slid after me, wrapping me in a hug that lingered, her body soft and knowing against mine. She kissed me quickly on the lips—too quick to protest, too slow to be innocent. I shook Jim’s hand and turned toward my door.

“Wait,” Megan called. “Honey, I need to tinkle. I’ll just run in and out.” She hooked her arm through mine, and together we headed inside.

I unlocked the door and glanced back. Jim was already back in the car, door shut. Megan closed the room behind us and took her time looking around. “Oh,” she breathed. “Very nice.” King-sized bed. She perched on it and bounced once, twice—and this time there was no doubt. Her knees parted deliberately as she leaned back on her elbows, heels digging into the mattress. Black stockings framed her thighs. White lace hugged her, sheer enough to hint at the dark blur beneath. Her skin looked impossibly smooth, creamy in the low light. A fall of hair slipped over one eye as she smiled at me.

“Come here,” she murmured.

The alcohol lent me bravery. I stepped closer, stopping between her knees.

“Closer.”

I leaned forward, bracing my hands on the bed on either side of her hips. My pulse hammered. “Didn’t you say you needed the bathroom?” I managed, nodding vaguely toward it.

God, she smelled incredible—perfume layered over something warmer, more intimate. Like her skin after heat, after sweat, after being worn. She sat up, eyes dark and bright, red lips hovering inches from mine. In that moment she wasn’t my mother’s friend. She was pure invitation, all hunger and silk and promise. And I was suddenly certain I could get her out of those panties. The only question was how, with her husband so close.

“I do need to pee,” she whispered, smiling as if she knew exactly what she was doing to me. “But you go ahead.”

I shook my head, trying to sound steadier than I felt. “Nope. My mom drilled it into me—ladies first. And honestly?” I let out a breathy laugh. “I’m going to need a second for things to… settle down.”

She didn’t retreat. If anything, she closed the distance, sliding closer until her mouth grazed mine, a whisper of heat and lipstick. “I’m sorry,” she murmured, unapologetic and wicked. “I know I’m teasing you, Tommy.” Her eyes glittered. “All right. Show me.”

I drew her up from the bed, my fingers lacing with hers. That smile she gave me over her shoulder—pure trouble—made my pulse stutter. I led her toward the bathroom, opened the door, and made a little flourish with my hand, inviting her in.

She rewarded me by giving her hips a slow, deliberate sway as she passed, her ass rolling beneath the fabric like she knew exactly what she was doing to me. Then she turned, backed up to the toilet, and lifted her skirt. My breath caught. Long, toned legs revealed inch by inch, stockings clinging to her thighs with those dark, sinful bands. Between them, a sliver of delicate lace hugged her, framing curves that looked carved for hands.

“If you’re planning on staying,” she said lightly, meeting my eyes, “you might as well help.”

I stepped closer, my heart pounding so hard I was sure she could hear it. My gaze dropped to the soft mound beneath the fabric, the shape of her filling it out, undeniable and mesmerizing. She held her skirt up and waited—patient, confident—while I hesitated, caught between disbelief and want.

Finally, I reached for her, fingertips brushing the sides of her panties. I inhaled, then slowly eased them away from her body. Dark, neatly trimmed curls appeared, lush and intimate. For a moment the thong caught between her lips, stretched there like a secret held just out of reach. I left it, just for a heartbeat, then moved behind her, sliding the waistband down over her ass. My hand lingered, stroking her lightly as the fabric descended.

She drew her knees together shyly, as if modesty suddenly mattered, and lowered herself onto the seat. I kept going, guiding the lace all the way down to her ankles. She lifted one foot, then the other, stepping free. I knelt there, holding the small scrap of fabric like something precious, not quite sure what I was allowed to do next.

Her smile softened, turning warm and knowing. “I want you to keep those,” she said. “I remember how much you used to like them when you babysat for us back in Virginia.” Her eyes searched my face. “Do I still smell the same?”

Slowly, reverently, I brought them to my face. I closed my eyes and breathed her in, the scent flooding me, dizzying and intimate. “Oh my god, Mrs. Jackson,” I whispered.

It was overwhelming—sweet and musky all at once, damp and salty, her essence wrapping around my thoughts until there was nothing else. Pure, sinful heaven.

She tipped her head back and laughed, the sound bright and unrestrained, a little too loud for such an intimate space. “Oh, Tommy,” she said, breathless with amusement. “I teased you endlessly back then. I always knew you were sneaking my underwear, leaving those telltale little messes behind. You probably thought I was wicked for it.”

Before I could respond, her body relaxed and she began to relieve herself. The suddenness made me jolt, then fixed me there, mesmerized, my focus drawn unavoidably to the most intimate place, hovering just inches from my face. I felt a faint mist kiss my skin, heard the unmistakable sound as it spilled from her, unselfconscious and unashamed. I set my hands on her knees, steadying myself as much as her, and gently eased them wider.

The stream threaded its way through the dark, tangled curls, erratic at first, then smoothing out as her lips parted. It flowed cleanly from her, a private, vulnerable sight that stole my breath. She was stunning—soft rose-colored folds, a deeper blush visible between them, framed by that lush brunette thatch now jeweled with moisture, droplets clinging and falling from the tips.

I looked up at her face. She was watching me, teeth worrying her lower lip as the flow slowed, then stopped in a few final pulses. She exhaled, reached for the roll, and tore off a small bundle of tissue, starting to lean forward.

“Please,” I said, the word escaping before I could think better of it.

She laughed again, lower this time, and placed the paper in my hand. I slid my arm between her thighs, turned my wrist upward, and carefully cleaned her, the intimacy of it making my head spin. I took fresh tissue, pressing more deliberately now, drawing it right along the center of her slick heat. When I dropped the paper into the bowl, I went back once more, this time with nothing but my finger. It snagged slightly as I reached the top, and when I brushed across her sensitive nub, she gasped sharply, her body jolting at the contact.

I brought my finger to my mouth without breaking her gaze, tasting her, smiling as her eyes darkened. She rose as I did, resting her hands on my shoulders, grounding me. “I see a big, inviting bed over there,” she murmured, “or would you rather finally live out this fantasy in the shower?”

“Both,” I said instantly, and our laughter tangled together.

The knock at the door shattered the moment. I nearly leapt out of my skin. She only smiled, calm as ever. “Jim,” she said softly.

“Oh, shit,” I whispered. “I’m so sorry, Megan. He’s going to be furious. Can I—can I see you later this week?”

She tilted her head, eyes glinting. “What else would you like to see?”

Before I could even form an answer, she laughed and opened the door. “Sorry, honey,” she called easily. “I got caught chatting and then had to run to the bathroom. I still haven’t finished looking around, so give us a couple more minutes, okay?”

He peered in, his gaze sweeping the room—and landing squarely on me, standing there flushed, unmistakably guilty, her panties clenched in my hand.

“Oh fuck,” I thought.

She caught it immediately and, without missing a beat, said lightly, “Oh, I gave Tommy my panties. You remember how he used to fool around with them back in Virginia?”

His brows lifted, confusion flickering across his face. “Uh… not really.”

“Well, he’s on his own,” she said lightly, looping her arm through Jim’s as if this were the most ordinary explanation in the world. “I figured a lonely man might appreciate a little feminine comfort at night. The way I used to tuck a pair into your suitcase when you went off on those cruises—remember that?”

Understanding dawned on his face in slow motion. The memory landed, followed immediately by the realization of what, exactly, I was holding. His wife’s underwear. For me. My pulse thudded in my ears as his gaze flicked from her to me. Instinctively, I shifted the panties behind my back, my fingers curling tight. There was no universe where I was handing them over.

She kissed his cheek, utterly unbothered. “Sweetheart, give me just a minute. While you’re out, could you run to the Exchange and pick up some pads? I have a feeling I’m going to be a bit… damp this week.” Her eyes slid to me, wicked and amused. “Actually, grab me some fresh panties too. I probably shouldn’t be walking around bare when this young man has my juices stirred up.”

Jim blinked. Once. Twice. He didn’t look angry—just mildly overwhelmed, like a man trying to recalibrate the rules of his marriage on the fly. He glanced between us, shook his head with a half-smile, and headed for the door. Before closing it, he turned back and leveled a steady look at me. “Take it easy with her, Tom. I don’t want anyone coming out of this with scars.”

The door clicked shut.

I stood there, stunned by the casual intimacy of it all, the way she’d wrapped desire and danger into a single, playful exchange. Megan didn’t hesitate. She kicked off her heels and let them fall wherever they landed, then reached up to loosen her earrings. As she slid them free, she pulled her sweater over her head, giving a little shake that sent her dark bob settling back into place. She held my gaze the entire time, unapologetic, deliberate.

One by one, she undid the buttons of her blouse. Beneath it, her bra was white and nearly transparent, delicate enough that I could see the shadow of her nipples, already tight and insistent against the fabric. She turned her back to me and tipped her head slightly. “Would you mind?”

My hands weren’t entirely steady as I stepped closer. I caught the tiny zipper at the back of her skirt and drew it down inch by inch, savoring the slow reveal. She gave a playful shimmy, letting the skirt slide away without touching it, the fabric pooling at her feet. Then she stepped free of it and moved toward the bed.

She braced herself on the mattress, bending forward, her head lowered so her hair spilled around her face. I reached for the clasp of her bra and released it. She shrugged her shoulders just enough for it to slide down her arms, the straps still looped around her wrists as it came to rest on the bed.

There she was—my room, my bed—wearing nothing but black stockings, bent forward in silent invitation. The image seared itself into me, unreal and perfect, like something my mind might steal away at any second. I dropped to my knees behind her and gently pressed her knees apart.

Her body was exquisite. Firm, supple, impossibly youthful despite the years she carried with such confidence. I stroked her slowly, coaxing her open, admiring the soft trail of dark hair that traced her so intimately, parting and fading in all the right places. Her skin was warm, flushed, inviting. Every detail felt intimate, reverent, as if I were memorizing her with my hands, afraid I might wake up and find her gone.

I leaned forward and pressed my mouth to the soft curves of her cheeks, breathing her in, letting my face slide between them until my lips found the heat hidden there. I eased her open a little wider and kissed her again, slow and reverent, then let my mouth linger where she never let the light touch. My tongue traced lazy circles, skimming over those darker folds, teasing from the outside in. I brushed the faint curl of hair with the tip of my tongue, then let it stiffen, pushing gently, deliberately, inside her.

Her reaction was instant and raw. 

“Oh my god—oh my god—oh… ohhh…” The sound tore out of her, unfiltered, helpless.

I worked her with my mouth, pushing and retreating, tasting her fully, then drew back to lap around her before sliding down to her slick center and back again, never letting her settle. My thumb slipped into her soaked heat, stroking upward, finding that place that made her gasp and clench, and I doubled my attention behind her. Her body betrayed her—her ass fluttered and jerked, legs trembling, knees threatening to give out as she collapsed forward, chest pressed into the mattress.

When she finally broke, she surged back against my face, and I held her there, anchoring her while her body took over. Her pussy clenched hard around my thumb, releasing in hot waves that spilled over my hand, ran down my wrist, my arm. She cried out, lost to it, coming without restraint, without shame.

I guided her hips to the edge of the bed and slid a finger in where my tongue had been, moving fast now, skilled, deliberate, touching both places at once as the orgasm kept climbing instead of fading. The sound she made then was low and animal, so deep it rattled through her, and for a second I thought she might disappear into it completely.

I pulled back and stripped out of my clothes in a blur, urgency overriding everything. Then I was back between her thighs, pressing into her, sinking deep. She took me fully, her body opening, slick and tight, the sensation overwhelming as I drove her into the bed, my weight pinning her there while I filled her. After all that circling, all that waiting, we were finally doing it—really fucking—and it felt inevitable, like this was where we’d always been headed.

She moaned again and said softly, almost teasingly, without turning her head, “Oh no… you can’t do this, honey. Your mommy’s going to be so mad when I tell her you fucked my pussy. She’ll be so jealous.”

I pulled her flat beneath me and reached around, guiding her face up to mine. She was wrecked—mascara streaked beneath her eyes, lipstick smeared, hair clinging to her skin. I kissed her anyway, slow and tender, and she met me, tongues sliding, tasting each other as I started to come deep inside her. The fantasy I’d carried for years was finally real—her body wrapped around mine, her ass holding me close as I emptied myself into her.

When it was over and my breathing finally slowed, the thick, unmistakable scent of us filled the air, and it tipped me over again. My cock throbbed hard, pulsing inside her as she clenched around me, drawing out more from me than I thought I had left. I spilled again, warmth overflowing, slicking my skin, the sheets beneath us.

She started to giggle then, her laughter shaking through her body, and after a heartbeat I joined her, the absurd sweetness of it catching me by surprise. We laughed together, tangled and spent, my cock still held by her heat as I pulled her up against me, still moving slowly, still buried deep inside her.

She eased herself back from me, my cock slipping free with a wet, obscene sound. A thick spill followed, trailing from her tangled curls and splattering onto the carpet below. She turned toward me, unashamed, radiant in her ruin—hair stuck to her flushed, sweaty cheeks, mouth swollen and bruised red from everything we’d done. Pure sin, wearing a smile.

She framed my face with both hands and kissed me slow and tender, a deliberate contrast to the mess between her legs. For a long moment it was just lips, soft and lingering, before she parted them and let her tongue wander into my mouth, tasting me, claiming me.

“Mmm,” she murmured against me, her breath hot. “You taste incredible. Just like my pussy.” Her kisses grew wetter, sloppier, her tongue tracing my jaw, my cheek, cleaning me like she owned me. “Did you ever think you’d get to come inside me?” A wicked smile curved her mouth. “Such a bad boy. And now you’re going to have to make me presentable again… before my husband sees what you’ve done.”

She sank back onto the bed and shimmied higher, planting her feet and letting her knees fall open. She put herself on display without a hint of modesty, showing me the aftermath—slick skin, matted hair, my release everywhere. “I think you should take care of this,” she said lazily, then tipped her head back and waited, confident, expectant.

I was already moving. I dropped to my knees and leaned in, hovering inches from her body, breathing her in. I started slow, dragging my tongue up her thigh, catching a stray drip that had escaped her and savoring it before closing the distance. Her lips were swollen and heavy, peeking through dark, damp curls, streaked and splashed with me. When she shifted her hips, another creamy bead welled up between them, offered to me without words.

I licked it away, then used my thumbs to spread her open, my mouth following, sucking and tasting, devouring the evidence of what we’d done. She watched sometimes, lifting her head to see me working between her legs, then let her eyes flutter shut again when it overwhelmed her. She was hot and slick, and it felt endless, like she could keep giving and giving. I traced inside her folds, circled her clit, then drifted lower.

Her body shivered when my tongue reached her taint. She drew her knees in tight, opening herself completely, lifting her hips, rolling that beautiful ass off the mattress and offering me everything. She didn’t have to say it—I could see it. Her ass glistened, wet with escaped desire, her small brown opening fully exposed, soft, waiting.

Still, she asked. She met my eyes and whispered, “Please?”

I answered by brushing my tongue over her, slow and teasing, then dragging it in long, deliberate strokes. When I pried her open with my thumbs and pressed the tip of my tongue inside, she cried out, throwing her head back, bucking hard against my mouth. The pleasure took her over completely. I stayed there, worshipping her, losing track of time, and it was clear she could take it forever.

But as I felt her melt and tremble for me, I knew exactly what would make her understand just how much I adored her.

I was painfully hard, my body wound tight, and with her already slick and open from my mouth, it took almost nothing to guide myself to her entrance and begin to press in. We stayed face to face, breaths tangled, mouths meeting in slow, almost reverent kisses that didn’t match the depravity of what we were doing. She flinched as I stretched her, soft sounds breaking from her throat—half discomfort, half hunger—and the mix of it drove me deeper into need.

I didn’t rush. I leaned in, let her feel every careful inch as I worked past the resistance. When the head finally slipped through, she gasped, her body clenching around me in a way that stole my breath. The pressure was unreal, tight and insistent, and my cock throbbed in sharp, uncontrollable pulses. She sighed against my mouth and kissed me harder, her tongue sliding between my lips as if to anchor herself to me. The contrast—her tenderness, the fierce grip of her body—made me push further, surrendering to it.

Her gaze locked onto mine, intense and searching. “I know I’m a little wild,” she whispered, voice trembling with nerves and excitement, “but I’ve never let anyone do this to me before. Does it feel good?”

“It feels incredible,” I breathed, unable to look away. “Like I’m finally where I’ve always wanted to be with you… closer than I ever imagined.”

Her lips curved into a breathless smile, heat flashing in her eyes. “Then don’t hold back,” she murmured. “I want to feel you let go there… with me.”

That was all it took. I groaned, the sound dragged from deep in my chest, and eased myself a little farther inside her. She was impossibly tight—so forbidden, so intoxicating it felt almost unreal. The weight of it hit me all at once: her age, her ring, the way she was opening herself to me and asking for everything. My control shattered in seconds.

I drew back slowly, feeling her cling to me, her body reluctant to let me go, until just the head remained inside her. The tension snapped. I held her eyes as my body took over, my cock jerking as I spilled deep into her, somewhere she’d never felt me before. A broken sound left her as I thrust back in, pressing fully against her, buried so deep it felt like there was no space between us at all. She arched, head falling back, and I caught her throat gently between my teeth as she came apart, her body fluttering and tightening around me in sharp, helpless spasms.

I stayed there, riding the last waves, rocking in small, helpless motions just to feel her squeeze me, to watch her body respond. A thin trace of release slipped free beneath us, evidence of how far we’d gone.

Finally, I collapsed onto her, both of us shaking, slick with sweat, skin sliding against skin. She was still wearing her stockings, now tangled around my hips, a silent, damning detail. The room was thick with heat and scent, with the undeniable proof of what we’d done together—nothing subtle, nothing that could be erased.

We heard the crunch of tires on gravel, the unmistakable sound of a car pulling in. She stiffened, then laughed softly under her breath and gently rolled me off her, careful, almost reverent. There was a quiet, obscene little sound as her body let go of me, a wet release that made my pulse throb all over again. We sat side by side on the edge of the bed, chests heaving, limbs loose and useless, both of us wrung out and glowing.

She caught her breath, then that familiar giggle bubbled up again—light, wicked, unrepentant. “Wait here,” she whispered.

She didn’t bother with much. Just her skirt tugged up over her hips, her blouse slipped on crookedly. Nothing else. Then she walked out as if nothing in the world were amiss. I stared after her, stunned by the sight: her hair mussed, lipstick blurred, thighs streaked with evidence she made no attempt to hide. It trailed down the backs of her strong legs, darkening the tops of her black stockings. Anyone with eyes could see she’d been thoroughly, spectacularly fucked.

Through the window, I saw neighbors passing, heads turning. Some slowed. Some whispered. She didn’t rush. She didn’t care.

I heard his voice drift back to me. “Megan, come on.”

She sighed, perfectly convincing. “Honey, I’m exhausted. Tommy’s got that huge bed all to himself anyway. I’ll make it up to you tomorrow. Goodnight.”

She leaned in to kiss him. I wondered, distantly, if he could smell us on her—sex, sweat, and something darker. He just shook his head, half amused, half resigned, climbed back into the car, and drove off.

The door closed. Silence rushed back in.

I realized I was still sitting there naked, my body marked by her, my cock heavy and sensitive. I reached down, picked up her discarded panties, and pressed them to my face, breathing her in until my head spun. Then I opened the door.

She stood there in the dim light, watching me. Her smile was slow and knowing. She turned and started toward me, hips swaying, bare feet sliding across the floor, her skirt barely concealing how wet she still was—how wet she’d made me.

When she reached me, she didn’t hesitate. She jumped, wrapping herself around me, mouth crashing into mine. Her legs locked behind my back, and I felt her open, felt her spill again, warm and slick, dripping down onto my feet as I kicked the door shut behind us.

I grabbed her ass, strong hands claiming her, and as my cock surged back to life, thick and ready, I lowered her. She guided herself without looking, and her weight sank her down onto me in one smooth, greedy motion. We both gasped.

By the time I turned us toward the bed, we were already moving together, already lost in the rhythm, already chasing what came next.

The night was still young.

And we were nowhere near finished.


The Summer of Mrs. James

She was aware of me. I was certain of it. And the knowledge only sharpened the torment—because she let it happen. She let me watch. She let me burn. I was powerless against it, utterly undone by the way her body drew my eyes and refused to release them.

From the study on the second floor, I had the perfect angle. The rear of our house overlooked her decking, a private little stage bathed in sunlight, and during that endless, sweltering summer she claimed it as her own. Whenever she stretched out there to sun herself, the world narrowed to the shape of her body.

In the beginning she wore a bikini. Just a bikini—and even that felt overwhelming to me then. I was young, inexperienced, my understanding of sex limited to a clumsy, forgettable encounter with a girl my age that had left us both vaguely embarrassed and unsatisfied. Nothing in my short, awkward history had prepared me for a woman like her.

Seeing Mrs. James in the intimacy of her own garden felt almost holy in its intensity. Nearly naked, her generous breasts barely restrained by the thin scrap of fabric she called a top, her hips full and ripe, her backside swaying with an unconscious confidence when she moved—it was more than beauty. It was power. She didn’t try to seduce; she simply existed, and that was enough to undo me completely.

The first time I caught sight of her, heat rushed up my neck and into my face. I fled the room as if I’d been burned, my pulse hammering, guilt chasing me down the hallway. But it was already too late. The image had branded itself into me, vivid and permanent, and before long it drew me back like a promise I couldn’t resist.

That first afternoon she barely did anything at all. She lay there, shifted occasionally, lifted an arm, turned her face to the sun. And still I stood at that window for ages, drinking in every curve, every subtle movement, my body betraying me as my cock pressed hard against the front of my jeans. There was a tight, hollow ache low in my belly—an ache I would later understand as pure want. I ached to touch her, to bury my hands in the weight of her breasts, to feel their fullness, their resilient softness, even though I knew it was nothing but fantasy.

And what fantasies they were. In my mind, Mrs. James never resisted. She welcomed me, guided me, took me everywhere—against walls, over furniture, in rooms I knew by heart and others I invented just to have more places to imagine her naked and wanting. Night after night I spilled myself to the thought of her, my sheets bearing silent witness to my obsession.

Then, toward the end of summer, it happened.

She looked up.

I don’t know what prompted it. Instinct, perhaps. Some sixth sense that told her she wasn’t alone. Or maybe it was pure coincidence. Whatever the reason, the moment her gaze lifted toward the study window, panic exploded through me. I jerked back instantly, heart slamming, breath locked in my chest—but even as I moved, I knew I’d made a mistake. Movement draws attention. Movement betrays you.

I stood frozen just out of sight, every nerve screaming, suspended in a terrible limbo for what felt like forever. Finally, unable to stand it, I leaned forward and dared to look again.

She was gone.

Shame crashed over me in a wave so strong it made me dizzy. My mind filled instantly with catastrophic possibilities. What if she told my mother? What if she confronted me? The humiliation alone felt unbearable. I groaned aloud, already bracing for the fallout, certain that the quiet, delicious secrecy I’d lived inside for weeks was about to collapse around me.

Nothing came of it. No confrontation, no furious knock at the door, no scandal spilling into my mother’s kitchen. Still, for four or five interminable days I lived wound tight as a spring. My nerves were shredded; my stomach churned constantly. Every unexpected sound—the doorbell, a car pulling up outside—sent panic skittering through me, my body bracing as I imagined Mrs James appearing, livid and righteous, ready to expose me.

Then came a sweltering Friday afternoon, and there she was again.

I told myself I wouldn’t look. I swore I’d stay away from the study window, that I’d learned my lesson. But the pull of her was relentless, magnetic. Within minutes I was back at my post, drawn as helplessly as ever, watching and aching, my thoughts already slipping into lust.

What happened next nearly undid me entirely. Even now, more than twenty-five years later, I can still summon that dizzy rush, that heady mix of disbelief and raw desire. I had just started to relax, convincing myself she hadn’t caught me after all. She wouldn’t be stretched out in the sun again if she had, surely. I was being careful this time, keeping myself hidden in the shadows—when she reached behind her back and calmly released the clasp of her bikini top.

I froze.

Her breasts spilled free, full and heavy, swinging with lazy confidence as she adjusted the towel beneath her. I stood there, mouth open, barely breathing. And then—deliberately, unmistakably—she lifted her sunglasses and looked straight at my window. She smiled.

There was no doubt left. She knew exactly where I was, exactly what she was doing. She settled back as if she had all the time in the world, then reached for the bottle of lotion. She poured it into her palms and began to smooth it over herself, slow and unhurried. Along her legs. Across the flat of her stomach. Then she cupped her breasts, massaging the slick into them with practiced hands, rolling their weight, coaxing her nipples until they hardened visibly under her fingers.

I was painfully hard, trapped in my jeans, my pulse roaring in my ears. Watching her knead herself like that shattered whatever restraint I had left. I freed myself and gripped my cock, stroking hard and fast, my entire focus narrowed to the sight of her body and that knowing smile. I didn’t care who might catch me. Nothing existed but her.

The release tore through me, sharp and overwhelming, my breath breaking as pleasure ripped out of me in hot spurts. I shook with it, tears stinging my eyes from the intensity.

As if that weren’t enough, she let her thighs fall open slightly, the shape of her mound unmistakable beneath the thin fabric of her bikini bottoms. It felt cruel, exquisite. I wanted her with an ache that bordered on agony.

And it didn’t stop there. For another week or more she tormented me like that, each afternoon pushing me back into fevered, desperate need. Toward the end of summer she became bolder still, even lifting her hand to give a small, casual wave as she rose and walked away, leaving me ruined and shaking behind the glass.

By then I was utterly consumed by her. When the days finally cooled and she retreated indoors, driven in by the first autumn winds, the loss hit me harder than I could have imagined. I had no idea how I was supposed to exist without her sunlight, her body, her wicked, knowing gaze.

~~~

My mother had barely set the receiver back in its cradle when she turned to me with an offhand smile. 

“Could you pop next door to Gina’s for me?” she said lightly. “She’s got some heavy box she needs moving. Just a quick favor.”

Looking back, the setup is almost charming in its clumsiness. So obvious it’s funny—now. But at eighteen, green as spring and still clinging to my virginity like a secret, I had no inkling of what waited for me on the other side of that request.

Mrs. James—Gina—wasn’t just a neighbor. She was mythology made flesh. The kind of woman boys whispered about and pretended not to stare at. I’d glimpsed her once, sun-warmed and bare in her garden, and that image had branded itself into me. Still, fantasy is easy when it’s distant. Facing her, breathing the same air? I had no idea how to exist in that space.

By the time I reached her driveway, my body had betrayed me completely. My hands shook. My legs felt loose, unreliable, like they might fold beneath me at any second. Every step toward her front door felt like a march toward judgment. I was terrified, but there was no graceful way out. Saying no would have meant explaining myself to my mother—an interrogation I couldn’t survive.

My knock was barely more than a tap.

The door opened almost immediately.

“Hello,” she murmured, her voice low and intimate, as though she’d been expecting me. “Do come in.”

She stepped back, holding the door open, and I crossed the threshold with the solemn dread of a man walking to his sentence.

“Can I get you something to drink?” she asked, already turning toward the kitchen. “I’m having a glass of red. Will you join me?”

Wine might as well have been poison to me back then. I was so painfully earnest, so unworldly, that I asked for a cordial instead. The word had barely left my mouth before she laughed—rich, delighted, unapologetic. Then, just as suddenly, the laughter faded. She looked at me properly then, really looked, and the weight of her gaze made my skin prickle.

Her eyes were dark, knowing. They didn’t rush. They took their time.

“Darling,” she said softly, noticing what I couldn’t hide, “you’re shaking.” Her lips curved with gentle amusement. “Are you afraid of me?”

“A little,” I admitted, because lying felt impossible under that gaze.

Her laughter returned, warmer this time, wrapping around me. “Oh, you poor thing.” She made a small, sympathetic pout. “You’ve nothing to be afraid of. I won’t hurt you.”

She held my eyes, steady and unblinking. 

“I know you watched me,” she said calmly. “I know you were upstairs.”

Heat rushed to my face, sharp and humiliating. The truth spoken aloud stripped me bare. I couldn’t look away, though every instinct screamed at me to try.

“I don’t mind,” she continued, lifting her glass and taking a slow sip. “Actually…” She paused, letting the silence stretch deliciously. “I’m rather flattered. I imagine I must seem ancient to you.”

“No—no,” I stammered, words tangling uselessly. I was drowning, and she was watching with unmistakable interest.

“So,” she said, her eyes narrowing slightly, something sleek and predatory awakening there, “did you enjoy it?” Her gaze pinned me in place. “Watching me.” 

Her voice dipped lower. “Did I make you all flushed and restless?”

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly too tight to work, my skin burning everywhere she looked.

“It doesn’t have to stop,” she said easily, as though offering me another drink. “You know that, don’t you?” 

Her mouth curved into a slow, knowing smile. 

“You can watch me right here… if you feel like it.”

For a moment I couldn’t make sense of her words. Watch her? My mind snagged on the idea, tangled and clumsy.

“I… I don’t— I don’t understand,” I managed, my voice cracking with nerves.

Her smile curved, slow and knowing. “I’ll make it very clear,” Mrs James murmured. “Come into the lounge. Sit down. Relax.”

I obeyed like I’d been gently pushed by an invisible hand. The sofa accepted me, soft and deep, and then she was standing in front of me, unhurried, completely in control. My mouth fell open as her fingers went to the first button of her blouse.

She didn’t rush. She narrated it, low and intimate, as though we were alone in some secret world. She told me what she was about to do, then did it—each button undone with deliberate care. The anticipation was almost unbearable. Her voice alone made my skin prickle; paired with the slow unveiling of her lush, mature body, it was intoxicating. I could feel my cock hardening painfully in my trousers, pressing insistently, desperate to be acknowledged.

“I loved teasing you out there in the garden,” she whispered, her eyes never leaving mine. “Knowing you were watching… knowing I was making you ache. Men have always watched my breasts.” Her smile sharpened. “Do you like them too?”

She eased the blouse from her shoulders and cupped herself, lifting the generous weight of her breasts so I could see their shape even through the floral bra. The soft swell above the cups, the faint imprint of her nipples beneath the fabric—it was torture, exquisite and cruel.

Then she surprised me, letting the blouse slide down her arms completely. “The skirt comes off next,” she said lightly. “I don’t want to give you everything all at once. I want you desperate when I finally show you my breasts.”

Desperate didn’t begin to cover it. I was rigid, breathless, afraid to even shift my hips in case the spell shattered. She stepped out of her skirt and stood there in her underwear, hands on her hips, studying me as though my reaction was something she intended to savor.

“Well?” she asked softly. “Do you like what you see? Or am I too old for you? Too worn to be beautiful?”

I swallowed hard and shook my head, words tumbling out before I could stop them. “No—no. I like you. You’re beautiful. Really beautiful. You’re… you’re so sexy.”

Her smile was slow, skeptical. “Are you just saying that because you think I want to hear it?” She reached for her blouse as if to put it back on. “Perhaps I should cover up. You’re young. Maybe a woman like me shouldn’t excite you.”

Panic surged through me. “No!” I blurted, almost shouting. “Please don’t. I mean it. I swear. I’m already— I’m already excited.”

She paused, eyebrow lifting. “Are you?” Her gaze dipped pointedly. “That excited?”

“Yes,” I rasped, my throat dry.

She hummed, pretending to consider it, drawing the moment out until it felt like I might combust. Of course she knew exactly what she was doing. She knew how tightly wound I was, how far gone. She was savoring every second of my helpless arousal.

“Alright,” she said at last. “If I let you see my breasts…” Her eyes locked onto mine. “…you’ll show me just how excited you are.”

My pulse thundered. “You mean…?”

“Yes,” she said, calm and absolute. “I want to see your cock.”

I nodded, barely trusting my voice, and she rewarded me by freeing her breasts at last. They spilled into view with a languid sway, heavy and alive, as if they knew exactly how long I’d been waiting for them. I stared, transfixed, while she lifted them in her hands, the soft weight of them shifting as she pressed them together. Her nails—painted a wicked, glossy red—traced lazy circles before she brushed over the tight peaks, making them jump.

“Oh… God,” I breathed, the sound torn from me.

She smiled, slow and satisfied, holding herself up for my inspection like a decadent offering. “There,” she murmured, pride lacing her tone. “You wanted to see them.” Then her gaze dipped pointedly to the front of my jeans. “Now it’s your turn.”

I rose on unsteady legs and fumbled with my belt, fingers clumsy with nerves and need. When I opened my fly and freed myself, her reaction was instant. Her eyes darkened, hungry and intent, and a low, triumphant sound slipped from her throat.

“Yes,” she breathed.

I was painfully hard, thicker and fuller than I’d ever been, standing out from my body with an almost shameless confidence. I saw her take me in—really look—and something like approval flickered across her face. That alone sent another pulse of heat through me.

She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a confidential whisper. “That’s a beautiful cock,” she said, eyes gleaming. “So solid. So full.” Then, with a tone that brooked no argument, “Lose the rest. I want to see all of you.”

I stripped quickly, skin prickling under her appraisal. She watched me like a woman savoring a private indulgence, her tongue slipping out to wet her lips. And then, without warning, she reached for herself, hooking her thumbs into her underwear and easing it down her hips. She stepped free of it with careless grace, discarding it as though it were nothing, and suddenly she was bare too—confident, unashamed, magnificent.

The sight of her stole my breath.

“Surprised?” she asked, one corner of her mouth lifting as she took in my expression. She moved closer, her voice dropping as she closed the distance between us. “You should know… you’re welcome here anytime. We could have a very nice arrangement, you and I.” Her eyes locked onto mine. “Does that appeal to you?”

“Oh yes,” I whispered, my answer immediate and honest. “Very much.”

I couldn’t stop looking at her. Her body wasn’t the sharp, delicate frame of girls my age—it was richer, fuller, made to be touched. Her breasts were lush and generous, her hips wide and inviting, her legs strong and beautifully shaped. There was a softness to her that felt luxurious, paired with a confidence that made my pulse race. Her face held a playful spark, a knowing glint that promised trouble of the very best kind.

She stepped right up to me, so close I could feel the warmth radiating from her skin. Every instinct screamed at me to reach out, to slide my hands over her curves, but I froze, unsure, overwhelmed by wanting her and not knowing how to begin. Her breathing was audible now, slow and deliberate, and my eyes kept drifting back to her nipples—darkened, tight, impossibly tempting.

Then she leaned in, her lips brushing the shell of my ear. I shuddered as her breath ghosted over my skin.

“I’m going to take that thick cock into my mouth,” she whispered.

The promise alone nearly undid me.

Those words detonated inside me. Mrs James lowered herself onto the sofa and tugged me closer by the hips, guiding me until my erection hovered right in front of her mouth. Her hand closed around me—warm, sure, possessive—the first time she’d ever touched me there, and the contact alone nearly undid me. Then her lips, painted that sinful red, shaped themselves around the swollen head of my cock.

“Oh God…” The sound fell out of me, half prayer, half disbelief, as I stared down at this stunning, confident woman taking me into her mouth like it was exactly where I belonged. “Mrs James—” I tried to say her name, but it dissolved into a broken groan when she lifted her gaze, eyes locked on mine, my cock trapped between her lips. She gave me a languid little wink before sinking down further, inch by intoxicating inch. Her tongue traced the sensitive underside of me, slow and deliberate, and my knees actually trembled. I was certain I wouldn’t last.

When she finally pulled back, letting me slip free with a slick sound, she smiled like a woman who knew precisely what she was doing to me. “I adore sucking cock,” she murmured, voice husky. “I’m filthy like that… especially when it’s a young man with a thick, gorgeous cock.” 

The bluntness of her words sent a jolt through me—shock braided with arousal. There was a sharp, unexpected twist of jealousy too, the idea that she’d said things like this to others. I’d spent all summer wanting her from a distance, half in love before I ever touched her, and now she was here, mouth-wet and unapologetic, worshipping me. In that moment, I was absurdly sure she was everything I wanted.

Her eyes flashed up at me again. “Are you going to come for me?” she breathed. “Are you going to give it to me?”

I groaned as her fist began to work me, firm strokes that stole my breath. Her other hand slid between her thighs, fingers circling herself with urgent need. Watching her touch her own slick heat while she milked me was too much. The tension snapped, and I came hard, spilling myself in hot bursts.

“Yes—baby, yes,” Mrs James cried, face lit with pure, hungry pleasure as my release splashed across her skin. She didn’t flinch or turn away, even as it caught in her hair and painted her flushed cheeks. She shuddered, thighs clamping together as her own orgasm ripped through her, a raw, animal sound leaving her throat. I stared, stunned, as she gathered thick streaks of my spend with her fingers and brought them to her mouth, licking them off slowly.

“So much,” she whispered, over and over. “So much of you.”

She rose and kissed me, deep and unapologetic, her tongue sliding into my mouth, tasting of salt and sex and me. I didn’t hesitate or recoil—I was far too gone, still hard, still aching. All I could think about was burying myself inside her.

She pulled back just enough to look down at my cock, still rigid and demanding. “You’re insatiable,” she laughed breathlessly. “Come on then—fuck me. Use that beautiful cock and give me everything.”

The roughness of her words sent another surge of heat straight through me. I was beyond restraint now, driven by need, desperate to press against her, to finally claim what we’d both been circling.

Mrs James reclined against the cushions and spread herself open in a wordless invitation. I was struck dumb by the sight of her—by the flushed, swollen heart of her sex, gleaming and eager as she used her hands to part herself for me. Her lips were dark and full, curled back to expose everything, her little nub of a clit standing proud and slick with want. Heat radiated from her, a raw, hungry promise. As I stepped closer, guiding myself toward her, I saw the sheen of her arousal glistening, ready to welcome me.

She kept her thighs wide, utterly unashamed, and let out a long, needy breath as the head of my cock pressed inside her. The sensation stole my breath. Inch by inch, she took me, her body opening eagerly until I was buried to the hilt, my balls snug against her skin.

“Use me,” she rasped, her voice shredded with need as she felt me fully sheathed inside her. Her eyes burned with lust. “I’m filthy… an old, wicked woman who needs to be fucked,” she went on, the words tumbling out as if she couldn’t stop them. “I deserve it. Take me. Ruin me with that beautiful cock—pound my dirty cunt.”

She lifted her hips to meet me, urging me on. I didn’t have technique or polish, but I didn’t need it—my body knew exactly what to do. Every crude, breathless word from her mouth told me she didn’t want tenderness. This wasn’t about romance or restraint. This was about sweat, friction, and the savage pleasure of giving her exactly what she was begging for.

I drove into her, harder now, a low growl tearing from my chest as my brow dampened with sweat. Beneath me she was wild, feral—moaning, gasping, crying out as she bucked and writhed, completely given over to the moment. Her hands clamped onto my hips, pulling me deeper, demanding more. She met every thrust, and the air filled with the sharp, obscene sounds of skin on skin, our bodies colliding again and again.

As I kept pounding into her, she reached for herself, grabbing her heavy breasts and squeezing them roughly. Their pale skin flushed quickly under her grip, nipples tight and aching. Then her hand slid lower, to where we were joined, and she attacked her clit with the same relentless urgency, fingers working furiously.

“I’m coming,” she shrieked, the words breaking apart as her face twisted with pleasure. I felt her convulse around me, her body clenching and pulsing as the orgasm ripped through her. I stayed buried deep, holding myself there as she milked me, her breath coming in ragged sobs.

“Fuck… fuck… fuck,” she groaned, riding out the aftershocks for long, delicious seconds. Finally she sagged back against the cushions, eyes soft and glowing as she looked up at me. “Baby,” she murmured, dazed and satisfied, “that was incredible. Now—take me from behind. Fuck me that way.”

She slipped out from under me and turned, kneeling at the edge of the sofa. She lifted her ass and offered herself again without hesitation. The sight made me groan—her back arched, her sex presented, and her breasts hanging heavily beneath her, swaying slightly. I reached under her body and gathered them in my hands, the weight of them filling my palms.

She pushed back against me as we joined again, meeting me eagerly, and I relished the feel of her full breasts, warm and soft, captured in my grip.

“You really love my tits, don’t you?” she said with a lazy smile, twisting her head just enough to glance back at me. “Go on,” she purred, encouragement thick in her voice. “Squeeze them, baby. Grab my big jugs—and slide that cock into me.”

It took only a few more of those deep, relentless thrusts before everything inside me tightened to a breaking point. Heat surged up my spine, my breath tearing out of me as my control shattered. I groaned her name, voice thick and broken. “Mrs James… I—I’m—fuck—”

“I know,” she answered instantly, her voice rich with satisfaction, edged with a smile I could hear. “I can feel you. You’re throbbing inside me.” She rocked back against me deliberately, milking every pulse. “Give it to me, lover. Don’t hold back. Flood me—let me feel every drop of that heat.”

Her body betrayed her words a second later, clenching hard, fluttering around me as another orgasm ripped through her. She cried out, bracing herself on the sofa as her hips jerked back in short, greedy motions. The way she squeezed me, the way she took me so completely, tipped me over the edge.

Release hit me like a wave. I drove into her once more and then stilled, spilling myself as a hoarse sound tore from my throat. My cock slid free with a wet, obscene sound, and I watched, dazed and spent, as thick streams followed, trailing from her swollen sex and dripping down onto the dark leather beneath us.

She shuddered through the last echoes of her climax, then slowly straightened and turned toward me. Her eyes were heavy-lidded, her lips parted, her skin flushed and glowing with satisfaction.

“That,” she murmured, leaning in to press a slow, lingering kiss to my mouth, “was absolutely glorious.”

She drew back just enough to look at me, amusement and promise dancing in her gaze. “I think we’ve earned a drink,” she said softly. “And then…” Her smile curved, knowing and wicked. “Then we go upstairs.”

Her fingers brushed my arm, unhurried, possessive. “Would you like to see me dressed up for you?”

~~~

That night marked my beginning with Mrs. James—the moment I crossed an invisible line and felt myself shed the awkwardness of boyhood. She was the woman who taught me how to inhabit my own skin, how to stand taller inside it, how to meet a gaze without flinching. In her presence, uncertainty softened, then disappeared altogether, replaced by something warmer and surer, something that felt like power.

The months that followed—those amber weeks of autumn slipping quietly into the long, intimate hush of winter—were wrapped around her. I spent them learning her rhythms, her patience, the unspoken language of her smiles and silences. She was older, composed, deliciously self-possessed, and she gave her attention with an intimacy that felt earned. Whatever I became during that season, whatever confidence settled into my bones, was shaped by her hands and her guidance. For that, and for her, gratitude still hums through me, low and constant, like a memory I carry close to the skin.


Breaking the Rules with Mrs. Ramsey

I was halfway through my shift at the petrol station when she rolled in, the low hum of her engine cutting through the monotony of the afternoon. It took a second—no, two—for my brain to catch up with my eyes. I actually blinked, leaned forward, checked again. Ten years had passed, but there was no mistaking her.

Mrs. Ramsey.

My former teacher. The woman whose clipped remarks and polished superiority had once made my skin crawl. The same woman who had haunted my teenage imagination with a persistence that bordered on obsession. Back then I told myself I despised her arrogance, the way she looked down her nose, the sharp intelligence she wielded like a blade. But honesty has a way of stripping things bare with time. I hated her because I wanted her—desperately, constantly—and because I never stood a chance of having her.

She stepped out of the car with the same composed grace I remembered, as if she were always faintly aware of being watched. She moved to the pump, posture straight, gestures economical. Her clothes were immaculate: a pastel blue skirt suit, tailored to flatter without screaming for attention, a crisp white blouse tucked neatly beneath the jacket. The skirt hit mid-thigh—respectable, but just daring enough to draw the eye—and her heels elongated her legs, lending her that familiar air of elegant detachment.

She was still beautiful. Older, yes—close to fifty, if I had to guess—but time had been generous. Softer in places, fuller, as though life had rounded her edges rather than dulled them. The word bitch floated through my mind out of old habit, but it carried no real venom now. Just heat.

I’d lost count of how many times, over the years, I’d taken her apart in my head. Late nights, clenched fists, breath hitching as I imagined her stripped of that composure, imagined what it would be like to finally close the distance that had once been so brutally forbidden. Those fantasies had been fueled by frustration, by youth, by the intoxicating allure of the unattainable.

One memory surfaced unbidden—the school camping trip. I could still see her in cut-off denim and a bikini top, so casual it felt almost dangerous. The way her breasts had moved when she laughed, heavy and unapologetic, had sent a shock straight through me. I’d stood there, painfully hard, fighting the reckless urge to reach out, to press my face against her chest, to inhale her warmth and lose myself.

Now, watching her from behind the counter, I noticed the changes. She was a little plumper than she used to be, but it only seemed to suit her. Her breasts strained subtly against the buttons of her blouse, lush and inviting, and her hips had softened into a shape that promised indulgence rather than restraint. Her backside wasn’t as tight as it once had been, but it was undeniably there—full, feminine, real. The kind of body that spoke of effort and appetite, of a woman who knew exactly what she had and how to keep it.

There was something about her that went beyond symmetry or youth. An allure sharpened by time. Slight imperfections worn like silk. She carried herself like a stern librarian or a no-nonsense schoolmarm, yet beneath that surface simmered a quiet, unspoken sexuality—as if she knew exactly what thoughts she inspired and allowed them, indulged them, without ever acknowledging them aloud.

Standing there, watching her fill her tank, I felt that old, familiar pull tighten low in my gut. Desire, long buried, waking up slow and dangerous.

I lingered behind the counter, waiting for her to come inside, heat crawling up my neck at the thought of Mrs Ramsey seeing me trapped behind a scratched Perspex screen in a job that reeked of nowhere. Fate, it seemed, had a sense of humor. When she finally stepped into the kiosk, she didn’t so much as flick me a second glance. If she recognized me at all, she buried it expertly—paid for her fuel, nodded once, and turned away. I watched her leave, the generous curve of her arse swaying beneath that neat skirt, hypnotic and infuriating all at once.

It took effort to shove her out of my head. I forced myself to focus on the next customer, on the dull routine of coins and receipts, when the door chimed again. I looked up and there she was—Mrs Ramsey, poised and faintly irritated.

“My car won’t start. Could you give me a hand?” she asked, that low, smoky voice brushing over me in a way that made my stomach tighten. The kiosk was empty now, just the two of us and the hum of the fridge.

“Er… sure, Mrs Ramsey,” I said, the name slipping out before I could stop it. I winced inwardly, already hating myself for it.

She paused, eyes narrowing slightly as she studied my face. “You know my name,” she said. “Were you one of my students?”

I nodded, cheeks burning, suddenly very aware of how small and exposed I felt under her scrutiny.

“Oh.” Her lips curved with polite detachment. “I’m sorry, I didn’t recognize you. There have been so many over the years.” Then, with a faint, cutting smile, she added, “It’s a shame you ended up working somewhere like this.”

The old resentment flared hot and sharp. The same smug superiority, untouched by time. I swallowed the urge to snap back.

“Yeah. Well, if you head out to your car, I’ll be with you in a minute,” I said shortly. “My shift’s just ending. Soon as the next guy gets here, I’ll come take a look.”

She turned and left without another word, that incredible arse rolling with each step as if she knew exactly what she was doing to me. I exhaled only when she was gone.

Relief arrived a few minutes later. I shrugged into my leather jacket, grabbed my helmet from the back room, and headed out. It didn’t take long to get her engine going. She barely acknowledged me as I fired up my bike, just drove off with the same chilly indifference she’d perfected years ago.

I pulled out onto the road moments later and spotted her car a few vehicles ahead. Something dark and impulsive stirred in me. I followed her, telling myself it was nothing, just idle curiosity.

A couple of miles on, she turned into a quiet estate lined with trees and expensive cars. She eased into the driveway of a large, detached house—impressive, private, very her. I memorized the place without quite meaning to, then rode past, the image of her and that house lingering in my mind long after I’d left it behind.

December worked in my favor. Darkness fell early, thick and concealing, giving me the cover I needed to leave my bike well back from her place and make the rest of the journey on foot. By the time I reached her street, the night had settled in fully, wrapping the houses in shadow. Only one car sat in her driveway. That fact alone gave me enough confidence to linger, to slip around the side and survey her back garden, gauging what risks I was really taking.

I couldn’t remember her ever mentioning a husband, or children, not once. She’d worn the title Mrs like armor, but that didn’t mean there was anyone sharing her bed now. Divorce was common enough. Still, the possibility of another man—some unseen presence—tightened my nerves.

When I swung a leg over the fence, my breath caught. I prayed she didn’t have a dog that would explode into noise and expose me instantly. Following her home had already pushed me past any reasonable line; this was something else entirely. If I was caught here, skulking in her garden under the cover of night, there would be no excuse, no explanation that didn’t sound unhinged. My heart hammered harder with every step, adrenaline fizzing through me, that dangerous, intoxicating mix of fear and thrill pooling low in my gut.

I crept toward the patio doors and tucked myself behind a cluster of shrubs, molding my body into the shadows. The light spilling from inside worked in my favor—bright indoors, dark out here—making it nearly impossible for her to see me. I stayed perfectly still, crouched and waiting, time stretching thin.

Ten minutes passed. I was on the verge of retreating, telling myself this was madness, when fate decided otherwise.

She appeared.

Mrs Ramsey stepped into view, no longer wrapped in her sharp suit but dressed down to a loose, oversized T‑shirt that skimmed her body like an afterthought. Bare legs extended beneath it, smooth and visible from the curve just under her backside. The fabric hid the details of her chest, but not the movement—her breasts swayed softly beneath the cotton with every step, heavy and unrestrained.

Desire hit me hard and fast. My body reacted before my mind could argue. I eased my zip down, freeing myself, my length already thickening as I watched her move around the kitchen, completely unaware of the eyes on her. I stroked slowly, deliberately, heat coiling tighter with each pass of my hand. The more aroused I became, the more my want for her sharpened, burning hot and focused. An image flashed through me—her years ago in that bikini top, those full breasts wobbling obscenely, barely contained, a memory that made my grip tighten.

She finished whatever she was preparing and disappeared from the room, leaving me hollow with disappointment. Then a light flicked on upstairs.

That was all it took.

Guided by lust and reckless need, I moved closer. My pulse roared in my ears as I reached the patio doors, every sense stretched tight. With my heart pounding hard enough to hurt, I extended my hand and tested the handle.

The handle dipped beneath my fingers with almost obscene ease. Unlocked. For a split second I just stared at it, my breath caught in my throat, the quiet invitation of it roaring in my ears. This was the moment where sense was supposed to kick in—where I backed away, slipped back over the fence, and left nothing behind but damp footprints and a bad memory.

Instead, I stood there, suspended between caution and craving, knowing full well which one was about to win.

I told myself I could retreat if I heard her footsteps on the stairs. I told myself I’d be quick, silent, invisible. Every excuse stacked neatly on top of the last, a flimsy tower built to justify what I already intended to do. The truth was uglier and far simpler: the second I’d climbed that fence, this outcome had been inevitable. Seeing her again—soft, casual, unknowingly provocative in that oversized shirt—had scrambled my head. Desire had blurred the lines until right and wrong felt abstract, distant concepts that belonged to another version of me entirely.

This was madness. I knew it. Breaking into my former teacher’s house should have set off every internal alarm I possessed. Instead, it made my pulse hammer harder, my skin buzz with reckless anticipation.

I slipped inside and eased the doors shut behind me, the faint click sounding thunderous in my ears. I froze, listening, lungs burning as I held my breath. Nothing. The house remained blissfully unaware of the intruder in its midst.

Moving on instinct, I padded across the kitchen and edged toward the doorway that led deeper into the house. I opened it a fraction, just enough to peer through, my heart slamming so violently I was convinced it might give me away. Each beat felt loud enough to echo off the walls, a frantic drumroll announcing my presence—even though logic told me she couldn’t possibly hear it.

The corridor lay empty. Still. Somewhere above me, a television murmured softly, its noise dulled by walls and distance. She was upstairs. Distracted. Unaware.

A surge of disbelief washed through me as I placed one foot on the first step, then another. I climbed slowly, deliberately, as if moving too fast might shatter the fragile spell that had carried me this far. When I reached the landing, I paused, taking it in—the closed doors, the hush, the intimate knowledge that I was standing in a space no one had invited me into.

One door leaked the glow and sound of the TV; the living room, unmistakably occupied. If she’d stepped out then, if she’d glanced up and seen me there, frozen like a guilty apparition, the shock would have been brutal. The thought sent a shiver down my spine that had nothing to do with fear.

My hand hovered, then turned another handle. The door opened onto her bedroom.

I crossed the threshold before I’d fully registered what I was doing, drawn forward by something I couldn’t name. The air felt different in here—softer somehow, steeped in her presence. This was her most private space, and stepping into it felt like crossing another line entirely. I didn’t have a plan. I didn’t even have a clear desire beyond the need to keep going, to see, to feel closer to her in any way I could manage.

Lust had unhinged me, stripped away restraint, leaving only that relentless pull to push further, deeper, no matter how irrational it was.

I drifted from drawer to drawer, cupboard to cupboard, my curiosity feverish but unfocused. Nothing scandalous. Nothing revealing. Ordinary things, made intimate only by the knowledge that they were hers. I lingered longest over her underwear drawer, my fingers hovering as my imagination ran wild. For a fleeting moment I considered stealing something—proof, a trophy—but even I hadn’t fallen that far. Not yet.

And then, tucked away where I hadn’t expected it, I found something that made my breath catch.

I tugged open the little cabinet beside the broad, inviting bed, and my breath caught. Inside was an unapologetic shrine to pleasure—silicone and rubber nestled together like secrets waiting to be touched. There were vibrators slim and discreet, others thick and brazen, dildos in every length and curve imaginable. It wasn’t just a token indulgence; it was a collection, carefully curated, confidently owned. 

My gaze snagged on one in particular—a long, double-ended piece, heavy and unmistakable in its purpose, resting among the others like a challenge. Heat rushed through me as images I’d never allowed myself before crashed into my head. Mrs Ramsey, alone or not alone, pushing that smooth length deep inside herself, maybe sharing the other end with another woman, bodies pressed together, breath mingling. The idea sent a sharp pulse straight to my groin. All those teenage fantasies I’d tortured myself with over the years had never strayed there. I’d imagined her many ways, but not like this—open, experimental, unapologetically sexual. The realization made her feel suddenly closer, more dangerous, more real. 

I was crouched there, the cabinet door hanging open, my fingers brushing one of the rubber cocks as if it might burn me, when everything shattered. 

A sharp, involuntary gasp sounded behind me. 

I spun around, heart slamming, and there she was—Mrs Ramsey framed in the doorway, frozen in place. Her eyes were wide, her lips parted in stunned disbelief, gaze flicking from my face to the open cabinet and back again, taking in the full, humiliating truth of what she’d walked in on. An intruder. In her bedroom. On his knees at her bedside, surrounded by her most private possessions. 

“Wh—? How—? B…?” The words wouldn’t come, her shock tangling her thoughts as a thousand questions collided behind her eyes. 

I couldn’t move. I stood there by the bed, blood roaring in my ears, as stunned as she was. 

“You’re… you’re from the garage,” she said suddenly, recognition cutting through the haze. “How did you get here? How did you get in?” Her voice steadied as reality snapped into focus. Then, cold and decisive: “I’m calling the police.” 

Panic finally broke my paralysis. “No—don’t!” I blurted, scrambling to my feet. 

Fear flashed across her face and she turned and ran. 

My mind spiraled. What do I do? How do I get out of this? Police sirens, handcuffs, cells—my imagination raced ahead to ruined futures and concrete walls. Prison loomed in my thoughts like a living thing. Oh God. Oh God, what have I done? 

“Please, don’t call the police!” I shouted again, chasing after her. 

I burst into the living room just as she lifted the phone, her finger hovering over the numbers. I lunged, barely thinking, knocking it from her hand before she could press the final button. 

She came at me then, all instinct and fury, fighting as if her life depended on it. Her palm cracked across my face with shocking force, the sound loud and final, my ears ringing as I staggered back. In the chaos, a bizarre, hysterical thought flickered through my head—how absurd it would look splashed across a newspaper. Former teacher, fifty, floors would-be intruder. I could almost see the headline.

My cheek burned where her palm had connected, a hot, throbbing reminder of how quickly this had spiraled. Mrs Ramsey came at me again, feral with fear, her fingers raking through the air, aiming for my eyes. I reacted on instinct, grabbing her, feeling the shock of her body against mine as she fought like a cornered animal.

She was stronger than she looked, all sharp elbows and frantic energy, and it took everything I had to subdue her without hurting her. We crashed to the carpet in a tangle of limbs, my heart hammering as I finally managed to pin her there. One of my hands clamped around her wrists, holding them above her head, while I used my weight to keep her from bucking free, my body stretched along hers, close enough that I could feel the heat of her through the thin fabric.

“Please—calm down,” I said over and over, my voice rough, breathless. She twisted beneath me, then gradually the fight drained out of her, replaced by sharp, uneven breaths. “I’m not here to hurt you,” I went on quickly, desperation thick in my throat. “I swear to you, that was never my intention. I don’t even know how to explain why I came in here.”

Her resistance ebbed, the tension in her body slowly uncoiling. She lay still, eyes locked on mine, chest rising and falling as her breathing steadied. In that charged stillness, it dawned on her—on both of us—that if I’d wanted to hurt her, I already would have.

“Please,” I said again, softer now. “Let me explain. I’ll get up, I’ll back away, I won’t touch you. Just… don’t call the police. Give me a chance to tell you what the hell I was thinking.”

For a long moment she searched my face, suspicion and anger warring with the fading panic. Then, finally, she gave a small, reluctant nod.

I released her wrists immediately and shifted back, putting distance between us, forcing myself away from the intoxicating closeness of her body. “I know how terrifying this must have been,” I said, shame weighing my words down. “I’m so sorry. I’m not a bad guy. I just did something incredibly stupid.”

She sat up and glared at me, fury flashing now that the fear had ebbed. “What sort of man does this?” she snapped. “Breaking into my house? Scaring me half to death?” Her voice shook as she went on. “I live alone, for fuck’s sake.”

My gaze dropped to the floor. Hearing it framed that way made my stomach twist. She stood, tugging her shirt down where it had ridden up during the struggle, reclaiming her dignity with a sharp, irritated motion. Only then did I register what had been exposed in those frantic seconds on the carpet—the pale curve of her arse, the brief, shocking glimpse of her neatly shaven sex before the fabric fell back into place. The image burned itself into my mind, unwanted and electric all at once.

When she straightened, she looked at me with cool contempt, her composure returning like armor sliding back on. “Come down to the kitchen,” she said curtly, already turning away, leaving no doubt it wasn’t a request.

She didn’t look back as she left the room. I trailed after her down the stairs, every step tightening the knot in my stomach. The house felt different now—smaller, charged, like the air itself was waiting to see which way this would fall. In the kitchen she went straight to a cupboard, rummaged once, then came back with a bottle of vodka clenched in her hand like a lifeline.

“I need a drink.” Her voice was tight as she tipped an unapologetically heavy pour into a glass.

She threw it back in one go and immediately refilled it. Up close I could see the tremor in her fingers, the delayed aftershock of fear I’d caused her. Guilt slid through me, sharp and nauseating, chased by the dread of whatever judgment was coming next.

I stood there uselessly, hands at my sides, waiting. The silence stretched until she finally turned, glass in hand, eyes hard.

“Well?” she said. “Explain. I’m waiting.”

The words tangled in my mouth. I stumbled through half-sentences, pauses filled with “uh” and “erm,” trying to make sense of my own madness out loud. I told her how I’d noticed her when I was still at school, how she’d lodged herself in my head back then. I carefully skipped the more humiliating details, clung to the parts that sounded almost innocent. I explained how seeing her earlier that day had stirred everything up again, how it had hit me in the gut, raw and unexpected.

By the time I confessed to standing in her garden like some pathetic voyeur, watching her move around the kitchen in nothing but that shirt, my face was burning. Shame crawled up my spine as I admitted to it, to the insanity of it all.

When I reached the part about actually coming inside, about climbing the stairs, she cut in abruptly.

“Do you want a drink too?” She lifted the bottle slightly, indicating the vodka.

I blinked, thrown completely off balance, then nodded.

She poured herself another and handed me a glass. I took a cautious sip, felt the alcohol spread warmth through my chest, loosening something tight and painful inside me.

“I really am sorry,” I said quietly. “It was madness. That’s the only word for it. I didn’t come in with any plan… any intention. I just—lost my head.”

There was nothing else to say. I stopped there, knowing my fate was in her hands now.

“You fancied me when you were at school, hmm?” she said, already pouring herself yet another measure.

“Yeah. I mean—yes,” I replied, unsure where this was going.

“And now?” She tilted her head, studying me with unsettling directness.

I swallowed. “I think you’re still pretty hot,” I said honestly, confusion thick in my voice.

She set the bottle down and walked toward me, unhurried, deliberate. She stopped so close her shirt brushed the zip of my jacket. I could smell her then—soap, vodka, and something warm and unmistakably female. She barely came up to my chin. Her eyes were slightly unfocused now, glassy with drink, and she smiled up at me, slow and knowing.

“A woman on her own,” she murmured, “can get very frustrated.”

The smile faded as her tongue slipped out, pink and deliberate, wetting her lips.

My head spun. My body reacted instantly, traitorously, but my mind lagged behind in panic. What the hell was happening? Was she really inviting me to touch her? To fuck her?

I didn’t move. I didn’t dare. One wrong step, one misread signal, and this could turn into something catastrophic. I stood there, rigid and confused, afraid to so much as lift a hand in case she suddenly recoiled and cried rape.

Mrs. Ramsey erased the last shred of uncertainty when her hand slid forward and settled over the front of my jeans, her palm closing with deliberate confidence. She gave me a slow, testing squeeze. “So,” she murmured, eyes never leaving my face, “did you enjoy my little… collection?” 

It took me a heartbeat to catch up—to remember the obscene, unapologetic toy upstairs. Before I could form an answer, my body betrayed me. Heat rushed south, my cock thickening under her touch, responding far more eloquently than words ever could. 

She felt it instantly and smiled, a wicked curve of her mouth. “Well, well,” she purred. “Looks like he’s awake.” Her fingers dipped to my zip, easing it down with practiced ease. “Why don’t we let him breathe?” 

The button popped open, denim sliding down my hips. Cool air hit my skin and then I was free, springing forward, heavy and hard. Mrs. Ramsey sucked in a sharp breath. “Oh,” she breathed, genuine surprise flashing across her face. “My God… that’s impressive.” 

I flushed, a mix of self-consciousness and pride tangling in my chest. “Yeah, I—” The words fell apart before they reached my tongue. 

“Oh yes,” she whispered, reverent now, her fingers closing around me. “You’re absolutely beautiful.” 

My mind reeled. Moments ago I’d been bracing myself for handcuffs and humiliation; now my former teacher was stroking me like she’d been dreaming of this exact moment. The unreality of it made my head spin. 

Her hand moved slowly, confidently, gliding along my length, and then she tipped her face up to me, lips parted in invitation. I leaned down, drawn in, and kissed her. It started soft, tentative—then her tongue slipped past my lips, teasing, claiming. 

She groaned low in her throat and pressed herself against me, her body fitting snugly to mine. Even through our clothes I could feel the generous weight of her breasts, the warmth of her. I broke the kiss only to tug at her shirt, peeling it away so I could see her properly. 

She didn’t hide or rush. She stood there, bare and unashamed, letting me look my fill. “Well?” she asked softly. 

I could only stare. Her breasts were full and heavy, her hips wide and womanly, her sex smooth and exposed, lips plush and inviting between her thighs. This wasn’t the nervous body of a girl—it was the confident, experienced beauty of a woman who knew pleasure intimately, who both gave and received it without apology. 

“Take your clothes off,” Mrs. Ramsey said, her voice firm now, commanding. “Quickly.” 

She turned and walked out of the kitchen, leaving me hard, breathless, and desperate to follow.

The sight of her—of that generous, confident sway of her hips as she walked away—lit a fuse in me. I fumbled with my clothes, tearing them off with clumsy urgency, my erection bobbing shamelessly as I hopped out of my jeans. By the time I was bare, I was already moving, chasing the promise of her up the stairs, my pulse thundering in my ears.

She was waiting for me on the bed, sprawled like she owned the room. 

“Get over here,” she growled, voice rough with hunger. “I’ve been craving that cock.”

I stopped at the edge of the mattress. She sat up, close enough that I could feel her breath on my skin, my hard length jutting forward between us. Her eyes darkened as she took me in. 

“God, it’s gorgeous,” she murmured, almost reverent. “So thick… all those veins. I’ve always loved them like this—substantial. Made to be handled.” Her hand closed around me again, confident and sure, like she’d been waiting all day for this exact moment.

She gave me a few slow strokes, then leaned in and tasted me, her tongue dragging over the flushed crown before tracing a languid path down my shaft and back again. When her lips finally closed around the tip, my breath left me in a sharp sound I couldn’t control. She took a little more of me, just enough to make my thighs tense, her tongue teasing the sensitive underside while her hand worked the rest of me in steady rhythm.

I groaned, head tipping back, and when I looked down she was watching me—actually watching—eyes bright with wicked satisfaction. She even winked, daring herself to take more, stretching her mouth around my girth until her lips pulled tight. She knew exactly what she was doing, how to undo a man piece by piece. I had the absurd thought that anyone who’d let this woman go must have been a fool of epic proportions.

She released me with a soft pop, my cock springing free, and I bent to kiss her, tasting myself on her mouth as she pushed her tongue deep, unapologetic and bold. The kiss was messy and hot, and it left me desperate.

I eased her back onto the bed and settled between her legs. She lifted them willingly, opening herself to me without hesitation. My gaze lingered on her—on the fullness of her sex, the thick, inviting folds glistening as I touched her. I spread her gently and lowered my mouth, starting with a slow, deliberate lick along the tender skin at the base of her opening.

She writhed beneath me, a low, needy sound spilling from her throat. 

“Slow,” she breathed. “Yes… just like that.”

I took my time, tracing her outer lips, letting my tongue explore, pressing closer as her moans grew louder, less restrained. When I found her clit, swollen and waiting, she gasped, hips lifting into my mouth. I circled it with care, then slipped a finger inside her, feeling how ready she was as she shuddered and clutched at the sheets, already giving herself over to the pleasure building between us.

“Hah—yes, oh yes,” my older lover gasped, her voice breaking as I guided her closer and closer to that first crest of pleasure. “Don’t stop, baby. Right there. My clit—fuck, just like that.” She cried out without restraint, and I gave myself over completely to the task, every sense fixed on her responses, on the way her body answered me.

I shifted higher on the mattress, easing two fingers deeper inside her, curving them with intent as I felt the tension coil tight within her. I kept the rhythm steady, relentless, while my mouth found one ripe nipple and drew it in, sucking hard, greedy for her. I switched to the other, lavishing it with the same attention, then finally claimed her mouth, kissing her as if I could pull her orgasm out through her lips.

As we kissed, Mrs Ramsey slid her own hand between us, her index finger circling her swollen clit in slow, deliberate loops, amplifying everything I was doing to her. She was slick and hot around my fingers, her breath uneven, her body no longer subtle in its need.

Then she broke away from my mouth with a sharp intake of breath. Her entire body seized, muscles locking as the orgasm tore through her. Her thighs snapped shut around my wrist, holding me captive, my fingers still buried deep inside her. I watched her, transfixed—her face twisted with raw ecstasy, eyes clenched tight, mouth open in a soundless cry. At the peak she bucked and cursed, guttural and unfiltered. “Oh fuck—fuck—fuck,” she groaned. “You beautiful bastard… your fingers, so deep inside me,” she rasped as the waves finally began to ebb.

Her grip loosened, and I slid my hand free. My fingers were slick with her arousal, the scent of her desire unmistakable. I lifted them to my face, inhaled her, then slowly drew one finger into my mouth, tasting her without shame.

She lay there afterward, boneless and glowing, looking up at me with a lazy, satisfied smile. “That was exquisite, darling,” she murmured. “It’s been far too long since I’ve had a man… I’d forgotten just how wound tight I was.” She stretched languidly, every movement unhurried, decadent.

Rolling onto one elbow, she propped her head in her hand so she could watch me. The shift made her breasts fall heavy and low, and I reached for them instinctively, cupping their warm weight in my palms. They bore the subtle marks of time—faint lines, a softness earned rather than lost—and I found myself aching for her all the more. Those small imperfections only made her feel more real, more intoxicating, a woman fully claimed by her own desire.

I confessed then, my voice low and unguarded, how I’d once stood on that trip and stared far too long at the soft spill of her breasts, barely restrained by a flimsy bikini. The memory had lived in my body for years. Color crept into her cheeks at my admission, and she laughed—a rich, throaty sound meant to disguise the little thrill it gave her. 

“You should have acted on it back then,” she teased, eyes glinting. “I might have shown you a lesson or two that had nothing to do with numbers.” 

Whatever hauteur she’d worn earlier was gone now, stripped away as completely as her clothes. The woman before me was open, indulgent, utterly present. Relief and confidence flooded me; I knew then she’d let go of my earlier foolishness. Maybe the vodka deserved some credit, but I silently thanked every lucky star hovering over that bed for how generously they were treating me. 

My body betrayed the moment—my arousal easing, softening—and she noticed immediately. With a knowing smile, she shifted closer and reached for me again, reclaiming me with practiced ease. Her breasts swayed and settled as she moved, heavy and hypnotic, and I swallowed hard, eyes fluttering shut as her warm hand wrapped around my length. 

It didn’t take long. Under her touch, I surged back to life, thick and aching, and then she brought her breasts together around me, enveloping me in softness. The sensation stole my breath—my first time feeling that lush, sliding heat, her skin moving against me in a slow, decadent rhythm. 

“Go on,” she murmured, working me between her breasts. “You’re always telling me how much you love them. Tell me how this feels.” 

I couldn’t speak. A broken groan and a helpless nod were all I had. 

I watched, transfixed, as moisture gathered at my tip and smeared across the smooth curves of her chest, leaving her skin glistening. She dipped her head, lips parting, tongue flicking out to taste me whenever I emerged between her breasts, teasing and drawing me closer to the edge. 

The pressure built fast, white-hot and unstoppable. As she squeezed tighter, I threaded my fingers into her hair and tugged her up, kissing her hard, desperately, our tongues colliding until my control shattered. 

“I—Mrs Ramsey, I can’t—” The warning died on my lips as release tore through me. 

I spilled in thick pulses, and she gasped with delight. “Yes,” she urged, breathless. “Let me see it. Let me feel what I do to you.” 

Heat streaked over her breasts, marking her skin, a few stray drops catching her chin as she laughed softly, radiant and satisfied, holding me through every last shudder.

The aftershocks faded and my body went slack, my cock twitching weakly as the last pearled drops slipped free. Mrs Ramsey eased back, letting me slide from the warm valley of her breasts. They were streaked and shining, my release painting her creamy skin in lazy trails. She looked down at herself and laughed, a low, pleased sound, as if she were admiring a decadent mess she’d planned all along.

“Well,” she murmured, amusement curling her mouth, “that was very… enthusiastic.” One glossy bead crept down the generous curve of her breast, gathering speed before dropping into her lap as she knelt before me, utterly unashamed and glowing.

She rose and pressed into me, skin to skin, kissing me softly now, unhurried. Our bodies smeared together, my cooling cum slicking my stomach and hers as if sealing what we’d just done. When she finally pulled away, her eyes were bright and promising.

“Go make us some drinks,” she said lightly. “I’m going to shower.” She paused, glancing back over her shoulder with a smile that hinted at mischief. “And when I’m done, I have something special planned for you.”

By the time I’d poured the vodkas and rinsed myself clean, the air felt charged again. I stepped from the en suite, towel slung low, and froze.

Mrs Ramsey stood waiting, grinning like a woman very pleased with herself. “Ta-daaa,” she sang, arms wide as she presented herself. Cut-off denim shorts hugged her hips, frayed and sinful, and a bikini top barely contained the weight of her breasts. She struck a pose, playful and deliberate. “Now then,” she said, slipping neatly back into that familiar tone, “you’ve been a very good boy in lessons. I think that earns you a gold star.”

She moved toward me, pushing her chest forward just enough to make my throat dry. I stared, helpless, at those curves straining against the thin fabric.

“They’re not the exact same shorts,” she added, dropping the act for a heartbeat, “but I hoped they’d do.”

“They’re perfect,” I breathed. The room tilted, and suddenly I was ten years younger, standing on that school trip again, aching and wanting. Even after everything, desire surged hard and fast, my cock already responding.

She noticed instantly. Her giggle set her breasts bouncing, soft and hypnotic. “My,” she teased, “you really are keen, aren’t you? Straight to the top of the class.” She turned away to fetch her drink, dismissing me with that casual authority.

I drank her in instead—her generous ass snug in denim, the confident sway of her hips. God, she knew exactly what she was doing to me, and she reveled in it.

She turned back just as I stepped forward, intent on touching, on claiming. Her hand snapped up, stopping me cold.

“Ah-ah-ah.” The scold was gentle but firm. “Not yet. You stay right there and look.” Her smile sharpened. “Don’t be naughty, or you’ll find yourself in detention.”

I stayed exactly where she’d planted me, pulse hammering, every nerve strung tight. Mrs. Ramsey’s fingers went to the button of her shorts. She undid it slowly, deliberately, never breaking eye contact, then eased the denim down over her generous hips. The fabric skimmed her thighs and puddled at her feet, leaving her standing there, unapologetic, offering herself to my gaze.

She let me look. Really look. Her bare sex was smooth and neat, exposed and inviting, the sight of it hitting me low in the gut. Only when she’d had her fill of my hunger did she turn and sit back on the bed, settling against the sheets like a queen preparing to be entertained.

Reaching to the side, she gathered two toys into her hands—one sleek and humming with promise, the other thick and unapologetically blunt. She twisted the dial on the vibrator and it sprang to life, a low, eager buzz filling the room. When she pressed it to herself, her head tipped back and a sound slipped from her throat, soft and helpless.

She teased herself at first, letting the vibration skim and linger, drawing out the sensation. Little tremors ran through her legs, her hips lifting and twitching as pleasure sparked and spread. She sighed, then groaned, her body betraying her composure as the nerves there lit up under the steady pulse.

I couldn’t move. I barely remembered how to breathe. Watching her touch herself—watching her surrender to it—felt almost sacred, as if I’d been allowed into something private and profound, something I’d never been meant to see.

When she was good and ready, she kept the vibrator where it was and reached for the other toy. She pressed it to herself, parting her slick folds with an unhurried confidence that made my mouth go dry. Slowly, inch by inch, she guided it inside. Her body welcomed it greedily, her lips clinging as she slid it in deep, then drew it back out again, unhurried, savoring every inch.

She repeated the motion, teasing herself with shallow thrusts, then deeper ones, prolonging the ache. The toy shone with her arousal as she withdrew it almost completely, her body reluctant to let it go, before taking it back again. Every movement was deliberate, every sound she made a quiet torture.

I was fully hard now, aching, the evidence of my need impossible to ignore. Her moans—low, broken, honest—fed the fire in me, and the sight of her filling herself, over and over, made my head spin.

Her rhythm picked up. Her thighs shook, muscles flexing and quivering as the vibrator worked her relentlessly. The bed creaked softly beneath her as pleasure built, faster and faster, until she could no longer contain it.

When she came, it was overwhelming. Her breath hitched, her face flushed and beautiful as she drove the toy deep and held it there, her body clamping down. The vibrator kept buzzing, merciless, and she rode the waves with broken pants and shuddering limbs, lost to it.

I couldn’t just watch anymore. My hand closed around myself, stroking slowly as I stood there, eyes locked on her trembling body. I matched my pace to her fading shivers, giving myself the release I desperately needed, completely consumed by the sight of her coming apart on that bed.

Eventually, Mrs. Ramsey drifted back from that blinding edge, her breathing slowing, her body still humming with aftershocks. She blinked lazily, then focused on me, a slow, knowing smile curving her lips. Her skin glowed—cheeks, throat, chest all flushed pink from what she’d just done to herself. With deliberate languor, she eased the dildo from her body and silenced the vibrator. I watched, transfixed, as her release slipped free of her, glistening as it traced a path down between her cheeks and darkened the sheet beneath her.

She didn’t bother to close her legs. Instead, she reclined openly, thighs spread wide, offering herself without shame. Her gaze locked onto mine, heavy and commanding. “Come here,” she murmured sweetly, curling one finger toward herself. “Be a good boy.”

I climbed onto the bed and moved toward her on my knees, my pulse roaring in my ears. When I reached the space between her legs, she didn’t hesitate. Her hand wrapped around my cock, firm and confident, and she used that grip to pull me down over her body. I barely had time to inhale before I felt her guiding me, nudging the head of me against her slick entrance.

The heat of her swallowed me inch by inch. I groaned as I pushed forward, unable to stop myself, sinking deeper until there was no space left between us. When I was fully inside her, she gasped, eyes flying open, and her fingers dug into my shoulders. “Oh my,” she breathed, voice thick and awed. “You really are a big boy. God… having you inside me feels incredible.”

“Fuck,” I answered hoarsely, overwhelmed by the sensation of her. “You’re drenched. It’s so hot—so tight.”

Her body responded immediately, clenching around me as if she’d heard every word. She made a playful face, then started rolling her hips beneath me, impatience sharpening her expression. “Then stop talking,” she urged, hands sliding down to my ass, urging me closer. “Fuck me. Use that big cock.”

I did. I drove into her, pulling back and thrusting hard, again and again, finding a rhythm that made her cry out. Her body met mine with every movement, her hips lifting off the bed to take me deeper. The sound of skin on skin filled the room, raw and urgent, as we moved together in a messy, breathless frenzy.

After a few intense minutes, she pressed her palms to my chest and pushed me away. I slid free of her with a wet sound, my cock bobbing uselessly as she repositioned herself. She went up onto her hands and knees, back arched, ass lifted high, looking over her shoulder at me with a wicked smile that said she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

I grabbed her hips and pushed back into her from behind. She cried out sharply, the sound half-laughter, half-plea, as I filled her again. As I began to thrust, I reached forward and unclipped the bikini top she’d never bothered to remove. It fell away, and her breasts spilled free, heavy and full. I leaned over her back, cupping them in my hands, feeling their weight as I fucked her from behind, lost in the heat and power of her body welcoming mine.

I kneaded the lush weight of her breasts, my palms sinking into their warmth, thumbs brushing over tight, sensitive peaks. At the same time I leaned forward and traced my mouth along the back of her neck—slow kisses at first, then the drag of my tongue, then a sharp nip of teeth. The moment I bit her she shattered, a broken cry tearing from her throat as she slammed herself back against me, desperate, feral, begging with her body for more.

I shifted my stance, grounding myself on the soles of my feet, crouched low but steady, just enough to keep feeding my swollen, aching cock into her slick, welcoming heat. The angle changed everything. With every thrust, I drove into places that made her gasp and swear, places she hadn’t known how to name until I found them. My hips snapped forward, slow and punishing, then fast and hungry, and her entire body answered me.

She lost all restraint then, her words turning filthy and raw as the next climax climbed her spine. She was loud, obscene, undone. 

“Don’t stop,” she gasped, voice breaking. “Stretch me open with that thick cock. Fill me. Use me—God, use me.” Her hands clawed at the sheets. “Grab my tits, bite me, fuck me. I’m going to come—oh God—”

I drove into her relentlessly, bodies slapping together, the rhythm animal and urgent, like nothing existed beyond the sound of our breathing and the wet slide of skin. Her orgasm ripped through her without mercy. She convulsed hard, hips bucking wildly, and I had to seize her firmly, fingers digging into the generous curves of her hips just to stay buried inside her trembling body.

That was all it took. The way she clenched around me, the way she shook—it dragged my own release out of me with a groan. I crushed myself to her back and came hard, pulse after pulse spilling deep inside her, flooding her with heat as she buried her face into the pillows and moaned through the aftershocks.

When it finally ebbed, I eased myself free, my cock slick and shining as it slipped from her. She collapsed bonelessly onto the bed, utterly spent, breath coming slow and heavy, my release already beginning to seep from her.

“That felt so… unbelievably good,” she murmured, a lazy, satisfied smile in her voice. “I’m very glad I didn’t call the police.” She shifted slightly, languid, decadent. “You can break into my house again anytime you like.”

I watched her, still open, still glistening, and felt something twist low in my chest. She might have been satisfied—for now—but I knew I wasn’t done. I wanted this to be more than a single reckless night. I had so much more to give my beautiful, wicked former teacher.


Snowbound with the Boss

The car lurched violently, dragged sideways as if the motorway had turned to glass. The tyres screamed, finding nothing to bite into, and the Focus skated helplessly toward the hulking container truck grinding along the slow lane.

“Fucking hell!” Melanie snapped, her hand flying to the dashboard. “For fuck’s sake, Gerard—try not to fucking kill us.”

They missed the truck by a breath, metal whispering past metal. The car fishtailed, slewed again, then—mercifully—the tyres caught something solid and steadied.

“Sorry, Mrs Ellis,” Gerard said, knuckles white, grip locked tight around the steering wheel. His jaw was clenched, his whole body wired with adrenaline. “I’m not used to this. I’ve never driven in snow like this.”

“It’s not you,” Melanie shot back, exhaling hard. “It’s a fucking nightmare out there. Everyone’s in the same goddamn mess.”

And they were. The M25 was a crawling artery of trapped metal and blinking brake lights, barely moving even on a good day. Christmas Eve had already guaranteed chaos, but the snow—sudden, heavy, merciless—had tipped the whole thing into farce. Radio bulletins cut in again and again, voices growing sharper, more urgent. Airports crippled. Flights grounded. Warnings stacked on warnings: stay home unless the journey is essential. A laughable suggestion on the afternoon before Christmas.

“To be honest,” Melanie muttered, staring out at the swirling white beyond her window, “we’re all completely fucked.”

Gerard didn’t react. He’d learned quickly that her language came as naturally as breathing. It was part of her presence, her reputation. What had surprised him was how contained she’d been earlier—four hours of meetings without a single verbal slip. Polished. Almost elegant. He’d caught himself, more than once, seeing her as something other than the terrifying force she was known to be.

Now, with the snow thickening and BBC Radio 2 bleating fresh warnings, the restraint was gone. Stress stripped her back to her sharpest edges.

“I know the M1 isn’t far,” Melanie said, twisting in her seat to look directly at him. Her gaze was intent, assessing, the way it always was. “But we’re not getting there. Not like this. Not with all these mad cunts on the road.” She rolled her eyes, voice dripping with sarcasm. “‘Oh, but it’s Christmas Eve.’”

Her mouth curved in something close to a smile, but there was steel underneath it. “And I am not spending the night buried in a snowbank in this car. I’m not dressed for hypothermia. We’ll be fucking dead by morning.” She let out a short, dark laugh. “Wouldn’t that be a merry fucking Christmas.”

“What are you saying, Mrs Ellis?” Gerard asked, stealing a glance at her, pulse still thudding.

She didn’t hesitate. “We get the fuck off this road,” she said calmly, decisively, “and we find a hotel.”

“A hotel?”

“Yeah. A fucking hotel,” Melanie snapped, impatience crackling through her voice like static. She turned toward him, one brow arched, eyes sharp. “You do know what a hotel is, don’t you, Gerard?”

“Well—yes, of course, but—”

“I’m not fucking debating this with you,” she cut in, the words slicing clean and final. “We’re getting off this cunt of a motorway. I’ve already told you—we’re not making it to the M-fucking-1. I don’t care if it’s Christmas Eve and Santa himself is waving traffic through. If we don’t find somewhere warm to hole up, you and I will be little frozen corpses by morning. And I am not dying in a hatchback.”

There was no point pushing back. Gerard had learned quickly that when Melanie Ellis decided something, the world rearranged itself around her will. Six weeks with the firm had been more than enough to teach him that. And, if he was being honest with himself, she was right. Better to bow out now, while there were still options, than to end up stranded with half the country when panic finally tipped into chaos.

“Okay,” he said carefully. “Do you know somewhere?”

She was already on her phone, stabbing at the screen with sharp, impatient movements, muttering curses under her breath as if the device itself had personally offended her. A few tense seconds passed. Then she nodded, decisive.

“M40,” she said. “East. Toward London. There’s a Premier Inn just off the A40—Greenford. That’ll do.” She glanced at him sideways. “I’ll stick it on the company card. Room, dinner, breakfast. And because it’s fucking Christmas Eve, I’ll even spring for wine. And beer. Whatever you want.”

Gerard didn’t trust himself to respond. He simply nodded and returned all his focus to the road, hands steady, jaw tight, every sense tuned to the dance of tyres against ice and slush. They peeled away from the M25, the familiar sprawl of London creeping closer as the snow thickened, heavy flakes smearing the windscreen. Past RAF Northolt, Melanie directed him with brisk authority, her voice calm now, clipped and sure, guiding them off the main road and around to the back of the hotel.

When he finally brought the car to a stop, she looked at him with something close to approval.

“Good fucking job, Gerard,” she said. “You were solid in the meeting, and you got us here without killing us. That earns points.” She pushed her door open. “You grab the gear. I’ll check us in.”

He was out of the car in seconds, cold biting through his coat as he popped the hatch. He wrestled Melanie’s suit carrier free, then fished out both laptop bags, arms straining as he balanced everything without letting a single item slip into the snow. The hatch slammed shut. He fumbled briefly with keys and cases, clicked the fob, and heard the locks thunk home just as he started toward the rear entrance.

Inside, warmth hit him like a blessing. He stepped into a scene of controlled chaos—people everywhere, cases stacked and scattered, voices raised, tempers fraying. The reception desk was besieged.

“It’s all we have,” the woman behind the counter was saying, her smile brittle beneath a crooked Santa hat, eyes tired and rimmed with strain. “It’s the airport—Heathrow’s shut. We’re completely full.”

Gerard edged closer, clutching the bags, as she added sharply, “Do you want it? Because if you don’t—”

She let the silence stretch, eyebrows arched, mouth twisted in a look that made it clear she couldn’t care less whether Melanie took the offer or stormed out into the snow. This was it. One room. Blink and it would be gone.

“Fuck,” Melanie snapped, the word sharp and final. “Yes. Fine. We’ll take it.” She slid the company card across the counter, then turned her head just enough to pin Gerard with a look. “We’re sharing. End of story. There’s nothing else.”

The receptionist didn’t react—just tapped briskly at the keyboard, fingers flying as though speed alone might keep the chaos at bay. Melanie rolled one shoulder, a careless little shrug that didn’t quite mask the tension underneath. “Could be worse,” she added. “Another couple of minutes and we’d be sleeping in the bloody car.”

Keys clacked, a printer whirred. Gerard was asked for the car details, and he reeled them off automatically, still adjusting to the fact that he’d be spending Christmas Eve in the same room as his boss.

“One-oh-nine,” the receptionist said, sliding a cardboard sleeve across the counter. “Keys are inside. Restaurant’s open until ten. Sorry—it’s Christmas.”

They were already moving away, swallowed by the tide of stranded travellers, when Gerard felt the knot in his shoulders finally ease.

Room 109 was exactly what you’d expect: Premier Inn purple, clean and anonymous. A short open wardrobe just inside the door, bathroom opposite, and then the bed—big, crisp, and impossible to ignore—anchoring the room. A long counter ran beneath a mirror, kettle and sachets lined up with military neatness. A flat-screen TV hung on the wall, dark and silent. The air was deliciously warm after the cold outside, coaxing the stiffness from his fingers.

Melanie sighed as the door shut behind them. She shrugged out of her jacket and tossed it onto the bed without ceremony, the movement making her blouse pull tight across her chest.

“Well,” she said, turning to face him, fists settling on her hips, stance wide and unapologetic. “Here we are. Merry fucking Christmas.”

Gerard laughed, the sound surprising him with how genuine it felt. Disappointment still lingered—his family, the cancelled plans—but it dulled under the force of her presence. Melanie Ellis filled the room without trying. Confidence clung to her like perfume, earthy and bold. His gaze snagged, unashamed, on the generous curve of her breasts, the way age had softened nothing that mattered. If anything, it had sharpened her appeal.

He’d thought about her before—more than once. Late nights, idle fantasies he’d never admitted even to himself. She was everything he liked: lush, brassy, blonde, with a figure that must have turned heads decades ago and still did. Her blouses were always too tight, skirts flirting with the line of propriety, heels high enough to sculpt her legs into something sinful. He remembered, vividly, the flash of her thighs in the car earlier, the momentary loss of focus that had nearly put them under a lorry.

“Merry Christmas, Mrs Ellis,” he said, voice light, steadying himself. He lifted the suit carrier. “Want me to hang this up?”

“Yes, thank you, Gerard,” she said lightly. “And if we’re trapped in the same box for the night, you might as well loosen up and call me Mel.” 

She turned away from him and crossed to the window, pressing her palms to the glass. A sharp laugh escaped her. “Jesus Christ,” she muttered. “Look at that. The cars are already buried—three inches at least. We’re not going anywhere.”

Gerard slid the suit carrier onto the rail and set the laptops down on the bed, his movements suddenly careful, deliberate. He joined her at the window, close enough to catch the faint warmth of her body. The awareness hit him low and slow, a tightening deep in his groin that made him shift his weight. His gaze betrayed him, drifting to the proud curve of her chest, the way her breasts pushed unapologetically against the fabric. Then his eyes flicked to the bed—wide, waiting—and the thought of them both beneath the same covers sent a pulse of heat straight through him.

Mel reached up and seized the curtains, dragging them closed with a decisive tug. The room dimmed, instantly more intimate. She turned back to him, assessing, amused.

“You going to ring home and tell them what’s happened?” she asked. “Your mum and dad will be fretting by now.”

Colour rushed up his neck, the reminder landing harder than it should have. “Uh—yeah,” he said, suddenly fascinated by the carpet. “I probably should.”

“Good.” Her fingers went to the buttons of her blouse. “I’ll grab a shower and give you some privacy.” She smiled as she spoke, wicked and warm. “Then we’ll head to the pub next door, yeah? Might as well salvage a Christmas party.”

Gerard told himself not to stare as she walked away. He failed. She shrugged the blouse down her arms as she headed for the bathroom, fabric sliding over bare skin, and he was already half-hard when she paused. Turning sideways, unhurried, she let the blouse fall onto the bed. She stood there in her skirt and bra, lush and unselfconscious, her breasts full and threatening to spill free.

“You did really well in that meeting,” she said, echoing her earlier praise. “You’re impressing me, Gerard.” Her eyes softened. “I like you.”

His mind short-circuited. Compliments were one thing; compliments delivered like this were something else entirely. He swallowed, his gaze caught on the generous swell of her breasts, the sight only adding to the dizzy rush in his head.

“Do you think it’s going to be weird?” she went on, watching him closely. “Just the two of us. Sharing a bed?”

“I—I don’t think so, Mrs Ellis,” he managed, voice thick. “I mean… I could keep my clothes on.”

Her mouth curved, slow and knowing. “Oh?” she said. “So that means I’ll be naked, then?”

His face went up in flames. “No—God, no—I didn’t mean—”

She lifted a hand, laughing, cutting him off. “Easy, Gerard. Relax. I’m teasing.” She shook her head, still smiling. “We’ll work it out.”

Still chuckling, she turned and disappeared into the bathroom. The door clicked shut.

“Call home!” she called through the wood, just before the latch settled.

~~~

It took longer than he’d expected, but Gerard finally got his mother to see sense. The roads were a mess, trains cancelled, everything conspiring against his plan to be home for Christmas Eve. He spoke softly, patiently, layering reassurance on reassurance—he was warm, he was safe, there was food coming, no, really, he wasn’t stranded in a ditch somewhere. At last she sighed, resigned, and let it go.

“See you tomorrow,” he said, relief loosening his shoulders. “Merry Christmas. Love to Dad.”

He ended the call and stayed where he was, perched on the edge of the bed. The phone rested beside his thigh, its screen dark. For a few seconds he just stared at the carpet, then his mind betrayed him.

Her.

The image slid in uninvited and vivid—Melanie Ellis in that bra and skirt, all curves and confidence, fabric clinging where it had no right to cling. A low groan slipped out of him before he could stop it. His hand twitched, instinctively drifting toward his lap, and he had to clamp down on the impulse before he actually did something catastrophic.

Jesus Christ. If she walked out and caught him with his cock in his hand—

He swallowed hard, pulse skidding. The picture in his head sharpened anyway: his erection straining, the pressure building, that awful, unstoppable rush right before coming. He imagined the mess, hot and humiliating, and felt his face burn.

“Awkward?” he muttered under his breath. “Yeah. Nothing says festive like sharing a bed with your mum’s friend while you’re sporting a fucking iron bar you can’t get rid of.”

As if his body needed encouragement, his imagination doubled down. He saw her fingers sliding behind her back, the slow release of her bra, her breasts freed into her hands. The thought alone made his cock throb. Pre-cum seeped into his underwear, a slick reminder of just how hard he was, the damp warmth threatening to stain his trousers if he didn’t get control of himself and shove Melanie Ellis firmly out of his head.

Too late.

The bathroom door clicked.

Steam rolled out first, fogging the air, and then she stepped through it—wrapped in a white towel that looked criminally inadequate. It skimmed her hips, barely wide enough to preserve her modesty, clinging to the soft triangle between her thighs. Above it, her breasts were only just restrained, the towel stretched tight over fullness that made his mouth go dry.

He stared. He couldn’t help it.

“Close your fucking mouth, Gerard,” Melanie said, grinning at him as she toweled her hair. “You look like some poor idiot who’s lost his village. What is it? Am I that gruesome?”

His jaw snapped shut. He gulped, still reeling, his eyes struggling to remember where they were supposed to look.

“I—” His voice cracked. He dragged in air through his nose. “I’m sorry, Mrs Ellis. I just… I didn’t expect— It’s weird. That’s all.”

She lifted a brow, amused rather than offended. “Well, I’m sorry. I know I’m an old bird and you’re probably fucking horrified.” She nodded toward the bag by the bed. “But I do need to get changed. My clothes are in there. Could you give me a minute?” Then, after a beat, “Or you could take a shower. I could dress in here while you’re in there.”

“I’m not disgusted,” he blurted, the words leaping out before his brain could stop them. “I— I think you’re lovely.”

The silence that followed was deafening.

The second he heard himself say it, regret slammed into him. Lovely. Jesus. He wanted to grab the words and stuff them back down his throat, rewind time five seconds and pretend he’d kept his mouth shut.

What the fuck was he thinking?

“I’ll accept flattery wherever I can get it,” Melanie shot back without missing a beat, her voice quick and wicked. “But now take your silver tongue and get your arse into the bloody bathroom.” She tipped him a conspiratorial wink, the kind that stripped the sting from her words and replaced it with heat. “Let me change, and then I’ll feed you. Properly. Dinner’s on me.”

“I’m sorry—Mrs Ellis,” Gerard blurted, horror flooding his face as the weight of what he’d said finally landed.

Her mouth curved, amused and sharp. “Mel,” she corrected smoothly. “I told you. I haven’t been Mrs Ellis for fifteen years.” She snorted softly and rolled her eyes, the towel shifting just enough to make his pulse jump. “Marrying that bastard was a spectacular mistake. Everyone told me—my mum, my friends, even people who barely knew me.” She paused then, pinning him with a look that was suddenly all authority and teasing challenge. “So it’s Mel. Just for tonight. When we’re back at work after the holidays, you can go back to Mrs-fucking-Ellis if it makes you feel safer.”

She flicked her chin toward the bathroom. “Now go on. Shoo. Let me get dressed.” Her lips twitched, eyes glittering. “Unless,” she added lightly, “you were hoping to stay and watch?”

Gerard didn’t wait for the laugh that followed. He bolted past her, heart hammering, cheeks burning, her laughter chasing him all the way into the bathroom as the door swung shut behind him.

~~~

They were together beneath the spray, bodies upright, the shower hammering down in slick, punishing heat. She stood close behind him, so close her generous breasts flattened into his spine, soft and insistent, her warmth seeping into him. One of her hands slid between them, fingers wrapping his length, stroking with a knowing confidence that made his breath stutter.

Gerard clung to the image as he dragged his hand over himself now, alone but burning with it. Melanie Ellis filled his head completely—her shape, her scent, the wicked curve of her mouth. He saw that knowing smirk again, the spark in her eyes when she’d teased him, when she’d let him believe she might actually let him stay and watch her undress.

“Hot old bitch,” he breathed through clenched teeth, the words scraped raw as pleasure tightened low in his gut. His hand worked faster as he imagined the towel slipping from her body, imagined being there when she let it fall without shame. “I’d fuck you, Mrs Ellis,” he groaned, voice breaking. “I’d fuck you and come all over your face… all over those big fucking tits.”

His fantasy sharpened as release tore through him. In his head he lunged forward, hands full of her breasts, fingers digging in as his climax spilled in thick, pulsing jets. He pictured himself sucking her nipples, mouth messy and hungry, drool slicking her skin as he mauled the heavy, beautiful weight of her, memorizing the texture of her flesh, the way she would feel under his hands. His cum splattered uselessly against tile and porcelain, streaking the wall and the side of the tub as his body shuddered.

He sagged there, grunting softly, eyes shut while the water kept pouring over him, washing the heat down, cooling the frantic edge of his desire. When his breathing finally slowed, he rinsed away the sticky evidence, sluicing the tiles clean, then reached for the body wash mounted on the wall. He scrubbed, rinsed, stepped out, and dried himself off.

He pulled his clothes back on—wrinkled, unwanted, the wrong costume for how the day had turned out. Shoes in hand, he left the bathroom and found her perched on a wooden chair by the counter, a small makeup bag beside the electric kettle.

“Won’t be a sec, Gerard,” Melanie said lightly. “I don’t mess about like half the women I know. Just give me another minute…”

He stood there and watched as she leaned toward the mirror, glossing her lips with swift, practiced strokes. Efficient. Controlled. Then she swept her hair up in one hand and pinned it neatly with a long, slender clip, shaped like the beak of some bright, exotic bird. A quick check—tilt left, tilt right—approval granted.

She rose and turned to him, planting her hands on her hips and pushing her pelvis forward ever so slightly. The red sheath clung to every curve, moulded to her body as if it had been made for her alone. She held the pose, looking straight at him, and Gerard felt his pulse kick hard all over again.

He couldn’t help himself—he just stared, slack-jawed, a greedy, traitorous thought sliding straight into his head about whether there was anything at all beneath that dress. Melanie stood there, knowing exactly what she was doing, lips curved into a knowing half-smile that made his pulse kick. Her hair was pinned up in a deliberately careless tumble, all loose loops and soft escapees at her nape, as if she’d twisted it up in a hurry and decided not to tame it afterward. The heels added inches and attitude, changing her posture, sharpening the line of her calves and pushing her hips forward with quiet menace.

The dress left nothing to the imagination without technically revealing much at all—sleeveless, her arms smooth and bare, her chest unapologetically on display. The plunge of fabric framed her cleavage so deeply that Gerard’s mind did something idiotic and juvenile, supplying an absurd image of depth and shadow, like you could lose something down there and never find it again. He swallowed hard, heat pooling low in his belly.

“Well?” Melanie said, tilting her head, one eyebrow lifting as she studied him. “Will I pass?” Her smile widened. “You’re not going to die of embarrassment being seen out with me, are you, Gerard?” She laughed lightly, the sound teasing and bright. “Don’t worry. Most people will probably assume I’m your mother… or your grandmother.”

She paused, eyes glittering, then let her expression shift—subtle, sly, the corners of her mouth twitching as she fought a grin.

“Though tell me,” she went on softly, “would it really be so terrible if someone thought we were actually together?”

The blood rushed up his neck in a hot, humiliating wave, flooding his cheeks, buzzing under his scalp. He knew she was playing with him. He knew this was her fun, her little game. None of that stopped the way his body betrayed him, the way his skin burned as if she’d touched him instead of just looking.

“Oh God, Gerard,” she said, her tone gentling as she noticed. Her arms dropped loosely to her sides. “I’m sorry. I’ve made you blush.” She caught her lower lip between her teeth, contrition flickering across her face before she sighed. “All right. I’ll behave. Truly. No more swearing, no more jokes at your expense.” A small smile. “I do understand this isn’t exactly ideal for you—being stuck here with your boss. On Christmas Eve, no less.” She lifted her hands slightly, as if in surrender. “I can do it. Behave myself, I mean.”

“It’s okay, Mrs Ellis… Mel,” he corrected himself quickly. “It’s really not that bad. I’d only be at home otherwise. I didn’t have anything planned.”

She studied him for a beat, eyes widening just a fraction. “No girlfriend?”

The heat surged back instantly, his cheeks flaring as he dropped his gaze to the carpet.

“Not at the moment,” he muttered.

“Hm.” Melanie exhaled, then shook her head. “I was supposed to be out tonight,” she said. “I was going to shower and change at work once we got back.” Her hand flew to her mouth. “Shit. I need to call him and explain what’s happened.” She rolled her eyes at herself. “Jesus. I can’t believe I forgot. Must be going senile in my old age.”

Gerard watched her cross the room, his attention snagged helplessly as she stopped by the bed and tugged one of the laptop cases toward her. The soft rasp of the zipper sounded obscenely loud in the quiet. When Melanie bent forward to rummage inside, gravity became a cruel accomplice—her breasts spilling forward, full and heavy, the fabric stretched taut across her back and clinging shamelessly to the lush curve of her arse.

His throat tightened. He swallowed hard, pulse thudding low and insistent. For one treacherous heartbeat, his mind betrayed him completely. He imagined it with vicious clarity: his hand lifting, the sharp, satisfying crack as his palm connected with that rounded, inviting flesh; her body jerking in surprise; Melanie straightening and turning on him, eyes wide before hardening; the swift arc of her hand as she slapped his cheek in retaliation. The fantasy burned through him, equal parts thrill and terror, before he crushed it down and clenched his fingers at his sides.

She straightened, phone in hand, oblivious—or pretending to be—and made the call. Gerard averted his eyes, but the tension in her voice was impossible to ignore. Whatever explanation she offered clearly didn’t land well. The exchange sharpened quickly, words snapping back and forth until her patience evaporated.

“Oh, fuck you, you cunt,” Melanie snapped at last, her tone icy with finality as she ended the call.

“Wanker,” she added, venomous, flicking the phone off as though it offended her. The device hit the laptop case with a dull thud before landing face-down on the bed.

Her mouth twisted into a scowl. Then, catching herself, she glanced at Gerard and exhaled. “Sorry,” she said, her voice smoothing out. “That was unpleasant. You shouldn’t have had to hear that.”

He shrugged, heat creeping back into his face, unsure where to put his eyes or his hands, acutely aware of the intimacy of having witnessed that raw, unfiltered moment.

Grasping for something—anything—safe to say, he cleared his throat. “Maybe… maybe a drink would be good?”

Melanie’s expression transformed instantly, irritation melting into bright approval. “Great idea!” she said. “Perfect.” She smiled at him then, slow and assessing. “Bloody hell, Gerard,” she added lightly, “you really are impressing me now.”

~~~

Gerard clocked it immediately—the lingering stares, the not-even-trying-to-be-subtle double takes, the sideways looks that followed Melanie as she threaded her way toward the bar. She wore attention like perfume, something warm and unmistakably feminine, and it clung to her as she moved.

“On me,” she called back over the roar of voices and clinking glasses. “I’ll open a tab. Get whatever you want. Merry Christmas.” Her grin was wicked, generous, the kind that made you feel chosen.

He went safe with a bottled lager. She ordered a rioja without hesitation, like she knew exactly what she liked and didn’t need to explain it. They pounced on a newly vacated corner table, claiming it before anyone else could, then queued for food. Once settled, time slid by easily—twenty minutes of shop talk, projects on the horizon, her plans for the new year. The place was heaving, swollen with stranded travellers and hotel guests who had nowhere else to be. Snow no longer fell, but beyond the tall windows the roads were still a mess—traffic crawling, hazard lights blinking amber, gritters and ploughs trudging back and forth in a relentless loop.

Melanie surveyed the room with a critical eye. According to her, it was one of those places that tried too hard—fake Old World charm without the soul to back it up. A massive Christmas tree loomed in a corner, gaudy and overlit. Staff wore Santa hats or draped themselves in tinsel. Decorations dangled from the rafters like obligatory cheer.

“The food’s crap,” she declared when their plates arrived, already reaching for her cutlery. “But it’s this or starvation.”

They ate anyway, talking through it, her voice animated as she outlined what she wanted to accomplish, where she wanted to push things next year. One beer turned into three for him. Her wineglass slowly emptied, the last swallow disappearing just as he drained his final lager.

“I’ll go,” she said, sliding out from behind the table.

Gerard’s gaze followed her without shame. The sway of her hips was hypnotic, the subtle roll of her arse beneath the fabric sending a hot, undeniable response straight to his groin. His cock thickened as she walked away, as her backside flexed and teased with every step. And again—more looks, more hungry eyes tracking her progress. He wasn’t imagining it.

When she returned, emboldened by the beer and the easy warmth humming through him, he spoke before he could stop himself. “You know people stare at you, don’t you, Mrs Ellis?”

She set the bottle down, unhurried, and sank back into her chair. Pulling a faintly amused face, she glanced around, took a measured sip of wine.

“What—men?” she asked, shrugging lightly.

He nodded. The buzz settled deeper, loosening him, making him feel both calm and charged. He liked being here with her. Liked that other men wanted her, that he was the one sitting across the table. “When you went to the bar,” he said, leaning in, elbows planted. “I saw them checking you out.”

“My boobs and my arse,” she said plainly, mirroring his lean, closing the distance.

His eyes betrayed him instantly, dropping to the generous swell of her cleavage. He knew he shouldn’t stare—but the smooth, pale curves drew him in, magnetic, impossible to resist. His throat worked as desire surged, sharp and heady.

Christ. He could imagine it so clearly—burying his face there, lost in all that softness, that heat.

“I see you’ve noticed my tits,” Melanie said, her tone knowing, almost fond.

He dragged his gaze up to her face, mortified at being so openly caught. Heat flared across his cheeks, the telltale burn of guilt and want colliding at once. 

“I’m sorry… I—” 

Her laughter cut him off, low and warm, and she flicked her hand as if brushing away something trivial. 

“Don’t tie yourself in knots over it, Gerard,” Melanie said, eyes rolling with amused indulgence. “I’m hardly shocked. I’m used to it. I should be, at my age.” 

“H–how old are you?” he asked, the question tumbling out before he could stop it. 

She chuckled, clearly enjoying his fluster. “A gentleman never asks.” Then she leaned in just enough to make his pulse jump. “But I’m fifty‑nine. Which means men have been gawping at my chest for a very long time now.” 

Melanie leaned back in her chair, deliberately unhurried, turning her body so she sat at a three‑quarter angle to him. She crossed her legs, the movement smooth and practiced, and held his gaze as if daring him to look—and daring him not to. 

“Truth is,” she said, fingers curling around her wineglass, “I like it. Always have. I’m a flirt. A bit of an exhibitionist, if I’m honest—outside of work, obviously. And now that I’m getting older, it’s reassuring. Knowing men still want me. That I still turn heads.” Her mouth curved into a knowing smile. “It makes me feel desirable.” 

Gerard swallowed hard and took a long pull from his beer, the alcohol doing nothing to cool the slow, insistent heat spreading through him. 

“You’re still desirable,” he said quietly. “You’ve definitely still got it, Mrs Ellis.” 

Her lips pursed in mock reproach. “You’re meant to be calling me Mel,” she said, then softened. “But thank you. I like hearing it. And I like that you’re relaxed enough with me to say it.” Her eyes searched his. “I imagine this must feel strange. Sitting here like this. With your boss.” 

He nodded, unable to look away. 

“It means something,” she went on, “that you can switch that off. That you see me as… well.” Her voice dipped. “As a woman.” 

Beer and desire churned together in his stomach, loosening his tongue. 

“I like being here with you,” Gerard said. 

Her brows lifted, interest sharpening. “Oh? Why’s that?” 

“You’re fun,” he said simply. “And at work—you don’t take any nonsense. You surprise people. You shock them. I think you’re incredible.” 

“Go on,” Melanie laughed. “You’re doing very well right now, Gerard.” 

“I’m not saying it because you’re my boss,” he insisted, earnest and flushed. “I mean it. I really do.” 

They lingered another hour, drifting closer, eventually migrating to the bar before carrying their drinks—her wine, his lager—back up to their room. 

“God, it’s only eight,” Melanie said, glancing at her phone as she flicked it on. 

The sharp chirps of incoming messages broke the quiet. 

“Your boyfriend?” Gerard asked, the word tasting odd in his mouth. 

“Don’t call him that,” she said immediately. She moved around the room, shifting laptops onto the counter with brisk efficiency. “I don’t do serious, Gerard. He’s just… a friend.” She smirked. “With benefits.” 

She set the phone aside without replying and walked to the bed. Lifting her discarded blouse, she let it slide deliberately from her fingers, watching it fall to the carpet. Her eyes flicked from the bed back to him, assessing, curious. 

“So,” Melanie said lightly, “sleeping arrangements?” 

Gerard’s throat tightened, suddenly dry, the reality of the situation crashing over him. 

“I… I don’t know, Mrs Ellis,” he managed, the words thick, weighted with everything he wasn’t yet brave enough to say.

“Well, it’s ridiculously early to be calling it a night,” Melanie said, eyes widening theatrically as she studied him. “But we could put something mindless on the television. Crawl into bed and flick through the channels, see what happens.” She hesitated, lips pursing as a thought caught her. “Tell me something, Gerard—do you usually sleep naked at home?”

Heat surged through him, quick and electric. He nodded, unable to trust his voice.

“Oh.” Her smile turned knowing. “So do I.”

The admission hovered between them, thick and intimate. She didn’t look away; neither did he. The air seemed to tighten, charged with what wasn’t being said.

“I suppose,” Melanie went on carefully, “that might be… inappropriate, given our situation.”

The word landed hard. Disappointment clenched in his chest, sharp and sudden.

“No,” he agreed, forcing the sound out. “Probably not, Mrs Ellis.”

She tilted her head. “The thing is…” She gestured vaguely toward her chest. “I really don’t want to wrestle myself back into the bra I wore all day. And this one”—she smiled faintly—“isn’t exactly a proper bra. More of a quarter-bra, really. Enough to hold things in place without wrecking the line of the dress.”

She stopped there, letting the image bloom in his mind. Gerard swallowed, his pulse thudding loud in his ears.

“I… I don’t know what to say,” he admitted, the words bubbling out awkwardly.

“Well,” Melanie offered lightly, “you could keep your underwear on.” Then, with a softer tone, “I’m afraid I might have to go without. I’m not wearing knickers.”

Something shifted. The room felt different—heavier, intimate in a way that made his skin prickle. He wanted to believe she was inviting him closer, that this was permission wrapped in playful words. But doubt crowded in just as fast. She was his boss. One wrong move could shatter everything. Youth and inexperience anchored him in place, second-guessing every signal.

“I—I can keep my boxers on,” he said quickly. “And you can turn off the light. I’ll shut my eyes until you’re under the covers.”

Her lips curved, slow and wicked. “Maybe you should take yourself to the bathroom for a little… personal moment,” she murmured. Her eyes glittered as she added, “Save us both the trouble of you rolling over me in your sleep. Or can you manage to stay still, Gerard? A young man like you? I imagine you walk around with a permanent hard-on.”

His mind stuttered. His mouth fell open, words abandoning him entirely.

“Fuck it,” Melanie said decisively. “We’ll both sleep naked. Let’s not be ridiculous.” Her tone sharpened just enough to remind him who she was. “Of course, if I hear you’ve been gossiping at the office, you’ll regret it.” Then, softer again, almost intimate: “But it doesn’t bother me if you see me as I am.”

She reached up and slid the straps from her shoulders, unhurried, deliberate. The fabric drifted down inch by inch, unveiling her breasts with teasing slowness, skin warm and inviting under the lamplight.

“God,” Gerard breathed, the word torn from him the instant he saw her.

“Magnificent, don’t you think?” Melanie murmured, a smile curling her lips as she gave a teasing little shimmy. The dress whispered down her hips, sliding over her thighs until it pooled around her ankles, leaving her gloriously exposed. She turned away from him then, deliberately slow, offering him the lush sweep of her back and the generous curve of her hips. “Do me a favor,” she said lightly. “Undo me.”

Gerard swallowed hard. His hands felt clumsy, disobedient, as he stepped closer. Heat throbbed between his legs, his erection pressing insistently against the confines of his clothes, painfully aware of her nearness. He reached for the fastening at her back, fingers trembling as they worked. He’d already seen her breasts—full, heavy, undeniably real—their weight and shape sending a sharp, dizzying pull through his groin. The dusky circles around her nipples, the proud peaks at their centers, had burned themselves into his mind. And lower still, one unguarded glance had revealed her sex, smooth and bare, her soft folds visible between her thighs, an image so intimate it made his knees weak.

The clasp gave way. The last restraint fell loose.

Her bottom filled his vision now, round and inviting, impossibly close. The sight of it—knowing she was naked, unashamed, waiting—snapped the last thread of his restraint. Almost without realizing it, his hands curved around her, palms pressing into the warm firmness of her ass, his thumbs sinking in as if testing whether she was real.

She laughed softly, a breath of sound heavy with promise. “You wicked boy,” she whispered, glancing back at him over her shoulder. “At least have the decency to get those clothes off and let me see what you’re working with before you start grabbing my arse like that.”

~~~

She was already smiling when she reached behind herself, caught his wrists, and guided his hands up her body until his palms met the full, yielding swell of her breasts.

“Yes, baby,” she murmured, voice low and encouraging. “Just like that. Don’t be shy—hold them.”

He wrapped his arms around her from behind, hands spread wide, fingers sinking in. Gerard groaned softly as sensation flooded him. They were just as he’d imagined—heavy and warm, substantial without being stiff, a lush, living weight that responded to his touch. When he kneaded them, they pushed back, elastic and generous, and the feel of them made his chest tighten with want. He traced lazy circles, brushing the tips of his fingers over her nipples, teasing until they hardened beneath his touch.

Melanie answered with a moan of her own and turned in his arms. Her dress had slid down to pool around her ankles, fabric whispering against her shoes as she leaned in and captured his mouth. The kiss hit him like a jolt of electricity. He grabbed her waist, pulling her close, pushing his tongue past her lips with a needy hunger that surprised even him. She welcomed it, pressing herself into him until her breasts were crushed deliciously between their bodies.

“I didn’t exactly plan on this,” she breathed against his mouth, even as her hands moved decisively to his belt.

The contradiction made his head spin. She unbuckled him, unzipped him, deft fingers popping the button free. His trousers slid down his legs, caught at his knees, and she didn’t bother waiting—she tugged his boxers down and his cock sprang free, hard and eager.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasped, eyes dropping. “That is a serious penis, Gerard.” She looked back up at him with a wicked grin, then wrapped her hand around him, fingers circling his thickness. “Jesus. How hard does it get? You think you can keep it up for me?” Her thumb stroked slowly, reverently. “I am going to enjoy this. Very much.”

“I… I jerked off in the shower,” he admitted, breathless and flushed.

“And this is you a couple of hours later?” she said, half-laughing, half-amazed. She stroked him again, then smeared the bead of pre-cum over the sensitive head with her thumb. “God. Fucking you is going to be spectacular, sweetheart.” Her voice dipped, conspiratorial. “Would you like me to suck it?”

“Mrs Ellis…” he sighed, his knees threatening to give, his face slack with need.

“I’ll take that as a yes.” She straightened and slipped out of her dress, letting it fall without ceremony. “What do you think—should I keep the shoes on?” she teased. “Full porn-star fantasy?”

“Whatever you want, Mrs Ellis.”

She paused, hands settling on her hips, studying him. “You’re never going to call me Mel, are you?”

Then she shrugged, careless and confident, and the movement sent her breasts swaying, full and hypnotic.

“You’re… you’re gorgeous,” Gerard breathed, transfixed as they shivered and swung.

“Take your clothes off,” Melanie growled, the word a command.

She moved to the head of the bed and pulled back the heavy coverlet. The long purple runner slid to the floor, forgotten as soon as it landed. She turned back to him, clapped her hands twice, sharp and impatient.

“Come on. Get to it.”

He just stood there, staring, feeling faintly absurd with his trousers and underwear trapped at his knees, his cock standing proud and shameless, jutting upward above his hanging balls. He blinked, dazed, like someone waking from a vivid dream—only to find his boss standing there in nothing but killer heels and a hairclip, looking ready to devour him.

“Do you really mean it?” Gerard asked finally, swallowing hard.

Melanie circled the bed with deliberate slowness, the click of her heels soft against the floor, until she stopped directly in front of him. She studied him—his flushed face, the tense line of his shoulders, the way his cock strained upward—as if committing the sight to memory. Then she closed the distance and claimed his mouth, kissing him deep and unhurried, letting it linger until his breath hitched.

“I mean every word,” she murmured against his lips, her voice roughening as her hand slid down and wrapped around his length. Her fingers stroked with purpose, thumb dragging through the slickness gathering there. She glanced down, watching herself work him. “I intended to get laid tonight,” she said lazily. “And from the look of this…” Her grip tightened, slow and teasing. “My plans haven’t changed.”

She lifted her gaze back to him, eyes dark, amused. “But you need to strip, baby. All the way.” Her tone softened into a playful croon as she added, “Aunty Mel can’t put her mouth on you while you’re half dressed, can she?” She exaggerated the pout, teasing him with it. “Tell me you want it. Tell me you want me to suck your big, gorgeous cock before you push it deep inside me.”

That was all it took.

His fingers fumbled with his shirt, popping buttons in his rush before he dragged it over his head and tossed it aside. A low sound slipped from his throat as he kicked off his shoes, then he dropped onto the edge of the bed and clawed the rest of his clothes off in a frantic mess, fabric tangling around his ankles before he shoved it away. Socks followed. He was back on his feet in seconds, bare and hard and moving straight for her, hands reaching for her waist like he needed the contact to breathe.

She laughed softly when he crushed his mouth to hers again, all heat and impatience. “Easy,” she said, palms braced on his chest, holding him back just enough to make him ache. “Slow down.” Her smile turned wicked. “I’m not putting anything away. You’re getting the pussy, sweetheart. You can fuck me as long as that cock of yours stays hard.”

She leaned in, winked, and finished with a satisfied grin, “Merry Christmas.”

~~~

He remained standing, a solid, trembling presence, while she settled herself on the edge of the mattress like she owned the moment. Melanie wrapped her fingers around him, gripping low and firm, and leaned in to take the swollen head into her mouth. Her lips closed around him with practiced ease, her tongue circling lazily as she glanced up at Gerard through her lashes, a knowing smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

“Not a syllable to anyone,” she murmured against him, her voice a secret brushed in heat. “Not ever.” 

Then she committed to it, her head moving with hungry confidence, sliding down until he felt the tight, slick pull of her mouth nearly engulfing him whole.

His breath tore out of him, sharp and helpless. 

“Fuck… Mrs Ellis. That’s—” He swallowed hard. “Jesus.”

A low, pleased laugh vibrated around him before she pulled back just enough to grin. “I was perfecting this long before you took your first steps,” she said, pride and promise wrapped together. “Trust me, sweetheart. I know exactly what I’m doing.”

She went back to work with enthusiasm, wet sounds filling the room as her mouth and hand moved in seamless rhythm. She drew back, spit glistening as it spilled from her lips, slicking the sensitive tip before she smeared it down his length. Her fist followed, slow and luxurious, the wet slide punctuated by a soft, obscene sound. The sight of his face—tight with pleasure, eyes squeezed shut—sent a rush of heat straight between her thighs.

“You into naughty older women, Gerard?” she breathed, her gaze locking onto his as she stroked him. His groans fed her, each one a small jolt of satisfaction. “Tell me. Am I doing it the way you like?” A beat. “Do you like it when I suck you like this?”

“It’s fucking amazing,” he managed, voice rough and broken.

She hummed, pleased. “Ever gone down on a woman before?”

He nodded quickly, throat bobbing.

“And how many girls have there been?” she asked, never slowing her hand.

“Just… a few,” he moaned, the pleasure coiling tighter.

“A few?” She lifted a brow. “Two? Three?”

The answer came out on a sob. “Three.”

“And you’re nineteen, right?”

“Yeah,” he breathed, almost a whimper.

“Nineteen,” she echoed thoughtfully, eyes flicking over his strained expression. “All your age? Or have you ever tasted someone older?” Her smile sharpened. “Ever been with one of your mum’s friends?”

He swallowed, dazed, staring down at where her hand worked him, then at the generous swell of her breasts moving with each stroke. “My age,” he said hoarsely. “The oldest was… twenty-one.”

Her laugh was low and wicked. “Oh, darling,” she said, voice dripping with promise. “You have no idea what’s coming. I’m insatiable. I want a lot, and I don’t apologize for it.” Her grip tightened just enough to make him shudder. “You’ll need to keep up with me. Keep this beautiful young cock ready, or I’ll find much duller ways to keep you busy at work. No more private lessons—just endless, boring tasks.”

A surge of need took him. He reached down, fingers threading into her hair, holding her there as he growled, “I’ll stay hard as long as you want, Mrs Ellis. You’re unreal. I want you so bad. I want to fuck you.”

“You can have me after you make my clit melt,” Melanie murmured, her voice thick with promise. She released him and pressed her palm to his stomach, guiding him back a step. While he watched, dazzled and hungry, she retreated across the mattress, lowering herself onto her back, propped on one elbow. Her other hand drifted between her thighs, parting herself without shame, opening wide for him. “See that?” she breathed, circling the swollen nub with a lazy finger. “That’s what I need. Come here and take it in your mouth. Lick me. Kiss me right there. I want your face buried in me.” Her eyes never left his as she smiled. “We can fuck after I’ve fallen apart.”

The words hit him hard. He reached for himself, instinctively stroking, unable to stop the surge of want rippling through him. His gaze locked on her sex—flushed and glossy, the heat of her arousal unmistakable, the soft flesh gleaming and inviting. He tugged once, twice, mesmerized by the sight of her opened for him.

“Hands off,” Melanie snapped, a low, needy edge in her voice. “Get down here.” Her hips shifted, restless. “I’m aching for you.” Her fingers slid slowly, deliberately, stirring herself as her breath hitched. “Kiss me. Taste me.” The command softened into a plea. “Please, baby. I just need to come.”

~~~

Her taste coated his mouth, slick and intoxicating, and it sent a fierce rush of hunger through Gerard. Want for her—his boss, this woman who owned every nerve ending in his body—pounded through him, his arousal thick and aching as he settled between her thighs and devoted himself to her heat. He worked her with his mouth, slow and deliberate, tongue gliding and pressing, learning her rhythm as if it were a language he’d been born knowing.

Melanie lost all composure. She twisted beneath him, breath breaking, hips lifting to chase his mouth while filthy encouragement spilled from her lips without restraint. Every sound she made—every gasp, every hoarse command—became a map he followed, adjusting, deepening, determined to give her exactly what she demanded.

The pleasure was dizzying for her, having him there, so eager, his mouth worshipping her sex. His tongue slipped inside her, then returned to circle and tease, while his fingers joined in when she urged him on, curling and stroking that secret place inside her that never failed to undo her. Sensation stacked on sensation until her body felt too small to contain it.

“Oh, babe,” she cried, laughter and need tangling together. “Come up here. Kiss me. I want to taste myself on you.”

He didn’t stop touching her even as she drew him up, his fingers still moving with confident precision. She cradled his face, holding him there as her mouth claimed his, her tongue sliding against his, tasting herself on him with a hungry moan that vibrated straight through his chest.

“You just keep getting better,” she breathed against his lips, eyes locked with his, dark and shining. “Every second.”

Then he was back where she needed him most. His mouth closed over her clit, sucking gently before teasing harder, his tongue flicking and circling as he drew that sensitive bud between his teeth. Melanie made a raw, unguarded sound, half laugh, half sob, her hand fisting in his hair as her stomach tightened hard with pleasure.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, words tumbling out with her breath. “I’m going to—God—Gerard, I’m so close. Keep your fingers there. Just like that. Lick me. My clit—”

Heat surged through him at the sound of his name on her lips, at the sight of her coming apart under his attention. “You’re incredible,” he murmured hoarsely, eyes fixed on her body, on the way she responded to every movement of his mouth and hand.

He took her in completely—the sway of her breasts, the tension in her thighs, the way her face contorted with pure, unfiltered pleasure. Her eyes squeezed shut as moans tore free, her jaw clenched, the muscles in her neck standing out stark as she fought and surrendered all at once.

“I’m going to come,” she ground out, the words sharp and urgent. “I’m right there. Gerard—baby—I’m coming.”

When it hit, he leaned back on his heels, breath caught in his chest, watching in stunned reverence as her orgasm claimed her. Her hand slid down between her legs, her body shuddering, hips rocking as cries spilled from her, unrestrained and beautiful. She writhed through it, gasping, trembling, until the wave finally eased and left her boneless and spent.

“Oh God,” she sighed at last, laughter softening her voice as she caught her breath. “That was… so damn good.”

She lay sprawled beneath him, arms flung wide, legs still open, her sex flushed and glistening, tender and inviting in the aftermath, pink and warm and utterly undone.

“Oh, Gerard,” she laughed softly once the tremors eased enough for sound to return to her voice. “You are an absolute treasure.” Her smile lingered, warm and a little dazed. “This Christmas Eve is shaping up to be one of the best I’ve had in years.” She pushed herself up on one elbow and crooked her fingers at him. “Come here. Give me a cuddle. I need a second to catch my breath before you come storming back at me with that beautiful, dangerous cock of yours.” Her thumb brushed his jaw. “Kiss me, sweetheart. Be gentle with me for a moment. Show me it’s not only about fucking.”

The words hit him harder than he expected. Something tender bloomed in Gerard’s chest, an ache threaded with affection. For the first time, he really saw her—not just the powerful woman who commanded rooms and board meetings, not just the hungry body still flushed from release—but someone who might be lonely beneath all that polish. She worked endlessly, carried so much alone, and in that small request he glimpsed a quiet sadness she rarely let show.

“I think you’re incredible, Mrs Ellis,” he murmured, leaning in to kiss her.

This time he kept it slow, reverent. His mouth brushed hers with deliberate restraint, letting the heat cool into something softer. Melanie sighed into him, approving, her tongue meeting his in an unhurried slide that made his pulse thud anyway.

“You’re lovely,” he added when he pulled back, then slipped off the bed to take a long swallow of his beer.

“Don’t start getting all sentimental on me,” she said, though the corner of her mouth tipped up.

He met her eyes and saw the pleasure there, unmistakable beneath the teasing grin. “I’m not,” he said, handing her the wine. “I just… I like you. A lot.” He hesitated, color creeping up his throat and chest. “I want you to be pleased with me. I want you to feel how you deserve to feel. Tonight—I really want to make you happy.”

She noticed the blush, the earnestness of it, and it softened her. Melanie took a sip, then let him take the glass back with a quiet thank-you.

As he set the drinks aside, she spoke again, her voice gentler. “Thank you for being so thoughtful.” She patted the mattress and wriggled back toward the headboard. “Come back to bed. Let’s cuddle and talk for a bit.” When she caught his instinctive glance downward, she laughed. “Don’t worry. We’ll still fuck like maniacs, baby. I’ll still be a filthy cow and do all sorts of disgusting things with you.” Her hand reached for him. “But hold me. Kiss me. Just for a couple of minutes.”

She kicked off her shoes and let them fall by the bed. Gerard slid in beside her, and she pulled the covers up over them both, sealing them into a private cocoon. They turned onto their sides, facing each other, her gaze steady on his face, searching and open.

“This is a little strange, isn’t it?” she said quietly.

He nodded. “Yeah. Very.” Then, without hesitation, “But I really like being here with you.”

“So you’ve said.” She paused, then leaned in to brush a quick kiss over his lips. “And I like you too.” Her tone shifted, practical beneath the warmth. “But this can’t touch work. You have to be exactly the same. Act like you always have, and everything will be fine.”

Gerard exhaled slowly. “Mrs Ellis,” he whispered, “I promise I won’t say a word. I know I’m young, but I’m not an idiot. I get it. I understand why this couldn’t ever get out.”

She caught her lower lip between her teeth and studied him for a long moment, weighing him, reading him. At last, she nodded.

“Okay,” Melanie murmured. “Thank you.”

When Melanie leaned in to claim his mouth again, Gerard didn’t hesitate. Something wordless passed between them—permission, hunger, relief—and he kissed her back with intent. Heat flared instantly, that soft, dangerous warmth reigniting as if they’d never paused. Her breath turned unsteady, little sounds slipping from her lips while he guided her gently onto her back, never breaking the kiss. He followed her down, his body aligning with hers, until he was hovering over her and her thighs opened without instruction. The covers were shoved aside in a tangle of fabric and limbs, skin meeting skin, nothing left between them.

“Easy,” Melanie murmured, voice low and coaxing. “Don’t rush me. I want to feel all of you. Every inch of that beautiful cock.”

Gerard braced himself on straightened arms, muscles taut, while her hand slid between them and wrapped around him. The contact stole the air from his lungs.

“Slow,” she reminded him, almost lazily. He was right there, pressed against her heat, one subtle roll of his hips away from being inside her. “That’s it, sweetheart. Nice and gentle. We’ve got the whole night.”

“You’re incredible,” he breathed, finally easing forward. The sensation was overwhelming—her body gripping him with surprising strength, hot and slick and tight. “Fuck,” he groaned, the word torn from him as she took him in.

Melanie made a soft, satisfied sound, half moan, half laugh. “A gorgeous young man with a cock this hard,” she murmured, more to herself than to him. Her eyes stayed on his face as her hips began to move, slow and deliberate. “I love this. I love sex. I love fucking,” she said unapologetically, voice thick with pleasure.

She rocked beneath him, drawing him in deeper, her hands settling on his shoulders as he stared down at where they were joined, mesmerized by the sight and the feel of it.

“Having you like this is thrilling, Gerard,” she whispered. “Slow, baby. Just slide in and out. This pussy loves it. She really does.” A wicked smile curved her mouth. “She might even come on your cock.”

They found a rhythm together, unhurried at first, then gradually building. The mattress creaked and bounced beneath them as Gerard began to thrust with more confidence, the movement sending her breasts swaying. He reached for them, palms full, kneading her soft flesh while she answered with rough little noises, her breath breaking as her hand slipped down to circle her clit.

“Make it happen,” Melanie cried, voice sharp with need. “Make her come. She’s so fucking ready… so fucking hot.”

The sound of her unraveling did him in. Watching her face—eyes darkening, mouth open, pleasure twisting her features—was too much. Her moans, the gasps, the way she swore as sensation crested, dragged him helplessly toward the edge.

He choked out a warning just as her body seized, her climax ripping through her with enough force to make her cry out, eyes fluttering shut as she bucked beneath him.

Gerard collapsed forward with a groan, elbows digging into the mattress as he came hard, spilling himself inside her, heat flooding her as his body shuddered and gave everything it had left.

Her eyes flew open, shock flashing across her face as she felt it.

“You’re coming,” she said thickly, the words bubbling out of her. Then her voice softened, thrilled, breathless. “Oh, baby… you’re coming with me…”

~~~

Christmas morning had pressed a hush over the roads, the kind that felt intimate, like the world had stepped back to give them privacy. Gerard had hacked the worst of the snow from the car, fingers numb, breath fogging the air. When he finally slid behind the wheel and turned the key, the engine coughed to life, but the cold clung stubbornly, seeping through his coat as he sat there, muscles tight, waiting for the heater to do something—anything.

After a long, uncomfortable stretch, he lifted his hand and flashed a thumbs-up toward the hotel window. A small, silent signal. Three minutes later, right on time, the rear door opened. Melanie appeared, wrapped against the cold, moving across the car park with unhurried confidence. She slipped into the passenger seat, the door closing with a solid thud that sealed them into a private space.

They merged onto the M25, tyres humming over the tarmac.

“So,” Melanie said, her voice smooth but curious, “how do you feel?”

Gerard kept his eyes forward, letting the question settle. Half a mile passed before he answered, his mouth quirking as he chose his word.

“Different.”

She turned slightly toward him. “Are you okay?”

He caught the edge of concern in her tone and allowed himself a brief glance, just long enough to smile at her—soft, genuine, a little dazzled by everything he wasn’t quite ready to name.

“Better than okay, Mrs Ellis.” His gaze snapped back to the road, but the grin spread anyway. “Fucking fantastic.”

She laughed, warm and low, clearly pleased. “So… would you like to do it again?”

He didn’t hesitate this time, stealing another look at her, eyes bright, pulse quickening.

“Yes, please.” The eagerness in his voice was impossible to hide.

Her laughter deepened, amused and unmistakably satisfied. “All right. We may need to arrange meetings a bit further afield. That could mean staying overnight.”

Gerard nodded, jaw tight with a pleasure he was determined to keep contained, hands steady on the wheel.

“Sounds great to me, Mrs Ellis.”

There was a pause, then she spoke again, her confidence dipping into something more tentative. “You know… later, if you’re not busy. I realise it’s Christmas Day, and you’ll probably be with your parents, but…”

He filled in the rest, heart thudding. “Are you asking me to come to your house, Mrs Ellis?”

Her answer was barely more than a breath, a shy yes that sent heat curling through him.

“I’d love that,” Gerard said, the words easy, sincere. “What a great Christmas.”

She smiled to herself, eyes forward now, voice edged with promise. “I’m hoping it’ll be a very fucking happy New Year too.”


Lessons in Blue Heels

“Those are shoes,” he breathed, his voice gone rough, his stare openly ravenous, and Suzi understood exactly what he was really saying.

She dipped her chin in agreement, amused warmth spreading through her. A slow, knowing smile curved her mouth as she gave him a deliberately wicked wink. “They are,” she murmured, her tone velvet-soft and teasing. “Aren’t they?”

They stood in the middle of a Morrison’s aisle, fluorescent lights humming overhead, shelves stacked with the ordinary and mundane. Suzi had clocked him minutes ago—the way he hovered, pretending to browse while never quite losing her from his peripheral vision. It hadn’t taken much imagination to guess what had snagged his attention. The electric-blue dress clung to her like a second skin, hugging her breasts, skimming her waist, celebrating every confident curve. And the heels—dangerously high, unapologetically lethal—turned each step into a slow provocation.

She might have been in her mid-forties, but the platinum sweep of her hair, the discipline of her body, the long lines of her legs stretched by those shoes still commanded attention. She knew it. And she knew men of every age still felt it, too. Especially the younger ones—eager, unguarded, burning with curiosity.

For her own private entertainment, she’d let the game unfold. She drifted through the aisles at a languid pace, pausing to inspect tins she had no intention of buying, bending just enough as she read cereal boxes to feel his attention tighten. She shifted her weight, crossed her legs, let the heels do their work. When she decided he’d had long enough to savor the view, Suzi spun on her heel and caught him red-handed—eyes wide, mouth parted, utterly undone.

“Are you following me?” she asked calmly, folding her arms beneath her breasts, letting the challenge sit there between them. “Can I help you?”

He froze. Swallowed. Blinked. Then, as if the words ripped themselves free without permission, he blurted out the thing he’d clearly been thinking the entire time—about her shoes.

“I’m sorry,” he gasped, flustered and breathless. “I—I…”

On impulse, Suzi decided she liked him. Nineteen, maybe twenty. Young enough to still be transparent. “Don’t be,” she said, offering him a smile polished by years of practice. “Why do you think I wear them?”

His mind visibly stalled. Another blink. Silence.

She rescued him gently. “What’s your name?”

“Alan,” he said, voice tight, eyes dropping again—this time shamelessly—to her feet.

“And how old are you, Alan?” she asked, following his gaze.

“Eighteen,” he answered, barely above a whisper, transfixed by the elegant lines of her legs.

“And you like my shoes,” she prompted.

Color rushed up his neck, blooming across his cheeks. He mumbled something incoherent, suddenly fascinated by anything that wasn’t her face.

Suzi laughed softly. “I’ll take that as a yes.” She tilted her head, studying him. “Do you have a thing for older women, Alan? Is that what this is?”

He wavered, torn between flight and fascination, breath shallow, body leaning toward her despite himself.

“It’s all right if you do,” she added, resting her fingers lightly on his forearm. The contact was brief but electric. “I don’t mind at all. I rather enjoy knowing you find me attractive.”

“You’re gorgeous,” he burst out, then looked horrified, as if the word had escaped without clearance.

Her smile deepened. Suzi leaned closer, lowering her voice until it was meant only for him. “Would you like to fuck me?” she whispered, heat threading every syllable. “I can keep the shoes on.”

Blink. Again—that reflex. He stared at her, stunned, lungs working overtime. “Duh—do you mean it?”

Suzi retreated a single, deliberate step, giving him space while never quite releasing him. She lifted one manicured finger and rested it thoughtfully against her mouth, elbow cradled in the opposite hand, as if weighing a delicious secret. Her eyes never left his. 

“I do,” she said softly, lips curving, “but it isn’t quite that simple.”

His face twisted—wonder, confusion, desire all colliding at once. “What?” he breathed, helpless.

“I’m a professional,” she said, letting the word hang there, charged.

He blinked hard, brow knitting. “A… what?”

She leaned in just enough for him to smell her perfume, warm and faintly sweet. “An escort,” Suzi clarified, her voice smooth as satin. “A call girl. Men pay me to take them apart.” A slow smile spread. “And I promise you—I’m worth every penny.”

The colour drained from his face, then rushed back just as fast. His mouth fell open, awe-struck. “You’re… serious?”

“Completely.” She reached into her bag, unhurried, fully aware of how his gaze followed every movement of her hands. “Here.” She pressed a small card into his trembling fingers. “I’ve got a flat not far from here. I work weekdays, and Saturdays too. If you decide you want me”—her eyes flicked pointedly to his groin—“call.”

She didn’t wait for an answer. Turning away, Suzi let her hips take over, heels clicking with lethal rhythm as she walked down the aisle. Her arse moved with a subtle, practiced sway, the electric-blue fabric hugging every curve, a final, merciless gift.

Alan stood frozen, pulse roaring in his ears. Something dark and forbidden coiled low in his belly, his cock heavy and aching at the thought of her naked—except for those shoes.

“Fucking hell,” he whispered, staring down at the card like it might burn him. 

“Suzi,” he breathed, her name already a sin on his tongue, wondering if he’d be brave enough to make the call.

~~~

Alan eased the Golf into the cramped space outside the slate-grey block, nudging it neatly between two parked cars. His hands were steady, but his gut wasn’t—his nerves twisted tight, a low churn of anticipation and doubt. The phone lay face-up on the passenger seat, accusing in its silence. He picked it up, scrolled to the number he already knew by heart, and then froze.

His thumb hovered, suspended over the screen while his courage wavered. In the span of a few breaths, he talked himself into it and out of it again, pulse thudding loud enough to feel in his ears. Then he drew in a deep breath, summoned something like resolve, and tapped the call button. The line connected. He raised the phone to his ear.

“It’s me,” he said when she answered, his voice rougher than he’d intended. “I’m outside. In my car.”

“Do you see the bins by the path?” she asked calmly.

Alan twisted in his seat, scanning left and right until he spotted them. “Yes.”

“They’ve got number fifty-three painted on the sides.”

“Yes. I see them.”

“Good. Take the path down the side of the building. There’s a door there—ring the bell for Flat D. I’ll buzz you in. Top of the stairs.”

Each step he took after that felt loaded, like he was crossing an invisible line. The stairwell was narrow and unwelcoming, thick with the stale scent of cats and overboiled vegetables. He focused straight ahead, blocking it out, until he reached a scuffed brown door that looked as though it had seen too many years and not enough care. He barely had time to lift his hand before it opened.

She stood there in the doorway, exactly as he’d imagined and somehow more so—platinum hair framing her face, a voluminous white dressing gown swallowing her small body, and a flash of bright blue heels peeking out beneath the hem.

“Well, hello,” Suzi said, smiling as she stepped aside. “It’s lovely to see you.”

The flat beyond her was a revelation. Light filled the space, clean and warm, a stark contrast to the grim exterior and the climb up. As she leaned in to kiss his cheek—a soft, almost casual brush—her scent curled around him, something subtle and feminine. In that brief, intimate moment, he became acutely aware of her size. Even perched on her heels, she barely reached past his chin, compact and self-possessed.

“Come through,” she said, turning and leading him down a short hallway. “Can I get you something to drink?”

Alan followed, eyes flicking instinctively around the living room as though expecting hidden traps. Instead, he found comfort: a small sofa with two matching chairs, a wide television, a sleek sideboard lined with bottles, and a couple of bland Ikea prints on the walls. It was neat, lived-in, ordinary. Comfortingly so. Whatever he’d pictured—a decadent den of excess—this wasn’t it.

“Coke? Water? Coffee?” she offered, then added lightly, “A beer?”

“Coke would be great,” Alan said. The words felt surreal in his mouth. He looked at her again, the reality of why he was there crashing over him in a warm, dizzying wave. The knowledge that he’d come to fuck her tightened his stomach, anxiety and desire tangling together until he wasn’t sure where one ended and the other began.

She gestured for him to sit, a languid sweep of her arm toward the seating as if she were ushering him into something far more intimate than a living room. “Make yourself comfortable,” Suzi said lightly. “I’ll just be a moment.”

Then she was gone, heels clicking away, leaving Alan alone with the quiet thrum of the apartment and his own riotous thoughts. He perched on the sofa, spine stiff, palms damp against his thighs. Excitement and fear twisted together in his belly until he could barely tell them apart. The weight of his wallet pressed insistently against his hip, the folded notes inside suddenly heavy with meaning—money set aside for this exact transgression. Proof that this was real. That he was really here.

She returned far too soon and not soon enough all at once, moving with an unhurried confidence that made his pulse spike. The glass of cola was cool in his hand when she passed it to him; his fingers brushed hers and the contact felt unreasonably electric. He muttered his thanks, throat tight.

“All right,” Suzi said, studying him with her head tipped slightly, lips curved in a knowing half-smile. “Let’s get the awkward bit out of the way.” Her gaze held his, unapologetic. “You said you wanted an hour. The full girlfriend experience, yes?”

“Yes,” Alan said, eyes dropping to the carpet as heat crept up his neck.

“Two hundred,” she replied simply.

He set the drink down, movements clumsy as he leaned forward to retrieve his wallet. His hands shook as he peeled off the notes, counting them twice before placing them in her outstretched hand. She didn’t rush him. Didn’t make a show of it. Just took the money and smiled.

“I’ll put this away,” she said. “Then we can relax.”

The door of another room closed softly behind her. Alan swallowed hard. That was it. The exchange was done. Whatever happened next, there was no pretending this was just a visit.

When she came back, she sank onto the sofa beside him, close enough that he could feel the warmth of her body through the thick fabric of the dressing gown. “So,” she said gently, “is this your first time somewhere like this?”

“Yeah,” he admitted. “First time for… anything, really.”

Her legs crossed slowly, deliberately, the brief reveal of dark stockings snapping his attention downward before he could stop himself. She noticed immediately.

“What?” she asked, brows knitting. “You mean you’ve never…?” Her voice softened, incredulous. “Are you telling me you’re a virgin?”

Color flooded his face. “Yes,” he said, barely above a whisper.

She searched his expression, waiting for a joke that didn’t come. “You’re serious?” When he nodded, eyes closing in mortification, she let out a quiet breath. “Huh.”

For a moment she looked at him as though recalibrating, curiosity replacing professional detachment. “Why?” she asked at last. “Anything… wrong?” There was caution there now, not unkind, just careful.

“No,” Alan said quickly. “Nothing like that. I’m just… bad with women. I freeze. I never know what to say. They get bored.”

“A virgin,” Suzi murmured, almost to herself. Then she straightened, decision made, and her smile turned warm, coaxing. “Well. That’s something we can fix, isn’t it?”

She shifted closer, uncrossing her legs and angling her body toward his. The scent of her—clean, faintly sweet—wrapped around him. She leaned in until their knees touched. “Let’s start simple,” she said softly. “How about a kiss?”

Before he could answer, her hand slid down, fingers finding the zip of his jeans. Alan’s breath hitched sharply.

“I’ll take care of you,” she promised, voice low and intimate. “I’ll give you a little encouragement while we do.” Her fingertips brushed him through the fabric, unhurried, curious. “Come on,” she murmured. “Let’s get it out. I want to see.”

~~~

Alan lost whatever restraint he’d been clinging to the moment Suzi’s mouth met his. Her kiss wasn’t shy or tentative; it was knowing, deliberate, and it coaxed a low, helpless sound from his throat. After a brief, uncertain hesitation, he answered her properly, lips parting, tongue brushing hers with growing confidence. His hands slipped beneath the robe, fingers skimming warm skin, emboldened by the way she leaned into him instead of pulling away.

She laughed softly against his mouth, a rich, pleased sound, and then she straightened, rising from the sofa with unhurried grace. The robe loosened as she moved, and she tipped her chin toward him, her eyes dark and amused. “You might as well get undressed now,” she said calmly, fingers already working at the belt. “If we’re doing this, we should do it properly.”

The fabric slid from her shoulders and pooled at her feet. Alan simply stared. She wasn’t completely naked—no, she’d chosen far more devastating armor than that. High heels. Hold-up stockings hugging her thighs. And nothing else. No lace, no modesty. Just skin.

“Oh God. Oh Jesus. Oh fuck,” he breathed, voice breaking as his eyes traced the smooth lines of her tanned body, lingered on the generous swell of her breasts, and dipped lower to the neat, dark triangle between her thighs.

Suzi smiled, slow and satisfied, one hand settling on her hip as she shifted her weight, deliberately letting him look. “I’m guessing that’s a good reaction?” she teased, arching a brow. With a flick of her fingers, she urged him on. “Come on. Your turn. Clothes off.”

“Can I—can I take a picture of you?” he asked hoarsely, already fumbling for his phone, eyes wide and glassy with want.

“Maybe,” she drawled. “If you behave.” Her mouth curved. “No face.” She burst out laughing when his hands trembled so badly the image blurred beyond recognition. “Later,” she said gently. “Tell me—what do you think of the shoes? Is this how you pictured me?”

He could only shake his head, swallowing hard. “It’s… it’s better. So much better.” His voice dropped, thick with awe. “You were stunning in Morrison’s, honestly. But this?” He laughed breathlessly. “I can’t get my head around it. You’re unbelievable.”

“I’m forty-five,” she said lightly, as if stating the weather. At his expression, she shrugged, and her breasts moved with the motion, heavy and enticing. “Bits of me aren’t what they were. Legs and tits, though—I’ve always been lucky there.” She smirked. “When I was your age, a man once drove straight into the back of a taxi because he couldn’t stop staring at me.” Then her tone sharpened, playful indulgence giving way to intent. “Right. Enough talking. Strip. I want you naked.”

When he finally stood before her with nothing on, his nerves rushed back in a wave. “I’m… I’m okay, right?” he asked, glancing down at himself. “I mean—am I big enough?”

She rolled her eyes, an exaggerated sigh escaping her as she took in the rigid length jutting proudly from his body. “Honestly.” Closing the distance between them, she wrapped her hand around him, firm and sure. “You’re more than fine.” Her grip tightened just enough to make him groan. “A beautiful cock,” she murmured, eyes flicking up to watch his reaction. “And I’m going to put my mouth on it.” She leaned in, brushing her lips over his. “You’re going to use it on me,” she whispered, promise heavy in every word.

Heat surged through her the moment Alan’s hands closed over her breasts. His touch was eager, almost reverent, thumbs dragging over her nipples as if he couldn’t quite believe they were real. He made these broken little sounds in his throat—half gasp, half moan—while his eyes devoured her, skimming every inch of skin like he was trying to memorize her. When his attention slid lower, his palms cupping her ass with open hunger, Suzi felt a delicious shiver ripple through her. He squeezed, kneaded, learned her shape with boyish enthusiasm before one daring hand slipped between her thighs, testing, exploring.

She caught her breath and smiled. 

“Bedroom,” she murmured, voice gone low and velvety. “I think I want you on your knees for me first.” She glanced at him from beneath her lashes. “How would you feel about tasting me, Alan? Using that eager mouth before I start taking care of you?”

The word tasting alone made his pulse spike. He followed her down the hall like he was under a spell, eyes locked on the hypnotic sway of her hips. The way her backside moved—soft, generous, alive—did something feral to him. Desire coiled tight in his gut, the same raw ache he remembered from his first frantic encounters with porn, that aching need that demanded release. Except this was nothing like a screen or a fantasy. Watching Suzi walk away from him made all that feel like a shadow play on a cave wall. She was substance and heat and scent, curves and confidence and those impossible shoes. And suddenly, getting himself off felt laughably inadequate.

Not now. Not with her.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” he growled when she paused at the bedroom door and looked back at him, smiling like she knew exactly what she was doing to him.

“Careful,” she teased, eyes glittering. “You look ready to jump me.”

He wanted to. God, he wanted to. But she slipped away again, quick and sure, leaving him stranded for a second in the hallway, fist wrapping around his cock just to keep himself from losing it. He followed her into the bedroom in a haze, barely registering the wide bed or the furniture. None of it mattered. All he could see was Suzi—her stockings stretched over long legs, the sharp elegance of her heels, the smooth, bare promise between her thighs.

She kept the shoes on as she climbed onto the bed, turning so her back was to him, arms straight, knees apart, presenting herself without a trace of self-consciousness. 

“Come here,” she purred, looking over her shoulder. “Get behind me. I want your mouth on me.”

When she reached back and parted herself, Alan froze. Her lips opened slowly, revealing slick, flushed flesh, glistening and inviting. The intimate, obscene beauty of it stole the air from his lungs. The glimpse of her tight little wink behind it all pulled a deep, needy moan from his chest. He crawled onto the mattress, eyes dark, cock heavy in his hand, drawn forward like gravity itself.

She laughed softly when his fingers spread her even wider, his hunger unmistakable. 

“Christ, you don’t waste time,” she cried, breath hitching as his mouth descended, his attention greedy and unfiltered. When his tongue strayed, when he dared to be as shameless as his desire, her laugh turned into a throaty sound of pleasure. 

“You dirty boy,” she urged, voice rough with want. “Yes… there too. I love that.” She pushed back just enough to make her meaning clear. “Be filthy with me. Don’t hold back.”

Alan buried himself between her thighs, mouth greedy and unselfconscious. He brushed his lips and tongue over her, slow at first, then more deliberate, tasting and breathing her in as if he might learn her by doing so. His tongue traced the tight, puckered circle she’d offered him, pressing there experimentally before sliding away again, only to return with more confidence. All the while his hand stroked himself in time with his mouth, skin slick and oversensitive, every nerve ending tuned to the sounds she made.

Suzi’s pleasure spilled out in low, broken noises, the kind that vibrated straight through him and urged him on. He shifted his attention, mouth roaming back to her sex, lapping eagerly, then narrowing his focus when she inhaled sharply and told him exactly what she wanted. He obeyed without hesitation, tongue circling and then flattening against her clit, lips closing to suck gently until her hips rocked back against his face.

After a while—time had gone syrupy and indistinct—Suzi exhaled a laugh and glanced back at him. “How about I return the favour?” she murmured, voice rough with arousal. “Would you like me to suck you too?”

“Fuck, yes,” Alan breathed instantly. His free hand gripped the soft weight of her arse, fingers sinking in as if he needed the grounding. He was still stroking himself, almost dazed by the feel of her skin, by the fact that this was real.

“I’m not exactly calm myself,” Suzi admitted. She shifted and rolled onto her stomach across the bed, reaching toward the bedside table. “Come here. Lie down. I want to stretch out over you.”

Alan did as he was told, eyes flicking to the drawer she’d opened and the soft pink dildo she drew out. His stomach fluttered with nerves. “What’s… what’s that for?” he asked, unsure if he should be bracing himself.

She smiled, amused and unapologetic. “For me. I’m going to take care of myself while I take care of you.” Her tone turned playful. “Must be something about breaking in a virgin. I’m ridiculously turned on. I’m enjoying this.”

She settled herself over his thighs, her body angled across him, propped on one elbow, legs opening languidly. She slicked the toy with a swipe of saliva and dragged it teasingly over her folds before pressing it closer, rubbing herself with slow, knowing strokes.

Alan groaned. “Aren’t you always horny?” he asked, half awed, half overwhelmed by the sight.

Her hand closed around him then, firm and practiced, gliding up and down as she eased the rounded tip of the toy inside herself. She pulled a thoughtful face, lips pursed as if considering the question. “Sometimes,” she said lightly. “Not always. Trust me—most of my guests don’t look like you.”

“Oh.” The word slipped out flat, the reminder of her work landing heavier than he’d expected.

She caught his expression immediately and laughed, a quick, affectionate sound. “Hey.” Her voice softened, then thickened again with need. “I’m horny right now.” Her hand tightened, her strokes more certain. “And right now I’ve got a gorgeous, nervous, young cock in my hand, and I plan to enjoy it.” Her eyes met his, dark and intent. “Forget the clock. I’ll pause it. Let’s just… have fun.”

Alan’s breath hitched when her mouth closed over him, heat and wetness swallowing the swollen head of his cock. “Oh—God,” he choked, hands curling into the sheets. “Shit, Suzi… you’re incredible.”

He couldn’t stop watching her—her cheeks hollowing slightly as she took him deeper, the way her lips stretched around him, the subtle roll of her hips as she worked the toy against herself. Pleasure stacked and surged inside him, dizzying and intense. “This is—” He broke off with a helpless sound. “This is amazing…”

Suzi closed her lips around the swollen, dark crown, drawing him deep enough to make her jaw ache pleasantly, her hand tightening at the base to control the rhythm. Her tongue worked him with greedy intent—slow, then suddenly assertive—while soft, broken sounds spilled from her throat without any attempt to disguise them. Nothing about her reaction was performative. The heat pooling between her thighs was real, a thick, needy pulse that spread upward, staining her chest and neck with a warm flush she couldn’t hide even if she wanted to.

She’d been honest with him. Moments like this were rare—those times when a client slipped past routine and sparked something genuine. Alan had done that from the beginning. His politeness, the way he hesitated before touching her, the awe in his eyes when she took him into her mouth—it all got under her skin. He wasn’t arrogant or demanding; he was open, stunned, reverent. And the fact that everything was new to him, that each sensation stole his breath in sharp little sounds, only made her wetter. Every gasp he gave her fed the ache inside her as she rocked against the toy, sliding it in and out with increasing urgency.

She pulled back just enough to let the tip glide over her lips and cheek, slick and shining. Pre-cum streaked her skin as she dragged him slowly across her face, deliberately messy, her eyes locked on his. His stare had gone feral, dark and helpless, and it sent a shiver through her.

“You like it when I suck you?” she murmured, her voice low and rough, tongue flicking out to taste him again.

“Suzi—oh, Jesus,” Alan breathed, his chest lifting sharply as he watched her.

She smiled around him, pressing the thick head flat against her tongue, savoring the weight of it. “It’s beautiful,” she said, reverent and filthy all at once. “So hard. So full.” Her hand pumped him harder on the last word, the motion jostling the dildo against her clit, sending sparks through her nerves. The promise of release hovered close now, no longer distant. “And I’m going to be the first woman you fuck,” she went on, the words spilling out raw and unfiltered. “My pussy is going to be the first place this goes.”

She lifted her gaze to his face, watching the effect land, her own need making her reckless with language.

“Can I?” he pleaded, thrusting into her fist. “Can I fuck you soon? I want to be inside you—Suzi, please.”

The desperation in his voice hit her like a shot of electricity. She groaned, eyes sliding shut, her head tipping back as her hair spilled over his stomach and thighs. Her hips rocked harder now, the bed responding to the force of her need as she drove herself toward the edge.

“Oh God—kiss me,” she panted, breathless and shaking. “Alan, kiss me. I’m so close—I’m going to come…”

~~~

Alan could only stare. Suzi had rolled away from him, sprawled back against the sheets, thighs open without shame, her body arching as if pulled by invisible strings. One hand worked the latex cock with ruthless precision, driving it into herself as her pleasure crested and broke. Her breasts bounced and shuddered with every sharp breath, nipples tight and flushed, while her cunt clenched greedily around the thick intrusion. She was beautiful in it—raw, undone—her pretty face contorted, breath tearing out of her in snorts and broken groans, pleasure so fierce it almost looked like pain.

“God—Alan—kiss me, you bastard,” she cried, voice cracking as her hips snapped upward to meet each thrust. “I’m… I’m fucking coming.” The words dissolved into a needy whimper.

She reached for him blindly, fingers clawing at empty air, a few endless seconds passing before he finally moved. When he did, it was clumsy and hungry. Alan’s hands closed over her breasts, thumbs grazing sensitive skin as she seized his head and dragged him down. She kissed him like she was starving, mouth open, wet, demanding, nearly pulling his tongue from his mouth. He tasted her breath, felt the heat of her skin under his palms as he traced her ribs, her belly, slid down over her hips to grip one lush ass cheek hard. His other hand stroked himself, fast and desperate.

“Oh Jesus—oh fuck,” Suzi wailed, the last of her climax ripping through her. “That was… fuck, that was so intense.” She lay there panting, chest heaving, the dildo still lodged deep inside her, half of it protruding obscenely. Her swollen folds hugged it, slick and needy, even as she reached for Alan again and dragged him into another scorching kiss.

She was breathing into his mouth when she suddenly jerked in surprise. Warmth splashed across her stomach, and at the same instant she heard his sharp grunt. She pushed his face away just in time to watch it happen—Alan spilling himself with abandon, his fist pumping furiously as thick ropes burst free, splattering her skin. It wasn’t a single release; it kept coming, wave after wave, his body shuddering, breath breaking into helpless noises as his head fell back and his hand worked relentlessly.

Suzi watched, enthralled. The sheer force of it made her laugh breathlessly. “Fuck me,” she said, eyes wide. “How much do you even have in there?”

“I’m—sorry,” Alan groaned as it finally slowed, his voice wrecked. “I didn’t mean to—”

She ignored that, brushing her fingers through the glossy mess spread over her torso, studying the way it clung to her skin. She smiled, slow and wicked. “Come closer,” she murmured, beckoning him with a curl of her arm. “No pun intended. Here.” She pulled him in, wrapped her hand around his still-sensitive cock, and closed her mouth over the tip.

“Th-that’s not—” Alan choked, hips twitching. “That’s bad—”

Suzi only laughed, looking up at him through her lashes, eyes bright with mischief. She made a show of it, moaning around him, licking, teasing, stroking him low near his balls, reveling in the way his body reacted. She knew exactly what she was doing, how her exaggerated hunger would keep him right on the edge, feral and wanting.

Eighteen, she thought with a private thrill. He can stay hard.

At last, with Alan still staring at her as if his eyes might pop from their sockets, Suzi pushed herself upright. She settled into a loose, languid sit on the mattress, legs folded to one side like a pin-up mermaid, her weight braced on an outstretched arm. As she moved, a silvery string of cum swayed obscenely from her chin, catching the light, refusing to fall.

She glanced at him, amused by his stunned silence. “Get me a towel,” she said matter-of-factly, then dragged the edge of a finger beneath her mouth, scooping up what clung there. She examined it with exaggerated seriousness. “I really do need a towel. This is beyond tissues. We’d be here all night.”

Alan swallowed hard, horrified and fascinated in equal measure. “I’m sorry,” he said again, the word tumbling out of him as his gaze kept betraying him—fixating on her mouth, her skin, the way she looked so utterly wrecked by him. “I—I…”

Some darker, more primitive pull stirred low in his gut as he took her in like that, marked and glowing. He was in the middle of thinking how impossibly beautiful she looked like this when Suzi laughed, a warm, throaty sound that snapped him out of it.

“Relax,” she said lightly. “It’s fine. Truly. Now stop gawping and get me a bloody towel.”

He scrambled off the bed at once, all elbows and nerves, padding naked toward the en-suite. His cock hung heavy and sensitive between his thighs, giving an embarrassed wobble with every step as he disappeared into the bathroom.

When he returned, Suzi took the towel and draped it across herself, blotting lazily at her chest and stomach while watching him with open curiosity. “Do you always come like that?” she asked, eyebrows lifting. “So much, I mean.”

Alan flushed, rubbing the back of his neck. “Not usually… not that much,” he said, nodding toward the towel. “Only when I’m really turned on. Is it… too much?”

She chuckled, rolling the towel into a thick, damp bundle. “More than most,” she said frankly, then held it out to him. “Here. There’s a laundry bin in the bathroom.”

He took it and headed back again, using one corner to wipe his still-sticky cock as he went, the sight of his own mess making his pulse thud all over again.

When he came back, Suzi had reclaimed her earlier pose, reclined on one hip, propped on an elbow. She looked at him through her lashes, eyes bright with mischief and promise. A slow, knowing smile curved her mouth.

“It’s probably a good thing you came already,” she said, nodding toward the impressive, weighty arc of his cock. “If you’d put that inside me straight away, you’d have blown in seconds.” One eyelid dipped in a lazy wink. “This way, you might actually get to enjoy your first time.”

Alan’s breath hitched. “Y-yes,” he managed, the word torn from him as a rush of anticipation sent shivers skating up his spine.

She reached out a hand. “Then come here,” she said softly. “Let’s get started.”

He moved toward the bed as if in a dream, the room suddenly charged with meaning. This was it—no fantasy, no late-night imagining. His virginity, right here, right now. His thoughts scattered, trying desperately to capture everything: the look in her eyes, the heat in the air, the way his heart thundered. He wanted to remember every second, to brand the moment into himself forever.

Alan let his gaze travel over her slowly, reverently, as if committing her to memory one detail at a time. From the sleek fall of her pale blonde hair down to her bright, knowing green eyes, the cute uptilt of her nose, the wicked little smile tugging at her mouth—everything about Suzi felt charged, intentional. His attention lingered on her body: the generous swell of her breasts, the soft arcs and hollows of her curves, the faint ghost of lighter skin tracing where a bikini had once shielded her from the sun. She looked lush and real and utterly, devastatingly available.

His cock gave an impatient twitch, heavy and aching, and his hand went to it without conscious thought. He stroked himself once, absently, eyes never leaving her sprawled form.

“That’s… that’s so hot,” he breathed.

Suzi shifted, pushing her hips closer to the edge of the bed, settling back against the pillows and opening her thighs without a hint of modesty. The invitation was unmistakable.

“Don’t just stand there wasting that erection,” she teased softly, her voice like warm honey. Her fingers skimmed along the inside of her thighs as her heels dug into the quilt. “Come here. Get up here with me.”

Alan climbed onto the mattress, moving between her legs on hands and knees, his body humming with nerves and anticipation. He hovered over her, close enough to feel her heat, close enough to smell her skin.

“Here,” Suzi murmured.

She reached down, wrapping her hand around him with confident ease. A few slow, deliberate strokes made his breath hitch. With her other hand, she parted herself, angling her body as she guided him forward.

“Lower,” she whispered. “That’s it. Kiss me.”

Their mouths met, her lips firm and unhurried, and she kept hold of him the whole time, positioning him with calm precision.

“I usually insist on protection,” she said casually when she pulled back, her fingers still firm around his girth. “My health isn’t negotiable.” Her eyes flicked up to his, playful but intent as she drew him closer, the head of him brushing against her. “But you…” She smiled, slow and conspiratorial. “You’re different.”

She winked, and then she pressed him forward, the broad tip nudging into her softness.

“For a first time,” she went on, guiding him over her slick heat, grazing her clit just enough to make them both shiver, “it should be simple. Natural.” Her voice dropped. “Bare. So we’ll do it like this.”

Alan’s heart slammed against his ribs. He sucked in a shaky breath, arms locked as he held himself above her, staring down at the exact place where he was about to disappear into her.

“Easy,” Suzi crooned.

She drew his face down to hers again, kissed him—slow, wet, unhurried—then pulled back and held his gaze.

“Now,” she said softly. “Push in slowly. Don’t rush. Slide into me. All the way. When you’re there, stop. Hold still. I want you to feel it—feel where you are, feel me closing around you.”

“Oh God…”

The sound tore out of him as she took him in, her body enveloping him in a rush of liquid heat that made his vision blur. He groaned, overwhelmed, every nerve screaming as she swallowed him inch by inch. When he was fully seated inside her, buried to the root, he froze, stunned by the intensity of it.

He looked down, disbelieving, and then back at her, his head shaking slightly.

“I’m… I’m inside you,” he murmured, awe-struck. “I’m really inside you, Suzi.”

She smiled up at him, eyes dark and satisfied, holding him there as her body pulsed gently around his cock, exactly as she’d promised.

“Yes,” Suzi whispered, dipping her chin in a slow, deliberate nod, the word carrying more weight than she expected. A sudden softness bloomed in her chest, catching her off guard. “You are. You’re inside me.” Her voice dropped, roughened with breath. “It’s us, right here. You’re… you’re fucking me.”

Alan swallowed hard, mesmerized. His gaze stayed fixed on the place where their bodies joined, where her skin hugged him so closely it felt unreal, as if she had been made precisely to take him. He stared like he needed proof, like if he blinked it might vanish.

She smiled at his wonder, at the way his awe radiated from him. “Slow,” she murmured again, her hands smoothing up his arms as her hips gave the faintest roll beneath him, a coaxing motion rather than a demand. “There’s no hurry. Let it be gentle first.”

Her eyes held his, warm and intent. “I don’t feel this very often,” she confessed softly, thumb brushing his bicep. “So let’s linger in it. Let’s taste it.” Another subtle shift of her body, a welcoming squeeze that made his breath stutter. “Just be here with me. Feel it. Enjoy it.”

~~~

It unfolded exactly the way Suzi had intended. From the start, she kept him tethered with her voice, murmuring soft instructions whenever his rhythm faltered or his enthusiasm threatened to race ahead of her patience. Her breath skimmed his ear as she coaxed him to slow down, to savor the long, wet slide of himself easing through her heat, the way her body welcomed him inch by inch.

“For someone so new to this,” she whispered, teasing warmth threaded through the words, “you’re doing beautifully.”

She caught her bottom lip between her teeth, scrunching her nose in that wicked, playful way of hers, and Alan nearly lost his mind at the sight.

“Really?” he groaned, chest shuddering as he stared down at her, caught by the sharp, feline intensity of her gaze locked on his. “You’re not just… saying that to make me feel better, are you?”

“No,” Suzi grunted, lifting her hips to meet him, urging him deeper. She wanted to feel him fully for a few strokes, wanted that delicious stretch as her own need climbed closer to breaking. “I mean it. You’re hard—so hard—and thick. I can feel every movement. You’re rubbing me exactly where I need it.”

“You’re incredible,” Alan breathed, almost dazed by the reality of her, by the obscene, wet sounds her body made as it clenched and slicked around him.

Suzi laughed softly and pulled him down into another kiss, slow and open-mouthed, letting him taste her smile. “You’ve mentioned,” she said when they finally parted, her voice low and amused.

“This is… unbelievable,” he panted. “God, it’s fantastic.”

Her answer was to fold her legs, bending her knees and lifting her heels off the bed. “Hook me,” she ordered, breath roughening as she rolled her hips into position. “I need more. Don’t hold back now. Get in there, Alan.” Her voice broke into a growl as she guided him with her body. “I want it rough. Pound me. Wreck my pussy.”

When he obeyed, the sound filled the room—skin striking skin in thick, wet smacks that matched the force of his thrusts.

Suzi cried out, a raw, hungry sound, her hand slipping between them. Her fingers found her clit and worked it hard, relentless, while Alan moaned above her, words tumbling out in broken, incoherent bursts. Her breasts bounced and rolled with every drive of his hips, and he couldn’t tear his eyes away.

“I never want this to end,” he mumbled, transfixed, watching her body take him, watching the way she unraveled beneath him.

“Then don’t stop,” Suzi shrieked, desperation sharpening her voice. “I don’t care how long it takes—hours, all day—just don’t you dare fucking stop.”

Something dark and focused flickered across Alan’s face as he took in her expression, the strain of her pleasure, the unspoken demand in her eyes. The hesitation fell away. The shy boy vanished, replaced by a man who understood exactly what she wanted. He snarled softly and drove into her harder, faster, like he was determined to split her open, to pound her into surrender.

“Yes—just like that!” Suzi wailed. “Break me. Smash me. Use my cunt however you want.”

Alan’s breath came out in harsh snorts, his eyes rolling back as his mouth peeled into a feral grin. Riding a surge of reckless confidence, he slammed into her four, five times in brutal succession, growling through clenched teeth, “I could fuck you all day.”

She met him thrust for thrust, lifting herself to take him deeper, harder. “If you think you’ve got it in you,” she shot back, her voice thick, taunting, drenched in need. A predatory smile curved her lips. “Come on, my virgin. Show me what kind of fuck you’re going to be. Show me how hot you can get.”

It stretched on, the minutes dissolving into heat and friction. Alan shifted without thinking, guided by instinct and by the subtle language of Suzi’s body—how she tightened, how her breath hitched, how her hips angled to invite him deeper or dragged him shallow when she needed the drag just right. He experimented with rhythm and reach, circling his hips, then driving straight in, and even with his inexperience he could tell she was teetering. Her body was announcing it for her, loud and unmistakable.

Suzi’s sounds climbed higher, turning sharp and breathless. Her fingers never left herself, slick and insistent, working her sex with a kind of frantic precision. Her head thrashed against the pillow, jaw clenched, eyes squeezed shut as if she were trying to force the pleasure out by sheer will. Then she looked at him—really looked at him—her gaze glassy, feral, pleading.

“Don’t you dare,” she gasped, voice trembling. “Not yet.” She swallowed, breath shuddering as she locked eyes with him. “I’m right there. Don’t fuck this up by coming.”

Alan didn’t slow, didn’t falter. His jaw tightened, every muscle in his body straining as he kept the pressure exactly where she needed it. “I meant what I said,” he forced out, words rough with effort. “I’m not stopping.”

A broken little sound tore out of her. “You don’t have to,” she whimpered, her body starting to quake beneath him. “I’m—oh God—I’m there.” She smacked her fingers against herself, then rubbed hard, relentless, chasing that last inch. Her back arched, her cry tearing free of her chest. “I’m coming,” she shouted, voice ragged and wild. “I’m fucking coming.”

~~~

He carried her straight through the aftershocks, never breaking rhythm, never easing the depth. Suzi shattered beneath him. The blonde cried out, her body bucking wildly, fingers shredding the bedspread and digging into Alan’s shoulders as if she needed something solid to survive it. Waves tore through her—uncontrolled, relentless—her lashes fluttering, jaw clenched tight, breath breaking into raw, helpless sounds that seemed to have no end.

“Jesus,” Alan panted when the storm finally ebbed, his chest heaving as much as hers. “Is it always… like that?”

Suzi’s head tipped back, boneless, eyes still closed as she pressed a trembling hand to his chest and nudged him to her side. Her voice came out rough, wrecked. “Not even close.” She swallowed, dragged in air, then added softly, almost in disbelief, “Nowhere near.”

Alan studied her, brow drawn in confusion, awe still buzzing through him. “You mean… you don’t usually come like that?”

She laughed weakly, a breathless sound. “Darling, in my line of work?” Her chest rose and fell hard. “I can go days without coming at all. Most of the time I just take care of myself with a vibrator if the edge gets too sharp. Sometimes a guest gets me worked up and then leaves me aching, desperate.” She shrugged faintly. “When that happens, I finish myself off later.”

Then she rolled toward him and suddenly grabbed his face, kissing him with hungry insistence. Her mouth crushed to his, tongue sliding deep, demanding, tasting him like she wanted to start all over again. When she pulled back, her eyes gleamed, bright and wicked. “More?” she asked. “From behind, maybe?”

“Fuck yes,” Alan said instantly, nodding, heat roaring back to life inside him.

Suzi smiled, slow and knowing. “Think you can keep going all day?” she teased as she shifted onto her hands and knees.

The sight stole his breath. Her back arched naturally, hips lifted, her body open and offered—lush curves, taut skin, her sex swollen and flushed from what he’d already done to her. Desire rolled through him so hard it made him dizzy.

“God,” he murmured as he moved behind her, kneeling close. “Your body is incredible. Perfect.” His voice broke as he guided himself forward, the heavy length in his hand finding her heat without hesitation.

She glanced back over her shoulder, smiling, her waist dipping as she welcomed him. “You learn fast,” she said. “Didn’t need a word of instruction, did you? You knew exactly where to go.”

And then there was no more talking. Alan groaned, gripping her hips, drawing her back onto him as she cried out again, the two of them falling right back into the rhythm—urgent, hungry, and nowhere near finished.

~~~

Suzi cried out when Alan’s hand cracked against the curve of her backside. The sound echoed sharp and delicious in the air, and she pushed herself back into him instinctively, the softness of her hips shuddering under the sting. Heat bloomed where he’d struck her, spreading fast. 

“Again,” she breathed, needy and bright-eyed. “Spank me.”

He didn’t hesitate. Caught in the raw pulse of it, Alan’s palm landed again and again, a flurry of hard, hungry blows. Each slap made her gasp, her body writhing, her ass flushing deeper shades of pink beneath his hand. She rocked against him, greedy for it, for the ache and the pleasure tangled together.

Twisting her neck, she looked back at him with a crooked, wicked smile. “Well, look at you,” she teased, biting her bottom lip, eyes shining. “Did I wake something up in you?” Her nose crinkled playfully. “Should I be scared of the monster I’ve unleashed?”

His fingers clenched at her hips, anchoring her as he drew almost all the way out of her. His cock slid free in a slow, teasing drag, slick and sensitive, before he pushed back in again, filling her inch by inch. A low sound tore from his throat as he savored the way she took him, her body tight and wet, clutching at him with greedy insistence. He leaned forward, folding over her back, his chest pressed to her, her pussy sounding obscene as it welcomed him home.

“God,” he murmured, voice thick and awed, his mouth brushing the nape of her neck. “Thank you… for being my first.” His teeth grazed her skin, reverent and rough all at once. One hand slid beneath her, then the other, cupping her breasts, squeezing until she moaned, both of them breathless, muttering half-formed praises and filthy little truths.

She whimpered, overwhelmed and glowing. “You’re welcome,” she said, voice shaking as one of her hands slipped between her thighs. “I had no idea today would turn into this,” she confessed, fingers finding her clit, circling it with trembling urgency. “But I’m so fucking glad you noticed my shoes at Morrison’s.”

Alan answered her with short, driving thrusts, his rhythm tight and relentless. His hands worked her breasts like he couldn’t get enough of them, thumbs brushing over her nipples until his hips stuttered. He groaned, helpless and undone, pressing his face into her shoulder as the words spilled out, dazed and worshipful. 

“Jesus, Suzi… those shoes…”

~~~

She perched on the edge of the dressing table, knees spread, heels bobbing faintly as Alan stepped in close, the heavy promise of him nudging insistently between her thighs. He pressed his hands into her legs, urging them wider, his breath rough against her skin.

“I can actually see it,” he muttered, half-awed, half-ruined. “Christ… look at that.”

Suzi tipped her chin down, watching as she opened herself with her fingers, showing him exactly how ready she was, how her body welcomed him without hesitation. The sight hit her hard—heat pooling low, a dizzying rush in her belly. “You’re soaked because of me,” she rasped, disbelief threading her voice. “I didn’t think I could feel like this anymore. I thought I’d burned it all out.”

Alan’s answer was a low, hungry sound. He lifted his gaze to her face, eyes dark, reverent. “I just—God. You’re incredible.”

Then his mouth was on hers. They kissed like they were starving, mouths open, breath tangled, hands roaming as he pushed into her and she took him, inch by aching inch. The table creaked beneath her as their bodies found a desperate rhythm.

The heat climbed fast. Alan leaned back slightly, giving her space to move, and Suzi hooked her legs higher, drawing him deeper, offering herself without restraint. His sounds grew ragged, little breaks in his breathing as he stared at her like he couldn’t quite believe this was real.

“I’m close,” he admitted, voice shaking, then corrected himself with a helpless huff. “I’m not going to last.”

She smiled, sharp and knowing. “So much for all day.” Bracing her hands on the table, she rolled her hips into him, chasing the friction she wanted. “Let me have you,” she groaned, the furniture shuddering with the force of her movements.

“Suzi, I—” His warning dissolved into a broken sound as it surged through him.

She kept moving, deliberately slow now, drawing it out, teasing him right to the edge. “Anywhere,” she urged, breathless and wicked. “However you want it.”

His eyes slid shut as he gripped her hips, leaning back as the last of his control snapped. Suzi watched him closely, felt the telltale pulses deep inside her, her body answering with a shiver of its own. She brushed her fingers over herself, coaxing the sensation higher until pleasure bloomed sharp and bright, pulling a soft, stunned whine from her throat as she rode out the aftershocks.

Alan broke apart with a raw, helpless sound, a sob torn from his throat as the tension finally ripped free. His chest stuttered against her, breath jagged, arms locked around Suzi’s waist as if letting go might undo him. He kept her pinned there while his body emptied itself, the last of it spent deep inside her. Only when the aftershocks dulled did he ease back, and then it all spilled free—warm, slippery, rushing out of her in a glossy stream that clung before sliding down her skin.

He stared, dazed, his cock still slick and leaking as he tried to catch his breath.

Suzi didn’t give him time to recover. With a low, feral sound, she sank three fingers back into herself, pushing them in deep, stretching her swollen heat. Her thumb went straight to her clit, circling hard, no patience left in her. Wet noises filled the room—lush, obscene little sounds—as her body answered her rough touch. His release dripped from her, smearing her fingers, glistening as she worked herself with hungry, practiced strokes.

Alan could only watch, wrecked and open-mouthed, as her hips rocked and her breath turned sharp.

“I’m coming again,” Suzi cried, her voice breaking as pleasure tore through her.

~~~

Suzi didn’t bother with modesty. Stockings hugged her legs, heels clicking softly as she moved through the apartment like it was second nature—because for her, it was. She flicked a glance over her shoulder at Alan, lips curving with lazy confidence. 

“Go on,” she told him, nodding toward the bathroom. “Use the shower. Everything’s yours.” Her smile warmed, indulgent. “You’ve earned it.”

Alan disappeared into the en-suite, letting the spray beat down on his skin, washing away sweat and the lingering tremor in his muscles. The heat steadied him, gave him time to breathe, to process. When he finally shut off the water and dried himself, a flicker of shyness crept in—standing naked now felt different, more exposed than before. Still, he stepped back into the bedroom.

Suzi looked him over without apology. 

“So,” she asked, one perfectly groomed brow arching. “How are you feeling?”

“Incredible,” he said honestly. His eyes traced the generous lines of her body, the way she stood there—hands braced on her hips, unapologetic, knowing exactly what she did to him. He swallowed, knowing with a jolt that it wouldn’t take much for his body to respond all over again. “Suzi…” He exhaled, shaking his head in disbelief. “That was— I mean… it was unbelievable.”

She lifted one shoulder in a careless shrug. “I enjoyed it too.”

He stared at her. “You did? Really?” The question tumbled out of him, raw and hopeful, as if he needed her to swear it.

With a soft, impatient huff, Suzi rolled her eyes and crossed to the dressing table. She slid open a drawer, her movements unhurried, deliberate, and turned back holding a neat fan of banknotes. 

“This,” she said, pressing them into view, “is how you know I’m serious.”

Alan frowned, confusion knitting his brow. “I don’t… I don’t understand.”

“Take it,” she said lightly. “All of it.” Her voice dropped as she tilted her head, a slow, knowing smile curving her mouth while she watched him struggle to keep up. “And,” she added, silky and sure, “call me whenever you like.”

She paused just long enough for the words to land. 

“But next time,” Suzi finished, eyes glinting, “you’re paying.”


The Initiation of Justin

The two women exchanged a tight, conspiratorial smile—one all pale limbs and porcelain prettiness, like a doll lifted from a box, the other a study in dark abundance, black hair spilling over generous curves that refused to be ignored. Nerves skittered between them, a shared electricity that hummed louder because of where they stood. The flat around them was grimy and temporary, a place borrowed for the afternoon: a sink choked with unwashed mugs, a scarred table crowned by an ashtray brimming with stubs, cables snaking across the floor toward hulking lights and camera gear. Four men filled the remaining space, their attention heavy, appraising.

The blonde was zipped into a wedding dress that clung to her narrow frame, white satin whispering over her hips. Her friend wore something meant for celebration rather than vows—a dress that embraced every lush inch of her body, daring the seams to hold. Two of the men mirrored the theme: one done up as a groom, stiff collar and borrowed confidence, the other in a plain dark suit, anonymous but expectant.

The fourth man stood apart. He was older, broader, his face carved hard as if life had used fists to shape it. A cigar smoldered between his fingers, the smoke curling as his gaze roamed the women with unhurried ownership. He gave a satisfied nod and angled the cigar toward the whip-thin man adjusting the camera.

“Should work,” he rumbled, voice soaked in years and whiskey. “Two real lookers. Especially that dark one.” His eyes lingered, hungry, calculating. “Shame the dress won’t play nice with her.” Another nod. “Blonde’s fine for the bride. Pretty enough.” He glanced back again, irritation flickering. “Should’ve gone bigger. No way those tits were ever fitting in what I picked.”

“All right, people,” the photographer called out, clapping sharply as if corralling a film set into order. “Let’s bring it together. Bride and groom, hands linked. Smile like you mean it—you’re madly in love. Perfect. And you two—stand close, grin like proud friends. Wedding day bliss.” The lights flared, hot and blinding, freezing them in manufactured joy as the shutter snapped again and again.

Minutes later, the fantasy had shifted. Both women were on their knees now, thighs pressed to the gritty floor, gazes lifted toward the unblinking lens while they smiled around the thick, insistent erections of the young men hired for the job. The poses changed with brisk efficiency. The dark-haired woman opened wide, lips stretched, her mouth filled by the groom’s hard length, eyes watering as she forced herself to relax, to take him deeper because that was what was expected.

Across the room, the blonde lay back on a sagging sofa, skirts pushed up, knees bent and held apart as the eager “guest” buried his face between her legs. His mouth worked at her, wet and relentless, tongue dragging over her sensitive heat. She turned her head toward the photographer, blue eyes blown wide with disbelief, a silent plea caught there.

This isn’t real. I can’t actually be here… doing this.

And yet she was. It had started as a joke, almost. Her idea. An advert in the paper, a bland promise: Models Wanted. A number scrawled beneath. “A hundred quid, Sylvie,” she’d laughed. “Just posing, tits out. Easy money.” Now the hundred pounds hovered like a cruel punchline, already earned, already spent in her head.

The boxer-faced man—Stan, he’d said his name was—had sealed it with charm sharpened by experience. His eyes had sparkled above a battered, red-veined nose, his voice all rough warmth and cockney bravado. “Tasteful, girls,” he’d promised, flashing a grin. “None of that filthy continental rubbish. Just two beautiful ladies and a couple of handsome lads. Lovely.” He’d shuddered theatrically at the alternative, as if offended by the idea, and they had believed him.

“Porn, Val,” Sylvie had breathed, the word a secret pressed between them. Valerie remembered the spark that lit her friend’s eyes in that moment—bright, daring, almost hungry. The cow was thrilled by it. Not scared. Not hesitant. Aroused. 

“He wants us for a porn shoot,” Sylvie had gone on softly, savoring it. “Us. Naked. Fucking while people watch. Fucking men we don’t even know…”

And, as always, Sylvie’s appetite had steered the course. A fake wedding, a camera, strangers’ hands—she wanted it, so Valerie followed, swept along by loyalty and curiosity and the faint, illicit heat curling low in her belly.

Ray ran the room with clipped commands and restless energy, herding bodies into positions, chasing angles and light. The two young men—predictable as gravity—kept drifting toward Sylvie. Men always did. It was as if something in her lushness called to them on a wordless, biological frequency: the fullness of her hips, the soft pout of her mouth, the lazy confidence in the way she held her body. They circled her like she was meant to be taken, as if some ancient rule demanded they try to sink themselves into her, claim her warmth, spill themselves inside.

Ray caught sight of the dark, dense wedge of hair between Sylvie’s thighs and swore under his breath. Her legs lay open without apology, her sex swollen and glossy, a raw invitation. Even he felt the tug of it, the magnetic pull of that flushed, wet cleft. His fingers tightened on the camera instead of abandoning it entirely, and he swallowed the urge to step closer, to touch.

He channeled the desire into instructions, snapping them out as he rearranged flesh and limbs, pretending not to see how Sylvie’s knees fell apart so easily, how her hips tipped just so, offering everything. 

“You,” he said, pointing sharply at one of the men. “Sit there. Blondie’s going to climb on. Hold it for her—yeah, like that. Face the lens.” 

Valerie bent forward instinctively, cheeks burning. 

“No,” Ray barked. “I want to see you. Legs apart. Open up. Let me see that cunt.”

The stop-start rhythm gnawed at Sylvie. Each pose teased her higher, then yanked her back down, leaving her slick and aching. Finally she snarled, voice edged with fury and need. “Will you just let me fucking come? Getting fucked like this—bits and pieces—it’s not doing anything for me.”

From the shadows, Stan’s gravelly voice cut in, cigar glowing like a watchful eye. “You ain’t here for your pleasure, love.” He tapped ash, unhurried. “You’re here to do what Ray tells you. Now be a good girl.” His gaze dragged over her chest. “Lift those tits. Let that nice young lad there finish on ’em. That’s what he’s here for.”

Later, Valerie fled for the shower, moving sideways like a crab, one hand cupped between her thighs to catch the slick warmth leaking out of her. Water thundered against tile as she disappeared, breathless and shaking.

Ray poured a drink and turned to Sylvie. “Join me?”

The nineteen-year-old—breasts smeared, skin flushed, mouth curved in a wicked grin—looked at him with unguarded amusement. She clinked her glass against his. He would become her first husband.

Hitchin, Hertfordshire. Present day.

He wrote to her. He insisted they weren’t love letters—just thoughts set down on paper. Feelings he couldn’t keep quiet. How her presence unsettled him, how her absence hollowed him out. The notes were delivered in secret, slipped through the letterbox at the pub where she worked, waiting for her like a held breath, like a promise he never quite dared to name.

“Just until I’ve built myself a little cushion,” she liked to say, breezy and dismissive. “Pulling pints, batting my lashes at the regulars.” Harmless amusement, she told herself. A temporary performance while she stockpiled enough cash to buy herself a clean slate.

The pub responded to Sylvia Taylor the way rooms always had. Men gravitated, drawn by muscle memory and hunger, by the promise she wore so easily. She leaned over the bar with practiced ease, cleavage poured generously into view, the picture of a barmaid who’d seen everything, done most of it, and wasn’t shocked by much anymore. She worked the pumps like she owned them, confident hands, knowing smile, her gaze lingering just long enough to suggest that maybe—just maybe—if the night bent the right way, she might let you follow her home and fuck her senseless.

God, to sink into that body again. To be wrapped in its warmth, to press your mouth to hers and taste spilled lager and stale smoke, to drag your tongue down over her soft, generous breasts and keep going until you found the slick, aching heat waiting between her thighs.

The women clocked her instantly. Skirt too short. Blouse straining obscenely. They watched with narrowed eyes and lacquered claws wrapped tight around their glasses as their men turned into drooling idiots. The men, for their part, just grinned and nudged each other, approving, appreciative. Business as usual. Sylvia let it slide off her. She always had.

It was the letters that unsettled her. The careful words. The feeling behind them. Someone was watching her closely enough to put her on paper.

“TIME, ladies and gents, puh-leeze!” Howard called, stretching the word for effect as he wiped the bar. He shot Sylvia a look and jerked his chin toward the door. “Your escort’s here. You might as well scarper, Sylvie—I’ll lock up.”

She followed his gaze and smiled faintly. “He walks me home every night,” she said. “Sweet boy. Properly lovely.”

Howard waggled his eyebrows. “Those are the dangerous ones, love. Handsome too. I’d have a go myself.”

“Don’t you corrupt him with your filthy ways,” she shot back, playful but sharp. She grabbed her bag, checked by habit—phone, purse, cigarettes—then slid out from behind the bar. Every pair of eyes tracked her as she crossed the room, hips swaying with unconscious promise, toward the young man waiting dutifully by the door.

He smiled when he saw her, that shy, open grin. As she drew close his gaze dropped, just as it always did, to the floor, as if looking at her directly might scorch him. Something clicked into place. The words echoed back at her: they’re the ones to watch.

He’d been there every night, steady as a metronome, since those first winter evenings when the dark came early. His mother had insisted—no woman should walk alone at night. Sylvia had accepted his presence with grace, even relief. He was solid, quietly attentive, a young body offering itself as shield. Her unassuming guardian. Her earnest knight, keeping watch as they stepped out into the streets of Hitchin, where shadows waited and men sometimes forgot their manners.

He kept pace with her, hands in his pockets, quiet in that familiar way of his. The silence between them wasn’t heavy or strained; it was worn smooth by habit, by years of shared pavements and lamplit streets. Sylvia had known him forever—or so it felt. Watched him grow into that long-limbed body, that gentle masculinity that seemed to apologize for its own existence. Tonight, though, her mind snagged on Howard’s careless remark, worrying at it as they walked. A slow, unsettling certainty unfurled in her chest.

It had to be him.

When the letters first began appearing on the pub’s doormat, she’d laughed it off, convinced it was Howard taking the piss. He could be catty, sharp-tongued, but cruelty wasn’t his style—especially not aimed at her. She’d abandoned that theory quickly. Then she’d considered the regulars: the loud, red-faced men who smelled of ale and bravado, all bluster and bad spelling. Sweet enough in their way, but incapable of arranging words with that kind of care, that aching precision. The letters were too… considered. Too tender. Too painfully aware of her.

There was only one person who could have written them. Only one who possessed that quiet attentiveness, that emotional fluency that made every sentence feel like a fingertip brushing bare skin.

Justin.

The realization should have felt absurd. Instead it settled into her like a secret warmth, unsettling and dangerous. And complicated. Because his mother—dear, steady Marion—was her anchor. Her refuge. Sylvia slept under her roof, shared her table, leaned on her kindness more times than pride liked to remember. The last thing she could afford was to fracture that bond, to unleash some emotional storm that would leave her unmoored yet again. No roof. No sanctuary. No Marion.

She’d been there before. God, she’d been there.

At twenty-two, she’d stood adrift in the maw of London, swallowed whole by a city that didn’t pause for broken women. Valerie had vanished into some Midlands nowhere with a footballer and a fantasy. Sylvia had been left with nothing but a suitcase and a marriage that had curdled into violence—an estranged husband whose charm dissolved under whisky, whose hands turned cruel behind closed doors. King’s Cross had roared around her: prostitutes with tired eyes hovering near hourly hotels, commuters barging past with clipped urgency, soldiers recalled to barracks over a war most people only half-understood. No one saw her. No one stopped.

No one except Marion.

“Are you all right?”

Sylvia had braced herself for a leer, a predatory glance. Instead she’d found herself staring into warm brown eyes, soft with genuine concern. Marion’s voice had been gentle, unassuming, as if kindness were her native language. Sylvia hadn’t answered. She’d simply crumpled, the tears tearing free of her without permission. Marion hadn’t flinched. She’d taken Sylvia’s wrist—steady, reassuring—and guided her onto the train, carrying her away from the noise and the indifference, back to Hitchin. Back to safety.

Back to the house where Sylvia would find herself, years later, a woman carved by experience and desire, watched with aching devotion by Marion’s son. The boy who would grow into a man with a poet’s heart. The man who would fall helplessly in love with a dark-haired, curve-soft woman whose walk promised sin, whose eyes held stories and invitations in equal measure.

Sylvia let her mind drift to the gulf between who she had been at nineteen and the boy padding along beside her now. At his age she’d been reckless with curiosity, hungry for sensation. She remembered that impulsive trip south of the river, the illicit thrill of Battersea, of Ray‑the‑Bastard with his sly grin and nicotine fingers. The photo shoot had left her aching, raw with want, every nerve screaming as if someone had wound her too tight and walked away laughing. She’d followed him into a grimy pub afterward, swallowed a cheap drink that burned all the way down, and then she’d been on him—had taken him inside her without hesitation. She remembered the shock of him filling her, that thick, insistent heat, the way her body had opened and clenched and begged until pleasure finally tore through her in wave after wave. She’d come so hard she’d gone boneless, collapsing against his sweat‑slick chest, lungs burning, body wrung out and blissfully empty.

Justin, she suspected, knew none of that yet. The thought that he might never have even kissed a girl made something tender unfurl in her chest. She felt it like warmth spreading—affection, protectiveness, a fondness so big it nearly startled her. He was sweet in a way the world hadn’t scuffed yet, and that innocence tugged at her in ways she didn’t entirely trust.

An idea began to stir, tentative at first, then more insistent. It took shape slowly, petal by petal, until it felt purposeful, inevitable. As always, her body answered before her conscience did—heat pooling low, skin prickling with awareness as the implications of that thought teased her senses. But just as Justin’s key rattled into the lock of the blue front door, reality intruded. There was a complication. A glaring one. One she couldn’t simply ignore.

All the while, Justin’s silence was anything but empty. Inside him, everything was noise and motion. The rhythmic strike of her heels on the pavement set his nerves humming, arousing him in a way he couldn’t explain, as if that sound were a direct line to his groin. Those heels were Sylvia—an extension of her confidence, her presence. He pictured her half undressed, that knowing smile curving her mouth, eyes heavy and promising. In his imagination she stood before him in those vertiginous shoes and sheer stockings, her lush breasts barely contained by a corset that seemed built to fail, leaning close enough that he could feel her breath and taste her perfume.

He adored her refusal to dilute herself. Sylvia was unapologetic, carved from her own rules. He watched her drink wine, the stem of the glass cradled between elegant fingers he’d fantasized about wrapping around him, about guiding him. He watched her throw her head back in laughter at the bar, loud and unashamed. Even her smoking—vulgar on anyone else—became something mesmerizing when she did it, the slow drag, the sensual exhale, as if she were performing just for him.

In his mind she spoke to him, voice low and inviting. Come here and fuck me. He imagined her stretched out on the old chaise in his mother’s parlour—never the living room, always the parlour—every inch of her poised and cinematic, like some forgotten starlet from a black‑and‑white film. She wore nothing but the shoes, the stockings, the corset; a cigarette smouldered between her raised fingers. She smiled at him, slow and intimate, then parted her legs with shocking ease, an open invitation that made his breath hitch and his pulse roar in his ears.

They moved through the half-lit, utterly ordinary streets, the kind that smelled of cut grass and parked cars and nothing at all—except her. Justin caught it with every breath: Sylvia’s scent, unmistakable and intimate, as if it had keyed itself to his nervous system. His body answered without permission. Heat flooded his groin, his cock swelling hard and sore against the denim, a conditioned reflex he was powerless to stop.

A flush crept up his neck as memory ambushed him—her underwear, secreted away in a reckless moment he still couldn’t quite believe he’d dared. He saw himself again, breathless and shaking, pressing the fabric to his face, breathing her in until his head swam. There had been the ghost of her perfume, yes, but beneath it something warmer, darker: the unmistakable animal trace of her womanhood clinging to the cloth. He’d spilled himself into it, mortified and ravenous all at once, then hidden it like a crime he both regretted and treasured.

Now his mind ran ahead of him, greedy and unchecked. He wondered how she would taste if he finally dared to find out. He imagined her nipples—substantial, insistent—filling his mouth as he suckled them, felt the texture of her skin beneath his lips. He pictured the slow slide of her tongue against his when she kissed, the way her mouth might open for him, and the fierce, liquid warmth between her thighs as he traced her with clumsy devotion. His thoughts went even further, to places that made his breath hitch: the forbidden curiosity of her most private places, the daring flick of his tongue exploring every hidden contour of her, nothing held back.

Then the spell shattered. They were there.

Home.

Justin’s hand plunged into his pocket, awkwardly navigating past his aching erection as he fumbled for the keys. His pulse hammered, embarrassment and desire tangling tight in his chest. And then—unexpected, disarming—it happened.

Instead of the casual, distant peck he’d grown used to, Sylvia leaned in. Her body pressed warmly against his side, her generous breasts brushing him through her coat, and she kissed his cheek properly. Soft. Lingering. Real.

“Thank you, Justin,” she murmured, her voice low and husky, close enough that the words seemed to vibrate against his skin. His cock throbbed in answer. “You’re such a gent, walking me home like this every night.”

His tongue felt too big for his mouth. “N-no problem, Suh—Sus—Sylvia.” The words tripped over each other, hopeless.

She smiled, already turning away, and he stood there dumbly, watching the slow, hypnotic sway of her arse as she climbed the steps, desire roaring in his blood as the door closed behind her.

~~~

It surprised Sylvia that nerves chose this moment to bloom low in her belly, a faint, insistent flutter she wasn’t used to indulging. Doubt had never been her companion. Still, this—this mattered. It could unravel so easily, slip sideways into something ugly if she handled it wrong. And Sylvia simply would not move without Marion’s blessing. Anything else would feel furtive, a betrayal of the honesty she prized. Especially with Marion. So she held her ground, waiting, pulse ticking a little too loudly in her ears.

Better the discomfort now, she told herself. She had always preferred to seize the difficult thing with both hands rather than let it rot into something worse. Because later—later would be unbearable. When the truth inevitably surfaced, as it always did.

Marion sat opposite her at the small table in the room she half-jokingly called her parlour, studying Sylvia with an expression stripped of warmth. After a beat, she exhaled, dragged her fingers through her hair, and fussed with the stem of her wine glass as if buying herself time. A swallow of rioja followed, and then she finally spoke, voice careful. 

“He wrote to you?”

“Yes.” Sylvia’s answer came easily. “Letters. Gentle ones. Thoughtful.”

Marion shook her head, a rueful little smile tugging at her mouth. “Of course he did. That sounds exactly like him.” Her gaze lifted, searching Sylvia’s face. “And you’re not… upset by it?”

Sylvia let out a short laugh. “Offended? Marion, honestly.” She raised her cigarette case in silent question, and at Marion’s vague, dismissive nod, slid one free and lit it. Smoke curled between them as she continued, more softly. “I was touched. Truly. They were beautiful in their way—so earnest. And anonymous. I didn’t realize who they were from until something Howard said suddenly snapped it all into focus.”

She shifted in her chair, aware of the way the moment tightened, drew inward. This was it. “He’s never been with anyone,” Sylvia said, the words careful, deliberate. “And I can’t help thinking he might… benefit from a little guidance. Just a nudge.” Her voice faltered at the edge of the thought, but she didn’t take it back.

The meaning settled heavily in the space between them.

Marion’s eyes sharpened as understanding dawned. “You mean…” She hesitated, then pressed on. “You’re suggesting that you and Justin…?” A pause, laden and fragile. “You and Justin—together? Making love?”

Sylvia met her gaze and gave a single, steady nod.

Her answer slipped out barely louder than breath, eyes dropping to the table. “Yes.”

The word hovered between them, fragile as blown glass. The silence stretched, grew teeth. With every passing second Sylvia felt her composure fray, nerves skittering under her skin. She took a long, steady pull on her cigarette, smoke filling her lungs like courage, and then the truth burst free of her before she could temper it.

“Yes, Marion. I want your son.” Her voice was low but unwavering now, heat threading every syllable. “I find him beautiful—gentle, thoughtful. He’s lonely in that quiet way that breaks my heart. Too shy, too decent to push his way into a girl’s life. And I…” She swallowed, then let herself be honest. “I would love to be the one who takes his hand. To lead him, slowly. To show him what it means to touch a woman, to please her, to lose himself without fear.”

She inhaled again, the cigarette glowing between her fingers. “But not at the cost of you. Never that. You’ve been my constant when everything else went to hell. You found me when I was lost, picked me up off that filthy platform at King’s Cross, helped me stitch myself back together after Ray—and after all the other men who made a mess of me. I owe you respect, Marion. That’s why I’m saying this out loud, even if it disgusts you.” Her careful diction slipped, the old Essex creeping through despite the polish years and money had layered over it. “’E’s your son,” she finished simply.

The last of her bravado drained away. She pushed back her chair, anger and adrenaline tangling in her chest, and crushed the cigarette into an ashtray with more force than necessary. Her heart hammered; her breath came fast and shallow. She waited, braced for rejection, for loss.

Marion waved a hand, amused warmth softening her face. “There’s no need to work yourself into such a state, Sylvie.” A knowing curve touched her lips. “I think it’s a wonderful idea. Exactly what Justin needs.”

She took a measured sip of wine, watching Sylvia over the rim of the glass, clearly enjoying the shock written across her friend’s features. “Go on, then. Do it.” Marion lifted her palm in mock warning, eyes squeezed shut as if warding off an image. “Spare me the details—and I don’t want him aware that I know a thing about it.” Then she smiled, fond and sincere. “Just do what you’re so very good at. And be kind to him. Especially where his heart is concerned.”

And with that blessing, Sylvia felt the first slow bloom of inevitability unfurl inside her. Desire stirred low in her belly, a warm, insistent throb as she began, already, to imagine her careful seduction of Justin.

~~~

Justin had been uneasy all evening, the kind of unease that settled low and heavy, like wet cement poured straight into his gut. It sat there, dense and immovable, making every breath feel slightly off. Something was wrong. He couldn’t explain it, only feel it—the prickling awareness that animals must get before the ground splits open beneath them. Disaster had a scent, and tonight he could smell it.

“Just us tonight, Justin,” Sylvia had said earlier, her tone light, almost casual.

On its own, the words meant nothing. There was no threat tucked inside them, no obvious edge. And yet they echoed in his head, ominous in a way he couldn’t shake.

It was Saturday. His mother was out for the evening, and Sylvia had the night free. Ordinarily that would have meant mindless television downstairs and Justin holed up in his room, drifting in and out to the parlour whenever he needed his fix of her—stealing glances, collecting impressions, maybe scribbling another private note he’d later hate himself for writing and love himself for keeping.

But tonight was different.

Sylvia looked… dangerous.

Her black hair, cut in its sleek bob, gleamed under the lamps. She wore makeup—just enough to deepen her eyes, gloss her lips—far more than she ever bothered with for a quiet night in. And her clothes… Christ. She was dressed as if she were heading out, not staying home. The skirt rode higher than usual, showing too much thigh when she moved. The blouse clung to her, stretched tight across her chest, and she’d undone more buttons than he’d ever seen before. Three. An unheard-of indulgence.

If Justin tilted his head just right, he could see down into her cleavage—deeper than he ever had. The sight made him lightheaded. It was intoxicating, obscene, and his cock had responded instantly, thickening hard against the confines of his jeans until it ached.

She smelled incredible too—warm, feminine, faintly sweet. But even that wasn’t what unsettled him most. Not the tempting swell of her breasts visible in that open V, not the way his body reacted helplessly to her. It was her attention.

She was watching him. Engaging him. Focusing on him.

“I thought,” Sylvia said, her voice softer than usual, threaded with something almost intimate, “that maybe we could eat together. Share a bottle of wine.” She smiled at him. “What do you think, Justin? Does that sound nice?”

He’d made some pathetic, strangled noise in response, his face burning as words failed him completely. She laughed then, a low, warm sound that went straight through him.

“What’s wrong?” she asked gently. “Do I make you… uncomfortable?”

Did she? God, yes. Especially tonight, dressed like that, looking at him like that. His erection throbbed, trapped and furious, every nerve ending screaming for relief. And then she said the thing that made the weight in his stomach turn poisonous.

“I think we should talk,” Sylvia continued. “There’s something we need to discuss. Clear the air.”

For the next half hour, Justin unraveled.

He paced his bedroom, then lay on the bed staring at the ceiling, then rolled over and pressed his face into the pillow as if he could suffocate his thoughts. Downstairs, Sylvia watched whatever mindless rubbish was on television. The lasagne she’d prepared earlier baked patiently in the oven, filling the house with a domestic, comforting smell that only made him more nauseous.

It had to be the notes. The letters. Somehow she’d figured it out. She’d seen through him. Tonight was the reckoning.

At least his mother was gone. The thought of her knowing—of her finding out—sent a sharp twist of humiliation through him. His chest tightened. He groaned softly into the pillow, his body curling inward as shame and dread clenched around his insides like a fist, squeezing until it hurt.

“Fuck. Fuck. Fuck,” Justin whispered into the dimness of his room, the words falling apart on his tongue. What the hell had he been thinking? What kind of moron poured his hunger, his loneliness, his twisted fantasies into letters and slipped them under the nose of a woman like Sylvia? He squeezed his eyes shut, shame burning hot behind them. Why was he such a disaster around girls—silent, clumsy, knotted up with nerves—while everyone else seemed to slide so easily into beds and bodies?

Nineteen years old and still untouched. The word virgin felt like a brand seared into his skin. At work, during breaks in the stockroom or while unloading deliveries, the guys talked endlessly—boobs grabbed in clubs, mouths on cocks in parked cars, drunken fumbles that turned into triumphant stories. Justin laughed along, nodded at the right moments, pretended he belonged. Maybe some of it was bullshit, sure. But not all of it. And even if only half was real, it was still infinitely more than he had. He had nothing. Not even a kiss. Not even the memory of a girl leaning in close enough for him to smell her shampoo.

Except Sylvia. God help him—Sylvia.

He’d written to her. Again and again. Every letter more reckless than the last. Confessions wrapped in flowery language, desire thinly disguised as admiration. He could see it so clearly now. This dinner, the wine, the soft lighting—it wasn’t romance. It was mercy. She was going to let him down gently, like you did with a puppy that followed you home.

He imagined it unfolding with excruciating clarity. Sylvia smiling sadly, calling him sweet. Darling. Boy. The word made his stomach twist. She’d thank him, tell him how flattering it was, maybe squeeze his hand in that warm, maternal way of hers. Then she’d explain—kindly, patiently—that he was far too young, that he’d meet someone his own age, that she couldn’t possibly see him that way. A nineteen-year-old trainee manager. The thought made him want to crawl out of his own skin. He’d mumble an apology, cheeks blazing, choke down the lasagne, sip the wine like a condemned man’s last meal… and then retreat upstairs to die of humiliation.

While Justin spiraled, Sylvia had been doing the opposite.

She’d started with the food, yes—but she’d lingered over herself far longer. There was intention in every choice. In the bath, she sank into heat and steam, eyes closed, water lapping at her breasts. Her fingers itched to roam, to remind herself how easily her body still responded, but she denied herself with a smile. Later, she told herself. Anticipation made everything sharper. Better. She shaved with care, smoothing her legs until they gleamed, taming her dark curls into something deliberate and inviting, leaving a neat triangle just above her slick, sensitive slit. She laughed softly at her own reflection. A little mystery never hurt.

She dressed slowly, savoring the ritual. Stockings slid up her legs, the whisper of nylon making her shiver. The corset gathered her breasts and lifted them proudly, coaxing them into generous curves that refused to be ignored. She studied herself critically, then dismissed the faint protest of years with a tilt of her chin. She wasn’t done yet—not even close. A touch of makeup, just enough to make her eyes glow. Perfume, light and warm, kissed at her pulse points. When she finally stepped into her heels, tall and unapologetic, she smiled at the woman in the mirror. Still dangerous. Still desirable.

When Justin reappeared, pale and tense, Sylvia saw it all land on him at once. The way he froze in the doorway. The way his eyes betrayed him, wide and hungry, darting everywhere but her face. She felt a slow, private thrill coil low in her belly. Yes. She still had it.

“Wine?” she asked lightly, lifting the bottle, one brow arched. His nod was stiff, almost jerky. As she poured, she noticed his hands—how they trembled, how he refused to meet her gaze. Amusement softened her smile.

“Dinner’s ready,” she said, setting the glasses down. Then, with deliberate calm, she added, “I thought we might talk first.”

And upstairs, in Justin’s chest, his heart began to pound like it was already trying to escape.

Fuck. This was it. Justin felt the dread coil tight in his gut, hot and merciless. There was no escape—no polite excuse, no sudden illness, no dramatic sprint for the door. Even if he ran now, it would only postpone the humiliation. So he dragged the chair back with stiff fingers and lowered himself onto it, spine straight, shoulders tense, like a man awaiting a sentence rather than supper.

Sylvia studied him over the lip of her wineglass, amusement flickering in her eyes. “Why so grim?” she asked lightly. “You look like you’re facing the gallows.”

He couldn’t meet her gaze. His attention fixed somewhere near the tablecloth, his pulse hammering in his ears. “Something troubling you?” she pressed, voice soft, knowing, teasing him because she could.

Then her hand reached for his.

It was barely a touch—just the pad of her finger gliding across the back of his hand, slow, lazy, intimate. She traced idle little circles as if she had all the time in the world. Justin sucked in a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding. His whole body locked, nerves screaming, skin buzzing where she touched him.

“Those letters,” Sylvia murmured, her voice lowered, private.

There it was. The moment he’d been dreading. But his mind couldn’t hold onto the words because everything in him was focused on that single point of contact. Her finger. Her warmth. The shocking intimacy of it. His heart pounded so hard it felt visible, and his cock, traitorous and eager, surged to life, urging him to do reckless, impossible things—kiss her, grab her, tear at her clothes and lose himself in the lush, impossible softness of her breasts, that generous spill of pale, inviting flesh.

Instead, he sat there like stone. Silent. Helpless. A nineteen-year-old idiot drowning in his own nerves.

What does she want from me? The question looped endlessly in his head. He couldn’t read her. Never could read women. She didn’t look angry. If anything, everything about the evening—the wine, the candlelit table, the way her blouse strained around her chest—screamed seduction. And yet he couldn’t move, couldn’t speak. Shyness wrapped around him like barbed wire, reducing him to a blushing, tongue-tied mess.

“I know you wrote them,” Sylvia said gently.

This time she covered his hand with both of hers, enclosing him, anchoring him. Her touch was confident, warm, deliberate. “Look at me.”

The sudden firmness in her tone made him obey. Slowly, with effort, he lifted his eyes to hers.

“And I’m flattered,” she continued.

The words landed exactly as he’d feared. His stomach sank. Here it comes. The gentle rejection.

“A handsome, clever young man writes me letters like a tortured poet,” she went on, smiling faintly. “Anonymous. Emotional. Thoughtful. Of course that would stir a woman’s curiosity. Even one as ancient as me.”

“You’re not old,” Justin blurted, the words tumbling out before he could stop them. He winced, embarrassed, gaze dropping again. “You’re just… you’re—”

“Go on,” Sylvia whispered, squeezing his hands, coaxing. Her voice softened, turned intimate. “Say it. Like you did in the letters. Say everything.”

He looked up again, caught by the intensity in her eyes.

“I think they’re beautiful,” she said. “So full of want. So honest.” Her expression sharpened, just a touch, enough to make his breath hitch. “And now, Justin, I want that honesty from you.”

She held his gaze, unwavering. “Tell me what you’re feeling. Tell me what’s been turning around in that head of yours. All of it. I won’t laugh—I swear.”

Her thumbs brushed over his knuckles, slow and grounding. “Tell me,” she finished quietly, “what you want from me.”

She watched him wrestle with himself, the battle written plainly in the tight line of his mouth and the way his shoulders had gone rigid. Sylvia lifted her hand and cupped his cheek, slow and deliberate, fully aware of how the motion tugged her blouse open just enough. The fabric parted. Air kissed her skin. Justin’s gaze betrayed him instantly, dipping to the swell of her breasts before snapping back up, mortified.

The chair creaked as she shifted, heat pooling low in her belly, impatience thrumming through her veins. Come on, she urged him silently, pulse hammering. You’re undoing me. For a fleeting second, a wicked thought crossed her mind—that perhaps he was far more practiced than he let on, that this hesitance was a game, a careful torment. Her body ached with need, senses sharpened, every nerve humming. Can’t you feel it? she thought. Can’t you sense how badly I want you?

But the illusion dissolved as quickly as it formed. This wasn’t a practiced seducer. This was a young man trembling on the edge of something vast and terrifying, sweetly unprepared for the hunger he’d awakened. All that escaped him was a breathless murmur, barely audible. 

“I think you’re beautiful.”

The words hit her like a blow—soft, sincere, and utterly inadequate to the storm raging inside her. Sylvia swallowed back a groan and forced her voice into calm. “When I was nineteen…” She paused, then veered, choosing instinct over strategy. “…I had a friend. Valerie.”

She reached for her wine, letting the cool glass steady her as she spoke. “One day Valerie found an ad—models wanted, local paper. We answered it together. Turned out to be glamour work. Naked, mostly.” Justin noticed then how her voice had shifted, shedding its careful polish for something earthier, more honest. “We didn’t mind showing our bodies. A bit of skin never scared us. But when we got there—some dingy little flat—it became clear it wasn’t just pictures.”

His pulse spiked. Where was she taking him?

“It was a porn shoot,” she said plainly, eyes fixed on his face as she sipped again. His mouth fell open. “And the idea of it—being touched, being wanted by two men I’d never met—God, it went straight through me. Valerie hesitated. I didn’t. I talked her into it.”

She told him then, slowly, savoring his shock, about the ridiculous staged wedding, the borrowed dress, Valerie as the blushing bride. About how intoxicating it felt to be the center of male attention, to be overwhelmed by hands and mouths, to be stretched thin by desire. She didn’t shy away from the truth—how she’d loved being filled in every possible way, how her body had sung even as the camera clicked.

“I was left aching,” she said at last, setting the glass down. “We posed more than anything. They finished, of course. That was the whole point.” A faint smile tugged at her lips. “My friend worried herself sick afterward, convinced she’d ruined her life. She hadn’t. But I…” Sylvia shrugged lightly. “I needed more.”

Her gaze locked onto Justin, who sat frozen, color drained from his face, desire and disbelief warring in his eyes. “So I took what I needed,” she continued softly. “I didn’t go home unsatisfied.”

She let the silence stretch, thick and heavy, before leaning toward him. “And I feel exactly like that now, Justin.” No coyness left, no games. Just truth. “I want you.”

His breath stuttered. She smiled then—not mocking, but warm, coaxing—and rose from her chair. 

“Come upstairs with me,” she said gently, holding out her hand.

Justin felt as though the room had tipped on its axis. The things she’d confessed—so casually, so vividly—were still echoing in his head, but it was the next moment that truly stole the air from his lungs. Sylvia leaned across the table, her weight shifting, her blouse falling open just enough to threaten scandal, and before he could so much as inhale she pressed her mouth to his.

The bottle wobbled dangerously between them. Her breasts brushed the edge of the table. Justin froze, lips sealed, eyes wide, his body locked in a paralysis that had nothing to do with disinterest and everything to do with being overwhelmed. Heat bloomed through him anyway, sharp and undeniable.

Sylvia pulled back just enough to look at him, her smile softening, coaxing rather than mocking. “Come on, Justin,” she murmured. The whisper of silk and nylon followed her as she rose, heels striking the wooden floor with a decisive rhythm while she rounded the table toward him. “Please. Don’t say no to me.”

She slid her fingers into his hair, slow and possessive, tilting his face up. He blinked, swallowed. “I’ll take care of you,” she said quietly, reassurance threaded with promise. “I’ll tell you everything. You’ll be fine. Better than fine. I swear.”

His mind scrambled—her past, the letters, the photographs, the sudden, devastating clarity that she knew exactly what he was and how new all of this was to him. It was too much, far too fast. And yet she was here, offering herself without hesitation, without apology.

“Sylvie…” His voice cracked.

“Shh.” She pressed a finger to his lips. “Don’t think. Just stand up. Kiss me.”

He obeyed before he fully understood he was moving. On unsteady legs he rose, and Sylvia closed the distance instantly, fitting herself against him as if she’d always known the shape of his body. She felt his tremor and smiled into his throat. “That’s it,” she breathed. “Now… kiss me.”

His eyes stayed open as their mouths met again, his lips parting this time, tentative. Her tongue slipped inside, confident, guiding, and the shock of it sent a jolt straight through him. A sound escaped her—low, pleased—and suddenly his hands were lifting, finding her breasts, squeezing through layers of fabric and boning. They were heavy and warm beneath his palms, and the realization of what he was doing made his kiss turn hungry, almost desperate.

When she finally broke away, he gasped for breath. “You—you really…?”

“Yes,” she cut in smoothly, smiling at his disbelief. “I want you. I want this. With you.” Her eyes darkened. “However you want.”

To prove it, her hand slid down his front, over the tautness straining his jeans. His breath hitched sharply. She didn’t stop. The zipper whispered down, the belt loosened under her practiced fingers, and then she freed him, drawing him out into her hand with a confidence that made his knees threaten to buckle.

“Oh—” He stared down, stunned, as she stroked him once, slow and appreciative.

“Mmm,” Sylvia purred. “Perfect.” She looked back up at him, amused and pleased. “That didn’t take much encouragement, did it?”

They kissed again, rougher now. His hands roamed with less hesitation, skimming her waist, cupping her ass, pulling her closer as if he needed proof she was real. She laughed softly against his mouth. “Not so timid anymore, sweetheart.” Her fingers tightened around him briefly before she let go. “But let’s get you undressed properly. I want to see all of you. Every inch.”

“Sylvia… Jesus… I don’t—” His protests tangled with his actions, because even as he stammered, his hands fumbled with buttons and fabric. Clothes fell away in pieces, his movements clumsy and urgent, confusion and arousal twisting together until there was nothing left to do but stand there, bare and exposed, while Sylvia watched him with open, ravenous interest.

Sylvia eased back a step, one finger resting thoughtfully at her chin, her head tipped as she took him in with slow, deliberate appreciation. Her smile was lazy, satisfied. “Oh, yes,” she murmured. “Very much yes.”

She closed the distance again, her hand wrapping around his restless hardness as if it belonged there. Her grip was confident, proprietary. “Unfasten my blouse,” she instructed, her voice low and rough with promise. “Then my skirt.”

Justin obeyed, breath stuttering as her skirt was impatiently shrugged off with a sharp flick of her heel. She gave his cock a firm squeeze in the same moment, drawing a broken sound from his throat.

When his gaze dropped, he sucked in a breath. The dark curl of hair at her mound framed her sex boldly, unapologetically. “You’re… beautiful,” he breathed, awe-struck. “Jesus…”

Her fingers worked him with slow, knowing strokes, coaxing another groan from him. “And you,” she said softly, warmly. “You’re gorgeous too.”

Still wearing her heels, she circled behind him, pressing the full weight of her breasts into his back, letting him feel her—solid, lush, undeniable. She sank down, kissing the curve of his ass, then reached between his legs. She cradled him there, lifting his heavy balls in her palm, testing their weight. “Mmm,” she teased quietly. “I wonder how much you’re saving for me.”

She let them slip from her hand and wrapped her fingers around his shaft again, the thick heat of him pulsing eagerly. “I’m going to stroke you,” she whispered, her mouth close to his skin. “Slowly. Until you can barely think.”

After a moment she rose again, her hand never stopping. “We won’t rush this,” she said with a crooked smile. “You’d be done in seconds, and I want you with me all night, you magnificent thing.”

She faced him once more. Her tongue slid into his mouth, deep and claiming, while his hands instinctively found her breasts, squeezing their generous weight. At the same time, her fist glided along his length in an unhurried rhythm. Justin swallowed hard, a low sound vibrating in his chest as his eyes fluttered shut.

“Let me take care of you,” Sylvia murmured against his ear. “Just stand there. Let me do everything. Feel it.” She punctuated the words with a slow lick at his nipple, making him shudder. “And imagine how much better it’s going to be when I finally have you inside me. Because…” She smiled against his skin. “…I am going to fuck you.”

One hand continued its steady work, guiding him closer to the edge, while her other arm slid around his shoulders, pulling him flush against her side. She watched his face carefully, the tension, the pleasure, the way sensation rippled through him. His expression went unfocused, then his eyes opened again, dazed, searching, until they found hers.

“How did I end up here?” he groaned softly, disbelief and bliss tangled together. “How… Sylvia… I—God… it feels so good.” His voice dropped to a reverent whisper. “So good. Your breasts…” His gaze lingered there, on their lush movement, helplessly captivated.

“Because you were kind to me,” Sylvia said softly, her voice smoothing over him like warm silk. “Because you’re a sweet boy, and you blush so easily. I could see how nervous you were, how badly you wanted someone to guide you.” She brushed a lingering kiss against his cheek, tender and unhurried. “So just breathe, Justin. Let go. You don’t have to think about anything at all. I’ll look after you tonight… and any other night I’m here.” Her mouth curved. “We could do things together. Naughty, delicious things. Would you like that? Could you enjoy yourself with me?”

Her hand never left him. Her breasts, her thighs, the gleam of her heels, the whisper of stockings against skin—everywhere he looked, there was her. And she was touching him. Choosing him. The reality of it crashed through him in dizzy waves. This wasn’t a fantasy. This was Sylvia, saying his name, promising him pleasure.

“Sylvia,” he groaned, the sound torn from deep in his chest. “I think I love you.”

She chuckled low and warm. “No, darling. That’s lust,” she corrected gently. “Nothing more than raw, hungry wanting.” Her eyes glittered with knowing amusement. “Men have always looked at me like this. I suppose I give off something… a signal.” She shrugged, laughing as her accent thickened. “Dunno. Might be these big tits of mine.” Her fingers tightened deliberately around his thickness. “Whatever it is, you feel it too, don’t you? Look at you—shaking, all worked up.”

Then her gaze sharpened, serious and intent. “But we’ll analyze your feelings later.” Her palm skimmed across his chest, nails teasing. “Right now, I need to take care of you.” She kissed him again, slow and wet, while her fist began to move with purpose. “And when you’ve come for me,” she murmured against his mouth, “then we can fuck.”

“Yes,” he breathed, head falling back, body loose and helpless. “Yes, please—oh, Sylvia…”

Her own cry slipped free as his body seized. He groaned, hips jerking as pleasure ripped through him, and his release arced high, splashing against the polished wood. She watched, rapt, her eyes bright, her core tightening with want.

“That’s it,” she urged, thrilled. “Let it go. Don’t hold back. Just feel it—every pulse of that beautiful spunk spilling out of you…”

It kept coming, hot spurts followed by shuddering gushes, his mouth forming nonsense sounds as he helplessly drove himself into her grip. At last, as the final thick dribble eased from him, he stood there stunned and breathless. Sylvia sank gracefully to her knees, a needy sound escaping her as she guided him forward. One press of her hand and his hips obeyed, offering her what she wanted.

She took him into her mouth while he was still hard and sensitive, cheeks hollowing, tongue flicking eagerly as she cleaned him. He stared down at her, dazed, as she looked up with a wicked grin, lips stretched around his swollen length, savoring every last trace of him.

I’m inside her mouth, he realized, dazed and shining with it. Her lips wrapped around him, her tongue warm and skilled, drawing him back to life even as he stared at the splatter on the floor. She’d done that to him. With her hands. With her mouth. The truth hit him all at once, a rush so dizzying it made his chest ache with joy. And then he remembered what she’d promised—what was still to come—and his heart nearly burst. She was going to fuck him.

“You filthy boy,” Sylvia teased, laughing as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, utterly unembarrassed. Her eyes glittered with intent. “I think we should relocate. My bedroom will be far more comfortable. Are you up for that?”

Justin nodded so hard his neck ached, and they abandoned the cooling dinner and neglected wine without a second thought.

On the stairs, halfway up, the sight of her bare ass swaying ahead of him proved too much. He reached out, hands closing around her hips.

She laughed and glanced back over her shoulder. “Careful now. These heels demand respect.” Then her expression darkened, heat flooding her face. She lowered herself onto a step and spread her legs without ceremony. “Lick me,” she ordered. “Lick my cunt.”

The word shocked him, thrilled him, sent a sharp pulse straight to his groin. The way she opened herself—so casual, so unapologetic—left him breathless. Her sex glistened, swollen and inviting.

“Go on,” Sylvia snapped. “On your knees. Kiss it until I—oh, fuck…”

His breath brushed her, hot and shaky, before his tongue touched her clit. She cursed again, low and filthy, and began to guide him with murmured instructions and soft, broken sounds. Her hips rolled subtly, teaching him rhythm, pressure, patience.

“Use your fingers,” she panted, her face tight with need. “Two of them. Inside me. Don’t stop—don’t you dare stop licking.”

He obeyed, clumsy but eager, and that was enough. Sylvia cried out and shoved his face hard against her, grinding herself on his mouth as pleasure tore through her. She rode it shamelessly, trembling, breathless, until it finally ebbed and left her gasping.

“Oh my God,” she breathed, breasts rising and falling wildly. “That was divine.”

She noticed his face, smeared and stunned, his eyes fixed helplessly on her chest. Laughing, she lifted her breasts in her hands. “Yes,” she said smugly. “The boys do love Sylvia’s big tits.” She offered him a nipple, delighted by his expression. “Upstairs. On the bed. I’ll ride you, and you can suck on these. Sound good?”

And that was how Justin lost his virginity—beneath a woman decades older, infinitely more assured, who kept every promise she made. She straddled him, took him into her body, let him feast on her breasts while she chased her own pleasure. To her surprise, and his astonishment, he drove her to a groaning, helpless climax.

“Oh God, sweetheart,” Sylvia moaned later, as he slid into her again, slow and reverent. “I think I’m going to enjoy you very much.”

He began to move, and she lifted her hips to meet him, welcoming every thrust. “Fill me,” she whispered. “Kiss me and give it all to me.”

And he did.


The Widow's Lesson

They say that if you truly remember the sixties, you must have missed the point of them entirely. I’ve always smiled at that. I was eighteen in 1964, and my recollection of those days is sharp enough to cut glass. Every smell, every sound, every small humiliation is still there, neatly filed away. I was young, yes—but untouched by the things everyone else seemed to be diving into with such hungry abandon. No pills, no powders, no smoky rooms where reality blurred at the edges. And sex? That was still something theoretical to me. My eighteenth birthday arrived in February, wrapped in cold and snow, and as that pale morning crept in, it felt like the universe itself was conspiring to keep me exactly as I was—curious, aching, and untouched.

Three months later, nothing much had changed.

“Morning, Bernie,” I said, the words automatic as I stepped into the depot at the start of yet another day.

“Morning, lad,” he answered, the same greeting he’d used every morning since I’d started. His hands never paused, methodically folding the thick blankets we used to cocoon furniture before hauling it in and out of houses across the rolling stretches of North Yorkshire.

Bernie was the driver; I was his mate. The van belonged to an auction house that made its living emptying other people’s lives—room by room, memory by memory. He was only in his mid‑fifties, but time had not been gentle with him. His face was a roadmap of deep lines, his hair a wiry mess that refused to be tamed. From a distance, he might have passed for a drifter, someone the wind had worn thin. Up close, though, the illusion cracked. Despite the rough exterior, Bernie was meticulous about being clean, about order. It was a strange, endearing contradiction.

We spent long hours together, sealed inside that van as it climbed hills and dipped into valleys, the road unwinding endlessly ahead of us. You learn a lot about a man that way. Bernie talked—about everything. Mostly about women. His stories spilled out in lush, repetitive detail, each one more outrageous than the last. If half of them were true, his youth had been a relentless parade of pubs, spilled beer, and women eager to be bent over tables or pressed against brick walls. According to Bernie, he never went home alone.

The war years, he claimed, had been even better. Wives left behind, restless and lonely, while their husbands fought somewhere far away. Bernie spoke of them with a crooked grin, a Woodbine cigarette forever clinging to his lower lip. “I did my bit,” he’d say, eyes sparkling. “Kept morale up back home.”

I listened, half fascinated, half bewildered. It seemed impossible that so many willing women had once existed, because they certainly weren’t finding their way to me. Whatever fire had burned through Bernie’s generation had fizzled by the time it reached mine—or maybe I simply didn’t know how to strike the match. All I knew was that while Bernie reminisced about bodies and beds and breathless nights, I went home alone, desire coiled tight inside me with nowhere to go.

“Nearly done, lad,” Bernie said at last, snapping me out of my thoughts. “Get in the van. We’ll be off.”

I climbed in, the door slamming shut behind me, unaware that my life was still idling at the curb—just waiting for the right moment to shift gears.

I hauled myself into the passenger seat I knew like the back of my hand, tucking my bag of sandwiches and my flask into the narrow space between us. The vinyl was cold through my trousers as I settled in. A moment later Bernie slammed the rear doors with a metallic thud that echoed through the van, then lumbered around to the driver’s side and wedged himself in behind the wheel. The engine coughed, caught, and we set off, rattling and growling our way along the familiar ribbon of roads toward Malton, a neat little town poised between York and Scarborough.

The drive passed in the usual companionable silence, hedgerows blurring by, the smell of petrol and old upholstery wrapping around us. When we finally pulled into the drive of the address we’d been given, I took in the place with a low whistle. It was a big Victorian house, the sort that carried its history in every brick and window frame. We were early, annoyingly so, and had just finished our first brew—tea strong enough to stand a spoon in—when the crunch of tyres announced someone arriving behind us.

Bernie froze mid-sip. 

“Fuckin’ hell,” he muttered, reverent, almost awed. “Have a look at that, lad.”

He jerked his chin toward his window. I followed his gaze, puzzled for a heartbeat—then my door was rapped sharply from the outside. I looked down, and my breath snagged.

She was blonde, polished, and unmistakably grown, the kind of woman who filled space without trying. From where I sat, the line of her coat gaped just enough to give me an intimate view of generous, creamy cleavage that made my ears burn. Her mouth moved again, the words dulled by the glass.

“Well? Are you coming in or not?”

She didn’t wait for an answer. Turning on her heel, she strode away with purpose, hips moving beneath tailored fabric, and unlocked the heavy front door as if she owned not just the house, but everything—and everyone—in it.

Inside, Bernie did his usual circuit, eyes sharp and calculating. 

“Three trips,” he declared at last. “Maybe more if we’re unlucky.”

I could already feel it in my shoulders: load up, back to the yard, unload, then do it all again. A full day, maybe longer.

Mrs Chambers—because that was her name, we soon learned—kept her distance at first. Cool. Polite. Almost frosty. But Bernie, infuriating man that he was, chipped away at her reserve with that battered grin and his relentless stream of sly remarks. I watched it happen with a mix of embarrassment and reluctant admiration. For all his rough edges, he had a knack. By mid-afternoon she was laughing, really laughing, her composure softening, eyes bright, body angling toward him as if drawn by habit or hunger.

She appeared again with a tray balanced expertly in her hands, tea and biscuits laid out for us like an offering. 

“So,” Bernie said, leaning back against a crate, voice loaded with mischief, “you selling up then, love?”

I winced at the word, certain she’d bristle. Instead, she smiled—a slow, indulgent smile—and set the tray down on an upturned tea chest. As she poured, her movements were unhurried, her blouse shifting with each breath, her presence suddenly impossible to ignore.

“Yes,” she said quietly, and sighed. Her chest rose and fell in a way that drew my eyes despite my best efforts. “My husband died four years ago. It’s far too much house for just me now.”

The air shifted. Even Bernie seemed to tread carefully for once. 

“Must get lonely,” he said, softer than I’d heard him all day.

She didn’t answer straight away. And in that pause, something unspoken hung between us, heavy and charged, as if the house itself were listening.

I expected Bernie’s clumsy question to land like a boot to the shin. Instead, Mrs Chambers’ lashes dipped, her eyes glistening as if the thought alone summoned the ache. 

“Yes,” she said softly, the word weighted with years. “It is lonely. I miss my husband terribly sometimes.”

Bernie lifted his mug, studying the tea as though it held answers. The quiet stretched, thick and intimate. Then she drew in a breath, shoulders rising beneath that generous curve of her chest, and something in her expression shifted. 

“But,” she added, a faint smile teasing her mouth, “life does go on.”

“Aye. Life goes on,” Bernie echoed. To my astonishment, he tipped her a wink.

The reaction was instant. Colour bloomed above her neckline, a warm blush climbing her throat and settling high on her cheeks, softening her elegance into something unmistakably womanly. I felt it myself—an awareness stirring low in my gut as I watched her, suddenly very conscious of the shape of her, the quiet hunger behind her composure.

We finished the tea, crumbs and cups cleared away as Mrs Chambers busied herself, and Bernie and I went back to shifting furniture. Inside the van, as we wrestled a bookcase into place and cinched the straps tight, Bernie snorted. 

“Bet she misses him,” he said, then leered. “Misses the old sausage, more like.” He laughed at his own joke, smoke curling around his lined face. “Did you clock the size of her tits? Bloody magnificent.” He shook his head appreciatively. “And those legs—strong, shapely. That woman’s still got it.”

I ignored him, focused on the ratchet strap, but his words lingered in my mind far longer than they should have.

He wandered off, leaving me to finish securing the load. When I headed back inside a few minutes later, the upstairs room was empty. 

“Bernie?” I called.

“Aye,” came his voice from below. “Just nipped to the loo—must’ve been that tea.”

He reappeared moments later, none the worse for wear. It didn’t strike me as odd then, though the toilet was right across the landing. Bernie had a way of slipping about unnoticed, and I didn’t yet appreciate how deliberate that could be.

By the time we’d unloaded the weight of Mrs Chambers’ married life into the store and locked up, the day had drained me. We said our goodnights, knowing we’d be back in Malton first thing to finish the job. As I climbed into the van, I had no idea just how much tomorrow would matter to me.

Bernie hummed cheerfully as we joined the A64, tapping the wheel in time with his tune. 

“What’s got you so bloody happy?” I asked.

He shot me that knowing grin. “That Mrs Chambers. Looking forward to seeing her again.” Another wink. “You don’t fancy her, then?”

I went hot all over, grateful he didn’t wait for an answer. 

“If I were your age,” he went on, “I’d be circling that one for sure. Sniffing around her like a dog round a bitch…” His voice faded as he drifted into his own thoughts.

Of course I fancied her. Any man with a pulse would. I just didn’t have Bernie’s easy tongue, his shameless confidence. Watching him the day before, seeing the way her cool reserve had melted under his crude charm, I couldn’t help but wonder how a woman like Mrs Chambers might respond to a different kind of attention—quieter, younger, and very, very aware of her.

“I had a little go yesterday, you know,” Bernie announced casually, eyes never leaving the road. 

I swung my head toward him, disbelief written all over my face. He smirked, the corner of his mouth twitching. “Didn’t exactly set the world on fire,” he added. “Seems our lovely widow has a preference for men with fewer miles on the clock than me.” 

He said it lightly, but there was something weighted beneath the words, something that lodged itself uncomfortably in my chest. Bernie kept his gaze fixed ahead, hands steady on the wheel as the van rolled east, leaving me to chew over what he’d just confessed. 

I barely had time to untangle my thoughts before we were turning into Mrs Chambers’s drive. Her Jaguar sat neatly to one side, gleaming in the daylight, and the front door stood open as if she’d been waiting, listening for the sound of our engine. 

“Morning, boys,” she called out brightly as we stepped inside. The kettle was already roaring in the kitchen, filling the house with steam and promise. Whatever reserve she’d worn when we first met her had melted away entirely; the woman greeting us now was warm, open, almost glowing. 

We settled into a steady rhythm, working through the house until early afternoon. Apart from a brief stop for tea, we barely slowed, the hours slipping by under the soft May light. Mrs Chambers moved in and out among us, packing china and ornaments into tea chests, her presence quietly commanding the space. Whenever she passed close, my breath hitched without my permission. Her perfume—something subtle and feminine—caught in my nostrils, and I felt suddenly ungainly, all elbows and clumsy hands beside her composed elegance. 

I stole glances when I thought she wouldn’t notice. Her blouse would part slightly as she bent, revealing the generous swell of her breasts, pale skin framed by cotton and shadow. Each glimpse sent a pulse of heat through me, leaving me flustered and painfully aware of my own body. 

Eventually Bernie disappeared outside, busy rearranging the van like a stubborn puzzle, trying to coax one last piece into place. That left Mrs Chambers and me alone, ferrying wrapped bundles back and forth in what had once been her bedroom. The air felt thicker in there, heavier with memory and something else I couldn’t quite name. 

“Your friend is quite the rogue, isn’t he?” she said lightly, breaking the quiet. 

The question landed squarely on me, far too direct. My mouth opened, then closed again. Confidence deserted me, replaced by a knot of confusion and nerves. 

She laughed softly, misreading my hesitation. “Oh, don’t look so stricken. I’m not offended.” She tilted her head, eyes bright with amusement. “I can tell he’s got charm to spare. A proper ladies’ man. Between the two of you, I imagine there’s been no shortage of… adventures.” 

Heat flooded my face at the implication, my skin betraying me instantly. 

She noticed, of course. Her hands stilled, newspaper crinkling softly as she studied me with sudden interest. “Oh,” she murmured. “Have I stumbled onto something sensitive?” There was a teasing lilt to her voice now, and my embarrassment deepened, colour rushing hotter, brighter. 

She set the bundle aside and stepped closer. Too close. Her perfume enveloped me, warm and intimate, and I became acutely aware of the nearness of her body, the soft rise and fall of her chest. The day was unseasonably warm; I was in nothing but a thin T-shirt, and she wore a light cotton blouse that seemed made to breathe. 

Between the heat, her proximity, and the undeniable pull of her presence, sweat prickled at my skin. My heart hammered as if it were trying to escape my ribs, every sense tuned to her—her scent, her warmth, the quiet promise in the air as she stood there, studying me like she was beginning to see me in an entirely new way.

“Have you ever been with a woman?” 

The question brushed my ear, breathed into me rather than spoken, and it sent a shock straight through my spine. I froze. The room seemed to tilt. Her voice—low, cultivated, intimate—wrapped itself around my nerves, and before my mind could catch up, my body betrayed me. Heat gathered, heavy and insistent, my cock thickening in my jeans as if it had recognized the moment before I had. Her breath skimmed my cheek, warm and deliberate, and the air between us tightened until it felt charged, electric, dangerous.

She didn’t pull away. Instead, she lingered there, close enough that I could feel her presence like a hand pressed flat against my chest. 

“Your friend tried to kiss me yesterday,” she murmured, each word placed carefully. “He amuses me. He’s charming in his way—makes me laugh. But he isn’t what I’m looking for.”

Looking for. 

The words echoed uselessly in my head, slippery and abstract. I didn’t understand them, not really. I only knew that whatever she meant, it wasn’t Bernie. And somehow—terrifyingly—it felt like it might be me.

Her lips touched my cheek then. Barely there. A whisper of contact, softer than I thought possible, like the brush of feathers. It left my skin burning long after she’d moved away. I stood there, stunned, heart hammering, as if I’d been marked.

Footsteps sounded on the stairs. Bernie.

Mrs Chambers stepped back at once, all composure restored, her posture serene, her hands resuming their careful work as though nothing intimate had passed between us. Bernie’s eyes flicked to me, lingering on my flushed face, but he said nothing. Mrs Chambers looked the picture of innocence, calm and gracious, while I stood there feeling as though I’d just woken from a vivid, half-remembered dream.

My thoughts tumbled over each other. Had she been playing with me? The idea didn’t sit right. Teasing for its own sake felt beneath her somehow. If she teased, I sensed, it would be purposeful—part of something larger, something deliberate. That realization unsettled me more than anything else.

By the time the last piece was loaded, my head was still spinning. I shut the van doors while Mrs Chambers locked up the house, now hollow and echoing.

“Thank you, boys,” she said pleasantly, stopping in front of us as Bernie hovered with open expectation. She smiled as if she’d anticipated it all along and handed each of us a small white envelope.

“Much obliged, love,” Bernie said, grinning without a trace of subtlety, punctuating it with a wink that made her laugh.

“Anytime,” he added.

Inside my envelope was a crisp five-pound note—an astonishing sum to me then—but there was more. A neat square of paper, folded with care. I unfolded it with unsteady fingers and read:

_I will be in the Station Hotel, York, on Saturday afternoon. I would be very pleased if you could join me for a farewell drink in the bar at 4 p.m._

At the bottom, just a single initial. G.

When I showed Bernie, he let out a long, impressed whistle. 

“Bloody hell, son. You’re in there,” he said, envy sharp in his voice.

I swallowed hard. “What do I do, Bernie?” I asked, suddenly acutely aware of how young, how unprepared I felt.

He snorted, already climbing into the van. “You go to the hotel on bloody Saturday,” he said, as if there were any other possible answer.

I was a wreck inside. Thursday stretched in front of me like an endless, taunting corridor of hours, every one of them filled with the same looping argument. I had more than a day to change my mind, and I did—constantly. One moment I was resolved, almost defiant, telling myself I would go, that I would look her in the eye and accept whatever she offered. The next, my courage collapsed into a tight knot of dread low in my stomach.

What on earth could I possibly give a woman like her?

Mrs Chambers—Gillian—was polished, worldly, devastatingly composed. She belonged to drawing rooms and cocktail bars, to conversations that glided effortlessly from one clever subject to the next. I was rough at the edges, barely dry behind the ears. I imagined myself sitting opposite her, tongue-tied, hands clumsy, my small-town awkwardness laid bare beneath her knowing gaze. I would bore her. Worse—I would disappoint her. The thought of that made my chest ache with humiliation before it had even happened.

No. I wouldn’t go. I told myself that firmly. Repeated it like a vow.

And then, somehow, impossibly, I found myself pushing open the doors of the Railway Hotel just before four o’clock on Saturday afternoon.

I’d done everything I could to make myself presentable. My best suit—my only suit—hung stiffly on my shoulders. My hair was carefully combed, my skin still carried the faint, clean scent of soap. All of it felt useless in the face of the raw, jangling nerves buzzing through me. My heart thudded too loudly. I was acutely aware of my own body, every breath, every step.

I spotted her immediately.

She was seated on a deep leather chesterfield in a secluded corner of the bar, composed and untouchable, as though the room had been arranged around her rather than the other way round. The bar was quiet, just a few scattered patrons, no crowd to disappear into, no graceful escape. If I turned back now, she would see me go.

My nerve faltered—too late.

Gillian looked up and her face transformed. Her smile crossed the room like a warm hand laid against my chest, intimate and unmistakably meant for me. She lifted her fingers in a small, elegant wave, inviting me to her side.

My legs carried me to her without consulting my brain.

“What is your name, dear?” she asked as I sat down, close enough to feel the warmth of her body through the soft leather between us.

“Simon,” I managed, my voice betraying me, rough and uncertain.

“Pleased to meet you, Simon.” She offered her hand, cool fingers, light grip, and I shook it, painfully aware of how large and clumsy my own felt by comparison. “You must call me Gillian,” she added, her lips curving. “Or Gill, if you like.” The mystery of the single initial dissolved between us.

The drinks appeared as if summoned by her will alone. She lifted her glass of white wine with practiced ease, while I eyed the whisky placed before me. The amber liquid caught the light.

“It feels like such a man’s drink,” Gillian said softly, her gaze flicking to my glass.

I wasn’t fond of spirits, but I nodded and took another careful sip, the burn spreading through my chest, loosening something inside me despite myself.

“Thank you for coming,” she murmured, her voice dropping as she shifted closer along the seat. Our thighs nearly touched now, the proximity electric. “I imagine you’re wondering why I asked you here.”

“Well… yes.” The words came easier than I expected. Maybe it was the whisky. Maybe it was her nearness.

For the first time since I’d met her, Gillian hesitated. A faint crack appeared in her immaculate composure, something vulnerable flickering beneath the elegance. “I’m leaving,” she said slowly. “I sail for Australia in two days. There’s nothing for me here anymore.” She paused, eyes lowering to her glass before lifting back to mine. “And I thought… I thought I might like to give myself a little farewell.”

“So… who else is coming?” I blurted, the words tumbling out before my brain could stop them.

Gillian laughed, a rich, smoky sound that instantly shifted the air between us. The flicker of uncertainty vanished from her face, replaced by that effortless, devastating confidence. “Only you’re invited, darling,” she murmured, her voice dipping low as her hand settled on my thigh with deliberate intimacy.

I couldn’t stop myself from staring at her fingers resting there—cool skin, immaculate nails lacquered a deep, knowing red, rings catching the low light as they framed the slow, possessive pressure of her touch. The sound of her voice, the certainty in it, the weight of her hand anchoring me to the seat—it all slid straight through me. My body responded before I could think, heat gathering, my cock stirring and lengthening, just as it had back in the old house when she’d leaned close and whispered things she had no business saying to a man like me.

“You still don’t really understand why I asked you here… do you?” she said softly.

I lifted my eyes to hers. Gillian’s gaze was a clear, startling blue, steady and intent, stripping me bare without a single word more. “I want to do something reckless,” she continued, her thumb brushing lightly against my leg, almost absentminded. “Something indulgent and deliciously improper before I disappear into my new life. And I chose you.”

For a moment, I couldn’t speak. My throat tightened, my thoughts scattered. I reached for the whisky and took a far too generous swallow, the burn searing its way down as shock and desire collided in my chest. I’d barely set the empty glass back onto the coaster when another appeared in its place, the waiter moving like he’d been summoned by the moment itself.

“You have no idea how hard it was to write that note,” Gillian went on, her tone softening, the bravado slipping just enough to show what it had cost her. “I agonized over it. I risked humiliating myself. I didn’t even know if you’d come.”

Then something shifted. I could see it in her posture, in the way her shoulders squared and her chin lifted. Decision settled over her like silk. “Come,” she said briskly. “Let’s go up to my suite. We’ll talk somewhere private.”

She drained the last of her wine and rose, already reaching for her purse. I followed suit, swallowing the remaining whisky in a rush as she turned and led me out of the bar, her confidence once again unquestionable, magnetic.

The moment the door to her suite closed behind us, everything civilized evaporated.

Gillian was on me instantly, pressing me back against the wood, her body flush and unapologetic. Heat radiated from her curves as she crowded my space, her hands firm, decisive. “Kiss me,” she ordered, and then her mouth was on mine, painted lips claiming me without hesitation.

I barely had time to breathe before her tongue slipped insistently between my lips, demanding entry. I opened for her, instinct taking over, and she groaned low in her throat, the sound vibrating straight through me. She kissed like she wanted to devour me—hungry, relentless—her tongue tangling with mine in a slow, sinuous rhythm. Her hands framed my face, holding me exactly where she wanted me while her full breasts pressed into my chest, soft and overwhelming.

She moved against me like a woman unleashed, all restraint discarded, and I stood there pinned beneath her, dizzy with the taste of her, the feel of her, and the intoxicating realization that this was only the beginning.

“Oh God,” she whispered when she finally tore her mouth from mine, her breath ragged, her pupils blown wide. “Please tell me you’re untouched. Tell me you’re a virgin.” 

I nodded, the truth lodged in my throat, undeniable. Gillian closed her eyes as if the confirmation physically struck her, a long, shaky breath leaving her lips. 

“Thank you,” she murmured, almost reverent. “Thank you.” 

She stepped back then, still holding my hands, keeping me tethered to her even as she put distance between us. Her fingers trembled around mine. “You’re the first truly reckless thing I’ve ever done,” she said softly, a sad smile curving her mouth. 

She spoke as if unburdening herself, the words spilling now that they’d been loosened. She told me how young she’d been when she married, how she’d slipped so easily into being good, loyal, careful. How she’d given herself to one man and built her entire identity around that devotion. How it had been four long years since anyone had touched her with hunger, kissed her with intent, held her as a woman instead of a memory. 

“And then I saw you,” she went on, her voice thinning with emotion. “So young. Blushing. Looking at me like you didn’t yet know what to do with desire.” She shook her head slightly. “I don’t know… I just knew.” 

She needed me to understand, and though I sensed the weight of it, the truth of her choice wouldn’t fully settle in me until much later. Gillian was shedding a skin. She was leaving her old life behind, crossing an ocean toward something new, and before she did, she wanted one night that belonged only to her. Curiosity, loneliness, frustration, longing—all of it braided together and led her to me. 

This night was a threshold. My first step into a woman’s body, and for her, an opening and a closing all at once—a door flung wide even as another was gently shut. 

She turned away and walked deeper into the suite, the sway of her hips deliberate, inviting. “Come here, lover,” she called over her shoulder. 

I didn’t hesitate. I didn’t want to. I let her lead, let her experience—limited though it was—claim authority over my nerves and my hunger. When I reached her, she held my gaze, unblinking, as her fingers went to the button of my trousers. 

The reaction was instant, fierce. My body surged forward, betraying me completely. She fumbled for a moment, concentrating, her bottom lip caught between her teeth in a way that made my chest ache with tenderness. 

Then the button gave way. With a small, victorious sound, she tugged my trousers down just enough for me to spring free, hard and aching, exposed to her cool air and her heated gaze. 

“Oh my,” she breathed, delight blooming across her face. “My… oh my.” 

Her hand closed around me, cool and deliberate, and the shock of it sent pleasure lancing straight through my spine. I gasped, every nerve alive, as she explored me with wonder, as though I were something precious she’d been waiting far too long to unwrap.

A low, helpless sound tore from my chest when her fingers closed around me. Until that instant, my body had been mine alone—untouched, untested—and the simple fact of her hand there, deliberate and knowing, felt almost holy. Heat surged through me, dizzying, overwhelming. I had imagined this moment in a hundred lonely fantasies, rehearsed it in the dark, but imagination hadn’t prepared me for the weight of reality: the glide of her skin, the confident pressure, the way my body responded as if it had been waiting its entire life for her permission.

This was it. I was finally crossing that invisible line. And not with fumbling urgency or awkward haste, but with a woman who was lush and assured, who carried her beauty like a secret she had decided—just tonight—to share. I knew instinctively she would be patient with me, that she would unwrap each new sensation slowly, reverently, as if every touch were something rare. Even then, some part of me understood that this night would lodge itself inside me forever. I would return to it again and again over the years, lifting it from memory like a treasured keepsake, lingering over the textures of her skin, the taste of her, the perfume of her arousal, the quiet sounds she made—before carefully tucking it away again.

I couldn’t have known then how much she would teach me. How a woman’s body holds secrets in places I’d never considered. How mouths and hands and tongues can ask questions as well as answer them. How pleasure is something you give before you claim it. That lesson—placing her desire first—would echo long after the night itself faded.

“Do you like that, darling?” Gillian murmured, her voice low and intimate, pulling me back into the room, back into her hands.

“Oh—yes, Mrs Chambers,” I breathed, nodding helplessly as she continued to stroke me, my pulse thundering everywhere at once.

She laughed softly. “Gillian,” she corrected, a teasing pout on her lips. “Mrs Chambers makes me sound ancient.”

At the time, I had no real sense of her age—only the way she made me feel. I would do the arithmetic years later and realize she was forty‑nine that afternoon, the very day she wrapped her hand around me and changed everything. A glorious forty‑nine. Cared for, confident, exquisitely assembled.

When she stood before me fully revealed, stripped down to nothing but heels, stockings, and a basque, my breath left me entirely. She lifted her breasts free, heavy and alive, their wide areolas flushed, nipples taut and unashamed. They moved when she did, soft and mesmerizing, betraying her arousal despite the earlier flicker of doubt I’d sensed in her.

“Fuck…” slipped from my mouth without permission as I took her in.

She had chosen this precise moment in her life to shed restraint. Time had been generous to her—her breasts full without surrendering, her waist softened, her belly round and inviting, not yet claimed by gravity. She stood at a threshold, ripe and radiant, aware perhaps that change was coming but refusing, tonight, to fear it.

She caught my stare and smiled, proud and amused, hands settling on her hips. “I’ll accept that as admiration,” she said warmly.

I stood there rooted to the carpet, spellbound by the way she looked—undressed but not naked, the careful remnants of her outfit somehow making everything more obscene. The heels lengthened her legs, the stockings framed them, the basque cinched and displayed, and the effect was devastating. Want surged through me, hot and dizzying. My gaze went where it wanted to go, greedy and untrained. I had only ever seen breasts flattened into magazines or glowing on a screen, but this—this was abundance made flesh. They moved when she breathed. They existed for real.

My eyes drifted lower, following the line of her hips to where her stockinged thighs met. Nestled there was the soft shadow of her sex, a natural triangle barely concealed by curls. The blonde on her head was an artful lie; here, the colour was lighter, a muted brown, soft and inviting, hinting rather than hiding. I swallowed hard, my body responding before my mind could catch up.

“Well,” she said gently, amusement warming her voice, “you’ve had a good look at me. I think it’s only fair that I return the favour.” Her eyes met mine, playful but kind. “I’m feeling rather exposed here, darling.”

My hands shook as if they belonged to someone else. I dragged my trousers the rest of the way down, toes catching, shoes kicked aside in clumsy haste. I fumbled with my shirt, yanked my tie free, every movement exaggerated by nerves and heat. When I finally stood bare before her, my face burned. My cock stood out shamelessly from my body, rigid and eager, bobbing slightly with my breath as if it had a will of its own.

“Erm…” She pointed delicately.

I followed her gesture and nearly groaned aloud. Black socks. Still on. Mortification flooded me as I bent to strip them off, my ears ringing with my pulse. Gillian’s quiet laugh floated around me, not cruel—fond, indulgent.

“I’m sorry, baby,” she murmured, her tone softening instantly. “I shouldn’t tease you. You must be terrified.” She paused, searching my face. “Truth is, I’m shaking too. Please forgive me.”

She crossed the space between us, her breasts swaying heavily with each step, drawing my eyes again despite myself. Then she kissed me. Not the tentative brush from before, but a real kiss—slow, lingering, full of promise. Her mouth was warm and practiced, and when she pressed herself against me I wrapped my arms around her instinctively, pulling her close. The feel of her—lush, yielding—was overwhelming. Her breasts flattened against my chest, soft and heavy, and I almost whimpered.

The kiss deepened, tenderness melting into hunger. Our bodies aligned, friction sparking need. My erection, which had softened in my panic, surged back to life with savage insistence.

“Fuck,” I breathed as she reached down and took hold of me again.

Her hand was sure, reverent. She slid my foreskin back slowly, exposing the sensitive crown beneath, and the sensation shot straight through me. She stroked me with deliberate care, her grip confident, her breasts pressed firmly against me as her mouth claimed mine once more. Everywhere I was being touched felt like too much and not enough all at once.

My senses blurred. Pleasure gathered frighteningly fast, a rising heat I didn’t know how to stop. Within moments my body betrayed me completely. I gasped as my cock pulsed and spilled, thick spurts of heat arcing out, splashing across the front of her basque in stark white streaks.

“Oh!” Gillian cried, startled as my release kept coming.

“I’m sorry—God, I’m sorry,” I choked, the words breaking apart as sobs mixed with the aftershocks tearing through me. The relief was violent, shuddering, the culmination of weeks of aching restraint. I had been wound tight with anticipation since her note, my body primed and desperate, and now it all poured out of me in helpless, overwhelming waves.

“That’s all right, sweetheart,” Gillian murmured, her voice warm and soothing, as if she were calming something skittish and precious. “I’ll take it as a compliment.” She glanced down at herself with a soft laugh, watching my release slide slowly over the cotton front of her white basque, stark and obscene against the pristine fabric.

Before I could even process what was happening, she caught the sensitive tip of me against the elastic band at the top of her stocking, wiping me there with deliberate slowness. I shuddered as the last sticky traces clung and stretched, my cock still twitching helplessly. Then she turned away from me, presenting her back, the delicate row of hooks and eyes running down her spine. 

“Undo me,” she said simply.

My fingers were clumsy, still shaking, but I focused on the task with reverence, carefully freeing each tiny fastening. With every hook released, the garment loosened, until at last she stepped out of it completely. The stained basque, stockings, and suspender belt were left in a careless heap, her shoes kicked aside without a thought. She was fully naked now—lush, confident, unashamed.

She reached for my hand and squeezed it gently, grounding me, and led me out of the sitting room and into the bedroom.

Her gaze dropped immediately. “You’re still hard,” she observed, a note of amused surprise in her voice.

“Yes,” I said, unsure why that seemed remarkable.

“Well, you’ve already come,” she said lightly. “I assumed it would fade away. I know young men are meant to have endurance, but I didn’t expect you to stay like this.”

I could only shrug. The truth was, nothing about this felt ordinary. My body was humming, alive in a way I’d never known. This was forbidden fruit at last, and I was ravenous for it. The idea of softening now felt impossible.

“Come here,” she said quietly. Then, almost as an afterthought, “Let me taste you.”

The words hit me like a shock. Before I could respond, she was seated on the edge of the bed, her hand wrapping around my shaft and drawing me closer. Her blonde head dipped, and I felt the whisper of her breath first—warm, intimate—before her tongue traced me, slow and wet, circling the swollen crown. She licked along me with unhurried confidence, from tip to root, as if memorising every inch.

“My husband adored this,” she said with a crooked grin, looking up at me while keeping her grip firm.

“It’s incredible, Mrs Chambers,” I groaned, the old formality spilling out of me without thought.

She didn’t correct me. She simply went back to work, her mouth and hand moving together, lips sealing around me, then releasing, her fist stroking my length in perfect rhythm. Soft, needy sounds slipped from her as she sucked, little moans she didn’t try to hide. When she paused, it was only to breathe, to stroke me more deliberately, her thumb pressing into my thickness.

“It’s been so long,” she whispered, almost to herself. “I’ve missed this.” Her eyes fluttered closed for a second. “So hard… so full.”

She kissed the tip of me with surprising tenderness, then looked up, her blue eyes dark and intent. “I want you inside me, baby.”

She let go of me and eased herself back onto the bed, stretching out, utterly at ease. I stood there for a heartbeat, my cock heavy and eager, then she spread her thighs and beckoned.

“Come here.”

I didn’t hesitate. I climbed onto the soft, yielding mattress and knelt between her legs, my body thrumming with anticipation as I positioned myself where she wanted me.

She opened herself for me with unhurried confidence, her fingers sliding through the soft, pleated heat until the blush of her entrance was bared. It felt like being granted access to something sacred, another secret unveiled. I couldn’t stop staring as she traced slow, hypnotic patterns over herself, circling again and again. At the apex of her sex I noticed a swollen little rise, half-hidden beneath a tender fold of skin, and my breath caught when she began to lavish attention on it—stroking, pressing, even giving it a gentle squeeze, almost possessive, as if it were a miniature version of the cock pulsing between my legs. 

I didn’t know then what I was witnessing, not really. That knowledge would come later, with experience and confidence. In that moment it was simply mesmerizing—her pleasure made visible, tangible, and utterly intoxicating.

“Lick me… please,” she begged, the words breaking apart as they left her mouth. “Oh God—lick me, I can’t bear it.” Her breath came in ragged pulls, her face tightening as the fingers of her other hand slid inside her, working herself with urgent need.

I lowered myself between her thighs, my face hovering just above her warmth. Gillian caught my cheeks in hands slick with her arousal and guided me the rest of the way, pressing me firmly against her. Unsure, reverent, I touched her with my tongue for the first time. The taste and scent of her—rich, musky, alive—hit me all at once, and the heat of her desire sent a violent throb through my body. It was raw instinct, primitive and demanding. Every part of me wanted to drive into her, to lose myself in her softness and spill everything I had inside her without restraint.

That was when she slowed me, grounding me with her voice and her touch. In murmured phrases, broken by sighs, she taught me control—how restraint could sharpen pleasure, how denying myself for her sake would only make my own release more powerful when it finally came. She showed me that giving was its own kind of dominance, its own reward.

Her guidance came in whispers, punctuated by moans that told me when I was doing it right. Minutes blurred into something timeless as I learned the language of her body—where to linger, where to tease, when to press and when to ease back. Those lessons stayed with me long after, etched into muscle memory. Gillian’s patient instruction was a gift I carried into every lover who followed.

“Baby… my clit,” she gasped, her voice shaking. “Right there—don’t stop.” Her thighs tightened around my head, trembling, her hips lifting as she arched off the bed, offering herself more completely. I had been there so long my jaw burned, my lips were tender from the constant slick heat of her, my tongue aching yet unwilling to rest. And still she wanted more, her body demanding it, pulling me deeper into the rhythm of her pleasure.

Now I understood the rhythms of her body. I could feel it in the way she tightened around nothing, in the sharp hitch of her breath, in the needy tremor that ran through her thighs. Gillian had already crested under my mouth—more than once—and the tension coiling through her told me she was racing toward another edge. When she came, she did it loudly, unapologetically. The elegance she wore like armor in the outside world fell away, replaced by something raw and filthy and glorious. At first it had startled me, that torrent of obscenities spilling from such a poised, articulate woman. Now it thrilled me.

Her orgasm crashed over her as I worked her exactly the way she’d taught me earlier, my tongue firm and relentless where she needed it most. She cried out, voice breaking, words tumbling over each other in a frenzy of pleasure. Her body seized, eyes clenched shut, breasts jumping as the pleasure ripped through her in waves. I felt her shudder beneath my mouth, felt the pulse and flutter of her need as she surrendered to it completely.

When the tremors finally eased, she was flushed and breathless, skin glowing with heat. Without a word she shifted beneath me, determined, insistent, until I was stretched along her body, the weight of her pressing up into mine. Her face was a beautiful ruin—smeared makeup, tangled hair—and she looked at me like a woman starved, like nothing in the world mattered except what came next. Her hand slipped between us, sure and practiced, guiding me toward her slick, waiting entrance.

I hesitated, just for a heartbeat, suspended in the warmth radiating from her, aware that this was a line I would never uncross. Then I pushed forward, and she took me in. The sensation was overwhelming—heat, softness, a yielding pull that stole the breath from my lungs as I slid deeper. She opened for me, inch by inch, until I was fully inside her, claimed by her body.

“Yes,” she breathed, satisfaction lacing every syllable. She told me how long it had been, how much she’d missed this, her voice low and intimate as her hips began to move beneath me. Then her words turned sharp and hungry, urging me on, demanding more. The contrast was intoxicating—the refined woman undone, asking for me without restraint.

I obeyed. I drew back until I was nearly free of her, then drove into her again, hard enough that our bodies met with a wet, undeniable sound. I lifted her legs over my shoulders, changing the angle, thrusting deeper, each stroke finding something new inside her that made her cry out. She came apart beneath me, hands fisting in the sheets, nails biting into my back as she pulled me closer, marking me as hers. The sting only fueled me; the knowledge that I would wear her scratches for days felt like a badge of honor.

She didn’t need long before the tension built again. I felt it in the way she clenched, in the desperate sounds she made as I fucked her, one hand roaming over her body, squeezing and teasing her breasts. I bent to her, my mouth closing over her sensitive flesh, drawing her deeper into the pleasure she was already spiraling toward, both of us lost in the fierce, consuming heat of it.

“I’m going to come, Simon,” she cried, her voice breaking apart, raw and unrestrained. “I’m… I’m… fucking… coming—”

The warning barely reached me before her body betrayed her. Gillian clenched hard around me, a sudden, desperate grip that stole my breath. “Mrs. Chambers—fuck…” I groaned, the sound torn from my chest as her orgasm detonated. The way she pulsed, fluttering and milking me, dragged my own release out of hiding, and I spilled into her, thrusting deep as my body answered hers.

Her eyes flew open at the sensation, dark and bright all at once. “It’s so hot,” she breathed, a lazy, satisfied smile curving her mouth as she felt me emptying inside her. “I can feel you coming.” Then her head fell back against the pillow and she let out a long, shameless moan, the echo of it hanging in the room.

When the tremors finally eased and my cock softened just enough to slip free, I withdrew and caught sight of myself—slick, shining with the evidence of us both. Gillian lay sprawled amid the wreckage of the bed, skin damp, chest rising and falling, legs open without a thought. Between them, she was still leaking, her body slow to close after what we’d done.

I should have been spent. Instead, the sight of her—undone, flushed, gloriously ruined—kept me hard, desire coiled tight and hungry. 

“Jesus,” she murmured when she noticed, half-laughing, half-amazed. “Do you ever run out? You’re insatiable.”

I smiled, boldness settling into me like it belonged there. “I’m not finished with you, Mrs. Chambers,” I said, lifting my sticky length as if to prove the point. I wanted her again—wanted to feel her wrapped around me, wanted to take more.

She gathered herself, pushing upright before turning and rolling onto her hands and knees. Her back arched naturally, her full, generous ass lifted high, an unspoken promise. “From behind,” she said softly, then rocked her hips in invitation. “Take me like that.”

I didn’t hesitate. Kneeling behind her, I guided myself forward, nudging into her heat and parting her swollen, slick folds. As I pressed back inside, she sighed—a low, satisfied sound—as I filled her again. My hands found her hips, fingers digging in, anchoring myself as I pushed deeper.

It felt different this time, smoother, her body already drenched with what I’d left behind, but still unbearably hot. I could feel her inner muscles working around me, squeezing and releasing as I thrust.

She met me stroke for stroke, pushing back eagerly, her ass shuddering with every impact. I leaned over her, close enough to feel the heat of her skin, and reached forward to cup her breasts. They were heavy and warm in my hands, swinging with each movement. I squeezed, kneaded, trying—and failing—to hold all of her at once.

My rhythm quickened, need sharpening with every thrust. I handled her roughly now, palms sliding, fingers pressing deep into soft flesh. 

“Fuck me,” she urged, her voice turning rough again, unfiltered. “Fuck me like a bitch. Go on—pound me. Squeeze my tits and fuck my cunt.”

Hearing those words in that composed, cultured voice shattered something in me. I was right on the edge, heat roaring in my blood. 

“You love it, don’t you,” I growled back, answering her filth with my own. “You fucking slut.”

I let go of her breasts and brought my hand down hard against her wobbling arse, the sharp slap echoing through the room as she gasped beneath me.

“Yes—yes—I fucking love it,” she cried, driving herself back onto me with renewed hunger, meeting every thrust as if she couldn’t bear the distance between us.

I cracked my palm against her ass again and again, the sound sharp, the flesh beneath my hand heating until it bloomed a rosy pink. The sight of it, the feel of her taking everything I gave her, unraveled what little control I had left. My fingers dug into her hips, anchoring her as I surged forward, burying myself as deep as her body would allow. The release tore through me without warning. I groaned, helpless and shaking, as I spilled into her again, my pleasure breaking loose in thick waves that left me sobbing against her back, filling her already slick, welcoming heat.

Her second climax rolled through her more gently this time, a long, languid ebb rather than the violent storm before it. As the tension drained from her body, she sank forward, easing down onto the mattress, and I followed, stretched out along her back, spent and breathless.

After a moment she shifted, slipping out from beneath me and turning onto her side. Her expression softened when she looked at me, all heat replaced by tenderness. We kissed slowly, lazily, mouths barely moving, as if neither of us wanted to disturb the fragile calm settling between us. My heart was still racing, thudding hard against my ribs, and at last my cock began to soften, tender and flushed from the relentless way I’d used it, sensitive to the slightest brush.

“How do you feel?” she asked quietly, a note of concern in her voice, as though she understood exactly what she’d taken from me as well as what she’d given.

“Incredible,” I murmured. “Absolutely incredible. You’re… you’re so beautiful.” The words dissolved on my tongue. Nothing I could say came close to capturing the swell of sensation and emotion coursing through me.

I was already tumbling toward something dangerous, something deeper than lust. Even now, years later, she still has her hooks in me. If she hadn’t vanished from my life the very next day, I’m certain she would have consumed me completely. Her leaving hit harder than I would ever have expected—maybe I was too raw, too open after my first time—but it branded itself into my memory. I still marvel at the strange perfection of it all, the way chance and timing twisted together so that such a breathtaking woman chose that moment, chose me, for her beautiful lapse in judgment.

Perhaps she sensed my sudden seriousness, because she laughed, light and bright, and slipped out of bed with the easy grace of someone half her age. “Let’s take a bath,” she said. “I really need one.” As she spoke, she dragged her middle finger slowly along her swollen lips in a deliberately obscene gesture that made my half-soft cock twitch in reflex.

We spent the next half hour tangled together in the deep, steaming tub, the air heavy with scent and warmth. Water sloshed over the sides as we moved, touching constantly. I took every excuse to explore her again—gliding soap over her pale, silky skin, cupping and washing her magnificent breasts, rinsing them clean before pressing my mouth to her wet flesh, kissing her until she sighed and leaned back into me, content and glowing.

By the time we’d blotted ourselves dry with the hotel’s absurdly plush towels, my body had already betrayed me. Gillian’s skin carried a fresh, intimate scent—soap and woman and something uniquely hers—and my cock had begun to swell again, heavy and insistent between my thighs.

She noticed instantly. Of course she did.

“Easy there,” she chuckled, eyes dropping to the evidence with wicked fondness. “We’ll feed you first. I’m starving.” Her smile sharpened, promise threaded through every word. “After that, we can come back and you can use that beautiful stamina of yours properly. As many times as you like.”

She leaned in to kiss me—slow, unhurried—then closed her hand around my still-sensitive shaft and gave it a teasing, affectionate squeeze that made my breath hitch. Before I could even respond, she turned and walked away, leaving me standing in the warm, steamy bathroom, obedient and aching.

Dinner blurred into candlelight and wine and the constant awareness of her knee brushing mine beneath the table. Back at the hotel bar, we settled onto the same deep leather chesterfield where the evening had first begun, but everything felt different now—charged, intimate, inevitable. Gillian had made serious progress through a bottle of crisp white wine, her cheeks flushed, her laughter loose and musical.

She reclined against me without hesitation, long legs draped across my lap, utterly unconcerned with who might be watching. Her perfume and warmth wrapped around me, and my cock strained painfully against my trousers, trapped and throbbing.

“Oh,” she murmured, pressing closer, grinning up at me with wine-bright eyes. “I can feel him. Poor thing’s desperate.” She leaned in, lips brushing my ear. “Take me upstairs. I want you inside me.”

The elevator ride was torture. The moment the suite door closed behind us, she was on me, mouth demanding, tongue sliding against mine with hungry confidence. It felt eerily familiar—this sudden, breathless collision just inside the doorway—but this time I didn’t hesitate. I kissed her back with intent, with certainty, with hands that now knew exactly what they wanted.

I explored her body greedily, palms molding to her generous curves, fingers sinking into her soft flesh. I cupped her breasts, squeezed her ass, groaned into her mouth as my cock begged for release.

I pulled away first.

Guiding her toward the bedroom, I took my time undressing her, reverent and deliberate. Each button, each slip of fabric revealed more of her—warm skin, creamy and inviting—and I kissed every newly exposed inch. When she stood naked before me, she didn’t shy away. She planted her hands on her wide hips and tilted her pelvis forward, chin lifted, eyes daring me to do my worst.

I didn’t keep her waiting.

My clothes hit the floor in a rush, and my erection sprang free, thick and rigid, eager as if drawn to her by scent alone. I dropped to my knees and set my mouth to work, guided by instinct and the confidence she’d given me earlier. I tasted her deeply, shamelessly, until her cries filled the room and her body tightened around the surge of her release.

I didn’t stop.

Before her pleasure could ebb, I went back to her, tongue and fingers relentless, coaxing her open again, stroking her clit until it throbbed, plunging into her slick heat as I pushed her higher. She clutched at me, gasping, shaking as I drew another climax from her, determined to leave nothing untouched, nothing unsatisfied.

I guided Gillian onto the bed, easing her onto her side, her body warm and pliant beneath my hands. I slid in close behind her, fitting myself to the elegant line of her back, and drew her hips gently toward me. My erection brushed against her slick entrance, and when I pressed forward, she inhaled sharply, a breathy gasp that went straight through me. I sank into her slowly, deliberately, until I was fully seated inside her heat, then stilled there for a heartbeat, letting us both feel the intimacy of it.

When I finally began to move, it was unhurried, a languid glide in and out that made the most of our closeness. Her spine curved beautifully against my chest, the swell of her hip rocking back to meet me, and the simplicity of the position—our bodies spooned together—felt unbearably intimate. I kissed the back of her neck, tasting her skin, and she answered with a low, rough sound of pleasure that vibrated through her chest and into mine.

“Oh yes, baby… that’s perfect,” she murmured, her voice thick and hungry. “Just like that. Love me. Please—just love me.”

I held her as though she mattered more than anything, thrusting deep but gently, savoring every ripple of sensation along my shaft. Each slow stroke felt reverent, almost awed; I was acutely aware that this woman was the one who had opened this world to me, who had taught me how good it could be. I wanted to make it last, to drink in every moan and shiver.

Then she pushed herself up on one elbow, changing the angle, and the sight of her—offered, confident—snapped something taut inside me. I reached around her body, my hands finding the generous weight of her breasts, kneading them, teasing the sensitive peaks. My rhythm changed, growing firmer, faster, my hips driving with new urgency as her soft flesh filled my palms.

“God, Gillian… you’re so tight,” I groaned, her name slipping from me easily now, naturally. I nipped at the nape of her neck, unable to resist, and wrapped my arms around her, pulling her back onto me, sharpening every thrust.

“Yes… that’s it,” she urged, breathless now. “Don’t stop. Fuck me. Make me come.”

She threw her top leg over mine, opening herself fully, and reached between her thighs. I could feel the faint scrape of her nails beneath me as she touched herself desperately, her movements quick and sure. Her body tightened, and when her orgasm hit, it took her completely—her muscles clenching rhythmically around me, milking me as she cried out.

The sensation dragged me over with her. I came hard, a raw sound torn from my chest as I spilled inside her, my body shuddering while I clutched at her breasts, holding on as wave after wave broke through me.

We didn’t stop there. The night stretched on in a blur of skin and breath and tangled sheets, waking only to touch each other again, to sink back into that shared heat. Dawn eventually brushed the edges of the curtained window, pale and insistent, and still my desire hadn’t faded. I came twice more in the lazy, unguarded hours before morning, the last time spent and tender, my release spread across her face and breasts as she laughed softly and pulled me close, uncaring, pressing her slick warmth against my chest. Wrapped around each other, sticky and satisfied, we finally drifted into sleep together.

By the time afternoon slid toward evening, I was standing on the platform with a hollow ache gnawing through my middle, as if something vital had been scooped out and left behind. The air smelled of oil and warm metal, the kind of ordinary detail that suddenly felt unbearable because it meant the world was continuing without her. My chest felt tight, my pulse loud in my ears, every second stretching thin as I waited for the inevitable.

Then the train lurched into motion, the deep, guttural roar of the diesel engine vibrating through the concrete beneath my feet. Carriages began to glide past, slow at first, then gathering confidence, carrying her away from me mile by mile. Gillian leaned toward the window and lifted her hand, her smile brave and soft all at once, the kind that’s meant to reassure but only sharpens the loss. I raised my own hand, numb, watching her recede as the train pulled south toward London—toward her life, her obligations, her distance.

As the last carriage disappeared down the track, the platform felt suddenly too wide, too empty. I stood there long after she was gone, the echo of her wave burned into my mind, knowing with a sinking certainty that something irrevocable had just slipped out of my grasp, leaving me alone with the silence and the devastating knowledge that she was gone from me, perhaps for good.


Exposed: A Session with Sarah

“I was wondering if I could take some photographs,” I said, the words tumbling out before I could soften them.

Her brows lifted, graceful arcs of surprise that made my pulse stumble. 

“Oh?” The single syllable held curiosity, not rejection.

I was shaking, suddenly acutely aware of the open street behind me, the possibility of curtains twitching, neighbours glancing out. The grocery bag dug into my fingers, its weight exaggerated by the camera hidden inside, as if it were humming with intent. Heat crawled up my neck. I rushed on, terrified she might shut the door or worse—laugh.

“I’m sorry,” I blurted, breathless. “I just… I heard you do that sometimes. Pose for pictures. You know.”

For a beat, she only studied me. Then her expression shifted—surprise melting into something knowing, deliciously secret. Her mouth curved into a slow, sly smile as she crossed her arms beneath the generous swell of her chest. The movement pushed her breasts together, carving a dark, hypnotic valley I couldn’t help but stare at as she leaned her shoulder into the doorframe, utterly at ease.

“Did you now?” she asked, amusement glinting in her eyes. “And who told you that?”

A spike of panic shot through me. “Uh… just some lads,” I said, wincing.

She rolled her eyes and laughed softly, the sound easing the tight knot in my chest. “Never mind,” she said, dismissive and playful. “That’s not important.”

She straightened, uncrossing her arms, the loss of that view almost painful. After a brief pause, she met my gaze again, calm and direct.

“It’s sixty quid for half an hour,” she said.

The words landed like a spark to dry tinder. A rush of exhilaration flooded me—she was saying yes. My body responded instantly, a visceral throb of anticipation as I imagined her posed just for me, confident and lush, dressed in nothing but a bikini and high heels. That was what I wanted to capture. That was my obsession.

I’d discovered it years ago, sneaking a look at one of my dad’s old VHS tapes, the ones he kept hidden away in a battered leather bag in the boot of his car. Watching naked bodies collide had been thrilling, sure—but it was the image of a mature, voluptuous woman in a skimpy bikini and towering heels that burned itself into me. Ever since, that combination had owned me completely.

And now, standing on her doorstep, camera in my bag and permission hanging in the air between us, that long-held fantasy felt dangerously close to becoming real.

There had always been talk about Sarah Bennett, the kind of low, suggestive gossip that drifted through a neighbourhood when someone didn’t quite fit the beige pattern of suburban life. I’d caught fragments—half-heard comments about her doing some modelling on the side, hints that she’d posed for photos. Some people swore she’d go all the way, bare skin and nothing hidden. Others, more daring, claimed she’d even been in a few dirty little films once upon a time. No one ever seemed to know for sure, and that uncertainty only fed my curiosity.

She lived three doors down from us, close enough that I couldn’t pretend she was some distant fantasy. I saw her regularly—heading out to the shops, climbing into her car, laughing with a friend at the gate. She was always bright, open-faced, attractive in a confident, grown-woman way. Not flashy, not outrageous. Just… magnetic. The kind of woman you’d look at twice without quite knowing why. Entirely normal on the surface, which somehow made the rumours about her feel even more intoxicating.

In my head, though, I stripped away that normality. I imagined her posed under hot lights, a skimpy bikini hugging her curves, high heels elongating her legs. I’d jerk myself hard to those thoughts, chasing that sharp, shuddering release while trying to reconcile the everyday Sarah with the version of her who might spread herself for a camera. The idea of being the one behind the lens—of directing her, capturing her—made my cock throb with a need I barely understood.

I’d toyed with the idea of asking her so many times, building it up, tearing it down, chickening out at the last second. I was eighteen; she was in her thirties. Her maturity intimidated me—the easy way she carried herself, the confidence in her stride when she passed our house, as if she owned every inch of pavement beneath her feet. I knew she’d been married once, that there’d been a divorce somewhere in her past, but the details were a mystery. She had a daughter, only a few years younger than me, still at school on that early afternoon when I finally forced myself to walk up and knock on her door.

Sixty pounds. The number rang in my head, heavy but thrilling. It was a lot of money, but the thought of half an hour with Sarah—really with her—made it feel like a bargain. Especially if she’d slip into a bikini and those heels I couldn’t stop imagining.

“Uh-huh… all right,” I croaked, the words coming out thick and awkward.

Her smirk stretched into a full smile, blue eyes glinting with amusement as if she could read every filthy thought flickering behind my face.

“When were you thinking?” she asked, casual, almost playful.

I hesitated, then lifted the shopping bag like a nervous offering. “Uh… now?”

Her gaze flicked past me, down the quiet street, before returning to me with a small nod. 

“Okay,” she said slowly, “but I’ll need a few minutes to get myself sorted.”

She gestured up at her hair, then smoothed a hand down her skirt and blouse. “I’m a bit of a state. I need to fix my face and change. How about… an hour?”

The disappointment hit me hard, a tight, needy ache in my gut. She’d said yes—that was everything—but the idea of waiting made me restless, almost frantic.

“You look fine,” I blurted, suddenly desperate, the words tumbling out before I could stop them.

She laughed softly and rolled her eyes. “That’s sweet, but no. I really do need to get ready. You can’t photograph me like this.”

She tilted her head, studying me, brows knitting slightly when I muttered, “Yeah, but… an hour?”

“You’re Danny, right?” she said.

I nodded. She watched me for a moment, something thoughtful passing over her face, then her expression softened.

“Tell you what,” she said, “you can come in and wait, if that makes you feel better.”

“Can I?” The surprise was naked in my voice. “You really mean it?”

She snorted a quiet laugh. “Of course. Why wouldn’t I? You don’t have to sound so shocked.”

I laughed, breathless with it, the truth spilling out before I could stop myself. “Sorry. I just… I honestly can’t believe you said yes.”

Her brows drew together, not unkindly, more puzzled than anything. “Why wouldn’t I?” she asked. “I know who you are. I’ve chatted with your mum a handful of times. As long as you’ve got sixty quid, we’re square.”

The mention of my mother sent a sharp flicker of panic through me, cold and sudden. “You’re not going to tell her, are you?”

Sarah let out a short, incredulous laugh. “Tell her what, exactly? And why on earth would I do that, Danny?”

I shrugged, pulled a face that probably made me look even younger, more out of my depth. The conversation kept zigzagging, never quite landing where I expected, while underneath it all my body throbbed with a wanting I couldn’t hide or understand. My cock felt too big, too awake in my jeans.

“You really think your mum would be thrilled with me taking my clothes off for you?” she said dryly.

That seemed to crystallise something for her. Her expression sharpened, thoughtful, and she folded her arms again, studying me with a seriousness that made my stomach tighten.

“You are old enough for this, though, aren’t you?” she asked.

I nodded fast, heart kicking hard against my ribs. “Yeah.”

“You’re sure?”

“Uh-huh. Definitely.”

“When did you turn eighteen?”

“February.”

“And the year?”

I told her. She went quiet after that, eyes drifting away from me for a moment as if she were weighing something private, measuring risk against impulse.

“Well,” she said finally, lips pursing, “I suppose it’s all right. Provided it doesn’t come back to bite me on the arse.”

“It won’t,” I blurted. “I swear. I won’t tell anyone.”

She tilted her head. “What about your mates? You’ll want to show them, won’t you?”

“No,” I said immediately. “Not if you don’t want me to. I won’t.”

Another pause. Then she sighed and jerked her head toward the hallway. “Come on. Let’s go inside and talk properly. Better than standing out here where every nosy sod on the street can stare at us.”

That was how I ended up in her living room, perched stiffly on the sofa with a mug of tea I didn’t even want warming my palms, while Sarah sank into a wide leather armchair opposite me, perfectly at ease with her own cup.

The quiet stretched, thick and awkward. She watched me openly, calmly, while I squirmed under her gaze, cheeks burning, tongue glued uselessly to the roof of my mouth.

She took a slow sip of tea.

Then she looked straight at me and said, “So… what happens now?”

I swallowed. “I—I’ve never done anything like this. I just… I don’t really know what I’m supposed to do.”

She smiled, amused again. “You hand over the money, and you take photos of me.” A soft laugh slipped out of her, and she shook her head as if she found the whole thing faintly adorable. Then her expression gentled, sympathy easing into her features. “All right. I get it. You’re nervous. And excited. You’re young. You want pictures of a woman taking her clothes off.” Her eyes flicked down and back up. “That about right, Danny?”

Heat rushed into my face, fierce and embarrassing.

“Uh… not naked,” I said quickly, staring at my trainers as if they might save me. “I mean—I just wondered… do you have a bikini?”

“A couple,” she said easily. There was a pause, her mouth curving as she looked at me. “Is that what you want?”

I shifted on the sofa, heat crawling up my neck beneath the weight of her attention. Saying it out loud felt unreal—my nerves jangling like live wires—while she sat there utterly composed, as if we were discussing the weather instead of the thing that had my pulse hammering.

“Uh… yeah. A bikini,” I said, the words barely making it past my lips.

“Not naked?” she asked, casual, almost amused.

I lifted one shoulder and risked a glance at her before my gaze dropped again, tracing the pattern in the carpet like it might save me. 

“If you want,” I added, hating how uncertain I sounded, as if I’d done something wrong by even thinking it.

Her mouth curved. “You’re paying me, Danny. Clothes, bikini, or nothing at all—it’s your call.” She shrugged lightly, like it meant nothing, then pinned me with a look that made my stomach flip. “Thirty minutes. I’ll do exactly what you ask.”

The words landed low and hard. Excitement twisted through me, hot and dizzying, my body reacting before my brain could catch up. I was painfully aware of how aroused I was just sitting there, breathing the same air as her.

“And… high heels,” I blurted, the honesty spilling out before I could stop it. “Bikini and high heels.”

When I looked up, her expression held a spark of curiosity layered over amusement. 

“That’s very specific,” she said. “Why those?”

“I just… like it,” I muttered.

She leaned back, thoughtful. “And what are these pictures for? If you’re planning to publish them, you’d need my consent.”

I shook my head quickly. “No. Nothing like that.”

Her smirk deepened. “Just for you, then? Something to look at while you…?” She lifted her hand and mimed the motion, deliberately slow.

My face burned so fiercely I thought I might combust.

She laughed softly. “Relax. I’m teasing.” Her voice dipped, warm and conspiratorial. “They’re yours. Do whatever you like with them. And for the record, there’s nothing wrong with getting yourself off. Everyone does it. Well—most people.”

I swallowed, nodding, mortification and desire tangling tight in my gut.

“And if it helps,” she went on, unembarrassed, almost intimate, “I do it too. I’m divorced. I enjoy sex. It’s not always straightforward at my age.” She shrugged. “Plenty of men are interested, but not all of them are safe bets. I’m not seeing anyone right now, but I still have needs. So yes—I masturbate.”

I stared at her, stunned by her frankness, my erection throbbing insistently inside my jeans, barely registering compared to the way her words stripped me bare.

“See?” she said gently. “Nothing to be ashamed of. I get it. I have my own tastes, too. So—bikini and heels?” She smiled. “No problem.”

Decision made, she rose from the chair, smooth and unhurried. 

“All right. I’ll go upstairs and get ready,” she said. “It might take a little while. Put the telly on if you want.”

Then she turned and left me there, buzzing, breathless, my imagination already racing ahead of her.

I told her I was fine where I was, and then she was gone, the sound of her footsteps fading upstairs and leaving the house thick with expectation. I sat there alone on the sofa, listening to drawers opening, fabric shifting, the faint suggestion of her moving above me. My thoughts spiraled, images forming and reforming, my body buzzing with it. I kept checking the clock on the wall like it was mocking me. Every minute stretched, swollen and slow, my patience fraying into something sharp and needy.

The nervous energy had me wound tight. My cock softened eventually, but the arousal didn’t disappear—it lingered, messy and undeniable, leaving my underwear damp. The slickness cooled against my skin whenever I shifted, a constant reminder of how keyed up I was.

When the clock finally told me twenty-five minutes had crawled by, I heard her on the stairs.

My pulse jumped. Anticipation surged hot and bright—then dipped, confused, when she appeared in the doorway wrapped in a fluffy pink robe. For a split second I felt cheated… until my eyes dropped. Pink high heels. Tall, glossy, utterly deliberate. Satin ribbons circled her ankles, tied into neat little bows that made my throat go dry.

“All right,” Sarah said briskly, businesslike and calm. “Money.”

I’d known it was coming. Still, my hand shook as I stood and dug into my pocket. My savings thinned in one quick motion as I handed over the notes. She took them without ceremony and set them on the coffee table as if it were nothing, her attention already back on me. Her gaze was open, curious, almost amused.

“Okay, David Bailey,” she said lightly. “This is your time.”

I was about to ask what she meant when my words died completely.

Sarah loosened the belt at her waist and let the robe fall away from her shoulders.

“Come on,” she prompted, glancing at the clock. “Thirty minutes.”

I stared. There was no other word for it. My cock surged back to life, hard and insistent, as I drank her in. She was exactly what I’d imagined—no, better. Lush and confident in a way only experience could give. Her body had a soft fullness at the middle that made her curves feel generous and real, her waist flowing into wide, feminine hips. Her breasts were magnificent, heavy and round, spilling over the bright pink bikini top like they were barely contained. The color was bold against her skin, playful and unapologetic.

My gaze slid lower. The heels transformed her legs, tightening her calves into smooth, sculpted lines, the extra height making her presence undeniable. She looked powerful. Deliciously so.

“Take a photo,” Sarah said, smirking as she planted her fists on her hips. “It’ll last longer.”

My hands were shaking as I pulled the camera from my bag.

“God,” she laughed softly, musical and warm. “Somebody’s nervous.” Then she leaned in slightly, peering at it. “Wow. Old-school.”

“I—I’m sorry,” I breathed, barely managing to press the shutter.

The click sounded obscenely loud. I wound the film and took another shot, capturing her full-on stance, her body offered without apology, strong and stunning.

“It’s sweet,” Sarah said, her tone gentle now. “Relax, Danny. Don’t rush. You’ll only end up with a roll of blurry disappointment otherwise.” She tilted her head, studying the camera again. “Seriously, though—where did you get that thing? Everything’s digital now.”

“It belonged to my dad,” I told her, my voice low, almost shy. “He handed it down to me when I had a photography project at school.”

“And where do you even get film developed these days?” she asked, genuinely curious.

When I said I could handle it myself, her brows lifted, eyes bright with surprise.

“At home,” I explained. “I set everything up in my bedroom.”

“Well,” Sarah murmured, lips curving into an approving smile, “aren’t you full of hidden talents.”

Something in her tone made my chest tighten. “You’re… you’re beautiful,” I blurted, the compliment thick, clumsy, loaded with everything pressing against the inside of my jeans.

“Aww,” she said softly, warmth blooming across her face. “Thank you.” Then, tilting her head, playful again: “So tell me—how do you want me?”

I had no answer. My mind was blank, emptied by the sight of her. I could only shrug, my gaze drinking her in, tracing every generous line and soft swell.

“All right,” Sarah said, as if she understood exactly. “Why don’t I take the lead?”

When she asked about film, I told her I had three rolls, thirty-six shots each. She nodded, businesslike but amused. “Okay. I’ll do some classic poses. You just focus on clicking, yeah?”

And then it truly began.

She crossed to the sofa and sat facing me, shoulders back. Her upper arms pressed into the sides of her breasts, pushing them together so that deep, shadowed valley opened between them. My attention fell straight into that cleft like a man staring over the edge of a cliff.

I took a couple of shots, my breathing uneven, and then the words slipped out before I could stop them. “You’ve got… incredible boobs.”

Sarah laughed, a husky, knowing sound. “Mmm. I’ve heard that once or twice,” she said, smirk firmly in place.

Then she shifted, turning onto her knees on the sofa, twisting at the waist to look back at me over her shoulder. One hand slid to her backside, spreading herself just enough that the bikini bottoms disappeared into the crack, baring the full, pale curves of her arse.

My throat worked. Desire surged so hard it made me dizzy. From that angle her breasts hung heavy in the thin support of the bikini top, swaying slightly, all lush fullness and promise.

“Camera, Danny,” she teased, laughter in her voice. “You’re meant to be taking pictures, not standing there with your mouth open.”

“I—sorry,” I said, flustered, snapping the shutter twice in quick succession, desperate to capture her exactly like that.

“Stop apologising,” Sarah said as she flowed into another pose. “You’re doing fine. I can tell you’re nervous.”

“I am,” I admitted, watching her adjust herself, the heels, the arch of her back.

Somewhere during that first roll, my hands steadied. The rhythm of it—lift the camera, breathe, click—started to calm me, even as the heat inside me stayed sharp and constant, my cock still hard, aching.

When the roll finished, I fumbled with the rewind, fingers clumsy as I popped open the back and swapped the cartridge. I was concentrating so hard I barely noticed her watching me until she laughed softly.

“You’re a refreshing change,” she said. “Haven’t had a tog like you before.”

I looked up—and it hit me all over again. The bikini. The heels. The sheer presence of her.

“A what?” I asked.

“Photographer,” she explained. “The pros are fine. It’s the amateurs you have to watch—some of them get a bit grabby.”

I slid the new film onto the spool, my pulse ticking faster. “Grabby?” I asked.

Sarah pulled a face, a little wrinkle of distaste creasing her nose. “Yeah. You know…” She lifted her hands and mimed greedy squeezes in the air, fingers closing and opening. “Too familiar. Like money buys access to skin as well as time.”

“Oh.” The word slipped out of me, useless and thin, because my brain had stalled somewhere between relief and awe.

“But you?” she continued, her voice softening. “You’re different. You’ve got manners.” She smiled at me then, something approving and warm beneath the tease, and it loosened a knot I hadn’t realized I was holding.

She shifted again, flowing easily into new positions, her body understanding the camera even if I barely did. I followed her with the lens, frame after frame clicking by until I realized I was nearing the end of the roll, my pulse finally steadying, my erection still a constant, aching presence.

She was sitting upright when it happened—heels planted on the carpet, the lush curve of her ass sunk into the sofa cushions. Sarah tilted her head, a slow, knowing smirk spreading across her mouth. She caught her lower lip between her teeth, worrying it gently as she scrunched her nose at me, playful and wicked all at once.

“You must want some shots like this,” she said.

Before I could process the words, she hooked her fingers under the edge of her bikini top and pushed it down. Just like that. No ceremony. Her breasts spilled free, heavy and glorious, the sight of them stealing the air from my lungs. “Yeah, Danny?” she asked lightly. “You want to see my tits?”

Desire clenched hard and low, a sharp, delicious pain. I stared, helpless. They were magnificent—full, ripe, impossibly soft-looking. My gaze locked on the pale halos of her areolae, on the thick, eager nipples she rolled between her fingers as she lifted and weighed her breasts in her palms, showing them off like something she knew I’d never forget.

“Go on,” Sarah coaxed, her eyes dark with amusement. “Take the pictures.” Her smile turned sly. “You like my big tits?”

My hands shook as I raised the camera, the tremor impossible to hide. She preened for the lens, lips parted, eyes half-lidded, flirting shamelessly with the click of the shutter. I managed a couple of frames before she waved me closer, urging me in until the lens hovered just inches from her skin.

“Lower,” she said, and then laughed softly when I hesitated. She had me lie back on the floor, my heart hammering as I aimed up at her.

Sarah stepped over me, planting her feet on either side of my hips. From below, she was overwhelming—her breasts hanging heavy in my field of view, the underside of them shadowed and lush. Her bikini briefs were stretched tight over her mound, the fabric pressed so closely that the shape beneath was unmistakable, a soft indentation glowing pink through the material.

“A naughty angle for you,” she murmured, tugging the gusset aside with deliberate slowness. “Pussy shot.” She giggled at the broken sound I made, delighting in it. “Come on, Daddy,” she added after a beat, her voice syrupy, amused. “Take the picture.”

“Fuck,” I groaned, the word dragged out of me as I obeyed, snapping frame after frame while staring up at her exposed, meaty folds.

She stepped back, letting me scramble up, still dazed, as I fumbled with the camera and the last of the film. “Figured you might like a few where I really show you something,” she said casually.

She didn’t bother covering herself. She just stood there, utterly at ease—breasts bare, bikini bottoms shoved down so her sex was fully revealed. I couldn’t help staring at the small, dark tuft crowning her slit, the smooth, bare labia beneath.

Then she pushed the briefs the rest of the way down and stepped out of them, hands settling on her hips as she faced me head-on, open and unashamed.

“Fuck,” I breathed, reverent and wrecked. “You’re just… beautiful.”

My cock throbbed painfully, pre-cum soaking into my underwear as I stood there, undone by the sight of her.

“Oh, don’t stop,” Sarah purred, her smile widening into something wickedly pleased. “I can handle praise like that, Danny.”

“I’m serious,” I breathed, the words scraping out of me rough and needy. “Your body… God, you’re beautiful.”

She laughed softly and tipped her head back, eyes flicking skyward in mock dismissal. “Please. I’ve got big tits out and I’m flashing you my quim. You’re just horny.”

“I want to touch you,” I groaned.

The confession escaped before I could catch it, reckless and raw, pushed out by the heat coiling tight in my gut. Desire had me by the throat, and I hadn’t stood a chance.

Sarah’s gaze sharpened instantly. Her smile didn’t fade, but it changed—sleeker, predatory, a cat catching the scent of cream.

“Oh, I’m sure you do,” she murmured. Her chin tipped downward, a silent command. “Anyone could tell. Especially with that dark spot on your jeans.”

My stomach dropped. I followed her look and saw it—an unmistakable stain blooming at the front of my denim, arousal bleeding through fabric I hadn’t realized was that thin.

“Uh—shit, I’m sorry,” I stammered, humiliation bubbling up my throat.

Instead of recoiling, Sarah burst out laughing. She shook her head, shoulders rolling as her amusement made her breasts sway freely, heavy and hypnotic.

“There you go again,” she said, still chuckling. “Always apologizing.”

When I muttered the word again out of sheer reflex, she laughed harder, her body moving in a way that made my mouth go dry.

“It’s fine,” she said at last, waving it off. “Really. You’re young. You’re turned on. Of course your body’s going to react.”

“I can’t control it,” I said weakly.

Her expression softened, sympathy warming her eyes. “I know. Of course you can’t.”

She lifted a hand when I started to speak again, stopping me cold.

“Do not say you’re sorry again,” she warned.

I swallowed hard, nodded, and forced the words out carefully. “I won’t.”

When she asked about the camera, I glanced down at it like it might save me.

“Last roll?” she said.

“Yeah,” I replied.

When I looked back up, she was watching me with that same secretive, knowing look, like she was about to let me in on something dangerous.

“Okay then,” she said slowly. “How would you feel about taking a few shots where—if you want—I pretend to suck your cock?”

My brain stalled completely. I just stared at her, stunned, trying to understand if I’d heard her right.

“Nothing hardcore,” Sarah went on easily. “Just suggestive. I hold it, make it look like I’m about to take it in my mouth. Maybe a couple where it looks like you’re lining up to slide inside me. Implied stuff. Like we’re about to fuck.”

I was still frozen, disbelief buzzing through me, when I blurted, “Is… is there time?”

She laughed outright, eyes closing as she shook her head, like I was impossibly thick.

“Don’t worry about that,” Sarah said. “I only talk about time limits with the amateurs. They’re the ones who get handsy and don’t listen. Telling them it’s another sixty for an extra half hour usually keeps them in line.”

She trailed off then, studying me in silence, her gaze slow and deliberate.

Then she tilted her head, studying me with an appraising softness that made my skin prickle. “But you’ve been lovely,” she said gently. “And it’s obvious how wound up you are. I actually like you, Danny.” She let that settle, then smiled again, slower this time. “So I thought I might spoil you a little. A few naughty poses, just for you. I don’t mind at all.” Her eyes warmed, almost tender. “Honestly, it’s been rather delicious watching you. There’s something flattering about knowing an old woman like me can still turn a young man into such a mess.”

“Y-you’re not old,” I blurted, heat flooding my face.

She laughed under her breath. “Let’s say I’m north of forty and leave it there.”

“I honestly thought you were younger,” I said, meaning every word.

“Oh, listen to you,” she teased. “Are you sure that’s not an act?”

“What? No—” Panic flickered through me. “I swear, I mean it.”

She waved it off, smiling. “I’m joking. Relax.”

Then she stepped closer, close enough that her warmth brushed mine. The backs of her fingers traced my cheek in a light, intimate caress that made my breath hitch. “You’re adorable,” she murmured.

She withdrew just as suddenly, businesslike again. “Right. How about we move this upstairs? My bedroom’s more comfortable.” Her gaze dipped pointedly. “You can get out of your clothes, and we’ll finish that roll of film. Sound good?”

I followed her up from a couple of steps behind, barely aware of my own feet. Her backside moved with a hypnotic rhythm, soft flesh swaying, jiggling with each step. The sight sent another sharp surge of need through me. It felt unreal—like I was floating inside a fantasy—watching a nearly naked woman lead me toward her bedroom. My mind struggled to keep up with what my body already knew.

At the top of the stairs, she glanced back. “You staring at my arse?” she called lightly. Then she laughed. “Don’t answer that. And don’t apologise. I really don’t care. Just come on.”

I did, my eyes drinking her in: bare skin, the thin strap of her bikini top cutting across her back, the curve of her waist disappearing into her hips. Even her shoes set me off, a ridiculous, pounding awareness low in my body that wouldn’t let up.

Her bedroom opened around us, spacious and bright, the massive king-size bed dominating the room. A quilt in soft blues and pinks lay neatly spread, oddly domestic against the charged air between us.

“So,” Sarah said, turning to face me, her eyes flicking briefly to the bulge I couldn’t hide, “get your clothes off. Chop-chop.” She clapped her hands twice, brisk. “I’m not worried about the half-hour, but we should hurry a bit before Lydia gets home.”

The mention of her daughter made me falter. “Uh… this is okay?” I asked, uncertain.

“I wouldn’t have suggested it if it wasn’t,” she replied calmly.

I just stood there, frozen by nerves and the undeniable stiffness straining my jeans. She sighed, then sharpened her tone.

“Stop dithering,” Sarah said, a snap in her voice that jolted me into motion. “We’ve got photos to take.”

I turned away instinctively as I pushed my jeans and briefs down my legs, fabric whispering to the floor. By the time I stepped free of them I was bare above the waist, barefoot except for my socks sinking into the soft carpet, my pulse loud in my ears.

“Don’t start acting coy now,” Sarah said lightly. “You know it’s going to show up on film anyway.” Her mouth curved, knowing and amused. “Relax. I’ve seen a hard-on or two in my time.”

Heat flooded my face even as desire coiled tighter in my belly. After a second of useless hesitation, I let my hands drop.

“Well then,” she murmured, her gaze dropping without apology. “That looks positively uncomfortable.” She glanced up at me, grinning when she caught my expression. “Quick—grab the camera.”

I fumbled for it, my fingers clumsy as she settled back on the edge of the bed, the mattress dipping under her weight. She crooked a finger at me, beckoning with a slow curl of her hand that sent me drifting toward her like I didn’t have a choice.

I sucked in a sharp breath when she wrapped her fingers around me, firm and sure, gripping low at the base. The contact alone nearly undid me.

“Okay,” she said, leaning forward, eyes tipped up to meet mine. “Pretend I’m about to take you in my mouth.”

She hovered there, lips parted, my swollen tip glistening between us. Her attention flicked deliberately to my face, drinking in my reaction, holding me suspended in that unbearable inch of space.

“The photo,” she prompted softly. “Danny. Don’t forget.”

I lifted the camera, the click loud in my head, then the whirr as I advanced the film for another shot. She shifted, teasing—sometimes looking straight down the lens, sometimes extending her tongue as if she were just about to taste me, each pose calculated to unravel me further.

“Now between my breasts,” she said after a handful of those torturous almosts. “Like you’re fucking them.”

When I stepped closer and she closed her soft weight around me, it was the first true meeting of skin and heat. She laughed, low and delighted, squeezing just enough to make my knees threaten to give.

She tilted her head again so she could meet the camera’s eye, tongue out once more, my cock trapped in the warm valley of her cleavage.

I groaned, dizzy with it, nodding when she smirked up at me. “Enjoying yourself?”

“I can’t believe this is real,” I breathed.

“How many frames left?”

I checked the counter, shrugging helplessly. “Eighteen.”

She eased me back with a gentle palm to my stomach, grounding me. “Good,” she said, her gaze steady on mine. “Then we can do some proper shots.”

As the words left her mouth, she leaned back, folding her legs and opening herself with casual confidence, fingers spreading her soft folds as she propped herself on one elbow.

“Get a look at the pink first,” she said.

The sight stole the air from my lungs—her slick center catching the light, intimate and unapologetic.

“It looks generous, I know,” she said, glancing down at herself. “Blame these,” she added with a little flick of her labia. “But inside? Very tight.”

Something in her tone—matter-of-fact and wicked all at once—sent lust crashing through me. She shifted to get comfortable, her body creasing, breasts rolling with the movement.

“Oh, Danny,” she murmured when I couldn’t stop myself, my hand sliding along my length. “You filthy boy.”

“You’re incredible,” I groaned, stroking myself, right on the edge.

She laughed softly, warning threaded through the amusement. “Careful. Keep that up and you’ll end up spilling yourself all over me before we’re ready.”

I froze, my hand dropping from my cock as if she’d snapped a switch inside me. Not fear exactly—more that reflexive pull to please her, to not ruin whatever charged, dangerous thing was unfolding between us. The idea of her stopping, of that wicked spark dimming, was unbearable.

“Fucking perv,” Sarah said, but the curl of her mouth made it indulgent, affectionate even.

The word still punched a breath out of me. “I’m sorry,” I blurted, heat racing up my neck.

She waved it off with a soft laugh. “Mm-hmm. All right. Come closer. Hold it right there—like you’re just about to slide in.”

I obeyed, stepping in until I could smell her, feel the warmth radiating from her body. She guided me with confident hands so I could keep hold of the camera, positioning my cock where she wanted it. Every nerve in me screamed to surge forward, to bury myself inside her slick heat, and it took everything I had not to do exactly that.

“Easy, Danny,” she murmured, almost amused, as if she could hear the filthy thoughts crashing through me. “Let’s try it like we’re doing it from behind. Doggy-style.”

“I—I can’t hold the camera,” I said thickly, my voice wrecked by want.

She considered it, then nodded. “Okay. I trust you now. Just rest the tip right up against me. Keep it steady. Long enough to get a couple of shots.”

“Oh—fuck,” I groaned when the swollen head brushed her. Just that light contact made my knees threaten to buckle.

One small thrust and I’d be inside her. The fantasy flared so hard it hurt—her tight heat closing around me, the way she’d sound if I gave in and pushed.

“Take the picture, Danny,” she urged, folding at the waist so she could look back at me, eyes bright and wild.

I snapped the shutter, twice, then again—capturing the obscene intimacy of my cock pressed to her flushed, glistening core, her breasts swaying, her mouth parted in something raw and hungry.

“You really want to put it in, don’t you?” she asked.

I swallowed hard and nodded, the camera dangling uselessly in my hand. The question came through clenched teeth, something feral burning behind her gaze.

“Listen,” Sarah said, shifting away on her hands and knees. “This is what you can do.”

She rolled onto her back, spreading herself without hesitation. Her legs fell wide as she slid a finger through her folds, then pushed it inside. Her breasts bounced as she added another finger, working them deep, her face tightening with pleasure.

I stared, completely undone, watching her fuck herself without shame, fingers disappearing to the knuckles.

“Wank and come over me,” she panted, eyes dark, blazing. “It’s all right—I want it. Get up here with me. Between my legs. Show me how much I turn you on. I’m just as needy as you. I’m soaked.” Her fingers worked faster, thumb circling her swollen clit. “Come on, Danny. Touch yourself. Come for me. Get those last pictures.”

It took seconds. I was on the bed, kneeling, my hand wrapped tight around my cock, groaning as I stroked myself hard and fast. Sarah watched me shamelessly, fingers inside her, playing with herself as I wanked, the room thick with breath and heat and the inevitability of release.

As the moment stretched, she drove me on with a stream of filthy encouragement, her voice rough and wicked, every word a spark against my nerves. We stroked ourselves in tandem, the room thick with heat and breath. Her full breasts bounced with each frantic motion, skin slick and flushed, while her fingers plunged and circled at her sex, wet sounds underscoring the hunger in her eyes. The urgency built until I groaned a warning I couldn’t stop, my body tightening hard—and then the first hot pulse spilled from me.

Sarah cried out, jerking in surprise as the next surges followed, my release splashing over her chest, one warm streak catching her cheek, another tangling in her hair. The evidence glimmered against her skin, white and obscene, dotting her breasts and sliding down her stomach, trailing along her arm. She never stopped touching herself. Her fingers kept working, relentless, as her gaze went unfocused and her mouth fell open, a raw, animal sound tearing out of her when her own climax hit.

I sagged as my release ebbed, watching her shudder through it—muscles locking, breath breaking, curses spilling from her lips. When she finally looked at me, her eyes were blown wide with that sharp, almost painful pleasure, something dark and feral flickering there as she pinned me with it.

“Jesus,” she rasped, still rubbing herself, “you’re disgusting.” A breathless laugh chased the words. “Look at me. You got it everywhere.”

I kept stroking lazily, mesmerized by the sight of her marked and shining, while she rode out the last tremors and gulped air. Then she laughed again, softer this time, awe creeping in. “Fuck… that was incredible.” Her finger snapped toward the camera. “Don’t just stand there—take the damn pictures. Hurry, Danny.”

I scrambled, lifting the camera and shooting the rest of the roll, capturing her sprawled and radiant, come smeared across her breasts, her face, threaded through her hair. She dabbed at herself with her fingers, smearing it further, gasping when she tugged a sticky strand free from her curls.

“Christ, you could’ve warned me,” she said, amused, shaking her head. “I’m going to need a long bath.” A beat. “And a serious shampoo.” Her grin told me she wasn’t angry—if anything, she was glowing. “That was… intense.”

I was still hard, still stroking, my body humming with it. She noticed. Her smile shifted, turning sharp and knowing, hunger flashing as she spoke. “That thing isn’t going down, is it?”

It wasn’t a question.

“No,” I admitted, my voice rough.

Her answer was to move—sliding back until her shoulders pressed into the pillows, angling herself so her breasts swayed and her thighs fell open. The sight of her like that stole the air from my lungs.

“Alright,” she said quietly, deliberately. “I want you inside me.”

As she spoke, she spread herself with her fingers, her sex slick and flushed, pink and inviting, shining under the light. My head swam.

“You… you really want me to?” I asked, disbelief and hope tangling tight.

She flicked her swollen clit and moaned. “Bring it here,” she breathed. “Just fuck me.”

Sarah let out a low, broken sound when the heat of her wrapped around me, that slick, liquid clasp swallowing my thickness inch by inch until I was seated inside her. The sensation stole the air from my lungs. Almost immediately she began to move, hips rocking with hungry intent, riding me like she’d been waiting all night for this exact moment.

“Fuck me… kiss me,” she breathed, her eyes bright, almost feral.

I held myself up on locked arms, suspended over her, mesmerized by the sight of my body disappearing into hers. Each withdrawal was slow and glossy, my cock sliding free only to be tugged back by her clinging softness before I thrust in again, her sharp little cry of pleasure cutting straight through me.

“I don’t do this,” she panted, words tumbling out between thrusts. “You can take your money back, Danny. I’m not for sale. I can’t let you pay me to fuck me.”

I bent down and claimed her mouth, the kiss deep and urgent, our breaths tangling. Whatever answer I might have had dissolved as we moved together, mouths open, gasping into each other while my cock pulsed happily inside her.

The rhythm grew rougher. I drove into her with reckless need, slamming my hips against her body as if I could fuck her apart, as if the force of it might crack something open in us both. Sarah met every thrust with her own, cursing, urging me on, her filthy encouragement lighting me up from the inside.

After long, fevered minutes she suddenly pressed a hand to my chest and pushed. I pulled free, dazed, as she turned over and came up on her hands and knees, offering herself without hesitation. She reached back and spread herself wide, her need obvious, her body folded at the waist, eyes flashing over her shoulder.

“Take me from behind,” she said, voice thick. “Please.”

A sound tore out of me. I stroked myself once, twice, then leaned in, my attention drawn lower, to that forbidden place she was shamelessly showing me. I pressed my mouth there, tasting, teasing, my tongue circling and pushing until she cried out.

“Yes—fuck—oh God!”

Her pleasure rang loud and unguarded. She laughed breathlessly between moans. “That’s obscene. I never thought you’d be this filthy, Danny. You don’t look like the type.”

I didn’t stop. I went deeper, slower, savoring the way her body reacted, the way her sounds broke apart.

“It’s always the quiet ones,” she murmured with a shaky chuckle, then gasped my name. “That feels incredible. I can’t believe you’re doing that to me. But—please—put it back inside me. I need to fuck. I need to feel you moving in my cunt.”

Her words hit me like a blow. I rose and guided myself back into her, groaning as I filled her again, my hands gripping her hips while I set a steady, relentless pace.

“Yes—yes—like that,” she squealed, pushing back to meet me, her ass flattening against my thrusts as she rode me hard.

Our bodies collided with wet, meaty sounds, her hips trembling, flesh moving under my hands. The sight and feel of it sent heat spiraling up my spine, pressure swelling fast in my cock.

When I choked out a warning, she pulled away abruptly and rolled onto her side. “I’ll take it,” she said quickly. “Take it out—I’ll suck you.”

She didn’t wait for permission. Her mouth was on me, eager and messy, her hand working me low and firm while her lips slid and sealed. She made a show of it, slurping, moaning around me, hollowing her cheeks as she took me deep. Her other hand disappeared between her legs, and I felt the shudder of her climax even before she cried out, her body tightening as my release followed, spilling into her mouth in hot pulses.

Later, we lay on our backs, spent and sticky, staring at the ceiling and dragging in air like we’d just surfaced from deep water.

“Oh, Danny,” Sarah breathed at last, half-laughing, half-stunned. “Fucking hell.”

Still a little dazed, unsure of myself in that way that comes from having crossed a line you didn’t even know was there, I asked softly, “Was… was it okay?”

Sarah’s mouth curved immediately. “It was fucking gorgeous,” she said, rolling onto her side to face me. She propped her head on her hand, elbow sinking into the mattress, her gaze settling on me with an intimacy that made my chest tighten. Up close like that, she seemed almost… hesitant. Gentler. “There’s just something about you,” she went on, her voice lowering, a hint of bashfulness slipping in. “You’re sweet, Danny. Properly sweet. A really lovely lad.” She smiled at the memory, amused. “You kept apologising. For everything. It was adorable.”

She traced a lazy line along the sheet between us as she spoke. “I don’t even know why, but not long after we started taking the photos, I realised I wanted to fuck you. Not just tease you. I honestly thought I’d let you jerk off over me and that would be it.” She gave a small, breathy laugh. “But then I lost my head. And here we are.”

Her words faded as she leaned in and kissed me, slow and unguarded. I kissed her back without thinking, without caring that I’d just finished in her mouth, without questioning why tenderness was blooming in the aftermath of something so raw. For a moment, the world narrowed to the press of her lips and the steadying warmth of her body.

When we pulled apart, we simply looked at each other, the silence thick, almost fragile.

Then Sarah exhaled, the spell breaking gently rather than shattering. “I think,” she murmured, practical creeping back in, “it’s probably time for you to head off.”

“Are you… are you okay?” I asked quickly.

She sat up, and my eyes betrayed me, following the generous sway of her breasts as they moved freely. She caught my look and smiled, unbothered, pleased.

“Oh, I’m more than okay,” she said brightly. “I’m wonderful.” Then she rolled her eyes with a laugh. “But I do need to clean myself up before Lydia gets back. I’ve got your spunk in my hair, for God’s sake.”

“I’m sorry,” I said automatically.

She laughed again. “There you go. See? Sweet.” She stood, glancing down at herself, fingers brushing over the evidence smeared across her skin with open curiosity rather than embarrassment. “I had fun,” she said simply.

Then, as if the thought had just occurred to her, she looked back at me. “And… well.” She hesitated, catching her lower lip between her teeth, that familiar spark returning to her eyes. “If you wanted to, you could come by tomorrow. When I’ve got the place to myself.”

My pulse jumped.

“We could do this again,” she continued, voice light but charged. “You can take as many photos as you like. And we can spend some time in bed too.” She tilted her head. “How does that sound?”

I told her the truth—that it sounded incredible.

Sarah’s grin widened, satisfied and unmistakably pleased.


The Boarding House


Chapter 1

It’s 1974, the beginning of his first year, and Adam is already itching to escape the bland anonymity of halls. The place feels temporary, loud, borrowed. When a telephone number is pressed into his hand, he dials it without hesitation. A woman answers—calm, assured, her voice carrying a warmth that settles low in his stomach. She gives him an address and tells him when to come by, suggesting, rather than requesting, that he present himself in person.

Finding the place takes him to a narrow terrace house, its frontage slim but commanding, as though it has learned to make the most of limited space. Steep stone steps rise from the pavement to a blue-painted door that looks freshly cared for, almost intimate. Adam presses the bell. Somewhere inside, metal clangs, echoing faintly. He waits, suddenly aware of his breathing, the thud of his heart marking each second.

When the door finally opens, his attention drops instantly—and stays there.

The first thing that hits him is her cleavage: a deep, unapologetic valley framed by fabric that seems designed to encourage surrender. Her breasts are pressed together, full and generous, and the sight of them knocks the breath from his lungs. He stares, transfixed, the image imprinting itself with embarrassing intensity. A phrase he’s heard tossed around in the university city drifts uninvited through his mind—somewhere you could park your bike—and the thought makes his pulse jump, his gaze glued to her chest as though pulled by gravity.

“Mister Gantry?”

Her voice draws him upward, reluctantly, to her face. When their eyes meet, heat rushes to his cheeks. There’s a knowing sparkle in her gaze, the faint curl of her mouth betraying amusement. She’s caught him looking, and she knows exactly what effect she’s having.

He swallows hard, licking suddenly dry lips, blinking as he scrambles for words. “Uh—y-yes… I’ve got an interview with Mrs Buh—Baxter.”

“Yes, that’s me.” She inclines her head, and her honey-blonde hair shifts in soft, controlled waves around her shoulders. “You’re on time,” she says, approval threading her tone. Stepping back, she opens the door wider, offering him a clear view of shapely calves and feet balanced in dangerously high heels. “Do come in.”

Despite his fluster—despite being caught staring, despite the unease of being new to the city and barely begun at university—Adam registers the impression she gives: composed, elegant, effortlessly refined. Her diction is precise, almost cultivated, reminding him of voices on BBC radio, smooth and authoritative, from a world that feels older and more certain than his own.

He notices how carefully she’s put together, how deliberate every detail seems, especially for a mid-afternoon meeting with a nervous first-year. Her dress is black, cut in a classic A-line, the halter neckline plunging low enough to reveal an intoxicating sweep of skin. Her breasts strain subtly against the fabric, their weight and promise tugging at him on a visceral level he doesn’t yet know how to name, only that his body responds before his mind can catch up. Her hair is flawless, makeup understated, confident. She wears her age without apology—an age he guesses to be somewhere near her late forties, though he’s wrong by several years.

Mrs Baxter may no longer be young in the way magazines celebrate, but she knows exactly how to inhabit herself. Standing there in her doorway, she radiates a sensual assurance that makes Adam’s thoughts drift to darker places, to impulses that stir unbidden and deep. He feels drawn to her, magnetized, aware with a sudden, thrilling clarity that something in him has been awakened—and that it’s very much awake now.

“I don’t bite,” she murmurs when he hesitates at the top step.

Her head tilts, hair slipping over one shoulder, and she gives him a smile that’s all warmth and quiet confidence. It feels practiced, effortless—dangerous. “Are you nervous?”

Adam swallows hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing. He nods because words seem to tangle on his tongue. “A bit. Yes.”

“Nonsense.” Her gaze drifts over him slowly, unashamedly, from his shoes to the crown of his head, as if she’s already picturing him in the space behind her. “My first impression is that you’ll suit this place just fine. Relax, Mister Gantry. We’ll go inside and have a pleasant little conversation. I’ll ask a few things, naturally, and there are some house rules—but nothing dreadful.”

She waves a hand, light and dismissive, then lets out a soft laugh. “We’ll talk and decide if we’re a good match.” Her eyes lift heavenward for a moment, playful. “You may decide I’m not to your liking. Or that my home isn’t quite what you want.”

The way she looks at him then—direct, knowing, faintly amused—hits him low and hard. Heat coils in his gut, sharp and immediate, and his body betrays him without apology. His cock thickens in his trousers, blood rushing south as if summoned, the sensation so sudden it steals his breath.

Horror flares. What the hell is wrong with him? She’s older. Much older. An old bird, his mind supplies unhelpfully, even as his body refuses to listen, pulsing with a need he doesn’t understand.

She speaks again, but he barely catches it, too busy willing himself back under control. The afternoon air feels tight around him, his pulse loud in his ears.

“Come in, Mister Gantry,” she repeats gently, still smiling, still patient. “Let’s begin.”

~~~

Adam crosses the threshold, and the first thing that hits him is her—warm, feminine, something floral threaded with spice. It clings to the air as he slips past her shoulder. He pauses in the long, narrow hallway, heart thudding, waiting while she reaches back to shut the front door with an unhurried click.

“This way, sweetie.”

Her voice curls around him. One crimson-lacquered nail glides beneath his chin, lifting his face just enough to make the touch unmistakably intimate. It’s a small gesture, almost casual, yet it sends a sharp, traitorous rush straight to his groin. His body responds before his mind can catch up, desire flaring hot and undeniable.

When Mrs Baxter slips past him, close enough that he feels the brush of her hip, Adam darts a nervous glance downward. The evidence is there—obvious, straining against the front of his trousers, his cock trapped and aching as it searches for relief in fabric far too thin to hide it.

“I’ll show you around,” she calls lightly over her shoulder, already moving away. “Lounge and kitchen first…”

He looks down the corridor to find her waiting at the far end, one brow arched as if amused by his hesitation.

“The lounge is on your right,” she says as he passes an open doorway. “Kitchen’s just behind me.”

She turns and slips through another door directly ahead. He follows, stepping into a room far larger than he expected. A solid wooden table dominates the center, surrounded by six mismatched chairs, the space practical but intimate, lived-in. She leans back against the edge of a deep, earthenware sink, the window behind her framing a long, narrow garden washed in pale daylight.

“I cook dinner,” she tells him easily. “Breakfast is your own problem.” A soft chuckle escapes her. “You students are hopeless in the mornings. I’d lose my sanity trying to feed you all before nine.”

She gestures toward a white refrigerator. “There’s a shelf in there just for you. And that cupboard—” her hand lifts, indicating an overhead unit “—is yours as well.” She studies him for a beat, then adds, “Five rooms altogether. Boys only. And absolutely no unannounced guests.” Her tone sharpens just slightly. “That rule is non-negotiable, Mister Gantry.”

She pauses, eyes narrowing with sudden curiosity. “Or do you have a first name, darling?”

Adam blinks, caught off guard by the abrupt shift, then tells her.

“I’m Bryony,” she says with a smile that feels far too personal. “First names suit me better. All that Mrs-this and Mister-that feels terribly stiff, don’t you think?”

She moves past him again, close enough that her warmth lingers. “Any questions so far?”

He has plenty—especially about that rule—but before he can form them, she’s already leading him back into the hallway.

“Four floors,” she says, taking the stairs two at a time. “My bedroom’s below ground level. And up here—” She stops on the landing, allowing him a moment to take in the corridor and the closed doors branching off it. “Three rooms on this floor.”

She waits, watching him, as if gauging not just where he’s looking—but what he’s feeling.

“…There’s a bathroom you’ll share on this floor,” Bryony adds lightly. “Two more rooms are tucked up at the top of the house, with another bathroom up there as well. They’re considered the most desirable.” Her lips curve as if at a private joke. “Those go by seniority. You’ll be starting here.” 

She glides toward the door at the far end of the landing, hips moving with unhurried confidence, and pauses with her hand on the handle. Turning back to him, she tilts her head. 

“And this,” she says softly, “would be your room—if you decide I’m what you’re looking for.” 

Adam’s brow creases. The phrasing lands strangely, not quite wrong but not what he expects either. Surely she means the room, not her. The thought flickers through him, but mortification clamps his tongue in place. He follows her inside without comment. 

“Now,” Bryony says, closing the door behind them, her voice warm and unreasonably intimate, “let’s sit on the bed and have a little chat. I’m sure you have questions. And I have a few of my own.” 

The room itself surprises him. It’s generous in size, washed in pale daylight pouring through a sash window. The double bed dominates one wall, neatly made, inviting in a way that makes his stomach flip. Compared to the cramped halls he’s been enduring, it feels almost decadent. 

“I like it,” he admits after a quick survey, meaning the space—but perhaps more than that. 

He’s still absorbing the room when he notices Bryony has already settled herself on the edge of the bed. She looks entirely at ease there, as if it belongs to her by right. 

“That’s good,” she murmurs, a slow, feline smile playing on her mouth as she studies him. She pats the mattress beside her with an open palm. “Come along then. Sit down, sweetheart.” 

It’s her eyes that undo him—the way they skim over him, unhurried and intent, like she’s tasting him from a distance. A shiver of unease ripples through him, threaded with something far more dangerous. Anticipation coils low in his belly, tight and aching, his cock giving a telltale throb as images flash through his mind unbidden: his hands on her lush curves, his mouth claiming hers. 

“Sorry?” Adam blurts, realizing too late that she’s spoken again. 

“I asked if you smoke,” Bryony says smoothly. 

“Oh. No.” He shakes his head, grateful for the mundane answer. 

“Good,” she says, lips pursing briefly. “That’s a point in your favor. And girlfriends?” 

Heat floods his face as his gaze drops to his shoes. “Um… no.” 

Her eyes widen just a fraction. “None at all?” she asks gently. “I hope I’m not prying, darling, but you do seem rather… shy.” 

“I’ve had girlfriends,” he mutters, defensive despite himself. 

“Mmm,” Bryony hums, her voice lowering, thickening. “But nothing serious. No one special?” 

He understands exactly what she’s asking. His throat tightens, and he shakes his head, managing a hoarse, “No.” 

“A virgin,” she breathes, the word a caress. 

His eyes snap back to hers. She holds his gaze without flinching, something knowing and intent passing between them. Once more, she pats the bed. 

“Come and sit,” she croons. “Don’t be frightened.” 

Adam’s attention slides helplessly from her face to the lush swell of her cleavage, framed so deliberately by the cut of her blouse. He swallows hard, fighting the surge of hungry want rising inside him as he takes a hesitant step closer.

Adam drifted toward her as if tugged by a gravity he couldn’t fight, her voice reaching him through a haze, distant and hypnotic. The few steps across the room felt unreal, his pulse loud in his ears, until the mattress dipped beneath his weight and anchored him beside her. The air between them thickened instantly, charged and intimate.

Heat bloomed in his chest, crept up his throat, left him light-headed. When Bryony angled closer, her body aligning with his, the smooth press of her thigh against his leg sent a jolt straight through him. He barely had time to breathe before she spoke, her mouth near his ear, her words a slow, dangerous caress.

“Do you like older women,” she murmured, unapologetic, “women with generous curves?”

The sound that escaped him was half protest, half surrender. “Mrs. Baxter…” he breathed, the name rough with confusion and need. She answered by turning slightly, deliberately, offering him the lush swell of her chest as if it were an invitation he’d already accepted.

“Only a few more questions,” she whispered, her tone velvet and coaxing. Her fingers slid over his, guiding his hand upward until his palm was pressed against the full, warm weight of her breast. The softness shocked him, the reality of it stealing his breath as his body reacted before his mind could catch up.

~~~

His hands are everywhere, clumsy and hungry, while Bryony’s palm glides with far more confidence over the hard rise straining his trousers. She smiles at the evidence of him, slow and knowing.

“Well,” she whispers, voice low and velvet-soft, “it seems there is something about me you respond to.”

She dips her mouth to his neck, lips brushing skin that’s already flushed and oversensitive. Her breath warms him as she murmurs, almost teasing, “You don’t mind that I’ve got a few more years behind me, do you, sweetheart?”

The steady pressure of her hand makes thinking impossible. Pleasure roars too loudly. Adam manages only a broken sound, his head tipping back as he watches—half dazed, half mesmerized—while she deftly opens his fly. Her fingers slip inside, close around him, and squeeze with just enough pressure to steal his breath.

“Let’s get this out of the way,” Bryony says lightly. “Lift for me.”

He obeys without question, hips rising as if pulled by strings. Before his thoughts can catch up, she’s freed him completely, his erection exposed to the cool air and her assessing gaze.

“Oh, darling,” she croons, unmistakable approval in her tone. “That is beautiful. Such a generous, gorgeous cock.”

She lifts his chin with one finger, drawing his attention away from her fist and up to her face. Her eyes gleam as she grins, wicked and delighted.

“It’s fucking impressive,” she purrs. “I think you and I could enjoy ourselves tremendously.” Her thumb strokes him, slow and deliberate. “What do you think, Adam? Would you like to stay with me a little while?”

His throat works uselessly. He looks down again, then back at her, overwhelmed by the heat of her touch and the intimacy of her stare. “I… I’ve never—” He swallows hard. “I’ve never done anything like this.” A flicker of reality breaks through the haze. “But… your husband?”

“There is no husband,” she replies smoothly. “Never has been.”

“But you’re Mrs. Baxter…”

She laughs softly. “Baxter was the first man who ever had me. A delightful deviant, really. He cured me of any desire for matrimony.”

The smirk that follows is unapologetic. “I’d suffocate tied to one man forever. I just keep the name.” Her amusement darkens, her voice dropping to a private murmur. “Another virgin,” she breathes, almost reverent. “They do have a way of finding me. I adore that.”

Then, louder, meant just for him: “Don’t worry, baby. I’ll take care of you. You don’t need to think about anything at all.” Her fingers tighten, just enough. “Just sit there and let Mrs. Baxter show you exactly what she enjoys.”

The way she says it hits him somewhere deep and instinctive. Adam sits frozen on the edge of the bed, eyes locked on the sight of himself in her hand, his mind swimming, overloaded by the speed and certainty of her seduction. It’s far beyond anything he’s known—almost beyond what he ever believed he could want—and he can feel himself slipping gladly into it, one trembling breath at a time.

“All the boys are out,” Bryony murmurs, her voice velvet-soft as she watches Adam’s face. “They know better than to hang around when I’m… interviewing.” A throaty little laugh slips from her, wicked and unashamed, as she leans back into his space. “Every last one of them has been exactly where you are now.”

Her mouth drifts to his throat, lips warm, unhurried. She tastes him there, then trails upward, tongue gliding along his jaw until she claims his mouth in a slow, deliberate kiss that makes his breath stutter. When she finally eases back, she searches his eyes. “I don’t want to push you,” she says gently, though her hand never stops its lazy, knowing rhythm around him. “But do you think you’ll be staying on? Taking the room?”

His response is a helpless sound, more breath than word, his expression blank with shock and want. Bryony chuckles again, clearly delighted. “We have some very… memorable moments here,” she continues, fingers still stroking him with infuriating patience. “My boys are devoted. I make sure they’re cared for properly.” Her smile turns sly. “Most of the time we’re perfectly harmonious—though now and then a little jealousy bubbles up.”

She kisses him again, harder this time, her hips shifting against the bed as a short, needy moan escapes her without apology. “But I know just how to soothe them,” she adds softly. “I have my own ways of making sure everyone feels included.”

“Oh,” Adam squeaks when her hand suddenly leaves him, the loss sharp and dizzying.

“Hush, sweetheart,” Bryony croons. “I’m only going to…” She doesn’t finish the sentence.

Instead, she frees one full breast from the neckline of her dress, then the other, her breath catching as cool air kisses her skin. Adam’s jaw drops, a soundless gasp tearing from him as she cups herself proudly.

“My boys adore my tits,” she tells him, weighing them in her hands, her thumbs brushing over darkened peaks. “What about you, Adam?” Her gaze pins him. “Do you like breasts?”

“They— I— you…” His words tangle uselessly.

“Poor thing,” she pouts, amusement and tenderness mixing in her eyes. “Completely undone already, aren’t you?”

She rises to her feet, and his gaze follows helplessly, drawn by the lush sway of her body. “Sit still,” she instructs lightly. “Take a moment to collect yourself.” Her smile deepens. “I’ll just step out of this dress.”

Watching her peel it away only shatters him further. A helpless whimper escapes as the fabric pools at her feet, revealing the sculpted severity of her underbust corset and the decadent lines of her stockings, each leg held fast by three taut suspenders, her knickers daringly layered over the straps. The sight is overwhelming, intoxicating.

“Whatever is the problem?” Bryony smirks, hands braced on her hips as she poses for him. She clicks her tongue thoughtfully, then bends to adjust the stocking on one thigh, lifting her leg just enough to tease—his eyes snagging on the sharp promise of her heel, his pulse roaring in his ears as she watches him unravel.

“Corsets and basques,” Bryony murmurs, holding Adam pinned with her gaze, slow and assessing. “They’re wonderfully forgiving once a woman reaches a certain… vintage.” She gives a theatrical little pout, one shoulder lifting as if to dismiss the thought, then her lips curve again. “Though my boys never seem to mind me laced and strapped like this.”

A soft laugh bubbles up from her chest, rich and intimate, and she rolls her eyes as if burdened by her own popularity. “I’m forever replacing lingerie,” she confides, lowering her voice as though sharing a delicious secret meant only for him. “It gets ruined so quickly.” She pauses, then adds with a crooked smile, “Sometimes I’m absolutely soaked in spunk. My boys”—she clicks her tongue fondly—“they do tend to get a little… messy.”

Her heel settles back onto the floor as she leans toward him again, close enough that he can feel her warmth, smell her perfume. Her hand closes around him once more, confident, possessive, drawing a helpless sound from his throat. Her breasts sway just inches from his face, heavy and tempting, filling his vision until he can do nothing but stare, mouth open, thoughts dissolving under her touch.

“And you, sweetheart?” she asks softly, her grip tightening, then easing into a slow, knowing rhythm. “What kind of boy are you, hmm? One who paints everything in sight when he comes?” Her thumb glides deliberately, teasing. “Or do you melt and spill, all helpless and sweet?”

Her smile deepens as her fist begins to move faster, more intent, her eyes never leaving his face. “You know,” she murmurs, voice thick with promise, “there’s a very simple way to find out…”

~~~

His breath shatters into broken sounds, a rough moan torn from his chest as his hips buck helplessly into her grip. The tension snaps. Heat spills in violent pulses, shooting upward in gleaming arcs before raining back down, each surge chasing the last until his body finally gives in.

“Oh—Mrs Baxter…” Adam manages, the name dissolving into a raw groan as pleasure overwhelms him.

Bryony laughs, sharp and delighted, her fist slick and shining as she keeps stroking him through it, milking every last tremor while his release splashes messily over her skin.

“Yes,” she murmurs, almost to herself, eyes locked on the spectacle. “Just like that. Let me see it. Show me.”

She watches until the rush slows, lips parting as her tongue drifts slowly across them, savoring the sight of him undone. One hand settles on his shoulder, grounding him, while the other gives him a final, indulgent squeeze.

“Tell me,” she says softly, thoughtfully, “would you like me to be your first?” She tilts her head, glancing pointedly at the evidence between them. “Now that we’ve taken the edge off, you might last a little longer once you’re actually inside me.”

He can’t answer. Adam just stares—first at her face, then down at the chaos below. His shirt is speckled, his tie ruined with pearly stains. Bryony’s arm glistens, streaked and dotted, more of it splashed across the bedspread beneath them.

She straightens slowly, never breaking eye contact, then studies her arm with idle curiosity before lifting it and tasting herself, licking a trace of him from her skin.

“The choice is yours, Mr. Gantry,” she says lightly as she steps back. “From where I’m standing, you’ve more than impressed me. There’s a room here with your name on it.” She pauses, then casually names the rent. “But I won’t rush you. If you’d like a moment alone, I can give you that.”

Instead, she lowers herself in front of him, sinking down until she has to look up at him, deliberately placing herself beneath his gaze.

“Adam,” she says, voice firm, irresistible. “Look at me.”

He swallows hard and obeys, shock still rippling through him.

Her eyes dip briefly, then rise again. “I would love to have you living under my roof,” she admits, emotion threading her words. “I’d love even more to be the first woman you slide that beautiful cock into.” Her hand closes warmly around his knee. “And I promise you,” she whispers, intimate and coaxing, “that’s only the beginning. I take very good care of my tenants.”

She smiles, slow and knowing. “Just imagine what we could explore together… if you don’t mind sharing me with the other four boys.”

~~~

He sits there and watches her leave, the sway of her hips a deliberate, unhurried promise. Each step makes her ass ripple beneath the fabric, soft flesh moving with a confidence that feels weaponized. It hits him low and hard, a hot jolt of want tightening his gut.

“Shit,” he breathes, the word rough, almost reverent.

Adam drags his gaze down to himself, taking stock like a man waking from a dream. His shirt is rumpled, his tie skewed, his trousers telling a very obvious story. The bed is a mess—wrinkled sheets, the faint scent of her still clinging to the air. He looks toward the door she disappeared through, half-expecting her to come back, half-terrified she might.

He sinks back, heart hammering, trying to line up his thoughts, trying to understand how his life managed to tilt so violently off its axis in the span of a few minutes. Then it hits him—sharp and undeniable—and his pulse stutters as the realization barrels through him.

She’d said she would be his first.

The idea detonates inside his chest. A woman like her, actually offering herself to him. Letting him push himself inside her body. The excitement rushes through him in a heated wave, chased close by panic so sharp it makes him swallow hard.

And Christ—what she’d been wearing.

Stockings hugging her thighs. Heels that made her calves flex. That corset, cinched tight, presenting her like a gift she knew was obscene. His mind fills with her again: Mrs. Baxter’s heavy breasts, full and unashamed, nipples thick and demanding, her eyes dark and shining with something feral and knowing. He sees the way they moved, the way they swayed as she worked him with that confident hand, as if his pleasure were nothing more than a thing she enjoyed taking.

“Oh Jesus… oh fucking hell,” he groans, the words spilling out as his body reacts all over again.

Moments replay in fractured flashes—the way she’d stared at his cock, not shy or curious but appraising, pleased. The easy compliments she’d given him, like she already owned the right to say them. The shock of her lifting her dress, exposing herself inch by inch until the corset and stockings were laid bare, until there was no mistaking what she was offering. Her voice curls back into his ears, filthy and calm, and he can almost feel her fist again, steady and practiced, drawing that helpless pleasure from him until it burst free.

And then there was the offer.

A room in her house. Her body. All of it. Shared with four other boys.

“What kind of place is this?” he murmurs to the empty room.

The shock refuses to fade. His nerves are still buzzing, but slowly, reluctantly, logic claws its way back in. Yes, the thought of finally shedding his virginity thrills him—obsesses him—but the woman who’s offered to take it terrifies him just as much.

She’s older. Seasoned. Too sure of herself. There’s no fumbling innocence about her, no hesitation. Standing next to that kind of experience makes him feel painfully transparent, like she’d see every doubt, every clumsy instinct before he even touched her.

What if he’s not enough?

The fear lands one after another, sharp and relentless, puncturing his confidence until he’s convinced he’d disappoint her. That she’d grow bored. That she’d compare him to the others and find him lacking.

Time drags on, each passing minute dulling the initial rush, wearing it down until resolve takes its place. He can’t do this. He can’t move into her house, can’t compete with four other men, can’t survive being swallowed whole by a woman who knows exactly how dangerous she is.

The self-loathing tastes bitter. He hates the part of himself that flinches, that retreats instead of reaching. Hates that he’s walking away from something so shamelessly offered, so deliciously wrong.

But his decision settles in, heavy and final.

Adam steels himself, already preparing the words he’ll use to refuse her offer—of the room, the promise, the carnal playground she’s laid at his feet—telling himself it’s the only choice he can make.

He pushes himself upright, legs still a little unsteady, and drags his trousers back into place with fingers that don’t quite want to cooperate. The fabric feels wrong against his skin now—too ordinary after what she’s just done to him, after the way his body is still humming, oversensitive and raw. He tucks himself away, palms smoothing over his hips, breath shallow as he steels himself to close his fly, to gather up whatever dignity he has left and retreat.

Adam is halfway to convincing himself this is the sensible thing—escape while he can, before he makes a fool of himself—when the door opens again.

Bryony Baxter fills the room as if it’s been waiting for her. She plants herself just inside the threshold, hands braced on her hips, posture easy and confident, her gaze sliding over him with knowing calm. There’s no hurry in her, no uncertainty. She looks like a woman who already understands exactly what power she holds.

“Well, darling?” she says, her mouth curving as her eyes pin him in place. “What do you think?” A pause, deliberate, weighted. “Would you like to take a room in my house?”

~~~

“Don’t look like you’re about to bolt,” Bryony murmurs softly. “There truly isn’t anything to be afraid of.”

Adam manages a sound, his throat tight, his voice rough as if it’s been scraped raw. “I… I’m not sure,” he admits, barely louder than a breath.

She studies him, head tilting, a crease forming between her brows that looks almost tender. “Tell me what it is,” she says gently. Then, after a pause, with a self-aware little smile, “Did I come on too strong? Did I rush you, Adam?”

He stares at her as if she’s a vision, eyes wide, unblinking. “I’ve never… I’ve never done this,” he confesses. “You’ll probably think it’s funny.”

Her response is immediate. “Oh, no.” She shakes her head, slow and deliberate, never breaking eye contact. “Never that. I understand, sweetheart. Of course you’re nervous.” Her mouth quirks. “You’re young. And you’re probably thinking I’m impossibly old.” She lets out a quiet laugh. “Which I am. But I hope I’m not revolting. I do try to keep myself appealing—for the men who like me.”

She watches him closely as she adds, almost daring him to contradict her, “Is that it? Am I too old, too soft for you? Would you rather be doing this with some sleek little thing your own age?”

The horror on his face is unmistakable. “No,” he blurts, shaking his head. “God, no. That’s not it at all. I think you’re beautiful, Mrs. Baxter. Really. I do.”

Her gaze sharpens, playful suspicion flickering there. “Do you mean that, Mr. Gantry? Or are you just being kind?”

“I mean it,” he says quickly, breath spilling out of him. “You’re sexy and you’re amazing and—” He falters, words failing him.

“But you don’t want this?” she presses. “You don’t want me to be your first?”

He swallows hard, his attention betraying him as his eyes drift down, drawn helplessly to the weight and warmth of her breasts. Need coils low in his belly, thick and urgent, his body answering for him even as his mind scrambles.

She closes the distance between them. Her body presses into his, soft and unmistakable, her curves fitting against him with devastating precision. Her hand slides down, confident, cupping him through his trousers, and she smiles against his ear.

“I’m only teasing,” she whispers. “I know you’re frightened. And excited. Both at once.”

Her mouth brushes his neck, then her lips find his, a gentle kiss that promises more.

“I’ll take care of you,” she murmurs. “We’ll make this something you’ll never forget. Your first time deserves that.”

Her hand slips inside his waistband, fingers closing around his length, stroking slowly, deliberately.

“I could taste you,” she breathes. “Would you like that? Would you like to watch me kneel in front of you and take you into my mouth?”

A broken sound tumbles from him, half moan, half plea. “Oh, Mrs. Baxter…”

She kisses him again, lingering, then pulls back just enough to whisper, “Why don’t you call me Mistress Bryony?”

His breath hisses out of him. “Jesus… that’s filthy.”

Her smile deepens. “That’s only the beginning with me.”

She claims his mouth once more, this time parting his lips, her tongue sliding in to tangle with his. The slick, intimate touch sends a shockwave through him, desire sparking hot and fast, leaving him trembling in her arms.

“I’ll take you in my mouth,” she murmurs, her hand never stopping its slow, knowing stroke. “I’ll recline and part myself for you, let you sink into me at your own pace.” Her breath is hot against his ear as she continues, voice dropping into a husky promise. “I want you tasting me too, darling. I want you to know every part of me.” A faint, wicked smile curves her lips. “You’ll learn that I can be soft and tender… or shamelessly hungry. We can make love, if that’s what you need. Or you can simply take your pleasure from me.”

The words hit him like a rush of heat and shock. Adam’s chest tightens, torn between disbelief and a thrilling, illicit excitement. He’d never have imagined her capable of speaking like this—such raw, unfiltered hunger spilling from a woman who looked so composed, so proper. And yet here she is: breasts lifted and framed by the corset, her body pressing close, her fingers coaxing him, those scandalous promises sliding from her mouth as if they belong there.

“And that’s only the beginning,” she goes on softly, her tone almost conspiratorial. “Once you’re no longer untouched, there’s so much more we can discover together, Adam.” Her lips brush his jaw. “Say yes to the room. Say yes to letting me be the first woman who knows you like this… the first to feel you inside me.”

She waits, breathing him in, fingers still whispering over his length, as if she already knows his answer.

~~~

He’s utterly unmoored by her, stripped of strategy or resistance. Bryony knows exactly how to dismantle him, and she does it with a lazy confidence that leaves Adam stunned, reduced to instinct and obedience, his body answering her before his thoughts can catch up.

She closes the distance and takes his mouth, not gently, but with intent—her tongue sliding inside him, claiming space, tasting him until his breath stutters. His hands rise on their own, cupping the generous swell of her breasts, fingers sinking into their warmth as a low, helpless sound tears from his chest. The reality of her—her weight, her softness, her hunger—overwhelms him.

When she finally breaks the kiss, they’re both breathing hard. Her lips curve, satisfied.

“We should take this to my bedroom,” she murmurs. “Get you out of these clothes. I want all of you bare.” She exhales slowly, almost theatrically, and slips her hand into her knickers, her eyes never leaving his face. “I’m unbearably turned on,” she confesses. “And I think I might let you learn how I like my clit tended to.”

“Yes,” she continues, nodding as if confirming a delicious plan to herself. “That sounds perfect. Let’s see if you can coax a sweet little climax out of me before we move on to the really wicked part.”

Adam barely registers following her. The walk downstairs, the turn into her room—it all dissolves into fog. Later, he’ll realize there’s a blank space there, a swallowed minute or two where his mind simply surrendered. What comes next, though, will be etched into him with brutal clarity.

She has him naked in no time. Bryony steps back, openly appraising him, her gaze fixed on the hard, eager arc of his cock. Her attention is unapologetic, approving.

She lifts a finger and points, her voice firm, almost instructional. “That,” she says, “is a penis. And we’re going to have an outrageous amount of fun with it.”

The bed dominates the room, absurdly large, decadent. She climbs onto it with practiced ease and settles at the edge, then curls her finger at him.

“Come here,” she orders softly. “I want to taste you.”

That’s how Adam ends up standing before her, transfixed. She hollows her cheeks as she takes him in, her lips stretching around his thickness, color draining from them as she works him with deliberate enthusiasm. His hand finds her head without thinking, his fingers threading into her hair as she slurps and mouths him with messy devotion.

“Mrs. Baxter,” he breathes, overwhelmed. “Oh… Mrs. Baxter…”

She pulls back just long enough to speak, her voice rough, eyes bright. “Don’t think. Just feel.” A smile flickers. “It’s your first time, darling. Let me guide you. I want it to be a memory you’ll never forget.”

Her hand closes around him near the base, slow and confident. “My first time was with a man much older than me,” she adds casually, almost fondly. She strokes him, spreading him over her cheek, her skin slick with him. “I told you about Mister Baxter. This was his house. When he died, he left it all to me.”

Her gaze goes distant for a moment, glazed with recollection. “What he taught me, what he did to me—it shaped me. Turned me into the shameless creature I am now. And it was glorious.” She exhales, a soft, satisfied sound. “I’ve had many virgins over the years, Adam. Being a landlady does have its… perks.”

She cuts herself off mid-thought, sealing her mouth around him again, lips tightening with intention as the blunt crown of him disappears between them. At the same time her hand slips back into her knickers, fingers moving with lazy confidence, as if she can’t decide which pleasure she wants to savor first.

For long, unmoored minutes she works him—never rushing, never giving him quite what he wants. The tip of her tongue toys with him, light and taunting, then she drags it slowly, reverently, along his length. She doesn’t look away as she does it, holds his stare with shameless intensity, laying her tongue flat against him from the heavy base to the swollen tip. When she finishes, she flicks her eyes up and gives him a knowing, wicked little wink that makes his knees threaten to buckle.

Then she stops. Just like that. Her lips release him with a soft, wet sound, and she presses a steadying hand to his hip, guiding him back a step from the bed as if to remind him who is directing this dance.

Bryony rises to her feet and leans in without warning, capturing his mouth in a swift, breath-stealing kiss that leaves him dizzy.

“Now,” she murmurs, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her knickers, “how would you feel about giving my cunny a kiss?”

She pushes the fabric down her thighs, freeing one leg and then the other, and Adam’s breath leaves him in a broken gasp when he sees her fully revealed—smooth, bare, unapologetic.

Her laugh is warm and amused when she notices his shock. “A little indulgence of mine,” she says lightly. “I keep myself shaved clean. My first lover liked it that way. I suppose I never saw a reason to change.” Her smile turns nostalgic. “I’ve been bare since 1940.”

Adam can’t look away as she reclines on the vast bed, settling back with practiced ease. Her knees fall open, legs wide, inviting, her posture both casual and brazen.

“It’s not the daintiest thing to look at,” she says conversationally. “The lips are rather… generous.” She shrugs, unbothered. “My own doing, really. This little pussy of mine has seen plenty of use over the years. Greedy thing.” She chuckles softly. “And my clit? Oh, she adores attention.”

It’s the first vulva Adam has ever seen, and it overwhelms him. There is nothing delicate about it, nothing hidden—just flesh and heat and desire. He finds it beautiful anyway, the full folds glistening with her arousal as she spreads herself with her fingertips, opening wide for him, showing him everything. When her finger brushes over a thick, swollen nub, she hisses softly, her body flinching with sensitivity.

“Do you see this, Adam?” she breathes, eyes half-closed but fixed on his face. “This is my clitoris. I want your tongue on her.” Her voice drops, intimate and coaxing. “Be gentle. She’s terribly sensitive right now. Can you see how puffed and needy she is?”

A strangled sound leaves him. He can’t stop staring, mesmerized by the wet, intimate landscape between her thighs.

“Take your time, sweetheart,” Bryony croons, stroking herself again, slower now, deliberately. “You’ll grow very familiar with my cunt soon enough.” A sharp gasp escapes her, followed by a low groan as her body tightens, her breasts trembling with the sensation of her own touch. “After you’ve licked me a few times…”

She opens her eyes fully and meets his gaze as she slides two fingers inside herself, her voice steady but thick with promise. “Look at me, darling. You can have me whenever you like, for as long as you live in this house. Consider it part of the arrangement.” Her smile is languid, possessive. “While you’re my tenant, my body belongs to you.”

She lets her lashes drift shut, surrendering to the heat pooling low in her belly, and gives him a small, permissive nod. Adam’s hand curls around himself, tentative at first, then firmer as he watches her fingers glide between her slick folds. Her breathing deepens, a soft, broken sound in her throat as she touches herself with slow, knowing strokes, every movement deliberate, made to be seen. Though her eyes are closed, she’s acutely aware of his gaze, of the way his attention feeds her arousal, and the knowledge makes her hips tilt, inviting more pressure, more friction, as the room fills with the quiet, intimate rhythm of their shared anticipation.

~~~

Adam is struck dumb by the view of her—by the raw, unfiltered invitation of it. He’s certain he’s never witnessed anything so devastatingly beautiful. Bryony reclines before him, unapologetic, dragging two fingers through her slick heat. She brings them to her mouth and sucks them clean, tasting herself with a slow, deliberate hunger that makes his breath hitch painfully in his throat.

The sound he makes—sharp, helpless—has her eyes flying open.

“Down here,” she snaps, command and desire braided tight. Her gaze burns as it locks onto him. “Use your mouth. Get between my legs and kiss my pussy.”

The force of it jolts him. He blinks, stunned, his hand going slack at his side, his mind scrambling to keep up with his body.

Then her voice softens, turns coaxing and needy. “Please, Adam—now,” she whimpers, shifting onto one hip, bracing herself on an elbow as she opens her legs wide for him. Her fingers return to her sex, circling lazily, deliberately, brushing her clit while she watches him from beneath lowered lashes.

His eyes betray him, roaming helplessly over her—over the generous sway of her breasts as she touches herself, over her flushed face, then back down to the glistening proof of how badly she wants this. Wants him.

“I—what… what do I do?” he manages, his voice thin with disbelief.

She moans, spreading herself with one hand, the other lifting to point—one lacquered nail indicating her swollen nub. “Put your tongue right here,” she murmurs. “Just there. Start there, sweetheart, and I’ll guide you.” Her mouth curves into a knowing smile. “When I’ve come… then you can give me that beautiful cock of yours.”

Her eyes flick to his groin, then back to his face. “Tell me you don’t want to bury it inside me,” she purrs. “I dare you. I can see it written all over you.”

He swallows hard, shaking his head. “I—I can’t believe this is real.”

Bryony laughs, rich and throaty, scooting closer to the edge of the bed, urging him with the movement of her hips, her shoes dangling uselessly as she beckons him closer. “For heaven’s sake,” she growls, frustration sharpening her tone, “get over here and lick me.”

She rubs herself more urgently now, breath coming fast, her body trembling beneath her touch. “I’m so desperate,” she whines, fingers working her clit until her lips quiver. “Adam… please. Just kiss it. Use your tongue, darling. Right here.”

She watches him approach, savoring his hesitation, the way his gaze never leaves her center as he takes those last few steps. When his tongue finally brushes her—tentative, reverent—her whole body jolts.

“Oh—yes. Bloody hell, yes!” she cries, the sound sharp and unguarded.

“You said to be gentle,” he murmurs, uncertain, when she urges him closer, harder.

“I know,” she groans, lifting herself onto her forearms, peering down at him between her breasts. “But I need more now. Take it between your lips—just enough. Don’t bite.” Her fingers curl into the sheets as his mouth seals to her, his focus absolute.

Time blurs as she feeds him breathless instructions, her voice breaking, guiding him while instinct takes over. When she tells him to add his fingers, she shows him how—where—to touch her, pressing his hand just so until her body bucks and she spills obscenities into the air, filthy, ecstatic, unrestrained.

Adam obeys eagerly, licking and lapping, tasting her fully, her slick heat coating his tongue. The sweetness of her arousal keeps him rigid, aching, utterly undone as she shudders beneath his mouth, lost to the pleasure he’s learning to give.

“Am I… am I doing this right?” Adam pants, his voice thin with nerves as he works his fingers inside her, following the rhythm her body demands. Bryony twists beneath him, hips lifting, a broken moan spilling from her throat as if the answer is already written in the way she’s unraveling.

“Perfect,” she growls, the word torn out of her. Her hand shoots down, gripping his wrist, anchoring him exactly where she needs him. She keeps him buried there while her other hand circles her swollen clit, her breath hitching into ragged sobs as she confesses how close she is. “Don’t—don’t touch it,” she warns, teeth clenched. “I couldn’t take that. Just keep doing what you’re doing. Right there. That place—God, don’t stop.”

Her eyes fly open, wide and startled, her mouth dropping slack as if the pleasure has struck her clean through. She stares at him like she’s been hit, throat working, nonsense sounds bubbling out as the muscles in her neck stand out sharp and taut. A deep, animal sound tears free from her chest, her chin dipping as she watches his hand move, mesmerized by what he’s doing to her.

The tremors roll in hard. She snuffles and gasps through them, her body jerking and tightening in helpless waves. Adam freezes for a heartbeat, alarm flickering across his face, unsure whether he’s hurting her as she shudders and cries out.

“Oh, sweetheart,” Bryony groans, her eyes glassy as they find his. “I’m coming. I’m there—just… just fucking kiss me.”

She hauls him up with surprising strength, her legs locking around his ribs, trapping him against her. Her hands frame his face, palms pressing his cheeks as she claims his mouth, tongue sliding hot and demanding between his lips while the last aftershocks ripple through her.

~~~

He’s stunned all over again. The sheer ferocity of her reaction rattles him, a raw, almost frightening intensity that makes Adam wonder—wildly, stupidly—if something has gone wrong inside her. She doesn’t seem to stop, doesn’t seem to come back down. Bryony keeps moaning, breath hitching and breaking, the sounds tearing out of her throat so urgently that for a second he’s convinced she’s choking on her own pleasure.

“Oh dear lord,” she whimpers, voice shredded and needy. “Oh, sweetie… oh, baby… you’re an absolute treasure.” Her words tumble over one another as her climax slowly ebbs, heat draining into something softer, looser, her eyes unfocused and glassy. “Please, Adam,” she adds with a last, trembling groan. “Please tell me you’ll stay. I’d love it—truly—if you joined our little happy circle.”

She cups his face then, palms warm, holding him just inches from her. Her gaze sharpens, suddenly intent, as if she’s pinning him there with nothing but her eyes.

“I have a feeling about you,” she says quietly. “I think you’re going to be special.”

Adam can’t answer. His head is still spinning from witnessing her unravel like that, from seeing a grown woman surrender so completely to what he’s done. His mouth hangs open, useless, while his thoughts crash into one another—sensations, images, the echo of her sounds—too much, too fast, a riot of impressions he doesn’t yet have the language or experience to untangle.

“I… I don’t know what I’m supposed to do, Mrs Baxter,” he mutters at last. “I can’t— I can’t think.”

He blinks hard and drags a hand over his face, as if that might clear the fog. Bryony slips away from the bed, rising smoothly to her feet. She takes a step back, then another.

Adam watches her, his pulse still hammering, and finally asks, almost timidly, “Are you… are you all right?”

She snorts, rolling her eyes, a laugh bubbling out of her. “All right?” she repeats, incredulous. “Oh, darling.” She moves back into his space and wraps her arms around him, hugging him close. “I’m so far beyond ‘all right’ it’s not even funny.”

Her mouth finds his again, but this time the kiss is slow, gentle, deliberately unhurried. She gives him room to breathe, to come back into himself.

“Come on,” Bryony murmurs, lacing her fingers through his and tugging lightly. “Come sit with me.” She leads him across the generous sprawl of her boudoir, every step surreal, before lowering herself onto an antique chaise longue. “There,” she says, settling in. “Let’s get comfortable.”

Even with his mind still reeling, Adam can’t help the absurd thought that flickers through him: he’s completely naked in a stranger’s house, seated beside a mature, devastatingly attractive woman dressed in a corset, stockings, and heels. The contrast is dizzying.

The feeling that washes over him is strange and awkward and electric all at once—embarrassment tangled with awe, the moment so unreal it barely seems connected to the life he knew before today.

He sits. Bryony turns toward him, angling her body so her curves are on full display, hands braced on her knees as she twists at the waist.

“So,” she asks softly, “how do you feel?”

He looks at her, struck by the way she carries herself—composed, almost regal—like a woman presiding over a garden party, despite the fact that her state of undress makes that image deliciously absurd.

“I honestly don’t know, Mrs Baxter,” he admits. “Everything’s been so…”

He trails off, the word refusing to come.

“…Sudden?” Bryony supplies, one brow lifting.

He nods, swallowing hard. “Yes. Exactly that.” He exhales shakily. “I can’t believe this is happening. I can’t believe I’m here. With you. Like this.”

Bryony lets out a low, amused laugh and gives his knee an affectionate tap, grounding him. “I’ve seen that look before,” she murmurs. “Don’t fret, Adam. You’re hardly the first I’ve frightened senseless.” She pulls a playful grimace, lips twisting as if to scold herself. “I do get swept away. It happens.” A softer note slips in as she exhales. “I never mean to be so… forceful. Or indelicate.” Her shoulders rise and fall. “I’ve always burned hot. When a handsome young man crosses my path, my hands forget their manners. That’s simply who I am.” Her voice drops, intimate. “I’m generous by nature.”

The laughter in her eyes tells him she’s teasing at least a little, and he finds himself smiling back, emboldened by it.

“I think you’re amazing,” he says, the words tumbling out before he can second-guess them. Her smile blooms, slow and pleased. “I’ve never met anyone like you, Mrs Baxter.”

“Sweetheart,” she replies, tapping his knee again, lingering this time, “they shattered the mould when they made me. Cambridge could hardly cope with another unapologetic libertine.” She studies him openly now, head tilted, gaze unashamed as it drifts over his face and down his body, as if tasting the sight of him.

“Tell me,” she continues lightly, “do you imagine you’ll stay? Will you let yourself be one of my boys?”

Something tightens low in his belly, a pull he doesn’t have words for. Whatever it is, it draws him toward her, roots him in place even as his pulse skids.

“I… I’d like that,” he manages, his voice roughening. His eyes betray him, sliding to the swell of her breasts. “I think you’re wonderful, Mrs Baxter. You’re—” He swallows. “You’re incredibly sexy. I like you. Very much.”

She hums her approval. “Give yourself a breath or two,” Bryony says gently. “Once you’ve found your balance, we’ll take ourselves back to my bed. A kiss. A cuddle.” Her smile turns knowing. “And then, perhaps, you’ll show me exactly what that beautiful, eager cock of yours can do.”

Her hand closes around him, confident and warm, stroking with unhurried intent. The sensation wrenches a soft moan from his throat.

“I’ll just free myself of all this nonsense,” she adds, releasing him with a regretful squeeze. “I think I’d rather be honest with you—completely bare.”

She rises, slips out of her heels one by one, utterly unruffled as she turns her back to him. His attention locks on the generous curve of her backside. When he reaches out, fingers brushing a yielding cheek, she chuckles, glancing back at him over her shoulder, eyes bright. The corset slides upward and off, revealing warm skin beneath.

“You may touch wherever you please, Adam,” she whispers. “There’s no need for timidity with me.”

She shimmies, letting the rest fall away in a dark heap at her feet, stepping free and nudging the clothes aside with a careless flick. Then she turns to face him, hands settling on her hips, entirely at ease in her nakedness.

“There,” Bryony murmurs. “I carry a little more of myself than I once did.” Her gaze holds his, inviting, unashamed. “But I do hope you still find me to your taste.”

Adam can only stare, dazzled and a little undone, blinking as if she’s too much to take in all at once. Words tumble out of him—soft, breathless praise—while his hands slide to her waist on pure instinct, as natural as breathing. He draws her closer, closer still, until his knees bend and his face disappears between her thighs, drawn there by heat and scent and want.

The first brush of his mouth against her makes him groan. He presses a reverent kiss to her sex, lingering, tasting, while his fingers dig into the generous curve of her backside, holding her steady. Pleasure rockets through him, a molten rush that tightens his spine and sends a sharp throb through his cock. “This is… this is incredible,” he murmurs against her, the words vibrating where his lips touch her.

He straightens abruptly, dragging in air as though he’s been underwater. His hands roam up, greedy now, cupping and lifting her breasts, thumbs brushing over sensitive skin. A low sound tears from his throat as he bends to her, mouth closing around a nipple, sucking gently at first and then with more confidence, fingers kneading as desire crests and spills through him.

“Oh God, yes,” Bryony breathes, her head tipping back before she pulls him up for a kiss, deep and knowing. Her smile curves against his mouth. “You’re getting wonderfully worked up, aren’t you, darling?” she murmurs. “Shall we go to bed now? Do you want to make love to me?”

His erection is trapped between her thighs, thick and insistent, sliding through the slick warmth of her lips as he rocks forward without thinking. The head of him nudges her clit, and the sensation steals the breath from both of them. Adam just stares at her, eyes wide, mouth open, overwhelmed by how much he wants this—her.

“Yes,” he manages, the word rough, almost strangled, as he nods.

“Then come with me,” Bryony says softly, lacing her fingers through his and turning toward the bed, already drawing him along with her.

~~~

He scrambles onto the mattress with barely contained hunger, knees shuffling between Bryony’s thighs as his hand works himself with urgent, graceless strokes. Everything about him is too fast, too eager, like he’s afraid the moment will vanish if he doesn’t seize it immediately.

“Easy there, sweetheart,” Bryony murmurs, lifting her hand between them, a gentle barrier against his forward surge. Her voice is calm, almost amused. “Slow down, darling. Breathe. There’s no rush.” 

“Please, Mrs Baxter,” Adam groans, his tongue dragging over his lips as his gaze locks on her, dark and fever-bright. He looks at her as if she’s the only thing left in the world, like if he doesn’t sink into her soon he might combust.

“Shh,” she answers, shifting her hips beneath him. “Let me get comfortable first.”

She sits up and arranges two pillows behind her, deliberate, unhurried. When she reclines again, she’s propped just enough to watch him watch her—knees bent, thighs open. Her fingers slide down, parting herself, slick and aching. She inhales sharply, a soft wince crossing her face as she circles herself, indulging in the ache for a few stolen seconds, never taking her eyes off him, ready in case he snaps.

“Calm,” she says again, lifting a finger in warning. Adam hovers above her, mouth slack, fist pumping his length like he doesn’t quite know what else to do with himself. “All right,” Bryony continues, her tone cautious but warm as her hand settles at his waist. “Come lie on me, darling. Gently. But don’t go inside yet. Not until I say so. I want you to slow down and feel this.”

Her mouth curves into a knowing smile. “You only get one first time, Adam. Let’s make it something you remember.”

Every instinct in him screams to shove her hand away. She’s covering herself, blocking him, and it makes him feral. He wants her—needs her—wants to be inside her body, to start moving, to finally relieve the pressure burning through him.

“Let me in,” he growls, grabbing at her breasts, fingers rough, desperate. His mouth closes over her nipples, tongue slick and clumsy, slobbering as he sucks. “Please, Mrs Baxter. Just let me fuck you.”

He mouths her again, then pushes his tongue into her mouth, messy and urgent, breathing hard against her lips.

“Adam!” Bryony gasps, planting her hands on his shoulders and forcing him up. “Enough.” Her eyes flash, sharp and commanding. “If you can’t behave yourself like a gentleman, you can leave my house right now.”

She sits there, unyielding. “I won’t have it,” she snaps. “Absolutely not.”

He retreats to his knees, eyes wide, chastened as her displeasure finally sinks in.

“Darling,” she says, her voice softening, smoothing over the edge. “You can do anything you want to me. I promise. You can take me hard, fast, however you like.” She leans in and kisses him gently, slowly, nothing like his frantic mouth. “But we’re going to begin slowly,” she murmurs.

Her hand slides to the back of his neck, easing him down, grounding him. “Easy, sweetheart,” she purrs. “Let me show you. Let’s be calm while we make love.”

She smiles at him then, wicked and affectionate all at once. “Trust me. There will be time for animal urgency later. Plenty of time to fuck.”

Her lips brush his ear. “For now, though… gentle. Slow.”

“I—I’m sorry,” he breathes, the apology breaking loose in a wet little sound as his gaze drops to where her hand has him firmly, possessively contained.

Bryony smiles, slow and knowing. “There’s nothing to be sorry for, Adam. I know exactly what’s roaring through that young body of yours.” Her thumb strokes the sensitive crown, soothing even as it teases. “All you can think about is burying yourself in me. But if we rush, you’ll lose yourself too quickly.” She shifts her hips, guiding him, letting the swollen tip glide through the slick heat of her folds. “This… isn’t this nicer?” she murmurs. “Drawing it out. Letting it build.”

He braces himself on straightened arms, muscles taut, transfixed by the sight of her using him like that—her sex glossy and swollen, her hand deliberate as she drags him through her need. His breath stutters when she flinches, pleasure flickering sharp across her face.

“Oh—God,” Bryony whispers, a breathy laugh caught in the sound. “It feels exquisite on my little button.” Her breasts shift heavily as she inhales, the movement making her hiss again.

Then she stills completely, fingers tightening, eyes lifting to claim his. The playfulness fades into something intent, intimate. “Look at me,” she says softly. “Are you ready now, sweetheart?” Her voice drops. “Do you think you can handle it if I take you inside me?”

He swallows hard, a low moan trembling out of him as he nods, eyes wide and shining, clinging to hers as if she’s anchoring him.

“That’s my good boy,” Bryony murmurs. She angles him carefully and draws him in, inch by delicious inch. “Slowly,” she breathes, tension threading her voice. “Let me feel you… every bit.”

She keeps whispering to him, coaxing, praising, watching his face transform as her body claims more of him. Awe blooms there when she finally draws him fully home, his weight settling, his breath breaking as he realizes just how deep he is.

“Stay,” she tells him, hands firm on his hips. “Just stay right there.” She kisses him gently, lips soft and lingering, and only then begins to move beneath him, a subtle roll that makes them both shudder.

“Does it feel good?” she asks, catching her lower lip between her teeth. She pauses, savoring the stretch, the fullness. “Tell me… do you like it?”

He can barely speak. He nods, staring down at where they’re joined, as if afraid the vision might vanish.

“Is this… real?” he whispers, eyes flying back to hers.

Bryony laughs quietly, warmth and delight wrapped together. “Very real. I’m right here.” Her palm cups his cheek. “Your first time. And you’re inside me.” She smiles, wicked and tender all at once. “You’re making love.”

“I love it,” he says, wonder flooding his voice. His hips begin to move on instinct, shallow and eager. “Mrs Baxter—” The sound turns into a groan, his head tipping back as sensation crashes through him. “Oh God… it’s— it’s better than anything.”

She stills him with a touch, fingers pressing into his skin. “Easy,” she murmurs. “That’s it. Slow down.” Her voice is velvet and command. “Let me feel every stroke. Like this. Yes… just like that.” Her eyes hold his. “Look at me. I want to see you when we do this together.”

They move in a gentle rhythm, eyes speaking what words can’t, mouths meeting in soft, unhurried kisses. Time stretches. When his urgency flares, she reins him back with a whisper or a kiss, teaching him patience, teaching him her body.

“Do you feel how wet I am?” Bryony purrs, rocking beneath him, her voice slipping into a husky plea. “I’m soaked for you.” She exhales a moan. “Make it worse. Use that beautiful cock. Fill me.”

The permission snaps something loose in him. Adam begins to thrust in earnest, finding a rhythm, and Bryony meets him stroke for stroke, her composure shattering into raw encouragement. She claws at his back, mouth filthy and urgent now, urging him on, demanding more as she pulls him deeper into the heat she’s been promising all along.

“Just fuck me,” she cries, the sound torn from her throat as her nails score his chest, leaving burning trails behind. “Use me. Ruin me. Fuck this greedy, shameless cunt.”

Whatever restraint Adam had left shatters. Her sudden ferocity, the way she unleashes herself without apology, stuns him into a kind of fever. She’s no longer guiding or coaxing—she’s demanding, and the rawness of her words makes his head spin. This woman, who moments ago was all patience and tenderness, is now incandescent with need.

Bryony’s breath fractures into gasps and broken little screams as she urges him on, her body surging up to meet every thrust. One hand skates down between them, three fingers slick and sure as they circle and press against her clit, teasing it hard while she rides him. Their bodies slap together, wet and frantic, the mattress complaining beneath them as they lose any remaining sense of rhythm or grace. They grunt and pant, sweat-slicked skin sliding, the sound of it obscene and unstoppable.

“Don’t stop,” she keens, her eyes bright and fevered, fixed on his face like she’s anchoring herself to him. The words spill out of her again and again, tumbling over each other. “Don’t stop—don’t you dare stop—keep fucking me.” Her hips rock relentlessly, driving him deeper, faster. “Not until I say you can.”

Some distant, hazy part of Adam is relieved he’s already spilled himself. There’s no way he could survive this pace otherwise. She’s ravenous for him now, undone by his cock, her sounds turning animal—sharp cries, rough little grunts—while her nails bite into his skin. Between them, everything is slick and noisy, the wet slide of their joining obscene and intoxicating.

His gaze drifts helplessly over her—her flushed face, her mouth open and shining, then down to the heavy sway of her breasts, the soft fullness trembling with each thrust. Sometimes he’s braced up on his hands, watching her writhe beneath him as her fingers never leave herself. Other times he sinks down close, weight on his elbows, kissing her open mouth while her body clenches around him, hot and tight, as if she’s trying to pull him even deeper inside.

Pressed so near, her breath stutters against his ear, and he inhales her fully—the salt of her skin, the intimate musk of her arousal, the familiar perfume she wears. The scent brands itself into him. Somewhere deep inside, he knows this will follow him for years, that this smell will one day harden him in an instant, dragging him straight back to this bed, this woman.

He keeps moving, driven by her voice as she begs, commands, growls instructions through clenched teeth. He concentrates on holding himself steady, on not losing the fragile edge of control while she climbs higher, chasing what she needs from him.

Then she breaks.

“I’m coming,” Bryony sobs, the words punched out of her as her body tightens. She urges him up onto straight arms so she can reach herself properly, fingers rubbing hard at her clit as the wave crashes over her. “Don’t stop—fuck that pussy—fuck it,” she snarls, eyes rolling back as pleasure tears through her.

Her body bucks and shudders beneath him, legs trembling, breath coming in ragged sobs as the climax wrings her dry. She writhes through it, making a mess of sounds until the storm finally ebbs, leaving her limp and glowing, chest heaving as she drags air back into her lungs.

She stares up at him, dazed and satisfied, while he kneels between her thighs, his hips rocked back on his heels, his cock slick and shining with her release.

“I knew it,” she murmurs dreamily. “I knew you’d be special.” A soft, broken laugh escapes her. “God, that was beautiful.” Her eyes flutter as she savors the thought of him, of what he did to her. “Your cock… it hits me exactly right.” She exhales a shaky moan, lips curving slow and hungry. “Careful, my gorgeous boy,” she whispers. “I might just eat you alive.”

Bryony needs a few heartbeats to recover, dragging in lungfuls of air as if she’s been underwater. Her chest quivers with every breath, breasts still in motion as she pushes herself upright, hair a wild halo around her flushed face.

She shuffles to the edge of the mattress and rises, steadying herself before turning back to him with a crooked, hungry smile. Lifting one foot onto the bed, she opens herself with both hands, spreading the soft curves of her ass, her sex parting slowly, glossy and swollen, clinging to itself before yielding.

“From behind, sweetheart,” she breathes, urgency sharpening her voice, need roughening every syllable. “Grip my hips and push that beautiful thing deep into my cunt. I’m not finished with you yet, Adam. Come on, baby—give me more. Make my kitty sing.”

She doesn’t make it difficult for him. Held open like that, offered so blatantly, she’s impossible to resist. Adam braces himself, lining up, his pulse thundering as he guides himself toward her heat.

The moment he sinks in, all the way to the root, a broken moan tears from his throat. His hands slide forward instinctively, cupping her breasts, thumbs brushing over pebbled nipples as he fills her completely.

“Kiss me,” Bryony groans, twisting at the waist, arching back to find his mouth. “Fuck me and kiss me—God, I love this. I love fucking young men.”

The words hit him harder than he expects, a sharp, sour rush curling in his gut. Something dark and possessive flares, sudden and overwhelming. For the first time, it occurs to him that he isn’t alone in wanting her—that there are ghosts in her bed, echoes of other bodies.

“Don’t talk about them,” Adam growls, the sound surprising even himself. His palm cracks against her ass, the smack loud and decisive. “Not while I’m inside you.”

She cries out, half shock, half pleasure, the sound dissolving into a low moan. “Again,” she pleads breathlessly. “Smack me again. Be rough with me, darling.”

She twists to look at him then, eyes blown wide and shining, mouth parted as she digs her fingers into her own flesh, spreading herself shamelessly.

“You want to be my special boy?” she murmurs thickly. “Then you’d better fuck me like you mean it. You’d better make me come again.”

Adam locks his hands on her waist, setting a punishing rhythm, his palm meeting her rump now and then, the sound punctuating her broken babble about how perfect he feels, how full she is. He grabs at her breasts, kneading, tugging, then bends over her, chest to her back, licking the damp curve of her neck, breathing her in as his thrusts turn short and urgent.

“Do it like we’re animals,” Bryony groans, her knees buckling as she crawls forward, down onto the bed. She takes him with her, never letting him slip free, angling her hips until she’s on all fours, offered up, trembling.

When she’s settled, she looks back over her shoulder, lips slick, eyes dark with promise. “There,” she rasps. “That’s it, sweetheart. That kitty’s yours. Take my cunt, my gorgeous boy. Just fuck me… fuck me and don’t stop until you’ve poured every bit of your love into me.”

~~~

His initiation crests in a blur of heat and revelation, the moment he glances down and truly sees her—her soft, womanly curves opening to him, her body taking him in with a hunger that steals his breath. The sight fuses with everything else at once: the slick drag of skin on skin, the rhythmic slap of bodies meeting, the rough music of her voice breaking apart beneath him. It’s overwhelming, a riot of sensation compressed into a handful of unforgettable minutes that brand themselves into his memory.

His hands clamp around her hips as if he might lose her otherwise, fingers digging in while she cries out—half sob, half curse. The words tumbling from her mouth are raw, obscene, nothing like the careful vowels and elegant restraint she wears in public. That contrast wrecks him. Every thrust pulls another sound from her, and each one tightens the coil in his belly, the pressure building until he’s shaking with it.

Adam folds himself over her again, chest to her back, breath shuddering against her ear. His voice breaks as the last of his control dissolves, pleasure tearing through him in a hot, relentless wave. 

“Mrs. Baxter,” he groans, the name a confession and a plea all at once. “I’m coming.”


Chapter 2

He stepped into the kitchen and stopped dead. Ian from Manchester was already there, buried deep in Bryony Baxter. She was folded over the table, palms braced against the scarred wood, while Ian crowded up behind her, his bony hips snapping forward. His arms were looped around her torso, hands heavy on her chest, kneading as he drove into her. Each thrust made her body shudder, the motion rippling through her like heat through silk.

“Adam,” Bryony breathed when she finally noticed him. Her head turned just enough for him to see her face—eyes unfocused, mouth parted, flushed and glossy with pleasure. She clutched the edge of the table harder, knuckles stark white, her dress rucked up to her waist, her breasts straining against the flimsy restraint of her bra. “Why don’t you come join the fun, sweetie?” she murmured, honeyed and thick, her blonde hair a messy curtain brushing her lashes.

Ian didn’t so much as glance toward the door. He kept grinding into her, jaw clenched, breath rough, entirely consumed by the rhythm of his body working hers.

“Come here, darling,” Bryony coaxed, one hand peeling off the table. She crooked a finger at Adam, who stood frozen in the doorway, eyes wide, lips parted in disbelief. “Come let me use my mouth,” she said softly, wickedly. “Come over here and let me suck that beautiful cock of yours.”

The words hit him like a blow. Adam stared, stunned, desire and panic crashing together in his chest. After a long, breathless moment, he managed a strangled apology and retreated, turning and bolting down the stairs as if the house itself had caught fire.

By the time he reached his bedroom above, his body had betrayed him completely. His cock was iron-hard, aching, relentless. He shoved his trousers down and wrapped his hand around himself, pumping as the images replayed without mercy—Bryony’s face contorted with need, Ian’s guttural grunts, the way her flesh trembled under the force of each thrust.

A few minutes later, a soft knock cut through his frantic rhythm. The door opened, and Bryony slipped inside, a low, pleased sound escaping her throat as she took him in.

“You should’ve stayed,” she said lightly, as if they’d only been interrupted mid-conversation. Her dress was smoothed back into place, neckline modest, hem demure, as though the kitchen scene had never happened. “But I suppose you’re still getting used to things.” She smiled, eyes dropping unashamedly to his fist. “That’s all right. Would you like a little help?”

She didn’t wait for an answer. Bryony climbed onto the bed with practiced ease, tugging her skirt up as she moved, settling herself with intention. She turned, presenting herself, hips lifted, fingers slipping between her legs to gather the slick warmth Ian had left behind, coating her hand without embarrassment or hurry.

Then she reached for Adam. Her grip was confident, possessive, stroking him slow and sure as she looked up at him and smiled. She rolled her wrist, savoring his reaction, before leaning in, lips pursing as she closed her mouth around the flushed head of him, taking control with a promise written plainly in her eyes.

~~~

It took nearly two weeks before Adam’s body stopped feeling like it had been dropped into someone else’s life. Living beneath Mrs. Baxter’s roof was an education all its own—one his senses resisted at first, then slowly, inexorably absorbed. The ferocity of her initial seduction had left him rattled, dazed by how quickly she’d stripped him of certainty and shame alike. His mind had short-circuited that first afternoon in her presence, unable to catalogue the rush of impressions—the weight of her, the scent of her skin, the wet heat of her mouth, the low, satisfied sounds she made when she took him in hand. 

It took days for those sensations to sink in, to rearrange themselves into something his brain could process. And just when it all began to feel almost ordinary—having his nights filled with depraved, ravenous sex with a woman more than thirty years older—he’d wandered into a room and found her bent forward, skirts hiked, being taken hard from behind. The sight had slammed into him, vivid and obscene, knocking loose whatever fragile sense of normal he’d managed to construct.

Sex, though, was only one thread in the knot tightening around his chest. University life pressed down on him from every angle: unfamiliar lecturers whose names refused to stick, a city that felt vast and indifferent, streets he still got lost in. Homesickness came in waves, sharp and humiliating, though his landlady had an uncanny ability to banish it with a touch, a look, a hand sliding where it shouldn’t. And then there were the feelings—messy, unwanted, impossible to ignore. The jealousy she’d warned him about burned bright and hot. His infatuation with Bryony Baxter had turned into something heavier, more dangerous, a glowing ember lodged behind his ribs. The thought of other boys buried in her body twisted him up inside, even as it excited him in ways he hated himself for.

Still, familiarity crept in. Day by day, Adam grew accustomed to the house, to the hum of constant appetite that seemed to pulse through its walls, to its sexually insatiable mistress. He didn’t know what to make of the other four students who shared her bed and her indulgence—the ones she fondly called “my darling boys”—but he learned quickly that time alone with Bryony smoothed over almost everything else. With her, the world narrowed to skin and breath and need. He lost himself in the shameful pleasure of her generous body, in the secret thrill of her appetites, which felt illicit even behind closed doors.

After his initiation at her hands, Adam existed in a near-constant state of arousal. His desire simmered endlessly, ready to boil over at the smallest provocation. He was always eager to tumble onto her vast bed, always aching to push into her softness, to feel her around him whenever she appeared in his doorway with that knowing smile.

In those moments, it was easy to shut out the rest—the other boys, the jealousy, the doubts. There was only Bryony: the weight of her breasts in his hands, the curve of her backside, the taste of her when he lapped at her sex until she rewarded him with breathless gasps, broken moans, and whispered endearments that made his cock throb.

He remembered, too, what she’d told him during their so-called interview, the day he’d first stood on her doorstep pretending this was all respectable. One rule, she’d said, her voice deceptively calm: no unannounced guests. Any visitor brought into the house required her approval beforehand. At the time, he hadn’t understood why. The reason became brutally clear later, when he’d opened a door and found Ian buried to the hilt inside Bryony Baxter, her body braced and welcoming, the rule suddenly making perfect, horrifying sense.

“Do you think,” Bryony murmured, lifting her head from between his thighs, lips slick and shining, “that one day you might join in with one of the other boys, Adam?” Her mouth curved around him again, slow and deliberate, her tongue lavishing him with lazy devotion before she spoke once more. “Or maybe more than one.” 

She hummed around his length, clearly pleased with herself. “I adore it,” she went on dreamily, “being taken hard while I’m busy with another in my mouth. I’ve got hands enough to keep two more happy besides. It’s delicious chaos, sweetheart.” She dipped lower, tracing him from the heavy warmth of his balls to the sensitive crown, licking as though she were savoring him. “Once, a long time ago, I managed five at once.” A wicked glint flashed in her eyes. “At least promise me you’ll think about coming to one of our little gatherings. You could be first, after all—you’re the new treasure. I doubt any of the others would begrudge you stirring me up from the inside.”

Adam’s breath broke apart in his chest. “Mrs Baxter—that’s…” His hips twitched helplessly. “Five? Jesus. Christ.” He dragged in air, stunned all over again by the scope of her appetite. “I—I don’t think I could watch that. I don’t think I could bear seeing you like that.”

Her tongue circled his tip, slow torture, while her hand pumped him with steady confidence, milking a helpless groan from his throat. Then she lifted her face, smiling right into his, unfazed, amused.

“And why ever not?” she asked lightly. “I promise you, Adam, everyone enjoys themselves.”

“I thought I was special,” he said hoarsely. “You told me I was.”

She softened then, moving up his body until she hovered above him, her presence warm and enveloping. “Oh, my darling boy,” Bryony whispered, before kissing him deeply, her tongue claiming his mouth with unhurried assurance. “You are special. You truly are.” Her lips brushed his again. “But I couldn’t live without my other men.”

The words he’d been choking back spilled free. “But I love you.” His hand closed around himself, aching, overwhelmed.

She froze. Just for a heartbeat. Her eyes searched his face, something unguarded flickering there. She swallowed, exhaled, and her voice came out husky and sincere. “You beautiful, sweet thing. That’s a bloody gorgeous thing to say.”

When she kissed him again, it was slower, fuller. Her breasts pressed into his chest as she moaned softly, and Adam felt her fingers slide between her thighs, touching the slick warmth there, still marked by another man. The intimacy of it made his head spin.

“For that,” Bryony said quietly, pulling back just enough to look at him, “I think I’ll let you love me in a way I don’t offer very often.”

She rose from him, the mattress creaking as she shifted. Standing at the edge of the bed, she rolled her dress up and over her hips, letting it fall away. Then she unclasped her bra and held it loosely, giving him time—plenty of time—to drink in the generous sway of her breasts, the confidence with which she offered herself to his gaze.

Naked, unashamed, she climbed back onto the bed. She kissed him once more before settling beside him, one leg draped possessively over his thighs, her hand reclaiming his cock like it belonged there.

Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she spoke. “What would you say,” she asked softly, “if I told you I want you to take me from behind? Properly.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Isn’t that just deliciously wicked?”

She smiled, conspiratorial. “It’s naughty, my lovely. I don’t do it often—it does hurt.” Her fingers stroked him, slow and coaxing. “But it’s a peculiar sort of hurt. Having a thick cock pressing into my back garden burns a little…” She shivered. “…and I adore it all the same.”

She leaned closer, lips brushing his ear. “So?” she murmured. “Could you love me there, Adam?”

Bryony shot him a wicked little wink and rolled onto her side, lifting herself just enough to part the soft curves of her backside with her fingertips, opening herself to him without shame or hesitation.

Adam sucked in a breath. Between her thighs, her sex gleamed, slick and glossy, marked with another man’s spend, and just beyond it—nestled in the hidden crease she was deliberately offering—the darker, secret place pulsed faintly, unmistakable and inviting.

“There you are, sweetheart,” she murmured, her voice thick with promise. She traced a slow circle with her finger, tapping the forbidden ring she wanted him to claim. “Do you fancy taking me there?” she teased softly. “Sliding that lovely cock into my filthy little back door while I touch myself… while I smear Ian’s mess and make myself come?” Her lips curved. “I can rub my clit and fall apart with you buried in my arse.”

Adam could only stare. Heat roared through him, urgent and dizzying, as his hand closed around himself and stroked harder. He shifted across the mattress, unable to stop himself from getting closer, from lowering his face until he was level with the place she was offering so brazenly.

Something inside him snapped loose. He hadn’t planned it—hadn’t even known the thought existed—but the pull was irresistible. His tongue slipped out, tentative at first, brushing her there in the lightest touch.

That single taste undid him.

One soft lick became another, hunger flaring fast and fierce as he pressed closer, his tongue working with growing confidence, slipping, teasing, daring.

“Oh God—yes,” Bryony gasped, her eyes rolling back as pleasure overtook her. “That’s it, my gorgeous boy. Get that tongue in there,” she cried, her body writhing as she twisted at the waist, desperate to watch him worship her like that.

The scent and taste of her drove Adam wild. Desire surged past restraint, raw and consuming.

“I’m going to fuck you in the arse,” he snarled, the words torn from him, rough and unfiltered, shocking even himself.

Bryony moaned, utterly delighted. “Then do it,” she breathed. “Take me, darling. Use me however you like. I’m filthy, I know it—and I love it.” Her gaze flashed, dark and playful. “My arse, my mouth…” A beat, then a slow, wicked smile. “…or my cunt. I’m all yours, Adam.”

~~~

What electrified him was the sense of transgression. Being with Bryony like this wrapped Adam in a heady, forbidden rush that made his pulse skitter. It felt wrong in the most intoxicating way—hidden, shameful, a kink he barely dared acknowledge even to himself. The thought of it sent heat flooding his face, and for a flicker of a second his mind betrayed him with an image of his mother. If she ever knew what he was doing, what he was craving…

Adam spread Bryony open, hands firm and reverent, his gaze locked on the shadowed mark between her cheeks. His breath hitched. “You really mean it?” he asked, the words torn from him.

As he watched, a thin spill of semen slipped free from her, glistening as it traced a slow path over her clit before darkening the sheets beneath her. The sight made his mouth go dry.

“Oh, sweetheart,” Bryony breathed, her voice thick and knowing. “You have no idea. There’s more to this, darling… so much more.” She rolled her hips, angling herself, looking back to coax him closer again. “Taste me some more. It drives me mad, feeling your mouth working back there.”

Adam obeyed, burying himself between her thighs again, his nose and lips exploring as his fingers kneaded her warm flesh. Bryony laughed softly, a low, pleased sound, even as she moaned, her body relaxed and open, lying facedown with her hips tilted just right—offering herself without apology to the young man who lived under her roof.

When Adam finally whimpered, the need clawing out of him, Bryony purred. “C-can I… can I put it in now?”

“Of course you can, lovely,” she murmured, turning onto her side, presenting her back to him. She lifted one leg and smiled faintly. “Just a second. Let me use some of this mess.”

She dipped two fingers into herself, gathering the slick warmth, then reached back to smear it deliberately where she wanted him. One finger pressed in, and she groaned, the sound vibrating straight through him. Then she beckoned him closer.

“Come on,” she said, her tone gentler now. “Easy at first. Don’t rush. Remember where you’re putting that beautiful cock.”

Adam swallowed hard, the same frantic hunger roaring through him as the first night she’d taken him, claimed him. He drew in a slow breath, steadying himself, lining up while she held herself open for him.

“Slow,” she warned as the head brushed against her, teasing the tight ring. “God, you’re leaking already, aren’t you?” She twisted to look, eyes gleaming.

He couldn’t answer—only groan—his focus narrowed to that dark, inviting place. He smeared his precome there with trembling care, forcing himself not to thrust, not to lose control. He knew better. One reckless shove and Bryony Baxter would cry out and stop him cold.

And Adam wanted this too much to ruin it.

Jaw clenched, he followed her murmured directions, easing forward inch by inch, fitting himself against her body, spooned close. She moaned softly, fingers digging into the bedding, and when the head finally slipped past the resistance, Adam gasped her name.

“Mrs Baxter,” he breathed, the words breaking as she took him in, her low, satisfied moan answering him as the world narrowed to heat, pressure, and the slow, exquisite surrender of her body around him.

“Yes—oh God, yes,” Bryony breathed, the sound thick and broken, pleasure bubbling up through each word. Her body trembled around him. “Stay just like that, Adam. Please. Don’t move yet.” She sucked in a shaky breath. “Let me feel you there. Let me adjust to you.”

He was more than willing to freeze. Awe pinned him in place as he stared down between their bodies, stunned by the obscene, intoxicating reality of himself lodged inside her like that. The heat, the tightness—it made his head spin.

“Now,” Bryony murmured hoarsely, “ease the rest of you in.” She widened her stance, thighs spreading as her hand drifted between them. Adam watched, mesmerized, as she circled her swollen clit, smearing the slick remnants of him over sensitive skin. “Slow,” she warned softly. “Let it slide… let me feel every inch.” Her voice cracked. “Like velvet—God—” A broken moan tore out of her. “I’m full. Completely full of you.”

His hand began to move almost without thought, reverent and hungry all at once. He traced the curve of her hip, skimmed up her waist, pressed closer until his chest brushed her back and his breath warmed her neck. His fingers closed around her breast, heavy and soft in his palm.

When he was buried to the hilt, Bryony sighed, long and satisfied. “Perfect,” she crooned. “Now stay calm for me.” She shifted her hips just enough to drive him mad. “I want you to pull back—almost all the way.”

Adam did as told, inch by inch, heart hammering.

“No—don’t slip out,” she cried quickly, fingers digging into the sheets. “Keep the tip inside. Just like that. Draw back slow… and then press in again.”

The rhythm took shape between them, unhurried and torturous. Bryony’s voice dropped to a purr. “Yes. That’s it, my lovely.” Her body rocked into his. “Christ, that feels incredible. You were made for me back there. Absolutely perfect.”

Something hot and powerful surged through him at her words. Confidence flooded his veins, heady and intoxicating. In that moment, he felt chosen—singled out, exalted.

“You like me like this?” he asked thickly, squeezing her breast as he dared a deeper thrust. “Like me fucking your arse?”

Her answer was immediate—breathless moans, her head nodding frantically. “Again,” Bryony grunted, shoving back against him. “Harder. Deeper. I can take it.” She gasped as he filled her. “You’ve opened me up—now fuck me properly.”

She twisted, feral and demanding, gripping his hip to pull him farther inside. “Wreck me,” she sobbed, voice raw, head tipping forward. “Use that beautiful cock on me.”

Adam didn’t hesitate. He set a stronger pace, thrusting with purpose, the sound of skin on skin filling the room. His mouth found the nape of her neck; he kissed her there, then scraped his teeth lightly over sensitive skin. Bryony shrieked at the sensation.

His focus narrowed to the bounce and sway of her arse beneath him, flesh rippling with each drive. He brought his hand down, once, twice—several sharp smacks—watching the skin bloom pink under his palm.

“You’re mine,” he growled, the words tearing out of him with a sudden, ferocious need. He grabbed her face, thumb and fingers framing her jaw, forcing her to look back at him. “Do you hear me?”

Her eyes were glassy, blown wide with pleasure as she met his stare, his face taut with lust. She whimpered, helpless and eager.

“You’re mine,” Adam repeated, thrusting deep and holding her there, his grip firm as she answered him with broken sounds, her body shuddering around his claim.

“Don’t stop,” she finally managed to choke out, her voice thick and broken. “Just keep taking me like this. When you’re inside me there… I belong to you, sweetheart.”

Bryony had always known how to press the right buttons, how to draw the rawest hunger out of her lovers. If Adam needed to believe he owned her in that moment, she would give him the words gladly. As long as he kept driving himself into her the way he was, she would bargain with anyone—or anything—for it to continue.

“Please,” she sobbed, her hand slipping between her thighs. Her fingers circled her swollen clit before two of them slid into her slick heat, joining the rhythm of his thrusts. “Don’t you dare stop, Adam. Take me. Use me, my beautiful boy. Use me however you want—just keep fucking me.”

A low, feral sound tore out of him as he shifted her roughly, rolling her onto her stomach. Adam pressed her down into the mattress, her breasts flattened beneath her as he braced himself on locked arms and drove into her from above. Each hard plunge snapped her body forward, her cries muffled by the sheets, her cheek pressed into the bed.

“Oh—that’s perfect,” Bryony gasped, pushing herself up onto one elbow. She angled her hips, offering herself shamelessly, inviting him deeper. Their bodies collided again and again, skin slapping skin, the room filling with the wet sounds of sex and their tangled groans, as if they were reveling in something deliciously forbidden.

The pace grew frantic. Adam’s thrusts lost their careful control, urgency taking over, while Bryony worked her fingers faster, fucking herself with two slick digits, her thumb ruthless against her clit. She barely managed to keep herself positioned, her body trembling under the mounting pleasure.

“I’m going to come,” she warned breathlessly, the words dissolving into a moan. Her fingers slid through the sticky mess already smeared across her sex, the sheets beneath her damp and marked.

“Mrs Baxter—” Adam cried, panic and desire colliding in his voice. “I—I can’t stop—”

“Then don’t,” she moaned as the orgasm crashed through her. “Let it happen. Come for me.” Her voice broke as she begged, “Come in my arse. I want to feel it—feel you filling me.”

He hesitated for a heartbeat, disbelief flickering even as his body betrayed him.

“Just do it,” she sobbed, already lost, her pleasure ripping through her in helpless waves.

Adam glanced down, saw himself buried impossibly deep inside her. He pulled back once, then slammed home again, and she writhed beneath him, sobbing his name. A strangled cry tore from his throat. “Oh God—oh fuck—” His hips jerked, control shattering. “I’m coming… I’m coming in you…”

And then he was gone. Adam collapsed into the sensation, moaning openly as release surged through him in endless pulses, his cock spilling deep inside her, flooding her as she shuddered beneath him, both of them caught in the aftershock of what they’d just done.


Chapter 3

Adam felt it before he saw her—that subtle shift in the air, the charged awareness that made his skin tighten. When he lifted his head, Bryony Baxter stood framed in the doorway, arms crossed beneath the weight of her lush breasts, watching him with an intensity that pinned him in place. It was a look so deliberate, so knowing, that for once his gaze didn’t immediately drop to her hips or the smooth, bare promise between her thighs.

“Tonight,” she said, stepping into his room with slow, deliberate confidence, “we’re going to be disgracefully filthy.”

His throat worked as he swallowed, eyes flicking back to her face. “W‑what… what do you mean?” he managed, voice cracking as he lay sprawled on the bed.

The past month had already rewritten everything he thought he knew about desire. Being taken in hand—and everywhere else—by his landlady had been intoxicating. Bryony was ripe, unabashed, gloriously experienced, and she had led him without hesitation into pleasures he’d never even dared to imagine, including the dark, thrilling taboo of surrendering himself completely to her body. And now, in the glint in her eye, he saw it again: the promise of something new, something she was itching to teach him.

Her smile turned sly, almost predatory, and a tremor of anticipation slid straight down his spine.

“Oh, nothing more than something deliciously sordid,” she murmured as she reached the bed. “Something I think you’ll rather enjoy.” She lifted a knee onto the mattress, leaning closer. “Just thinking about it has me dripping, darling.” Her gaze dipped meaningfully. “If you can promise not to finish inside me, we could play for a bit now. Before I get myself ready. I’m planning a corset and stockings later.” She smiled, wicked and generous. “But first, I’d love a proper little fuck. You can spill yourself all over my breasts if you like.”

She purred the question, already knowing the answer. “Well? Would you enjoy painting my tits with that lovely mess of yours?”

Adam let out a breathy laugh, half‑moan, half‑protest. “You always talk so dirty.”

Her chuckle was low and pleased as her hand closed around him. “That’s because I am dirty, sweetheart.” Her fingers stroked, confident, possessive. “And look at you—hard already. I’m soaked myself.” She shifted her weight. “Shall I just climb on and take what I want?”

He groaned, hips lifting instinctively, hands sliding to her waist as she settled over him. She sank down in one smooth, slick motion, taking him fully, her body welcoming every inch with a wet, needy sound that tore a sound from his throat.

It didn’t last long, but it burned hot. Adam’s hands kneaded her breasts, thumbs brushing tight nipples as she rode him with hungry little thrusts, her body clenching and gliding around his girth.

“My sweet pussy,” Bryony groaned, eyes locked on his face as one hand slipped between them to circle her swollen clit. “She’s starving for you.”

She rolled her hips, grinding down, then leaned forward to capture his mouth in a deep, messy kiss. Her breasts swung over his chest and face as she held herself poised above him, knees digging into the mattress, her ass slapping down in sharp, eager beats.

“I love the way you feel inside me,” she whimpered, guiding one heavy breast toward his mouth. “Go on, darling. Suck them.” Her voice broke with need. “Take my nipples. Let me ride you until I come.”

“Mrs. Baxter,” Adam groaned, the title slipping out of him by reflex, a stubborn remnant of propriety that refused to die no matter how many times she fucked it out of him. His mouth was buried in the weight and warmth of her breast, words vibrating uselessly against her skin. “I—I don’t know if I can—” He broke off with a helpless sound. “I think I’m going to come too… and you said not inside you.”

Her answer was a shattered breath and a pleading sound torn from deep in her chest. Bryony lifted herself more upright on him, thighs burning as she rode him without mercy. One hand dropped between her legs, fingers circling and pressing insistently at her swollen clit, while the other seized her own breast, kneading it hard as if she could force the pleasure to crest faster. “Please,” she gasped, voice raw and urgent. “Adam, sweetheart, try—just try to hold on. Just a minute more. I’m right there. I’m so fucking close…”

She didn’t slow. If anything, she became more feral, her hips twisting and spiraling as she ground herself down on his cock, chasing the friction with single-minded hunger. Soft whimpers spilled from her lips, each one tighter, more desperate than the last, her body starting to tremble as the orgasm gathered and surged.

“Oh, darling,” Bryony breathed, locking eyes with him as if she needed to see him at the very edge with her. Her mouth curved into a broken, blissed-out smile, and her voice fell to a reverent murmur. “I’m coming…”

~~~

Adam watched her unravel, felt it in his own bones as Bryony’s body jerked and trembled, a broken little snort escaping her before she collapsed off him. Even as she rolled away, her hand didn’t stop, fingers still slick and determined between her thighs, chasing the last sparks of her orgasm.

He pushed up onto his knees, breath ragged, shuffling closer while his fist worked him hard and fast. His head was spinning with reckless intent, a wild, almost vicious thrill buzzing under his skin. He aimed himself without asking, without thinking, and when he came it was violent—hot spurts arcing up to splash across Bryony’s chin, her mouth, the soft curve of her lips.

Her tongue slipped out on instinct, slow and shameless, catching what she could. She blinked through the fog of her climax, lashes fluttering as she tasted him, thick and salty on her tongue. Another pulse landed in her hair, making her hiss and laugh breathlessly as he kept going, Adam groaning, gasping, his release painting her face and spilling down onto her breasts in messy streaks.

She yelped when the first burst hit, surprise cutting through her pleasure, though her hand never stopped worrying her clit, two fingers still buried deep while his frantic thrusts eased into a slower, helpless dribble.

“Put it in my mouth,” Bryony murmured, words slurred with want as her lips parted in invitation.

She took him then, greedily. Slurping, slobbering, hollowing her cheeks as she sucked him clean, one hand gripping him low and firm, milking every last shudder from his overspent body. When she was done, she let him slip free with a soft, obscene pop.

“You mucky pup,” she laughed, low and throaty. “I’m plastered, you bugger.”

She tried to wipe herself off, but it was hopeless—her fingers only smeared the mess over her skin, spreading his spend instead of removing it. She sighed dramatically and glanced up at him.

“You came in my hair,” she accused, rolling her eyes in exaggerated irritation. “Good thing I was planning on bathing anyway, Adam. I’d be far less forgiving if you’d just drenched me for nothing.”

Then she caught his wrist and tugged him down with her, giggling at the lie as he squawked, his own semen smearing against his stomach and chest.

“It’s your mess,” she said airily. “Now—kiss me.”

She didn’t give him time to argue, lunging forward and forcing her tongue into his mouth, letting him taste himself on her lips. She pulled back only to wince and touch her swollen clit, still achingly sensitive.

“God, I’m still randy,” she murmured. “I don’t think I can wait until later.” She met his gaze, eyes wide and glittering with promise. “I hope you enjoy what I’ve got planned, darling. It’s going to be an adventure. One I very much hope you’re ready for.”

“What is it?” Adam asked, bracing himself on straight arms, barely registering the sticky smears on his chest—or the fact he’d just tasted himself.

As his eyes traced the mess they’d made, Bryony smiled sweetly. “A surprise. You’ll see.” She let one eyelid dip in a slow, deliberate wink.

A faint ripple of unease slid through him at the sight, something prickling at the back of his mind as he stared at her, caught between arousal and uncertainty.

“Can’t you tell me anything about it?”

Bryony placed her palm to his chest and nudged him back, sliding across the rumpled sheets until her calves met the edge of the bed. She rose to her feet, slow and unashamed, first planting herself squarely in Adam’s line of sight. Her hands settled on her hips, posture proud, before her chin tipped downward and she inspected herself—her breasts slick and shining, marked with the evidence of what they’d just done.

She gave a soft, disbelieving laugh and lifted her eyes to him again, holding him there. “I’m absolutely drenched in it,” she said, half amused, half mock-annoyed. “And no, you’re not getting another hint. I refuse to ruin what’s coming.”

Adam pushed himself upright, and she leaned in, stealing a quick, claiming kiss. She didn’t pull away afterward, instead resting her forehead against his, their noses almost brushing. Her gaze didn’t waver. “Do you trust me?” she breathed, the question intimate and dangerous all at once.

His chest felt tight, as if something fragile were swelling there. He swallowed. “I think… I think I love you,” he said, the words rough with feeling.

Her expression softened. Bryony lifted her hand and traced his cheek with the backs of her fingers, reverent. “You are unbearably sweet,” she murmured. “And you matter to me, Adam. I would never hurt you. Never.” She kissed him again, slower this time, a tender meeting of mouths that turned lush as their tongues found one another. When she broke away, her lips hovered near his. “While you’re under my roof, I want what we have to be rich. Full. Something that stays with you.”

She straightened and glanced down at herself again, dragging a finger through the sticky sheen on her breast. With deliberate slowness, she circled her nipple, painting it until it darkened and glistened. “Tonight,” she said, eyes flicking back to him, “I want to take what we’ve started and deepen it. Open things up for you. I want us to discover more—together.”

She gathered another trace onto her fingertip and slipped it between her lips, sucking it clean with a faint, wicked smile. “Come bathe with me,” Bryony invited softly. “Watch me get ready. I have a corset I think you’ll enjoy very much.”

~~~

He’d been hard the entire time they soaked together, the heat of the bath and the slow drag of soap over her skin making it impossible to think about anything else. Washing her without being allowed to pounce felt like a special kind of torment. The ache between his thighs sharpened until instinct took over, his hand sliding down to give himself a few desperate strokes.

“No.” Bryony’s voice was low and velvet-soft as her fingers closed around his wrist. He’d barely managed those quick, guilty movements before she stopped him. “Don’t, Adam,” she whispered, a smile in the sound. “Show me a little self-control.”

Water sloshed gently against the porcelain as she rose onto her knees. She leaned into him, her breasts slick and warm as they brushed his chest, nipples grazing his skin. When he arched back, overwhelmed, she followed, her mouth claiming his, tongue sliding between his lips with unhurried promise. She broke the kiss just enough to hold his gaze. “I want you aching to fuck me,” she said quietly. “I want you wound tight, desperate. My beautiful, big boy.”

“Oh God, Mrs Baxter,” Adam rasped, blinking hard as the rush of want punched straight through him. His voice wobbled with it. “What are we going to do?”

She didn’t answer. Bryony only smiled, one brow lifting as she drew away from him, leaving him empty and burning in her wake.

Adam watched, helplessly entranced, as she stood. Her skin glowed, flushed and shining from the heat, droplets tracing slow paths over the curves of her body. The sight of her—those full breasts, the firm sweep of her backside—dragged a sound out of him that he didn’t recognize as his own. “You’re gorgeous,” he breathed, his hand betraying him as it reached for his cock again.

“Don’t touch it.” Her warning was mild but unmistakable as she swung one leg over the rim of the tub. “If you touch yourself, Adam, you won’t be touching me tonight.” She glanced back at him, eyes sharp with intent. “Actually… you’ll be on short rations for a week. I’ll let the other boys enjoy me, and you’ll be stuck between my thighs, licking while they get the fun part. No sweet, dirty shagging for you.”

The words landed clean and cruel, striking straight through him. Jealousy flared hot and bitter, flooding his mouth with a coppery taste. His hand jerked away instantly, as if burned.

“I’m sorry,” he muttered, suddenly stripped of the confidence he’d been building for weeks. It collapsed in on itself, leaving him exposed, unsure, desperate for her approval. “Please… don’t be mad at me.”

Bryony stepped fully out of the bath, then bent back toward him, her fingers gentle as they tousled his hair. “I’m not angry,” she said, pressing a wet kiss to his forehead. “Just trust me, sweetheart. Can you do that for me?”

She straightened and reached for a towel, wrapping it around her hair in a loose turban. “It might be a bit of a shock later,” she added lightly, “but I promise you’ll enjoy it. If you walk into this with me, it opens so many doors for us. You really will be my top boy—if you trust me, Adam.”

His focus snagged on that one word.

Shock.

An uneasy knot tightened in his stomach, fingers of anxiety squeezing as he replayed it in his head. Why that word? He swallowed hard, throat working, and stared up at her, mouth falling open as uncertainty and desire tangled together inside him.

The moment she caught sight of his face, she broke into laughter, rich and warm, cutting clean through his nerves. “Oh, sweetheart, don’t look so terrified,” she teased. “You had that exact same expression the afternoon you turned up at my door for the first time.” Her eyes softened. “And remind me—how did that turn out, hm? Wasn’t it rather… wonderful?”

Adam bobbed his head, a shy, breathless yes scraping out of him as memories flared hot and vivid—his first helpless groan, the way his body had betrayed him so eagerly. Heat flooded his groin again, his fingers betraying him as they twitched toward his aching cock. One look at Bryony’s knowing stare stopped him cold.

She slipped into a dressing gown then, deliberately shielding herself from his hungry eyes. “Come on, darling,” she coaxed. “Out of the bath. Come into my bedroom and keep me company while I get ready.”

He obeyed, hovering close as she moved through the rituals that transformed her from temptation into devastation. He watched her dry her hair, the warm air lifting it into glossy waves. She applied her makeup with practiced restraint—nothing heavy, just enough to make her eyes smoulder and her mouth beg for attention. Pearl drops kissed her earlobes. A necklace of three delicate strands settled into the valley between her breasts.

She turned her back to him, wordlessly inviting his hands as she guided him to fasten the corset. Once it was snug, her breasts rose, full and constrained, their upper curves trembling above the cups. One by one, she clipped the suspenders to sheer dark stockings, the elastic snapping softly against her thighs. Then the heels—sharp, dangerous, unmistakably hers.

She turned, presenting herself with a slow, wicked smile. “Well?” she murmured, lips pursed in mock doubt. The gown gaped just enough to reveal that she wore nothing beneath it, the soft, bare truth of her peeking shamelessly between her thighs.

“Perfect,” Adam breathed, the word thick, almost swallowed by awe. His chest tightened as he stared at her. “You’re… you’re unbelievable, Mrs Baxter.”

Her brows lifted. “You really mean that, don’t you?” She stepped closer, fists settling on her hips as she held the pose, drinking in the way his eyes devoured her.

He nodded, throat working. “I love you,” he whispered, the confession slipping free before he could stop it.

She groaned softly and shook her head. “Oh, you foolish, beautiful boy.” Her voice gentled. “It’s sweet, truly. But you shouldn’t pin that kind of feeling on me.” She closed the distance between them. “When you leave here, you should find a girl your own age. Take everything I teach you and drive her wild.” A crooked grin tugged at her mouth. “But don’t imagine a future for us. There isn’t one. I’m fifty-three, darling. This”—she gestured between them—“can only ever be this.”

“I don’t care,” Adam said, blinking hard as his eyes burned.

Bryony exhaled, then leaned in close, her voice dropping to a hush. “Let’s not ruin tonight.” She caught his hands and tugged him up from the bed. “Love me if you must,” she added gently, “but I’m not promising you anything more.”

He clung to her words, to her touch, to the fragile hope she offered. “If… if this surprise works,” he asked quietly, “will I really be your top boy?”

Bryony stepped back, folding her arms as she studied him in silence.

Shifting her weight onto one cocked hip, she gave him a slow, deliberate nod. “Without question, Adam. You’re the newest arrival, which usually means you’ll still be here long after the others drift away. Mark was my darling for a while, but he was gone before you ever crossed my threshold.” Her smile sharpened, possessive and proud. “You’re the only one I let take me from behind like that. The only one I trust there.” She paused, letting that sink in. “And if tonight unfolds the way I expect, you’ll be very close to being my favourite of them all. Almost there.” Her eyes glittered. “There are… a few other little doors I plan to open for you too.”

She drew in a slow, indulgent breath, the movement making her breasts tremble against the rigid boning of the corset. When she let it out, her cheeks puffed slightly, her head swaying lazily from side to side as if she were savouring a private thought. 

“There’s a friend of mine,” she went on, voice dropping into something conspiratorial. “A woman I think you’d enjoy very much. She’s younger than me—and wicked in ways that would make your ears burn.” A low, knowing smile curved her mouth. “I imagine you’d have a rather lovely time with the two of us. You tell me you love me, sweet boy, but I suspect you’d still be more than eager to bury yourself in Amanda.”

She flicked her hand dismissively, as though brushing crumbs from a table. “But that’s all for later. Tonight comes first.” Her gaze pinned him. “Just remember what I’ve told you. There’s so much more waiting—so much delicious trouble. All you have to do is trust me.”

His head spun. The idea alone—two women, both of them wanting him—left him stunned, staring at her as though she’d just spoken another language. 

“Oh God,” he rasped at last. “What’s going to happen tonight?”

She laughed softly. “I’ve already said far too much.” Then she opened her arms. “Come here.” When he leaned in, she stopped him with a finger. “Careful. No kissing. I won’t have my lipstick ruined.”

They held each other anyway, her body warm and fragrant against his. As they did, a prickle of unease slid through him. Why the lipstick? The question flickered in his mind, half-formed, carrying with it a shadowy sense of secrecy—like catching the faint smell of smoke before you ever see the fire. He almost asked, but stopped himself. He knew better. Whatever she had planned, she intended to keep control of it until the very last moment, dangling future promises to keep him pliant.

When they finally eased apart, he swallowed. “S-so… what are we waiting for?”

“You’ll find out,” she said, eyes dancing.

“How long?”

She made a little pout, then shrugged. “Long enough for you to nip upstairs and make me a gin and tonic.”

He hurried to obey, measuring the gin generously, letting it slip over ice before topping it with tonic just the way she liked, finishing it with a neat slice of lime. When he returned to the bedroom, she purred, “There you are. Now we can begin.”

Ian from Manchester lounged on the bed, smirking. His cock lay heavy across his thigh, thick and imposing, immediately reminding Adam of a coiled python—powerful, unmistakable, and utterly impossible to ignore.

~~~

Adam lingered in the doorway, caught between flight and fascination, his gaze locked on Ian while his stomach tightened with a sour knot of dread. Whatever Bryony was orchestrating, it was already spiraling beyond anything he’d prepared himself for.

“Well now, Adam,” Ian drawled, lifting his fingers in a lazy, almost bored salute. The smile that curved his mouth was all provocation, all knowing ease.

Adam didn’t answer. The drink in his hand might as well have been glassed into his palm; he’d forgotten it entirely. His eyes traced Ian in spite of himself—the careless fall of dark hair, that long, affected fringe shadowing sharp eyes, the way a single lock curved down his forehead like punctuation. He noticed how narrow Ian was, all angles and bone, ribs faintly etched beneath pale skin, a body that looked almost unfinished yet radiated a reckless confidence.

From her chaise, Bryony watched him unravel. She lounged against the cushions like a queen in repose, one leg draped, the other bent, silk clinging to her curves. “Adam, sweetheart,” she purred, voice thick with indulgence. “Come here and bring me my drink. I’m dying of thirst.”

He crossed the room on autopilot. The shock of it all hit him like icy water, then ebbed just as quickly, leaving him hollowed out and pliant. Bryony’s fingers brushed his as she accepted the glass, her smile slow and satisfied.

She sipped delicately, never once breaking eye contact. Adam felt his gaze betray him, flicking toward the bed before returning to her face, and she noticed—of course she did. Her mouth curved, triumphant.

Trust me, she mouthed, her look sharp, commanding, intimate all at once.

Then, aloud, casually, cruelly, “Have you ever seen Ian’s cock, Adam?”

Heat flooded his face as he shook his head, lips pushing into an unconscious sulk.

“It’s rather impressive,” she continued, almost conversational. Then she turned her head and lifted her voice. “Come here, darling. Bring that beautiful thing over.”

Ian slid off the bed with a grin, his hand already moving, slow and deliberate, coaxing himself to fullness as if he had all the time in the world. He didn’t rush it. He wanted to be seen.

Adam stared. He couldn’t help it. Against Ian’s slight frame, the thickness looked obscene, undeniable, and jealousy burned sharp and acidic in his gut.

Before he could gather the courage to object, Bryony nudged him firmly downward. “On your knees.”

She shifted on the chaise, spreading herself with unhurried confidence. Reaching for Ian, her fingers barely managed to span him, her hand testing his weight as her breath deepened.

“Kiss my pussy,” she murmured, already touching herself, her voice roughening. “Use that clever mouth. Make me ready for him.”

Adam hesitated, panic flaring. Bryony caught it instantly. The moment his lips parted, she snapped, “Just lick me,” her tone edged with steel. She opened herself wider, unapologetic. “You remember what I told you.”

Time stretched thin. Adam’s thoughts tangled, his chest tight with longing and resentment. He watched Bryony stroke Ian, watched the smug satisfaction etched across the younger man’s face, and something ugly twisted inside him. He wanted to shove Ian away. Wanted to turn and leave, to refuse to be another piece in her elaborate, dangerous games.

Didn’t she see it? Didn’t she understand?

He loved her.

Adam swallowed hard, the hot, violent impulse to smash Ian’s smug face flickering through him like a match struck in the dark. His hands curled, then loosened. This was madness. He could still walk away—just turn, put one foot in front of the other, and leave them to whatever obscene game Bryony had decided to play. That thought gave him a thin thread of resolve, and he clung to it, dragging in a steadying breath.

He opened his mouth, ready to let fly something sharp and scalding, something that would wound and free him both. But then he looked at her.

Really looked.

Bryony Baxter, sprawled and knowing, her body an invitation she’d never once pretended was innocent. The languid sprawl of her thighs, the lazy confidence in her posture, the heat that seemed to roll off her skin and seep straight into his bloodstream. Her mouth curved, just barely, as if she could see the precise second his defenses collapsed. Whatever bricks he’d stacked up inside himself—pride, jealousy, anger—they crumbled to powder under the weight of wanting her.

She caught the change in his face and smiled, slow and devastating.

“Lick it,” Bryony breathed, her voice low and coaxing, threaded with promise. “Taste me.” Her eyelids dipped, lashes shadowing her eyes as her hips shifted a fraction wider. “I’m so fucking randy…”

The words slid over him like silk and shackles all at once, and Adam knew—achingly, helplessly—that leaving was no longer an option at all.

~~~

Her scent hit him like a drug, sweet and feral, flooding his veins and burning away the bitterness that had been eating at him. Lust surged, hot and immediate. Adam buried his mouth between Bryony’s thighs, tasting her urgency, his cock so hard it ached, pulsing with a need he couldn’t remember ever feeling this sharply.

“My boys,” Bryony murmured, rocking her hips forward as she clutched him close, pressing his face tighter to her heat. “God… I love fucking,” she breathed, the words breaking into a thin cry when Adam closed his mouth over her clit and drew her into him.

She was greedy, insatiable—one hand stroking Ian, her fingers pumping his length as her lips wrapped around the swollen head. She sucked and teased, her mouth tight and knowing, before dragging Adam up along the slick line of her body. Without pausing her hand on Ian, she claimed Adam’s mouth, thrusting her tongue between his lips, tasting him, taking him.

“You in my arse, him in my front,” she rasped, jaw clenched, desire sharpening every syllable. “That’s what I want,” she groaned, the words spilling out raw and honest. “I want to be filled with both of you.”

Adam caught Ian’s low laugh over the sound of his own breathing. 

“You’re filthy,” Ian said, amused and breathless. “One in your cunt and one up the shitter?”

“Stop talking and give me your cock,” Bryony snapped, her eyes flicking to Ian with a commanding heat while she continued to devour Adam’s mouth. “This is my house. You’ll do exactly what I say.”

Then, to Adam, her voice dropped into a rough growl. “Get back down there. Lick me. Suck my cunt.”

The way she said it—sharp, unfiltered, desperate—sent a thrill straight through him. Adam knew that word, knew what it meant when she used it like that. She was wound tight, blazing with arousal, driven wild by having them both there. The intensity was contagious. He didn’t care that Ian’s cock had just been in her mouth. All that mattered was her need.

Adam slid down again, hands and mouth working together, fingers pressing inside her as his tongue teased and circled. She writhed, squealing, her body slick and responsive around his exploring hand, every movement answered with wet, needy sounds.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” Bryony moaned, before sealing her lips around Ian once more. She exaggerated the noise, sucking and slurping, her mouth working the broad head, saliva slick and shameless as it spilled over. “Finger my twat… suck my clitty,” she gasped. “Oh God, darling, that’s heavenly.”

“Suck me,” Ian urged, his voice tight. “Go on, Bryony. Take it. Choke on it.”

She did her best to oblige. Shifting herself up onto the chaise, bracing her weight to one side, thighs still spread wide, she took Ian firmly in hand at the base and swallowed him down. She worked him like a performer who knew exactly how to hold an audience—deep, deliberate, relentless.

She coughed, gagged, then pulled back just long enough to spit, thick strands of silver drool stretching from her mouth and sliding down her chin, dripping onto her breasts.

“Give me more,” she pleaded hoarsely, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

Then she nudged Adam away from her sex and stood. Once upright, she directed Ian to move behind the chaise. When he did, she lowered herself smoothly onto her knees, poised and waiting.

“Back there,” Bryony murmured, voice thick and commanding, eyes locked on Adam as she twisted her torso just enough to look at him over her shoulder. “Don’t stop licking.”

Adam’s pulse thundered. He watched her mouth work greedily around Ian, the wet sounds obscene and mesmerizing, while his own hand closed around his aching cock. He dropped into a crouch behind her, spreading her soft, yielding cheeks, reverent and hungry all at once.

He saw the faint smear there and touched it with his tongue, careful at first, tasting her heat. Bryony moaned around the fullness in her mouth, the sound vibrating through her body and straight into him.

“You’ll have to make me nice and slippery back there, sweetheart,” she chuckled breathlessly, words slurring around pleasure. “That’s it. Good boy. Get me drenched. I want my pretty little kitty and my filthy hole ready for both of you.”

Adam obeyed, abandoning himself to the task. His tongue traced her, slow and deliberate, then firmer, circling and pressing while two of his fingers slid into her sex, gathering her slick and spreading it back, coating her, preparing her. Her reactions told him everything—sharp gasps, broken groans, her hips rocking helplessly as if she were already being taken.

“I want you to watch him fuck my cunt,” Bryony cried suddenly, voice cracking as she stepped away from the chaise.

She turned, caught Adam by the shoulders, and hauled him upright for a kiss—deep, claiming, her mouth still tasting of another man. She held his gaze as she whispered, “Watch me take his cock. And then… there’s one more thing I need before I let you anywhere near my arse.”

And so Adam stood there, suspended in a haze of lust and jealousy and awe, watching Bryony surrender herself to Ian. He couldn’t look away as her body opened, accepted him, as her face shifted with every thrust. She tugged her breasts free of the corset, baring them, and Adam’s breath left him at the sight of her sprawled back, legs wide, voice breaking into helpless squeals as Ian drove into her.

Time blurred. Five minutes—or an eternity—passed with Adam drinking it all in: the sounds, the stretch, the way she clutched at the cushions and then at Ian himself.

Finally, she shuddered and moaned, “Let me taste it. My cunt off your cock. Give it to me.”

She took him into her mouth, licking herself from his shaft, savoring it. Then, without warning, she reached for Adam again.

“Kiss me,” Bryony breathed, dragging him close and plunging her tongue into his mouth. “That’s his cock and my twat,” she whispered wickedly, before turning back to slurp at Ian once more. “Why don’t you have a taste too?”

She settled onto the chaise and gestured for Ian to stand before her. He did, his cock heavy in her fist.

Bryony angled it toward Adam, offering it like a dare. He froze, stunned, desire and uncertainty tangling in his chest.

She laughed softly, then leaned in and swallowed half of Ian’s length again, moaning around him before easing back, lips popping free. She pulled Adam close once more, her breath hot against his ear.

“This is the test, darling,” she whispered, eyes bright, feral with want as her hand stroked Ian from root to tip. “Come here. Just a little lick. That’s all. Before we go any further.”

Her voice dipped into a needy moan. “Tell me, Adam… do you love me enough to suck Ian’s cock?”

~~~

Time seemed to thicken, each second dragging as though the air itself had turned syrupy. Adam sat rigid beside his landlady, his gaze flickering helplessly—from Bryony’s flushed, intent face to the heavy length in front of her. His mind tripped over itself, images and reactions colliding in slow motion before accelerating into something dizzying and sharp. Revulsion flared first, hot and instinctive.

It’s a cock, he thought wildly. I can’t put that in my mouth. What if he finishes?

Bryony must have read it all on his face. She leaned in and murmured, low and coaxing, “It’s no different than when you go down on me, Adam.” Her voice hooked him, pulled his eyes back to hers. “There’s nothing wrong with it. And imagine how delicious it could be.” Her smile curved, knowing and wicked. “We could share it. Kiss it. Taste it together.”

Without breaking eye contact, she pressed her mouth over the swollen, darkened tip, her lips claiming it with slow, deliberate intent.

“I would love,” she breathed around it, “to watch you help me. To see your mouth on him with mine.”

The thought alone sent a shudder through her. She tipped her head back, eyes fluttering as a moan slipped free. Her hands roamed her own body, kneading her breasts before sliding lower, fingers finding their way between her thighs, rubbing herself with desperate little circles.

“Oh God,” she whimpered, needy and unashamed. “Please, sweetheart. Say you will. For me.” She bit at her lower lip, smearing the last of her lipstick as she stared at him, pleading. “Just try. Come closer. One tiny lick. That’s all.”

Adam swallowed hard as something forbidden and thrilling began to unfurl inside his chest, dark and curious.

“I can’t,” he muttered, shrinking back at the image of Ian’s flesh against his tongue.

“Yes, you can,” Bryony countered softly, confidently. “Watch. It’s easy.”

She demonstrated, her tongue gliding over the sensitive crown, lips snug as her head moved in a languid rhythm. One hand cradled the weight beneath, possessive, familiar.

“Just a little taste,” she coaxed, thumb smearing slowly over the glistening slit. “Come on, darling. Do it for me. Do it for Mistress Bryony.”

Ian snorted, rough amusement cutting through the haze. “Filthy old tease,” he said. Then, gripping himself, he added, “Why bother with the lad? Let me just fuck you. I’ll have you screaming the place down once I get started.”

Bryony lifted her head and looked at him, considering, her mouth tilted in a thoughtful slant. Then she turned back to Adam with a pout and a careless half-shrug.

“If you won’t,” she said lightly, “you might as well go.” Her hand slid back to Ian, replacing his grip with her own. She smiled, slow and taunting. “You heard him. He’ll take me hard. Make me cry out. And if that’s all that’s on offer tonight… well, I do hate to refuse an enthusiastic invitation.”

Her gaze pinned Adam in place, waiting.

“Well?” she asked softly. “This is your last chance, sweetie. Entirely your choice.” Her smile deepened, wicked and warm. “And I’d hate to delay. I’m very much in the mood to be filled—properly. In every way.”

“Do you want to stay here with us,” she asked softly, almost kindly, “or are you going to leave us alone?”

The question landed in him like a bruise. The idea of walking out—of shutting the door and abandoning her to Ian—hurt in a way that felt almost physical. His imagination betrayed him instantly, vivid and cruel: Bryony sprawled beneath Ian’s heavier body, her legs open and welcoming, her voice breaking into needy sounds as she took him inch by inch. The picture burned, sharp and relentless.

Jealousy surged hot and ugly, tightening his throat, coiling low in his gut until it felt like fury and desire were the same thing. He couldn’t stand the thought of her cries belonging to someone else, of her pleasure unfolding without him there to witness it.

“I don’t want to go,” Adam shot back, the words tearing out of him before fear could stop them. His hands clenched at his sides. “I want to stay. I want to be here—with you.”

Bryony’s smile turned slow and knowing, her voice thick with satisfaction as it slipped into his ear. “Then it’s easy,” she murmured, almost singsong. “You take this into your mouth… and then we can fuck for as long as you can manage.”

~~~

Time stretched, thinning until it felt unreal, as if the moment were being pulled wide just for him. Adam hovered there, hardly trusting that he was truly so close, his throat working as he swallowed. Before he could stop himself, he lifted his gaze to Bryony. Her face was flushed and alive, eyes bright with a hunger that made his pulse stutter. She looked undone, thrilled by what she was watching him become.

He dared another glance upward, meeting Ian’s stare. The younger man was frozen in awe, mouth parted, as if he couldn’t quite process that this fantasy had crossed into flesh and breath.

“Oh God, sweetheart,” Bryony breathed, her voice thick, almost liquid. “Yes… yes, darling…”

Adam felt as though he had all the time in existence to take in every detail: the heft of Ian’s sex, the raised pathways of veins beneath the skin, the way it seemed to throb with a secret life of its own. The weight of it in his hand stole the air from his lungs, sending a sharp, illicit thrill straight through him. It was strange—foreign and intimate at once—holding another man like this.

“Mrs Baxter,” he murmured, turning to her as if she might still call a halt, offer him rescue at the last heartbeat. But when he looked back down, the thought dissolved. Want surged, sudden and fierce. His need eclipsed hesitation, his free hand drifting to himself, fingers curling as his lips parted. There was barely any distance left between his mouth and Ian’s swollen tip.

Bryony gasped, a sound of pure, helpless pleasure. “My beautiful boy,” she whispered, reverent and undone. “Oh God, Adam… you’re really doing it.”

The head brushed his tongue, slick and warm, tasting of want. A low sound escaped him as he explored that sensitive curve, feeling the first bead of Ian’s arousal touch his mouth. He sealed his lips around the fullness, drawing it in, the stretch filling him as a moan vibrated from deep in his chest. Heat coiled tight in his belly, heavy and insistent.

He worked the tip slowly, savoring the sensation, then eased back just enough to look at Bryony. She was staring at him like a miracle had unfolded in front of her, eyes shining, mouth trembling with pleasure.

“Oh, darling,” she groaned softly. “You really did.”

“Let me taste you too,” Ian murmured, leaning in, his mouth seeking Bryony’s as the moment closed around them.

~~~

“You’re my special boy,” Bryony breathed, her mouth brushing his ear, the words warm and intimate as a secret meant only for him. She eased back just enough to catch Adam’s eyes, her gaze bright, knowing, full of promise. “Just trust me,” she murmured—and then she turned, lowering herself to Ian with deliberate slowness, her lips parting as she took him in.

Adam watched, transfixed, as his landlady worked Ian with unhurried hunger, her mouth glossy, her cheeks hollowing as she savored him. The sounds alone made Adam’s hand close around himself, stroking in time with her movements, anticipation tightening his belly. He wanted his turn. More than that—he wanted to taste Ian again, taste Bryony on him.

“Is it fun?” Bryony asked, her voice thick as she guided Ian toward Adam, holding him steady, presenting him like an offering. “Do you like it?” she moaned, her breath hitching.

Adam nodded quickly, his tongue sliding over the slick crown, his own hand moving faster now. “As long as I’m with you,” he managed, words muffled and earnest, “I could do this forever—” His sentence broke into a startled choke when Ian pushed deeper, the blunt head nudging the back of his throat.

Bryony laughed, low and delighted, cradling Adam’s face in her hands as if steadying him through it. “Oh, we’re going to have so much fun together, my sweet, lovely boy,” she purred. Then her tone shifted, commanding but tender. “But stop now. I want you to taste me again. I want Ian inside me so you can lick my love right off his cock.”

She searched Adam’s face. “Will you do that for me?”

“Anything,” he said instantly, a shiver tearing through him, emotion swelling until it spilled over. “I love you.” The words broke from him, raw and unguarded.

Bryony reclined against the chaise, opening herself without shame, thighs spreading wide as she beckoned. “Put it back where it belongs,” she groaned, fingers parting her folds.

Ian complied with a muttered sound of approval, driving into her until his hips met her body. “Just because you asked so nicely,” he said darkly, beginning to move. “I’ll fuck you just how you like.”

“Make it filthy,” Bryony begged, eyes narrowed, blazing up at him. “But don’t you dare finish. Not until I’ve had both of my boys at once.”

Ian set a brutal rhythm, thrusting deep, her voice breaking into breathless cries beneath him. “Me inside you,” he snarled, “and him behind you?”

“That’s exactly what I want,” Bryony whimpered, her heels shaking, legs trembling uncontrollably. “Ian—God, you’re enormous. I swear you’re going to split me open.” She sobbed on a laugh, dragging her nails down her own skin. “Don’t stop. Don’t stop fucking me until I say.”

He drove harder, teeth bared. “And you still want Adam to suck me off?”

“Oh God, yes—please,” she cried, fingers finding her swollen nub, then sliding lower, three of them sinking into herself as Ian pulled free. “Let me see. I want to watch.”

She worked herself shamelessly, slick sounds filling the room as Adam leaned in, mouth eager, taking Ian again. He slobbered and licked, cheeks hollowing as he sucked, his hand stroking Ian down near the base, keeping him right on the edge.

“Oh Jesus… fuck,” Bryony murmured, eyes heavy-lidded with pleasure. “Adam, sweetheart, you really are enjoying that, aren’t you?”

Adam dragged his tongue slowly from root to tip, lingering there, circling the sensitive head before murmuring thickly, “It’s because you’re all over him, Mrs. Baxter. It’s you I’m tasting.”

Bryony surged upright, her face radiant with arousal. “And what about his spunk?” she asked softly.

She reached for Ian herself, wrapping her fingers around him, her tongue gliding along the raised veins as she took over, savoring every inch.

“Would it bother you if he spills himself across your face?”

Adam swallowed, his breath hitching before the words came out rough and shaky. “Not if you’re there,” he managed, voice trembling as heat rushed through him. “If you’re touching it too… I don’t care. I just need you with me.”

Bryony’s smile was slow and knowing. She bent forward and captured his mouth, kissing him deep, unhurried, her tongue claiming his until his knees threatened to give. When she pulled back, her lips brushed his ear. “I want you in me,” she whispered. “I want you filling my dirty little back door while Ian takes me hard, right where I’m already aching.”

Ian answered with a low laugh, swinging his thick length so it smacked against Bryony’s cheek. “Then get ready,” he growled. “We’ll stretch you wide, you filthy woman—every inch of you.”

~~~

She guided Adam back until he sank onto the chaise, then climbed onto him with deliberate slowness, settling astride his thighs. Heat slicked between her legs as she rocked against herself, coating her sex while Ian stood there watching, his hand wrapped tight around his cock, pumping as if he couldn’t stop.

The Mancunian’s gaze was dark and hooded, his mouth twisting as he watched her. “Straight up your arse,” he muttered thickly. “Knew you were filthy, but fuck me, that’s something else.”

“He’s not there yet,” Bryony shot back, breathy but composed, as if she were savoring the moment.

She turned her back to Adam and folded forward, reaching down between her legs to capture him in her fist. She stroked him slowly, teasing, coaxing, soft sounds spilling from her mouth as she urged him to open her, to get her ready.

When his hips began to lift, impatience driving him, she hissed a warning. “Let me take it. Stay still. Easy. Don’t rush me.”

His hands slid to her waist, gripping as the blunt heat of him nudged insistently at her rear. “For fuck’s sake,” he groaned, jaw tight, fighting the urge to thrust.

“Steady,” she murmured again. “Don’t go charging in like that.”

She drew a sharp breath through her nose, her body tensing as the head pressed insistently against her, the tight ring resisting, protesting. A thin whimper escaped her as she worked herself back, inch by inch, her muscles fluttering and clenching around the intrusion.

Half-formed words spilled from her lips—nonsense, pleas, broken sounds—while Adam groaned behind her, breath ragged. Ian stood directly in front of the chaise now, unabashed, staring as if he couldn’t look away.

“Oh God—oh, bloody hell,” Bryony gasped when her body finally yielded, the stretch forcing a startled snort from her throat. “My arse…” she murmured, lashes fluttering as she lifted her gaze to Ian. “He’s filling me. Properly stuffing me with his cock.”

“Yeah,” Ian answered, stepping closer, stroking himself with renewed purpose, something sharp and hungry in his eyes. “And I’m gonna wreck your cunt next,” he said crudely, breath hitching. “Go on—open up. Spread those legs and let me see it.”

She shot him a look, half scandalized, half thrilled, drawing her knees up and letting them fall open. “You’re disgusting,” she said, though her voice trembled.

“And you fuckin’ love every second,” he shot back. “Dirty old cow.”

Her chin dipped as she looked down, watching his cock slide against her body, pressed and waiting. She stared, mesmerized, then swallowed hard and lifted her eyes to his face.

“Two big boys,” she gurgled softly. “My beautiful, big boys.”

Then Ian pushed into her, slow but relentless, and her breasts swayed and rolled with the movement as the rhythm took over—Adam deep behind her, Ian driving into her from the front—her body caught between them as the rutting began.

~~~

Adam’s palms were buried in the lush weight of Bryony’s breasts, fingers kneading and claiming as her body pressed back into him. He could feel everything—too much, almost—the slick drag of Ian moving inside her, the impossible thickness of him sliding against Adam through the thin, yielding wall that separated them. It was disorienting and obscene and intoxicating all at once. Bryony’s voice broke apart into guttural little sounds, rough and needy, every moan thick with want as she urged Ian to drive harder into her.

Ian answered with animal noises of his own, breath hitching, nose brushing her skin as he used every inch he had, thrusting deep, relentless. Adam could barely move, could only hang on, locked in place by the press of bodies and the way Bryony clenched around him, tight and demanding.

She let out a sharp cry of pleasure when Ian growled, “I’m gonna stuff your cunt,” his words filthy and heated. Her body stretched around him, pulled taut, while Adam filled her from behind, her ass packed full of him. “Dirty old slag,” Ian snarled. “Taking two cocks like this. Look at you—you love it, don’t you?”

“I love every bit of it,” Bryony panted, greed in her voice as she rocked, trying to take even more of them both. She writhed, moaning, Adam’s thickness lodged deep in her while his hands continued to torment her breasts, thumbs rough over her nipples. She snapped at Ian, sharp and taunting, “Just fuck me. Go on—use that big thing. Don’t you dare tease me with it. Show me.”

Ian leaned down and captured her mouth, forcing his tongue between her lips. He licked and sucked, messy and hungry, as Bryony squirmed beneath him, trying to thrust up, to meet him stroke for stroke as he pushed back inside her.

“Don’t you come in my kitty,” she cried suddenly, breathless and wild. She stared up at him, taking in his twisted expression, his teeth bared with the effort of holding back. “Just keep fucking me. Don’t stop—don’t you dare,” she groaned, voice dropping into a plea. “I’m soaked, aren’t I? Tell me it’s wet.”

“Soaked,” Ian gasped. He pulled back just enough to look, watching her body take him again, his cock shining, sticky when he slid out, her lips clinging to him. “You’re drenched. Fuck—you’re all over me.”

“I want to clean it off you,” Bryony said, suddenly frantic. She bucked and shoved at his chest, agitation rippling through her as she tried to get him away before he lost control. “I want to share you with Adam. Let us lick my pussy off your cock.”

“Filthy old slut,” Ian groaned as he slipped free at last. “I wanna see that. Go on then—get your mouth around it.”

Adam stared, stunned, when Bryony lifted herself off him, the sudden emptiness almost shocking. He blinked, hand drifting instinctively to his aching length.

“Don’t just stand there touching yourself,” Bryony chirped, breathless but smiling. “Come and share this with me.”

Adam looked over to where Ian stood in front of the chaise, Bryony perched at the edge, her hand wrapped around his heavy cock, slick and shining.

“It’s covered in juice,” she went on, voice sweet and wicked. “Suck my cunt off him, like a good boy.”

Adam swallowed hard, forcing down the rush of hunger that clawed up his throat. He slid closer, his body angling in beside hers, unable to stop staring at Bryony’s face—flushed, wickedly intent—before his gaze betrayed him and drifted to the thick weight she held so confidently in her fist.

When his tongue met the slick traces along Ian’s shaft, Bryony cried out, a low, satisfied sound. “God, yes,” she breathed. “Look at that—so obscene. That’s it, my beautiful boy. Take him in, suck that gorgeous cock.”

She leaned in with him, her mouth joining his, all wet lips and greedy noises, before she guided Ian back toward herself again, sharing him between them without hurry. A deep moan rolled out of her as she watched Adam, his mouth stretched and working, his concentration absolute.

“This—this is perfect,” Bryony murmured, eyes locked on the way Adam’s lips sealed around Ian. Her free hand slipped between her thighs, fingers sliding inside her heat while her thumb circled her clit. “Doing this with you… it’s so bloody wonderful,” she sighed. “Thank you for wanting this with me.”

“I love you,” Adam rasped, the words torn from him, his gaze glazed with need as he pulled back just long enough to breathe.

They lingered like that, trading Ian between them—Bryony deliberately noisy, slurping and exaggerating every wet sound before handing him over again. Adam was gentler, more reverent, his tongue and mouth exploring while his hand worked the length, Bryony occasionally stroking Adam in return, grounding him, claiming him.

Ian’s control finally cracked. “If you don’t stop,” he groaned, hips jerking as he pushed into Bryony’s mouth, “I’m gonna—”

“Then do it,” Bryony cut in, eyes bright, pumping him hard. “Give it to me. I want your spunk.”

Her filthy encouragement pushed him over the edge. “I fucking warned you,” Ian snarled, his body tensing as release burst from him. “Christ—here it comes—”

Heat splattered Bryony’s face, across her cheek, her brow, her mouth. She didn’t blink, didn’t pull away, only smiled as Adam stared, stunned, drinking in the sight of her marked and glowing.

Ian kept stroking himself, breath ragged. “What about you?” he asked, angling himself toward Adam. A stray jet caught Adam’s shoulder, making him jump back instinctively.

Bryony laughed softly. “Next time, it’s your face,” she promised. “But for now—come here. Help me tidy up.”

Adam hesitated, uncertainty flickering across his features.

“Don’t be shy,” Bryony coaxed, still holding his gaze while Ian’s last spurts spilled. She dragged a finger through the mess on her chin and deliberately slid it into her mouth. When she withdrew it, glistening and clean, she leaned in. “Kiss me.”

Dazed, Adam obeyed. Her hand wrapped around his cock from behind, firm and knowing, as their mouths met. Tongues tangled, slick and unashamed.

“It’s only cum,” she whispered against his lips when they parted. “It won’t hurt you.”

Then she bent forward again, lips closing around Ian once more.

“Come on,” she said to Adam, curling her finger at him. “Get over here.”

“Yeah,” Ian sighed when he saw Adam lean in, mouth working as he cleaned him off. “That’s it, mate. Lick it all away.”

Bryony lifted herself just enough to brush a slow, knowing kiss across Ian’s mouth, her lips curving as she murmured the question against him. “Will you show him?” The request wasn’t innocent—it was thick with promise, her eyes already sliding back to Adam as if she knew exactly how undone he was about to become.

Adam felt his thoughts short-circuit. One second he was breathing, the next he was transfixed, watching as Bryony and Ian sank down together, knees touching the floor in easy, practiced harmony. They positioned themselves shoulder to shoulder, intimate and unselfconscious, and then they were both there—hands, mouths, intent—devoting themselves to his cock. The sight hit Adam low and hard, heat rushing through him as he stared, stunned and aching, at the way they worked in tandem, completely sure of what they were doing and devastatingly generous about letting him see it.

~~~

Adam lounged back on the chaise, breath caught high in his chest while Ian worked him with messy enthusiasm, mouth slick and eager. Bryony hovered close, murmuring encouragements, her voice low and permissive. “Let go whenever it takes you,” she said softly. She lifted her gaze to Adam, smiling with wicked warmth, then flicked a knowing wink at the younger man. “Come for us, sweetheart.”

She didn’t just watch—she took over, hands confident, mouth greedy, coaxing him with wet sounds and practiced pressure, stroking him from the base as if she owned every shudder that ran through him.

“Absolutely wild, isn’t she?” Ian laughed, fingers tangling in Bryony’s hair as he urged her on. “Yeah—just like that. Take him deep.” His voice roughened with the thrill of it, command and awe tangled together.

Bryony did, swallowing him until tears pricked, coughing softly when she finally pulled back, breathless and flushed. “Your turn,” she rasped, stepping aside.

Ian didn’t hesitate. He wrapped his hand around Adam and leaned in, tongue circling, mouth working with single-minded devotion, his fist pumping in rhythm.

Bryony watched for a heartbeat, eyes dark and shining, then shifted closer to Adam’s face. “Well?” she asked around a wet sound, Ian’s hands now roaming her chest, kneading her breasts with hungry fingers.

Adam swallowed hard, eyes darting between them before settling on her. His voice came out hoarse. “I—this is all so fast. I can’t believe… I can’t believe I’m here, doing this.”

She studied him, intensity crackling in the space between them. Then her expression softened into something feral and tender all at once. “Then show me,” she breathed. “Lick it from me. Kiss me. Let’s taste it together.”

It was her hunger that tipped him over the edge. Adam hesitated only a second before leaning in, tongue brushing over the slick evidence on her skin. Bryony keened, sound breaking from her throat as she pulled him into a deep kiss, sharing everything, her mouth claiming his while his hands found her breasts, squeezing, exploring.

“Yes,” she gasped against his lips. “Take me in your mouth. Really take me.” She arched into him, nipples tight and aching as he sucked, his groan vibrating against her skin.

The climax came without warning. Adam cried out, body jerking as pleasure tore through him, his release spilling hot and relentless. Ian yelped in surprise, drawing Bryony’s attention as she slipped from Adam’s grasp and dropped back down, eyes shining as she watched Ian swallow every bit.

“That’s it,” she moaned, fingers sliding over her own slick heat as she watched him finish. When it finally slowed, she pulled Ian up into a kiss, taking Adam back from his mouth, sharing it between them until they were both breathless and smeared with it.

At last she broke away, lifting herself upright and guiding the last of it back to Adam with a teasing smile.

“That’s enough for now,” Bryony said softly. “Everything’s open to us now.” She glanced at Adam, nodding as if sealing a promise. Straddling Ian’s thighs, she pressed her breasts to his face, then leaned close to Adam, lips brushing his ear. “You’re special to me,” she whispered. “Stay tonight. When Ian goes, you stay. We’ll sleep together. I want to make love to you… and I’ll tell you about Amanda.”

—

Graduation.

Adam stood stiffly in his gown and mortarboard while his mother snapped photo after photo, her old Kodak clicking away. After a few minutes she spotted a composition she liked even better, hurrying off to capture it as Adam posed beside his father, the ceremony’s noise and color blurring around them.

“How was the boarding house, Adam?” his father asks, squinting slightly as if the question is casual, almost careless.

The words land like a spark in dry grass. Adam feels it instantly—the private, wicked thrum in his belly, the reflexive tightening that comes from memory alone. Bryony Baxter’s laugh. Her perfume. The heat of that room. He swallows it all down and schools his face.

“Not bad,” he says, aiming for breezy, for unremarkable. “You know. The room was decent enough. Rent wasn’t too steep. They did a proper meal in the evenings.”

His father nods, lips quirking. “Sounds like it hasn’t changed much since I stayed there.”

Adam’s pulse jumps. He forces his shoulders to relax, staring straight ahead.

“And Bryony?” his father adds, a short snort escaping him. “How did you get on with her?”

Heat floods Adam’s cheeks, fast and traitorous. His mouth goes dry. “All right,” he says, the word thin, insufficient, carrying far more than it should.

His father glances sideways then, catching the color in his son’s face. “She finish rounding out your education, did she?”

Adam turns to him, eyes wide, shock stripping away any attempt at composure. For a moment he can’t even form a reply.

The old man laughs softly at the expression, clearly enjoying himself now. “Old Jasper was the porter when you first arrived, wasn’t he? He’s the one who gave you her phone number.”

Adam nods, still stunned, the world tilting just a fraction.

“It was me,” his father continues easily. “I passed it on. Your mother said you were desperate for somewhere decent to live, and I remembered the place.” He pauses, a knowing smile tugging at his mouth. “If Bryony was anything like she was back when I had a room there…” He lets the sentence trail off, chuckling under his breath. “Well. Sounds like you’ve had yourself an interesting time.”


An Accidental View

Red wine and a lazy afternoon by the pool had always been a volatile mix for her. Even on its own, the wine—hardly excessive, a glass or two, maybe three if she was honest—had a way of loosening something deep in Carmen, leaving a restless ache low in her belly. Add the Australian spring sun, mild but insistent, warming her bare shoulders, and the effect was intoxicating. She’d peeled off her top without much thought, emboldened by the privacy, by the way the light kissed her skin. The sun felt intimate, almost reverent, as it traced her curves.

She slipped beneath the surface, letting the water swallow her shoulders. The cool shock stole her breath and sent a delicious sting straight to her nipples, which tightened instantly, aching and sensitive. A laugh bubbled out of her as she resurfaced, glancing around the yard. No neighbouring windows. No eyes. Just the tall fence enclosing the neat Perth backyard like a secret. Giddy with that sense of safety, she slid her thumbs under the waistband of her bikini bottoms and eased them down her hips, letting them fall away.

“Naughty, naughty, Carmen,” she whispered, the words meant as a scold but landing like a caress.

Almost a shame, really, that no one could see her. The thought of being watched—anonymous, unseen eyes drinking her in—sent a wicked little thrill through her. Heat unfurled between her thighs even as goosebumps lifted along her arms. Her body hummed, pulse quick and insistent, her sex swollen and needy, beating in time with her heart. She studied herself, floating there, noting the contrast between her sun-warmed skin and the pale, sheltered softness where the swimsuit usually hid her.

Everything collided at once—the chill of the water, the caress of sunlight, the soft buzz of alcohol, the reckless joy of being gloriously naked. It left her aching, unmistakably aroused, aware of her age only in the confidence with which she claimed the feeling.

She cupped her breasts, weighing them in her hands, thumbs brushing over sensitive peaks. Her long nails, lacquered a vivid red, teased and pinched until a low, unguarded sound slipped from her throat. She was just about to let her hand drift lower, to finally answer the ache she’d been nursing, when a sharp, metallic sound cut through the haze.

The click of the garden gate.

Panic flared instantly, cold and sharp, sending a ripple through the water as she spun around. Her heart leapt into her throat.

“Mark!” The name burst from her, too loud, too high.

He stood there frozen, fair hair mussed, Billabong shorts slung low on his hips, a loose T-shirt hanging forgotten from his shoulders. He didn’t speak. He simply stared—eyes wide, mouth parted—at the sight of his friend’s mother, naked and gleaming in the pool.

“Oh God, Mark,” she blurted, dragging her hands up to cover herself, though the water already hid so much and yet nothing at all. “I didn’t lock the gate…”

“Mrs Morano,” he stammered, blinking like he couldn’t quite make sense of what he was seeing. His gaze betrayed him, flicking from her breasts to the water between her thighs, up to her face, then away—to the wine glass on the table, the sky, the hedge—anywhere but her, before inevitably sliding back again. “Shit. I—I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to— I thought… Robert said I could borrow his bike. Shit.”

“Robert’s not home,” Carmen said softly, mortified and acutely aware of every inch of herself. Her arms stayed crossed over her chest, nipples still tight beneath her palms. “Oh God, Mark. I’m so sorry you…”

Mark kept his gaze stubbornly fixed somewhere over Carmen’s shoulder, studying the weathered slats of the fence as if they held the secrets of the universe. His voice came out rushed, tripping over itself. “I—I’ll come back another time for the bike, Mrs Morano. I’m really sorry. Shit, I mean—” 

He pivoted to go, mortified, heart pounding so hard he could feel it in his throat. And yet, at the last second, instinct betrayed him. He stole one more look.

Carmen Morano had always lived in his head as a quiet, dangerous fantasy. Dark hair that framed her face like a promise. Curves that weren’t sculpted for boys, but for men—full, generous, undeniably feminine. She moved with an unhurried sensuality, as though gravity treated her differently, as though her body understood pleasure in a way his still hadn’t learned. He’d imagined her before—late at night, alone, his hand tight around himself—but this… this was obscene luck. Unreal. The kind of thing that only happened in filthy late-night videos. The kind you weren’t supposed to admit you watched.

Carmen, meanwhile, felt as though she’d stepped into a nightmare. Her mind spiraled, already hearing the crude reenactments, the ugly laughter. Robert’s mum, naked in the pool. Huge tits, just out there. Smooth between her legs. Half cut on wine. Shame scorched her skin hotter than the sun. Panic clawed at her chest. If her son ever heard—if this got back to him—she didn’t know how she’d survive it.

“I should go, Mrs Morano,” Mark said again, turning away, helplessly shrugging as if that might erase what he’d seen.

“Mark—wait.” 

Her voice stopped him cold. His hand hovered on the gate latch as he glanced back.

For one fractured heartbeat, their eyes met. In that instant, Carmen saw it—undiluted, unmasked. Hunger. Not boyish curiosity, but something older, feral, sparked from deep within him. A look born of instinct and want, sharp enough to slice through her fear and land straight between her legs.

Her stomach flipped. Heat bloomed low and urgent, liquid and undeniable. Her body answered before her mind could catch up, slick desire pooling, dissolving the water around her like a secret she couldn’t hide.

Later—much later—she would wonder why she didn’t cover herself again. Why she didn’t scream or demand he leave. Why she opened her mouth at all.

But that was later.

“Mrs Morano?” Mark asked softly, uncertain.

“Will you tell anyone?” she said.

He tried—truly tried—to keep his focus on her face, though the sunglasses made it harder, hiding her eyes, making everything else feel exposed by contrast. “I… uh…” He swallowed. “No. I won’t. I promise.” And in that moment, he meant it.

“I’m not sure I believe you, Mark.” 

Her arms drifted down, slow and deliberate, leaving her breasts bare and unguarded. The sight punched the air from his lungs. His gaze betrayed him instantly, sliding down to the full, heavy curves she’d just revealed.

His tongue dragged across his lips. “Mrs Morano,” he rasped. “I—I swear. I wouldn’t. I mean… I wouldn’t say anything.”

“I believe you, Mark. Truly.” Carmen’s voice softened, smoothing itself into something almost tender. “You’re a good young man. You’ve been coming around this house for years. You took care of Robert that night he turned eighteen.” As she spoke, she drifted through the pool toward him, the water parting around her body in slow, sensuous ripples. “I know you mean what you’re saying,” she added, then hesitated, lifting her shoulders in a small, helpless motion. “But still…”

“I wouldn’t,” Mark said quickly, almost desperately. “Honestly, Mrs Morano. I wouldn’t.”

“But how can I know that for certain?” Carmen tipped her head, studying him from behind her dark lenses. He was frozen there, one arm still raised toward the gate, as if caught between escape and temptation. “I don’t think you’d do it on purpose,” she went on, her tone thoughtful, almost forgiving. “Not out of cruelty.” A faint smile touched her mouth. “I know you’re not that kind of boy. But even so…” She lifted her shoulders again, that same careless gesture.

Mark clenched his jaw. Every time she did that, her breasts reacted, heavy and alive, shivering under the water like they had a will of their own. It was torture. His instincts screamed at him to leave, to get the hell out before this burned itself into his brain forever. And yet—there she was. Mrs Morano. Naked. Lush. So much more intoxicating than any fantasy he’d ever dragged himself through in the dark. 

He couldn’t read her. Was she furious with him? Mortified? She had to be embarrassed—any woman would be. But then she’d let her arms drop, uncaring, and she’d moved closer instead of retreating. The sunglasses hid everything. He hated them for that.

“…You’d say something eventually, Mark,” Carmen continued, her voice drifting to him on the warm night air. “You’re out with your friends, you’ve had a few drinks, someone’s telling a story…” Her lips curved faintly. “Things like this always slip out.”

Things like this? Mark’s mind snagged on the phrase. Had this ever happened to her before? God. For him, it was a once-in-a-lifetime accident. Right now. This moment.

“Mrs Morano—”

“If you did tell someone,” she interrupted, and now her voice dropped, roughened, turning thick and intimate, “what would you say?” The question wasn’t casual anymore. Something in her sharpened, grew intent. To her own surprise, Carmen felt a prurient curiosity bloom, dark and needy, about how he might describe her.

“I wouldn’t say anything,” Mark insisted, though his fingers tightened on the gate handle. “I should really go. I’ll come back for the bike later… if that’s okay.”

“Don’t leave yet, Mark.” 

The sound of her voice—low, full, wrapped in velvet—hooked straight into him. He stopped. The gate stayed closed. Slowly, he released the handle and turned back toward her. 

“What would you tell them?” she pressed, unyielding.

The sunglasses, which had frustrated him moments ago, now felt like a mercy. If she could hide behind them, so could he. Still, he hesitated, heat crawling up his neck.

“Not much,” he said at last, swallowing. “Just that I… uh… walked in on you. That’s all.”

“Stuff?” Carmen echoed softly. “What kind of stuff, Mark? What would you tell them you saw?” 

Her gaze drifted down her own body, unhurried, unapologetic, as if she were seeing herself through his eyes. “Would you say you walked in on me naked?”

Mark’s response was barely there—a minute dip of his chin—but it was enough. Heat climbed his neck, spreading fast.

“And how would you describe me?” she pressed, voice smooth as the water lapping the tiles. “Would you tell them I was… attractive?”

Another nod. This one betrayed him more. His tongue slipped out, dragging along his bottom lip as though his mouth had gone dry under questioning.

“Yeah, Mrs Morano,” he breathed. “Attractive.”

“Sexy?”

The word seemed to hit him low and hard. His answer came rough, almost broken. “Yeah. Yeah… sure.”

Carmen smiled to herself. “Am I sexy, Mark?” she asked quietly. “Is that how you see me?”

He let out a helpless sound, half laugh, half groan. “Ah, shit… Mrs Morano…”

“I really want to know.” Her tone softened, but the intent sharpened. “I’m not a young girl anymore. I’m forty‑three.” She paused, then added honestly, “Sometimes I wonder if a handsome young man would even notice me. If he’d think I still have it.”

She reached up and slid the sunglasses from her face, tucking them into her hair. Without their dark shield, her green eyes were bright, searching, impossibly direct. They locked onto his blue ones and didn’t let go.

“Yeah, Mrs Morano…” Mark swallowed, Adam’s apple bobbing. “I’d say you’ve… yeah. You’ve still got it.”

Her laughter rang out, warm and delighted. “Well, thank you, Mark.” Then her smile shifted, turning sly, doubtful. “You’re not just saying that to be polite, are you?”

He shook his head quickly, almost violently, cheeks flaming under her mock suspicion. “No. No way. I’m not lying. I swear. I think you’re… dead sexy. Really.”

“And what is it about me?” she asked gently. The way he froze nearly made her laugh again. She softened her voice when she saw the blush deepen. “Am I pretty?” She smiled at him, slow and inviting. “Is it my body?” Her hands skimmed over the water, outlining herself without quite touching skin.

He floundered, searching for words and finding none. “You’re just… nice, Mrs Morano.”

“Oh, Mark.” Her head tipped, dimples appearing as her smile turned fond and teasing. “I don’t want to be just nice.” Her hand sliced through the pool again, sending little waves racing toward the edge. Then, bright as a sudden idea, she said, “I know. Why don’t you come in here with me? You look so overheated standing there. A quick dip, and we could talk a bit more.”

That did it. He recoiled as if she’d reached out and touched him. Carmen saw it instantly—too much, too fast. Mark turned away again, fingers closing around the door handle.

“I really should go,” he said, breathless. “If Rob came back and—”

“You should at least have something cold before you leave,” Carmen cut in smoothly. “Of course you can’t get in the pool with me—that would be awkward. I’ll get out, put something on, and pour us a drink.” Her tone turned coaxing, almost domestic. “I just want to talk a little more, Mark. I need to know I can trust you. What do you say? Lemonade? Or maybe a beer?”

She watched him closely. Relief loosened her chest when his grip slackened. His hand slid off the metal handle, and he hesitated there, caught between escape and whatever was pulling him back to her.

Carmen waded toward the shallow end, the water sliding sensuously over her skin. When her toes met the steps, she reached for the cool aluminium rails and lifted herself out, muscles flexing as droplets streamed down her thighs. She was acutely aware of him behind her—of his eyes, his breath, the heat of his attention—so she let her body speak. Each step away from the pool carried an intentional roll of her hips, a slow, unashamed sway as she headed for the open French doors.

“Come on in, if you want, Mark,” she called lightly over her shoulder, then paused just long enough to let him drink her in—the generous curve of her hips, the fullness of her backside. She glanced back, smiling, and took the risk. “Or I’ll see you later… if you come back with the bike.”

She shifted her weight, rising onto her toes, stretching one leg so the long line of her thigh tightened and gleamed. Then she slipped inside, into the shaded cool of the kitchen.

Her pulse was racing now, thudding hard enough that she felt it in her throat. What was she doing? What had possessed her to push it this far? The thrill was dizzying, reckless, edged with danger—and she couldn’t seem to rein herself in. The question wasn’t whether this was madness. It was how far she was willing to let it go.

Seconds dragged. No footsteps. No shadow darkening the doorway.

Her confidence faltered. Maybe he wasn’t coming after all. Maybe she’d frightened him off. Worse—what if he talked? The thought of Robert hearing even a whisper of this made her stomach drop. Had she made everything catastrophically worse with her teasing, her foolish, needy flirting?

Carmen let out a low groan. 

“Shit,” she muttered.

She turned back toward the light, intent on grabbing the half-finished bottle of red and pouring herself something fortifying. Something strong.

Instead, she nearly walked straight into him.

“Mrs Morano,” Mark said, startled, as they met at the threshold. “I was thinking about that beer—” His words cut off when his gaze dropped, registering her continued nakedness. “Oh,” he breathed.

“Come in, Mark,” Carmen said smoothly, stepping aside with a gracious sweep of her arm. “I’ll grab you one.”

Relief flooded her, warm and heady. He’d followed.

She crossed to the fridge with her easy, liquid stride, knowing exactly how she moved, how her hips traced slow arcs beneath his stare. When she opened the refrigerator, she lowered herself into a deliberate squat, unhurried, precise. From where he stood, there was no hiding anything—her sex visible between her parted thighs, her body open and unapologetic, her backside forming that soft, inverted heart she knew so well.

She held the pose just long enough.

Behind her, she heard his sharp intake of breath. A quiet, helpless sound.

Carmen smiled to herself. The knot of doubt unraveled, the anxiety dissolving into certainty. Whatever came next was already set in motion. She could feel it, thick and inevitable, hanging in the charged air between them.

“You know,” Carmen murmured, arm disappearing into the chilled glow of the refrigerator, “you don’t have to rush that beer.” She turned slightly, offering him the can, her fingers brushing his knuckles. “And if I step back outside to fetch my wine…” She straightened slowly, deliberately, pausing just long enough for him to drink in the clean line of her profile—the curve of breast, the soft swell of belly, the unapologetic nakedness of her. “We could sit with our drinks,” she went on, voice silked with promise, “in my bedroom. Cool air, closed door. Comfortable.”

“Mrs Morano—” Mark started, but the words collapsed when she crossed the kitchen in unhurried strides and pressed herself into him, her mouth claiming his before he could finish the thought. Her lips were warm, decisive, tasting faintly of chlorine and wine and something reckless. His breath stuttered.

Trailing after the hypnotic sway of her hips, Mark felt detached from reality, as if he’d slipped into someone else’s fantasy. This didn’t happen. Not like this. And yet here he was, heart pounding, praying if this was a dream it would be mercifully long.

Her bedroom opened around them—spacious, sunwashed in soft pastels, dominated by a vast bed that seemed to promise indulgence. The drinks were abandoned on the nearest surface, forgotten the moment Carmen pressed herself against him again. This kiss was different—hungrier. Her tongue slid into his mouth with unapologetic intent, staking a claim.

“This stays between us,” she breathed against his lips as she tugged his T‑shirt up and over his head. “You come here. We do this again. Whenever you want.” Her eyes sharpened, tone hardening just a notch. “But if anyone—anyone—ever hears a whisper of it, it will have come from you. And if that happens…” She leaned in, making sure he understood. “You will never touch me again. Are we clear, Mark?”

“Yes, Mrs Morano,” he gasped, fumbling as his shorts slid down his legs.

“Carmen,” she corrected absently. “If we’re going to be lovers.”

“Yes, Mrs Morano—Carmen,” he amended, flustered beyond reason.

She smiled at his confusion and reached for him, wrapping her hand around the rigid proof of his desire. Her grip was firm, proprietary. “Is this because of me?” she asked softly. “Did I do this to you?”

“Mrs Morano,” he blurted again, helpless.

“You do find me sexy,” she purred, her fist gliding along his length, savoring his thickness. A low, lush laugh spilled from her, full-bodied and delighted. “God, look at you. So hard for me.”

“I think you’re incredibly sexy,” Mark managed, eyes roaming her without shame now. He glanced down at himself in her hand, awed. “I always thought you were… different. I just never imagined—this.”

Her expression shifted, seriousness cutting through the heat. “Robert can never know,” she said quietly. “Ever. You swear it.”

“I swear,” he said at once. “I won’t tell anyone.”

“Good boy.” Her breathing quickened, chest rising fast as she kissed him again. Her hand continued its slow, knowing work while his fingers, bolder now, explored her—skimming the curve of her hip, tracing her narrow waist, brushing the underside of one heavy breast. Carmen laughed, a soft, surprised sound, as his touch sent a shiver through her.

“That’s sensitive,” she laughed softly, squirming beneath his touch, her body reacting before she could stop it.

“You’re stunning, Mrs Morano,” Mark breathed, reverent and awed as his thumb followed the long, dark line of her nipple, circling it slowly, learning her.

A sharp little sound escaped her. “Shame Robert’s father never saw it,” Carmen said with a flash of bitterness. Then her tone shifted, thickening, weighted with want. “But you… you’re beautiful too, Mark. And that cock of yours—God—it’s perfect. I can already imagine how good it’ll feel inside me.”

“Mrs Morano…” he whimpered, on the edge, undone by her voice alone.

“Don’t,” she warned gently, letting her hand fall away from him. “Not yet.” Her eyes glittered. “Take a breath. Let that heat settle.” She turned and crossed to the bed, sprawling back against the sheets, utterly unashamed. Her thighs parted, revealing the flushed, glistening need between them. “I’m burning there, Mark,” she said, raw and honest. “Come here. Use your mouth. Cool yourself down on me. Taste me.”

A low sound tore from his chest as he moved, urgency overtaking restraint. He knelt between her legs and lifted them, pushing her knees back so she opened wide to him, helplessly exposed. When his tongue touched her, Carmen cried out, obscene and unfiltered, her body arching as if struck.

“Yes—oh God—” Her head rolled side to side as his tongue worked her, clumsy but eager, driven by hunger rather than skill. He pressed closer, breathing her in, tasting her, and she could feel the climax rushing at her too fast, too hard.

I’m going to come, she realized wildly. Christ—already.

Her hips bucked, grinding against his face, and he followed the motion instinctively, hands sliding beneath her, lifting her, holding her open as his mouth sealed to her heat. His tongue pushed deeper, exploring, and then—without thought—a finger brushed lower, finding the tight ring at her back. The lightest pressure, the barest intrusion.

She shattered.

Carmen came apart with a hoarse cry, her body convulsing, muscles locking and releasing as pleasure tore through her in violent waves. Words—dirty, broken, uncontrolled—spilled from her as she writhed beneath him.

“Fuck…” she finally gasped, boneless, trembling. “Mark… my sweet boy. You made me come so hard. So fucking hard.” She pushed weakly at his shoulder, breathless impatience already rising again. “I want you now. I need to fuck.”

Rolling onto her side, she yanked open the bedside drawer, fingers frantic. “Shit,” she snapped. “No—no, no. Not now. Not like this.”

Mark sat up abruptly, alarm flaring. Had he hurt her? Had something gone wrong? “What is it?” he asked, scanning the room.

“Condoms,” she shot back, panic edging her voice. “There’s none left. I must’ve used the last one. Fuck.”

The word last twisted something dark and sharp in his gut. Others. How many others had been here?

“You don’t have any?” she demanded. When he shook his head, she swore again, dragging a hand through her hair. “God, I want you,” Carmen said, her voice cracking with frustrated need.

“I could pull out,” Mark offered quickly, hope and desire tangled together.

“No,” she said firmly, shaking her head as her fingers closed around him again, steady but unyielding. “There’s no universe where you pull out in time. You’d spill yourself inside me, Mark—you know you would. And I can’t even let myself imagine what it would be like, having you finish in me. I’d end up pregnant. That’s not a fantasy I can afford.”

The words hit him like cold water. The heat drained from his chest, replaced by a hollow, frustrated ache. For a heartbeat he was sure this was it—that reality had finally barged in and slammed the door. He pictured her sobering up, shame crashing down on her, the horror of how close she’d come to crossing a line that could never be uncrossed. Wine, lust, recklessness—all of it would evaporate, leaving him alone with a hard cock and a ruined dream.

“Shit,” he muttered, the word tearing out of him before he could stop it.

But Carmen didn’t retreat. She didn’t cover herself or turn away. Instead, her eyes lit with something sharp and wicked, a spark of inspiration that made his pulse jump again.

“I might have a solution,” she said softly, already swinging her legs over the side of the bed.

Mark watched, helplessly enthralled, as she stood. The elegant curve of her spine, the confident sway of her hips, the ripe fullness of her ass as she crossed the room—it was torture, pure and exquisite. She reached up to a cupboard, stretching on her toes, her body lengthening in a way that made his mouth go dry. When she turned back, she carried a small zippered bag, plain and unassuming.

She tossed it onto the bed and smiled at his confusion. “I can take care of myself with this.”

From the bag she drew a rubber cock, thick and unapologetic, and gave it a playful shake. Mark sucked in a breath. His imagination instantly betrayed him—visions of her riding it, watching him, touching herself while he looked on.

“And this,” she added, producing a small vibrator and letting it hum briefly in her palm, “will make sure I don’t forget my clit.”

She dropped both onto the mattress, then reached into the bag once more. This time she pulled out a tube.

“This,” she said, meeting his eyes, “is for you.”

He stared at it, baffled. His head was spinning—images of her fucking herself, of him watching, stroking, maybe spilling over her breasts or into her mouth. But the tube didn’t fit any of those fantasies. What the hell was he supposed to do with that?

“Come here,” she commanded, climbing back onto the bed and patting the space between her thighs. “Closer.”

She twisted the cap and squeezed a generous amount of slick gel onto her fingers. “Let me see you.”

He shifted toward her, his erection bobbing eagerly. She wrapped her hand around him and coated him slowly, thoroughly, her touch confident and unhurried.

“This will make you nice and slippery,” she murmured. “You’ll slide right in.”

Mark stared down at himself, glossy and primed, then back up at her face, still trying to catch up. “But—you said—without a condom, I mean…”

A husky murmur vibrated in Carmen’s throat, rich and knowing. “Oh, Mark,” she said softly, amusement curling her lips. “Are you really that lost?” She studied his face, waiting for understanding to spark. When it didn’t, her smile warmed, something tender slipping through the heat. He’s sweet, she thought. Too sweet for this. The fondness only sharpened her desire.

“I’ll show you,” she whispered, her voice turning coaxing, intimate. “Just relax. Let Mrs. Morano tell you what she’s craving.”

That wicked little thrill rushed through her again—the same illicit pleasure she’d felt before, the pulse of being seen, wanted, exposed. She turned onto her side, presenting herself deliberately, her back to him, one leg drawn forward so her body opened like an invitation. Reaching back, she spread herself, fingers firm against her skin, offering everything without shame.

“Jesus,” Mark breathed, his hand wrapping around himself. He stroked slowly, mesmerized, eyes locked on the gleam of her slick folds and the darker, secret place just beyond. “I want to kiss you there,” he groaned, desire thickening his voice.

“Then don’t hold back,” Carmen replied, smiling over her shoulder as she pulled herself tighter, more exposed. Her sex parted reluctantly, swollen and needy, her body responding eagerly to the attention. She’d almost forgotten how intoxicating young hunger could be—how it felt to be worshipped with that kind of unfiltered awe. The way he scrambled closer, the hunger in his stare as he devoured her with his eyes, made her shiver.

She sighed when his mouth touched her, light kisses drifting over her curves. Her head fell back, eyes fluttering shut, a low sound escaping her when his tongue slid between her folds. “Not there,” she murmured, breathless. “The other place.” Her voice dipped, daring. “Go on… taste me there.”

He didn’t hesitate.

As his tongue explored her, slow and tentative at first, understanding hit him in a rush. The slickness coating his cock suddenly made sense. Heat flared through him, shock and excitement colliding.

“Mrs. Morano,” he gasped, pulling back just enough to speak. “Is that… is that what you want?” He gestured helplessly toward her body. “You want me to… there?”

“I do,” she said without hesitation, her smile sharp, eyes glinting with intent. “That’s exactly what I want.” Her expression turned darkly playful, predatory in the most delicious way. “Tell me, Mark—do you want to do that to me?” she teased. “Have you ever taken a woman like that?” She chuckled softly. “I didn’t think so. But here I am. Wanting you. Wanting you to take me just like that… and not stop.”

“Fuck,” he whispered, overwhelmed, desire roaring through him. “Mrs. Morano, I—”

“It’s wrong, Mark—filthy and wicked,” Carmen breathed, her voice thick with heat. “That’s exactly why it makes me ache.” A soft, needy laugh slipped out of her. “There’s something so indecent about it… taking a woman like this, from behind.” Her hand drifted between her thighs as she spoke, fingertips circling her swollen clit, spreading slickness. She sucked in a sharp breath. “It stings, it tingles… and my cunt—” She groaned on the word, hips flexing. “I’m going to fuck myself with the dildo while you break in through my back door.”

She lingered there, teasing herself, stroking through the sheen before pressing a glistening finger to the tight ring at her rear, easing it in just enough to make her shudder. “Come on,” she urged hoarsely. “Get behind me. I want you there. Now.”

Even as the words spilled from her, Carmen wondered at herself. This wasn’t how she usually spoke, not with the men she occasionally let close since her marriage had ended. She was normally measured, controlled—especially at the beginning. But something about this moment stripped her of that restraint. Maybe it was the sun-warmed wine still humming in her blood, or the sharp edge of her own hunger. Or maybe—she realized in a fleeting moment of clarity as Mark shifted closer—it was his youth, his guileless shock, the intoxicating jolt of corrupting something so unspoiled that loosened her tongue and made her crave the taboo.

Then thought dissolved into sensation.

Mark’s body pressed against her, solid and tentative. She felt the blunt insistence of him at her back, the firm head of his cock meeting resistance. Even with the slickness between them, her body pushed back. She heard him swear under his breath.

“Mrs Morano,” he pleaded, voice strained.

“Just ease it,” she murmured, calm and coaxing. “Slow. Don’t rush me. Let it slide… it will.” Her breath hitched when the pressure peaked, a startled cry escaping her as his tip breached her, the tight ring yielding at last. The burn flared, sharp and dizzying, and then—oh—then he was gliding in, inch by delicious inch, until her body took him.

“Yes,” she moaned. “All of it, Mark. Bury yourself. Fill me back there.” Her hand fumbled blindly until she found the rubber dildo, slick and waiting. She wedged it forward, crowding herself deliciously, and twisted the vibrator on. The room filled with its furious hum, a mechanical snarl underscoring the raw sounds she made as she rocked between the two intrusions.

Mark lay close behind her, their bodies curved together, stunned by the turn his afternoon had taken. Less than an hour ago his biggest concern had been a borrowed motorbike; now he was sheathed to the hilt inside a stunning, older woman, her body gripping him with unrelenting intensity. It felt obscene, thrillingly wrong—something he’d never imagined doing, let alone enjoying—but under Carmen’s sure guidance, the shock turned to heat. All he could do was swallow hard, clutch her hip, and begin to move, thrusting into her with growing confidence.

Through the thin, sensitive wall between her passages, he could feel the dildo pushing back against him, the vibration shuddering through his cock. The knowledge of it—the way she’d arranged herself to feel everything, to take him like this—sent a jolt through him that left him breathless, lost in the dark, hungry rhythm she’d demanded.

They found a cadence that felt inevitable, bodies learning each other without words. When Carmen eased the dildo free, Mark instinctively filled the space she left behind, his cock sliding deep into the heat and resistance of her back passage. When she thrust the toy back into herself with a sharp, needy motion, he retreated just enough to make room. Beneath it all, the thin, angry whine of the finger vibrator rose and fell, a relentless undercurrent to her breathless urgency. Carmen’s need made her rough with herself—she drove the dildo in hard, reckless—at the same time tugging Mark closer, begging him to pound her just as mercilessly, to meet her hunger stroke for stroke.

“It burns,” she panted, voice breaking. Then, when he hesitated, concern flickering through him, she cried out, “No—don’t stop.” Her laugh was ragged, feral. “I love it. I love the stretch, love how it takes me there. God, I’d forgotten how good it feels to be fucked like this.” She braced her palm into the mattress and craned her neck to look back at him, eyes dark, mouth curved into a wicked smile. “You’re such a bad boy,” she rasped. “You shouldn’t be behind me, doing this to me. And yet—God, I’m so glad you are. I was so fucking hungry for it.” She snatched up the vibrator again, focusing on the sharp edge of her rising climax.

She was impossibly tight, gripping him so fiercely he had a flash of fear he might tear her apart. But her filthy encouragements—her breathless demands to pack her full, to keep stuffing her—combined with the raw throb of his own desire. Mark clenched his jaw, fingers digging into the curve of her hip, and gave her exactly what she asked for.

The image burned back into his mind: Carmen earlier, spreading herself without shame, inviting his mouth where decency said it shouldn’t go. Her soft, soaked lips had parted obscenely, and that darker place had puckered and beckoned. He hadn’t recoiled. Desire had surged too fast for that. He’d pressed in, tongue daring, circling and then pushing, tasting and probing the forbidden tightness. The sound she’d made—low, thick, almost savage—had told him everything. That was when he’d understood the oil, the preparation, the inevitability of this moment.

Now he was buried to the root in the beautiful Mrs. Morano’s arse, living out the dirtiest of fantasies. She writhed beneath him, moaning and babbling about the fire in her, how it burned and itched, how she needed him to soothe it, to cool the ache deep inside her.

There was only one way to do that.

“Mrs. Morano,” Mark groaned, breath shuddering. “I’m gonna—”

“Inside,” she begged instantly. “In there, Mark. Let it go in me. Flood me from the inside out. Fill my filthy arse with it—don’t you dare pull away.”

They came together with raw, fractured sounds, each lost in their own rush yet locked to the other by heat and motion. Mark drove himself as far as he could, hips tight to hers, and then he was gone—his release spilling hot and unchecked, pumping into the tight, slick passage that clenched around him as if it wanted to milk every last pulse. The moment Carmen felt that telltale flutter deep inside her, that thick warmth blooming where she craved it most, she cried out and slammed the dildo hard into her cunt, burying it without mercy.

Her thighs snapped together, knees folding, trapping her hand between them as her body seized. She rocked back frantically, desperate to keep him lodged as deep as possible, grinding herself against his pelvis, against the toy, against everything at once. Words broke from her in hoarse curses and broken moans, her body writhing, utterly unable to decide which delicious violation was undoing her fastest.

When the storm finally ebbed and their breathing slowed, Carmen refused to let him go. She held him inside her, savoring the intimate drag of his softening cock, the way his fullness slowly diminished while she pulsed around him. Only when he slipped free at last, sliding out on a warm, sticky sheen, did she relax back onto the bed.

“You’re such a bad boy,” she murmured, eyes bright and wicked as she turned toward him. “You fucked me in the arse.” She leaned in and claimed his mouth with a slow, knowing kiss. “Does that make me terrible, Mark? Corrupting you like that?”

“Mrs Morano…” he groaned, still overwhelmed, shaking his head. “I didn’t—”

She cut him off with a smile that promised nothing but trouble. “So this is ours, then. A secret.” Her finger traced his chest lazily. “You won’t tell a soul. And if you can manage that, maybe next time you can have my cunt too. There’s nothing I wouldn’t give you, Mark—so long as you keep your mouth shut.” Her grin widened, wicked and playful. “Though one day, perhaps, I’ll let you meet a friend of mine. A strong young thing like you might just be able to handle two eager old bitches.”

Her laughter rang out at the stunned, wide-eyed look on his face.


The Headmistress's Guiding Hand

“Mrs. Blythe—please forgive the interruption, but there’s… a small difficulty.”

Marion Ingles hovered just inside the threshold, her posture delicate as a sparrow’s, eighteen months of deputyship having done nothing to harden her nerves. Her voice carried that clipped, old-fashioned precision—BBC radio, circa another century. “I do realize how terribly occupied you are,” she continued, fingers fluttering uselessly before clasping together. She dabbed a discreet cough into her knuckles. “But it concerns one of the blossomings.”

Emily Blythe lifted her gaze from the orderly stacks of paperwork, her expression already schooled into neutrality. Marion twisted her hands and offered her habitual, apologetic smile, the one she used like a shield whenever she found herself under the Iron Lady’s scrutiny. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Blythe…” she murmured.

Years of discipline—of training that stretched back to Emily’s own youth within these walls—kept any trace of annoyance from her face. “It’s quite all right, Marion,” she said, brisk but not unkind, allowing a practiced smile to soften the edge. “I’m never too busy for a problem. Especially not a blossoming.”

They moved swiftly through the corridors, Marion chattering in a low, urgent rush as they walked. Emily listened, composed as ever, though when Marion knocked sharply and a door swung open, surprise flickered through her despite herself. She stepped inside and closed the door behind her, leaving her deputy on the far side.

Oh… my.

Only the slight widening of her pupils betrayed her reaction as she asked calmly, “And what, exactly, seems to be the difficulty, Mathilda?” Marion’s hurried briefing echoed faintly in her mind—the name, the vague outline of trouble.

The girl looked impossibly small against the vastness of the bed, kneeling there in a thick cotton robe that swallowed her slight frame. Cheerleader-blonde hair spilled over her shoulders; fear made her eyes enormous. The suite itself breathed excess—polished surfaces, expensive fabrics, the unmistakable hush of money and indulgence. Mathilda’s gaze snapped to Emily, her breath catching. Her lip quivered. “Am I… am I in trouble?”

“Trouble?” Emily’s voice softened, coaxing. “No, my dear. Not at all. You may put that fear away. I’m here to help you. That’s all.”

She turned then to the room’s other presence—the source of Marion’s alarm, the reason heat had bloomed so suddenly, so inconveniently, low in her belly. Outwardly, she remained serene, even as her body betrayed her: a tightening warmth, slick and insistent; her heart pounding like a fist against bone; her nipples aching, heavy, sensitized, craving touch… teeth. “May I come in?” she asked evenly.

The man straightened, a slow, confident smile revealing flawless white teeth. “Of course.”

She took him in with a single, appraising glance: tall, broad-shouldered, mid-thirties perhaps, cropped hair, skin the deep, luminous brown of polished wood.

“Emily Blythe,” she said, stepping fully into the room’s quiet extravagance and offering her hand with professional grace. “You must be Jason.”

He closed the distance between them. His fingers—long, warm, unmistakably sure—wrapped around hers. “I am,” he said.

Heat bloomed the instant his skin met hers—an uninvited, undeniable warmth that spread through her like ink in water, pooling low and insistent between her thighs. The source of it throbbed, slow and needy, betraying her composure with humiliating ease. God, he’s beautiful, she thought, struck by the polish of him: the careful grooming, the quiet confidence, the faint, intoxicating trace of his cologne that teased her senses.

“A solicitor, if I’m not mistaken,” she said, managing to keep her voice even.

Jason inclined his head, but he didn’t release her hand right away. He held on a fraction longer than etiquette allowed, his fingers warm, his grip assured. The smallest transgression—and yet it sent a reckless flutter through her stomach, made her breath catch as her body responded in a way it had no business doing.

“We insist on the very best for our ceremonies,” Mrs Blythe added, the words slipping out before she’d fully considered them.

Why did I say that? she scolded herself. He knew perfectly well how selective the process was. He’d been vetted, tested, approved. He knew precisely why he was here. It wasn’t his presence that had prompted this meeting—it was the girl.

“Thank you, Mrs Blythe,” Jason replied, a faint, knowing curve to his mouth as his gaze swept over her. He took in the crisp authority of her bearing, the immaculate tailoring, the no-nonsense elegance that spoke of a woman accustomed to command. Early fifties, he guessed. Long legs, a generous, womanly bust, a face that could appear severe until she smiled—then striking, arresting. Someone who must have turned heads effortlessly once. Someone who still could.

Determined to reclaim her equilibrium, Mrs Blythe gestured toward the chaise. “Why don’t I sit here…” She crossed the room, smoothed her skirt over her hips, and lowered herself onto the velvet, its plushness yielding beneath her. “We can discuss the difficulty and, I hope, resolve it.”

Jason perched on the edge of the bed, forearms braced on his thighs, his hands dangling loosely between his knees. Large hands, she noted. Elegant. Capable. The thought slid unbidden into darker territory. She shifted, crossing her legs. His eyes dipped automatically, tracking the motion, widening just enough to betray his appreciation as her calves caught the light.

She adjusted again—ostensibly to get comfortable, though the truth was less innocent—nudging the hem of her skirt a touch higher along her thigh, easing the tension it created.

“So, Mathilda…” Mrs Blythe redirected herself firmly, focusing on the small, hunched figure before her.

The girl lifted her head. “Mrs Blythe?”

“Yes, dear.” Her tone softened. “There’s no rush. I don’t want to distress you. But tell me—why am I here?”

Mathilda’s gaze darted toward Jason, then back again. “It’s…” She faltered, shoulders lifting helplessly. “Oh, Mrs Blythe, I know I’m being foolish, but…” Another shrug, another tremor in her voice.

“I can explain,” Jason cut in gently.

Mrs Blythe turned her attention back to him. “Please do.”

He exhaled, a rueful smile tugging at his lips. “It’s a bit of a cliché,” he said. “But… well…”

For the first time since he’d entered the room, colour crept into Jason’s cheeks. He wasn’t pretending; the discomfort was real. The absurdity of it hit him all at once—standing there between a trembling nineteen‑year‑old who looked as though she might bolt at any second, and the composed, formidable presence of Mrs Blythe, watching him with that cool, assessing gaze. Some stern figure from a banknote or history book flashed unhelpfully through his mind, and he had to bite down on a grin at his own irreverence.

It wasn’t fair. Emily Blythe wasn’t some relic. She was striking in a way that only time and confidence could carve out: controlled, immaculately put together, her severity edged with something unmistakably carnal. A woman who would be breathtakingly dangerous if she chose to be. A perfect disciplinarian, his mind supplied, and then—treacherously—an even more perfect fantasy. He nearly laughed again, the word blossoming echoing in his head with private irony. That was the term, wasn’t it? The polished euphemism for what he’d been brought here to do. For what waited, fragile and wide‑eyed, on the bed.

“Please, Jason,” Mrs Blythe said gently, her voice smooth but firm. “Go on. There’s no need for embarrassment. I’m fully aware of your… purpose here.”

As she spoke, she shifted on the chaise, the subtle movement rolling through her hips. Fabric whispered. The skirt crept upward, baring more of her leg, pale and elegant, and Jason’s attention snagged despite himself. Her smile told him she noticed. “I assure you,” she added, almost indulgently, “very little shocks me. You may speak plainly.”

He didn’t get the chance.

“It’s just… too big.” Mathilda’s words slipped out in a rush, thin and shaking. She clasped her hands in her lap as if bracing herself. “When he showed me—when I saw it—it was just too big.” She swallowed and repeated it, as though saying it twice might make it less overwhelming.

Oh. Dear. God.

The thought flared hot and immediate in Mrs Blythe’s mind, and her body answered before she could restrain it. She sat without underwear as always, and the sudden, needy pulse between her thighs grew slick, heat spreading with traitorous ease. An image rose unbidden: Jason’s cock, dark and heavy, filling her vision. She wondered, with a sharp, aching curiosity, just how substantial he really was.

“As I said,” Jason murmured, half‑apologetic, lifting his hands in a helpless gesture that flashed the pale planes of his palms. “A tired cliché.”

“Show me,” Mrs Blythe said at once.

The word surprised even her, but she smoothed her tone, schooling it into professionalism. “I need to make a proper evaluation,” she added, as though this were the most reasonable request in the world.

He hesitated only a heartbeat. Then he rose, fingers moving to his belt, the quiet rasp of leather sounding indecently loud. The robe fell open.

Mrs Blythe kept her face carefully neutral, every muscle engaged in restraint. “Mm. Yes,” she said after a moment. “I see.”

Jason glanced down, following her gaze, to where his erection hung thick and undeniable, dark and heavy, an almost obscene extension of himself. “There it is,” he said simply.

“It is… above average,” Mrs Blythe observed, slipping her spectacles down her nose as she uncrossed her legs and leaned forward. The movement exposed more of her thigh, her posture intent as she examined him with clinical thoroughness that did nothing to cool the room.

Mathilda let out an involuntary snort. Horror crossed her face immediately. “I’m so sorry, Mrs Blythe,” she whispered, eyes dropping. Mortification burned her cheeks. She knew better—this place existed to polish away such lapses. Manners, grace, composure. This was meant to be part of her education, the so‑called Blossoming only one lesson among many.

“Mathilda,” Mrs Blythe said softly, a quiet reprimand. She nudged her glasses back into place.

The reminder settled. Mathilda straightened, swallowing. “I apologise, Mrs Blythe,” she said, then, after a beat, added dutifully, “And to you as well, Jason.”

“No offence taken,” he replied with a shrug.

The casual movement sent a visible ripple through the thick length resting between his thighs, the flushed tip brushing against the long lines of muscle. Two pairs of female eyes tracked it instinctively—one wide with fear and fascination, the other darkening with something far more knowing.

The lazy, unapologetic curve of him—resting there as if he had all the time in the world—cheated the eye. That languorous arc disguised just how long he truly was, compressing his size into something merely impressive rather than overwhelming. Mrs Blythe, however, missed nothing. Her gaze lingered with the precision of long practice, noting how much length was lost to that casual bend.

You beautiful boy, she thought, heat pulsing low and insistent. That magnificent black cock… The thought alone made her shift, thighs pressing together as the ache between them grew slick and demanding, a familiar, traitorous throb she refused to acknowledge aloud.

“Don’t let it frighten you, Mathilda,” Mrs Blythe said gently, her voice smooth with authority. “It looks large—and yes, it is large,” she added, dipping her chin in confirmation. “But you must remember, my dear, you were made to take it. You truly were.” When Mathilda’s expression hardened into disbelief, Mrs Blythe smiled faintly. “I promise you. Even if you doubt it now… you can.”

And I would know, she thought, a private certainty warming her from the inside.

“I…” Mathilda faltered, her head shaking even as her eyes refused to look away from the dark, exposed length. “It just—”

“—Are you a virgin?” Mrs Blythe cut in, crisp and unapologetic.

Mathilda shook her head, cheeks flushing deeper.

How different it had been, Mrs Blythe reflected. In her time, during her own Blossoming, nearly every girl had arrived untouched by men. There had been tenderness, though—gentle explorations carried out in the narrow dormitory beds, back when such arrangements were still respectable. Soft mouths brushing skin, tentative kisses stolen after lights-out, the comforting intimacy of another girl’s warmth. Fingers slick with curiosity, quiet gasps swallowed by pillows, sheets whispering secrets in the dark. It had all been allowed, even encouraged—soothing rather than scandalous. Innocent, in its way.

She sighed inwardly for that vanished era.

She had been innocent then.

Until her Blossoming.

And after that… her marriage.

“Well then,” Mrs Blythe said briskly, her hands lifting as though the conclusion were self-evident. “You’re comparing Jason to…” She paused, surprisingly at a loss, words failing her for the first time in decades. “…to whatever it is you’ve known before.” Regaining her composure, she fixed Mathilda with a steady, earnest look. “Trust me when I tell you—this is not beyond you. You can take him.”

Her attention shifted back to Jason, still standing there, unabashed, his formidable length a dark, undeniable presence. “Tell me, Jason,” she said evenly. “In your experience—have you ever encountered a woman who truly couldn’t manage you?”

Jason shifted his weight, a touch of self-consciousness creeping in. “No, Mrs Blythe,” he said honestly. “I haven’t.” He shrugged, the movement making him sway slightly. “Sometimes it needed a bit of… patience. A little easing in.” A faint smile touched his mouth. “But it’s never been impossible.”

“I thought not,” Mrs Blythe murmured. She paused again, thoughts racing beneath her composed exterior. “If…” She hesitated, then looked directly at Mathilda, who remained wrapped tightly in the folds of her robe, as if it were armor. “If I were to share something from my own past—something rather… personal.” Mrs Blythe’s tone sharpened just enough to command attention. “You understand the values we uphold here. Discretion. Integrity.” She held Mathilda’s gaze. “May I rely on yours?”

Taken aback by the question—by any suggestion that her principles might be in doubt—Mathilda swallowed and answered softly, “Of course, Mrs Blythe.”

“And you as well, Jason,” Mrs. Blythe said softly. Her gaze dragged itself upward with visible effort, leaving the heavy promise of his sex to finally meet his eyes. “May I trust you to forget what you hear?”

“Completely, Mrs. Blythe,” he replied at once, voice low, reverent. “Without question.”

A faint smile touched her lips. “When I was young,” she began, stepping closer, the faint scent of her perfume mingling with the heat of his skin, “I walked these same corridors. I married far too early,” she added, almost absently, as her fingers went to the buttons of her blouse.

One by one, they slipped free. The fabric parted, exposing the pale, generous swell of her breasts, the soft maturity of her body unapologetically revealed. Jason’s breath caught. Mathilda stared, stunned, her lips parting in silent disbelief.

“My husband was a diplomat,” Mrs. Blythe continued, as though lost in memory. “Our first posting was Kenya.” She shrugged out of her jacket and let it drop wherever it pleased, then peeled the blouse from her shoulders entirely. Beneath it, her bra strained slightly, her skirt hiding the truth of her bare, unencumbered sex.

She reached for Jason.

Her hand closed around him with knowing assurance, testing his heft, his warmth, the way he answered her touch so eagerly. “I came home one afternoon,” she said, her fingers tightening, “and found him buried to the hilt in the maid.”

A sharp laugh tore from her throat. “At first, I was furious. Devastated. How dare he?” Her grip firmed, stroking now, slow and deliberate. “But rage has a way of sharpening desire. And I decided to repay him in kind.”

Jason swallowed, his cock thickening in her hand, his pulse loud in his ears.

“I did what any betrayed wife might dream of,” she went on calmly. “I found two boys—young, strong, gloriously black—and I brought them back to the house. I fucked them in the reception room, right there among the polite furniture and polished floors.”

Mathilda gasped, a hand flying to her mouth. Jason groaned, helpless, his hips twitching.

“It was before fear ruled pleasure,” Mrs. Blythe said, almost wistfully. “I didn’t care about consequences. I wanted him to see. I planned it perfectly.” She squeezed Jason until he was fully hard, heavy and aching. Then she turned her head toward Mathilda, her eyes bright, merciless. “I was on my hands and knees when he walked in. One cock filling my mouth. The other stretching me open from behind.”

Mathilda shuddered at the rawness of it. Jason closed his eyes, smiling, lost in the image, the rhythm of her hand driving him higher.

“Unzip me,” Mrs. Blythe ordered.

Jason obeyed instantly. The zipper slid down, and she wriggled her hips until the skirt pooled at her feet.

“Stockings,” he murmured in awe. “No knickers. Shaved…”

Mrs. Blythe smirked. “Appearances deceive,” she said smoothly. “I play my part. I command, I guide, I instruct. But beneath it all…” Her voice dropped, thick with promise. “You have no idea what lives there.”

She turned sharply to Mathilda, her tone snapping back to authority. “Come here,” she commanded. “Enough hiding. Stop trembling.” Her hand worked Jason faster as she spoke, breath hitching. “There is something beautiful waiting for you. It will open you. Fill you. Fuck you so deep you’ll forget every fear you’ve ever had.”

Her fist tightened, memories flooding her, her body responding to old, dark pleasures as a low moan escaped her lips.

Mathilda sprang to her feet as if jolted by electricity, her limbs unsteady, her mind reeling under the weight of what Mrs Blythe had just confessed. The language alone had scorched her—raw, unapologetic, delivered with a cruel authority that brooked no refusal. Still dazed, she obeyed. Step by hesitant step, she crossed the room toward them.

Mrs Blythe stood gloriously exposed now, naked save for the suspender belt hugging her hips, sheer stockings the color of skin, and her heels anchoring her to the floor. She looked decadent, unhurried, as she worked Jason back to full hardness with lazy, knowing strokes. His sex rocked in her grip, heavy and intent, the swollen head bobbing as though aware—alert to the presence of something new, something tender and ripe.

Jason let his robe slide from his shoulders and puddle at his feet, forgotten beside the discarded skirt. His attention never left Mrs Blythe’s hand circling him, her rings flashing as they tightened and eased. His voice dropped, rough with need. “Tell me about Kenya,” he breathed.

Her mouth curved, and her eyes went distant, unfocused—seeing another room, another heat. “I had one of them down my throat,” she said softly, almost reverently. “So deep I could barely breathe, tears streaming as I choked and swallowed him, again and again, letting him take what he wanted from my mouth.” Her fingers clenched, milking Jason as she continued. “And the other—God—the one behind me had his hands buried in my hips, holding me open. He filled me so completely I thought I might split in two. I was packed with him, stretched past reason, my body humming with it.”

“Mrs Blythe!” Mathilda whispered, horror and fascination tangling in her chest.

“You’re too young to understand,” Mrs Blythe replied with a sigh, her voice thick with remembered pleasure. “It was exquisite. Being taken like that. Those bodies, those magnificent cocks—feeling so utterly claimed, so deliciously overwhelmed. They gave me something your father never could.” Jason groaned as her grip tightened, her words filthy and unrepentant.

She reached out and caught Mathilda’s wrist. “Touch him,” she commanded gently now, irresistibly. “Hold him the way I do. Feel what it’s like—how solid, how alive.” Her gaze burned into the girl’s as the last of her propriety slipped away. “Touch his cock,” she murmured.

Mathilda’s hand trembled as she extended it. The instant her fingers closed around him, a startled sound escaped her. He was hot, impossibly thick, veins standing proud beneath her palm. When she looked down, she saw Mrs Blythe’s adorned hand at the base, her own just above it—and still there was more of him rising free, pulsing between them.

“Oh… Mrs Blythe,” Mathilda breathed, shaking her head, words failing her as sensation bloomed low in her belly. In her mind, unbidden and vivid, formed an image: Mrs Blythe younger, flushed and reckless, kneeling beneath a lazily spinning fan, one dark lover buried deep inside her while another filled her mouth—her body caught between them, open, wanton, and utterly undone.

“Go on,” Mrs. Blythe murmured, her voice low and coaxing. “Wrap your hand around him. Give him a squeeze. Stroke him until that beautiful devil can’t help but groan.”

She stepped behind Jason, relinquishing his thick length to Mathilda’s trembling hand. Her palms slid over Jason’s shoulders, lingering, admiring. “Such definition,” she breathed, tracing the line of muscle down his spine, following the narrow dip of his waist. “And that arse—so firm it makes me ache just looking at it.”

Jason tilted his head back with a sharp inhale as her hand slipped between his thighs from behind, her fingers cupping his weight. She tested him there, gently but possessively, rolling him in her palm. “Mmm. So heavy,” she muttered with approval. “Absolutely loaded. Just waiting to spill itself for a woman who knows how to take it.”

“Keep moving your hand, Mathilda,” Mrs. Blythe urged. “Don’t let him lose interest—but don’t push him over the edge either. Not yet.” She gave his sac another deliberate squeeze and smiled to herself. “It would be a dreadful waste if he came too soon. He has obligations first.” Her eyes glittered. “He’s meant to pleasure us both.”

“Oh, Mrs. Blythe,” Mathilda whimpered, her cheeks burning. “When you say it like that… I feel so—so strange. So full.”

“I think it’s time you shed that robe, sweetheart,” Mrs. Blythe said lightly. “Let us admire what’s been hiding. I have a feeling,” she added, moving closer, her attention sharpening, “that I’d quite like a little taste of you myself. Tell me—are you wet yet, my precious thing?”

“Yes, Mrs. Blythe,” Mathilda whispered, mortified and aching all at once.

“Christ,” Jason breathed, disbelief rough in his voice. This couldn’t possibly be real.

“Isn’t she exquisite?” Mrs. Blythe asked him softly.

Jason opened his eyes and really looked. Mrs. Blythe was right. Mathilda was stunning—silky hair falling over sun-warmed shoulders, small, perfect breasts lifted and firm, their nipples like shy secrets. Her stomach was smooth, her hips narrow, a jewel glinting at her navel. Between her thighs, she was bare and delicate, her folds neat and inviting, just barely visible.

“She’s… flawless,” Jason said hoarsely, nodding.

“Touch her,” Mrs. Blythe commanded without ceremony. “Feel her.”

Jason’s fingers slid between Mathilda’s legs. She gasped, shocked by the intimacy, her mouth falling open as she turned helplessly to Mrs. Blythe. “Oh—!”

Mrs. Blythe groaned, her own hand plunging between her thighs as she worked herself with urgency, her breasts quivering with each stroke. “Skin against skin,” she rasped. “It’s too much—too beautiful. Kiss me. Please. Kiss me.”

Jason slowly stroked himself with one hand while the other explored Mathilda’s slick warmth, learning her. He watched them—the older woman with her elegant hair pinned high, stockings and heels lending her an air of decadent authority, and the younger one, soft and undone. Mrs. Blythe leaned in, capturing Mathilda’s mouth. After a heartbeat of hesitation, the girl yielded, lips parting, tongues meeting. Mrs. Blythe’s hands rose to cup Mathilda’s breasts, claiming them.

“Mrs. Blythe,” Mathilda gasped when they finally parted, her voice unsteady. “What’s happening to me?”

“The Blossoming, my sweet one,” Mrs. Blythe murmured, her voice thick with promise. She bent forward, corralling Mathilda’s breasts together in her hands, her mouth closing over one nipple, then the other, lingering until the girl trembled. “That delicious moment when everything opens. And you’re fortunate—so very fortunate—to have such a magnificent, dark cock guiding you into it. When it was my turn,” she confessed between lazy sucks, “I wasn’t nearly so blessed.”

“You went through it too?” Mathilda breathed, her hips rocking helplessly against Jason’s probing fingers, pleasure unraveling her composure.

“I told you I attended the school. My mother insisted.” Mrs. Blythe smiled knowingly. “It’s always the mothers who decide. Fathers rarely have a clue.” Her eyes glittered. “A private tradition, passed from woman to woman. More often than not, the mothers themselves have already crossed that threshold.” She punctuated it with a playful wink, a shared secret sealed in flesh. Then her tone sharpened, slipping into the brisk authority Mathilda knew so well. “But enough reminiscing. We should proceed. Jason will be aching by now.” Her gaze slid to the man’s rigid length. “And I have every intention of being taken by that outrageously large thing of his. What do you say, Jason? Will you take me from behind while I taste Mathilda’s sweetness?”

Soon after, Mrs. Blythe guided them to the bed. Jason stood poised, breath held, his cock gripped in his fist, the flushed head hovering at her entrance. He couldn’t help staring at her as she leaned forward—her arse proud and inviting.

Beautiful, he thought dimly.

“Ah—” he grunted as he pressed in, meeting a brief resistance before she yielded, swallowing him halfway.

Mrs. Blythe hissed softly, her body opening, stretching to accept the thick intrusion.

“Oh, Mrs. Blythe,” Mathilda sighed when warm breath ghosted over her sex. “You’re really going to lick me… oh…”

And she did. While the older woman lavished Mathilda with her mouth and fingers—lapping, teasing, drawing out breathless cries—Jason gripped Mrs. Blythe’s hips and drove into her. His abdomen slapped against her backside, the impact making her flesh shudder. He pulled back slowly, savoring the drag, inch by delicious inch, until her needy whimper told him she wanted more.

“Harder,” Mrs. Blythe demanded, baring her teeth as she turned her head, eyes blazing at him. “Fuck me. Use that wicked, black thing and see if you can split me open.”

Mathilda moaned as sharp waves of pleasure pulsed from her clit, spreading through her limbs until her fingers tingled and went slack. She reached up, burying her hands in Mrs. Blythe’s perfect hair, undoing the careful pins, freeing silken strands that brushed the woman’s temples.

“I can’t believe this,” Mathilda babbled, overwhelmed. “Not you, Mrs. Blythe… it doesn’t feel real. It can’t be.”

“It’s really me, sweetheart,” Mrs. Blythe murmured, her voice thick with heat and reassurance. “Every inch of this is real. You’ll carry it with you forever.” Her words dissolved into a sharp intake of breath as her eyes fluttered shut, her chin dipping toward her chest. “God—Jason, you’re so deep,” she moaned. “My body—oh—can you feel it? How it grips you? I can’t help it. You’re… you’re enormous.”

Jason answered with a rough sound from his throat, his hands sliding to new purchase. He watched, transfixed, by the stark contrast of his skin against hers, pale flesh stretched taut beneath his thumbs as he spread her cheeks. His shaft gleamed, slick with her need, pulling her open so fully he had a fleeting, delirious fear she might tear.

“So full,” Mrs. Blythe rambled breathlessly. “So tight around you. You’re filling me completely, packing me with yourself, and it feels—oh, it feels holy.” His abdomen smacked against her again and again, the rhythm relentless. “Listen to me, Mathilda,” she groaned through clenched teeth. “This is a memory you’ll keep. And it’s only the beginning. He’ll be inside you soon—just let me finish first.”

Her mind fractured into fevered images: the young woman beneath her, flushed and trembling, her sex bright and swollen with want. She pictured Jason’s length pressing into that softness, watched it in her imagination as it claimed the blonde body inch by exquisite inch. Her hand slipped between her thighs, fingers finding her swollen center, circling urgently as her inner muscles throbbed around him.

“I’m—” she started, but the word shattered into a deep, animal cry. Her body seized, arching violently, head snapping back as the orgasm tore through her. She shook and writhed, small sobs escaping her as the pleasure ripped its way out of her.

“Fuck,” Jason cursed as her convulsions caught him half-sheathed, bending him sharply. He pulled free, and thick fluid spilled from her slick opening as he stepped back. “Your turn, Mathilda,” he said darkly, gripping himself, his cock smeared and glistening as he lifted it toward her. “Time you got a taste.”

“First,” Mrs. Blythe panted, collapsed beside her, “clean me off him. Use your mouth,” she gasped.

Mathilda obeyed. She slid from the tangled sheets and sank to her knees before him, reverent and eager. She cupped the crown of him and drew it between her lips, sucking with earnest hunger until his length pressed deep, brushing the back of her throat. She gagged softly, spit shining as it spilled from her mouth, trembling on her chin.

“Please,” she pleaded when a warm splash landed on her breast. “I need you inside me now. I want it. Please—fuck me.”

Mrs. Blythe surged up on the bed, the girl’s breathless begging igniting something sharp and bright behind her eyes. She dragged pillows into place, stacking them against the ornate headboard until it became a soft, inviting wall. 

“Settle back, Mathilda,” she coaxed, voice thick with promise. “Lean into them. I want you propped just right so you can see him—so you can watch every inch as he eases into you.” 

She smiled, mascara smudged, hair fallen loose around her shoulders, the cool, immaculate woman from earlier completely undone now, flushed and feral.

Mathilda obeyed, scooting back and opening herself, her thighs trembling as she settled against the pillows. Her hand drifted down instinctively, fingers parting slick folds, brushing the swollen bud that made her gasp. She whimpered, eyes fluttering shut as she traced herself in slow, needy circles—until the mattress dipped with Jason’s weight and she felt him move closer.

Her eyes flew open.

“Christ, look at her,” Jason murmured, stroking himself as he took her in. He shifted forward on his knees, tall and unapologetic, his hand wrapped around his length. Gently, deliberately, he lifted Mathilda’s hand away from her sex and laid his cock across her stomach instead. His heavy balls rested against her damp skin, and the blunt, dark head reached past her jeweled navel, obscene in its scale.

“Good God,” Mrs. Blythe breathed.

Mathilda stared down, awe and fear tangling in her chest. “It’s… it’s so heavy,” she whispered. “So long.” She looked up, panic flickering across her face as she turned to the older woman. “Mrs. Blythe… I don’t know if I can. It’s too much. Too thick. I think it’s going to hurt.”

“Shhh, sweetheart,” Mrs. Blythe soothed, climbing onto the bed beside her. She cupped Mathilda’s face. “Look at me.” 

Those wide blue eyes locked onto hers. Mathilda swallowed hard, throat bobbing. 

“You’re safe,” Mrs. Blythe said softly. Her hands slid over the soft swell of Mathilda’s breasts, thumbs grazing nipples until the girl shivered. One hand drifted lower, settling over the mound of her sex, fingers parting her gently, exposing her slick heat. “We’ll take it slow.”

She glanced back at Jason. “Just the tip,” she instructed. “Let her feel it there. Nothing more.”

Jason edged closer. Mathilda gasped, instinctively trying to scoot back, her body recoiling from the sheer presence of him. Mrs. Blythe held her steady. 

“Easy, darling. Breathe. He’s only going to touch you. That’s all.”

She nodded to Jason again. “There. That’s it. Lie still and watch.” Her voice dropped, hypnotic. “See it? Just there. The very end, kissing your pretty little pussy. Good girl. Now breathe slow. Let him ease just an inch inside you. Only an inch.”

Mathilda’s breath came in quick, shallow pants. “I… I can feel him,” she whispered. Mrs. Blythe watched the frantic pulse racing at the girl’s throat. 

“Oh,” Mathilda squeaked, eyes widening as sensation bloomed. “He’s there… right there…” 

Her body went taut as the truth settled in. 

“Inside me.”

“Careful, Jason,” Mrs Blythe murmured, her voice a velvet restraint. She turned her attention back to Mathilda, watching the muscles along the girl’s throat tighten as her gaze dropped to what still remained outside her body. The anticipation was etched into her—fear and hunger tangled together. Mrs Blythe wrapped her hand firmly around him near the base, claiming control. “I’ve got him,” she promised softly. “He won’t go any deeper unless you ask for it.”

Behind her composed expression, heat flared. Take him, she urged silently. Open yourself and let him claim you. Soon you’ll be pleading for more than you ever thought you could bear.

“A little more,” Mathilda breathed, her voice trembling but resolute. “Please… just a little.” She gasped as another slow inch pressed into her, the stretch stealing a groan from deep in her chest. “Fuck—” She flushed instantly. “I’m sorry, Mrs Blythe.”

Mrs Blythe smiled indulgently. “Don’t apologize. In bed, with a lover, you’re allowed to be deliciously improper. A woman who’s polished in the world and filthy in the sheets drives a man wild. Those words—use them. Let them fuel him.”

Emboldened, Mathilda shifted her hips, meeting him instead of shrinking away. “Put more inside me,” she said, surprised by the strength in her own voice. “Slide more of that—” she laughed breathlessly, “—that thick, dark cock into me.” She glanced up, seeking approval. Mrs Blythe gave a slow, encouraging nod. “Stretch my…” Mathilda hesitated, swallowed. “…my cunt,” she whispered at last.

Jason’s grin was sharp and heated. “Listen to you,” he said, voice rough. “You really want me to fuck you with this? You want it all?”

Mathilda whimpered, the sound torn from her. “Yes. Please. I want it. Do it,” she challenged, jaw set even as her body trembled. “Push it in. See if you can break me. Give me every inch. I dare you to fill me—fill my tight, slick cunt.”

Mrs Blythe cried out in triumph as Jason finally sank fully home, his weight settling, his hips flush against Mathilda’s. “You did it, my darling,” she exulted. “He’s all the way inside you.”

“Fuck me,” Mathilda demanded, lifting her legs, offering herself without hesitation now. Jason gathered her knees, bracing them over his arms as he began to move.

Their sounds mingled—his low groans, her breathless cries—as his thrusts found a rhythm, deep and unimpeded, sliding in and out with ease. Mrs Blythe watched, rapt, her hands roaming Mathilda’s breasts, teasing, while her own fingers worked urgently between her thighs, slick and insistent. She leaned down to kiss Mathilda, tasting the girl’s pleasure as it spilled into her mouth in soft, broken moans.

Jason drove harder, sweat glistening on his skin, his voice unraveling into hoarse, senseless murmurs as pleasure overtook him. Beneath him, Mathilda was lost, urging him on with desperate little sounds, her words dissolving into cries as she surrendered completely to the sensation, to the fullness, to the relentless bliss of being taken.

Mrs Blythe didn’t look away for a second. She drank in the sight of Jason’s body working above the girl—the hard flex and release of his backside, the powerful rhythm driving him forward. His sex gleamed, slicked glossy by Mathilda’s need, sliding in and out with a merciless steadiness that made the air thick with wet, intimate sounds. Every thrust seemed to echo inside Mrs Blythe, and she answered it by gripping her own breasts, kneading them roughly, tugging her nipples until they burned. Her other hand slid lower; two fingers, then three, pushed into her swollen heat, moving urgently, greedily, chasing the sharp edge of pleasure.

The contrast of skin—his darker body against Mathilda’s pale softness—the way muscle bunched and released, the taut curve of his ass as he drove himself home again and again… it all blurred together, sensation and image fusing as Mrs Blythe shattered, a second orgasm ripping through her with enough force to draw a cry from her throat.

As the tremors ebbed, she watched Jason withdraw. His length slid free, leaving Mathilda open and trembling, her sex fluttering and grasping as if already mourning the loss. Jason wrapped his hand around himself, his shaft smeared and shining, and with a hoarse groan he spilled himself over the girl. Thick pulses splashed across Mathilda’s breasts, one errant streak catching her cheek before the rest followed, hot and shameless, raining down over her skin.

Mrs Blythe laughed aloud, a sharp sound of pure delight, and reached for him at once. She took him into her mouth, eager to claim what remained, feeling each final spasm as his release struck her tongue and the roof of her mouth.

He’ll split me open with this, she thought wildly as he throbbed, surrendering the last of himself to her lips. When there was nothing left but sensitivity and slow pulses, she drew back, sucking once more before letting him slip free. He hung there, twitching, cooling, a thin sheen still seeping from the slit at his tip.

With his taste still between her teeth and more of it streaking her chin, Mrs Blythe turned to Mathilda. “Kiss me,” she commanded softly, and before the girl could gather herself, Mrs Blythe pressed close, sliding her slick, claiming tongue into Mathilda’s parted mouth.

“I’ve never seen anything like…” Jason breathed, wiping his brow with the back of his hand, awe heavy in his voice. “What a woman.”

After a few breaths—after her pulse slowed and the heat ebbed to a pleasant throb—Mrs. Blythe finally straightened. “I’ll leave you two to enjoy the aftermath,” she said, voice lazy with satisfaction. “I need to slip back to the apartment and make myself… presentable.” She caught her own reflection in the mirror and laughed softly at it, eyes bright, mouth swollen. With deliberate fingers, she spread the remaining mess across the tops of her breasts, rubbing it in as if it were lotion, entirely unbothered by the evidence of what they’d just done. Then she tugged her skirt back into place, slid her blouse over her shoulders, eased into her jacket, and tried—half-heartedly—to tame the strands of hair still wild from hands and sweat.

Her palm settled on the door handle, but she didn’t open it right away. She glanced back at the bed, at their tangled bodies, and her smile turned knowing. “We’re… my husband and I,” she began, as if choosing how much to reveal, “hosting a small gathering this weekend. A private little soirée. Friends with similar appetites.” A pause, a shrug. “Entirely inappropriate of me, I know.” Her gaze lingered, heavy with implication. “But given the delicious secret we’re sharing now…” Another shrug, softer this time. “I wondered if you might like to come.”

Her eyes slid to Mathilda. “You too, of course. You’re very much included.” A faint hum of approval. “It’s a lovely blend—different ages, different energies. I think my husband would find you irresistible, Mathilda. Perhaps you’d enjoy discovering what it’s like to be wanted by two men at once.” Then her attention shifted to Jason, a slow, appreciative look. “And I have one or two—perhaps three—girlfriends who would be more than happy to… keep you occupied.”

She turned the handle at last, opening the door just enough to make her point. “I’ll stop by later for your answer.” A smirk curved her lips, sharp and promising. “And who knows—perhaps I’ll steal another taste of that beautiful black cock.”

Then she was gone, leaving the door to click shut behind her and the room humming with what she’d just offered.


The Landlady's Proposal

Prologue

The sky overhead held that washed, fragile blue that only winter mornings seem to own, stretched wide and unmarred except for white scars of jet trails stitching themselves across the distance. The air bit softly at my lungs when I breathed it in—cold enough to wake every nerve, sharp with frost, yet threaded with that subtle promise that spring was waiting just beyond the corner of a few stubborn weeks. I had always loved mornings like this. They felt honest. Clean. Like beginnings.

What made it unforgettable, though, was the sound behind me—the heavy finality of steel doors sealing shut. Her Majesty’s prison had closed its jaws, and for the first time in three long years, I was standing on the correct side of them. Free. The word settled into my chest slowly, like it didn’t quite trust itself yet. My body still carried the memory of confinement, but the ground beneath my feet belonged to me again.

There was a strange symmetry to the timing, something poetic enough to feel intentional even though I knew it wasn’t. Forty-two years to the very day since I’d taken my first real step into adulthood—into a life that would veer, fracture, and reform in ways my younger self could never have imagined. Back then, I hadn’t possessed the arrogance to dream this big, or the fear to anticipate the cost. Certainly not for me. Certainly not for anyone.

February 14th. Valentine’s Day. An anniversary etched into me far more deeply than the calendar suggested. It was the night I stopped being untouched, the night I surrendered my innocence and placed it, trembling and eager, into Charlotte Spenser’s knowing hands. Even now, decades later, the memory pulsed beneath my skin—proof that some beginnings never truly loosen their hold, no matter how many years, walls, or locked doors come between who you were and who you’ve become.


Chapter 1

It was just before my money finally bled dry that luck—real, life-altering luck—found me. I’d spent the day grinding the pavements thin, chasing interviews that went nowhere, my shoes scuffed and my hope wearing just as thin. When I dragged myself back to the house, exhausted and empty-handed, Charlotte Spenser was waiting for me.

My landlady stood in the hallway, a woman in her early thirties who usually carried herself with effortless confidence. That afternoon, though, something about her was… off. She shifted her weight, smoothed her skirt, and when she spoke my name there was a hesitation I’d never heard from her before.

“Warren… could I have a word with you, please?”

The unease in her voice set my nerves humming. For a brief, awful moment I was certain this was about the rent. Charlotte knew my situation all too well—parentless by eighteen, scraping by on savings that were almost gone, unemployed and trying not to look desperate. I braced myself for a conversation about money, about deadlines and patience running out.

What followed was nothing like that.

What followed rearranged my entire life.

The spark for it all, strangely enough, was Mrs Bradshaw—the charlady who cleaned for Charlotte three days a week.

Charlotte spoke to me on the Saturday, but the thing that tipped the first domino happened the day before, on a bitterly cold Friday, February 11th.

That morning I slept far later than usual. I assumed Charlotte would already be gone, off on one of her many vague errands that never seemed to have a clear destination. What I didn’t realise—what I had no reason to suspect—was that Mrs Bradshaw was already in the house.

She normally arrived at ten on Mondays, Tuesdays, and Fridays. My watch, as it turned out, had stopped sometime after half past eight, so I felt perfectly safe shuffling into the bathroom half-awake, relief heavy in my bladder, door unbolted and thoughts still foggy.

I was mid-stream when the door flew open.

“Oh my gawd!”

Mrs Bradshaw stood frozen in the doorway, cleaning supplies dangling from her hands, eyes wide with shock. I barely had time to gasp before she turned, flustered, already retreating.

“I’m so sorry, Warren,” she said breathlessly, backing out—then stopping.

She looked.

Really looked.

My stream continued its steady, humiliating music into the bowl as her gaze dropped, lingered, widened. The pause stretched, obscene and electric.

“Bleedin’ ’ell,” she muttered, doing a double-take that might have been funny if my heart hadn’t been hammering out of my chest. “Oh my gawd,” she said again, and only then did she finally disappear, leaving me alone with the echo of her shock and the last shudder of relief.

I stood there, fingers still wrapped around my cock, heat flooding my face, mortification crashing over me in waves. The idea that my landlady’s cleaner had just seen me like that—so exposed, so unguarded—made my stomach twist. I could still feel her stare, heavy and disbelieving.

After finishing up, I cracked the door and scanned the landing like a criminal, then scurried back to my room, cursing myself for not locking the damn door.

For the rest of that Friday, I made myself scarce. I avoided Mrs Bradshaw completely. She was a solid, no-nonsense Londoner, the kind of woman forged by decades of hard work, her age impossible to pin down—somewhere between forty-five and sixty, if I had to guess. Normally I barely noticed her beyond polite hellos. That day, I hid like a teenager caught doing something unforgivable.

On Saturday, I bolted my door out of sheer habit, even though she wasn’t due in. The memory of that moment still made me cringe, a knot of embarrassment tightening low in my gut. The thought of anyone else—especially Charlotte—walking in on me like that was almost unbearable.

I had no idea then that Charlotte already knew far more than I suspected.

I spent the day pounding pavements and swallowing rejection, chasing any scrap of employment before the last of my money vanished. What remained of my mother’s modest inheritance—everything she’d left her only child—was thinning fast, and every closed door felt louder than the last. By the time I returned to my lodgings, chilled to the bone and wrung out with worry, Charlotte Spenser was waiting for me.

“Warren,” she said, her voice smooth and cultured, “may I have a word?” 

There was something careful about the way she spoke, a restraint that immediately set my nerves jangling.

“This is… rather delicate,” Charlotte continued once we were settled. She gestured toward one of the armchairs in the lounge, and the simple fact that we were there instead of our usual kitchen table made my pulse pick up. The kitchen was neutral territory—scrubbed, practical, safe. The lounge, with its heavy curtains and quiet elegance, felt intimate by comparison, almost formal. She didn’t meet my eyes as I sat, and that avoidance unsettled me more than any stern look might have.

The fire crackled softly in the grate, throwing out a comforting heat that thawed my fingers and crept into my chest. I stretched my hands toward it, acutely aware of how out of place I felt beside her. Charlotte Spenser was all polish and assurance, every syllable shaped by privilege and education, while I carried the flat vowels of the north and the awkwardness of a lad who still felt like he was pretending at adulthood.

“Yes, Mrs Spenser?” I prompted at last, when the silence grew heavy. I assumed this was about the rent—what else could it be?—and the thought tightened my stomach. I always felt faintly ridiculous speaking to her at length, like a muddy-booted intruder in a drawing-room world. Her calm beauty, her composed femininity, made me hyperaware of my own rough edges.

I’d come south after my mother died, leaving behind a small northern village and arriving in London with grief in my pocket and hope in my head. The money I’d inherited had seemed generous then. Now it was a dwindling tally in my mind, each day of unemployment eroding it further. All of that had led me to this chair, this fire, this moment—or so I believed.

Charlotte finally glanced at me, then looked away again, her attention drifting to the carpet near her feet. “Where to begin, Warren?” she murmured. She drew in a breath, let it out slowly, and set her jaw as if bracing herself. “Yesterday,” she said, and paused. “Mrs Bradshaw…”

Her hesitation was torturous. She broke off, a faint frown creasing her brow. “Why is this so absurdly difficult?” she muttered, more to herself than to me. Then, more firmly, “Mrs Bradshaw reported that there was… an embarrassing incident yesterday morning.”

The words landed like a stone dropped into my gut. Heat flooded my face, my ears burning as the memory flared bright and humiliating. “Mrs Spenser,” I burst out, dread and shame tangling in my chest. My mind raced ahead of her explanation, conjuring the worst possibilities. What exactly had Mrs Bradshaw told her? Had she made it sound intentional? Had she painted me as some sort of leering pervert, standing there with my cock in my hand as if I’d meant to be seen?

The fire snapped and popped between us, too loud in the sudden tension, while I sat frozen, waiting for judgment.

“No, Warren,” Charlotte cut in gently, lifting her hand as if to halt a carriage mid‑street. The gesture was firm but not unkind. “This isn’t really about Mrs Bradshaw happening upon you.”

The knot in my chest loosened instantly. Relief washed through me so fast it left me lightheaded. At least I wasn’t being painted as some sort of deviant, some grubby lodger incapable of decency.

“It’s more about… what she happened to see,” Charlotte went on, shaking her head with a soft, frustrated laugh. “Oh, this is utterly hopeless,” she murmured, more to herself than to me.

She drew in a breath and finally looked up, meeting my eyes properly for the first time. “Would you like a drink, Warren?” she asked. “I think I’d very much like one.”

She must have seen the tension written all over my face, because her voice gentled, the edges smoothing out as a small, reassuring smile curved her mouth. “You’re not in trouble,” she said quietly. “Truly. I only want to talk to you. In fact…” She hesitated, then added, “I may have a suggestion that could help with your financial difficulties.”

With that, she stood. The movement drew my attention in spite of myself as she ran her palms down the sleek lines of her pencil skirt, settling the fabric over her hips with unconscious elegance.

“A drink first,” she said lightly. “Then we’ll sit and have a proper conversation.”

I watched her cross to the sideboard, my stomach fluttering absurdly as she opened the mirrored cabinet. My nerves were jangling now, a strange mix of apprehension and curiosity.

“Whisky?” she asked over her shoulder, turning just enough that I caught the profile of her face, the bottle glinting in her hand.

I nodded. I’d never developed a taste for the stuff, but refusing felt unthinkable. She mentioned ice, disappeared briefly into the kitchen, and I heard the sharp, confident rhythm of her heels against the cold stone floor before she returned.

She poured, the clear liquid sliding over the cubes with a sharp, promising sound. “A little water?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said, though I had no real idea why.

She handed me the glass, then lifted her own—vodka with a splash of lemonade, I knew by now—and took a slow sip. There was something thoughtful in the way she watched me over the rim before reclaiming her seat.

Charlotte closed her eyes as she drank again, as though steadying herself. When she opened them, she exhaled softly. The ice chimed as she swirled the glass, buying herself another moment.

Then she looked straight at me.

“Yesterday,” she said, evenly now, “Mrs Bradshaw walked in on you at a… sensitive moment.” Her gaze didn’t waver. “I understand how painfully embarrassing that must have been for you. You strike me as a reserved young man. But I’d like you to hear me out.”

“All right, Mrs Spenser,” I said, my cheeks heating once more.

“Good.” She nodded, that same composed, approving look crossing her face—as though I’d passed some quiet test. “As I said, it isn’t the incident itself that concerns me.” She paused, studying me with an expression I couldn’t quite decipher. “Mrs Bradshaw was rather insistent about one particular detail. She believes you are… exceptionally endowed.”

She let the words hang between us.

I stared at her, my mind scrambling, my mouth opening uselessly. “Uh…” was all I could manage.

Whatever expression I was wearing, it must have made me look dense as a fence post, because Charlotte didn’t slow down or soften the blow.

“I mean your body, Warren,” she said, her voice dropping into something almost confidential. Then, more precisely, almost clinically, “Your penis.”

She paused, as if giving me time to faint.

“Mrs Bradshaw mentioned that you’re… exceptionally endowed.”

Her gaze never left my face. She tipped her head slightly, studying me the way a woman might assess fabric between her fingers. When she spoke again, the words barely seemed real.

“And I thought,” she continued lightly, one hand flicking through the air as if this were nothing more than a passing idea, “that I might take a look myself. Just briefly. To confirm.”

I sat frozen in my chair, all long limbs and threadbare clothes, painfully aware of the fraying cuffs at my wrists and the collar that never quite sat right. My mind snagged on her words and replayed them over and over, refusing to accept them as fact.

She couldn’t have just asked that.

Could she?

I’d grown up quiet, tucked away in a small Yorkshire village where everyone knew everyone else’s business, and none of it ever involved sex—at least not openly. Women, to me, had always felt like a different species entirely. They seemed to move through the world with some shared, unspoken understanding, as if they were all tuned into a frequency I couldn’t hear. I imagined them exchanging knowing looks, silently cataloguing my thoughts, my wants, my humiliating lack of experience.

At nineteen, they terrified me.

Girls in pubs, usually after I’d had more beer than courage, would watch me stumble through a sentence, my accent thickening, my face heating, until I couldn’t get the words out at all. They’d laugh—not cruelly, maybe, but enough to send me retreating, heart pounding, convinced I’d never escape being the awkward virgin everyone could spot a mile off.

There were always at least two of them together, leaning in close, whispering and smiling in ways that made me feel small. They mocked my clothes, my lack of money, my rough edges. Eventually I stopped trying. It was easier to accept failure than to offer myself up for another round of quiet ridicule.

I know now that my view was warped by insecurity and youth. I’ve met kind, generous women since—women who didn’t sharpen themselves on my nerves. But back then? Back then it felt brutal. Some of those moments still surface without warning, sharp enough to make me wince years later.

So sitting there, across from Charlotte Spenser—poised, confident, composed—my brain simply short-circuited.

“I’m sorry?” I managed at last, the words scraping out of my throat as I stared at her, still unsure whether this was some elaborate misunderstanding.

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t smile. She repeated herself calmly, deliberately.

“I’m asking if you’ll let me see whether Mrs Bradshaw was telling the truth,” she said. “I want to see you, Warren.” Her eyes held mine, steady and intent. “And if she’s right… it could turn into something very beneficial for you.”

I blinked, slow and stupid, my thoughts lagging somewhere behind the room. What on earth was she implying? What had Mrs Bradshaw seen—seen enough of—to feel compelled to discuss my cock over polite conversation? I knew, in an abstract, private way, that it was on the generous side. But that knowledge lived in isolation. I’d grown up shy, tucked away in a village where comparison wasn’t exactly a common pastime. I hadn’t lined myself up against other men to measure worth or size. I only knew my own body, and even that I regarded with a kind of embarrassed detachment.

“I… I don’t follow you, Mrs Spenser,” I managed, the words tripping over my tongue.

Charlotte’s patience snapped. She brought her glass down hard on the delicate little table beside her chair, the sharp crack echoing through the room. Her mouth twisted with irritation, her eyes flashing like I’d personally offended her. 

“For God’s sake, Warren,” she bit out, “stop being so bloody dense and show me your fucking cock.”

The word hit me harder than the whisky ever could have. Fucking. My mother never swore, not once within my hearing, and I’d always imagined women like Charlotte—poised, educated, immaculate—hovered above such language. Hearing it tear out of her mouth left me frozen, staring at her as if she’d suddenly grown fangs. I forgot the glass in my hand, forgot how to breathe properly.

“This had better be worth the fucking trouble,” she muttered, already pushing herself to her feet. Her gaze pinned me where I sat. “Stand up, you absolute idiot.”

I did, clumsily, my heart banging against my ribs. There was a ridiculous, childish fear that she might strike me, box my ears for being slow. Instead, she stepped into my space, close enough that I could smell her perfume—something warm and expensive—and feel the heat of her body. I dropped my chin, staring down in disbelief as her fingers went straight to my belt. They were impatient, unaccustomed to fumbling, and she cursed again under her breath as the buckle resisted her.

When it finally gave, she yanked the zip down with brisk efficiency and shoved my trousers toward my knees. A flash of panic went through me then—an absurd worry about the state of my underpants, of all things—but it vanished the instant I felt her step back.

Her hand flew to her mouth.

I must have looked a right mess: shirt tails hanging loose, pale thighs exposed, hair on my legs catching the light. My cock lay heavy and soft against my underwear, unaroused but undeniably present. Yet whatever she saw there drew a sharp, involuntary breath from her.

It wasn’t beauty she was reacting to. It was scale.

“Christ,” she murmured, her eyes dragging slowly over me, then lifting to meet my face before dropping again. “Where the hell did you get that? Steal it off a horse?”

I glanced down, awkwardly assessing myself as if seeing it through her eyes for the first time. 

“It’s… it’s just there, Mrs Spenser,” I said helplessly. “I wouldn’t know what else to tell you.” I shifted, suddenly very aware of the air on my skin, of her scrutiny. “May I pull my trousers up now? Please?”

“Hm?” She looked up again, as though I’d interrupted an important thought. “Oh. Yes. Yes, of course.” She turned away too quickly, crossing back to the table and draining her glass in one long swallow. “I’m getting another drink,” she said, her voice tighter than before. “Sit down, Warren.”

She didn’t look at me as I obeyed, tugging my pants and underwear back into place, fastening my belt with clumsy fingers. When I sat, the room felt different—charged, altered. I took a mouthful of the whisky, grimacing at the taste, but welcoming the burn as it slid down my throat. For a moment, at least, it distracted me from the fact that a refined older woman had just undressed me with her eyes—and clearly liked what she saw.

Charlotte came back with fresh ice chiming softly in her glass. She paused at the sideboard, tipping the bottle with deliberate excess, the clear vodka gurgling generously before she drowned it in a splash of lemonade. Only then did she return to her chair, settling herself as if she’d made a decision she was finally ready to voice.

“You don’t see it, do you?” she said quietly. When I only lifted one shoulder in a helpless shrug, she shook her head. “Not even a hint.”

“I’m sorry, Mrs Spenser,” I muttered, the apology slipping out of me on instinct, though I couldn’t have said what I was apologising for.

“Warren,” she corrected, leaning forward until her elbows rested on her knees. Her gaze pinned me there, sharp and assessing. “I believe I might have some work for you.”

My brow furrowed. “Work?” I echoed, genuinely baffled. I’d been green as grass back then. “What sort of work?”

Her mouth curved slowly, knowingly. The look that crossed her face was all fox and flame—eyes narrowed, lips tipped with a smile that promised trouble. She rolled the ice around her glass, then sank back into the chair, crossing her legs with lazy confidence. My eyes betrayed me, drawn to the length of them, to the faint suggestion beneath her skirt, and I found myself absurdly wondering about stockings, silk, bare skin.

“Something,” she murmured, voice lowering, “I suspect you’d enjoy very much.” Her eyes flicked over me, unashamed now. “And something that could be extremely profitable. For both of us.” She lifted her glass in a small, inviting gesture. “What do you think? Would you like to work with me?”

The room felt warmer all at once. The way she lounged there, utterly at ease, did something to me—something immediate and undeniable. I felt my cock stir, a subtle but unmistakable response, and had no idea why my body had decided to betray me like that. I only knew, on a raw, instinctive level, that Charlotte Spenser—worldly, confident, and unmistakably older—was no longer looking at me like a boy. She was seeing a man.

There was a gleam in her eyes that made my pulse jump, something shadowed and intimate, heavy with promise. It felt as though her opinion of me had tilted on its axis in a single heartbeat, and even then I understood that the shift had begun the moment she’d stood in front of me and taken me in, naked and unguarded.

I wasn’t entirely right, not yet. There was far more to it than that, far more shaping still to be done. But Charlotte would tell me later that she’d glimpsed the raw material in that instant—and she was eager, impossibly eager, to get her hands on me and see just how beautifully I could be formed to suit her desires.


Chapter 2

Wrapped up in my own mounting money troubles, I’d never once stopped to question how Charlotte managed her effortless lifestyle. It simply hadn’t occurred to me—until the very night she stunned me with her shameless proposal and decided, with a lazy smile, to lay herself bare.

“I curate pleasure for people with exacting tastes,” she murmured, striking a match and lighting a cigarette with practiced elegance. She was already on her third vodka, the glass beaded with condensation between her fingers, while my first whisky sat untouched, growing warm as I watched her. “I was born into a family with more money than sense, Warren. Old money. Proper money.” Her lips curved. “But I’ve always been the inconvenient one. Naughty Charlotte. Charlotte the Harlot—yes, I’ve heard them all.”

She inhaled slowly, smoke filling her lungs before she released it in a languid stream. “I suppose I’ll still see some inheritance eventually. Father never quite managed to disown me entirely. But they prefer me at a distance these days. I don’t fit the portrait they like to hang on the wall.” A careless shrug lifted her shoulders. “An embarrassment, really.”

My pulse thudded as she continued, each word peeling back another layer of the woman I thought I knew. “So when Pater had one of his theatrical outbursts and finally threw me out, I had to be… resourceful. For a while, I sold myself.” Her eyes flicked to mine, sharp and assessing, as she exhaled smoke toward the ornate Victorian ceiling. “Only to gentlemen of quality, of course. I’ve always had standards. I never opened my legs for the masses.”

My head spun. Mrs. Spenser—a prostitute? The revelation landed like a blow. I’d never knowingly been near a woman like that in my life, and yet here I was, living under the same roof as one. Sharing meals. Trading pleasantries. My gaze clung to her as though she’d shifted into someone else entirely.

She went on, unbothered by my silence. “After a few years, Daddy softened. By then, though, I’d discovered I was rather good at running things. Managing people. Managing desire.” Her mouth tilted with satisfaction. “I was enjoying myself far too much to scurry back to Northamptonshire and play the dutiful daughter. So I stayed in London and refined the operation.”

Charlotte crossed her legs, the movement deliberate. “Now I host… gatherings. Intimate affairs for single gentlemen—sometimes single ladies,” she added, one brow lifting knowingly. “Some want a discreet companion. Others crave something a little less conventional. I have couples who enjoy inviting an extra body into their bed. Husbands who delight in watching their wives lose themselves with more than one man. Whatever the appetite, I make it happen.” She paused, taking a slow sip of vodka. “From a quiet hotel visit to something far more… communal.”

She waited then, letting the weight of it all settle over me.

“Mrs. Spenser, I—” The words deserted me. My mouth opened, then closed again, useless. I could only stare, trying to reconcile the composed landlady with the woman calmly describing orchestrated decadence.

She smiled, unhurried, and continued. “What occurs to me, Warren, is that you might be an excellent addition to my little circle.” Her gaze softened, then sharpened with intent. “Naturally, you’d need guidance. Instruction. But I know several ladies—seasoned, confident women—who would be more than pleased to spend time with a young man as fit and eager as you.”

Her eyes drifted downward, lingering unapologetically at my groin. For a few charged seconds she said nothing, simply smoked, assessing me like an acquisition already half claimed.

I could only blink at her, lashes fluttering uselessly as if that might somehow reorganize the avalanche she’d just dropped into my lap. My jaw hung open, graceless and dumb, my thoughts skidding over one another without ever finding purchase. I knew she was speaking English. I knew the words. It was their meaning that refused to settle.

Charlotte watched me unravel with unmistakable pleasure.

“May I ask you something, Warren?” she said softly, her voice smoothing itself into silk. Her gaze slid over me, slow and deliberate, predatory in a way that made my stomach tighten. There was something reptilian in her stillness, like a snake deciding whether to strike. “Something rather personal.”

I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry. “Uh… yes. I—I suppose,” I said, the sound scraping out of me in a thin croak that barely resembled my own voice.

She tilted her head, studying me, savoring the moment. “Have you ever been with a woman?” A pause, exquisitely timed. “I mean properly. Touched. Tasted. Been intimate.”

Heat rushed straight to my face, a fierce, uncontrollable burn that spread down my neck. I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. My body betrayed me far more efficiently than words ever could.

Charlotte’s lips curved. A low, delighted laugh slipped free as she leaned forward to crush her cigarette into the ashtray with unnecessary firmness. “Oh,” she murmured, almost to herself, though I knew damn well she wanted me to hear it. “Untouched. A pristine little canvas.” Her eyes flicked back to mine, gleaming. “How absolutely fucking delicious.”

She stood in one smooth, unhurried movement, the hem of her skirt shifting against her thighs. The change in her height altered the air in the room, made her feel suddenly larger, more commanding. “There it is, Warren,” she said lightly, as though she were offering me a drink rather than proposing to upend my entire life. “An opportunity, if you want it.”

She paced a step or two, heels tapping softly, then turned back to me. “I know I’ve given you rather a lot to digest. Anyone would be reeling. So don’t panic.” Her smile sharpened. “And don’t worry—I’m not about to toss you straight into the deep end.”

She laughed again, richer this time, and shook her head. “Those filthy, insatiable creatures would eat you alive if I handed you over just as you are. No, no. That wouldn’t do at all.” Her gaze dipped, unashamed, lingering at my groin before lifting again. “You’d need preparation.”

My pulse hammered as she leaned closer, bracing one hand on the back of the chair opposite me. “You take a day,” she continued calmly. “Twenty-four hours. Think about it. If you say yes…” Her voice dropped, curling around the word. “I’ll take charge of your education. Slowly. Carefully. A probationary period, we might call it.”

She straightened, eyes dancing with wicked promise. “After all, possessing the right equipment doesn’t automatically make a man skilled in its use. But it would be a terrible waste not to see what you’re capable of, wouldn’t it?” Her smile softened just enough to be dangerous. “I truly believe we could be very profitable together, darling.”

She finished with a languid, unmistakably obscene wink. “And I assure you—there will be pleasure involved.”

Turning away, she headed for the door, leaving me rooted to the spot, heart racing, body buzzing with a confusion that felt perilously close to arousal.

“Twenty-four hours, lovely boy,” Charlotte called lightly over her shoulder.

And then she was gone, leaving the room thick with smoke, vodka, and the echo of her promise.


Chapter 3

A boy of nineteen today would probably have said yes before the question had even finished forming. But in 1972, at least for someone like me, the world felt wrapped in a softer, more sheltered haze. That wasn’t necessarily because the times were purer—only because I was. I’d grown up buffered by caution and half‑learned morals, my imagination starved of the relentless images that flood the modern eye. Pornography existed, of course, but it lived in the shadows. A smudged black‑and‑white photograph glimpsed in a dog‑eared naturist magazine would have been enough to make my pulse riot and my cheeks burn with shame.

So when Charlotte spoke—when she calmly laid out what she was offering—it landed like a foreign language in my ears. The idea that a married couple would hand over money to invite a stranger into their bed sounded like fevered fiction, something concocted for dirty dreams rather than real life. I couldn’t reconcile it with my understanding of the world. Yet the truth, which I only understood later, was that the seventies were no less wicked than now. People simply hid it better. In my village, and even beyond it, a woman bearing a child outside marriage still drew whispers and disapproval. That low, constant hum of judgment lived inside me, shaping my sense of right and wrong. It was that inherited decency—mixed with ignorance—that pushed me to say no.

If I’m honest, fear had as much to do with it as morality. I was utterly petrified. The pictures Charlotte’s words painted were too vivid, too hot, too much for a lad who’d barely brushed against desire, let alone plunged into it.

That Sunday dragged on endlessly as I wrestled with myself, every hour tightening the knot in my stomach. By evening, sitting across from Charlotte, I knew I had to refuse her, even if it cost me.

“I’m sorry to hear that, Warren,” she said the next day, her voice steady and sympathetic, as we sat together in the lounge. My face burned as I stumbled through my rejection, my tongue thick and clumsy around the words.

The consequences pressed in on me immediately. The cold outside was sharp and unforgiving, and I knew my purse was too light to cover the rent when it fell due. Still, I shook my head.

“I just can’t see meself up to owt like that, Mrs Spenser,” I muttered. The sound of my own accent made me wince. In my mind I saw myself through her clients’ eyes—an awkward, rough‑edged youth turning up at their door. Even after everything she’d revealed, Charlotte still seemed to me the very picture of poise and refinement. Surely the people she dealt with expected something polished, something I could never be.

“What is it that puts you off, Warren?” she asked gently, concern softening her gaze.

“Just about all of it, Mrs Spenser.” I fixed my eyes on the fire, watching the flames lick and curl, anything to avoid meeting her expression.

“You don’t want the money?” she pressed. “You don’t need it? Or is it women you don’t care for?” Her voice lowered, growing more intimate. “Wouldn’t you like to see a woman naked? Wouldn’t you like to have sex, Warren? Think about it. A bare woman moving beneath you, her breasts swaying right there in front of your eyes. Think about her hands on you… her mouth wrapped around your cock… or feeling you slide inside her warm cunny.”

Each word struck like a spark, setting my nerves alight, even as terror coiled tight in my chest.

I jerked my gaze up to her, heat flooding my face. “Mrs Spenser,” I breathed, half‑scandalised, half‑shaken. “You—you shouldn’t talk like that. Not… not someone like you.”

She gave a short, rough laugh, nothing gentle about it. “Is that really what you think I am, Warren?” Her mouth curved with something sharp and amused. “Someone to be treated like fine china?” She lifted her glass, the vodka catching the firelight, and took a slow sip before going on. “I’ve sold my body. Plain and simple. I’ve spread my legs for money more times than I can count.”

She leaned toward me then, invading my space, her gaze pinning me to the chair. I could feel her intention, the way she was poking at me just to see what would happen. “And those ‘ladies’ you’re so respectful of?” she continued softly, cruelly. “Most of them are desperate to have a hard cock shoved deep into them. Especially one like yours.” Her eyes dipped, unmistakably, to my lap. “That thick thing you’re dragging around is being completely wasted. What do you do with it, hmm? Hide away and jerk yourself off in shame?”

The words hit me like a blow to the gut. She paused, watching my reaction, her jaw set in challenge. “I could fix that,” she went on. “I could send you a woman—an experienced woman, hot with need—who’d take care of you properly. You’d be paid for it, Warren. Imagine that. Money in your hand just for letting her do what you’re already doing alone.”

Her voice dropped, slower now, more deliberate. “She’d take your virginity too. Gently or rough, however you want it. Twenty pounds cash. And a naked woman touching you, stroking you, bringing you off with her mouth before she straddles that big cock of yours and rides it until she’s begging.” She smiled faintly. “You’d see all of her. Her breasts moving, her skin flushed as she feels you inside her. Or perhaps you’d prefer her dressed up first—silk, lace. Some men like the anticipation.”

My body betrayed me completely. Blood rushed low, my trousers suddenly tight, my cock thickening until it throbbed painfully. A wild, reckless urge surged through me, so strong I had to clench my fists to stop myself from dragging myself out and touching it right there, in front of her, grinding my palm over the ache until I spilled everywhere.

“Mrs Spenser,” I managed, my throat tight, my voice breaking with need. “Would… would it really be like that?”

“Yes, Warren,” she said quietly, certainty in every syllable. “Exactly like that.”

My mind flooded with images I’d never dared to form before—an unknown woman astride me, her hand wrapped around me, her body moving, her sounds filling the room. I imagined the heat of her, the weight of her, the way she might whisper to me, tell me I was doing well, tell me what she wanted next.

I swallowed hard, my pulse roaring in my ears. “All right,” I murmured at last, barely recognising my own voice. “Yes.”

“Oh, how delicious,” Charlotte purred. She tipped back the last of her vodka, swallowed it in one smooth motion, and set the empty glass down with a decisive clink. Her demeanor shifted, crisp and efficient now, like a woman accustomed to arranging other people’s lives. “I’ll front you twenty pounds in the morning.”

She gestured toward my hair, fingers slicing the air. “First stop, a proper haircut. None of this shaggy nonsense. After that, Burton’s—nothing bespoke yet, don’t get ahead of yourself. Off the rack for now. You’re on trial, Warren. If you impress me, if you grow into what I think you could be, then we’ll talk about finer things.” Her mouth curved into a knowing smile. “Tomorrow, you’re going to be indulged.”

She struck a match, lit a cigarette, and nodded for me to stand. I did, awkward and stiff, while her gaze traveled over me slowly, deliberately, as if she were undressing me in layers only she could see. “Manicure. Pedicure. A proper shave,” she added. “Then an early evening bath. I want you spotless. Clean. Smelling good for your guest.”

She flicked ash into the tray and chuckled. “Nothing fussy, mind. No flowery rubbish. You’re a solid boy—broad shoulders, strong frame. I can tell even with all those clothes in the way.” Her eyes dipped, unapologetic. “And I’m not talking only about what’s hanging between your legs, either. I’d wager the rest of you is built just as well.”

Leaning back, she tapped her chin thoughtfully. “We’ll choose an aftershave that suits you. Something masculine. Dark. The kind of scent that lingers in a woman’s memory long after you’ve left the room.”

My head reeled. The images came too fast—me perched in some salon chair, hands laid out like a fool while someone fussed over my nails. It all felt unreal, like I’d stepped into another man’s life.

“I’ll need you ready by eight tomorrow night,” Charlotte continued calmly. “A cab will come for you. Don’t be late. I’ll take care of the rest.”

The words finally landed, heavy and unmistakable. Tomorrow night. A woman. My stomach flipped.

“You mean… it’s really happening?” I asked, sounding dim even to my own ears. “Tomorrow?”

Her laughter chimed softly, pleased and wicked. “Yes, Warren. Tomorrow. You’re going to fuck a woman.” Then her brows lifted. “Valentine’s Day, no less.” She took a slow drag, eyes narrowing as she studied my face. “Tell me—how does that make you feel?”

I shook my head helplessly. “I don’t know. Terrified. Excited. Both at once. Like waiting for the dentist… only nothing like the dentist.” I swallowed. “I don’t even know if I can do it, Mrs Spenser. I’m scared out of my wits.”

She stubbed out her cigarette and stood, crossing the space between us with unhurried confidence. Her hand came up, warm and steady, cupping my cheek. I froze under her touch, my pulse hammering. “You’ll be just fine,” she murmured, her voice low and soothing. “This part—this waiting—is delicious. Don’t fight it. Let it flutter inside you.”

Her other hand joined the first, her knuckles grazing my jaw as she held my face between her palms. “The woman I’ve chosen knows it’s your first time. She’ll be gentle. Patient. She’ll take care of you.” Her thumb traced lightly along my cheekbone. “She’ll slow everything down, let you taste her, feel her, learn her. She’ll teach you how to kiss, how to listen to a body when it opens for you.”

Charlotte’s gaze locked with mine, intimate and unwavering. “Every second will be new, Warren. And you’re going to remember all of it.”

“You’ll learn her with your mouth first,” Charlotte murmured, voice velvet-dark as it painted pictures in my head. “Your lips will wander—over hers, down the warm curve of her neck, into that soft hollow at her throat. And then lower still.” Her eyes held mine, unblinking. “You’ll taste her between her thighs, feel her open to you. She’ll wrap her fingers around your cock, take you into her mouth, and you’ll finally understand what heat really is.” 

She smiled, slow and knowing. “She’ll be ready for you, Warren. The moment she sees what you’re carrying, she’ll melt. When she closes her hand around you, when she feels how hard you are, she’ll make those little sounds women make when they’re pleased—and she’ll tell you exactly how magnificent your cock is.”

“Mrs Spenser…” The sound tore out of me, half plea, half groan. My head was swimming, my body buzzing as if every nerve had been struck awake.

“Does that appeal to you?” she asked softly. She leaned in and brushed a kiss against my cheek—so light it barely existed, like the ghost of a touch. I sucked in a breath and jerked when her hand drifted lower, pressing against the aching swell straining my trousers. “You’re hard already, aren’t you?” she whispered, palm firm, deliberate.

“Yes, Mrs Spenser,” I breathed. The contact sent a sharp, blinding rush through me. Without thinking, driven by that sudden, feral surge, I lurched forward, grabbing at her waist, trying to pull her in, desperate for her mouth.

She cried out, shock and anger slicing through the air. “Warren, no!” She fought me, twisting away. “Stop it!” Her voice cracked like a whip as she turned her face aside, resisting me with all her strength.

Then her hand flashed out. The slap was sharp and ringing, a clean, punishing sound that snapped me back into myself. My cheek burned as if branded.

I froze, staring at her, horror flooding in. My fingers flew to my face. “Mrs Spenser,” I choked. “I’m sorry. I—God, I’m so sorry.”

She was breathing hard too, eyes guarded now. She retreated, reached for her cigarettes with a hand that wasn’t quite steady, and sat. The match flared; she inhaled deeply and sent smoke curling toward the ceiling.

After a moment she spoke, waving the cigarette lightly. “That was on me, Warren. I pushed you too far, took you somewhere you weren’t ready to handle.” Her head tipped, gaze sharp but no longer furious. “You lost yourself for a second.”

I nodded, shame hollowing me out. “I didn’t mean—”

“I know,” she cut in, not unkindly. “But you must never do that again. Not ever. Especially not with a client. Do you understand me?”

“Yes,” I said at once, my stomach tight. “I understand. I’m sorry.”

She studied me for a long second, then exhaled. “All right. Enough. Tomorrow is what matters.”

That night, in my narrow bed, sleep came in broken fragments. I kept waking with my cock aching, my mind betraying me—imagining slipping into Charlotte’s room, dropping to my knees, begging her to let me inside her just once. My hand twitched with the urge to touch myself, to steal some relief from the relentless pressure.

But her voice echoed in my head, cool and absolute.

“No wanking tonight. Save it for tomorrow. Give that lucky woman her money’s worth.”

So I lay there, hard and restless, counting the hours until Valentine’s Day.

Sleep never truly claimed me; it only circled, dipping in and out, leaving me stranded in the thick, overheated dark. Each time my eyes closed for more than a breath, my mind betrayed me with lurid dreams—women without clear faces but with bodies that knew exactly how to use me. They straddled me with hungry confidence, hips rolling, breasts heavy and mesmerizing as they bounced in rhythm. Silken heat clenched around my shaft, milking me relentlessly, drawing me right to the edge—and then stopping. Always stopping. Their pleasure crested again and again, mouths parted in silent cries, while my own release was denied, held just out of reach like a punishment I didn’t remember earning.

Every dream changed her details. One had dark hair spilling over pale shoulders, another was fair and lush, her stockings stretched tight over her thighs. Sometimes she was naked, sometimes dressed just enough to make it worse. Always the same ending: her climax shuddering through her while I remained hard, aching, unfinished.

Morning arrived far too soon. Valentine’s Day dragged itself into being beneath a cold, brilliant blue sky, and I woke feeling wrung out, my body heavy and unsatisfied. The bathroom was bitterly cold, the tiles cruel against my bare feet as I lowered myself into a quick bath. I scrubbed myself awake, brushed my teeth, dragged a comb through my hair. In the mirror I looked rough, jaw shadowed with stubble, eyes a little wild—but why bother fixing that now? The barber would erase this version of me soon enough. I stared at my reflection and wondered who I’d be when I looked again tomorrow. The thought made my stomach pitch, a nervous little thrill curling low in my belly, exactly the anticipation Charlotte had told me to savor.

I did savor it. The fear and the excitement braided together, not quite arousal yet, but close—so close I could feel it waiting. As the hours ticked by and the appointment crept nearer, my cock seemed to wake up in stages, thickening whenever my thoughts wandered to the weight of the evening, to what I’d been promised, to what I might finally be allowed to take. I speculated endlessly about the woman. Was she beautiful or merely intriguing? Polished or a little rough at the edges? I imagined her body in fragments—breasts first, their size and curve, the way they might feel in my hands; then her hips, her thighs. Thin? Soft? Somewhere deliciously in between?

Dressed at last, trousers tugged into place, shirt buttoned with clumsy fingers, I went downstairs. Mrs. Bradshaw stood at the stove, efficient and solid, while Charlotte lounged at the kitchen table, cigarette poised between elegant fingers, tea steaming gently beside her.

We ate a generous breakfast—bacon slick with fat, eggs, mushrooms, beans—fuel for a day that felt momentous even if no one else could see it. As we left, Mrs. Bradshaw gave me a curious look, sharp and knowing, as if she sensed something indecent humming beneath my skin. A spike of panic shot through me at the absurd, horrifying thought that she might be the woman chosen for me, the one who’d take my virginity. The idea barely had time to settle before Charlotte burst into laughter, helpless with it, tears gathering at the corners of her eyes.

“Oh, honestly, Warren,” she managed once she could breathe again. “Alice is a darling, truly—an absolute gem—but she is not remotely what I had in mind.” In the taxi, she laid her long fingers on my leg, the contact deliberate, grounding, intimate. “I’ll find someone suitable. Someone who understands the situation. Someone who knows exactly what’s required.”

Her hand squeezed just above my knee, warm and reassuring. “You’ll be fine,” she murmured. “Let her take the lead. You just lie back and enjoy what you’re given.”

The rest of the day unfolded like a careful preparation. With the twenty pounds Charlotte had pressed into my pocket, she transformed me—an off-the-peg suit purchased with brisk efficiency, my protests over manicures and pedicures dismissed with an impatient sniff. She watched as I surrendered myself to an expensive salon, where my hair was cut, my face shaved smooth, every rough edge polished away. In the afternoon she treated me to tea in one of those refined cafés, all china and whispers, while beneath the table my foot bounced with nervous energy, my body counting down to the night that waited for me.

“Have a bath, put the suit on, and be downstairs for the taxi at eight sharp. No excuses.” Charlotte’s voice was brisk, efficient, the same tone she used when arranging other people’s pleasures. She shrugged into her coat, already half gone. “I’m working tonight—a Valentine’s soirée for some City boys with more money than imagination. I’ll be out late.”

She leaned in and brushed a kiss against my cheek, her perfume lingering like a promise. “If tonight unfolds the way I expect, Warren, you may find yourself very busy on my behalf before long.” Her eyes flicked over me, sharp and knowing. “Are you nervous?”

I swallowed and nodded. “Yes.”

She caught my hand, squeezed once, firm and grounding, then kissed my cheek again. “Good. Nerves mean you care. You’ll be wonderful. Just… let it happen. Enjoy yourself.”

And then she was gone, the door closing behind her with a finality that left the house suddenly hollow.

Alone.

I dressed slowly, deliberately, as though care might keep the panic at bay. The suit sat perfectly—Charlotte had insisted on that—clean lines, expensive fabric. I fussed with my tie until the knot was just right, smoothed the collar so it hugged my neck without puckering. When I checked the time, I still had ten minutes to spare. Ten endless, crawling minutes.

I paced. Stopped. Pacing again. My heart thudded so loudly I was sure the neighbors could hear it. When the muted blare of a car horn sounded outside, my breath caught. I crossed to the window and parted the curtains.

The taxi was there.

A sharp, electric jolt went through me. “This is actually happening,” I murmured, my voice thin.

Panic surged, sudden and overwhelming. What was I doing? This wasn’t my life. This sort of thing happened to other people—confident men, worldly men—not to me. My fingers lifted to my collar, hovering there, ready to loosen the tie, to dismantle the version of myself I’d just assembled. I could still stop this. Give the money back. Admit defeat. Walk away, even if it meant sleeping rough, even if it meant humiliation and hunger.

The idea of facing an unknown woman, stepping into something so charged and mysterious, made my legs tremble. My stomach rolled.

The horn sounded again, sharper this time, impatient.

And something inside me hardened—not my cock, not yet, but my resolve. If I didn’t go now, if I didn’t stop dithering like a coward, I would never know what waited for me beyond that door. Whatever magic, whatever ruin.

I grabbed my coat and left.

Twenty minutes later I stood on a quiet street in Mill Hill, staring up at a large, detached house that loomed with silent confidence. The taxi driver had waved away my money with a grin.

“All sorted, mate. On account,” he’d said, winking. “I do plenty of trips for the lady.” He tapped the side of his nose. “Go on. Have a good time.”

I watched the red glow of the brake lights blink once before the car disappeared around the roundabout, leaving me alone in the cold. The chill cut through my jacket as I walked up the path, each step feeling heavier, more significant.

Before I could even raise my hand to knock, the front door opened.

I blinked, certain my nerves were finally playing tricks on me.

Standing there, framed by warm light, breath misting in the winter air, was Mrs Bradshaw.

“Come in, Warren,” she said calmly, as though this were the most natural thing in the world. “It’s bitter out there.”

“Mrs Bradshaw,” I managed, my voice cracking with shock.

“Name’s the same as ever—don’t wear it thin,” she said dryly, ushering me in with a tilt of her head. “Now move yourself before you turn into an icicle on my doorstep.”

Warmth wrapped around me the moment I crossed the threshold. The hallway was wide and polished, smelling faintly of flowers and something richer beneath. Mrs Bradshaw shut the door with a solid click and faced me, appraising, amused.

“The lady’s waiting,” she said. “Anything you need before I take you up?” Her eyes flicked pointedly to my hands, a knowing curve to her mouth. “A quick wash might be… sensible.”

“Yes,” I said at once, heat creeping into my face. The memory of her barging in on me only days earlier—mid-stream, mortified—flashed through my mind.

This time the bolt slid home, blessedly final. I relieved myself, letting the tension drain away in a shaky rush, then washed my hands with the fragrant soap by the sink, breathing until my pulse steadied. When I opened the door again, Mrs Bradshaw was waiting a short distance away, as if she’d never moved.

“Well then,” she said briskly. “Up we go, sir.”

The word sir jolted me. For a heartbeat I didn’t recognise myself in it, then it clicked—she’d slipped into a role, polished and professional, part of a world I was only just stepping into. Still, as I followed her solid figure up the stairs to the second floor, my legs felt unreliable, my stomach slick with nerves.

We stopped outside a closed door. I was so jittery I nearly walked straight into her back.

“For heaven’s sake,” she muttered, turning on me. “Stop lookin’ like you’re headed for the gallows. Smile. You’ve got a face like a funeral director. Anyone’d think you were about to be strung up.”

I swallowed hard and tried to rearrange my features into something resembling calm. She tutted, rolled her eyes, then knocked.

“Mr Baker,” she announced, opening the door and stepping aside.

“Hello, Warren.”

Charlotte’s voice wrapped around me, soft and familiar. She stood there smiling, calm as ever, while I just stared, stunned into silence.

“Thank you, Mrs Bradshaw,” she added lightly. The door closed behind me with a quiet, decisive click.

“I’m sorry for the little performance,” Charlotte said, lowering her voice, her gaze warm and intent. “You weren’t expecting me. I thought it might be good for you—a baptism by fire. You’ll never be this nervous again, darling. Tonight was the worst of it.”

“Mrs Spenser,” I breathed, the name landing like a revelation. “But… you said you were working.”

Her smile deepened, knowing and unruffled, as if she’d been in control all along.

“Please, Warren—call me Charlotte.” Her smile softened as she said it, an invitation wrapped in silk. She drifted away from the door, unhurried, the room seeming to bend around her as she crossed to the vast bed that dominated the space. She wore a loose, Eastern-style robe, richly patterned, cinched at the waist, the fabric whispering against her legs as she moved past the bed to an ornate dressing table. The thing looked antique, lacquered in a deep oxblood gloss that caught the light. She struck a match, lit a cigarette, then turned to face me, smoke curling lazily around her face.

“There’s no bankers’ orgy tonight, Warren,” she said calmly. “At least not one I’ve arranged.” A sly grin lifted her mouth. “A few of my girls are busy—Valentine’s keeps everyone occupied—but everything’s been organised for days.” Her eyes glinted. “Which leaves me with a little time to indulge myself.” She lifted her glass slightly. “Drink?”

My throat felt tight, my voice rough and unfamiliar when it finally came. “Could I have a vodka and lemonade?”

She studied me for a beat too long, as if reading the nerves humming under my skin. Then she smiled again. “Of course, darling. But do come in. You can’t hover by the door all evening.”

I moved further into the room, stiff and awkward, like my body hadn’t quite caught up with my mind. I perched on the edge of the bed, the mattress yielding beneath me.

“What’s happening, Mrs Spenser?” I asked.

She approached, the hem of her robe sighing with each step. “This,” she said gently, “is the beginning of your education, Warren.” She glanced down at me, amused. “But don’t sit there like you’re fishing from a riverbank. Take off your jacket. Make yourself comfortable—in one of those chairs.”

She stopped close enough that I could smell her perfume, something warm and intimate, and took a sip from her own drink. “When you entertain a woman in the future,” she went on, “you’ll ask her what she’d like to drink. You’ll lead.” Her gaze held mine. “She may be nervous. Remember how that feels. Put her at ease. Be attentive. Kind.”

It sounded like far too much responsibility, a thousand rules piling up at once, but I nodded anyway and took my first tentative sip of vodka and lemonade.

Charlotte moved away and settled into one of the matching chairs, as lavishly carved and darkly polished as the dressing table. She crossed her legs slowly, deliberately.

“It will all fall into place,” she said, drawing on her cigarette. “Don’t try to swallow it all at once.” Then she laughed softly, theatrical. “After all, this is a very special night for you.”

With the cigarette glowing between her fingers and the glass cradled in her other hand, she parted her thighs. The robe slipped aside, obeying gravity, revealing the smooth line of her legs clad in dark stockings. “A night for love, darling,” she murmured, her voice dropping into something smoky and intimate that sent a jolt straight through me.

My gaze was helplessly drawn to the contrast—the inky fabric against her pale, creamy skin, the shadowed promise where her thighs met. I sucked in a breath. She watched me over the rim of her glass, unblinking, predatory, smoke drifting between us.

“You’re beautiful,” I said, the words tumbling out before I could stop them.

She laughed, low and pleased. “Thank you, darling.” Her eyes flicked down to the robe, then back to my face. “Would you like to see me without it?”

“Yes—please,” I blurted, the word escaping me with humiliating enthusiasm as heat rushed low in my belly and my cock surged, hardening against my trousers.

Charlotte rose with unhurried grace. She set her glass down on the spindly little table, then nestled her cigarette into the curved lip of the ashtray. All the while, her gaze never left my face. Slowly, deliberately, she loosened the sash at her waist. The robe sighed open, parting like a secret being revealed, and I forgot how to breathe. Then she shrugged it from her shoulders, letting the silk slide down her arms and puddle at her feet.

I stared—open-mouthed, stunned—at the first naked woman I had ever truly seen. Stockings clung to her legs, held by a garter belt that framed her hips; heels arched her posture into something unapologetically powerful. The contrast of it all—the confidence, the curves, the knowing display—burned itself into me.

“Well?” she asked lightly, reclaiming her cigarette and lifting it to her lips. “What do you think?”

She was devastating. Even now, years later, after more lovers than I can easily count, the memory of Charlotte standing there—almost naked, deliberately so—still sends blood rushing south, still makes me ache with the same raw intensity.

“You’re beautiful,” I said again, helpless in the face of it.

Her smile deepened, warm and satisfied, the kind that told me she’d felt the weight of my words. “I’m glad you like what you see,” she murmured. “Would you like to touch me?”

A thin, needy sound escaped me before I could stop it. Want didn’t even begin to cover it.

She crushed out her cigarette and bent forward slightly, her breasts swinging heavily with the motion, a hypnotic invitation, before she stepped close enough that I could feel the heat of her body. I was still perched on the edge of the bed, frozen, when she planted herself between my knees, hands resting on her hips.

“You’ll wrinkle that suit,” she said softly. But instead of letting me rise, instead of allowing me the dignity of undressing myself, she plucked the glass from my fingers and set it aside. Then she returned and took my hands in hers—firm, certain—and lifted them.

She placed my palms over her breasts.

“Feel me, Warren,” she breathed. “Touch me. Everywhere. Learn me.”

Her skin was warm, her weight solid and real beneath my hands. I squeezed tentatively, amazed by the firmness and the give, then let my fingers wander. One hand slid down over the curve of her waist to her hip; the other traced her stomach, softer than I’d imagined, exquisitely alive. I reached behind her and cupped one rounded buttock, kneading it shyly, while my other hand lingered at her side as if afraid to ask permission to move.

Charlotte’s fingers slid into my freshly cut hair, stroking my scalp in slow, soothing passes. “There’s no hurry, darling,” she murmured. “Take your time. Savour me.”

She bent and kissed the crown of my head, a tender, intimate gesture that made me look up at her face, at the calm confidence in her eyes.

“Would you like to kiss?” she asked.

“I… I don’t know how,” I admitted, my hands still splayed over her body, unwilling to let go. “Not properly.”

Charlotte’s mouth curved into a knowing smile, her eyes catching the amber glow of the floor lamp standing guard in the corner like a quiet witness. The light softened her features, made her seem both intimate and untouchable. 

“I’ll show you,” she said gently, her voice low and promising. “I’ll show you everything.” 

She retreated a single step and offered her hands. When I took them, her fingers closed around mine with calm certainty, and she drew me up from the bed as if this were the most natural thing in the world. Standing so close, I could feel the warmth of her body, the faint brush of her breath. 

“Slowly,” she instructed, her tone indulgent, almost fond. “When you kiss me, take your time. Don’t rush in once the wanting starts to roar—because it will, Warren. I promise you that.” Her lips twitched with amusement. “Hold yourself back. Don’t give in to the urge to toss me onto the bed and fuck me senseless.” 

She laughed softly, a husky sound that went straight to my groin. “There will be space for that. Just not tonight. Tonight is for tenderness. For something you’ll never forget.” 

Her gaze searched my face, warm and assessing. “You know how fortunate you are?” she continued. “Most boys muddle through their first time in some shadowy corner, all nerves and disappointment. You, on the other hand…” Her smile deepened. “You have a woman who knows exactly what she’s doing. A woman who can teach you how to make love.” 

She leaned closer, lowering her voice conspiratorially. “Tonight we make love. Tomorrow morning?” Her grin turned wicked. “Tomorrow you can fuck me until I can barely walk, and I’ll enjoy every second of it.” 

She paused, clearly delighted by my stunned expression. “I’ll teach you the difference,” she went on, lightly. “Between when a woman wants to be cherished… and when she wants to be taken like a man who’s been starved of her for far too long.” A quiet laugh escaped her. “But enough talking. It’s time for your first kiss.” 

Charlotte stepped into me, lifting her face. Even in those towering heels, I still looked down at her, at the invitation in her parted lips, the steady heat in her green eyes. I bent toward her slowly, almost reverently, refusing to break that gaze until the very last second. 

Our mouths met. 

Her arms slid up and looped around my neck, drawing me closer as her lips softened, opened, welcomed me. Her tongue brushed mine, unhurried, exploratory, and she sighed into my mouth as if I were already pleasing her. She pressed her body against me, a gentle, deliberate contact that made my cock swell hard inside my trousers. 

I tasted smoke and spirits on her tongue, a heady, intoxicating mix that branded itself into my memory forever. Even now, that flavor can undo me, because it was bound to that kiss—slow, deep, and devastatingly intimate. 

My hands found her back, tracing the smooth line of her spine, then gliding lower, following her curves until my palms cupped her ass. The instant I touched her there, the restraint she’d urged on me nearly shattered. 

The same violent rush of need surged through me—the hunger I’d felt the night before—threatening to overwhelm my senses and drag me under its weight.

“I can feel how hard you’re getting,” Charlotte whispered when our mouths finally parted, her breath warm against my cheek. “I want to see you soon, sweetheart. I want you bare in front of me. I want to wrap my hand around you and watch every flicker cross your face while I touch you.”

She drew me back into another kiss, unhurried, coaxing, while every instinct in me screamed to haul her to the bed and drive myself into her heat. I clenched my jaw, shaking with restraint.

“I’m going to take you in my mouth,” she breathed against my lips, her voice a promise that made my knees weak. “I’ll taste you, take you deep, then ease myself down on you and make it slow—achingly slow. I’ll push you right to the edge and keep you there, trembling.” Her smile curved, knowing. “And you’ll learn me too. You’ll use that mouth and that clever tongue on my pussy, and I’ll teach you exactly how I like to be undone… not just by that beautiful cock of yours.”

“Mrs Spenser,” I groaned, my fingers digging into her hips, “I just want to be inside you.”

She pulled away from me with deliberate calm and crossed the room, the sway of her hips maddening. Lifting her drink, she took a measured sip and studied me over the rim of the glass, cool and commanding.

“Take your clothes off,” she said crisply, the tone making my pulse jump. I hesitated only a second before obeying. “Fold them properly,” she added. “Don’t just toss them around like a boy. I want elegance. Care. Take your time.”

Flushed and desperate, my mind fixed on the secret place between her thighs—on the pale blond curls hiding her softness—I stripped slowly, smoothing and folding each piece as if it mattered more than air. She directed me to hang my suit neatly in the wardrobe, and when I turned back to her, I stood exposed, my cock heavy and half-hard, curving forward with undeniable intent.

Her eyes swept over me, darkening. “Jesus,” she murmured. “That’s a magnificent thing you’re carrying, Warren. I’ve known my share of impressive cocks, and yours more than holds its own.” She gave a small, dismissive shrug. “But size alone won’t save you. Charge in blindly with that and you’ll frighten a woman stiff. What you need is skill—hands, mouth, patience. Learn those from me, and you’ll never lack for willing company… or a bit of extra cash.”

She crooked a finger. I went to her without thinking.

Charlotte closed her hand around me, testing my weight, her grip confident and warm. I gasped as my cock swelled fully under her touch, thickening as she stroked me, the length of me resting along her forearm. I couldn’t look away from the sight of myself in her hand, from the power of it.

“I can’t believe this is real,” I whispered.

“Believe it,” she said softly. Her other hand joined the first, sliding from my balls to the tip in a slow, deliberate rhythm. “Now kiss me again, Warren.” She smiled against my mouth as she worked me. “Tell me… are you starting to feel excited?”

I heard the pitch of Charlotte’s voice lift, just slightly, before my own answer scraped out of my throat, rough and helpless. 

“Yes, Mrs Spenser.”

She smiled—slow, knowing—and a flush crept up her neck. “God, that does things to me,” she admitted softly. “You saying my name like that. So polite. So obedient.” Her eyes darkened. “Like you’re a servant I’ve lured into my bed… or my dearest friend’s grown son who shouldn’t be looking at me this way.” A low laugh rolled from her chest. “And it’s making me just as turned on as you are. Touch me. Feel how wet I am.”

There was something deliciously jarring about the way she swore—how filth spilled from a mouth that usually shaped perfect vowels and tasteful smiles. The contrast made my skin prickle. When women like her finally let go, they didn’t just fall—they burned.

She took my hand and guided it down, between her thighs. I sucked in a breath as my fingers met her heat, the soft, slick folds parting for me, drenched and urgent. When I pulled back, my fingertips shone with her arousal.

“Mrs Spenser…” My voice shook. “What…?”

“It’s you,” she said simply, pressing my hand back against her. “That great, arrogant cock of yours. My body knows what’s coming. It’s already preparing to take every inch.” Her hips rocked, greedy and impatient.

A groan tore out of me. “I don’t want slow,” I admitted hoarsely. “I don’t want romance. I just want to fuck you.”

Her eyes flashed, bright and wicked, as she trapped my fingers against her sex and ground into them. “We can play lovers later,” she panted, breath coming fast now. “If all you want is to fuck me…” Her mouth crashed onto mine, teeth catching my lower lip hard enough to make me cry out. “Then maybe I’ll allow it.”

Her hands closed around me, both of them, pumping my length with intent that stole my breath. “This isn’t about finesse,” she said sharply. “This is about need.” Her gaze locked on mine, challenging, daring. “About me wanting to be filled—hard and fast—by a huge fucking cock.”

She leaned in, jaw tight, voice hissing with provocation. “So tell me, Warren. Are you man enough to get it inside me? Or will you lose control and spill yourself all over my stomach before I even come?”

She wasn’t wrong. I could feel it—how close I already was. I’d denied myself the night before, tortured myself through every long hour of the day, and now my body was coiled tight, desperate to explode at the slightest permission.

I’d tipped over into that feral headspace where reason evaporates. I didn’t weigh consequences or consider feelings. There was only want—huge, roaring, immediate. A raw, animal insistence that I get inside her, completely. I wanted to claim her with my mouth, swallow her sounds, taste her tongue while my body drove into hers. Did her pleasure matter to me in that instant? If I’m honest, not really. All that existed was the need to bury myself in her, to feel her wrapped around me. Lust, stripped of romance or restraint, hijacked everything. Thought shut down. Instinct took over. I was nothing but heat and hunger.

Charlotte later told me I made a sound—low, rough, almost a snarl—as I moved on her. She said I looked at her like I was about to devour her whole, teeth bared, breath broken with need. I barely remember lifting her, only the startled cry she let out as I hauled her up and threw her back onto the bed. The mattress bounced under her weight. I remember shoving her knees apart, standing there for a beat, stroking myself as I stared.

She didn’t hide from me. She opened herself deliberately, fingers spreading her, presenting what she wanted me to take. “I showed you everything,” she told me afterward, her voice thick with pride. “I let you see how ready I was.” Even now, I can picture it, hear her breath hitch as she exposed herself to me.

She bent her legs, heels digging into the sheets, offering herself up without hesitation.

“Come on,” she gasped, desire shredding the composure she wore so well. “Put it in. Now.” Then, sharper, needier, “Give me all of it.”

I barely lasted—ten, maybe twelve brutal thrusts, all depth and urgency, before my body betrayed me. The pressure snapped.

“Fuck,” I choked. “Oh—oh—” I even heard myself say her name like a title, Mrs Spenser, right before I yanked free. The first burst spilled hot across her stomach.

My hand kept moving without instruction, pumping myself as release took over. It went everywhere, splashing her skin, streaking her breasts, dotting her like I’d lost all control—which I had. Heat and mess and breathless chaos. I vaguely registered her cry, sharp with frustration.

What she’d underestimated was how little it took for youth to reload. Still slick with my own spend, her body gleaming, a warm pool gathered at her throat, I gripped myself and drove back into her, heedless of the evidence of my first undoing.

“You fucked me like a machine,” she told me later, eyes glazing as she remembered. “Like a piston. I swear I thought I was being drilled apart.”

I didn’t slow. I didn’t soften. I just kept going. And when it happened again, she said, it was thinner, messier, splashing straight onto her sex as she scrambled away, laughing and breathless, overwhelmed.

“Sweet Jesus,” she murmured while I collapsed onto my back, my cock still jutting upward, unapologetic. “Does it ever stop?”

Yet for all her mock complaint, she came back. Of course she did. She climbed over my legs, settled herself there, and took me in hand. Holding me upright, she dragged the sensitive tip—still weeping—through her swollen, slick folds, coating me, teasing me, both of us knowing damn well it wasn’t over yet.

She circled herself, fingers slick and frantic at her clit, and then she was riding me in earnest, taking me deep as her body took over. The tension snapped hard and loud—Charlotte shattered around me, legs flailing, back bowing, her cries climbing higher and higher until they dissolved into a single, unbroken moan. She shook herself empty and then spilled forward, sliding off me as if her muscles had simply given up.

I stayed where I was, watching her sprawled across the bed in a boneless tangle, breasts rising and falling, throat working as she dragged air back into herself. The afterglow clung to her, heat and sweat and the faint tremor still running through her thighs.

“Can I take you from behind?” I asked, surprised by the steadiness in my voice, emboldened by the fact that my body was still so ready, so unashamedly hard.

Her gaze dropped to me, to the way my hand stroked myself, thick and flushed and impatient. She laughed breathlessly and wiped at her forehead. “Give me a second,” she said. “Let me get these damned shoes off.”

Once she’d kicked them away—and shed the garter and stockings with clumsy, eager hands—she turned onto her knees, presenting herself to me without hesitation. Her arse lifted, generous and inviting, and between her cheeks her sex glistened, swollen and parted, a promise I couldn’t look away from. I dragged the heavy head of my cock through her slickness, coating myself before pressing forward, nudging until she opened for me.

“Oh fuck,” she groaned as I slid inside, her voice breaking on the pleasure. “That feels… that feels incredible.”

I drove into her, and her nails—red, sharp, dangerous—raked along the underside of me, setting my nerves on fire. She reached between her legs again, chasing herself, and when she came it hit fast and hard. Even as she writhed and cried out, I urged her forward until she collapsed onto the pillows, breathless and open.

I pulled her back by the hips, arranging her just the way I needed her, then rolled her onto her back and sank into her once more. She stared up at me, eyes wide and luminous, green and shining like twin moons.

“I love you,” I breathed, holding myself above her, arms locked, the weight of the words settling between us as heavily as my body.

“Oh, for God’s sake,” she laughed, already rocking up into me. “Oh, bloody—bloody hell.”

And then there was nothing gentle left in me. I loved her with everything I had, thrusting until my chest ached, until my voice broke and her name tore out of me. I emptied myself into her with a sob, giving her every last drop, every last pulse, until there was nothing left but the two of us tangled together, spent and shaking.


Epilogue

Charlotte shaped me. She took a raw, country-bred boy and patiently polished away the blunt edges, teaching me how to move, how to speak, how to belong in rooms I’d never imagined entering. Under her hand, I learned the quiet codes of her world until I could pass for one of her own—cultured, unruffled, dangerously at ease. I worked for her and beside her through the next sixteen years, and I loved her through every one of them, from that very first night—Valentine’s Night, 1972—when everything cracked open and nothing ever quite closed again.

Her father died in 1984. He didn’t leave Charlotte everything—there were old grudges there, old silences—but what she did inherit was substantial, the sort of sum most people only dream of winning once. Charlotte, with her razor-sharp instincts and cool patience, turned it into more. She always did know how to make money behave.

Yet wealth didn’t soften or spoil her. She kept working, kept running the business with the same exacting standards, occasionally taking me along when appearances or discretion were required. The strangest thing was this: despite how fiercely I loved her, jealousy never truly took hold. I could separate the Charlotte who lived in my chest—the woman who owned my heart—from the woman I had watched more than once give herself over, unashamed, to another man’s hunger. I had seen her open, generous, and unapologetic in her pleasure, her sex offered without deceit. It should have destroyed me. Instead, it became another secret I carried, heavy and strangely tender.

Charlotte’s heart betrayed her in 1992. She survived, stubborn as ever, but it struck again in ’98, a cruel reminder that even she was made of flesh. After the inheritance, she made sure Mrs. Bradshaw retired comfortably, arranging a pension generous enough to feel like gratitude made tangible.

As for me, the law eventually came calling—not for anything dark or violent, just the dull sin of tax evasion. I’d salted away a respectable fortune over the years, and eventually the bloodhounds at Her Majesty’s Revenue and Customs caught my scent. They always do.

So there I was, freshly released, the prison doors clanging shut behind me as I stood under an enormous, indifferent sky—on the anniversary of the night my life had truly begun. A car swept up to the curb, long and elegant, a Bentley. A uniformed chauffeur sprang out and opened the rear door with crisp efficiency.

“Good to see you, Mr Baker,” he said.

“Thanks, Marcus,” I replied, ducking into the deep, leathered comfort.

“Hello, darling,” my wife murmured, her green eyes bright and warm as she smiled. She pressed an envelope into my hand, a card tucked neatly inside—just as she had every year since the first time we’d taken each other. “Happy Valentine’s, Warren. Shall we ask Marcus to find the nearest decent pub? I could murder a vodka and lemonade.”

She’d given up cigarettes after the second heart attack, but she still allowed herself small indulgences on days that mattered.

“Sounds perfect, Charlotte,” I said as the door closed, sealing us together once more.


A Deal for Tommy

Veronica Andrews woke with that insistent, intimate ache low in her abdomen, the one that dragged her out of sleep before she could sink back into a dream. She glanced at the clock—12:47 glowing softly beside the bed—and eased herself upright, moving with practiced care so the mattress wouldn’t betray her. Her husband slept on, undisturbed, as she slipped from beneath the covers and padded barefoot across the carpet.

The house was hushed, wrapped in shadow. She relieved herself under the bathroom’s low light, blinking away the last of her drowsiness. As she reached for the door, something else tugged at her attention. A restless shimmer danced along the hallway wall, unmistakable. The television was on. And beneath the canned laughter and late-night banter, she caught a soft giggle—feminine, familiar—followed by the subtle creak of cushions shifting.

Anne-Marie wasn’t alone.

Veronica paused, her hand still on the doorframe, her pulse quickening for reasons that had nothing to do with motherly concern. She ran through the sensible arguments in her head: she trusted her daughter, believed she’d raised her well; Tom seemed polite, respectful; and the mortification of being caught snooping would be unbearable. Still, curiosity pressed harder than caution. It bloomed hot and needy in her chest, an almost shameful hunger to see, to know. Before she could talk herself out of it, her feet were already moving, slow and silent, guiding her toward the living room.

She stopped just short of being seen, peering around the corner. They hadn’t heard a thing. The glow of the television washed over them, painting their bodies in flickering light. Tom was sprawled comfortably, legs stretched out, his posture loose and unguarded. Anne-Marie sat close—too close—her body angled toward him in a way that made Veronica’s breath hitch.

She took in every detail, her gaze lingering despite herself. Anne-Marie’s top had slipped askew, buttons strained and undone, exposing the curve of one bare breast. Tom’s hand moved there with lazy confidence, fingers stroking, kneading as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Anne-Marie leaned in, her arm working in a steady rhythm against Tom’s lap, her concentration etched in the way she worried her lower lip between her teeth. A faint sheen of sweat glimmered on her brow.

Tom’s head fell back against the couch, throat exposed, soft sounds spilling from him—broken breaths, helpless little noises of pleasure he didn’t bother to restrain. Veronica stood frozen in the shadows, heart pounding, acutely aware that she was witnessing something private, intimate… and that she couldn’t make herself look away.

Veronica’s pulse slammed so hard she swore it was echoing in her ears, a frantic, traitorous rhythm that climbed straight up her throat. Heat bloomed beneath her skin. Her breasts tingled, nipples tightening until they pressed insistently against the thin cotton of her nightgown, unmistakable, undeniable. Shame flared—sharp and useless—but it didn’t move her feet. She stayed frozen, knuckles whitening as she clutched the edge of the wall, gripping it so fiercely it felt like she might leave marks behind. She had never seen her daughter like this, never imagined this private, intimate version of her.

They’d never been mirrors of each other, not at first glance. Veronica had always been darker, fuller, her body solid and womanly; Anne‑Marie lighter, almost fragile by comparison, with sun‑touched hair and a slender grace. And yet, watching now, the similarities rose up and unsettled her—the generous curves they shared, the soft swell of breasts, the same lush mouth, and that look in the eyes. That look Veronica had seen in her own reflection more times than she cared to admit.

She watched, breath held, as Tom’s hand drifted away from Anne‑Marie’s exposed breast. His fingers slid to the nape of her neck, kneading gently, then traced a lazy path down her spine, lower and lower, slipping beyond Veronica’s line of sight. Anne‑Marie responded with a small, involuntary shiver and a smile that curved with practiced familiarity.

“Hey,” Anne‑Marie murmured, her arm never breaking its steady rhythm. “What’re you doing?”

Tom met her gaze, voice thick, distracted. “God, these pants,” he breathed. “So fucking easy to get into… damn.”

Anne‑Marie shifted her hips as if to evade him, half‑laughing, half‑warning. “Hey—don’t. You know how I feel about that.”

Tom’s tone sharpened with frustration. “Yeah, but—fuck, Anne‑Marie. You have no idea how hard it is not to touch. That ass—Jesus, I can’t stop thinking about it.”

“I told you, Tommy.” She swatted his hand away without missing a beat, calm but firm. “What’s the problem? I’m with you, aren’t I? Let me take care of you now, and next chance we get, we’ll go all the way again. Just—stay away from that. Okay?” Her lips curved slightly, coaxing. “Doesn’t this feel good?”

The room fell quiet again, broken only by the low sounds Tom couldn’t quite suppress. Veronica’s gaze stayed locked on them, helplessly attentive. Anne‑Marie paused just long enough to lift her hand, spit softly into her palm, then disappear back below the edge of the couch, beyond what her mother could see.

After a beat, Tom spoke again, hopeful and pushing. “Next time… still no?”

Anne‑Marie looked straight at him and shook her head, sharp and final. “No.”

He leaned back, exhaled hard, then surged to his feet. “You know what? Fuck this.” His voice snapped, ugly now. “Fuck you. I could do better on my own with porn.” He stood, and Veronica slipped deeper into the darkness, heart hammering as he yanked his clothes back into place and stalked toward the door. His last words cut through the room, venomous and loud. “You’re such a fucking tease. I’m done.”

The door slammed, leaving the glow of the television—and the weight of everything Veronica had just seen—hanging heavy in the silence.

Curled low in the darkness, Veronica flinched as the front door slammed hard enough to rattle the frame. The sound cut through her like a blade. From the living room came the fragile hitch of breath she recognized too well—those small, broken noises that meant her daughter was trying, and failing, to hold herself together. The whimpers swelled into raw sobs, then dissolved into full, unrestrained crying, the kind that emptied the lungs and scraped the soul bare.

Veronica’s chest tightened. She stayed frozen for a heartbeat longer, then moved on instinct alone, retreating down the hall as quietly and quickly as she could. Once inside her bedroom, she slipped beneath the covers and pulled them over her head like a shield. In the dark, she pressed her eyes shut—but it didn’t help. The images refused to fade: the way Tom’s hand had moved, the look in Anne‑Marie’s eyes, the heat that had bloomed, unwanted and undeniable, inside her own body. Sounds, touches, half‑glimpsed skin replayed in relentless loops, keeping her awake long after the house had gone silent

~~~

A few days later

Tom leaned against the brick wall outside the school, cigarette balanced between his fingers, laughing with a couple of friends. When his phone buzzed, he glanced down, irritation already forming—until he saw the name on the screen.

Anne‑Marie.

With a muttered excuse, he stepped away, bringing the phone to his ear. “Listen,” he said flatly, not bothering with hello, “just forget it. I told you we’re done. I don’t care how hard you’re crying.”

There was a pause. Then a woman’s voice—older, composed, unfamiliar in this context. “Um… Tom, it’s not Anne‑Marie.”

He stiffened. “What?”

“It’s her mother. Veronica. Mrs. Andrews,” she added, gently. “Could I talk to you for a moment?”

Surprise cooled his tone. “Oh. Uh… yeah. I guess.”

“I won’t keep you long,” she said. “But I need you to understand something. I know you and Anne‑Marie broke up, but I don’t think you realize what it’s done to her. She cries constantly. She barely eats. She locks herself in her room for hours. I’ve never—never seen my baby like this.”

Tom exhaled, dragging smoke into his lungs. “Look, Mrs. Andrews, I get that it’s rough. But she’ll move on. I’m not going to take her back just because she’s upset. I’ve made up my mind.”

There was a quiet moment on the line, then the sound of her drawing in a slow, deliberate breath. “I’ve been thinking about that,” she said. “A lot. And I want you to listen carefully to what I’m about to say, okay?”

He frowned, uneasy. “Alright…”

“I know you have… certain needs,” she continued, her voice lowering, smoothing out. “And I know that being in a committed relationship can feel limiting. Like there are things you want to explore that Anne‑Marie isn’t comfortable with.”

His grip tightened on the phone.

“If,” Veronica went on, “you were willing to give the relationship another chance—to be good to her, to stay—I think I could take care of the things she can’t.”

Silence stretched. Tom swallowed. Heat stirred low in his body, sudden and unmistakable.

“Do you understand what I’m offering you, Tommy?” she asked softly. Hearing his ex‑girlfriend’s mother say his name like that sent a jolt straight through him. His cock pressed against his jeans, uninvited but very awake. “You make things right with Anne‑Marie,” she said, “and I’ll give you what you want.”

The line stayed quiet for a beat, then she added, almost lightly, “I know you’re interested in anal sex.”

“Did Anne‑Marie tell you that?” he asked, his voice rougher than before.

A low, knowing laugh drifted through the speaker. “Oh no. She wouldn’t say something like that to me. But I’m not blind. I can put things together.” A pause. “I’m not wrong, am I?”

“No,” he admitted.

“So,” Veronica said, “what do you think? Anne‑Marie will be away this weekend—visiting her father’s parents. I’ll be home alone.”

The answer left his mouth before he had time to weigh it, before doubt could catch up to desire. “Yeah,” he said. “Let’s do it.”

~~~

Tom eased his car into the driveway of a house that could have belonged to anyone—neat lawn, trimmed hedges, the quiet anonymity of suburbia. He cut the engine, slung a black bag over his shoulder, and walked up the path with an easy confidence that didn’t quite match the tightness in his chest.

The door opened almost immediately after he rang.

“Hello, Mrs. Andrews.”

“Hello, Tommy.” Her voice was soft, a touch breathless, as if she’d been standing just on the other side waiting.

“So… we’re alone?” he asked, lowering his voice.

“Yes. Yes, we are. Please, come in.”

He stepped inside, and she shut the door behind him, the click of the lock sounding louder than it should have. For a moment, neither of them moved. Tom’s gaze drifted over her slowly, deliberately. Veronica seemed suddenly unsure of where to look—her eyes flicking from his face, down his chest clad in a simple T‑shirt and jeans, then to the cool tiles beneath her feet.

She was barefoot in low sandals, wearing fitted blue jeans cropped mid‑calf and a black halter top that bared more skin than it hid. Her dark curls spilled past her shoulders, bangs skimming just above her eyes. One hand clasped the opposite elbow, a self‑conscious gesture that only made her look more exposed.

Tom’s eyes lingered. Appreciative. Assessing.

“Is that really what you planned on wearing?” he asked.

She blinked, caught off guard. “I—yes. I mean, we’re not going anywhere, are we, Tommy?”

“No,” he said calmly. “But this won’t do.” His tone was matter‑of‑fact, decisive. “We’ll start with shoes. Show me what you’ve got. Let’s see what we can work with.”

“Oh.” She hesitated, then smiled faintly, nerves and amusement mixing. “I guess you’re in charge today, huh?”

She turned and headed for the stairs. Halfway up, she glanced back and found him right behind her. His eyes were locked on her body, on the full curve of her hips and the way her jeans hugged her as she climbed. She felt that look like a warm hand pressing against her.

The master bedroom was quiet and tastefully dull—cream walls, restrained furniture, everything orderly and respectable. Veronica slid open the closet door and gestured to the neatly arranged shoe racks.

Tom crouched slightly, inspecting them, then pulled out a sleek black pair. “These the tallest you own?”

She swallowed. “Y‑yes.”

“They’ll have to do,” he said, setting them aside.

Next came the dresser. He opened drawers without hesitation, sifting through her clothes with an intimacy that made her pulse quicken. He pulled out a pair of yellow shorts and tossed them onto the bed.

“I haven’t worn those in years,” she protested softly. “I’m not even sure they still fit.”

He didn’t respond—just added them to the growing pile. Then his hand slid into her underwear drawer. He bypassed the practical cotton and selected a black thong, delicate and unapologetically feminine, one she rarely wore.

Her breath caught.

“Take all of that,” he said, nodding to the shoes and clothes. “We’re going into Anne‑Marie’s room.”

Veronica gathered the items against her chest, staring at him with wide, uncertain eyes.

“We need to find you a top,” Tom said simply, already turning toward the door.

In Anne‑Marie’s bedroom, Tom moved with an unnerving confidence, fingers sliding along hangers and folded stacks as if he’d already pictured the result. He tugged free a black T‑shirt so thin it was nearly translucent, the Led Zeppelin logo cracked with age, a winged figure sprawled across the front.

Veronica let out a soft, almost nostalgic laugh. “She hasn’t worn that in forever. That was during her rock‑chick phase.” Her eyes lingered on the shirt. “It would be snug on her now. Don’t you think?”

Tom didn’t even look up. He simply laid it atop the heels, shorts, and thong cradled against Veronica’s chest. “Perfect,” he said calmly. “Then she won’t care when your tits stretch it to hell.” His gaze flicked to her breasts, unapologetic. “Put it all on. And nothing else. You know exactly what I mean, Mrs. Andrews—no bra.”

He brushed past her, his shoulder grazing hers, heat sparking where they touched. “I’ll be outside. Patio. Come down when you’re ready.”

The house sloped toward the yard, the lower level opening straight onto the green. Tom leaned against the exterior wall beside the sliding glass doors, the afternoon light washing over him. He’d just lit a joint when he heard the sharp, uncertain click of heels. A pause. Then her voice, tentative and breathless.

“I’m… I’m ready.”

Veronica edged into view and froze. She caught sight of the cigarette between his fingers, watched him draw in slowly, his cheeks hollowing before he exhaled. The air filled with the thick, sweet scent of marijuana. “Oh,” she murmured, retreating a step inside without quite meaning to.

Tom followed, his eyes drinking her in.

She looked nothing like the careful suburban mother who’d answered the door earlier. The heels lifted her higher than she was used to, forcing her posture back, calves flexed and thighs firm. The yellow shorts clung shamelessly to her hips, riding so high they revealed the curve beneath her ass, stretched tight over flesh that refused to be contained. Her stomach was bare, soft and smooth, leading up to the black T‑shirt—no longer a shirt so much as a second skin. The faded logo warped obscenely over her breasts, the fabric pulled thin enough to betray pale skin and the darker promise of her nipples beneath. Her makeup was heavier now, eyes smoky, lips glossy and red, parted as if she’d forgotten how to close them.

For a moment, Tom said nothing. Then, quietly, “You’re a beautiful woman, Mrs. Andrews.”

Color bloomed across her cheeks. “Thank you, Tommy,” she said, her voice warmer than before. “You can call me Veronica.”

He took another slow drag, eyes never leaving her. “I think I like ‘Mrs. Andrews.’” A faint smile curved his mouth. “After all, you are my girlfriend’s mother, right?” He stepped closer, close enough that she could feel the heat of him, the hum of his attention.

Veronica inhaled sharply, a small gasp escaping before she could stop it, excitement tightening low in her belly. “My husband,” she said weakly, gesturing toward the house, “he doesn’t like smoking inside.”

The words sounded like a protest. They felt like an invitation.

Tom didn’t stop smoking. The sweet, skunky haze clung to him as he stepped in close, his palm settling on the bare plane of her stomach. His touch was slow at first, possessive, sliding downward until his hand cupped her sex through the tight shorts, pressing just enough to make her breath hitch. Then he traced back up her body, over the warm stretch of cotton, closing his hand around one heavy breast and squeezing it deliberately while he held her gaze.

“Oh yeah,” he murmured, voice low and satisfied. “That feels right.”

The joint dangled from his mouth as both his hands claimed her chest, kneading her roughly, thumbs digging in, fingers spreading wide as if he couldn’t get enough of their weight. Veronica gasped, a soft, helpless sound escaping her lips. A faint moan followed, surprising her as much as the sudden weakness in her knees, the way her body responded without permission.

He released her breasts and gripped her hips instead, steering her firmly toward the small bar in the rec room. “Up,” he said, nudging her forward. “On the stool.”

She climbed onto it, facing him at first, thighs parting naturally, her chest rising and falling too fast. Her eyes glittered as she looked at him, breath shallow, anticipation buzzing under her skin.

He shook his head and reached for the stool, spinning her around in one smooth motion. “Nah. I wanna see that ass.”

His hand pressed between her shoulder blades. “Arch it. Lean on the bar. Yeah… just like that.”

Veronica rested her forearms on the counter and bent forward, curving her back as deeply as she could, aware of her body, its fullness, the way her hips tipped and her ass hovered at the edge of the stool. She felt exposed, offered. Tom’s hands slid over her cheeks, weighing them, then punctuated the moment with a couple of light slaps that made her shiver.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” he breathed, his voice gone rough. “That is a beautiful ass.”

She glanced back over her shoulder and caught the intensity in his eyes, the way his attention locked onto her, unblinking, hungry. He pressed the joint into her hand. “Here. Hold this.”

Then he crouched, lowering his face until it was level with her hips.

A moan tore out of her as she felt him bury his face into her through the thin fabric, pushing hard into the softness of her cheeks. The reality of it hit her all at once—her daughter’s young boyfriend breathing her in, nuzzling her, reverent and filthy at the same time. His hot breath slid into her cleft, dampening the fabric; she felt the slick warmth of his mouth and the careless trail of moisture on her skin as he groaned against her.

The joint burned between her fingers, forgotten for a heartbeat. Then she remembered it, lifted it, and took a slow drag. The smoke filled her lungs as a reckless, dizzy pleasure spread through her. Feeling untouchable, powerful, she pushed back into his face, rolling her hips, grinding her ass against him while she exhaled.

When he finally pulled away, he looked up at her like a vision—his girlfriend’s mother perched on the stool, ass lifted, smoke curling from her lips. With a sharp breath, he fumbled at his jeans, freeing his hard, aching cock and wrapping his hand around it. He stroked himself as he rose, kissing his way up her back, his free hand reaching around to grope her breast, tugging the t-shirt up to expose her fully, fingers closing greedily around her heavy flesh.

“You have any idea what you do to me?” he murmured, voice thick and wrecked. “God, Mrs. Andrews… that body. All that woman on you. Those heavy hips, that full, sinful ass, thighs made to hold someone tight. And your tits—fuck—pure danger.”

Her answer was a low, helpless sound, breathy and unguarded, vibrating straight from her chest. “Mmm…”

His words spilled faster, filthier, like he couldn’t dam them back anymore. “You’re gonna let me take that ass, aren’t you? Let me push myself deep inside you. I want to feel your body take me, all of me. No barriers. I need it raw—need to know exactly how you feel wrapped around me.” He was panting now, fist working himself as the fantasy took shape. “I don’t want anything between us.”

She turned her head, reached back, and curled her fingers beneath his chin, drawing him down into a kiss that was slow and deliberate, sealing the promise. Her mouth brushed his as she whispered, “No condom. I need to feel you there. I’m already too worked up to stop now… I want you, all the way.”

He broke away to help her down from the stool, hands almost reverent despite the urgency shaking him. Her gaze dropped immediately, eyes widening as she took him in—long, thick, flushed and aching for her. A smile curved her lips, warm and approving. “Wow,” she said softly. “That is a beautiful cock, baby.”

For the first time, a flicker of self-consciousness crossed his face, and he moved quickly, as if motion could burn it away. He sank to his knees behind her, fingers fumbling but eager as he unfastened her shorts and slid them down her legs. The thong stayed put, the narrow strip disappearing between her cheeks, already damp with anticipation.

He stripped the rest of the way out of his own clothes and returned to her, cock jutting hard and insistent. His hands spread her, thumbs pressing into plush flesh as he bent forward to taste her through the thin fabric. He mouthed her slowly, deliberately, then tugged the thong aside and traced her with his tongue, long and wet, up and down until her hips started to rock back into him.

“Ohhh,” she breathed, folding deeper at the waist, glancing back at him before her eyes dropped to the steady rise and fall of his cock. Desire sparked sharp and bright. “Come here,” she said, voice honeyed and commanding. “Let me take that in my mouth first, Tommy. I want to taste you… get you slick and ready before you give me what I need.”

She guided him down onto his back on the floor, movements sure, unhesitating. Whatever plans he’d had—couch, bed, anything resembling sense—were gone. This was happening now, too fast and too right to interrupt. The joint smoldered forgotten in the ashtray as she slipped out of her thong, leaving only her t‑shirt, bunched high above her breasts, nipples heavy and swaying.

She lowered herself over his face, hands reaching forward to wrap around him, stroking slow and firm. “Ohhh, that’s it,” she moaned as his face disappeared between her cheeks, his tongue finding her, teasing, then pressing with intent. “Just like that, baby.”

His mouth worked her open, tongue circling, nudging, learning her, and she shuddered, the words tumbling out before she could soften them. “You keep treating my girl right,” she breathed, half-lost, half-laughing at herself, “and you’re going to keep getting this ass. Don’t break her heart… and we’ll get along just fine.”

The shock of her own raunchiness hit her a beat later, heat flashing through her cheeks. She cut off the thought by leaning forward, opening her mouth and taking him in, lips closing around that thick, eager length as she finally silenced herself the only way she could—by tasting him.

Tom groaned into the curve of her ass the moment her mouth sealed around him. Her lips worked him with practiced hunger, slow at first, then deeper, wetter, until his cock felt heavier, engorged, alive in her mouth. Her hand slid down, cupping and stroking his balls, teasing them with just enough pressure to make his breath hitch. Her breasts—soft, full, undeniably lush—pressed against his chest as she leaned into him, surrounding him with heat and scent and need.

Half-dazed, he reached out, stretching until his fingertips brushed his bag by the wall. He fumbled inside it, barely looking, heart hammering as his fingers finally closed around a small plastic bottle.

Veronica hummed around him, a low, pleased sound, and then sucked harder as she felt cool slickness touch her skin. Tom squeezed the lube onto his fingers and spread it over her ass, circling slowly, reverently, before easing one finger in… then another. He added more, letting it trail over her cheeks until her full, mature curves gleamed, round and obscene and beautiful.

She shifted, reached back, and plucked the bottle from his hand. With a hungry smile, she drizzled lube along his cock and stroked it in, coating him until he shone too. “That’s enough,” she said, voice rough with want. “I can’t wait anymore. I need you inside me.”

She rose and crossed the room without hesitation, drawn to the green pool table like it was an altar. It looked cared for, almost sacred compared to everything else. She climbed onto it, knees sinking into the felt, heels and ass hanging off the edge. Her hips rolled slowly, deliberately, her body offering itself as she looked back at him, eyes dark and inviting.

Somewhere in that moment, Tom realized she was burning hotter than he was—her hunger bigger, more insistent. It sent a jolt through him. He knew he was going to have to work to keep up with her now.

He stepped in close, one hand sliding between her thighs, rubbing her slowly, feeling how slick and warm she already was. His other hand wrapped around his cock, stroking himself as he watched her react. “This your husband’s pool table, Mrs. Andrews?”

She glanced back over her shoulder, lips curling into a wicked smile. “Mm-hmm. His pride and joy.”

Tom smacked his cock against her ass a few times, the sound sharp in the room. “You want me to fuck your pussy first?”

She laughed softly, low and taunting. “You can fuck Anne‑Marie’s pussy whenever you want, Tommy. Put it in my ass… or are you getting scared?”

A growl tore out of him. “Fuck you,” he muttered, half breathless, half feral, as he lined himself up. The thick head of his cock pressed against her slicked opening, and he pushed. There was resistance, then that sudden, sinful give as the tip slipped inside. He grabbed her hips hard and drove forward, inch by inch, until she took more of him, her breath breaking into needy sounds.

For a while, there were no words—just gasps, moans, the wet, intimate rhythm of him filling her. His cock stretched her open, working deeper as her big, round ass pushed back to meet every thrust, claiming him as much as he claimed her.

Tom leaned forward, resting his forehead against her back, eyes squeezed shut. His hips rocked steadily, his cock pumping in and out of her tight, hot ass. “Oh my God,” he groaned, lost in it. “You feel so fucking good, Mrs. Andrews. That hot… perfect ass. Jesus.”

Veronica dropped her head, breath coming in rough, needy pants as her hair spilled forward and curtained her face. She was lost inside the sensations, chasing them, one hand sliding up to pinch and roll a nipple, then spreading over the heavy curve of her breast, fingers digging in as if she needed the pressure. 

“Yesss, Tommy,” she groaned, voice thick and hungry. “Work me. Fucking use my ass. Be bad with me—be filthy. I want you dirty, I want you lost in it.”

They didn’t stop. They couldn’t. Tom’s hands roamed wherever instinct pulled him—cupping her breasts from behind, thumbs dragging over tight peaks, then dropping back to grab handfuls of her ass, kneading, smacking, loving the way her body answered him. Every time she begged him for more, for deeper, for harder, something feral sparked in him. He shifted, climbing higher, bracing his knees and then his feet on the pool table until he was towering over her.

Veronica was on all fours now, palms pressed into the green felt, her breasts swinging freely beneath her with every thrust. Her ass was lifted high, offered without shame, and Tom stood over her, straddling her hips, driving into her from above. The table creaked softly under the rhythm of it, her gasps and his grunts filling the room.

“Oh God, Mrs. Andrews,” he choked, sweat rolling down his temples. “Your ass feels so fucking good. I—I’m not gonna last.”

She tossed her hair back and twisted her head to look at him, eyes dark, mouth curved in a knowing smile. “Oh yeah?” She slammed herself back against him, hard, over and over, the sound of skin slapping echoing loudly. “Am I? Am I gonna make you come, Tommy?”

That was it. His body locked up, every muscle going taut as he buried himself as deep as he could. He groaned her name and came hard, feeling the pulse of it, the way her body clenched around him as he spilled everything inside her. Veronica reached back blindly, found his hand, and held on tight as he shook. She watched his face—eyes squeezed shut, jaw clenched—and saw the tears gather and slip free, cutting clean lines through the sweat on his cheeks.

Afterward, the room went still. He stayed inside her, breathing slowly, his cock barely softening, as if unwilling to let her go. A minute passed, then another, and his hips began to rock again in small, absent movements, the aftershocks refusing to die.

She glanced back at him, her expression softening into something almost tender. “My knees are starting to ache, sweetheart.”

“Oh—shit. I’m sorry,” he said quickly, easing himself out of her. His cock slipped free, slick and spent, and he couldn’t help noticing the way her body responded to the loss of him. He helped her down carefully, hands steady despite the haze in his head. “I really meant to take you upstairs. I just… got carried away.”

When she was standing, she lifted his chin with her fingers and kissed him, slow and reassuring. “Don’t worry,” she murmured against his mouth. “You were amazing.” They kissed again, longer this time, his softening cock pressed against her hip, his hands roaming over her breasts, grounding himself in her warmth. 

“Let’s go upstairs,” she added, echoing his earlier thought.

She peeled her shirt off completely and started toward the stairs, naked and unhurried. Tom followed, scooping up his bag on the way, leaving their clothes scattered behind them as the promise of what came next pulled them upward.

Mrs. Andrews never bothered slipping off her heels. She walked ahead of him slowly, deliberately, every step sending a languid sway through her hips. The ache between her cheeks made her move with a faint roll, as if she were savoring the aftershocks rather than enduring them. Tom couldn’t stop staring. There was a slick shine at the crease of her ass, pearling and then trailing downward, smearing across her plush curves and along the powerful lines of her thighs. Evidence. A quiet, filthy reminder of what they’d just done.

When she started up the stairs, that freshly used body lifting away from him one step at a time, his chest tightened. Her ass swung at eye level, hypnotic, warm and marked, and the sight alone was enough to make his cock throb again.

Halfway up, he grabbed her hips, fingers digging in. “Jesus—stop. Right there, Mrs. Andrews. Fuck.” His voice cracked with need. “Lean forward.”

She answered with a low, pleased sound as he dropped to his knees behind her. His face pressed into her, breath hot, mouth open, tongue sliding without hesitation over skin still slick and salty. She pushed back instinctively, offering herself, and reached behind to thread her fingers through his hair, guiding him exactly where she wanted him.

“That’s it, baby,” she murmured, voice thick and indulgent. “Go on. Take it. Get it all.” She tugged gently, possessively. “God, you’re filthy. Such a dirty boy… and it turns me on so much.”

She rocked her hips in slow, taunting circles, letting her cheeks brush his mouth as he lapped at her, unashamed, devoted, lost in the taste and the heat of her. The stairwell filled with the quiet sounds of his tongue and her breathing, the moment stretching, unhurried, decadent.

When he finally pulled back, his face was flushed and damp, eyes dark as he looked up at her. “Okay,” he said, almost breathless. “We can go. I’m sorry—I just—” He swallowed. “I had to. You don’t think I’m… weird, do you?”

She turned her head slowly, studying him, then barked out a laugh that echoed up the stairs. “Oh, honey.” She shook her head. “You have so much to learn.”

She climbed the rest of the way up without another word and padded into the living room. “You want to watch some TV?” She dropped onto one of the wide couches, curling onto her side, propped on one hip. Her ass—sore, streaked, and unhidden—tilted invitingly toward him as he sat beside her. She arched an eyebrow, amused. “So. What else are you hauling around in that bag? You seem awfully devoted to it.”

He shifted, suddenly shy. “Uh. Some more weed. If you want.”

She nodded once. He handed her a neatly rolled joint and the lighter. Then, hesitating, he added, “And… I brought this DVD. It’s my favorite. Anal stuff. I was thinking maybe we could watch it. While we… you know.”

She lit the joint, inhaled deeply, and let the smoke spill from her lips in a thick, lazy cloud. “Put it on.” She gestured toward the big screen dominating the wall.

He did, settling back beside her and pressing play. The room quickly filled with images of glossy skin and open mouths, of young, gorgeous bodies bent and taken hard. Thick cocks drove into asses again and again, pulling free only to be sucked slick before plunging back in. Holes stretched obscenely, gaping for the camera, sometimes filled by more than one at a time, the women beautiful and wrecked and willing.

They didn’t say much. They passed the joint back and forth, fingers brushing, smoke curling between them, the screen flickering with relentless, hungry motion until the joint burned down to nothing and the air felt heavy with heat and anticipation.

Veronica shifted closer until the heat of her body pressed into Tom’s side. She reached out lazily, possessively, and cradled his balls in her palm, her thumb stroking with intimate familiarity. A slow, knowing smile curved her lips. 

“So tell me,” she murmured, voice low and teasing, “was all that ass worship enough to earn you a few more dates with my daughter… or do we need a repeat performance just to be absolutely certain?” 

Her hand slid forward, closing around his half-awake cock, coaxing it to life with slow, deliberate strokes.

“Uh—” Tom sucked in a breath as his body answered her immediately, thickening and pulsing in her grip. “Y-yeah… that sounds like a really good idea. Oh, Mrs. Andrews…” 

She didn’t let him finish. Her free hand curled into his hair, firm and guiding, pulling his face down into the soft weight of her breasts while her other hand continued to work him. Tom didn’t hesitate—his mouth latched on eagerly, lips and tongue exploring, his hands coming up to cup her breasts, lifting them so he could take her nipples deep, suckling until they were slick with his saliva.

Veronica arched, a needy moan slipping free as sensation rippled through her. “Oh yes, Tommy,” she breathed, hips rolling subtly. “You love these big, warm tits, don’t you?” 

He hummed against her, the sound vibrating straight into her chest. 

She smiled wickedly. “Your mom has a pair like these, doesn’t she?” 

Tom froze for a beat, then pulled his mouth away, staring up at her like she’d just said the most forbidden thing imaginable. She felt his cock surge fully hard in her hand, thick and demanding.

“Jesus, Mrs. Andrews,” he groaned. “You’re so filthy.” 

She laughed softly as he pushed her nipples together and dragged his tongue over both, sloppy and hungry.

Abruptly, Veronica pressed him back into the couch and slid down to her knees between his legs. She looked up at him, eyes bright and unfocused, and chuckled. “Wow… I am very high right now.” 

Then she leaned in, wrapping her breasts around his cock, squeezing them together as she worked them up and down. Her tongue flicked over the head, slow and teasing, collecting every reaction from his face. 

“Do you smoke with my daughter?” she asked casually, never breaking rhythm.

“What—oh—uh…” Tom tried to think, but the sight and feel of her stole his focus completely.

Her breasts tightened around him, deliberate pressure. “Honesty, baby.”

“Ooh—yeah—just—don’t stop,” he gasped. “Once or twice. Anne‑Marie’s not really into it, but… sometimes.” 

Veronica smiled up at him, devilish and pleased. “Maybe one day,” she said lightly, “all three of us can sit around and share a joint.” 

She laughed openly at the shock on his face, then stood, giving his cock a firm, lingering squeeze. “All right. You’re right on the edge,” she said. “Any more and you’ll lose it—and I need my turn.” 

Turning away, she faced the glowing television, reached between her legs, and guided him into position. Holding him upright, she flexed her thighs and slowly lowered herself, sinking back until her ass took him in. 

Tom groaned, gripping the couch as he watched her full, mature curves swallow him. Her round, sweat-slicked cheeks spread as his cock slid back into her tight, wet heat, the lingering slickness inside her easing his path as he pushed deep. 

He stared ahead, breath shaking, fighting the urge to come as she settled fully onto him, her body claiming him all over again.

Veronica narrowed her focus to the rhythm of her body, rising and dropping on him with deliberate intent, letting her legs do the work. Each descent ended in a wet, obscene smack as her ass met him again, the sound echoing in the room, loud enough to feel. She braced herself, thighs burning, calves tightening, riding the cock of her daughter’s boyfriend without a shred of restraint. One hand slid between her legs, fingers slick and frantic as she touched herself, her attention flicking to the television.

On the screen, a thick, beautiful man drove into a pale blonde from behind, her body bent open for him, while another woman knelt close, mouth busy where it was dirtiest, shamelessly devoted. The sight hit Veronica straight in the gut. Her lip curled, a low, feral sound tearing from her throat. “God… that’s filthy,” she muttered, almost growling, as she rubbed herself harder, faster. Her ass came down with more force, then lingered, grinding when she took him all the way, rolling her hips so she could feel every inch of him buried inside her.

Tom was barely holding together. He slumped back into the couch, breath ragged, fingers digging into his own hair as if pain might anchor him. His eyes fluttered, then opened again, helplessly drawn to the sight of her—her broad, slick ass lifting and slamming, the heavy cheeks glistening with sweat, quivering with each brutal drop. Her body was hot, impossibly tight, forbidden in a way that made his head spin. He caught flashes of her breasts at the edge of his vision, full and generous, bouncing in time with her movements. It dawned on him, with a jolt of panic and awe, that this woman was going to undo him—faster than anyone ever had. He’d thought he was in control at first. Somewhere along the way, she’d taken it from him completely. A reckless thought crossed his mind—that she was the kind of woman who wouldn’t hesitate to show up uninvited, hungry and insistent, tapping on his window in the dead of night.

“Fuck—!” Veronica cried out, her fingers working furiously as she dropped herself down hard and didn’t lift again. She kept him seated deep inside her, rolling her hips in tight, ruthless circles. Her body seized, her pleasure cresting, her movements turning wild and instinctive as she ground herself on him, chasing every pulse. He felt her clamp down around him, her body fluttering, squeezing, and that was it. The pressure broke him. With a hoarse groan, he came, spilling inside her again, his body jerking as he lost control.

When the tremors finally eased, she collapsed back against him, both of them slick with sweat, breath coming in uneven pulls. He was still throbbing inside her, and she could feel the last pulses as his hands slid around her, cupping her breasts, holding her close. They stayed like that, bodies rubbing slowly, the room thick with the smell of sex and weed, the harsh sounds of the porn still playing across the living room.

Then the soundtrack dipped into a brief lull, and through it came a new sound—sharp, unmistakable. The click of the front door unlocking. The soft creak as it opened. Footsteps crossing tile, just a few paces from the entrance to the living room.


Building a New Life

Sunday arrived like a long exhale. No alarm. No foreman barking orders. Just a full, open day stretching in front of me, and with it the obligation I’d been dodging for years. My other job—the one that didn’t leave calluses on my hands or grit in my teeth—waited patiently on my desk. My thesis. The word alone carried weight. Somewhere on the far side of thirty-five, I, Joseph Middleton, was still a college student, still chasing a degree I should have finished in another lifetime.

Back then, I’d been aggressively average. High school was something I endured, not something I conquered. My grades were forgettable, but at the time, so was my ambition. I cared about my friends, cheap beer, and the endless, often humiliating pursuit of sex. The future was an abstract concept, something for older people to worry about. The problem, of course, was that I had nothing to offer when the world finally demanded I show up. No skills. No direction. No one lines up to hand a meaningful career to a lazy kid whose résumé screams potential burnout. I flipped burgers because that’s what was available, and I hated every greasy minute of it.

The Army wasn’t some noble calling at first—it was an escape hatch. A way out of a life that felt too small. The reality hit hard. The discipline, the physical punishment, the absolute refusal of the system to care about my excuses—it all stripped me down fast. Something clicked. Maybe it was survival, maybe pride, but I woke up one day and realized I wanted to be exceptional at something, anything. And I was. With a rifle in my hands, the world narrowed, sharpened. I had focus. Precision. Talent.

I won’t pretend it didn’t affect me, but I won’t lie about it either. There was a grim, undeniable satisfaction in being good at that job. I protected men whose names I still remember. I ended lives I never knew. That was war—brutal, efficient, final. I considered staying, letting the Army become my entire identity. But another part of me, quieter and more insistent, wanted home. Wanted to see what kind of man I could be without a uniform telling me who I was.

So I left. I came back with medals clinking in a drawer, muscles hardened by routine, confidence forged under pressure. I was smarter, tougher, more self-aware than the kid who’d left. None of that translated neatly into civilian job listings. I could shoot with deadly accuracy, but I had zero interest in becoming a cop. And I sure as hell wasn’t going back to memorizing fast-food orders. Construction was what I found—raw, physical, honest work.

Some of the guys bitched about the hours and the strain, but I saw it clearly. Who needed pushing, who needed teaching, who was just taking up space. I kept my mouth shut, but they felt it. The boss did too. I advanced quickly, picked up certifications, responsibilities. I liked the structure, the tangible results at the end of the day.

Still, a restlessness crept in. I could see the path laid out ahead of me—years on job sites, maybe my own small company someday. Respectable. Predictable. And exhausting. Winters that numbed my bones. Summers that left me drenched and depleted. Boots perpetually caked with mud. Evenings alone in a quiet apartment, too spent to want anything more than sleep. I wanted more than that. More warmth. More stimulation. More life.

A commercial flickered across the television one night—some slick little spot promising flexible schedules and online courses at the university a few miles away. Normally I ignored that kind of thing, but something about it stuck. Maybe it was the word part-time. Maybe it was the quiet dare in my own chest. I picked up the phone, half-expecting a hard sell, and instead learned I could audit a class for next to nothing. Pocket change. On the next gray, rain-soaked weekday—one of those days when the sky presses down on you like a damp blanket—I found myself walking onto a college campus for the first time in my life.

Inside the main office, a thin, nervous-looking kid sat behind the reception desk, all elbows and glasses, fingers flying across a keyboard. He glanced up at me like I’d wandered in from the wrong decade. After a moment, he found my online form and made a call, lowering his voice as if we were conspiring.

Covering the receiver with his palm, he said, “I can place you in a freshman English course or freshman biology.”

I snorted softly. “I already know how to read and write,” I told him, “and I’ve got zero interest in cutting open frogs. I’ll take English.”

That choice was ten years ago. Ten years of late nights, coffee-stained books, and stolen hours. Now I’m buried in my master’s thesis, chasing a future that finally feels like it fits. I don’t want to teach bored teenagers how to diagram sentences. I want a classroom at the very university that’s been stealing my sleep, my weekends, my sanity. I could’ve made it easier on myself—the G.I. Bill would’ve let me quit everything, go to school full-time, maybe flip burgers on the side for beer money.

I didn’t.

I stayed on with the construction firm. Six years in the Army and just as many hauling lumber and pouring concrete will do that to you—keep you hard, solid, restless. I’m big, strong, the kind of guy people assume lives at the gym, even though I barely have time to breathe. When I’m not working, I’m studying. Grinding. Pushing. And it’s paying off. The university’s already told me there’s a position waiting when I finish. A promise dangling just close enough to keep me moving.

I live in a second-floor apartment carved out of an old house that’s seen better decades. A narrow set of stairs drops from my small balcony into the alley below, where neighborhood kids spend their afternoons skating on cracked pavement. They’re not sponsored prodigies or daredevils chasing internet fame—just kids killing time, laughing, falling, getting back up. They know I see them. They also know I won’t call the landlord as long as they respect a few rules: stay clear of my car, keep the noise reasonable, clean up after yourselves. I remember what it was like to need a place to exist without being chased off.

For anyone who thinks academics aren’t real work, I’ll say this: they are. It’s not the bone-deep exhaustion of construction or the razor-focus of combat, but it takes its pound of flesh all the same. Your mind gets sore in places you didn’t know existed.

That afternoon, I needed quiet—enough to let my thoughts stretch out and connect. The weather had finally softened into a perfect spring day, so I left the windows open. Trucks growled their way down my narrow, potholed street, louder than usual, but I let my old radio fill in the gaps with music. Before long, the laughter and sharp shouts of the skater kids drifted up from the alley, blending into the rhythm of the neighborhood. It all settled into a steady, livable hum.

I sat down, cracked my knuckles, and got to work.

A dull thud broke through the rhythm of my thoughts. Then came the sound that snapped my focus clean in half—high, raw crying. The kids who usually tore up the alley were mostly early teens. When they wiped out, they laughed it off, or swore loudly, puffing out their chests like pain was a rumor meant for someone else. Even the occasional preteen girl who lingered around, hoping to catch the attention of the older boys, prided herself on not letting tears show. This wasn’t that kind of noise. This was younger. This was real hurt. And it didn’t let up.

“G. I. Joe! G. I. Joe!”

Heavy feet pounded up my steps, and a sharp knock rattled the screen door. A skinny fourteen-year-old who went by the name Slash stood there, breathless. The nickname the kids had given me came from the VFW plates on my car. We’d exchanged nods, the occasional question about the Army, but none of them had ever come to my door before.

“Sean’s hurt,” Slash shouted through the mesh. “We don’t know what to do. G. I. Joe?”

I swore under my breath. I’d been on a roll, the ending of my paper finally taking shape, and I could feel the idea already starting to slip away.

“G. I. Joe? You there, man?”

“Yeah,” I called back, pushing up from my chair. “I’m coming.”

I opened the door, and Slash rushed the words out. “Sean’s hurt bad. Can you help? Should we call an ambulance or something?”

At the bottom step sat a small boy, seven or eight at most, curled in on himself, sobbing so hard his shoulders shook.

“What happened?” I asked as I followed Slash down the stairs. “Who is he?”

“Sean. He lives on Poplar, across from Dogbreath’s place.” Dogbreath was one of the regulars in the alley—round-faced, scruffy, always hovering near the group. “Sean tried to jump his board onto the curb. We told him he couldn’t, but he didn’t listen.”

I dropped to one knee beside the kid, lowering my voice, steady and calm. “Hey, Sean. I’m Joe. I live upstairs. Tell me what hurts, okay?”

“My knees,” he cried, the word breaking apart between sobs.

The fabric of his pants was torn, angry red scrapes visible underneath. Nothing deep, but they’d sting like hell. “All right,” I said gently. “I need you to slow down and listen to me. Think you can do that?”

He sniffed hard and nodded. “Yeah.”

“Anything else hurting besides your knees?”

“My hands.” He turned them over. The skin on his palms was scraped raw, but there was no blood pooling, no swelling that worried me.

“Did you hit your head?”

He shook it. “No. Mommy makes me wear my helmet.”

Good. “Tell me how you fell,” I said. “What part of you hit the ground first?”

Sean gulped air between hiccupping sobs, scrubbing at his face with the heel of his hand as if he were embarrassed by the tears. “I was trying to jump up on your step like the big kids,” he said, voice wobbling. “I didn’t jump high enough. My board hit the step and I fell.”

I nodded, keeping my voice slow and steady. “So you went flying off the board and came down on your hands and knees?”

He shrugged, a tiny, defeated motion. “I think so.”

“The little guy almost stuck it,” Dogbreath chimed in, hovering nearby. “His wheels clipped the edge. Board stopped dead, but he kept going. Didn’t smash his face or anything. He slid on his knees a bit, caught himself with his hands. I don’t think he smacked anything else.”

Sean’s lower lip trembled again. “I wanna go home,” he said, trying—and failing—not to cry.

“Okay,” I said gently. “Think you can stand? I’ll walk you back.”

He nodded, jaw clenched in that brave, too-young way kids get when they’re hurting.

I went back upstairs long enough to lock my door, then returned to find Sean gamely gripping his skateboard like a badge of honor. He started down the alley on his own, but every step looked like a small act of courage. By the time we reached the far end, it was obvious the distance was too much.

“Here,” I said, scooping him up onto my hip.

He wrapped an arm around my neck without protest. I carried his board and helmet in my other hand, and we made our way down Poplar Street. He stayed quiet the whole time, breathing unevenly against my shoulder, until I set him down in front of his house. Then the dam broke.

“Mommy!” he yelled, tears streaming as he bolted inside.

Not long after, I was back in my apartment, staring at my notes, trying to reconstruct the brilliant ending I’d felt slipping through my fingers earlier. I was just starting to find the thread again when there was another knock on my screen door.

Jesus. I exhaled hard, already irritated, and got up.

She stood there outlined by the late-afternoon sun, light spilling around her like a halo. For a second, I simply stared.

“Yes?” I said.

“Are you G. I. Joe?”

“Joseph Middleton,” I replied. “Can I help you?”

“I’m Sean’s mother. Mandy Rogers.”

“Oh.” I stepped aside immediately. “I’m sorry. Please, come in. How is he?”

“It’s Miss Rogers,” she said with a small smile. “Mandy is fine. Sean’s okay. I dropped him at my mom’s to watch TV so I could come thank you.”

She moved into my apartment, and I finally got a clear look at her. She was breathtaking in a way that didn’t seem forced or deliberate—thick, dark brown waves framing a flawless face, wide blue eyes that missed nothing, lips naturally full and expressive. No makeup that I could see. Just jeans and a loose t-shirt, the kind of clothes meant for comfort, somehow making her look even more striking. She could have walked off a magazine cover and into my living room without changing a thing.

“Please, have a seat,” I said, suddenly aware of my own clumsiness. “Can I get you some iced tea?”

“That sounds lovely, thank you.”

In the kitchen, I poured two glasses, my focus shot to hell now for entirely different reasons. When I came back, she was standing near the wall, studying my battalion flag, the framed photos, the medals.

“Well,” she said, turning back to me with a knowing smile, “now I understand why the kids call you G. I. Joe.”

“One afternoon I heard a few of the kids down in the alley, running their mouths about how badass it would be to be a sniper—talking like taking lives was some kind of high score, like the games they play,” I said. “They sounded excited. Like it was entertainment. I went down there and shut that down fast. Real war doesn’t have a reset button. You don’t get to die and pop back up like nothing happened.”

Mandy’s eyes stayed on me, intent, her fingers curled around the cool glass. “How long were you in?”

“Six years.” I shrugged, the memories settling heavy in my chest. “I thought about staying in, making it my life. But after a while I started wondering how many times I could keep being the guy pulling the trigger instead of the one on the receiving end. Eventually, luck runs out. I figured it was time to come home.”

She nodded slowly. “So what do you do now?” she asked, lifting her tea and taking a small sip.

“Construction during the day. College when I can squeeze it in,” I said. “I was buried in schoolwork when I heard Sean crying out back.”

Her brow creased. “Do you know what actually happened? One of the older boys didn’t shove him, did they?”

“No,” I said immediately. “They’re good kids. From what I could tell, they were trying to watch out for him. One of them said Sean tried a trick they told him he wasn’t ready for. He went for it anyway.” I paused. “Board stopped. He didn’t. Skinned up his knees pretty good. Is he alright?”

“He’s fine,” she said, relief softening her voice. “He was a champ when I cleaned him up. Didn’t fight me at all. He told me G. I. Joe said he had to be tough.”

I laughed. “I also told him he had to let his mommy take care of him. He really is a tough little guy, though. He cried at first, but once the shock wore off, he calmed down. Even wanted to walk himself.”

“He told me you carried him.”

“Just the last stretch,” I said. “I could see how bad his knees hurt. He was crying hard right after it happened, but talking to him seemed to help.”

Mandy smiled, a soft, private thing. “He lost it again when he came inside, but that’s little boys for you. I cleaned the brush burns, bandaged him up.” She shook her head, amused. “He says I need to go buy G. I. Joe bandages. I think you’ve got yourself a fan.”

I chuckled, and she laughed with me, the sound warm and easy, filling the small room.

“What about you, Mandy?” I asked. “What do you do?”

“I’m a paralegal,” she said. “Business law firm downtown. Mostly paperwork, contracts, that sort of thing.”

“You said Miss Rogers earlier,” I ventured. “Can I ask about Sean’s dad?”

She snorted softly. “You can ask. I do, too. Haven’t seen him since the day I told him I was pregnant. That was eight years ago.” Her shoulders lifted in a small, resigned shrug. “So it’s just me. Single mom. I work from home when I can, my mom helps with watching Sean, but it’s hard being everything all at once. Today he wanted to skate, and I knew he’d be with Melvin and Fred.”

“Melvin and Fred?” I echoed.

“The other kids call them Slash and Dogbreath,” she said with a soft giggle, rolling her eyes. “I think they’re at that stage where boys are desperate to be wild and indestructible. Posturing, chest-thumping, all of that. But they really are sweet kids underneath it. They look out for Sean like he’s their mascot, their kid brother. I honestly thought he’d be safe with them.” She hesitated, then smiled a little sheepishly. “And since the house was finally quiet for once, I decided to treat myself to a long, indulgent bubble bath. Hot water, too much soap, the works. Which probably makes me sound like a terrible mother.”

“It makes you sound like a woman who understands she can’t pour from an empty cup,” I said gently. “Taking ten minutes to breathe doesn’t cancel out everything you do for your kid.”

Her gaze lingered on me, thoughtful. “What about you, Joe? Any children of your own?”

I shook my head. “No. Life hasn’t exactly slowed down enough for that.”

She laughed, low and knowing. “Trust me when I tell you, it doesn’t take long to make a baby. Sean’s father and I—well, from the moment our clothes were on the floor to the moment my life changed forever, maybe three minutes passed. After that, he disappeared. Never even called.”

I snorted. “I’d like to believe I could manage more than three minutes of effort,” I said, grinning. “Besides, making a child is the easy part. Turning that child into a decent adult—that’s at least an eighteen-year commitment. I don’t take that lightly.”

We both fell quiet then, the air between us shifting into something slightly charged, slightly unsure. Tea steamed in our cups while the silence stretched, not uncomfortable exactly, but aware of itself.

“Do you live here alone?” she asked at last.

“Just me,” I said. “My books, my computer, and a pair of work boots that have seen far too much of my life. Once I finish my thesis, there’s a job waiting for me at the university. Those boots are going into retirement—possibly with a small funeral. If I never see a hard hat or a nail gun again, I’ll die happy.”

She smiled, that same warm curve of her mouth that made you feel invited in. “So… what are you doing for dinner? I really feel like I owe you something for today.”

“You don’t owe me anything,” I said quickly.

“Yes, I do,” she insisted. “And Sean would be over the moon if you came. He’s been talking about you nonstop.”

I hesitated only a moment. “All right. I’d like that. What time?”

“Six okay?”

A few minutes before six, I found myself standing on her doorstep, knocking with a strange flutter in my chest I hadn’t felt in a long time. The door flew open almost instantly.

“Hi, G. I. Joe!” Sean beamed up at me.

I crouched down so we were eye to eye. “How’re the knees holding up, soldier?”

“They’re better,” he said proudly. “Wanna see?”

He scrambled to the couch and hopped up, pulling his legs close. “Mommy says I have to keep the bandages on, so I can’t really show you. But she says they’re gonna be fine.”

She’d done an impressive job—clean, neat bandages, each one decorated with a carefully drawn Army star in the center. It made my chest tighten more than I expected.

“Mommy says she’s getting me G. I. Joe bandages tomorrow,” he added. “I’m gonna be an Army man when I grow up.”

I smiled. “Sounds like a solid plan.”

“Where’s Mommy?” I asked.

“Out back,” he said, already grabbing my hand. “C’mon!”

Sean dragged me through the house with the kind of urgency only a six-year-old can muster, his small hand warm and insistent in mine. We spilled out onto the wooden deck off the kitchen, the air thick with the smell of summer and charcoal. The moment we reached the yard, he released me and took off at a run, his laughter trailing behind him as he launched himself onto the swing hanging from the old tree at the back of the grass.

Mandy stood at the grill, a spatula in hand, coaxing burgers over open flame. She glanced up when she sensed me there. 

“Hi, Joe,” she said, smiling easily, the kind of smile that landed low in my stomach and stayed there.

Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail that poked through the back of a faded baseball cap, practical and somehow sexy all at once. She’d changed since earlier. The jeans and loose T‑shirt were gone, replaced by worn camp shorts and a halter top that covered her well enough to be called modest, especially given the heat—but nothing about it hid her. The soft curve of her shoulders, the gentle dip at her waist, the way her hips moved when she shifted her weight… I saw her more clearly now. Too clearly. My mind immediately supplied a dozen slow, indulgent fantasies I had no business entertaining, and I had to force myself to breathe like a normal man.

“I hope burgers on the grill are okay,” she said, flipping one with a practiced wrist. “They’re Sean’s favorite.”

“They’re mine too,” I said. “Though I went through a long stretch where I couldn’t stand ground beef.”

She glanced over, curious. “Why’s that?”

“High school job. I flipped burgers for a living. After a while, I couldn’t eat fast food at all. Army cooking tasted better. Even now, I still have an irrational hatred of red-haired clowns.”

She laughed, a full, unguarded sound that made something loosen in my chest. “I still can’t stand girls with little red braids. My manager once sent a suggestion to corporate that we should all wear wigs to look like the girl on the sign.”

I grinned. “So we’re enemies from opposite sides of the burger wars. Is it safe for me to eat here?”

“I promise my burgers are better than anything either of us ever made,” she said. “Now, beating Army mess hall food—or Meals Ready to Eat—might be a challenge.”

“Thanks for inviting me,” I said, and meant more than just the meal.

She lowered her voice a little, glancing toward the yard where Sean pumped his legs on the swing. “He wouldn’t stop talking about how cool it was that you were coming tonight. He kept asking how many more days until he can enlist. I can’t seem to get the concept of ‘forget it’ into his head.”

“The Army’s not for everyone,” I said. “It was for me—for a while. But once I was out, I never looked back.”

She studied me then, the teasing ease softening into something more thoughtful. “What was it like,” she asked carefully, “being in combat?”

I shook my head. “I can’t really describe it. Not because I don’t want to. I’m going to be an English prof—I should have the words. I just… don’t.”

“Were you frightened?” she asked.

“No,” I said slowly. “Not exactly. More like terrified, if I stopped to think too much about what we were doing.”

“How could you function?”

“I had a job,” I said. “We all did. We depended on each other. I knew I was good at mine, and I trusted my guys to be good at theirs. If you let fear settle in your head out there, you don’t last long.”

She was quiet for a moment, eyes on the grill, on the small flare of fire licking the meat. “I can’t imagine doing that,” she said softly.

I looked past her, at the yard, at her son swinging under the tree. Then back at her—this woman holding everything together with both hands. 

“I can’t imagine,” I said, “how you work full-time and still manage to be mom to that boy of yours.”

“You do what you have to do,” she said with a soft, almost embarrassed laugh, her shoulders lifting in a way that made me want to trace the line of her neck with my thumb. “When you say it like that… yeah. I get it.”

She turned back to the grill, deft and practiced, sliding the burgers onto a platter. The smell of meat and smoke drifted between us, warm and intimate. “Sean,” she called, raising her voice just enough. “Wash your hands. Dinner’s ready.”

“Okay, Mommy!” He tore across the yard toward the deck, all energy and scraped knees. He skidded to a stop in front of us and grinned up at me. “Should G. I. Joe wash his too?”

Mandy glanced my way, one brow arching. “Well? Do you need to clean up?”

“I’ll go with him,” I said, already moving, oddly aware of the way her eyes lingered on me as I followed Sean inside.

“First door on the right,” she called after us.

Later, with plates scraped clean and the last light of evening settling in, Mandy and I sat side by side on the deck. Sean was back in the yard, lost in his own world, pushing the swing higher and higher. The air had cooled, and I could smell her—soap, sunscreen, something faintly feminine that pulled at me in a way I hadn’t expected.

“So,” I said, leaning back, letting my gaze drift to her profile. “What do you do for fun?”

She went quiet, fingers lacing together in her lap. When she finally looked at me, there was a crooked, self-aware smile on her lips. “Does loving my job count?”

“It’s a good start,” I said gently. “But that’s not really what I meant. What else? What’s just… yours?”

“Being the best mom I can be,” she said without hesitation.

I smiled, though there was something in my chest that tightened. “I hope you enjoy that, even if it’s work too. But do you ever do something just because you want to? No responsibilities attached?”

She hesitated, then laughed under her breath. “Bubble baths?” she offered, like it was a confession.

The image hit me hard—Mandy submerged in steam and foam, skin slick and bare beneath the bubbles, her dark eyes meeting mine. My body reacted instantly, heat stirring low and undeniable. I kept my voice steady. “What I meant was… are you free next weekend? And if you are, what would you like to do?”

Her eyes widened, then softened. “Are you asking me out?” she asked, a nervous little giggle slipping free.

“Clumsily,” I admitted. “But yeah. I am.”

“I’d have to see if my mom can watch Sean,” she said.

“Depending on what we decide,” I said, “we could even include him. Does he like roller coasters?”

That night, back in my apartment, I tried to focus on my thesis. The cursor blinked, accusing. I wrote four pages, stared at them, and erased everything but a single line. Mandy’s smile kept intruding, the sound of her laugh, the way she’d looked when she talked about bubble baths.

Saturday afternoon, I came home from work to find the older kids loitering in the alley, boards clattering against concrete.

“How was the date, G. I. Joe?” Slash shouted.

“Date?” I shot back.

Dogbreath snorted. “Saw you over at the Rogers’ place. That woman’s a total MILF.”

“Yeah,” Slash added, grinning. “You get lucky?”

I walked right up to them, close enough that the jokes died in their throats. “You know,” I said calmly, “it must be hell growing up when your parents name you Melvin and Fred.” Then I turned and went upstairs, shutting the door behind me.

The next Sunday morning, Mandy and Sean showed up at my place, ready for our day at the amusement park. She’d insisted on driving—my truck wasn’t exactly booster-seat friendly.

Sean hammered on my screen door like it was an emergency. “You ready, G. I. Joe?” he yelled.

I laughed and opened the door. “Come on in. Let me just grab some sunscreen.”

“I’ve got some in the car,” Mandy said, smiling at me in a way that made my pulse kick up, like this—whatever this was—had already begun.

She took my breath the moment she stepped out of the car. Effortless, devastating. A snug white tee hugged her curves like it had been designed for that purpose alone, the hem brushing the waistband of cut-off denim shorts that showed off long, sun-kissed legs I had no business imagining wrapped around me. Her sunglasses hid those wide blue eyes, but I could feel them anyway, sharp and knowing. Her hair spilled loose over her shoulders, glossy and touchable. I made a conscious effort to keep my gaze polite. My body, however, was far less cooperative.

“Sit in the back with me, G. I. Joe,” Sean announced, scrambling into the rear seat with all the authority of a general.

Mandy laughed, that warm, easy sound that went straight to my bloodstream. “Sweetheart, Joe’s a big guy. He’ll be a lot more comfortable up here with me.” She buckled Sean in, then slid into the driver’s seat, close enough that her thigh brushed mine. I felt it all the way down.

The morning drifted by in sunshine and laughter. We stuck to the gentler rides—slow spins, cheerful music, Mommy’s firm veto on anything too wild. Sean’s legs weren’t long enough for half the attractions anyway. Eventually, predictably, his patience wore thin.

“Mommy,” he complained, tugging at her hand, “I want something fast. Something high.”

We happened to be passing the flume ride, its boats screaming down a steep drop before slamming into water with a theatrical explosion of spray.

Mandy hesitated, eyeing the ride with a mix of amusement and caution. “I don’t know, honey. I don’t really want to spend the rest of the day walking around soaked.”

I pointed discreetly to a group unloading nearby. “They don’t look that wet.”

Sean seized his advantage, dragging her toward the height chart. “Look! I’m tall enough!”

She surrendered with a laugh, throwing me a glance that said she knew exactly how this would end. “All right. But we’re sitting where we won’t get drenched.”

As we climbed into the narrow boat, I asked the attendant where the safest seats were.

“Closer to the front,” the teenage kid said with a grin.

The boat lurched forward, and just before we disappeared, he jogged alongside us and added cheerfully, “Might’ve lied about that.”

The ride twisted through rapids and curtains of falling water. Mechanical elephants trumpeted and sprayed us from the sides. We got splashed here and there, cool mist clinging to skin, but nothing serious. Mandy relaxed, laughing, leaning back as if relieved.

Then we reached the final hill.

“Prepare to get soaked!” the attendant shouted as we tipped forward.

The kid had definitely lied.

Sean ducked down behind the front panel. Mandy instinctively pressed back against me as the boat angled downward, her body fitting against mine with alarming perfection. I’d already noticed the firm, unmistakable contact of her ass during the ride, but this time she held there, bracing herself, unaware—or pretending not to be—of what it was doing to me. Heat surged, swift and undeniable.

Her hair brushed my chest, damp and fragrant. I wrapped my arms around her waist, half protective, half selfish, my hands spanning her flat stomach as if they belonged there.

The boat hit the water hard. A wall of cold crashed over us, drenching everything the moment hadn’t already set on fire. I welcomed it. The shock stole my breath—and, mercifully, cooled the situation below my belt before it crossed into dangerous territory.

When we climbed out, laughing and dripping, the damage was obvious. Mandy was soaked everywhere my arms hadn’t shielded her. The white cotton of her t-shirt clung to her skin, sheer now, leaving very little to the imagination. Beneath it, the pale outline of an unlined bra was clearly visible, darkened by water, tracing curves I could feel burned into my memory.

I looked away before I embarrassed us both. My body, unfortunately, had seen more than enough.

“Not all that wet, my ass,” Mandy laughed, hugging herself as she shivered. “I’m drenched. And freezing.”

Sean pointed with unfiltered glee. “Mommy, I can see your boobies!”

I could too—impossible not to. The water had darkened the fabric, pulling it tight to her curves, making her look fuller somehow, lush and undeniably feminine. Her nipples were unmistakable, peaked and unapologetic, and my body reacted before my brain could issue a warning.

“What?” Mandy glanced down and sucked in a breath. “Oh my God.” Color flooded her cheeks as she crossed her arms over her chest, trying to shield herself. Then her eyes flicked up to mine, wide and mortified. “I’m so embarrassed.”

“G. I. Joe saw your boobies too, Mommy,” Sean added, giggling like it was the best joke of the day.

“Hey, champ,” I said quickly, dropping to a crouch so we were eye to eye. “Mommy’s cold. Let’s get her a dry shirt, okay? There’s a stand right over there.” I looked up at Mandy, keeping my tone calm, grounding. “I’ll hang with him for a few minutes. Maybe you can slip over by those flowers where it’s quieter, then duck into the restroom to change. I’ve got him.”

Relief softened her expression. “Thank you,” she whispered, already moving away, shoulders hunched as she hurried toward the cover of greenery.

When she returned a few minutes later, she looked warmer—and somehow even more dangerous. The new shirt was a deep navy, clinging in a way that promised discretion while still hinting at everything underneath.

“Thanks, Joe,” she said, smoothing the fabric. “This one should stay nice and opaque if it gets wet.”

“Oh, that’s a shame,” I said lightly. “I just thought it would bring out your eyes.”

She studied me for a beat, a smile playing at the corner of her mouth. “I can’t decide if I feel ogled or admired,” she murmured, leaning in to press a soft kiss to my cheek.

“You can feel both,” I said.

As she pulled back, the subtle sway of her breasts confirmed what I’d suspected during that fleeting contact. No bra. My gaze dipped before I could stop it.

She followed my eyes and laughed under her breath. “It was soaked. Completely unwearable. It’s in the bag with the wet shirt.” She handed it to me. “Be a gentleman and carry it. I’ll pay you back for the shirt when we get home.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I said. “And… sorry for staring.”

She snorted. “Kind of hard to miss. I probably looked like I was auditioning for some trashy spring break contest.”

“No,” I said, meeting her eyes. “You looked like a beautiful woman stuck in an awkward moment.” I nodded toward Sean. “Now come on. Let’s give him a couple more rides.”

Her fingers slipped into mine, warm and grateful. “Thank you.”

After greasy snacks and a few last attractions, Sean finally hit his wall. By the time we pulled out of the parking lot, he was out cold, head lolled to the side.

“That was really fun,” Mandy said from behind the wheel.

I barely heard her. The seatbelt cut a perfect line between her breasts beneath that dark fabric, and my mind wandered shamelessly.

“I liked our date,” I said finally. “I guess that’s what it was.”

She grinned. “I haven’t been on an amusement park date since I was a teenager.”

At their place, she gently woke Sean and helped him inside. Then she turned back to me, hesitation flickering across her face.

“Do you want to come in, Joe?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I do.”

“Sean, sweetheart, head upstairs and take a shower,” Mandy said gently. “Afterward, throw on some shorts and a T-shirt. I’ll redo your bandages when you come back down.”

“Okay, Mommy.” He trotted off, the sound of his feet fading up the stairs.

I watched him go, then smiled at her. “He’s a great kid. You’re doing an amazing job with him.”

“Thank you.” She exhaled, but color crept into her cheeks again. “Although sometimes he has absolutely no filter.”

I raised a brow. “How so?”

Her blush deepened, spreading down her neck. “Well… he didn’t exactly need to broadcast to everyone that my—” She hesitated, then gave a small, mortified laugh. “That everyone could see me today.”

I couldn’t help it. “He wasn’t shouting it from a megaphone. And honestly? He wasn’t wrong. I’d already noticed.” I paused, then added softly, “And I didn’t mind one bit.”

Her mouth curved into a knowing smirk. “No, you really didn’t. Your face gave you away.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, even as heat stirred low in my stomach. “That probably sounded crude.”

“Don’t apologize.” Her eyes lingered on mine. “I actually liked seeing your reaction.” She tilted her head. “And for the record? I enjoyed the flume ride too.”

“Yeah?” My voice came out rougher than I intended.

“Yes. Especially at the end.” Her gaze dipped briefly to my chest. “When I could feel you against me.”

Now it was my turn to feel exposed. “I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable. I try to behave like a gentleman.” I swallowed. “Sometimes my body reacts faster than my manners.”

She stepped closer, close enough that I could smell her—soap and something warm, unmistakably her. “Do you always try to be a gentleman?” she asked.

“Not always.”

Her hands slid up to rest on my shoulders, and she pulled herself flush against me. The contact stole my breath. It was our first kiss—tentative at first, then charged. Her breasts, free and heavy beneath the thin fabric, pressed into my chest, and there was no hiding the way my body answered her. Our tongues brushed, just enough to promise more before she drew back.

“Let me make a quick call,” she murmured.

As she stepped away, I couldn’t stop staring. Her nipples pushed insistently against her shirt, the fabric stretched and distorted by her movement.

A few minutes later she returned, eyes bright, confidence settling over her like silk. “My mother’s coming to pick up Sean and keep him overnight.” She leaned into me again, sealing the news with another slow, provocative kiss. “That gives us a little time. Just us.”

I worried—about lines and timing and consequences—but by the time her mother arrived and Sean was ushered out the door, my earlier tension had eased. When the car disappeared down the street, Mandy was already back in front of me, her mouth finding mine again.

“I’m going to take a bath,” she whispered when we finally broke apart, breathless.

“Okay,” I said. “I should probably head home and clean up too.”

“Joe—wait.” She pulled back just enough to hold my gaze, her expression suddenly serious. “I need to be honest with you. I’m a single mom who works hard and doesn’t leave much for herself. No dating, no boyfriends, no romance. My son comes first, always. I don’t have the space in my life for a relationship.”

I nodded, meaning it. “That’s fair. Honestly, until I finish my thesis and get settled into my teaching job, I wouldn’t be able to give anyone what they deserve either.”

The words were practical. The air between us was anything but.

“This is insane,” she murmured, a nervous laugh threading through her breath, “and I can’t believe I’m about to ask you this… but I want you to come upstairs with me. Help me wash my back.” Her eyes held mine, bright and daring. “We’ll just… see where it goes.”

“All right,” I said, the word landing heavier than it should have.

I hadn’t sat in a bubble bath since childhood, but standing there watching Mandy test the water with her wrist, tipping the bottle until clouds of foam bloomed across the surface, I knew I wouldn’t be missing anything from those days. This was something else entirely—adult, intimate, charged with promise.

When the tub was ready, she stepped close and kissed me again, slow and deliberate. Her palms slid over my shoulders, traced the line of my spine, then curved possessively over my ass, pulling me into the heat of her body.

“Come on,” she whispered, tugging at the hem of my shirt, lifting it inch by inch.

She stripped me with unhurried confidence. When my shorts and boxers slid down my legs, she let her fingertips drift over me—barely there, a teasing glide along my stiffening length. The effect was immediate, brutal. I hardened fully under her touch, breath hitching as she looked up at me.

“That for me?” she asked, her blue eyes darkening.

“Because of you,” I managed.

“Then…” She smiled softly and leaned in to kiss me again. “Undress me.”

I lifted her shirt over her head, revealing her inch by inch. Her breasts were even more beautiful than I’d imagined—lush and heavy in my hands, their fullness a sensual contrast to her toned stomach. Pale tan lines framed her nipples, making them stand out like invitations. When I bent to kiss one, her moan slipped free, low and helpless, and her fingers tightened around me in response.

I eased her hand away, needing to explore her fully. My mouth traced a path down her belly, marveling at the smooth firmness of her skin. It was hard to reconcile this body with the idea that it had once carried a child; she felt impossibly youthful, responsive in a way that made my head spin.

I undid her shorts slowly, letting the zipper whisper down. When I looked up, her expression was pure want—open, unguarded. She shivered as the fabric slid over her hips, goosebumps rising along her thighs. The scent of her—warm, slightly musky, sweet beneath it all—wrapped around me. We’d spent the whole day outside, and now there was a fresh, unmistakable dampness between her legs.

Her panties were white, delicate, matching the bra I’d glimpsed earlier. They clung to her where she was wet, the lace darkened, almost translucent. I could see the faint shadow of dark curls beneath the waistband, and through the thin fabric over her center her skin looked flushed, tender, unmistakably ready.

I kissed her just below the navel, then lower, until my lips brushed lace. Catching it gently between my teeth, I began to draw it down.

Mandy moaned, the sound vibrating through her.

When the damp fabric slipped free, my face hovered just above her heat. I breathed her in deeply, the need to taste her surging sharp and urgent. Her hands settled on my shoulders, steadying herself as I guided her out of the last barrier between us.

“Spread your legs a little,” I murmured. “Yes… just like that.”

“Joe… what are you doing?” she breathed, uncertainty fluttering through her whisper as my lips brushed the inside of her thigh.

Instead of answering, I kissed her again—higher this time, close enough that warmth from her slick skin kissed my mouth. I lingered there, just out of reach of her center, then drew her tender flesh between my lips, tasting the salt of her skin, breathing her in until my head swam with her. She smelled like heat and sunlight and something unmistakably feminine, and it made my pulse hammer.

“I’m not clean,” she protested weakly, the words tumbling over each other. “We were outside all day. Maybe we should—oh, God…”

That was all she managed before my mouth finally claimed her.

The first real taste of her sent a jolt straight through me, my body responding instantly, painfully hard. I started slow, reverent, nuzzling through the soft triangle of dark hair she kept trimmed close, barely long enough to curl. My tongue traced a lazy path downward, skirting her folds, teasing the delicate hood that protected the most sensitive part of her. When I pressed my tongue there—just enough to make her lips part, just enough to expose the source of that intoxicating scent—she gasped and shuddered beneath me.

I took my time, learning her. Each slow sweep of my tongue made her open more, blossom more. When I dipped lower, tasting her entrance, there was always more of her waiting—slick and sweet, coating my mouth, easing my way back up to her clit. I lavished her with attention there, soft flicks and lingering kisses, the occasional gentle nibble, and every touch pulled a broken sound from her throat. She fed me her pleasure in tremors and whispers, and each time I moved back down, there was fresh wetness for my hungry tongue.

Watching her come undone was breathtaking. Her hands slid from my shoulders into my hair, fingers threading tight as I worked her closer and closer. When the moment finally overtook her, she gripped the back of my neck, holding me there as her body clenched. I felt her ass tighten under my palms, felt the rush of her release, heard the way her breathing fractured before slowly, shakily finding its way back to something like normal.

I stood and pulled her up with me, her body fitting against mine as if it belonged there. My erection slid hot and insistent against her stomach as she clung to me, kissing me hard, hungrily. I stroked her damp hair back from her face. “Do you want to get in the tub now?” I asked, my voice low.

She stepped back just enough to look at me properly, her gaze heavy, deliberate, full of promise. “When I recover,” she said, a slow smile curving her mouth, “I’m going to make you feel that good.”

The bath that followed was pure indulgence. We sank into the fragrant foam together, washing each other’s backs—and lingering far beyond what was strictly necessary. Hands wandered, laughter softened into sighs. By the time we were out, towels barely doing their job, the air between us was tight with anticipation. I already knew sleep wasn’t on the agenda.

She led me down the hall to her bedroom, her hand wrapped confidently around my aching erection. When she lay back on the bed, her hair still damp and fanned across the pillow, she opened her arms to me. “It’s been a long time since I’ve been with a man, Joe,” she said softly. “I hope I remember what to do.”

I stood there for a moment, stunned by the sight of her—this woman, a single mother, surely in her late twenties, somehow both lush and vulnerable at once. My cock throbbed, almost painfully, as I took her in.

“Joe,” she murmured, impatience threading through her warmth, “come to bed. Take your time if you want, but I need you inside me.” Her eyes flicked downward, and she smiled. “Besides, you’re dripping on my carpet.”

“You’re stunning,” I murmured as I slid beneath the covers beside her. Turning onto my side, I drew her into my arms, fitting her body against mine as if it had always belonged there. Our mouths collided, hungry and unrestrained, kisses turning deep and open as if we were trying to breathe each other in. My hands traced the elegant line of her throat before drifting lower, cupping her breasts, while she reached for me with equal urgency—fingers cradling my balls, then gliding up to stroke my rigid length with slow, knowing confidence.

Her nipples were exquisite—plush, sensitive peaks crowning her full, ripe breasts—and when I closed my lips around one, she shivered.

“No one’s done that,” she whispered softly, “not since I stopped nursing Sean.”

Her hand tightened around me as she spoke, stroking with intent now, spreading the slick warmth she’d coaxed from me over the head of my cock, down the length of it. I was already straining, already wondering how much longer I could survive this delicious torment.

I lavished her breasts with attention—tongue, lips, teeth, alternating between tenderness and just enough bite to make her gasp. Her hips began to rock against me, slow at first, then more insistently. Drawn by the movement, my hand slipped between her thighs. I took my time, circling, teasing, before easing my middle finger inside her, feeling her open for me.

She was so tight around me it stole my breath.

“Make love to me, Joe,” she breathed, voice trembling. Then, more urgently, “Fuck me.”

The heat and pull of her made me ache to taste her again, and I started to move down her body, kissing my way lower.

“No—please,” she said quickly as I brushed my mouth over the small triangle of dark softness above her sex. “You can’t do that again.”

I looked up at her. “Why not?”

“Because,” she said, her eyes dark and intent, “I haven’t had you yet. And I want to.”

With surprising strength, she pushed me onto my back and climbed over me, her mouth claiming mine in a fierce, consuming kiss. Our tongues tangled, then she broke away, leaving a trail of softer kisses and teasing nips down my chest, over my stomach. She swept her damp hair aside so I could watch as she wrapped her hands around my cock, studying it for a heartbeat before flicking her tongue over the tip.

When she finally took me into her mouth, the sound that tore out of me didn’t even sound human.

At first she moved slowly, lips sliding up and down, her head bobbing in an easy, unhurried rhythm. Then she pulled back, switching her attention to my balls, licking and sucking them into her mouth while her hand worked me firmly. The pressure coiled fast and hard in my belly.

“You’re going to make me come,” I warned hoarsely.

“I know,” she said, and the promise in her voice undid me.

She took me deep again, mouth hot and determined, drawing me in, coaxing everything out of me. Sensation crashed over sensation until I could barely think. My heart thundered, sweat broke out over my skin, and the scent of her—warm, female, intoxicating—mixed with my own. Her face was buried against me, eyes lifted, pleading, and when I finally spilled into her mouth, it shattered me.

She swallowed without hesitation, milking me until I was empty, then lingered, lips and tongue devotedly tracing me, searching for any last trace of me she might have missed.

“I haven’t done that in years,” Mandy murmured, a soft, almost shy smile curving her mouth as she looked down at me.

She shifted closer, sliding up the bed until she was draped partly over my chest, warm skin to warm skin. The intimacy of it made my breath catch. Her fingers found me again, wrapping around my still-hard cock as our mouths came together, slow and lingering this time, tasting, teasing.

“You’re still hard,” she said quietly, like it surprised her.

“You do that to me,” I answered, my words breaking apart between kisses, between the salt and heat of her lips.

Her gaze darkened. “May I ride you?”

Before I could answer, she was already moving, swinging a leg over me and settling astride my hips. She guided me with her hand, positioning me at her slick, aching center. I felt her pause there, hovering, both of us suspended in that charged second before contact. Then her folds parted, welcoming me inch by delicious inch as she slowly sank down.

The sensation stole the air from my lungs. In one unhurried, indulgent descent, she took all of me inside her and finally rested there, her weight pressing me deep into the mattress. We stayed like that, motionless, joined, letting the reality of it wash over us.

Her body was heaven—tight and slick and impossibly warm. I could feel every subtle flutter, every tiny contraction around me. After a moment, she lifted herself again, drawing almost all the way up until just my tip remained cradled inside her. Then she sank back down, slow and deliberate, savoring it. We moved like that for a while, unhurried, luxuriating in each glide and fill.

“God,” she breathed, sinking fully onto me once more, “this feels so good.”

She leaned forward then, offering me her breasts, and I took them gladly, my mouth closing around her nipples as she began to rock her hips, forward and back, using me. My hands slid over her curves, gripping her firm ass, guiding her, meeting her rhythm.

Her movements grew surer, faster. I started thrusting up to meet her, the bed creaking softly beneath us. At first her eyes were locked on mine, wide and intense, but as the pace built, her focus slipped. Her lids fluttered, her mouth fell open, and her breathing turned ragged—deep pulls of air breaking into sharp, needy gasps.

“Cumming,” she whimpered, the word spilling out of her again and again.

Her pussy clenched hard around me, pulsing, milking me as heat flooded through her. I could feel her slickness spreading, coating me, her orgasm rippling around my cock. She shuddered and then collapsed forward, pressing herself against me, her mouth finding mine in a desperate, hungry kiss.

We lay there for a moment, catching our breath, her body heavy and soft against mine. When she lifted her head, her eyes were bright and intent.

“I want you to cum again,” she said, her voice low and urgent. “I want you inside me. Please. I need it.”

Holding her close, I rolled us over, easing her onto her back. I lifted her legs, settling them over my shoulders, opening her completely to me. My hands gripped her ass as I drove into her, deep and steady, again and again.

Her face was radiant, open, watching me, feeding off the pleasure she saw there. I took my time, thrusting firmly but gently, letting myself feel every inch of her, every swallow of her swollen heat around me. It had been too long since I’d let myself get lost like this, and part of me wanted to stretch the moment forever. But my body knew better.

When her lashes began to tremble again, I knew she was right there with me. The sounds we made tangled together—my rough grunts answered by her gasps and moans—as I finally let go, spilling myself deep inside her.

Still we moved, still we clung to each other, riding out the aftershocks together, unwilling to let the connection break just yet.

When the last tremor faded, I eased myself free, my body finally surrendering, slipping from her slick, overheated embrace. We sank back into the mattress together, limbs heavy, breath slow. I gathered her against me, her skin still warm and damp, and sleep claimed us without ceremony.

The shrill insistence of her phone dragged us back to the world. She answered it with a sleepy groan, turning onto her side as she spoke. I lay there watching her, quietly reverent. The line of her spine curved beneath my palm, smooth and supple, and I traced it lazily, sliding my fingers through her mussed hair, still scented with sex and soap. 

“See you then, Mom,” she said at last, ending the call.

She turned back to me, fitting herself against my chest as if she belonged there. Her fingers drifted idly over my skin, across my ribs, down my stomach, unhurried and thoughtful. “What do you actually want from this?” she asked softly.

I took a breath. “Honestly? I don’t know yet. When I asked you out, I figured we’d just enjoy each other, see where things went.”

Her laugh was low and warm. “I did enjoy it. More than I expected.” Her thumb traced a slow circle. “I know you better now than I did yesterday morning. Sean adores you, and I loved being with you—all day.” She smiled, wicked and knowing. “All night. I’m not ready to map out a future. Can we just… keep this exactly like this?”

“If that’s what you want,” I said, meaning it.

She sighed contentedly, then tilted her head. “You probably shouldn’t still be in my bed when Sean and Mom get here.”

I grimaced. “Yeah. That might be uncomfortable.”

She smirked. “Mom already knows why I wanted the house to myself. She even asked if an hour would be enough for whatever I had planned this morning.”

“And what was that?” I asked.

Her hand slid with sudden intent, closing around me as I responded instantly to her touch. She smiled, slow and sinful. “Seeing if I could convince you to fuck me again. I need you inside me one more time. I need to feel you finish in me before you leave.”

She moved away from me, coming onto her hands and knees. Her body was still glossy with arousal, her sex open and shining, offering itself without shame. I didn’t hesitate. I took her.

Afterward, we laughed quietly under the spray of the shower, rinsing away sweat and evidence, touching without urgency this time. Dressed again, we worked together to strip the bed, smoothing fresh sheets over the mattress like conspirators erasing a delicious crime. Then it was time.

At the door, we lingered, kissing slow and deep. “I never pictured myself with a fuck buddy,” Mandy said, searching my face.

“Is that what we are?” I asked.

Her blue eyes locked onto mine, intense and unblinking. “Could we be?”

“I’d like that,” I said, stepping outside as the door closed softly behind me.

When I got home, the skateboard kids were clustered in the alley. Dogbreath cupped his hands around his mouth. “Hey, G.I. Joe! Saw you at the Rogers’ place last night. You just getting home now?”

“Shut up, Fred,” Slash snapped as I headed upstairs, smiling to myself.


Tempting Tim

Sally Perkins eased her car into the driveway and killed the engine, then just sat there with her hands resting on the wheel. The house felt too quiet already. For the first time in two years, she had a full week to herself—no Will slamming doors, no music bleeding through the walls. Her nineteen‑year‑old son was with his father, miles away, and the emptiness pressed in around her like a held breath.

She sighed and glanced at the bags on the passenger seat. “Well,” she murmured to no one, “these groceries aren’t going to unpack themselves.”

The door creaked open and she stepped out, the late‑morning sun wrapping her in heat. It kissed her bare arms, soaked into her skin, and slid easily through the thin cotton of her sundress, warming her thighs and the small of her back. She stretched without thinking, enjoying the way the day felt against her.

Across the street, Tim—Will’s best friend—had stopped short the moment he saw her. The sunlight turned the pale fabric of her dress almost sheer, clinging to her hips, outlining the long sweep of her legs. He swallowed, his gaze snagging and holding, his pulse thudding hard in his ears.

Sally didn’t notice him. Lost in her thoughts, she rounded the back of the car and popped the trunk. She gathered armfuls of grocery bags, plastic handles biting lightly into her fingers. Then the wind betrayed her.

A sudden, playful gust rushed up from behind, lifting the hem of her dress and catching it on the back of her belt. Cool air skimmed over her skin. Her backside was left bare and unapologetic, framed by light pink lace panties cut high on her hips, her long legs completely exposed.

She didn’t feel it. She just started toward the house.

Tim did feel it. Every nerve in his body lit up as his eyes locked onto the soft curve of her ass, the smooth line of her thighs. Heat rushed south, his shorts tightening as his body reacted before his brain could catch up.

“Hi, Mrs. Perkins!” he called, hurrying after her, his voice just a little too eager. “Need some help?”

Sally jumped slightly, turning her head. “Oh! Hi, Tim,” she said with a quick smile. “Yes, actually—could you grab the rest of the bags and shut the trunk? Thanks.”

She waited, still oblivious, then headed for the front door with her dress stubbornly caught high. Tim followed close behind, his attention completely fixed on what was right in front of him. By the time they reached the porch, he was painfully hard, every step an exercise in restraint.

Inside, the cool air of the house wrapped around them. They set the bags down in the kitchen, and Sally immediately began unloading, crouching slightly as she slid vegetables into the bottom crisper. Her exposed backside was perfectly framed at eye level.

“Well, Tim, how are you doing?” she asked casually, already reaching for the next item. “Will’s with his dad this week.”

“I’m… good, Mrs. P,” he managed after a second. “Yeah. I forgot he was away.”

He hadn’t forgotten. He never forgot when she was alone. To Tim, Sally Perkins was the most intoxicating woman on the block. Her short blond hair softened her face, highlighting sharp green eyes, a delicate nose, lips that always looked a little too full to be innocent. She was slim, elegant, but her breasts curved generously beneath her dress, and her legs—long, smooth, endless—were impossible to ignore. The thin white straps of her high‑heeled sandals only made them more lethal.

Sally straightened to put the last items away, giving him plenty of time to let his imagination spiral.

“Thanks again for helping, Tim,” she said lightly. “Would you like something to drink?”

As the words left her mouth, a strange awareness crept up her spine. She reached back, fingers brushing fabric that wasn’t where it should be.

Her breath caught. She yanked the hem of her dress down, color flooding her cheeks. “Oh my God—oops. I’m so sorry!” she gasped, mortified. Then, trying to laugh it off, she added, “Guess that wasn’t as exciting as the girls at the titty bar you and Will go to.”

Tim didn’t hesitate. His eyes met hers, dark and honest. “They’ve got nothing on you, Mrs. P,” he said. “You’ve got a really nice body.”

The air between them thickened, suddenly heavy with things neither of them had planned to say—or feel.

Sally’s gaze dipped before she could stop herself. The unmistakable swell pressing against Tim’s shorts drew a slow, knowing smile to her lips.

“Well,” she murmured, amusement curling through her voice as she pressed a cold bottle into his hand, “I’ll take that as a compliment. Too early for a beer?”

Tim’s mouth quirked as he accepted it. “Never,” he said, his eyes never quite leaving her.

She leaned back against the counter, crossing her legs, deliberately unhurried. “You really think I could hold my own against those young, tight little things at the peeler?” There was a challenge in her tone, soft but unmistakable.

The question alone was enough. She saw the way his body reacted, the way his grip tightened around the bottle.

“Mrs. P,” he said, voice rougher now, “you’ve got an incredible body. And your legs—honestly—the best I’ve ever seen.”

Her brows lifted as if surprised. “You do?” Slowly, teasingly, she slid the hem of her sundress up along her thigh, exposing smooth, sun-warmed skin. “You really like my legs that much?”

He swallowed. “Mrs. Perkins… I think you’re trying to get me into trouble.”

She let the fabric fall back into place, suddenly all composure and faux innocence. “You’re probably right,” she said softly. “You’re my son’s best friend. I shouldn’t even be tempting you like this…” Her eyes flicked up to his. “…should I?”

Tim lifted the beer to his mouth, clearly fighting to keep his cool.

She pushed away from the counter, changing the subject with infuriating ease. “Speaking of temptation,” she added lightly, “how handy are you?” She gestured toward the cabinets. “I’ve got a little leak that’s been driving me crazy. Think you could take a look?”

Realization hit her a second too late, heat rushing to her cheeks. “Under the sink,” she clarified quickly.

Even as she corrected herself, her body betrayed her. Warmth pooled low in her belly, slick and insistent. If she hadn’t been wearing panties, she knew she’d be leaving a trail behind her.

“Yeah,” Tim said, eyes dark with humor. “I can check it out.”

“There are tools downstairs if you need them.”

“I’ll see what’s going on first.” He crouched and then lay back, peering up into the cabinet. “Mrs. P—do you have a flashlight?”

“Of course.” She turned, retrieved one, and as she walked back her attention snagged on the open angle of his legs. She couldn’t help it—her eyes followed the line of his thigh, the outline beneath the fabric. Even half-aware, he was impressive. Thick. Long. Her mouth went dry.

“Uh… Mrs. P?” he prompted.

She startled, blinking. “Sorry. Yes. Here.”

To pass him the light, she had to step closer, then closer still, squatting between his spread legs. Her hand rested on his solid thigh for balance, the heat of him seeping through the thin barrier of his shorts as she reached forward.

He took the flashlight—and then froze. His gaze drifted, caught beneath her dress. The pale pink fabric of her panties was visibly darkened, damp and unmistakable.

Flushing, he turned back toward the pipes. “Yeah,” he said, trying for casual and failing, “you’re definitely… leaking.”

The word sent a shiver through her. “Where?” she asked, leaning in further, trying—and failing—to see what he meant.

Her heels shifted. The world tilted. And suddenly she was falling.

Sally went down face-first into his lap with a soft gasp. Her hand slid up instinctively, disappearing beneath the hem of his shorts as she tried to steady herself. Warm moisture coated her fingers—his body’s unambiguous response.

“Oh—Tim! I’m so sorry,” she breathed, laughing nervously as she struggled to right herself.

She pulled her hand free and stared at it. A pause. Then, without thinking—without pretending she didn’t know exactly what she was doing—she lifted her fingers to her mouth.

Her tongue traced the salty warmth, slow and deliberate, eyes lifting to meet his as she tasted him.

“Don’t worry about it, Mrs. P,” Tim said, his grin crooked and unapologetic. “It’s not every day a gorgeous woman trips and lands right on me.”

Color warmed Sally’s cheeks, a mix of embarrassment and heat. “So… you can fix it?” she asked, her voice softer now.

“I can take care of your leak,” he replied, eyes glinting with mischief, “but I’ll need to swap out a section of pipe. Means a run to the store first.”

“That’s fine.” She reached for her purse without hesitation. “I’ll give you some cash for the part. And maybe,” she added lightly, “you could stay for dinner after? I was thinking steak.”

His face lit up, boyish and eager. “Yeah—yeah, that sounds great. I just have to finish something else first, but I can be back in a couple hours.”

“Perfect.” Sally smiled, the word lingering. “It’s a date.”

Tim straightened, his body betraying him. The rigid outline pressing against his shorts was impossible to miss, though Sally made a show of looking anywhere but there as she pressed a few bills into his hand.

“No, really, you don’t have to,” he protested. “I’ve got a buddy who can get the part for free.”

“Then consider it payment for services rendered,” she murmured, sliding the money into his pocket. Her knuckles brushed against him—firm, unmistakable—and the contact sent a spark straight through her.

Tim left soon after, the door clicking shut behind him.

The moment she was alone, Sally went straight to her bedroom. She peeled off her dress and stared at the dark, damp stain between her thighs, her breath hitching. “Fuck,” she whispered, a grin tugging at her lips. “That boy has a huge cock.”

That single thought was enough. She fell back onto the bed, no patience for teasing herself. Her hand went straight where she needed it, slick and needy, her body already primed. She came fast and hard, a sharp cry torn from her throat, pleasure rippling through her in waves that left her trembling.

When it passed, she lay there, chest heaving, skin damp with sweat. “Jesus,” she muttered to herself. “He’s Will’s best friend.” Then, more quietly, more honestly: “But I need that cock.”

Eventually she forced herself up, legs a little shaky, and headed for the bathroom. She ran a warm bubble bath, hoping it might soothe the restless ache still humming through her. She didn’t need to shave—she’d had a full Brazilian that morning—but she checked anyway, fingertips lingering. Almost without thinking, she touched herself again, chasing another crest of pleasure before sinking back, eyes fluttering closed.

She dozed for a few minutes, then jolted awake, suddenly aware of the time. Tim would be back soon.

She dried off, styled her hair, and applied fresh makeup—heavier than usual, but still tasteful. Sexy, not sloppy. She chose a red bra trimmed in black, one that lifted her breasts and pushed them together until her cleavage was impossible to ignore. Her nipples teased the edge of the fabric.

Next came black stockings, secured with red-and-black garters, and crotchless panties. “I’m already soaked,” she reasoned, smiling to herself. “Why ruin another pair?”

Finally, she slipped into a short black house dress, hem grazing high on her thighs. She left the top buttons undone, deliberately framing the deep valley of her chest and the bra beneath.

When she looked at herself in the mirror, her eyes were bright, her body humming with intent.

She was ready.

She stepped into sleek black heels, the kind that made her calves sing, and then dabbed her favorite perfume where her pulse beat strongest—beneath her jaw, along her wrists, behind her knees. For a fleeting second she considered an extra touch lower, then smiled at her reflection. No. Let him discover her the way nature intended. Her body already carried its own invitation.

She was still admiring the way the dress hugged her when the doorbell chimed. Her heart kicked hard, a sudden rush of heat flooding her veins.

Sally moved quickly—too quickly—to the door and swung it open.

Tim stood there with a small bag raised in triumph. “Got it.” His eyes dragged over her slowly, appreciatively, lingering. “Wow. You look… incredible.”

Color warmed her cheeks, pleasure curling in her belly as she turned and guided him back toward the kitchen. Tim dropped to his knees and disappeared beneath the sink, tools clinking softly. Sally leaned against the counter, pretending to be casual while her gaze betrayed her. From this angle, she could see up his shorts, see the thick promise she’d been imagining all afternoon, heavy and unmistakable.

He finished faster than she expected, straightening with a grin. “All set. Want to check my handiwork?”

Her pulse skidded. She pictured herself crouching between his spread knees, felt how close her body would be—how exposed she already was beneath the dress, how damp she knew she was. And worse, how little restraint she’d have if she got that near him again.

“No,” she said lightly, forcing a smile. “I trust you.”

Disappointment flickered across his face, mirroring her own unspoken regret.

While Tim rinsed his hands and gathered his things, Sally turned to the ritual of dinner. When everything was ready, she glanced over her shoulder. “It’s gorgeous out. Want to eat outside? The back deck’s private—no audience to see you dining with an old woman.”

Tim laughed, shaking his head. “Mrs. P., I’d be proud to be seen with you anywhere. Every guy I know would lose his mind with envy.”

Her smile widened, soft and genuine. “That’s very kind of you, Tim. You make a woman feel… noticed.”

They ate on the deck just as she’d promised, wrapped in quiet and evening light. When the plates were cleared and wine still lingered in their glasses, Sally gestured toward the lounge chairs. “Those look much more comfortable. Let’s finish out there.”

Tim settled opposite her, deliberately spreading his legs, offering her a clear view of his desire straining against denim. Sally’s breath hitched. She extended one stockinged foot, tracing slowly up his calf.

His voice dropped. “Would you like a foot massage, Mrs. P.?”

She sighed, already melting. “That sounds heavenly.”

He drew both her feet into his lap, easing off her heels one by one, setting them aside with care. His thumbs worked into her arches, firm and attentive, sending pleasure spiraling up her legs.

“Oh… Tim,” she murmured. “That feels amazing.”

Her free foot began to wander, sliding over his thigh, nudging closer. Her knees fell apart without conscious thought. From his vantage point, there was no hiding the truth—black fabric framing nothing at all, her need bare and glistening.

Tim guided her foot higher, pressing it into his groin. She slipped her toes beneath the hem of his shorts, finding him fully hard, pulsing. Moisture slicked her skin as she stroked him with the sole of her foot, circling the swollen head.

A soft, broken sound escaped him as pre-cum coated her foot, and Sally smiled, knowing exactly what she was doing—and exactly how badly they both wanted what came next.

As she drew her foot back from his shorts, Tim caught it gently, reverently, and lifted it to his mouth. His tongue traced the slick sheen she’d left behind, tasting himself from her skin, a dark, hungry glint in his eyes. He sucked each toe slowly, one by one, lingering until her breath hitched, then repeated the ritual with her other foot, unhurried and devout.

When he finally set her feet down, he didn’t stand. Instead, he lowered himself between her legs, hands firm and confident as he urged her knees apart. Sally stared down at him, stunned by the patience in his movements, the deliberate care. This wasn’t the clumsy rush she’d braced herself for—the frantic, selfish urgency of youth. This was something else entirely. Controlled. Knowing.

Tim brushed his face along her calves, inhaling her, savoring the glide of his skin over the sheer tension of her stockings. He moved upward inch by inch, nuzzling the sensitive flesh just above the tops, his cheeks caressing her bare skin until she shivered.

Sally scooted her hips to the edge of the chair, opening herself without a word, legs wide in invitation. Tim looked up at her exposed sex and smiled, slow and wicked. The very tip of his tongue skimmed her trembling lips, so light it was almost nothing—and that was what made it unbearable.

He teased her mercilessly, licking, tasting, nibbling just enough to keep her right on the edge. Sally’s breath turned ragged, her body tightening with that familiar, urgent pull deep in her belly. He felt it—the way her thighs tensed, the way her hips began to plead—and only then did he flick his tongue over her clit.

“F-f-fuck… Tim,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “You’re going to make me—”

He didn’t let her finish. Instead, he surprised her again, pressing the tip of his tongue inside her, pushing deeper, sliding in and out with a slow, relentless rhythm. His tongue was thick and impossibly long, filling her in a way that felt obscene, intimate—like being fucked by something warm and alive.

The technique was devastating. He worked her with practiced precision, tongue thrusting as her body began to melt and then buck, her hips grinding shamelessly against his face.

“Yes—yes—Tim!” she cried, fingers digging into the arms of the chair. “Fuck me with that tongue… I’m—oh God, I’m coming!”

The orgasm tore through her, violent and overwhelming. Her body seized, muscles spasming as pleasure detonated again and again, her release pouring out while he never stopped, tongue driving into her until she was completely undone.

When he finally withdrew, slow and careful, her body still jerked uncontrollably, helpless tremors rippling through her as she tried to recover from what he’d just done to her.

Effortlessly, as if she weighed nothing, Tim lifted her from the chair and laid her back on the deck. He unbuttoned her dress with deliberate slowness, peeling it open to reveal her in lace and silk, flushed and wrecked. The sight nearly undid him—her body offered up, still shaking, made him ache to bury himself inside her immediately. But again, he held back.

Sally moaned softly, dazed and oversensitive, the aftershocks still rolling through her. Tim slid between her legs and hovered over her, his mouth finding hers. He kissed her deeply, his tongue plunging into her mouth as if claiming her from the inside out. One hand cupped her breast, thumb and fingers pinching her nipple through the bra until she arched. Below, he guided himself along her slick opening, the head of his cock gliding up and down, teasing, promising.

“Mmm,” she breathed—and then a louder, helpless sound escaped her as he finally pushed inside, stretching her slowly, inch by glorious inch, until every bit of his length filled her, all nine inches seated deep.

He began to move, withdrawing and sliding back in with aching control, stopping just short each time so only the thick head remained inside her. The sensation was maddening.

Sally’s mind fractured under the onslaught of touch and feeling. She writhed beneath him, hips thrusting up, chasing more, needing another release already. “Fuck me,” she begged, voice raw. “Fuck me harder.”

Tim answered her demand without hesitation, letting control slip just enough. His thrusts deepened, sharpened, the rhythm turning relentless as his body drove into hers with raw intent.

“Yes—harder,” Sally urged again, her voice breaking, command and plea tangled together. “Don’t stop. Fuck me harder.”

He did exactly that, hips snapping forward, every stroke landing hard and true. Her body clenched around him, greedy and pulsing, drawing him in as if she could milk every last drop straight from him. The sensation ripped through her, so intense it made her cry out.

Whatever she’d felt before shattered beneath this. It was too big, too consuming. “Oh God—yes—fuck—I’m coming,” she gasped, surrendering completely as her body seized around him. “I need it. Please… come inside me. Now.”

That was all it took.

Something primal tore loose in Tim. Heat surged up from deep in his core, his control disintegrating as he kept driving into her, riding the edge until it vanished beneath him. His release hit hard, wave after wave, spilling deep inside her as he groaned her name, breathless and undone. “I’m coming—fuck—you feel incredible.”

Sally screamed at the sensation, back arching, hands clawing at his shoulders. “My God— it’s like you’re flooding me,” she cried. “Don’t stop. Give it to me. All of it.”

He couldn’t have stopped if he tried. He lost track of time, of movement, of anything beyond the overwhelming pull of her body and the way she held him, hot and open, until his strength finally ebbed. When he slowly eased out, still trembling, her body protested, spilling warmth between her thighs as she collapsed boneless against the deck.

Tim gathered her close, pulling her into his arms, their skin slick and heated, breathing gradually syncing in the aftermath.

Sally laughed softly, lazy and satisfied, turning her head toward him. “Looks like I’ve got another little problem,” she murmured with a wicked smile. “Think you can help me with it?” She paused, eyes gleaming. “I’ll make you breakfast.”


The Last Call Chronicles


Chapter 1

A little tender and buzzing with need, I found myself drifting back to my favorite “spa”—my reliable refuge for loose muscles and tighter, dirtier relief. I wanted hands on my body, oil on my skin, and someone eager to take me hard. The familiar bell chimed as I stepped inside, and the plush receptionist looked up, recognition blooming across her face.

“Hey,” she said with a knowing smile. “Summer, right? I’m sorry—she called in sick today. The other girls are tied up for about forty-five minutes. I’ve only got Melissa free right now.”

I swallowed a curse. Summer. Just the thought of her made my cock throb—how easily she took me, how shamelessly we skipped the condoms. My mind slid straight into filthy territory, imagining what I’d do to her if she were here, the images winding me tighter by the second. I needed release—bareback or otherwise—soon.

Seeing the calculation on my face, the receptionist leaned in, lowering her voice like she was sharing a secret. “You’re a regular,” she coaxed. “I can give you a full hour for half the price. And trust me—Melissa is a smoking-hot MILF.”

I hesitated only a beat. “Fine.”

Money changed hands, and she guided me down the hallway to an empty room, the air already heavy with the promise of oil and sweat. “You know the routine,” she said briskly. “Hit the shower. I’ll send Melissa in five.” Her smile turned sly. “Don’t worry—you’re going to enjoy her.”

I peeled off my shirt, shoved my socks into my shoes, and unbuttoned my jeans. I always came commando—less fuss, less delay. The shower steamed up quickly as I made sure every inch of myself was clean, lingering where it mattered, already half-hard under the spray. When I finished, I dried off and settled onto the massage table, the paper crinkling beneath me as I waited.

A soft knock sounded. The door creaked open.

And my breath caught.

I knew her instantly—before she had a chance to place me. It was Melissa. The same Melissa who poured my drinks at my local bar, the woman whose hugs lingered a little too long, whose kisses always felt just a bit too wet to be innocent.

“Hi, I’m Mel—” She froze mid-introduction, her eyes widening as recognition hit. “Ger!?”

My full name is Gerome, but from her it was always Ger—sometimes Gee—spoken with that warm, teasing lilt. Seeing her here, dressed like this, scrambled my brain.

“Mel,” I managed, my voice rough.

She stood tall in four-inch heels, pushing her close to five-eight, pink-polished toes peeking from open-toed slippers. A sheer pink nightie clung to her lush curves, her generous breasts straining proudly beneath the fabric. Thick, dark hair spilled over her shoulders, barely concealing her cleavage. Her lips gleamed with fresh gloss, full and inviting, and her dramatic lashes framed eyes that always seemed to promise trouble.

“What are you doing here?” she asked, then laughed softly. “Wow. Stupid question.”

Melissa worked the bar at Ganges—my regular haunt. There had always been something electric between us. She greeted me with enveloping hugs, kisses that lingered just a second too long, and sent me off the same way at closing time. I’d noticed how she pulled back from other guys, offering them polite, minimal affection, but with me… it was different. Mutual. Charged. Unspoken.

I’d wanted her for a long time. Wanted to see what was behind those knowing eyes, what she’d be like when the doors were closed and the lights were low.

I just hadn’t expected this to be the moment it finally happened.

Melissa had a little girl—Emmie, preschool age—and some complicated situation with Doug. Whenever she spoke about him, she never quite called him her husband. It was always boyfriend, kind of husband, as if the word itself chafed. I’d met them both in passing. Emmie was bright and fearless, the kind of kid who looked you straight in the eye and asked uncomfortable questions. Doug, on the other hand, faded into the background the moment he opened his mouth. Beige. Forgettable. I’d always wondered what kept Melissa tethered to him, and I couldn’t help the uncharitable thought that whatever it was, it had better be impressive.

She set her kit down with a faint clatter, then turned toward me, suddenly shy in a way I’d never seen across the bar. “Please,” she said softly, “don’t say anything at Ganges. Or to Doug. No one knows I’m here.” Her eyes searched mine. “Things are tight. Sean barely gives me shifts, and Doug is… well. You know.”

I lifted myself onto an elbow, meeting her gaze. “Mel, I’m not telling a soul. Why would I want any of those idiots knowing where to find you?” I smiled, meant to reassure, meant to claim. “How long have you been doing this?”

“Just started last week.” She exhaled, some of the tension leaving her shoulders. “Do you come here a lot?”

“Yeah. Usually I book Summer, but she’s sick. They said you were free.”

A flicker crossed her face—surprise, then something warmer. “Oh. Okay.” She gestured to the table. “Should we get started? You want me to work your back first? With oil?”

“Just a little,” I said, already lowering myself face down. “I don’t want to leave a mess behind.”

The talking, the recognition, the intimacy of knowing each other outside these walls had cooled my arousal just enough that when I settled onto my stomach, my cock lay soft and obedient between my thighs. I turned my head to the left so I could watch her.

She poured a modest amount of oil into her palms, rubbing them together until they gleamed, then placed them high on my shoulders. Her hands were warm, generous, spreading heat as much as oil as she worked it into my skin.

“You want it hard?” she asked.

“I’m sure it’ll be hard by the time you’re done,” I shot back.

She laughed, a real laugh. “No, I mean the massage. Hard or soft?”

“Hard,” I said. “Everything hard.”

As her thumbs dug in, I let my arm fall off the side of the table, my fingers brushing her calf. Her skin was impossibly smooth. I traced upward along the curve of her thigh until my hand found the firm swell of her ass beneath thin fabric.

“Mmm,” she breathed. “Your hands feel good.” Then, a beat. “Let me get undressed for you.”

I watched, transfixed, as she slipped out of the pink nightie. She reached behind her back, unfastening her bra, and her breasts spilled free—full, heavy, begging for attention. Her nipples were already tight, dark and lush. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her red panties and eased them down her hips, stepping out of them slowly. She was neatly groomed, a small, deliberate patch of hair just above a glistening slit that caught the light.

When she came back to me, her hands resumed their work, but the air had shifted. I slid my hand back, threading it between her thighs. She parted them without a word, an invitation so natural it felt inevitable. My fingers found her warmth, slipping between slick folds.

“You’re already soaked,” I murmured.

Her voice dropped, intimate and honest. “I started getting wet the second I saw it was you.”

The last of my restraint snapped. Blood surged, heat pulsed, and my cock hardened instantly, pressing into the table as the room filled with the promise of everything we’d both been pretending not to want.

She shifted her hips, inviting my finger to sink deeper. Her breath hitched. “Oh fuck, Gee,” she gasped, her body jolting back an inch, not in refusal but in shock. “You’re going to make me come.”

I didn’t slow down. I crooked my finger, found that sensitive place inside her, and pressed with intention. Her reaction was immediate and unrestrained. “Oh—fuck!” she cried out, the sound sharp and helpless. She tore herself away, folding forward until her forehead rested between my shoulder blades. Her whole body shuddered. “Jesus. You made me come so fast.”

She stayed there a moment, catching her breath, her chest rising against my back. Then she laughed softly, a little embarrassed, a little wrecked. “It’s been so long since I’ve come like that. Doug’s been a complete ass. He hasn’t touched me in over a year. Honestly, if it weren’t for my vibrators and my big black dildo…” Her voice trailed off, half confession, half invitation.

Melissa climbed up onto the table behind me and went back to work, her hands slick as they slid over my lower back. I felt the heat of her, felt how wet she still was as she pressed herself against my thigh, rocking there unintentionally as she leaned into the massage. “Fuck, Gee,” she murmured. “That felt so good. You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to be naked with you.”

I swallowed, then said it anyway. “I’ve wanted you since the first time I saw you.” The truth felt heavy and electric between us. “I just didn’t know if you’d ever say yes.”

Her hands drifted lower, kneading my ass with slow confidence. Her thumbs traced up the line between my cheeks, then dipped down, brushing my balls before her fingers wrapped around my shaft. She hummed appreciatively. “Mmm. If I’d known you were carrying this around, I would’ve given myself to you a long time ago.”

I was leaking now, helplessly. She noticed, of course. With practiced fingers she coaxed the slickness from me, spreading it along my length, collecting it like it belonged to her. One finger slid higher, gliding over my skin until it pressed at the top of my crack, then traced downward. Her nail dragged lightly along the outside of me, teasing, asking. I pushed back without a word, offering myself.

“That’s it,” she murmured.

She circled the entrance with the pad of her finger, slow and deliberate, using every bit of moisture on her hand until I felt myself give way. Her finger slipped inside, and a rough groan tore out of me. She began to move, steady and sure, fucking me with her hand while I clenched helplessly around her.

“Oh fuck, yes,” I grunted, my hands gripping the table.

She laughed, low and wicked. “You’re such a filthy boy, aren’t you?” Then, sharper: “Lift your ass, bitch.”

I obeyed instantly. She withdrew her finger, spread my cheeks wide with both hands, and I felt her breath there—hot, intimate—followed by a tentative lick. Then another. And then she committed to it, her tongue flattening and sliding with purpose.

“Oh God,” I breathed, the words barely forming.

I hadn’t realized how skilled she was, how far she could reach. The pointed tip of her tongue teased, probed, then pressed in as she held my hips in place. She didn’t rush it. She worked me open, her tongue slick and strong, pushing deeper until sensation blurred into something overwhelming. I couldn’t have pulled away if I wanted to. I didn’t want to.

Her hand closed around my cock again, stroking in time with the slow, deliberate thrusts of her tongue. Her face pressed against me as she fucked me from behind with her mouth, and I was gone—completely undone.

“Oh God, Melissa,” I cried. “Yes. Fuck me with your tongue.”

Without warning, she slipped away from me, leaving my body aching in the empty space she’d occupied. She slid off the table and nudged me down with a firm, knowing hand before lowering herself onto her back. Her eyes never left mine as she guided me into position, folding us together until we were locked in a tight, decadent sixty‑nine—my thighs tucked beneath her shoulders, her leg hooking around my neck to pull me exactly where she wanted me.

My face was buried in her heat. I didn’t hesitate. I opened my mouth and went to work, licking her slow and deep, then harder, greedier, drinking in everything she gave me. She was drenched, slick and swollen, and the taste of her flooded my senses. Above me, she groaned and answered by returning her attention to my ass, her tongue relentless, knowing, pushing me right to the edge. The more she worked me, the more my body betrayed me—pre‑cum spilling free, streaking down to splash over the soft weight of her breasts.

She laughed low in her throat, sinful and pleased, and shifted just enough to trap my cock between her breasts. She squeezed them together, skin hot and slippery, and began to stroke me with slow, teasing movements that made my hips jerk.

“Fuck, Melissa,” I gasped, my voice shaking. “You’re going to make me cum.”

In response, she took both my balls into her mouth and bit down just hard enough to sting.

“OW—fuck!”

“Don’t you dare,” she warned, her tone sharp with promise.

Then she rolled onto her stomach, presenting herself to me, and I climbed over her, facing forward. My hands roamed her back, her waist, her hips, reverent and hungry. Her ass was perfect—round, full, impossible to ignore. I grabbed her, kneading the cheeks, spreading them slowly, again and again, until I slid forward and nestled my cock between them, letting her feel just how badly I wanted her.

“That’s nice, Gee,” she murmured, voice thick. “You’ve got a beautiful cock. Just right. I can’t wait to feel it inside me.”

That was all the permission I needed. I eased back, lined myself up, and guided my slick, leaking cock down between her thighs. Everything was wet—lube, her juices, my need—and when she lifted her ass slightly, I slid into her with shocking ease.

“Oh fuck, yes,” she breathed. “Push it in. Don’t you dare stop.”

I thrust into her slowly at first, deep and deliberate, savoring every inch, every sound she made. Her body took me greedily, clenching around me, urging me on.

But it was too good. Too fast. I pulled out, groaning.

“You bastard,” she complained, breathless and frustrated. “I was right there.”

“So was I,” I admitted, my hands trembling. “I don’t want it to end yet. This is… too fucking good.”

She rolled onto her back and spread herself wide, unashamed, demanding. “Then fuck me. Put your cock inside me. Now.”

I settled between her legs and drove into her in one smooth motion, burying myself deep. She locked her legs around my waist and immediately started moving, grinding up into me, chasing her release.

“Fuck me,” she begged. “I need to cum.”

I matched her rhythm, thrusting hard, meeting every roll of her hips. The room filled with our breaths, our sounds, the wet slap of skin on skin.

“Oh fuck, Mel,” I groaned. “I’m going to cum.”

“Yes,” she commanded, eyes wild. “Fuck me harder. Cum inside me. I’m—oh—fuck—I’m cumming!”

Her body clenched, pulsing around me, dragging me over the edge. I lost control, spilling into her with a broken cry, wave after wave, my body shuddering as I emptied myself completely.

“Oh fuck—oh fuck—oh fuck,” I gasped, feeling every pulse leave me.

“Oh, Gee,” she moaned, tightening around me. “I can feel every single one. Don’t stop. Give it all to me.”

I collapsed onto her, still buried deep, both of us panting. Even as I tried to catch my breath, my cock twitched and throbbed inside her, refusing to soften. Each involuntary spasm pulled a soft sound from her lips.

“Mmm…,” she sighed. “You feel so good inside me.”

“Fuck, Mel,” I managed, dazed and wrecked. “That was… incredible.”

She started to giggle, lazy and satisfied. “You know,” she said lightly, “you’re the first bareback cock I’ve had inside me since I had Emmie.”

I lifted my head, startled. “What about Doug?”

“I told him I couldn’t take the pill,” she said lazily, like she was confessing a harmless secret. “The few times we slept together, I made him wrap it up.” Her mouth curved with something between relief and defiance. “I adore Emmie, but I’m not interested in having another baby with Doug.”

I swallowed, words tangling on my tongue. “Uh… so… I mean—”

She cut me off with a soft laugh. “Relax. I am on the pill. I just don’t tell him that.” Melissa’s eyes held mine, calm and sure. “You’re safe.”

I let out a long breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. “Good. Not that I’d exactly hate the idea of knocking you up.”

“Mmm,” she murmured, smiling like the thought pleased her more than she was letting on. “I’d love to have your baby.” Then she tilted her head. “But don’t worry.”

By then my cock had gone pliant, easing free from her swollen heat as I shifted to kneel between her thighs. She stayed sprawled open, knees bent, completely unselfconscious. A slow trickle slid from her, and her breath hitched.

“Oh my god,” she whispered. “How much did you leave inside me? I can feel it spilling out.”

She tried to lift herself, but I pressed her gently back to the surface, holding her there. The sight of her—flushed, used, my release glistening between her legs—sent a familiar ache stirring again. Blood rushed south, thick and insistent.

“Eek,” she laughed softly, half a moan. “I can feel it leaking back into my ass.”

That was all it took.

I pushed her legs up toward her chest, folding her open, and guided myself back to full attention. I lined myself up behind her, meeting her eyes. She didn’t hesitate—just smiled and gave a small, unmistakable nod.

I pinned her wrists above her head and pressed forward, slow and deliberate. Her body opened around me, slick with what we’d already shared, my own spend making it obscenely easy. She clenched, tight and hungry, and I rolled my hips into her, again and again, until she was gasping.

Even emptied, her heat dragged another response from me. The way she held me, the way her body milked every thrust—it undid me.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “You’re pulling it out of me again.”

And she did. I spilled once more, helpless, deep inside her, my body shuddering as I filled her anew.

When I finally withdrew, I sank back onto the table, spent and trembling. Melissa stayed open, her legs draped over my thighs, white streaks marking both places we’d just claimed. She looked wrecked—and radiant.

After we’d caught our breath, we washed ourselves clean together. I pressed the money into her hand, adding more than usual. She noticed, of course.

“Thanks, Ger,” she said, smiling warmly. “Will I see you at Ganges on Friday?”

“Absolutely,” I said. “Same as always.”

She laughed, eyes sparkling with promise. “I don’t think anything’s going to be normal anymore.” She winked. “Sean’s out of town. We can use his office. On the house.”

I grinned. “I don’t think I can wait.”

~~~

I ducked into Ganges—my usual haunt—for a couple of early-evening beers, needing the familiar dim light and sticky wood to settle my head. It had only been a few days since I’d learned Melissa was supplementing her income as a “masseuse” at the same discreet little place I frequented. Though calling it a rub-and-tug was generous. It was more like a slow, oily seduction that inevitably ended with skin slapping skin and no apologies afterward.

As I’d mentioned before, I’d been a regular with Summer, a steady, delicious arrangement where she let me take her and finish deep inside her whenever I wanted. But on that particular afternoon, Summer had been away, and Melissa was the only option on the schedule. I’d been too wound tight, too needy, to pass it up. It wasn’t until she stepped into the room, naked confidence wrapped in familiar curves, that recognition hit me like a punch. The bartender from Ganges. Melissa.

Now here I was again, pushing open the door to the bar, and she already had my bottle waiting at the far end—my end. Ganges was long and narrow, the bar stretching like a runway from front to back, a few scarred tables and booths clustered near the windows. Brian was passed out in his usual booth, mouth open, snoring softly. Outside on the patio, a couple of patrons lingered over cigarettes, smoke curling lazily into the dusk. The bar itself ran the length of the room, open at both ends, curling around at the far side. That corner was mine—perfect for drinking and casually appreciating the all-female staff as they moved back and forth.

I slid onto my stool. Melissa was on me instantly, arms around my shoulders, her body pressing in warm and familiar. She kissed me fully on the lips, unapologetic.

“Thank you for keeping everything quiet, Gerome,” she murmured, smiling like she knew exactly what she was doing to me. “I really enjoyed it.”

“You’re welcome,” I said, taking a long, grateful pull from the beer. “So did I.” My hand settled naturally at the small of her back, thumb grazing bare skin where her shirt rode up.

She glanced around the room, then leaned closer, her voice dropping into something filthy and intimate. “I was so fucking horny. I still can’t believe how hard you made me come.” Her eyes glittered. “I was so worked up after you left, I went home and fucked Doug.” A wicked pause. “Made him wear a condom, of course.”

We laughed together, the shared secret buzzing between us.

A moment later, Mike and Terri—apparently the only other conscious souls inside—paid their tab and headed out. That left the two smokers on the patio, Brian snoring, and us. Sean, the owner, was gone for the next couple of hours, and the kitchen had been dark since the cook quit earlier in the week. The place felt suspended, like time had loosened its grip.

“Mel,” I said, lifting two fingers.

Her face lit up. “Perfect.” She grabbed a pair of shot glasses, poured Johnnie Black for me and vodka for herself, setting a lemon wedge neatly on the rim of hers. She lined them up in front of us like a promise.

“Cheers,” we said together, clinking glass. The liquor burned down my throat. She tipped hers back, then slowly sucked the lemon, lips glossy, eyes never leaving mine.

Before I could even breathe, she grabbed the back of my neck and dragged my mouth to hers. Her kiss was hungry, her tongue sliding in, slick with vodka and citrus, tangling with mine like she was reclaiming something. I tasted lemon and heat and the memory of her body opening under me.

She pulled back with a grin. “Thanks, babe.”

“Melissa!” a voice called sharply from the patio.

Melissa slipped the empty shot glasses into the dishwasher, the clink swallowed by the low hum of the bar, then hurried outside to deal with whatever was being called for on the patio. When she came back in, the place felt even quieter, heavier somehow. She cracked open a couple of tall boys, set them aside, and poured two more shots, sliding them toward me with a knowing look before carrying the beers back out. Bryan was still dead to the world, chin on his chest, oblivious.

She returned, leaning in close, her palm settling on my thigh like it belonged there. “Those guys have been nursing drinks for hours,” she murmured, breath warm against my ear. “Good thing. Otherwise I’d be bored out of my mind.” Her fingers pressed more deliberately. “And now that you’re here… I’m sure I can keep myself entertained.”

We downed the shots. The burn barely registered. Her hand came back immediately, this time higher, bolder, until there was no mistaking what she was doing. She squeezed me through my pants, slow and appreciative, and I felt myself harden fully under her touch.

“Mmm,” she purred. “That would be a terrible thing to waste.”

She glanced around the room, all lazy confidence, then popped open my button and eased my zipper down. Her eyes widened with a grin. “Ohhh. No underwear?” She slid her hand inside, wrapped her fingers around me, and drew me free, stroking with just enough pressure to make my breath hitch. Her tongue traced her lower lip as she checked the room again, already lowering herself—

“Oop.”

Richard walked in.

“Hey, Mel. Hey, Gerome,” he called. “I’ll be out front with Mike and Terri.”

“Okay,” she answered easily, straightening as if nothing at all was happening. Then she leaned in close to me, voice sharp and playful. “Do not move. And definitely don’t put that away under any cir-cum-stances.”

She delivered Richard’s drink, hips swaying deliberately, and came right back. Her hand closed around me again, firmer now. “Such a nice cock,” she said softly. “Very nice.”

Another quick scan of the bar. Satisfied, she dropped to her knees. Her mouth was hot and eager, lips sealing around me as she took me in deep. I felt the head of my cock brush the back of her throat, still inches left, and then her hands slid to my ass, gripping, urging. She swallowed me down fully, and the sensation ripped a groan from my chest.

“Oh fuck, Mel…”

She set a rhythm, head moving smoothly, taking me all the way each time, her throat relaxing impossibly. I reached down, pushed her shirt up, and unclipped her bra in one practiced motion. My hands filled with her breasts, warm and soft, nipples already hard and begging. I rolled them between my fingers while she worked me, and she moaned around me, the vibration nearly undoing me.

She suddenly pulled back, standing quickly, sucking in a desperate breath. “Fuck,” she gasped. “You’re so hard. I need you inside me. Now.”

I turned her toward the bar, using my foot to nudge her legs apart. My thumbs hooked into the waistband of her Lululemons, shoving them down just far enough. She planted her hands on the bar and arched back, offering herself. I guided my cock along her slick heat, the head gliding up and down her wet slit, teasing.

“Please,” she whispered, frantic. “Just put it in. Fuck me. Hard. Quick.”

That was all it took. I lined myself up and pushed into her, sliding into her hot, tight wetness in one slow thrust before setting a brutal pace. The bar creaked softly as I drove into her, hips snapping forward again and again.

“Oh fuck, Mel, you feel incredible,” I growled, grabbing her breasts, pinching and twisting her nipples between my fingers.

“Yes,” she moaned, pushing back to meet me. “Don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop. I’m so fucking close—”

Her words broke apart as her body seized, a sharp cry tearing from her throat. “Oh—fuck—oh fuck—ohhh…”

Her body clenched around me, tight and insistent, the slick heat of her cunt fluttering and milking me from the inside. Each pulse dragged the pleasure higher, tugging it straight from my balls until my control splintered. 

“Melissa—” I hissed, breath breaking. “I’m going to come inside you. I’m not stopping.”

“Yes,” she gasped, voice rough and desperate. “Do it, Ger. Fill me. I want all of it—now. Fuck, give it to me.” The words tumbled out of her, needy and unfiltered, her hips pushing back to take me even deeper.

That was it. My body took over. I buried myself to the hilt and came hard, spilling inside her in thick, unstoppable surges. “Uhh—fuck—” was all I could manage as I emptied myself into her warmth, my hands gripping her like I needed her to stay upright while the waves tore through me.

When it finally eased, we stayed like that, pressed together, both of us breathing hard, the bar quiet around us except for our panting. I slid my arms around her from behind and held her, my cheek near her shoulder, the intimacy of it almost louder than the sex itself.

“Oh my god,” she laughed softly, a giddy little sound. “I’ve never done it here before.” She shook her head, still catching her breath. “That was so fucking hot, Gee.”

I eased out of her slowly and fixed my clothes, the aftermath obvious as I leaned down and kissed the curve of her ass. A trace of white slipped from her, undeniable. She didn’t even try to hide it—just tugged her pants back into place with a wicked smile. 

“I want to feel it with me for the rest of my shift,” she murmured.

A voice cut through the moment. “Yeah, yeah! Argo’s gonna be just like the Leafs—useless bums!”

Sean was back.

I returned to my stool, the adrenaline still humming under my skin, and signaled for more. “Two more shots,” I said. “One for my baby, one for the road.”

“K, Meliss,” I added as I set the empty glass down. “I’ve gotta head out.”

She leaned in, eyes bright. “Doug’s away tomorrow night. Come over for dinner.”

I hesitated. “You sure? What if—Doug… and your daughter?”

She waved it off, fingers brushing my wrist. “Doug’s gone, and Emmie’s staying at her Grams. You don’t have to worry.” Her smile turned pleading, almost sweet. “Pleeease?”

I smiled back. “Okay. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

~~~

It was still echoing in my body how obscenely good it had felt.

To rewind a little—what was supposed to be a routine visit to my usual rub‑and‑tug had turned into something far more dangerous and intoxicating. Melissa. Mel. She poured drinks at Ganges, the neighborhood bar where I spent too much time. Married to a well‑meaning but dim husband named Doug, mother to a sweet little girl I’d seen coloring at the end of the bar more than once. Familiar. Domestic. Completely off‑limits—and yet.

The place had been dead quiet that afternoon. No regulars, no music loud enough to drown out bad decisions. One lingering look became a touch, a touch turned into us pressed together behind the bar, heat and urgency swallowing common sense whole. I barely had time to register the risk before I was buried inside her, finishing just seconds before Sean, the owner, returned from his break. My pulse had thundered in my ears as I zipped up, Melissa still flushed, lips swollen, eyes dark with shared secrecy.

As I was leaving, she’d caught my hand and leaned in, voice low and steady despite the adrenaline. Doug was out of town. Emmie was staying at her mother’s. Then she smiled—slow, deliberate—and invited me over for dinner the next night.

I arrived at six on the dot, doorbell ringing beneath my knuckles, a bottle of Sonoma Chardonnay dangling from one hand. I’d also brought Belvedere for her and a bottle of Johnnie Black for myself—hedging my bets, or maybe just planning ahead.

“Hey, Ger!” Melissa’s face lit up when she opened the door, that familiar bar‑room smile softened into something more personal.

“Hey, Meliss.” I hugged her, breathing her in, and brushed a quick kiss to her cheek. “Didn’t know what you’d feel like drinking, so I brought options.”

She stood back to let me in, and for a second I just stared. She was in a pale, knee‑length summer dress, buttons trailing down the front like a challenge, white strappy heels lifting her calves just enough to make my mouth go dry.

“Jesus. You look incredible,” I said honestly. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you in anything but jeans—or nothing at all.”

She laughed, a low, pleased sound. “Right? Behind the bar it’s pants. At the spa, naked. I figured tonight deserved something different. For you.”

The evening was warm for late October, the kind of lingering heat that makes you believe summer might never quite let go. Melissa suggested the back deck, promising privacy, and she wasn’t exaggerating. I poured the wine and followed her outside, immediately struck by how cut off the space felt—dense greenery to one side, trees and protected land stretching out behind and to the right.

“They can’t build back there,” she said, sipping her wine. “It feels like a cottage, doesn’t it?” She gestured toward the neighboring house. “They’re gone for weeks. Asia, I think. I’m collecting their mail.”

We ate at the picnic table—bread torn by hand, cheese and cured meats shared between us, fingers brushing more often than necessary. Easy food, intimate pacing. The kind of meal that invited lingering. Later, we sank into the double lounge chair with fresh drinks, bodies naturally angling toward each other as the sun slipped behind the trees and the sky darkened into velvet. Stars blinked awake overhead.

“This is nice,” Melissa murmured, her head resting against my shoulder. “Doug and I never do this. He’s not really… romantic.”

“Mmm,” I replied, turning toward her, my mouth finding hers. “Yeah. This is very nice.”

Her lips parted under mine, soft and unhurried, and the promise in that kiss felt heavier than anything we’d already done.

Melissa shifted closer, angling her body toward mine with a slow, deliberate intention that made my pulse kick. I slid my hand beneath the hem of her dress, following the smooth line of her calf, then higher along the outside of her thigh. I’d been so caught up in her mouth, her warmth, that I hadn’t noticed until my fingers brushed elastic and silk.

“Oh—wow,” I murmured, my thumb tracing the delicate straps of her stockings, lingering where bare skin met fabric. The contrast drove me crazy.

She smiled, all knowing and wicked. “I know exactly what those do to you. I put them on for you.” Her hand closed around my crotch, confident, possessive. “And judging by this… you approve.”

I groaned softly as my hand continued upward, cupping her ass, firm and perfect in my palm. She shifted, then climbed onto me, straddling my thighs until her weight settled there, intimate and hot. I reached for the buttons of her dress, undoing them one by one, parting the fabric to reveal black lace underneath—a demi-cup bra that framed her breasts like a promise. I tugged the lace down just enough to free her nipples, already tight and flushed, and took one into my mouth.

She gasped, her hips starting to move, grinding against me in slow, needy circles. I could feel how wet she was even through the layers between us.

My hand slid down her stomach, over soft skin, until my fingers found her between the legs. The panties were open, deliberately so. Her slick heat greeted me instantly, and my fingers slipped inside her with barely any resistance.

“Oh—yes,” she breathed, her voice breaking. “Right there. Don’t stop.” I curled my fingers, stroking deep, and she rocked harder against my hand. “I need you. Now.”

She didn’t wait for me to answer. Her hands were suddenly at my waist, yanking my pants open. I wasn’t wearing anything underneath; my erection sprang free, aching and ready. Melissa lifted herself just enough to guide me to her entrance, then dropped down onto me in one decisive, hungry motion.

“Fuck—yes,” she cried, her head falling back.

She began to move, slow at first, rolling her hips, savoring every inch. Her eyes were closed, lips parted, completely lost in the sensation. “You feel so good inside me,” she moaned. “So much better… deeper.” She laughed breathlessly. “I swear you’re thicker. You hit me exactly where I need it.”

I was buried in her, so deep I could feel myself brushing the farthest reaches of her, each subtle movement sending sparks through my spine. We stayed like that for a while, suspended in the heat of it, bodies pressed together, stealing sips from our drinks between kisses and groans until I lost track of how many we’d had.

By the time the sun had fully disappeared and darkness wrapped around the deck, a cool breeze crept in, raising goosebumps on her skin. She shivered.

“Okay,” she said softly, easing off me. “I’m getting cold. And the bed sounds a lot more comfortable.” She smiled over her shoulder. “Inside.”

She walked toward the door, letting her dress slip from her shoulders and fall to the deck like it was nothing. “Don’t forget the bottles.”

I gathered them up and followed her in. “Bedroom,” she said with a playful giggle, already halfway up the stairs.

I trailed behind her, unable to take my eyes off the view—black lace, garters, stockings, that incredible ass moving ahead of me. She looked unreal.

The bedroom glowed with soft, warm light. She stopped suddenly and turned, and we were face to face. Her hands slid into my hair, gripping, pulling me down until our mouths collided. Her tongue pushed past my lips, slow and insistent, claiming me as she kissed me deep, like she had all night to take exactly what she wanted.

Our mouths fused, lips locked and hungry, and Melissa drank me in like she meant to steal the breath straight from my chest. Her kiss was relentless, suctioning, demanding, until stars sparked behind my eyes. I had to break away, swaying as I sucked in air, my head light and buzzing, my balance shot.

She laughed softly, victorious, and plucked the vodka bottle from my slack fingers. Tilting it back, she took a long, unapologetic pull, the clear liquor sliding down her throat before she sank gracefully to her knees on the thick carpet. Her hands went to me immediately, shoving my pants down to my ankles, trapping my feet. The brief lack of oxygen had softened me a touch, my body still catching up.

Melissa wrapped her hand around the base of my cock, steady and confident, angling the head toward her lips. Her tongue—bold, deliberate—circled the tip, teasing before she opened wide and took me in, heat and wetness swallowing me whole.

“Fuck—” The sound tore out of me, raw and uncontrolled. The sharp burn of vodka on her tongue lingered, a delicious sting that shot straight through me.

She didn’t let me slip free as she spoke around me, her voice low and mocking. “Don’t go soft on me now.” Her hands clamped onto my ass, pulling me deeper as she sucked hard, determined. Blood surged back where she wanted it, my cock thickening, hardening fully again under her mouth.

Then, without warning, she shoved me back onto the bed. I landed flat on my back, breath knocked loose, as she stood between my legs, eyes bright, predatory. My pants still bound my ankles as she lifted my legs, folding me almost in half, knees pressed tight to my chest. She leaned down and took my balls into her mouth, one and then both, her tongue lavishing them before she let them slip free again. She pushed harder against my legs, lifting my hips from the mattress as she bent lower.

Her tongue traced a slow, obscene path from the base of my spine, dragging through my crack. I groaned when she passed over my hole, the sound torn from deep in my chest, then she continued on—over sensitive skin, over my balls, up the length of my shaft—before sealing her lips around the head and swallowing me down, deep and unhesitating. I could still feel her saliva cooling against my ass, the sensation driving me mad.

She pulled back just long enough to grin up at me. “God, you taste incredible,” she said, flashing that long, wicked tongue.

Still holding me open, still keeping me helpless, she lowered her face again and pressed her mouth directly to me. At first her tongue flattened there, teasing, testing. Then she paused—and pushed. The pointed tip slipped inside, slow and intentional.

“Oh fuck, Melissa—” I cried out, my voice breaking. “Fuck—oh fuck—that feels—”

She didn’t stop. She worked me with her tongue, pushing deeper, wriggling with obscene precision until my whole body jolted. I could swear she found exactly what she was looking for, rubbing me from the inside out.

“I’m gonna—Jesus—” I shouted, the words tumbling over each other. “You’re going to make me cum!”

She answered by driving her tongue in hard, relentless. My body seized, pleasure spiking too fast to fight. I realized dimly that my cock was angled back toward my face, but it was far too late to care, far too good to stop.

I groaned as release tore through me, thick spurts splashing hot across my skin, wave after wave emptying me completely.

Only then did she pull away, easing my legs back down, letting me collapse boneless against the bed. She looked at me, then at the evidence of what she’d done, her smile slow and satisfied.

“Just remember,” she said softly, triumph glowing in her eyes, “you’re mine now.”

Melissa climbed back onto the mattress with a slow, deliberate confidence. She turned until she was facing my legs, then lowered herself over my face, her thighs bracketing my head as she settled her weight there. Her ass pressed down, warm and demanding, smearing my own release across my cheeks and mouth as if she wanted to mark me with it.

“Make me come,” she said, not loud, not frantic—just certain.

I answered the only way I could. My mouth opened, my tongue went to work, moving between slick heat and sensitive skin, tracing her, tasting her, learning her rhythm as best I could. I alternated between her wetness and the tightness just behind it, driven by the way her hips shifted impatiently against my face.

“Oh yeah,” she growled. “That’s it. Don’t stop. Harder.”

I knew I couldn’t match what she’d done to me—my tongue wasn’t as skilled, not as bold—but I gave her everything I had, refusing to pull back, refusing to let up.

She leaned forward then, reaching for me, wrapping her mouth around my cock as it thickened again. The sensation was dizzying—her heat above me, her lips around me, her body claiming me from both ends. I buried my face deeper into her, devouring her like I needed her to breathe.

“Yes—fuck—I’m going to—” Her voice broke apart as her body took over.

She came hard, grinding down against my mouth, her hips rocking back and forth as she spilled over my face, her release hot and unrestrained. I held her through it with my mouth, refusing to let go until she’d wrung every last shudder from herself.

She collapsed onto me afterward, her body heavy and trembling, both of us breathing like we’d run a race.

“That was… so good,” she murmured against my chest. “I haven’t come like that in a long time, Gee.”

I let out a breathless laugh. “You get pretty bossy when you’re turned on.”

She lifted her head and smirked. “Don’t I?” A soft chuckle followed. “It’s about me. Always remember that.” Her eyes sparkled. “Bitch.”

She rolled onto her side and looked me over, then burst out laughing. “Jesus, Gee. Your face is completely wrecked.”

I glanced down at her—what little she still wore was soaked through. Without hesitation, she tore the ruined fabric away and tossed it aside. Then she shifted back over me, this time face to face, and guided me inside her with a slow, hungry motion.

“Now,” she said, low and urgent, “fuck me.”

She planted her hands on my chest and began to move, rolling her hips in a way that made me gasp. Her eyes fluttered shut, her head falling back as she took me deeper.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “You feel so good inside me.”

Her movements grew wilder, less controlled. She lifted herself and slammed down onto me again and again, chasing something she needed, while I met every thrust, pushing up as hard as I could. Her head tossed from side to side, hair flying, her mouth open in raw sound.

“Yes—fuck—don’t stop!” she commanded. “Come inside me. Do it. Now.”

My body obeyed before my mind could catch up. I came hard, violently, like everything I had was being pulled out of me and buried deep inside her. It felt inevitable, necessary—like there was nowhere else it could possibly go.

When it was over, we lay there, spent and silent, nothing moving but our shared breathing.

—

I woke later without opening my eyes, floating in that hazy space between sleep and memory. The sheets were pulled over my naked body. I was on my side, spooned close to warmth. Melissa’s ass was pressed into my groin, shifting slightly.

Blood rushed back into me instantly. Half-asleep, I nudged forward, found slick heat, and slid in easily.

“Oh… that feels nice,” someone murmured.

The voice stopped me cold.

It wasn’t Melissa’s.

My hips froze. My eyes flew open.

Melissa was beside me—but she was turned away, bent just enough to take a cock into her mouth. I followed the line of her body, then the man attached to it.

Doug.

Her husband.

Sometime after we’d drifted off, he’d joined us in the bed.

Without lifting her lips from him, she spoke to me around Doug’s cock, the words muffled but commanding. “Don’t you dare stop. Keep fucking me.”

It took a heartbeat for my brain to catch up to what my eyes were seeing, but my body never hesitated. If anything, the shock sent a dark rush straight to my groin, my cock swelling harder, heavier inside her. I watched Melissa’s mouth work on her husband—slow, deliberate, almost cruel—while I slid into her with long, unhurried strokes, savoring the way her slick heat clenched around me.

“Oh, Gee,” she breathed, voice breaking as she rocked back against me. “You feel even bigger inside me now than you did last night.”

Her response was to take Doug deeper, hollowing her cheeks, her hand tightening at the base as she sucked him with renewed intensity. Doug’s entire body locked up, his spine bowing, eyes squeezed shut as if he were bracing for impact. Melissa pulled her mouth free at the last second and finished him with her fist, slow and relentless until his cock jumped in her grip.

“Oh God—Mistress—I’m cumming,” Doug gasped, his legs going rigid as thin spurts leaked from him, pathetic and desperate.

Melissa didn’t stop stroking until every twitch faded, until his breathing finally evened out into deep, obedient pants. “Thank you, Mistress,” he murmured reverently. “Thank you for letting me come.”

I had frozen, stunned by the scene unfolding inches from me.

“Good,” Melissa said coolly. “Now go make us some coffee so Gee can finish fucking me.” Then she snapped her attention back to me. “Gee—why did you stop? Keep fucking me.”

Doug slipped from the room without another word. As the door closed, the reality of what I’d just witnessed settled in—and instead of cooling me down, it poured gasoline on the fire. I grabbed Melissa’s hip and drove into her, hard… then harder… until the bed creaked beneath us.

“Yes,” she moaned, loud and unrestrained. “Oh God—yes. I’m going to come. Don’t you stop—don’t you dare—oh… oh… ohhh.”

Her body came apart beneath me. Her ass bucked violently, her legs flailing as she screamed the word, stretching it out until it shattered. “I’m c-c-cumming!”

The way her cunt pulsed around me dragged my release out of me, and I emptied myself inside her in hot, relentless waves. “Yes,” she cried. “Come in me. Fill me up. God—yes.” I kept coming until there was nothing left, every last drop spent inside her.

We collapsed together, spooned tight, both of us gasping for air. My cock stayed buried deep inside her, surrounded by heat and slick fullness.

A soft noise came from the foot of the bed. I turned my head and saw Doug standing there again, naked, holding a small tray with two cups of coffee.

Melissa stirred first, pushing herself up just enough to accept one. Doug turned to me politely. “Mr. Gee, how do you take your coffee?”

“Uh—black,” I said, still dazed. “Just black.”

He handed it to me carefully.

“You did very well, Doug,” Melissa said. She kicked the sheets aside and spread her knees, exposing herself without a shred of modesty. “You may have your reward.”

Doug didn’t hesitate. He set the tray down and dropped between her thighs, his mouth immediately busy, lapping and slurping with eager devotion.

“Do a good job,” she told him calmly, “and maybe I’ll let you do it again sometime.”

I could only watch, my mind spinning, my body still humming.

“Doug understands,” Melissa said, glancing at me, “that since his penis—if it even deserves the name—doesn’t satisfy me anymore, I’m free to find pleasure elsewhere. That’s why I worked at the spa. Finding a decent-sized cock is harder than you’d think. No pun intended.” She smiled slowly. “But now that I have you, my fuck bitch, I won’t need that job anymore.”

She lifted the cup and let the steam brush her lips before taking a slow, deliberate sip, eyes never leaving mine. The corner of her mouth curved with quiet satisfaction.

“And honestly,” she continued lazily, swallowing, “most of the men at the spa weren’t any better endowed than Doug.” Her gaze flicked down toward where his mouth was still busy between her thighs, then back to me, amused. “All that ego, all that attitude, and nothing to back it up. And on top of that—hideous. Just painful to look at.”

She took another sip, savoring it, then leaned back slightly, her body opening more as Doug worked her with obedient focus. “You, though?” Her voice softened into something almost indulgent. “You’re easy on the eyes. And you actually have a cock that does something for me.”

Her lashes fluttered as a tremor rippled through her hips. The cup trembled faintly in her hand as Doug’s tongue found something sensitive. She hissed through her teeth, a sharp inhale betraying the way pleasure sparked and bloomed low in her belly.

“And unlike the spa,” she went on, voice tightening just a bit, “there’s trust here.” Another shudder rolled through her as a small, involuntary orgasm pulsed through her body. “I know you. Which means you get to fuck me raw. You get to finish inside me.”

Her fingers tightened briefly in the sheets. Doug didn’t stop. He only doubled his efforts, lapping and sucking until her thighs quivered again.

When she finally looked back at me, her expression had hardened into expectation. “I want you back here tonight,” she said calmly, as if it were already decided. Not a request. A command.

My throat felt dry. My body answered before my mind ever could.

“Yes, Mistress.”


Chapter 2

“Oh—hello,” I said as I stepped into Ganges, the familiar hush of a lazy Sunday afternoon wrapping around me.

The woman behind the bar was new. And she stopped me cold.

I say woman deliberately, because calling her a girl would have been a lie. There was nothing unfinished about her. Nothing tentative. She stood there with a natural ease that made my chest tighten before I even understood why. Something warm and electric slid through me, quick and undeniable.

“Hi,” she said, smiling like she already knew me. “I’m Robbie.”

The way she said her name—soft, confident, just a touch playful—did things to me.

“Gerome,” I replied. “But everyone calls me Ger.” I took my usual seat at the far end of the bar and nodded toward the cooler as she reached for the wrong door. “Next one over.”

She laughed, a little breathy. “Thanks. Still figuring things out. First solo shift.” Her lashes dipped and lifted again, deliberate or not, I couldn’t tell. “I was training with Melissa all week.”

“You’ll settle in,” I said, though my attention was less on reassurance and more on the way she held herself—open, relaxed, entirely unaware of the effect she was having on me. Or maybe she was aware. That thought lingered. “You’re doing fine.”

She tilted her head, eyes bright. “What?”

“Nothing,” I said quickly, but it was a lie. I was staring, and we both knew it.

She wasn’t a glossy, over-polished beauty. She didn’t need to be. Robbie was the kind of woman who crept up on you—soft curves, natural confidence, an easy sensuality that felt unstudied and therefore dangerous. She stood maybe five-five, her thick brown hair falling in loose waves, clipped back just enough to expose her face. Barely any makeup—just a whisper of mascara, a faint trace of liner. Her lips were full and naturally flushed, like they’d been kissed recently.

Her T-shirt clung in a way that made guessing impossible but imagining irresistible. Full breasts, generous and unapologetic, resting against a body that curved just right—hips, waist, thighs all in quiet harmony. The shorts she wore were practical for the heat, but they showed off long, smooth legs that made it hard to remember why I’d come in for a beer in the first place.

“So,” I said, forcing myself to speak, to sound casual, “do you know what your schedule’s going to look like?”

“Sean hasn’t really nailed it down yet,” she said, sliding my beer toward me. Our fingers almost touched. Almost. “Sundays seem good, though. Especially when the regulars are friendly.”

The bar was nearly empty—even for a Sunday. Doug and John were posted at the opposite end, deep into some heated political argument, blissfully unaware that something far more interesting was unfolding down here. It gave Robbie and me space. Time.

She looked young—mid-twenties, maybe—but when she mentioned she had two kids, the oldest already eight, I couldn’t hide my surprise.

“What?” I said, half-smiling, half-wincing at myself. “Did you start at sixteen or something?”

The moment the words left my mouth, I regretted them. Sarcasm doesn’t always land the way you intend.

But she only laughed, shaking her head. “Twenty with my first.” Her eyes lingered on mine. “Thanks, though. I’ll take that as a compliment.”

Relief washed through me, followed by something warmer when she fluttered those lashes again and gave me a crooked, knowing smile. “You’re a bit of a flirt, aren’t you?”

I dropped my gaze, playing it up. “Guilty.”

We kept talking, easy and unguarded. She told me about Eric—her husband, though the word came with a shrug. They lived together, shared responsibilities, but the way she spoke about him felt… flat. Like a habit rather than a passion.

And as she talked, leaning in just slightly, voice low and intimate over the quiet hum of the bar, I couldn’t help thinking how long it had been since I’d felt this kind of pull. This simple, dangerous awareness crackling between two people who had only just met—and already wanted more.

“In fact, just the other day,” Robbie said, lowering her voice as she leaned closer across the bar, “this guy walked right up behind me while we were playing pool and grabbed my ass. Just—” she made a quick, dismissive gesture with her hand, “—like he had the right.” She rolled her eyes, lips twisting with a mix of annoyance and disbelief. “Eric just shrugged. Didn’t even blink. Like… shouldn’t you care? At least a little?”

Something in her tone—hurt edged with defiance—tightened in my chest. I drained the last swallow of my beer and felt the buzz settle warmly through me. On impulse, I rapped my knuckles lightly on the bar. “Another beer,” I said, then tilted my head, studying her. “And how about a shot? On me. To celebrate you surviving your first solo shifts.”

She arched a brow, mischief instantly sparking in her eyes. “Celebrate my new position?” she murmured. “What kind of position were you thinking… on my back, or bent over?” She dipped her chin, lashes lowering, all faux innocence and promise.

I laughed, heat curling low in my belly. “That kind of enthusiasm deserves a toast.”

“Then I’m in,” she said brightly. “Sambuca.”

She poured them carefully, the liquid gleaming dark and sweet, then set both glasses on my side of the bar—Sean’s rule, unspoken but absolute. Slipping out from behind the counter, she came to stand close enough that I could smell her perfume, warm and faintly spicy. She lifted her glass. “Cheers.”

“Cheers, Robbie. Welcome to Ganges,” I replied.

We tipped the shots back together. The Sambuca burned, then bloomed, and she made a soft sound in her throat that went straight through me. She gathered the empty glasses, rinsed them, and when she returned, her hand didn’t go back to the bar. It landed on my thigh instead. Firm. Deliberate. Her fingers squeezed, slow and confident, sending a sharp pulse of awareness through me.

“Thanks for the welcome drink,” she said, holding my gaze. Before I could answer, she leaned in and brushed a kiss against my cheek—quick, teasing. Her hand slid higher, just enough. Just far enough. Her fingertips grazed the hard swell pressing against my jeans, acknowledging it with a subtle, wicked touch.

“You’re very welcome,” I managed.

The afternoon blurred into shared laughter and clinking glasses. Between pours and customers, I filled her in on the rhythms of the place—Sean’s moods, the regulars, what nights to brace for and which ones would crawl. She listened closely, nodding, touching my arm now and then as if we were already comfortable with each other, already something more than bartender and customer.

Eventually, the hour crept up on me. I was buzzed, relaxed, and—thankfully—calm enough to stand without advertising exactly how much she affected me. I paid my tab, left a tip that made her eyes widen, and pulled her into a hug.

“Thanks, Ger,” she said warmly. “Best first customer I could’ve asked for.” Her arms tightened around me, then her hands slid lower, bold as anything, cupping my ass through my jeans. She gave it a possessive squeeze. “And this?” she murmured. “This will be mine soon.”

I turned my head. She met me halfway, kissing me hard on the lips, no hesitation, no apology.

That was day one.

I stopped in again Tuesday night. Robbie was back behind the bar, moving like she already owned the place. “Looks like you’re settling in,” I said.

“Hi, Gerry—sorry, Ger,” she corrected with a grin. “Gerry sounds too… short for you.” She poured me a knowing look. “Yeah, Sean’s got me on Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Sunday days now. Beer?”

“Yes, please,” I said. “Nice to know I’ll be seeing you around.”

The bar was lively—music thumping, voices layered, the familiar chaos of a weeknight crowd. I didn’t stay long, just a couple of beers and a few shared shots with Robbie whenever she could sneak the time. When I finally stood to leave, she leaned over the bar and kissed me, deep and unashamed.

She pressed a slip of paper into my hand. “My cell. Text me when you’re coming in.” Her smile turned wicked as her hands slid beneath my belt, slipping into my pants without hesitation. She grabbed full handfuls of bare ass, squeezing appreciatively. “Very nice.”

I wrapped my arms around her, holding on a second longer than necessary, already counting the hours until I’d see her again.

Thursday disappeared into skin and sweat and the kind of indulgence that leaves you pleasantly wrecked. I spent the day tangled up with Melissa while her husband was out of town and her kid safely deposited at her grandmother’s. She knew exactly how to use me—confident, hungry, unapologetic—and by the time I finally peeled myself away, the day was gone. I never made it by the bar. Robbie didn’t get a call, didn’t get a warning. 

Sunday took its time arriving, but when it did, I went straight to Ganges. Phil was outside on the patio, deep in conversation with some woman, his back turned. Inside, the place was quiet, almost reverent—just Sean moving slowly behind the bar and Robbie, already watching the door like she’d been expecting me. My beer waited for me before I even sat down, condensation sliding down the glass like it knew what kind of night this was shaping up to be.

Robbie looked sinful. Cut-off shorts hugged her ass, frayed edges brushing long legs, and a fitted ball shirt clung to her torso, stretched tight across her chest. The deep V neckline plunged low, daring anyone not to stare.

“Hi, handsome,” she said, voice warm and bright. She stepped into me, arms wrapping around my shoulders, her body fitting too perfectly. A quick kiss brushed my cheek. “You didn’t call. No text. Nothing.”

“Oh—sorry.” I felt suddenly young, caught. “I, uh… I thought I’d surprise you.”

Her smile shifted—slow, knowing. “Yeah,” she said softly. “Me too.”

I frowned, trying to catch up, but she was already moving. “Hang on,” she tossed over her shoulder as she slipped toward the bathroom.

Sean was distracted, muttering to himself as he dug through coolers and checked bottles. When Robbie came back, she slid a shot glass onto the bar. “Shot?”

“Definitely.”

She came around to my side again—breaking Sean’s rule without a second thought—and lifted her glass. “Cheers.” The liquor burned sweetly down my throat.

She didn’t give me time to breathe after. Her fingers curled into the back of my neck, firm and insistent, and she pulled me into her. Her mouth crashed onto mine, tongue sweeping in, tasting of sambuca and promise. My pulse kicked hard. She grabbed my hand and pushed it under her shirt.

The bra she wore was barely there—just enough fabric to claim modesty while giving me full access. Half-cups strained around her breasts, nipples already tight and eager beneath my fingers. I groaned into her mouth as I cupped her, thumb brushing over sensitive peaks.

When we finally broke apart, I was painfully hard, trapped in my jeans. Robbie knew it—her hand slid down and closed around me through the fabric, stroking just enough to make me suck in a breath. She smiled, slow and satisfied.

Sean disappeared into the kitchen, and Robbie stayed pressed to my side.

“Here’s the other half of the surprise,” she said, eyes sparkling.

She took my hand again and guided it into her shorts. No underwear. Nothing between her and my fingers. Her skin was smooth, freshly shaven, and she was already wet—slick heat coating my fingers as I traced her folds and slipped inside her. She bit her lip, breath hitching.

Sean reappeared suddenly, and I pulled back like nothing had happened. Calm. Casual. I lifted my fingers to my mouth and sucked them clean, tasting her—salty, sweet, unmistakable.

Sean grumbled something in his thick accent, waving a hand. “Okay. I go liquor store, then cash and carry. Back fast.”

And then he was gone.

The door hadn’t even finished closing before Robbie was on me. Her hands attacked my jeans, fingers flying. She popped the button, dragged down the zipper, and freed my cock, already throbbing. She tugged her shirt up and pressed her breasts together around me, soft and firm all at once, sliding up and down. The friction was exquisite. When the head of my cock slipped free above her neckline, she bent and took me into her mouth, hot and wet, lips sealing around me like she’d been thinking about this all week.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned, hips jerking despite myself. “That feels incredible. Your mouth—Jesus—it’s perfect.”

Robbie let her breasts fall away from me and slid her hands down to my ass, fingers digging in as she took me deeper. She swallowed until there was nowhere else to go, her mouth stretching, her lips sealed tight around me. Her nose brushed into the soft rasp of my trimmed hair, and the sensation sent a fierce rush through my body. I could feel myself thicken, pulse, grow even harder as she worked me, every suck dragging more blood into my cock.

The only sounds she made were wet, hungry noises—low, rhythmic, obscene little pulls from the back of her throat—until she finally had to break away. She lifted her head with a sharp breath, lips shining, eyes dark.

“Fuck,” she panted, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “You’re so hard it’s making me ache. I need you inside me. Right now.”

She shoved her shorts down her hips and turned, bracing herself against the bar, bending forward in an open, unapologetic invitation. Her voice was rough with need. “Don’t tease me. Put it in.”

I stepped in close behind her, stunned for a second by the sight—by how full I looked between us, by how ready she was. One hand gripped her hip, the other steadied me as I lined myself up. When the head of my cock brushed her slick entrance, the contact sparked like live wire. She was hot, soaked, welcoming, and the next second I slid into her with humiliating ease.

“Oh—god,” I groaned as she took me.

I started slow, almost reverent, rocking into her before my body took over and my thrusts deepened, sharpened. She was tight—shockingly so—and every movement made her clamp down harder, drawing me in as if she couldn’t get enough. Her body answered me with greedy pulls, wet sounds filling the space between us.

I fisted her hair and tugged her head back, watching her mouth fall open on a broken moan. She reached between her legs and found my balls, squeezing them firmly, deliberately, and the pressure sent a lightning bolt straight up my spine. My control shattered.

“Robbie—fuck—I’m going to come,” I gasped, voice breaking.

“Yes,” she said without hesitation, breathless and commanding. “Do it. Come inside me. I want all of it.”

That was it. I drove into her one last time and came hard, spilling myself deep inside her with a raw, involuntary cry. My whole body locked up as wave after wave tore through me, stronger and longer than I could remember. Her ass quivered beneath my hands, her body still milking me even as I emptied myself completely.

We stayed tangled together until the last tremors faded. My legs finally gave and I collapsed back onto my stool, chest heaving. Robbie straightened and tugged her shorts back into place. I was still half-hard, slick and shining with us.

She didn’t waste a second. She dropped to her knees and took me into her mouth again, slow and thorough, cleaning me until even the oversensitive jerks faded into shivers. She rose, smiling, and kissed me deeply, her tongue pushing past my lips, sharing the taste of what we’d just done.

“We taste incredible,” she murmured against my mouth.

The patio door creaked open. “Hey, Robbie! Can we get a couple more?”

“Coming, Phil!” she called easily, then leaned in close to me. “Don’t move.”

When she came back, she took my hand and pressed it between her thighs. “Jesus,” she whispered. “You left so much in me—it’s still pouring out.”

Her skin was slick, heat and wetness coating my fingers. She lifted my hand, licked it slowly, then pushed it toward my mouth with a wicked little smile. “Now suck.”

I didn’t hesitate.

A handful of new faces drifted in, settling at the far end of the bar, their laughter low and oblivious. Robbie slipped seamlessly back into her role, pouring and sliding drinks their way with practiced ease, but her body kept angling toward me, her thigh brushing mine every time she passed. Each return felt deliberate, a quiet reminder of what we’d just done behind the veneer of normalcy.

When the rush eased, she lined up shots for us, one after another, a private toast disguised as bar ritual. The burn of the liquor chased down the lingering heat on my tongue, the sweet-salty trace of her still clinging beneath the sharp bite of licorice. We laughed softly, leaned in too close, our knees touching under the bar as the clock crept toward the end of her shift.

Eventually she exhaled, that reluctant sound of reality intruding. “I have to head out,” she said, her voice low, almost regretful. “Eric’s there, unfortunately.” Her fingers curled around my wrist, thumb pressing into my pulse. “I’ll text you my address. Come tomorrow—when I tell you.”

Then she kissed me again, slow and claiming this time, her mouth opening like she meant to leave a mark I’d carry with me. The alcohol, the heat, the unmistakable taste of us lingered as she pulled back, eyes dark and promising, already walking away but very clearly not done with me.


Chapter 3

“Oh—hi.” My greeting came out casual as I took in the unfamiliar face behind the bar.

Ganges had always been a little grimy, a dim, sticky-floored dive I haunted out of habit more than taste. The upside was the bartenders—always women, almost always attractive in that effortless, lived‑in way. She fit right in.

“Hey. I’m Amber.” She smiled openly, the kind of smile that invited conversation without trying. “I’m Amanda’s sister.”

“Gerome,” I said, reaching out. Her hand slid into mine—warm, soft—and I gave it a brief shake. Long dark hair brushed her shoulders, and her eyes caught the light when she looked up at me, bright and curious. “Nice to meet you.”

“Oh!” Her expression lit even more. “Amanda’s told me about you.”

I groaned lightly. “Uh‑oh…”

She laughed, quick and musical, waving it off. “Relax. All good. Promise.”

The bar was dead in that familiar weekday-afternoon way. Sean was passed out in a booth, mouth open, claiming real estate like he paid rent. Amber turned back to the register, rang up my beer, popped the cap with an easy snap, and slid it toward me. As she leaned forward, I noticed her—about five‑seven, slim through the waist, curves where they mattered. She moved like she was still getting used to the space, but confident enough not to apologize for it.

“Is it always this empty?” she asked, glancing around the room.

“Pretty much,” I said, lifting the bottle. “It gets better later. Sometimes. Usually once the entertainment starts.”

“Fantastic,” she deadpanned. “I’m on days. Tuesdays and Sundays.”

I grinned. “There’s an easy fix. Stilettos.”

She snorted. “Of course.”

“Just saying. For me? I’d become a regular.”

“Yeah, right,” she laughed, rolling her eyes.

With no one else to serve, we fell into easy conversation. She told me she’d just finished school, that at nineteen the job options weren’t exactly raining money. She wasn’t working anywhere else, which struck me as odd, but I didn’t push. She seemed relaxed with me—leaning on the bar, playing with a strand of hair, asking questions that felt genuinely curious.

When it was time for me to go, she surprised me by stepping around the bar and wrapping me in a warm, full hug. Her body fit against mine easily, her cheek brushing my shoulder.

“It was really nice talking to you,” she said softly. “Hope I see you again.”

I missed Sunday, stuck out of town, but Tuesday I was back. Same emptiness. Even Sean was gone, off fetching supplies.

Amber’s face lit up when she saw me. She came straight to me and hugged me again, lingering just a second longer this time. “Hi, Gerome. I’m so bored.”

“Looks like business is booming,” I said as she set my beer down.

She lifted a finger, eyes sparkling, and disappeared below the bar. When she rose again, she was unmistakably taller. A sharp, deliberate clicking followed as she walked around toward me. She stopped, smiling, then tipped her chin toward her feet.

I looked down.

Four-inch heels. Strappy slingbacks. Red toes peeking out, glossy and wicked.

“Just for you,” she said. “At least until someone else comes in.”

Heat curled low in my stomach. “Wow, Amber. They look incredible on you.”

She wiggled her toes, slow and teasing. “You like?”

“No,” I said, already pulling out the stool beside me. “I love.”

I patted the seat. “Sit.”

Amber swung herself onto the stool, light and easy, and the motion sent her skirt riding up her thighs until it rested indecently high. I couldn’t help myself. My hand found her calf, warm and smooth beneath my palm, and I guided her leg upward. For half a heartbeat she looked confused, eyes flicking to my face, then understanding bloomed—slow, curious, wicked.

I settled her leg across my lap, the angle intimate, unmistakable. My fingers traced the elegant line of her ankle, then slid over the arch of her foot. I worked my thumbs into her sole, slow and deliberate, letting my touch linger. I drew her foot between my thighs, squeezing gently as I teased her toes, massaging them one by one until she shivered.

“That feels nice, Gerome,” she murmured, her voice soft and breathy.

She pressed her foot forward, deliberately, until her sole nudged against the ache in my groin. I hissed in a breath, my body betraying me instantly. Amber watched my reaction with a small, satisfied smile.

Then she let her knees drift apart just enough to be unmistakable. With a casual tug she drew her hem even higher, giving me a clear view. Her panties were nothing but a delicate scrap of black lace, a tiny triangle that barely concealed her—smooth, bare, and utterly inviting. My pulse thundered.

“No! No! You not welcome!”

The shout cut through the haze like a knife. Sean’s voice. Too close.

Amber reacted instantly. She slid her foot free, hopped down from the stool, and smoothed her skirt with quick, practiced hands before darting back behind the bar. By the time Sean pushed through the door, her heels were off and she was suddenly her normal height again, all innocence and efficiency.

The rest of the afternoon was torture. With Sean hovering and a few customers trickling in, Amber was no longer mine alone. Still, she found ways. Every time she passed, her fingers skimmed my shoulder, brushed my arm. Once she paused beside me, pretending to wipe the counter, and her hand slipped between my legs just long enough to give my cock a quick, secret squeeze. My jaw clenched. I caught her eye and she smiled like she knew exactly what she was doing.

By the time I finally left, I was so wound tight it hurt.

The next morning I woke already hard, my body demanding attention. I knew my hand wouldn’t cut it—not after Amber, not after the way she’d looked at me. I needed more. I headed to my usual place, the kind of “massage” parlor where release came with skin and heat, not just friction. Melissa wasn’t there anymore, so bareback was off the table, but I didn’t care. I needed a pussy more than pride.

I buzzed in and the door clicked open. The hostess looked me over. “We only have one girl available. Amber will be ready in two minutes. Otherwise it’s about an hour wait.”

“Fine,” I said immediately. I wasn’t waiting.

I was led to a small, dim room and paid for the hour. I showered quickly, stripped away the day, then sat naked on the massage table, restless and throbbing as I waited.

“Knock, knock,” came a familiar voice through the door as it cracked open.

I looked up—and my breath caught. My jaw actually dropped.

It was Amber.

“Gerome!” she whispered, eyes wide, her voice barely a sound as she slipped inside and shut the door behind her. “What are you doing here?” She glanced toward the door again, then back at me. “How did you find out I was here?”

“Amber…” I was still stunned, my mind scrambling to catch up. “I swear I had no idea. After yesterday I was so fucking horny, so hard, I just needed some relief.”

She stood there in a black bra and tiny red lace panties, the same strappy heels from yesterday still on her feet. Seeing her like this—on purpose, for money, for me—made my head spin.

“You look incredible,” I said honestly.

Color rose in her cheeks, but her shoulders eased, tension melting just a little as she smiled back at me.

She hesitated for half a breath, then stepped into my arms. The hug was tentative, almost shy—and then she felt it. My erection jutted between us, unmissable, pressing into the soft plane of her stomach. She laughed under her breath, a warm, conspiratorial sound.

“After my shift yesterday, I barely made it through my front door,” she murmured, cheek brushing my chest. “I touched myself until I couldn’t anymore.” Her smile turned wicked. “I think I came four… maybe five times.”

The confession loosened whatever nerves she’d been clinging to. She peeled off the rest of her clothes without ceremony and climbed onto the table with me, swinging a leg over so she was straddling my thighs. My cock lay hot and rigid against her, already slicking with her arousal as her folds slid against the head. She gave a breathy giggle, rocking once, just enough to tease. “Looks like I didn’t get it all out of my system.”

I sank back onto my elbows and let her take control. Her heels stayed on, sharp and deliberate, biting into my thighs every time she shifted. The faint sting only sharpened everything. Reaching behind her, she grabbed a small foil packet, tore it open with her teeth, and rolled the condom down my length with practiced hands. Then she leaned in and kissed me—slow, open-mouthed, unhurried—before lifting her hips just enough to guide me where we both wanted me.

She lowered herself inch by inch. When I slid fully inside her, her head fell back and her body shuddered violently. The sound she made was raw, ripped straight from her chest. “Oh—fuck.”

She trembled again, breath coming fast and uneven. “God, Gerome… that feels incredible.” She began to move, slow at first, grinding down, then lifting and sinking again. “I’ve been craving this since yesterday. That toy at home?” She shook her head. “It wasn’t even close.”

Time blurred. The room narrowed to heat and skin and the wet rhythm of her body working mine.

Finally she stilled and laughed softly, bracing her hands on my chest. “Can we switch? My knees are killing me.”

She slid off and turned over, stretching out on her stomach, legs parted without hesitation. Her pussy glistened, open and inviting. I followed her down, easing myself back inside as I draped over her back. My hands slid under her arms, gathering her wrists together—not forcing, just firm, just enough to make her gasp as I started to thrust.

“Yes,” she moaned, pushing back into me. “Hold me like that. Don’t let me go.” Her voice broke as I drove deeper. “You’re so far inside me. Fuck—fuck me.”

My hips snapped harder, the slap of skin echoing in the room, her ass rippling with every thrust. She was shaking now, words tumbling out between breaths.

“I can’t think,” she cried. “I’d let you do anything. I wouldn’t even stop you if you—”

I shifted, pinning her wrists together with one hand, and pulled out. Her whimper was immediate, needy. I stripped off the condom and pressed back into her, bare this time, filling her completely.

The sensation changed everything—hotter, fuller, devastating. I leaned down over her, holding the discarded latex where she could see it as I began to move again.

“Look at it,” I said, low and rough.

Her eyes fluttered open, then widened. “Oh my god,” she gasped. “You’re inside me—just like this.”

I dropped the condom to the floor and took her harder. Her body bucked beneath mine, trapped deliciously by my weight, every tremor telling me how close she was. Her sounds went high and broken, and I felt her clench around me, spiraling.

She was coming—and I was right there with her.

“Oh—please,” she pleaded, her voice wrecked and breathless. “I want you to come inside me. I need to feel it—feel you spilling into me, no barrier between us.”

I was already teetering on that edge, every nerve lit and screaming. Her words pushed me over, gave me that last, shattering permission my body was already taking. A broken groan tore out of me as my hips drove deep and I came hard, pulse after pulse flooding her heat, my breath hitching with every thrust of release.

“Yes—yes—oh God, yes!” Amber cried, the sound raw and unfiltered, her body clenching around me as her own climax ripped through her. She shook beneath me, helpless to stop it, her cries dissolving into breathless moans as the aftershocks rolled on.

We stayed like that for a long moment, pressed together, catching our breath. I was still buried inside her, thick and oversensitive, my cock twitching faintly as her slick walls fluttered and squeezed, reluctant to let me go.

When I finally eased back, she fell open beneath me, knees parted, her cunt swollen and beautifully spent. Nothing spilled out—everything held deep inside her.

“Jesus, Gerome,” she murmured, a lazy, satisfied smile in her voice. “That was incredible. I don’t think I can even move.”

We showered together, steam curling around us as we washed the evidence from each other’s skin. Afterward, I waited while she tidied the room. I left the expected donation behind, and she walked me out. The other girls lingered nearby, their knowing smiles following us all the way to the door.

Amber pulled me into one last hug, kissed me slow and lingering, then pressed something small into my palm. Leaning close, she whispered, “Come by my place tonight. We can do this again—no charge.”

Then she smiled, turned, and left me standing there, already wanting more.

~~~

I’d barely finished burying myself in Amber at my favorite little rub-and-tug when the itch for a cold beer started clawing at me. Sweat still clung to my skin, that post-fuck haze humming through my veins as I pushed open the door to Ganges. Amber was one of Sean’s girls—one of the many bodies that drifted in and out of his orbit—but today it was her older sister behind the bar.

Amanda.

She’d worked here before she got pregnant, vanished for a while when her life tilted in a new direction, then come back once the baby arrived and reality demanded its due. Standing alone in the dim bar, polishing glasses that were already clean, she looked tired in that soft, womanly way—like someone who knew responsibility intimately but hadn’t forgotten how to flirt with it.

If you put the sisters side by side, the resemblance was unmistakable. Same long-legged height, both brushing five-nine. Amber all sleek brunette lines and restless energy; Amanda a blonde, fuller now from pregnancy, curves softened but not diminished. Where Amber was sharp, Amanda was lush. Both generously endowed, but Amanda wore hers with a confidence that came from having lived a little longer.

The place was dead—again. Sometimes I honestly didn’t know how it stayed open.

“Hey, Gerome!” Amanda called when she saw me, her voice echoing too loudly in the empty room. “Thank God. There’s no one here and I’m bored out of my mind.”

“Hey, Mandy.” I slid onto my usual stool at the end of the bar, the corner where the servers always brushed past. She loved it when I used that name. “What happened—evacuation I didn’t hear about?”

She snorted softly, setting a beer in front of me. “It’s been like this since we opened. Sean ran out to the cash and carry—liquor run. Says it always picks up later, but still…” She shrugged, blonde hair spilling over her shoulders.

“Lucky me,” I said, lifting the glass. “Looks like I get you all to myself.”

Her face lit up in a way that told me everything. Amanda had never been subtle about her interest. Every time she passed me, there was a brush of fingers against my arm, her hand lingering on my thigh, a casual touch that wasn’t casual at all. Now she stepped closer, resting her palm on my leg like it belonged there. Her red-polished nails dragged lightly over my knee, a slow, teasing scrape that sent a memory of Amber’s mouth flickering through my head.

“So,” she asked, eyes bright, voice deliberately innocent, “what have you been up to today?”

I took a swallow of beer, buying myself a second. How exactly do you tell a woman you’ve just been inside her sister, skin to skin, no barriers, leaving more behind than you should?

“Oh, you know,” I said lightly, meeting her gaze. “Just fucking around.” I let my smile curve, my tone dipping. “A little coming and going.”

Her eyes narrowed, suspicion mixing with curiosity. She’d heard something in my voice, even if she couldn’t quite place it.

Before she could press me, the phone rang—sharp and intrusive in the quiet bar.

“Ganges,” she answered. “Oh—hi… Yeah… It’s just Gerome here… No… mm-hmm…” A long pause. “Okay. Bye.”

She hung up and sighed. “That was Sean. Some kind of emergency. He won’t be back for a couple of hours. He offered to send his son over, but since you’re the only customer, I told him we’re fine.”

I lifted my glass again, letting my eyes linger on her hand still resting on my leg. “Sounds like,” I said, voice low and amused, “a lot more alone time.”

She didn’t move her hand. If anything, her fingers pressed in just a little harder.

“Yeah,” she breathed, smiling as if we shared a secret, “just you and me.” Her palm settled higher on my thigh, confident and unhurried, the heat of her seeping through the denim.

I knew exactly what I’d done an hour earlier. I knew whose skin I’d just left flushed and spent. And still—maybe because of it, maybe in spite of it—Amanda’s touch flipped a switch in me. Her fingers were warm, deliberate, tracing small, lazy arcs that sent a sharp rush of blood straight to my groin. I was wearing nothing beneath my jeans, and there was nothing to restrain the reaction. I thickened fast, hardening against the inside of my leg, unmistakable. Her fingertip drifted inward, closer, close enough that I was sure she could feel the tension pulling the fabric tight.

I slid my hand around her waist, drawing her in until her hip brushed mine. My fingers explored the curve of her side, slow and teasing, traveling upward until I found the edge of her bra beneath the cotton of her shirt. I stroked along her ribs, stopping just short of where I knew she wanted me most. Her lashes fluttered, her mouth parting as she caught her lower lip between her teeth, a soft sound escaping her throat.

With my other hand, I caught her wrist gently, guiding it the barest distance higher. Millimeters. That was all it took. Her fingertip brushed the swollen head of me through my jeans, a fleeting, electric contact. I released her, and she didn’t pull away. Instead, she traced me deliberately, her touch reverent, curious. Heat welled and spilled, a slickness dampening the denim as my body answered her without restraint.

I reached for her then, gripping the nape of her neck and drawing her mouth to mine. The kiss was anything but gentle—open, hungry, our tongues tangling as if we were starved for it. She moaned into my mouth, and her hand closed around me with purpose, stroking through the fabric as I cupped her breast. My thumb found her nipple, already tight, and rolled it until she gasped. I slid both hands beneath her shirt, kneading the soft, full weight of her, feeling the heat and firmness respond to my touch. When I pinched both nipples, she whimpered, the sound low and needy.

Her hands fumbled at my fly, urgency replacing patience. She slipped inside my jeans and freed me, drawing me out slowly, admiringly. Her eyes lit with approval, a wicked smile curving her lips. “God, I love an uncut cock,” she murmured. “The way it looks when I pull the skin back… when the head’s all exposed.” Her fingers demonstrated, and I hissed.

We shifted positions, the bar stool creaking softly as she stepped between my knees. She lifted her shirt and leaned into me, pressing my length into the deep valley of her cleavage. She used her hands to squeeze her breasts together, skin hot and slick as she worked me between them. The sensation was dizzying—soft, tight, maddening. On the downward glide, the tip brushed her chin, and she tilted her head just enough to take me into her mouth, lips closing briefly around the crown. The sight of it, the feel of her, had my pulse hammering, every nerve alive as the empty bar seemed to fade away around us.

I reached back and worked her clasp loose, the soft snap of it opening sending a rush straight through me. My palm slid to the back of her head, fingers threading into her hair as I urged her down just a little. With her bra undone, more of me pressed through the open V of her shirt, hot skin and fabric brushing me as she leaned in.

Amanda laughed under her breath, a breathy, wicked sound, and then she opened her mouth wider and took more of me in, slow and deliberate, like she wanted to savor it.

“God, Amanda… your mouth,” I groaned, the words torn from my chest. “It’s so fucking hot.”

My hands settled at the sides of her head, guiding her rhythm, the depth, the delicious drag of her lips. She reached back and grabbed my ass, nails biting in as she pulled me toward her, swallowing me deeper until I felt myself slide past her tongue and into that tight, wet heat. Her tongue teased my balls, slick and curious, then drew them into her mouth too, her head moving in a steady, hungry cadence that never once let me slip free.

When she finally had to surface, it was abrupt—me popping from her mouth as she coughed and sucked in air, eyes glassy, lips swollen. She didn’t hesitate. She dove back down again, this time using her hands to cradle and push my balls into her mouth, worshipping every inch like she couldn’t get enough.

The only thing keeping me from losing it right there was the lingering exhaustion of having already come earlier. Even so, my nerves were screaming, my body humming on the edge, every muscle tight with pleasure. I finally tugged gently—but firmly—on her hair, forcing her to ease back, to let me breathe again.

“I want to make you come,” she said, pouting up at me, lips shining, eyes full of promise.

“Don’t worry,” I said with a grin, sliding off the stool in one smooth motion.

I turned her around and reached for her waistband, already pushing her pants down. 

“No—wait,” she whispered, glancing around nervously. “Someone could walk in.”

I ignored her, tugging them low enough to bare her smooth ass and the neat, slick promise of her shaved pussy. I pressed her forward against the bar, my body boxing her in, and forced my cock between her thighs, grinding against her heat.

“Oh God, Gerome,” she gasped. “Just put it in. Please.” She rocked back into me, hands reaching behind to guide me, lining me up with her wet, aching slit. “Oh yeah. Fuck me. Fuck me hard.”

I drove into her, hips snapping forward again and again until her words dissolved into broken sounds, breath catching, throat tight. Her pussy clenched around me, gripping and milking me, drawing out whatever was left in my balls as that familiar pressure built, fast and unstoppable.

“I’m going to come,” I warned, voice strained.

“No—no, not inside,” she cried, panic cutting through her pleasure. “Please, you’ll get me pregnant—”

But it was already too late. There was no stopping it. My body took over.

I groaned, thrusting deep as release tore through me, spilling hot and helpless into her unprotected heat for the second time that day. Even after it passed, I kept moving, shallow, desperate thrusts, riding the last tremors as my body emptied itself completely.

“Ohhh,” Amanda moaned, her orgasm crashing through her, her body shuddering as she came hard against me. “Oh fuck, Gerome.” She sagged against the bar, breathless, dazed. “I’ve only ever let my husband finish inside me like that… and that was to get pregnant.” She laughed weakly, still shaking. “God, that felt so good. I hope I don’t end up pregnant. The timing might be right.”

“I’m sorry, Mandy. I couldn’t stop myself—even if I’d wanted to.” The apology left my mouth automatically, hollow and unconvincing, because my body was still humming with the aftershock of her. I eased myself out of her, inch by slow inch, my cock slick and flushed as it slipped free of her clenching heat. I tucked myself back into my pants, still thick, still insistently alive.

Her legs betrayed her the moment she tried to stand straight. They shook, soft and unsteady, and I had to catch her by the waist, holding her upright while she fumbled with her clothes. She dragged her pants up with clumsy fingers, breath uneven, hips giving little involuntary shivers that told me exactly how wrecked she still was.

Voices drifted closer—too close.

Amanda darted behind the bar, swaying as she finished pulling herself together, her movements awkward and rushed. 

“Hi, Amanda!” someone called out.

“Hey, Peter. Hey, Al,” she answered, her voice thin and breathy, trying—and only half succeeding—to sound normal.

I leaned back and watched, deeply entertained, as she finally got her pants in place. She bent to grab beers from the fridge, pausing once, steadying herself, then managing to serve them without spilling a drop. Professional. Composed. Ruined.

When she returned to my side, she pressed close, her fingers sneaking boldly to my crotch. She brushed me through the fabric and froze, eyes widening. Her lips barely moved as she whispered, “Jesus… you’re still hard?”

I slid my hand between her thighs, feeling the unmistakable damp warmth soaking through. “And you?” I murmured. “Still aching?”

“Yes,” she breathed instantly. “I’m done at six. Come by. I’ll take you home.” Her hand tightened possessively. “My husband’s out of town. And the baby’s with my mom.”

I hesitated, a flicker of concern crossing my face.

She caught it—and smiled, slow and wicked. “I’ll let you finish inside me again,” she promised softly. Then, with a conspiratorial grin, she added, “Relax. I’ve got the morning-after pill.”

~~~

A few days had slipped by since that indulgent afternoon—since I’d left Amber pliant and glowing after the rub-and-tug, and later that same day had taken her sister Amanda at Ganges. I liked to think they’d both walked away satisfied, pleasantly sore, still humming with it. I knew I had. Especially remembering the way I’d finished inside them, the heat, the trust, the reckless intimacy of leaving myself behind in both of their bare, welcoming bodies.

Amanda was the very definition of a MILF—confident, lush, and deliciously aware of it. A blonde with breasts that were full and heavy yet still firm in my hands, hips that curved just enough to promise softness without ever tipping into excess. Barefoot, she stood around five-eight, grounded and sensual. Amber, her younger sister, was a different flavor of temptation. No husband, no kids, but she carried herself like a woman who would one day be devastating in that role. She was a touch taller at five-nine, with long, dark hair that brushed toward black and breasts that were youthful and proud. Where Amanda was womanly and ripe, Amber was sleek—slender waist, long legs, a shapely ass that made my hands itch. Two sisters, two bodies, each intoxicating in her own way.

It was late afternoon when I pushed open the door at Ganges. The place was livelier than usual, even with Sean—the owner—dozing off in a corner like a lazy cat. Amanda was behind the bar, moving with easy familiarity, while Amber occupied my usual stool, legs crossed, posture elegant. Nearly every other seat was filled.

“Hi, Gerome!” they chimed together, voices overlapping.

My attention snapped to them, a rush of heat tightening low in my gut. “Hi, Amanda. Hi, Amber.” I stepped in close, positioning myself beside Amber.

While Amanda poured my beer, I leaned down and wrapped Amber in a brief hug, my mouth close to her ear. “Not working at the other place today?” I murmured.

“No,” she said softly, then leaned in closer, her breath teasing my skin as she laughed under her breath. “I took a few days off. After the other day… you fucked me so hard my pussy needed a vacation.”

The image hit me instantly—her flushed face, the way she’d clutched me—and I swallowed, forcing myself to stay casual as Amanda set my beer down on a warped coaster. I picked up a small stack, flipping through until I found one less abused. “Thanks, Amanda,” I said, meeting her eyes.

She was dressed to distract—tight stretch pants hugging her hips and a black satin shirt that clung lovingly to her chest. When she leaned in to hug me, she made no effort to hide the press of her breasts against me, a familiar, deliberate welcome.

Amber looked stunning. She wore a refined skirt and blouse, the kind of outfit that turned heads without screaming for attention. Sitting there, the hem of her skirt hovered a few inches above her knees, and my gaze drifted shamelessly along her crossed legs.

She caught me. A slow smile curved her lips. “Like my new shoes?”

I followed her line of sight—shiny red stilettos, high heels lacquered to a gloss, each adorned with a neat red bow. Stockings sheathed her legs, catching the light, making her skin gleam.

“Very nice,” I said, smiling back. Then, honestly, “You look incredible. Pretty dressed up for this place.”

She nodded. “I’m hoping to meet a friend later at Chelsea’s Lounge.”

I knew the place—a downtown hotel bar with a touch of class. Not stiff, not snobbish, but definitely not the kind of spot for denim and T-shirts. Amber fit the image perfectly, polished and tempting, sitting there beside me like a promise I already knew the taste of.

I swallowed my disappointment, knowing the night wouldn’t be ours—at best, a drink or two before she slipped away. I hooked one foot casually on the rung of her stool, close enough to feel her warmth without touching. Amber shifted, the movement deliberate. The glossy tip of her heel grazed my calf, a teasing brush that felt anything but accidental.

Behind me, Amanda drifted past with a tray. As she squeezed by, her fingers skimmed my arm, then settled briefly at the small of my back, pressing with a familiarity that sent a shiver up my spine. Two sisters, circling me in plain sight, neither subtle, neither innocent.

Amber kept up the slow torture, her foot stroking my leg, then punctuating it with a sharper press—her heel digging into that tender spot just above my knee. Each little jab tightened me further, my body betraying me as my erection swelled, angling down my thigh, unmistakable and aching.

Her sole slid higher. To make it happen, she crossed herself more fully, her skirt riding up as her knees parted just enough to invite sin. I couldn’t stop myself. My hand closed over her stockinged calf, guiding it upward until my palm met the heat of her bare inner thigh. I let my pinky wander, curious, greedy—and found nothing in its way. No lace. No barrier. Just slick, heated skin.

I traced her gently, once, and felt how ready she already was. When I pressed her clit, she shuddered.

“Oooh…” The sound slipped from her lips, low and needy. She caught her teeth between them, eyes darkening. “God… that’s so good.”

Her shoe came down hard against me, the flat of it grinding along my cock through my pants. She worked me with her foot, slow and knowing, while I clutched her arch and rubbed my thumb into it, drawing a soft gasp from her. The thin spike of her heel nudged my tip, sharp and precise, sending sparks of pleasure so intense my vision blurred. I was seconds from losing it right there.

Then—nothing.

She pulled away, swift and final, batting my hand aside as if none of it had happened. Reality crashed back in.

“Oops! I’ve got to run,” she said lightly, already sliding off the stool. She brushed a kiss against my cheek, sweet as poison. “See you later.”

And she was gone.

I stood there, stunned, painfully hard, my mouth slightly open as I tried to process the whiplash of it all. What the hell had just happened?

Amanda appeared in front of me, brows lifting. “Where did Amber go?”

“Huh?” I blinked, still fogged.

“My sister,” she clarified. “Amber. Where did she go?”

“Uh… she left,” I managed, then added lamely, “Meeting someone, I think.”

She clucked sympathetically and pulled me into a hug—soft, generous, and not at all innocent. Her hand slid down, cupping me through my pants, giving my erection a slow, deliberate stroke. “There, there,” she murmured. “Try not to miss her too much.”

I sank onto a stool, willing my body to calm down, but it took far longer than it should have. Especially since Amanda kept drifting past, her fingers brushing, squeezing between my legs as if testing whether I’d softened yet.

I hadn’t.

About thirty minutes later, my phone buzzed against my thigh. The notification light blinked insistently. I unlocked it, opened the message.

It was from Amber.

The message glowed on my screen: Where are you? I’m waiting.

I let out a sharp laugh and scrubbed a hand over my face. “I thought she was meeting a friend at…” The pieces finally slid together and I groaned. “Jesus. I’m a fucking idiot.”

There was no way I could show up at Chelsea’s like this—half-crazed, still hard, smelling like whiskey and temptation. I slapped some cash down to settle my tab.

“What? Leaving already?” Amanda asked, brows lifting. “That’s not like you.”

“Yeah—uh—got a message. Something I can’t ignore.” Not a lie. Just not the whole truth.

I was out the door and moving fast.

Home was a blur. Clothes hit the floor. A hot, brutal shower to rinse off the bar, Amber’s foot, the ache she’d left behind. I dressed with care, with intention—clean J.P. Tilford shirt against my skin, Varvatos slacks crisp and perfect, Z Zegna jacket settling on my shoulders like armor. Boss socks. Ferragamos polished to a mirror shine. If I was going to meet her, I was going to do it right.

Traffic tried its best to slow me, but I still pulled up to Chelsea’s in record time. I didn’t even bother parking myself—I handed the keys over and let the valet deal with it.

“Good evening, sir,” the doorman said, bowing slightly as he opened the door.

“Good evening,” I replied, already scanning.

The lobby wrapped around me, warm and golden, familiar yet suddenly charged. I took a second to orient myself, then followed the low hum of voices and glassware into the lounge.

And there she was.

Amber sat near the far side of the bar, legs crossed, posture relaxed but alert, a glass of white wine cradled in her hand. I arrived just in time to see some guy in an expensive suit make his move. She smiled—polite, practiced—and tilted her head, gesturing subtly that she was waiting for someone. His shoulders slumped as he turned away, disappointment written all over him.

I stepped in before the next one could try.

“Hey,” I said, smiling wide. “Sorry for being dense back at Ganges. Guess I hadn’t had enough to drink yet.”

Her face lit up when she saw me, eyes catching like sparks. “Well, at least you figured it out.” Her gaze dipped, slow and deliberate. “That was guy number five.”

I slid onto the stool beside her just as the waitress arrived—a pretty blonde with a name tag that read Alexi. She took my order with a soft smile while Amber leaned just close enough for me to feel her warmth.

She looked unreal. Her blouse was unbuttoned just enough to tease—cleavage on display, a whisper of lace beneath, elegant rather than obvious. Her skirt rode higher than it had earlier, revealing smooth thighs where her legs crossed, an invitation disguised as coincidence. No wonder the wolves were circling.

Alexi returned with my drink—a double, neat Johnnie Walker Black—set carefully on a dark, monogrammed napkin. I caught a glimpse of a small star-and-hammer tattoo on her wrist as she placed it down.

“Your drink, sir,” she said, her accent lilting, eyes an impossible blue.

“Thank you, Alexi,” I replied. She flashed a brilliant grin before gliding away.

Amber lifted her glass and clinked it gently against mine. We drank.

“It was a bit of a challenge waiting for you,” she said, voice low, amused. “Like I said—number five. And this is already my third Chardonnay.”

“Sorry,” I said again, the word feeling thin. I searched for something smoother, something worthy of the way she was looking at me. “I, uh…” 

The rest stuck in my throat as her knee brushed mine under the bar, deliberate and promising, and suddenly words felt far less important than what was about to happen next.

The lounge chairs had a lazy swivel to them, and without really meaning to, we turned until we were almost squared off, knees a breath apart. I had my back to most of the room, but Amber had me completely—her gaze locked on mine, unblinking, deliberate. Beneath the table, the smooth arch of her foot slid along my calf, a slow, intimate stroke that felt anything but accidental. Heat slammed through me, instant and unforgiving. I went hard in a heartbeat, the outline unmistakable, made worse by the fact that I’d skipped underwear entirely.

Time softened around the edges after that. More drinks appeared. Conversation grew looser, richer, threaded with low laughter and charged silences. Somewhere between the second or third round, it hit me that we’d missed dinner entirely. I flagged Alexi and asked if she could secure us a table at La Mer et La Terre across the lobby. When I settled the bar tab, I added a generous tip—part gratitude, part distraction from the ache pulsing insistently between my legs.

Getting to the restaurant was… challenging. My jacket barely did its job, and every step threatened to betray me. Amber walked beside me, composed and radiant, while I willed myself not to adjust anything. Alexi noticed anyway. She caught my eye, bit back a laugh, and followed with our drinks, her shoulders shaking just slightly.

We made it to the table intact. The restaurant glowed with low light and warm textures, the kind of place designed to lull you into comfort. That illusion lasted exactly thirty seconds—until Amber slid her foot between my thighs and pressed in, deliberate and teasing. Tension snapped tight inside me. She kept it up through dinner, through dessert, sometimes the sleek leather of her shoe, sometimes the bare, wicked heat of her foot. I ate mechanically, smiled when required, and barely tasted a thing.

When the check arrived, Amber didn’t even look at it. “Put it on the 1869,” she said lightly. “I reserved it earlier—for us.”

I signed, more than pleased, and pushed my chair back. That’s when I saw it—chalky white streaks against my dark slacks, evidence of her relentless teasing. I tried to brush them away, unsuccessfully.

“Oh no,” Amber said with a soft laugh. “Did you get something on your nice pants?” She didn’t wait for an answer. She was already walking off. “Come.”

I followed her toward the elevators, still half-heartedly swiping at my trousers and desperately trying to keep my arousal from announcing itself to the entire lobby.

Inside the glass-walled lift, she didn’t bother with subtlety. The doors closed, and Amber was on me, shoving me back against the rail, her hand firm and knowing as she stroked me through the fabric. There was no hiding it now—anyone looking would have seen exactly what she was doing, what she was doing to me. I groaned under my breath, gripping the rail as the elevator rose, mercifully uninterrupted.

The moment we were inside the room and the door shut, she pushed me hard onto the bed. Her hands were everywhere—urgent, greedy—yanking my pants down to my ankles. She wrapped her hand around me, fingers circling my shaft and cradling my balls, and then she took me into her mouth, hot and wet and unapologetically deep. I sucked in a sharp breath, my head falling back as sensation ripped through me.

Somehow, I managed to kick off my pants and fumble with my shirt. Amber pulled back just long enough to tell me, “Move up more.” I obeyed, giving myself space to shrug out of my jacket, peel off my shirt, shoes, and socks, tossing everything aside in a careless heap near my discarded pants—my entire focus already pulling back to her, to what she was about to do next.

Amber swung a leg over me and settled astride my thighs, her skirt shoved high and forgotten, the curve of her ass bare and unapologetic. She rocked just enough that my length slid slickly between her soaked folds, her heat smearing along my underside. The sensation stole my breath. I reached for her, fumbling with the buttons of her blouse until it fell open. Her bra fastened in the front—an unreasonably merciful design—and with a quick flick it gave way. Her breasts spilled free, heavy and flushed, nipples tight and aching.

I tried to lift my head, hungry to taste her, to scrape my teeth lightly over those peaks—but she caught my wrists and pressed me flat to the mattress. Her grip was firm, unquestioning. I didn’t fight it. I couldn’t. Her heels dug into my thighs, grounding me, claiming me, as she kept moving against me in slow, torturous strokes.

Her eyes fluttered shut, her head tipping back as she rode the length of me without taking me inside, letting friction do the damage. I ached to touch her, to hold her hips, but she denied me with that iron hold. Eventually I gave in, went still beneath her, let sensation take over.

When she finally released my wrists, it was only to lean forward, her body draping over mine. Her hair fell like a curtain, brushing my cheeks, my mouth. She shifted higher, deliberately, until one breast pressed into my lips. I opened eagerly, drawing her in, worshipping the weight and warmth of her—

Metal kissed my skin.

She sat back up. I lifted my arms instinctively and realized too late they were no longer free. Leather cuffs hugged my wrists, chains pulling them back to the headboard. I stared at her, stunned, a silent question burning in my eyes.

She only smiled. “What?” she said lightly. “You don’t enjoy a little kink?”

Before I could answer, she resumed her slow grind, her body sliding against mine while her fingers found my nipples. She pinched—hard. The shock shot straight through me, sharp and electric, coiling low in my belly.

“Ow—!” I cried out, my cock jerking helplessly beneath her.

Her lips parted in delight. “Oh. I felt that.” She did it again, the same brutal pressure, and I groaned, the sound torn from me as pleasure and pain tangled together.

She kept me there—teetering—mixing the friction of her body with sudden, merciless pinches, the bite of her heels, never letting me settle, never letting me finish. I was wrecked, strung out, and embarrassingly grateful for it.

“Fuck, Amber,” I groaned. “You’re killing me.” I tugged uselessly at the restraints, discovering a short bar holding my arms apart, just enough freedom to touch the buckle but not undo it. “Please. Let me go. I—”

“Be quiet,” she said calmly, “or I’ll gag you too.”

“That’s right,” another voice chimed in, amused. “Though maybe we should use the gag anyway.”

My head turned sharply toward the sound. Amanda stood there, shrugging out of a long trench coat that slid to the floor around her black heels. Beneath it, she wore nothing but a bra strained with promise and stockings held up by garters. She climbed onto the bed with a slow, knowing smile. “Looks like you didn’t wait for me,” she said. “I guess I’ll have to catch up.”

Amber glanced down at me, her expression darkly satisfied. “We’re sisters,” she said softly. “You didn’t think we wouldn’t talk, did you? Especially after you fucked both of us.” Her smile curved. “Now… we get to keep you.”

Amanda climbed over me and settled astride my chest, facing her sister. Her long legs draped over my shoulders, the sharp arch of her heels pressing into the sensitive sides of my neck until my pulse thudded loudly in my ears. I couldn’t see their mouths, but the sounds told the story—wet, hungry kisses, soft moans breathed into each other’s lips as they devoured one another.

The mirror on the wall betrayed everything my eyes couldn’t catch directly. Amanda shifted her weight, angling herself so she could latch onto Amber’s breasts, her mouth closing greedily around those full nipples. In the reflection, her ass filled my vision—round, flawless, hovering just a breath away from my face. I strained uselessly against the restraints, my tongue stretching as far as it could, barely skimming the damp crease between her cheeks.

She leaned back with deliberate cruelty, spreading herself open and bracing my head in place with the firm press of her heels. Then she began to grind, smearing herself over my mouth and nose, stealing my air one slow roll at a time. My lungs burned, my cock throbbed, and there was nowhere to escape her.

“Oh, Amber,” Amanda groaned, voice thick and broken. “You always make me so fucking wet when you suck my tits like that.” She gasped, hips stuttering. “Yes… just like that. Harder. Don’t stop.”

I couldn’t see their hands, but I felt the truth of it—fingers working Amanda open, stroking her clit, plunging into her heat. Her slickness spilled freely, warm and unmistakable as it trickled down my throat and soaked my skin.

“Fuck, Amber!” Amanda cried, her body shuddering against my face. “Switch. I need him inside me. Now.”

They lifted off me together, air rushing back into my lungs as their bodies traded places. Amber never let my cock soften for a second; she’d kept it aching, swollen, desperate. Amanda sank down onto me in one smooth, practiced motion, her cunt so soaked she took me without pause, without mercy.

Amber climbed over me again, but this time she didn’t lower herself onto my body. She stood braced above my hips, facing her sister, and tangled her fingers in Amanda’s hair, guiding her mouth down between her thighs. Amanda obeyed eagerly, burying her face in Amber’s pussy as Amber began to move, slow at first, then harder, her hips rocking with growing need.

The sight of it—Amanda’s mouth working, Amber’s body responding—drove something animal loose inside me. My hips jerked up reflexively, chasing friction, chasing release. Amanda’s cunt clenched and milked me relentlessly, drawing me closer to the edge with every pulse.

Then pain flared—sharp, biting—as Amanda twisted my nipples between her fingers.

“You came inside me once without permission,” she scolded, though her smile was wicked, eyes gleaming. “Try that again, and I’ll make you regret it.”

My entire body locked tight, every muscle straining as I fought the overwhelming urge to let go. Amanda cried out, her own climax crashing through her as she ground down on me. “Oh God—yes. He’s making me come so hard, Amber. I can’t—fuck, it feels so good.”

Somewhere in the haze, Amber slipped away from the bed. Amanda collapsed forward, her hands splayed on my chest as her pussy fluttered and clenched around me, milking me mercilessly. I was right there—seconds from spilling myself into her—when she finally lifted her hips just enough to slide free, leaving me aching and empty.

I turned my head, searching for Amber.

She stood between my knees, shoes kicked aside but still dressed in her bra, stockings, and garters. Strapped between her thighs hung a massive, flesh-colored dildo—thick, obscene, and impossibly long. She pushed my legs higher, kneeling between them with calm, deliberate intent.

Fear curled low in my belly as I stared at her.

“Umm… Amber… I—I never…” My voice broke, the words dying uselessly on my tongue.

“Hush,” Amber murmured, a warning edged with a smile. “Do we need to shut you up properly?” 

She dragged the length of her silicone cock along mine, slick with Amanda’s juices, the friction making my breath hitch. I sucked in a sharp gasp when she traced the blunt head slowly up and down the cleft of my ass, teasing, taunting. “Relax,” she laughed softly. “It’s not meant for you… not yet.”

Then she swung a knee over my hips and settled onto my lap. I couldn’t believe my body still responded, but my cock surged back to life, thick and ready, sliding without resistance into Amber’s soaked heat. She rocked down with a low groan, her body welcoming me as if it had been waiting all along.

Amanda shifted above me, turning so her ass faced Amber. Braced on her elbows and knees, she eased back inch by inch until Amber’s silicone length breached her already tender, overused pussy. At the same time, Amanda leaned down to my chest, her mouth busy—tongue, teeth, lips—worrying my nipples until they burned with sensation.

What followed felt absurdly perfect, like some obscene chain reaction. Every time Amanda bit down, I bucked instinctively, driving deeper into Amber. That thrust made Amber shove forward, burying herself into Amanda, which pulled the toy just enough to rip a moan from her throat. The rhythm fed itself, over and over, a wicked loop of cause and effect that stole all rational thought.

“Oh fuck me, Amber,” Amanda cried, her voice breaking. “You know exactly how. Don’t stop—make me come.” 

“Yes—oh god—right there. I’m so close.”

The rhythm faltered as Amber lost herself. She grabbed Amanda’s ass with both hands and fucked her hard, no finesse left, just raw need. Inside Amber, everything clenched and fluttered, her body silently urging me to let go.

“Amber—I can’t—” I groaned. “I’m going to come inside you.”

“Oh god, yes,” someone breathed—I didn’t even know who anymore. “Now—now—now.”

The pressure snapped. I shouted as release tore through me, spilling deep, helpless, unstoppable.

“Yes!” 

“Don’t stop!” 

“Fuck me harder!”

Their cries collided as all three orgasms crashed together, bodies shaking, voices breaking, the world narrowing to heat and pulse and breath.

Eventually we collapsed into a tangled heap. Amber sprawled over Amanda, Amanda draped across my chest. I felt their breathing slow, felt the last pulses fade as my cock softened enough to slip free of Amber. Our mixed wetness spilled down over my balls, slick and warm, trickling into the crease of my ass.

Amanda stirred first, then Amber. Both of them were left open and swollen, used and shining. The sight alone made my chest tighten.

Amanda pressed a bottle to my lips. I drank greedily, only then realizing how dry my throat was.

“That was… unreal,” I managed. “Can you untie me so I can clean up a little?”

She arched a brow, amusement flickering in her eyes. “You don’t seriously think we’re done, do you?”

Amber laughed softly. “You’re not going anywhere.”

A shiver ran through me as sensation sparked again. I glanced down, stunned to see myself thickening, blood rushing back far too fast.

“How—? I never—”

Amanda lifted the empty bottle and gave it a small shake. “Just a little magic.”

Amber’s smile turned predatory. “We’re not finished playing with our toy yet.”

I don’t know how many times they wrung pleasure out of me, or how long it lasted. At some point my mind simply… drifted. I floated somewhere between sensation and nothing, a slack, obedient haze where time stopped meaning anything at all. When awareness finally seeped back in, it came with weight and stickiness and the dull throb of a body thoroughly used.

I was a mess—skin slick and drying, streaked and crusted with the evidence of everything they’d taken from me. My cock, finally defeated, lay limp and shrunken, glued to my thigh as if even it had given up.

“Look,” Amber said lightly, amusement threading her voice, “he’s awake again.”

Amanda’s smile was slow and satisfied, the kind that comes after indulgence. “You were a very good toy,” she purred. “I’m sore in the best way, and I’m more than content. How about you?”

Amber laughed, low and wicked. “Fuck, Amanda… my hole is still humming.” She reached down, fingers curling around my softened shaft, peeling it away from my leg and letting it flop obscenely in her hand. “But look at him. We nearly broke the poor thing.”

The sudden warmth of her grip sent a traitorous surge of blood rushing south. I gasped around the gag as my body betrayed me.

“Ooooh,” Amber teased, eyes lighting up. “See that? He’s waking up again.” She gave it a lazy wave, then a gentle squeeze. “Maybe we have time for one more quickie.”

That’s when it hit me—both of them were dressed. Shoes on. Bags slung over shoulders. Ready to walk out.

Panic snapped me fully awake. “Hey—wait!” The words came out muffled and desperate. “You can’t just leave me like this. How the hell am I supposed to get out of here?”

Amber tilted her head, considering, like she was choosing from a menu. “You’ve got options.” She held up two fingers. “One, you figure it out yourself. There is a way.” Her smile sharpened. “Or two, you wait for housekeeping. I put the change-room sign on the door. They should be by in an hour. Maybe sooner.”

She held up a small note while Amanda stepped closer and pressed the gag more firmly into my mouth, making sure it was secure. “That,” Amber continued, “is instructions for whoever finds you. They can free you… or they can enjoy you. Their call.” Her gaze dropped pointedly. “Either way, you’ll return our things tonight.”

Amanda placed the strap-on deliberately between my legs, a final, mocking touch, while Amber snapped a few incriminating photos. They headed for the door, laughter trailing behind them.

“You look adorable like this,” Amanda added over her shoulder.

“Ta-ta,” Amber sang. “See you tonight at Ganges. I’ll message you.” She paused, leaving the door slightly ajar, just enough to tease hope. Then they were gone.

I strained uselessly against the gag, unable to call out in any meaningful way. My wrists burned as I fought the restraints, but they held fast, cruelly efficient. My fingertips scraped, barely grazing the buckles, never quite enough.

Voices drifted down the hallway. The unmistakable clink of bottles. The grunt of effort as a cart was pushed along the carpet. Housekeeping. Close.

My heart pounded as panic surged again. I yanked at the chain, muscles screaming, but nothing gave.

“There was a way,” I reminded myself, clinging to Amber’s words. I forced myself to breathe, to think.

I hauled my body up just enough to study the cuffs and the spreader bar, twisting awkwardly to get a better angle. At first, all I saw was metal and inevitability. Then—something else. A detail I’d missed before. A subtle seam. A small, oddly placed mechanism.

Hope flared.

It looked like some kind of release—but positioned deliberately out of reach. I could probably work it with my teeth.

If not for the gag filling my mouth.

The rattle of the cart grew louder, metal clinking against metal, and my pulse skidded out of control with it. Every second felt like it was tightening around my throat.

If I twisted hard enough—wrenched my wrists until fire streaked up my arms—I could barely brush the release with the tip of my pinkie.

“Knock, knock,” a woman’s voice called softly from the doorway. “Hello?”

“Mmmph—!” I forced air through my chest, tried to scream past the gag, but it came out as nothing more than a broken sound swallowed by fabric.

I twisted again. Pain bloomed. My pinkie finally caught the edge of the mechanism. There was a faint click—barely audible—but the spreader bar loosened and dropped away. Relief hit so fast it made me dizzy. I scrambled clumsily at the buckles, fingers shaking, managing to loosen only part of one strap.

“Oh. Hello.”

The voice was closer now. Familiar.

I froze.

She gestured casually toward the open door. “The women who just left said it was fine for me to clean in here.”

My eyes locked on her wrist. The small tattoo. Recognition slammed into me at the exact moment her expression changed.

Alexi.

The blonde waitress from the bar.

For a heartbeat, neither of us moved. Then she smiled—slow, knowing. Heat surged through me, humiliatingly instant. My body betrayed me, thickening, swelling despite everything.

Her smile widened as she noticed.

She bent, picked up the folded note Amber and Amanda had left behind, and read it out loud, her accent curling around the words. “‘Yours to do with as you please. Enjoy. We did. A & A.’” She lifted her gaze back to me, eyes dark with interest.

Alexi raised one finger—wait—and turned toward the door. I heard the cart being pulled inside, the soft finality of the door clicking shut.

When she came back, she was already stripping, movements unhurried, confident. “You looked… very intense last night,” she said, slipping out of her top. “All that tension. It was hard not to imagine you under me.” Her voice dropped, playful and wicked. “If your date hadn’t been there, I would have taken you myself.”

She pushed her panties down her thighs and climbed onto me, warm, soft, real. I watched—helpless, aching—as my bare, desperate erection disappeared inside her. She gasped, bracing her hands on my chest, then began to move, slow at first, savoring.

“Oh,” she murmured, rocking her hips. “You feel incredible. If I were them, I wouldn’t share you at all.” She smiled down at me, breath quickening. “Sadly, I don’t have all day.”

Her rhythm built—faster, deeper—her body slapping against mine, her eyes fluttering shut as she chased it. Inside her, everything clenched, pulled, milked, as if she wanted every last drop I had left.

Who was I to stop her?

“Fuck—don’t you dare pull out,” she cried as her orgasm tore through her. “Come inside me.”

I didn’t hesitate. Whatever Amber and Amanda had left behind spilled into her, my body obeying without argument, emptied all over again.

When she finally slid off me, her legs trembled. She dressed quickly, leaving her panties aside. She used them to drape over me, a teasing little curtain that did nothing to hide my situation.

I knew she was about to leave.

“Mmmph!” I tried again, useless.

Alexi leaned down, tying her hair into a ponytail. “Don’t worry,” she said sweetly. “I’ll come back after I finish the other rooms. Before my shift at the bar.” She grinned. “Unless you manage to escape.”

Then she was gone.

I lay there, heart pounding, body still humming.

Stay trapped and get fucked by a gorgeous Russian… or break free and meet up with a pair of hungry MILFs.

Thunder cracked outside, sudden and decisive.

I smiled around the gag.

“Maybe,” I thought, “I don’t have to choose.”

I finally worked myself free, metal and leather falling away from my wrists with a dull clatter that felt like victory. My muscles ached, my skin was marked, and my body still hummed with the aftermath of everything that had been done to me. I didn’t linger in that room. I stepped into the shower and let the water pound over me, hot and relentless, washing away sweat and the sharp edge of panic, leaving behind nothing but a low, satisfied throb between my legs. 

When I was clean again, I gathered Amber and Amanda’s toys, rinsing and wiping each one with care, my mind replaying their laughter, their hands, the way they’d left me strung up and smiling. I set everything neatly aside and waited. 

Alexi didn’t keep me waiting long. When she returned, there was no rush, no frantic hunger this time. We took our time with each other—slow mouths, lingering hands, bodies sliding together with deliberate ease. She rode me in an unhurried rhythm, savoring every inch, her breath warm against my throat, her nails dragging lazy patterns over my chest. The tension built differently now, deeper, heavier, until she finally collapsed against the mattress, spent and glowing, her hair fanned out and her lips curved in a lazy, satisfied smile. 

Before I left, I tucked a generous tip into her hand and added my card, my fingers brushing hers as I told her to call if she felt like seeing me again—off the clock. Her answering look promised possibilities. 

After that, I headed to Ganges and found Amber and Amanda exactly where I knew they’d be. I slid into the space between them, close enough to feel their warmth, and placed their reclaimed “equipment” back into their hands. 

“Glad to see you figured it out,” Amanda said, her eyes sparkling. Then she tilted her head, a knowing smile tugging at her mouth. “Or did you?” 

Amber leaned in, her voice low and inviting. “So,” she asked softly, “ready for another round?”

~~~

It had been some time since Amanda was shown the door at Ganges, quietly dismissed by Sean, the owner. Amber had bristled on her sister’s behalf—she still carried that resentment in the tight set of her mouth when his name came up—but outrage didn’t pay rent. Bills stacked up no matter how unfair life felt, and she’d swallowed her pride and kept showing up, night after night, because she had to.

Early evening found me pushing through the bar’s door, the familiar dim hush wrapping around me. The place was nearly empty, the way it often was before the night decided whether it would wake up or stay half-asleep. Amber stood behind the bar, and the sight of her hit me so hard I actually stopped walking.

She was breathtaking.

Her makeup was barely there, just enough to make her dark brown eyes look impossibly deep, like warm whiskey in low light. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail, but the ends curled tightly, brushing her neck when she moved. When she stepped out from behind the bar, my attention dropped—helplessly—to the white sundress clinging to her. Thin straps framed her shoulders. The bodice hugged her curves with wicked precision before giving way to a short, airy skirt that left her long, bare legs on full display. Sandals flashed at her feet, her toes painted and perfect, a detail that somehow made everything else feel even more intimate.

“Gerome!” she said, lighting up when she saw me, arms already opening.

I didn’t hesitate. I cupped her head, fingers threading into her hair, and pulled her mouth to mine. Her lips were soft, eager. She melted into me, arms circling my back, pressing her body flush against my chest. I felt it instantly—warmth, softness, no barrier at all between her breasts and me. My body reacted before my brain had a chance to catch up, blood surging low and hot.

She kissed me back with intent, her tongue sliding into my mouth like she’d been thinking about this all day.

“Mmm… I’ve missed you,” I breathed against her lips, the words rough with truth.

Her hand slid down without ceremony, cupping me through my pants, fingers closing with a knowing squeeze. “Oh, I know,” she murmured. “At least this part of you has.”

The front door squeaked then, loud in the quiet bar, and we broke apart just in time. I reclaimed my usual stool as Peter, another regular, ambled in. Amber slipped seamlessly back into bartender mode, serving us drinks like she hadn’t just had her hand on me seconds ago. Peter drifted toward the back to play pool, the crack of balls breaking the stillness.

“Where’s Sean?” I asked, keeping my voice casual.

“Downstairs,” she said softly. “Probably napping.” She glanced at the clock, her shoulders sagging just a little. “It’s been a long day. And I’ve still got hours to go.”

“Soon. Soon,” I replied, the words useless but automatic. Then, with a tilt of my head, “Shot?”

Her eyes brightened. “Usual?”

She didn’t wait for confirmation. Scotch for me, vodka for her. We clinked glasses.

“Cheers.”

The alcohol burned down my throat. Amber swayed slightly as she set her glass down, laughing under her breath. “God, I felt that. Empty stomach. Everything’s buzzing.” She pressed a hand to her chest. “I feel… flushed.”

She tipped forward, closing the distance, her arms sliding around my neck for balance. Her hips settled between my knees, heat radiating through the thin fabric of her dress. She kissed me—slowly. Then again, deeper. And again, like she couldn’t quite stop herself.

I reached for her, gripping her ass, the firmness of her cheeks filling my hands. She made a small, needy sound and her fingers went to my zipper, fumbling in her haste before freeing me. My cock sprang out, hard and aching. She stroked me a few times, her gaze flicking around the bar, alert even as desire darkened her eyes.

Then she bent forward.

Her mouth was hot, wet, devastating. She took me in without hesitation, lips sealing around me as her head began to move in a steady, relentless rhythm. My hand fisted in her hair as she worked me like she meant it, her throat opening, swallowing me deeper with each pass. She grabbed my ass, pulling me closer, holding me there until the pressure of me filled her completely, my tip pressing into the back of her throat.

Just when I thought I might lose all control, she released me and rose smoothly back to her full height, breathless, eyes locked on mine.

Amber broke the seal with a sharp inhale, dragging in air like she’d been underwater. Her lips were swollen, shining, and she smiled up at me with hungry pride. “God,” she breathed, voice low and wrecked, “I could spend all night with you filling my mouth. You fit there like you belong.”

A groan scraped out of me, rough and helpless. “Happy to be of service,” I muttered, the words barely making it past the ache in my chest.

The front door shrieked open again.

Amber reacted instantly, swift and wicked. She yanked my shirt down over my exposed need, her fingers lingering just long enough to promise trouble. Her eyes locked on mine, dark and daring. “Don’t even think about putting it away,” she murmured. “I’m not done with you.”

The bar began to wake up, bodies trickling in, voices layering over one another. Reality intruded, annoyingly persistent. Amber moved back behind the bar, all professionalism on the surface, but every time she passed close—every time she bent or turned—her hand would brush me, curl around me, give me just enough to keep me aching. A fleeting squeeze. A teasing stroke. Each one landed like a spark to dry tinder.

Then everything screamed at once.

Metal screeched. Something boomed. The lights cut out so abruptly it felt like the world had blinked.

“What the fuck?” someone barked from the darkness.

“Did you see that?” another voice followed. “Some idiot ran the light—took out a pole. Wires are down.”

Emergency lighting flickered on, weak and jaundiced. Sean appeared from downstairs, barking questions until he pieced it together. When he turned to Amber, his tone was all business. Everything had to be tracked by hand. Orders written down. No excuses.

She nodded, already moving, pen scratching, mind sharp despite the chaos. It helped that the crowd was still light, the night young. People drifted toward the patio where the fading evening glow did more than the sad little bulb inside.

As she passed me, Amber leaned close, her breath warm against my ear. “I’ll deal with them out there,” she whispered. “Then I’ll deal with you.”

She was gone less than a minute.

When she came back, she scanned the room quickly, then dropped her hand to me with purpose. I was soft again, spent from waiting, from denial. Her fingers curled, thoughtful, almost scolding. “Well,” she murmured, amused, “I clearly abandoned my responsibilities.”

She tugged my shirt aside and dipped her head without ceremony, taking me into her mouth while I was still half-asleep. Her lips coaxed, her tongue worked with slow insistence, and I felt myself respond immediately—heat rushing back, thickness swelling against her skill. She knew exactly when I was ready; she always did.

With a satisfied hum, she released me and turned, lifting the hem of that short, sinful dress. The sight of her like that—offered, impatient, already wet—nearly undid me.

“Please,” she said, raw and urgent. “I need you inside me. Now.”

I slid off the stool and stepped in close, my hands finding her hips, grounding myself in her warmth. She reached back, guiding me where she wanted me, and I pressed into her slick heat without resistance. She welcomed me with a gasp, her body opening easily, greedily.

“Yes,” she urged. “Don’t hold back. I want all of it.”

I drove into her, over and over, the muted sounds of the bar fading beneath the slap of skin and her breathless moans. She felt incredible—tight, soaked, desperate—and the way she pushed back to meet me told me she was right there with me, every thrust.

“Amber,” I warned, my control splintering. “I’m close.”

“Inside,” she panted without hesitation. “I want to feel you. Don’t pull away.”

The last of my restraint snapped. Pleasure tore through me as I spilled into her, wave after wave, my body shuddering as she cried out softly, savoring every pulse.

I stayed there a moment, catching my breath, before easing out slowly. She trembled at the loss, reacting to every inch as if she could feel the absence.

Then she turned on me, quick and playful, and took me back into her mouth, cleaning me with lazy devotion until I was oversensitive and spent. I tucked myself away, still dazed.

Amber laughed quietly, a breathless, delighted sound. “You’re still leaking,” she teased, reaching back to feel herself. “Damn. I’m going to be thinking about that all night.”

She caught my wrist and guided my hand between her thighs, pressing my fingers into the slick, heated proof of what we’d just done. Wetness coated my skin, warm and unmistakable, sliding down the inside of her leg in a slow, sinful trail. I sucked in a breath, my pulse kicking hard at the feel of us mingled together like that.

“Amber!” Sean’s voice cut through the haze from outside.

She swore under her breath, shot me a look that was half apology, half promise, and hurried out to deal with drink orders—no time to wipe herself clean, no chance to fix the evidence clinging to her skin.

When she came back a few minutes later, she leaned close, voice low and breathless. “G… it’s everywhere,” she whispered, eyes dark with heat. “It’s run all the way down my leg.” There was no embarrassment in her tone—just a wicked sort of satisfaction, like she loved knowing she was still marked.

The power never came back on. With the bar sunk in shadows and the night pressing in, Sean decided to shut down early. Amber moved through the place collecting tabs, the regulars generous and easygoing, leaving more than enough so she wouldn’t come up short.

When it was finally quiet, I caught up to her. “Want a ride home?”

Her face lit up instantly. “God, yes,” she said, a little too eagerly. “There’s no way I’m getting a cab out here now. Thanks, G.”

I smiled, slow and knowing. “Oh, I’m sure we can come up with a fitting way for you to show your appreciation.”

Her answering grin told me she was already imagining it.

And we did.


Chapter 4

The afternoon had settled into that heavy, languid kind of summer heat that makes everything feel slower, thicker. I was stretched out on the back deck, letting the warmth soak into my skin, eyes half-lidded, enjoying the rare quiet. Then it cut through the stillness—that familiar, choked brrr…oomm of a bargain-bin lawn mower coughing itself awake.

I cracked one eye open, curiosity tugging at me.

My backyard was wrapped in tall bushes and trees, a green cocoon that usually made me feel completely hidden from the world. Almost completely. The growth along the fence line between my place and the neighbor’s was thick, but not thick enough. If you knew where to look, you could see through.

Vicki.

My deck sat higher than her yard, giving me an unearned advantage. From where I lounged, I could look straight down at her without being obvious about it. A slow smile curved across my mouth as I took her in. Damn. She looked incredible.

She was wearing a snug white T-shirt, thin enough to hint at the warmth of her skin beneath, and a pair of short shorts that clung to her like they were painted on. She was tiny—barely five feet, light as a whisper of a woman. Her chest was modest, her legs slim, but her ass… her ass demanded attention. Firm, rounded, hypnotic.

I watched her pace the lawn, pushing the mower back and forth in steady lines. The shorts were clearly too tight for the job. Every so often she’d stop, glance around as if checking for witnesses, and tug the fabric free where it had wedged itself between her cheeks or crept uncomfortably high between her thighs. Each small, absentminded adjustment sent a spark straight through me.

I never wear underwear at home. The heat and the privacy make it pointless. As I watched her bend and pull and shift, my body reacted before I could talk myself out of it. My cock thickened, heavy and insistent, slipping free along the loose leg of my shorts. The knowledge that I was hidden, that she had no idea she was being watched, only sharpened the edge of it. I wrapped my hand around myself and began to stroke, slow and deliberate, eyes locked on her movements.

The mower sputtered. “Brrruu… ptt… ptt…” Then it died into abrupt silence.

Vicki smacked the handle in irritation, then gave the machine a sharp kick. She yanked the rip cord once, twice—nothing. Another frustrated kick followed, her mouth moving as she muttered curses I couldn’t hear. With her back to me, that perfect ass presented like an offering, she bent at the waist and twisted open the gas cap, peering inside.

God.

She straightened and planted her hands on her hips, staring down at the stubborn piece of machinery like she was daring it to defy her again. Then she glanced up—and her gaze snagged through the trees, straight to me.

My breath caught. I dropped my hand instantly, heart thudding, and shifted to hide myself, fingers fumbling to pull fabric into place. I couldn’t tell if she’d seen anything. The uncertainty made my pulse race even faster.

“Gerome!” she called, lifting a hand and waving. She started toward the fence line, having to circle around to find the opening between our yards. I silently begged the moment to stretch, willed my body to calm down as I tugged my shorts into a more decent arrangement.

She rounded the corner just as I managed to cover myself, her face bright with a friendly smile, skin flushed from the heat. “Hey, Gerome. Perfect day to soak up some sun, huh?”

“Hey, Vicki,” I said, forcing my voice to sound casual. “Yeah. Sure is.” I nodded toward the silent mower behind her. “Looks like you’re having some trouble?”

She sighed and glanced back over her shoulder. “It just died on me. There’s gas in it, but it won’t start at all.” She turned back, lips pressing into a small, hopeful curve. “Any chance you could take a look?”

“Want me to?” I asked.

She tilted her head and gave me that look—soft, a little playful, hard to refuse. “Please?”

I rose from my chair, the heat clinging to my skin, and the instant I did, Vicki’s gaze dipped—unapologetically—below my waist. I followed her eyes and felt a jolt of panic and heat collide. I wasn’t fully relaxed yet. Not hard, exactly, but definitely not innocent either. The outline was there, unmistakable beneath the thin fabric.

When I looked back up, she hadn’t even tried to hide it. Her eyes lingered, dark and curious, and then she slowly wet her lips, the tip of her tongue gliding over them like she was savoring a thought.

“Uh… Vicki?” My voice came out rougher than I meant it to.

“Yeah? Umm… yeah!” She blinked, shook her head slightly, like she was snapping herself back into place, but the faint smile stayed.

We headed toward her yard, the space between us buzzing with something unspoken. To fill it, I asked the obvious. “So… where’s Don these days?”

“Oh, he’s up at the cottage with the kids,” she said easily. “He can work from there, which is great, but it also means he can’t exactly pop back during the day to deal with things like this.” She gestured toward the dead mower with a small, helpless shrug.

I stood over the machine and gave it a slow, deliberate once-over. One pull on the cord told me everything—nothing. Not even a cough. I nodded to myself. “I think I know the problem. Happens to mine sometimes.”

I flipped open the air filter and found it packed solid with damp grass clippings. Starving engine, simple fix. I cleaned it out, reassembled it, and gave the cord a firm tug. The mower roared back to life like it had never been sick at all.

“There you go.”

Vicki’s face lit up, bright and open. “Thank you, Gerome! Wow… I don’t even think Don would’ve figured that out.” There was something in the way she said it—admiring, maybe a little impressed.

I started to turn away when her voice stopped me.

“Gerome! I’m almost done out here, and I’ve got some fresh iced tea inside. Want to join me?”

I considered her for a second, then smiled. “How about I just finish this up for you, and you go get the drinks?”

“Sounds great!” she said quickly, already heading off.

There wasn’t much left, and I wrapped it up in ten minutes flat. Right on cue, Vicki reappeared, glasses clinking with ice. Her patio was barely more than a patch of concrete, so I nodded toward my place next door. “Why don’t we sit on my deck? More shade over there.”

“Okay!” She agreed without hesitation.

“And a lot more privacy,” I added silently.

She set the drinks on the table while I pulled over another chair. “Sorry, I’ve only got one footstool,” I said. “Want to share?”

We shifted our chairs so we were angled toward each other, knees close enough to feel the heat. The iced tea was cold and sweet, exactly what I needed—but it felt like it was missing something.

“Not to complain,” I said lightly, “and thank you for this, but… how would you feel about a little vodka in yours?”

She smiled, slow and knowing. “Thought you’d never ask. I have to keep it innocent for the kids, you know.”

I came back with a frost-clouded bottle of Grey Goose from the freezer and poured us both generous shots. No pretending.

She took a deep swallow and sighed. “God, that’s good. I needed that.” Then she laughed softly. “Honestly, that’s the other reason I don’t get too mad when Don doesn’t come back to help. With the kids around, I can’t really drink. Don doesn’t much either, so alcohol’s kind of a rare thing for me.”

Her eyes met mine over the rim of her glass, relaxed now, a little warmer than before. The afternoon had shifted. I could feel it settling in around us, thick and promising.

“Well, you’re always welcome to wander over here,” I told her lightly. “My fridge is usually stocked.”

My gaze betrayed me. I followed a bead of condensation as it slipped from her glass, slid over the thin cotton of her T‑shirt, and disappeared into the shallow valley between her breasts. They weren’t large, but her nipples were unmistakable—tight, dark points pressing insistently against the damp fabric, impossible to ignore. Whether she meant to or not, she shifted in her chair and let her knees drift apart. The shorts clung to her, pulled taut at the center, the seam pressing intimately into her. The outline was obscene in its subtlety, and my pulse thudded hard in my ears.

Jesus.

Heat pooled low in my body as my cock began to wake, heavy and insistent against my thigh. I wasn’t some porn-star freak of nature, but I knew my body well enough to know what was coming. If I adjusted myself, she’d see. If I didn’t, the evidence would announce itself anyway, pushing past the hem of my shorts. Either way, there was no hiding.

“My god,” Vicki murmured, lifting the icy glass to her forehead, dragging it slowly across her skin. “It’s so hard…” She exhaled, eyes half-lidded. “…to stay cool.”

“It definitely is,” I answered, my voice rougher than I meant it to be.

She lowered the glass and traced it deliberately over her chest, pausing to circle one nipple, then the other. The moisture darkened her shirt, turning it sheer, giving me an unfiltered view of her arousal. My cock surged fully awake, straining now, undeniable. Vicki’s thighs opened wider, unapologetic. I saw the faint, spreading dampness at the center of her shorts, a small but devastating confession of how far gone she already was.

She dipped a finger into the melting ice on the glass, then slid it down, pressing it between her legs, smearing the cold wetness along her slit. “Fuck,” she breathed. “I’m burning up.”

She set the glass aside. One hand tugged the leg of her shorts away, the other immediately finding what it wanted. Her fingers moved with surety, slick and needy, rubbing herself openly. Then she stretched one leg out, her foot brushing—no, stroking—my fully hard cock. The contact sent a sharp jolt through me.

“My god, Gerome,” she gasped, glancing down at the thick outline beneath my shorts. “Don doesn’t compare. You’re… you’re huge next to him.”

Her fingers plunged deeper as her head fell back, throat exposed, mouth opening on a broken sound. I watched, helpless and undone, using the slow glide of her foot to work myself while she chased her release. Her body tightened, breath stuttering.

“Oh god—oh god—I’m coming,” she cried. “Fuck—fuck—fuck!”

She shattered in the chair, riding it out with a low, desperate moan, and I wasn’t far behind, my hand fisting myself with her foot as my guide.

When she finally caught her breath, she looked at me with raw, feral intent, eyes dark and shining. “I need your cock,” she said simply.

She dropped to her knees between my legs and yanked my shorts down. Her mouth was hot and eager, taking me in without hesitation, lips sealing around me as if she’d been waiting all day. She swallowed me deep, her mouth fitting perfectly, her tongue still finding a way to tease and worship everything she couldn’t fully take. Her head moved in a steady rhythm, unrelenting, driving me fast toward the edge.

I knew I wasn’t going to last. I threaded my fingers into her hair and held her there, guiding myself deeper until my cock slid into her throat. I kept her like that, feeling the tight, incredible pressure, counting the seconds as my control slipped. She shifted, a small protest, and I held her just a moment longer before she pushed back.

She pulled away, breathless, eyes bright with mischief. “You fucking bastard,” she said with a wicked smile. Then her expression turned hungry, impatient. “Now put it where I really need it. Inside my cunt.”

Vicki rose from my lap and turned her back to me, a slow, deliberate movement that made my pulse jump. She hooked her thumbs into her waistband and pushed her shorts down until they pooled around her ankles, leaving her bare and unapologetic. She glanced over her shoulder, eyes dark, then lowered herself carefully, adjusting her hips until the thick head of me nudged against the slick entrance of her sex.

She sank down inch by inch, a broken moan spilling from her throat as I slid into her heat. She wrapped around me immediately—firm, needy, gripping me like she intended to keep me there.

“Oh my god,” she groaned, bracing herself as she settled fully onto me. “It’s been forever since I’ve had a cock like this inside me. Toys don’t even come close.”

She planted her hands on the armrests and began to lift and drop her hips, slow at first, savoring every inch. Then she picked up the rhythm, her body taking over, her cunt tightening and pulsing around me with every stroke. The pressure built fast, relentless.

“Vicki—” I gasped. “I’m going to come.”

“No,” she said breathlessly, shaking her head. “Not yet. Not like this.”

She lifted off me, leaving me bare and aching, my shaft slick and shining with her arousal. She spread her legs and bent forward, hands gripping the footstool as she offered herself to me completely. “Fuck me like this,” she demanded. “Hard.”

I stood and stepped in close behind her, guiding myself back into her with one thrust. She cried out as I filled her again. I grabbed her hips and drove into her, the sound of skin on skin sharp and obscene. Her body met every thrust, desperate, greedy.

“Yes,” she sobbed. “Just like that. I’m going to come. Please—come inside me. I need it. Now.”

I was already gone. I slammed into her one last time and spilled deep inside her, wave after wave, until I was shaking and empty, my voice breaking as her name tore out of me.

I slowed, staying buried in her warmth, rocking gently as her body clenched and fluttered around me, aftershocks rippling through her. Still joined, we collapsed back into the chair, breathing hard, sweat-slicked and spent.

“Oh God,” she murmured, turning to kiss me, slow and satisfied. “That was incredible. I can’t remember the last time I was fucked that well.”

Eventually, my body softened, easing out of her despite the way she tried to keep me inside. Heat and slickness soaked my thighs. She slid down to her knees between mine, looked up at me with a lazy, grateful smile, and took her time licking me clean, thorough and tender.

By the time she finished, I was hard again.

We made it inside, and then it happened again—and again—until my body finally gave up, reduced to something boneless and useless, completely wrung out by her.

Later, we lay tangled on my bed, Vicki curled against me, her head resting over my heart. She traced idle patterns on my chest and sighed. “Thank you, Gerome. I needed that. I’ve needed a cock inside me for so long.”

When I asked about Don, she snorted softly. “He’s barely interested. And when he is, he’s half your size at best. He fucks once, rolls over, falls asleep—and I’ve never once come with him.”

I kissed her forehead, holding her closer.

“Not like you,” she said with a slow, satisfied smile. “You’re a damn good fuck. A man I really love fucking.”

~~~

“Thanks, Gerome.” 

Vicki lifted her hand in a quick, playful wave as she slipped toward the back door, already halfway gone, already calculating the safest moment to dart across to her place next door. She’d spent the night tangled in my sheets, and we’d pushed each other until our bodies simply quit—sweat-damp, spent, breathless. 

“That was incredible,” she said with a low laugh, pausing long enough to glance back at me. “My legs are still shaking.”

Her husband and the kids were up at their cottage, far from us and our recklessness, but that didn’t mean we could be careless. Curtains fluttered. Neighbors noticed things. Desire thrived best when it stayed sharp with a hint of danger.

I leaned against the doorframe, my robe loose, deliberately careless. Naked underneath. Awake again already. 

“When are you heading back up?” I asked.

She caught the look, her gaze drifting shamelessly downward. A slow, knowing smile curved her mouth. 

“Why?” she teased. “You hoping for another round?” Her eyes flicked back up to mine. “Don’t you ever get enough?”

She stepped closer, close enough that her warmth brushed me, and kissed my cheek—soft, almost innocent. My body betrayed me instantly, hardening, nudging against her thighs. 

She laughed and shook her head. “Nope. I’m already sore. I need to go home today, and Don will expect his turn tonight once the kids are asleep.”

For a heartbeat I thought that was it—that I’d be left aching and frustrated. Then, without another word, she dropped to her knees.

Her hands slid over my hips, fingers firm, greedy, pulling me toward her mouth. Heat, pressure, her lips closing around me as she took me in deep, unflinching. I felt myself bend into her, the back of her throat tight and relentless. She held me there, merciless, until my legs started to quiver.

When she finally pulled back, she chuckled softly, breath warm against my skin. 

“Now you know how my legs feel.”

And then she went back to work.

Her mouth sealed around me again, slow at first, deliberate, drawing me in inch by inch. The suction was perfect, her head moving with unhurried confidence before gradually building rhythm. My hands fisted at my sides, my breath coming apart.

Her fingertips traced along the curve of my ass, teasing, then drifting lower. When she pressed just beneath my balls, a sharp, helpless sound tore from my throat. 

“Uuuh…”

She kept circling that spot, coaxing, while her other hand slipped between my cheeks. I stiffened as her fingers pressed insistently, then eased inside me, little by little, until sensation exploded white-hot through my spine.

“Oh God, Vicki— I’m going to come.”

“Mm-mm,” she murmured around me, the vibration only driving me closer. She didn’t slow. If anything, she became more focused, more intent, like she was determined to wring every last response from me.

“I’m—c—cumming,” I groaned, the words breaking apart as my body seized. Release hit hard and unstoppable, spilling down her throat as I swore, breathless and raw.

The pleasure was overwhelming, almost painful in its intensity. I reached for her head, needing some kind of anchor, some kind of mercy—but she didn’t stop. Not her mouth, not her fingers. Only when my knees finally gave out and I collapsed back onto the floor did she withdraw.

She rose gracefully, lips curved in a satisfied smile as she looked down at me. 

“Mmm. You taste amazing,” she said lightly. “See you next time.”

She checked the back door, quick and cautious, then turned to blow me a kiss before slipping away into the morning.

It took a while before I could even move. When I finally dragged myself upright, my body felt wrung out, my cock soft and spent. 

“Holy fuck,” I muttered to the empty room.

I wrapped up my holy trinity—shit, shave, shower—lingering over the last part longer than necessary. I’m meticulous about my grooming, especially below the belt. Trimmed neat in front, completely bare along my length and over my balls, all the way back to where my ass begins. It’s partly vanity—I know it makes me look thicker, longer, more imposing—and partly courtesy. I’ve never once heard a complaint, and more than a few women have murmured their appreciation once they realized they wouldn’t be choking on a mouthful of unruly hair.

Clean and warm from the shower, I stood in my bedroom pulling on clothes when movement across the street caught my eye. Irina. My private nickname for her was my Russian Beauty. Long, wavy blonde hair that looked like it begged for fingers. Big, luminous eyes magnified just enough by those librarian glasses to make her seem both innocent and wicked. Her lips were red and full, made for slow kisses and whispered sins. Her body—soft and womanly in all the right places—was proof that motherhood had only sharpened her appeal. I’d rarely seen her kids, but their absence only fed my imagination.

She slid into her little BMW and drove off, sunlight flashing over the windshield.

“Jesus,” I muttered, palming myself without thinking. I was already half-hard. “I would absolutely do her.” I smirked to myself. “My Russian Beauty.”

Later that morning, I walked to the corner store for a paper. Normally I’d drive even that short distance, but the day was perfect—warm enough for loose running shorts and a T-shirt, cool enough that the air felt good against my skin. I’d gone commando, enjoying the freedom, the faint risk.

As I headed back, I spotted her again. Irina was in her driveway, bent slightly as she worked over the BMW with a cloth. The car gleamed; she was clearly done washing it and now polishing, her movements slow and thorough.

I felt a stir low in my belly. I’ve got something that could use a polish, I thought, my groin answering immediately.

“Hi, Gerome!” she called, straightening just enough to wave me over.

“Hi, Irina. Looks great,” I said, nodding at the car. “Nice and shiny.”

She smiled and kept buffing, her body moving with the rhythm of her arm. Every subtle jiggle sent heat straight to my cock. That was dangerous. The shorts were short, the fabric thin, and I knew how easily I could betray myself.

“Yes, but unfortunately it never stays this way,” she said, her accent wrapping the words in something musical. “Actually, I was hoping to ask you a favor. Do you know how to fix a switch? Vicki next door said you’re very handy.”

“I can take a look,” I replied. “Where’s Ivan?”

“He’s on vacation with the children. They’re in Kazan, visiting his parents.” She shook her head, then bent again to attack a stubborn spot on the paint. The motion made my cock throb harder, thickening, pressing forward. “It’s just outside Moscow.”

Then she stood up fully, and I almost groaned.

Irina wore a light white button-down, several buttons undone to reveal a deep, generous valley of cleavage. The ends were tied beneath her breasts, exposing the soft curve of her stomach—pure, unapologetic MILF perfection. Her jean shorts were tiny and tight, slung low on her hips, cuffs rolled to show off long, shapely legs that went on forever. Barefoot, she was tall—taller than me—and completely, devastatingly aware of her effect.

A breeze slipped between my thighs, cool and traitorous, and I knew without looking that something was starting to peek out from the leg of my shorts.

She planted her feet and put her hands on her hips, surveying the gleaming car like an artist admiring a finished canvas. Sweat glazed her skin, a faint shimmer catching the light along her collarbone and between her breasts. Meanwhile, there was absolutely no negotiating with what was happening in my shorts. Any attempt to shield myself would look like a guilty confession. Doing nothing felt like waiting for gravity to betray me completely.

Fate chose for me.

Irina’s gaze dipped. Caught. She didn’t gasp or scold—she simply looked. Slow. Appreciative. The corner of her mouth lifted, a knowing smile that traveled straight through my bloodstream. She let her eyes linger shamelessly before turning away to grab the hose. When she bent at the waist, presenting me with the full, generous curve of her ass, the hose tangled under her fingers.

“Pshhht—!”

“Ai!” she yelped.

The hose split without mercy, water exploding in a wild spray. She tried to clamp it with her palm, but another rupture burst open, then another, soaking her from every angle.

“Hang on! I’ll shut it off!” I shouted, already running.

Their shutoff was nothing like mine, and panic made my fingers clumsy. By the time I wrestled the valve closed and hurried back, Irina stood dripping in the driveway, utterly drenched. Her white shirt clung to her like wet silk, translucent now, outlining every curve, every swell. The chill had tightened her nipples into dark, unmistakable points. My body responded viciously—worse than before. My shorts had betrayed me completely, the cuff hiked up, my erection on full, unapologetic display.

We stared at each other, the air thick and buzzing.

Finally, Irina laughed softly. “Well,” she said, eyes sparkling, “at least now it is fair.” She gave her breasts a playful wiggle. “You show me yours, I show you mine.”

“Not completely fair,” I shot back, grinning despite myself. “You’re still dressed.”

She laughed with me, then crooked her finger. “Come inside so I can change. And I will show you the broken switch.”

I followed her into the house, my pulse thudding. The interior surprised me—warm, elegant, soft. Not at all the blunt, utilitarian cave I’d imagined. She disappeared upstairs. My erection finally eased, though I would’ve preferred a far more satisfying way for it to retreat.

Minutes stretched.

When Irina came back, she was transformed. Her hair was restyled, her lips darker, eyes subtly defined. She wore a black robe that brushed her knees, black marabou slippers whispering against the floor, sheer Cuban-style stockings hugging her long legs.

“Uh…?” I blinked, genuinely thrown. “I thought you wanted me to fix a switch.”

“Oh, I do,” she purred.

She let the robe fall open and then slide to the floor. Underneath, she wore a black shelf bra that lifted her breasts obscenely and the tiniest string thong imaginable, barely skimming her smooth, bare slit. She hooked a finger under the fabric, drew it aside, and touched herself—slow, deliberate—her fingers already slick.

“This is my switch,” she said, circling her swollen clit, eyes locked on mine. “And I am very turned on… and I cannot seem to turn it off.”

The ache between my legs surged back, fierce and unforgiving. I didn’t hesitate. I closed the distance between us and sank down in front of her, my knees hitting the floor as if they’d been waiting for this moment. I pressed my face into her heat and inhaled deeply. She smelled lush and feminine, a sweet, dizzying perfume that went straight to my head. The world tilted.

I slid the flimsy scrap of fabric down her thighs until it pooled around her knees. She was already glistening, her swollen lips slick and parted. I could see her arousal gathering, pearling and then spilling free, unable to be contained.

My hands found her ass, firm and tight beneath my palms, and I pulled her closer, anchoring her to my mouth. I drank from her shamelessly, my tongue catching every drop she offered. The more I took, the more she gave, a generous flood I couldn’t possibly keep up with.

Her fingers twisted into my hair, and she thrust my face harder against her. “Oh God—yes!” she cried, the word tearing out of her as her body shuddered. She came hard, shaking, holding me there while her release spilled over my mouth and chin, her knees trembling as she slowly loosened her grip.

When I finally looked up, breathless and dazed, I could feel her slickness sliding down my face. Irina met my gaze and laughed softly, wicked and pleased. “That was incredible,” she said, eyes sparkling. “Though you look completely ridiculous, covered in me like that.”

She dropped down in front of me, our bodies close, stomach to stomach. Her hands went to my shorts, pushing them down just enough to free me. She shifted, rubbing herself along my length, letting me feel how soaked she still was. She cradled my head and kissed me deeply, slow and grateful. “Thank you,” she murmured against my mouth. “It’s been such a long time.” Then she licked my skin clean, tasting herself from me.

Still on our knees, she began to rock her hips, coating me in her wetness all over again. She laughed, breathless and playful. “See?” she teased. “My switch is still broken. It keeps turning itself back on.”

I scooped her up without another word and carried her down the hall, finding her bedroom by instinct. I tossed her onto the bed and stripped the rest of my clothes away. Settling between her spread thighs, I pushed her knees up, opening her completely to me. Her sex bloomed, inviting, already aching for my mouth again.

I traced her slowly, deliberately—my tongue sliding from her tight, sensitive rim, up through her slick center, and over her swollen clit. I teased her there, nibbling and tugging gently before building the pressure, again and again, until her head thrashed against the pillow.

She grabbed my wrists, yanking me closer, her nails biting into my skin like she was afraid I might disappear. I buried my face in her, driving my tongue deep, holding nothing back. I stayed there until my lungs burned, pulling away only for a second to breathe.

She wouldn’t let me go for long. Her hand clamped onto the back of my head and forced me right back where she wanted me. “Yes,” she begged, desperate and raw. “Make me come again. Please—don’t stop. I’m so close…”

I didn’t. I couldn’t. I redoubled my efforts, relentless, focused entirely on breaking her open.

Her scream filled the room. “Yes! Yes! Oh fuck—yes!” Her body arched as her climax tore through her. “That’s it—I’m cumming…!”

She gushed against my mouth, a powerful release I couldn’t possibly contain. She held me there, tight and shaking, until the last aftershocks faded and her grip finally softened—just enough to let me breathe again.

Her hand stayed firm at the back of my head as she drew me upward, positioning me perfectly between her open thighs. Her eyes were dark, hungry, commanding. “Fuck me,” she said, breathless and rough. “Put your cock inside me. Now.”

I didn’t hesitate. I lined myself up and slid into her, the heat and slickness swallowing me whole in one seamless glide. Any clever comparison vanished from my mind the instant she clenched around me. Thought disappeared. There was only sensation—tight, wet, overwhelming.

“Yes,” she cried, arching into me. “Fuck me. I need it. Don’t hold back—harder. Harder.” 

Her voice broke into a plea, then a demand.

I drove into her, hips snapping forward, my balls slapping against her ass with every thrust. Her body took me greedily, her cunt gripping me like it had no intention of ever letting go. The sounds she made—raw, unfiltered—pushed me closer to the edge with every movement.

“Oh fuck—yes,” she gasped, her head whipping from side to side. “I’m cumming again. I can feel it—oh God—” 

Heat flooded between us as her release poured out, soaking us both. She clutched at me desperately. “Don’t pull out. Cum inside me. Please. I want it—inside. I’m begging you.”

I was already lost. My control shattered. “Irina—fuck—I’m—” 

The words dissolved as I came, emptying myself deep inside her with a groan I couldn’t hold back.

She locked her legs around my waist, holding me there while I spilled everything I had. “I can feel you,” she whispered, reverent and wild. “You’re filling me.”

Her body milked every last pulse from me until there was nothing left but a sharp, oversensitive ache and a breathless laugh torn from my throat. “Fuck—that almost hurts.”

Still panting, she wrapped her arms around me and held me close. “God, that was perfect,” she murmured. “I needed that so badly.”

I kissed her softly, a stark contrast to what we’d just done. Our tongues met, slow and intimate now, as if grounding ourselves again.

She pulled back with a small giggle. “I think you finally fixed my switch,” she said. “At least for the moment.”

We stayed tangled together until my spent cock softened and slipped free of her on its own. I rolled onto my side. The sheets beneath us were drenched, heat trapped between our bodies, already beginning to cool.

“Holy fuck, Irina,” I breathed. “Is it always like this when you and Ivan have sex?”

She went quiet, then shook her head. “No. After the kids… something changed. I started soaking everything. After it happened a few times, he wouldn’t touch me anymore.” Her voice wavered. “He says I’m peeing on him, no matter how many times I tell him I’m not.”

I pulled her into my arms.

“Thank you for not freaking out,” she said, tears slipping free. “You have no idea how incredible you are. I haven’t come like that in so long. Doing it myself just isn’t the same.”

“I get that,” I said softly. “But doesn’t Ivan miss sex?”

“He just wants blow jobs,” she replied, hesitating. “And… I think he might be getting it somewhere else. Sometimes when I’m sucking him, I can taste something that isn’t him.”

I frowned. “He’s an idiot,” I said bluntly. “He has no idea what he’s throwing away.”

Before she could respond, I gently nudged her back onto the mattress and settled between her thighs again. I took my time this time, slow and unhurried, letting my tongue tease and trace, giving myself a chance to recover. It didn’t take much—just a few lazy licks, a soft suck—and she was already moaning, hips lifting, her body responding instantly.

Her juices flowed freely again, sweet and familiar. I drank her in without thinking—until I realized I was tasting myself too, mingled with her, and the intimacy of that realization sent a fresh shiver through me.

I lifted my head and looked up at her, breathless and slick-mouthed. Irina’s eyes were shut tight, lashes fluttering; her lips hung open on a broken sigh, fists knotted in the sheets like she was bracing against a storm inside her. The mingled taste on my tongue—her essence, my own—wasn’t unpleasant at all. It was warm and intimate, faintly sweet, like something forbidden I wanted more of.

I spread her with my fingers, slow and deliberate, and buried my face between her thighs again.

“Oh God,” she gasped, the words torn from her chest. “I’m going to come again—oh God, I’m c—”

Her body answered before the word finished. She erupted, liquid heat spilling over me with shocking force, soaking my mouth, my chin, my cheeks. 

“Oh God—oh God—oh God!” she cried, every muscle locking as the pleasure ripped through her in waves. She kept coming, shudder after shudder, and I didn’t stop. I stayed right there, mouth working her, drinking her in, holding her open while her cries turned sharp and desperate.

Finally she screamed, raw and wrecked. “Stop—stop—oh God, I can’t—please, I can’t take it anymore!”

Her hands tangled in my hair and pulled me back. Her body kept twitching, little aftershocks rolling through her as she struggled to come down. She dragged in air, chest heaving, then let out a shaky laugh. “Oh my God… you’re incredible.”

She blinked her eyes open and really looked at me—and then she burst out laughing. “You look like a drowned puppy,” she said between giggles. “Completely soaked.”

I laughed too, swiping uselessly at my face with a hand that was just as wet as the rest of me. It was hopeless.

“Thank you, Gerome,” she said softly then, the laughter fading into something warm and sincere. She smiled at me, eyes shining. “Thank you for tonight. You made me feel like a woman again.”

Something in her tone made my chest tighten, like she was closing a door I hadn’t realized I wanted to walk through. I must have shown it—I felt it flicker across my face as I started to pull away.

“Where are you going?” she asked immediately. She reached for me, arms open, inviting. “Please. Stay.”

I didn’t resist. I let myself sink back into her, into the warmth and softness of her body.

“And besides,” she added lightly, lips brushing my hair, “Ivan won’t be back for at least the rest of the month.”


Chapter 5

The heat was relentless, the kind that pressed down on your skin and refused to let go. With nothing on my schedule, I drifted toward Ganges—my regular refuge—just after noon. The sun hung high and merciless, bleaching the parking lot and carving thin, sharp-edged shadows into the asphalt. By the time I stepped out of the car, sweat had already darkened the white golf shirt clinging to my sides, trickling down my spine in slow, sticky lines. Normally I hid behind jeans, but today was unbearable. I’d taken an old pair of button-fly 501s and hacked them off mid-thigh, frayed edges and all, a small act of rebellion against the heat.

Inside, the bar swallowed me whole. The sudden darkness blurred everything until my eyes adjusted, the cool air brushing over my damp skin like a promise. Gradually, shapes took form. Sean, planted behind the bar, caught my eye and lifted his fist in greeting. 

“Hey, G.”

I bumped him back and slid onto the raised, padded bench facing the bar and the muted TVs overhead. As my vision sharpened, movement from the back drew my attention. Shannon—today’s bartender—came into view.

She had that effortless magnetism that made a room feel warmer. A mom with two young kids, late thirties maybe brushing forty, but she wore her life easily, confidently. Long black hair spilled over her shoulders, glossy and free. Her brown eyes lit up when she saw me, and her full lips curved into a smile that felt personal. 

“G!”

As she stepped closer, the light revealed what she was wearing: a white tank that clung to her curves and did almost nothing to disguise the vivid red bra beneath. The neckline dipped low, framing soft, generous cleavage that made my pulse jump and something much lower wake up instantly.

“Thanks for coming,” she said, already closing the distance. She leaned in for a hug, her hands settling boldly on my bare thighs as my arms wrapped around her. I pulled her closer than necessary. Her breasts pressed into my chest, warm and unyielding, and she let out a little breath that made my grip tighten. Her fingers slid higher—too high—skimming under the edge of my cutoffs. Her thumb brushed against my growing hardness, slow and deliberate, as if testing me. 

“There’s no one here,” she murmured, amusement and boredom tangled together. “I’m so bored.”

When she finally pulled away, she turned toward the fridge, hips swaying with an unconscious confidence that was anything but innocent. She bent to grab my bottle of Ex, and that’s when I noticed her shorts—tiny things, barely containing her. They skimmed the underside of her ass, leaving long, shapely legs completely bare except for the red runners hugging her feet. A flash of red peeked above the waistband—thin straps of a thong that made my mouth go dry.

She set the ice-cold beer down in front of me on a coaster. I barely registered it, my attention snagged on the absurdity of protecting an arborite tabletop from condensation while my body burned up from the inside out.

The front of her tank stopped just at the top of her shorts, revealing a soft curve of belly that begged to be touched. Her zipper was closed, but the top button was undone, casual and provocative. The thong beneath had to be impossibly small—no hint of red now, just the knowledge that it was there, hidden, waiting.

We traded lazy bits of conversation while Sean disappeared into the back, the clatter of cleaning faint and distant. With no one else to distract her, Shannon slid in beside me on the padded bench, close enough that heat gathered between us. Her knees fell open without pretense. The back of her shorts still covered what little modesty she bothered with, but the front was a different story—fabric stretched thin, the seam the only thing keeping them from riding up entirely. Through it, unmistakable and vivid, I caught the flash of red from the tiny scrap of lingerie she wore.

She’d always been hands-on, shamelessly affectionate, and I’d never once pretended to mind. Her body pressed into mine, soft and warm, the faint scent of her skin wrapping around me. Her hand settled on my inner thigh, casual at first, then drifting higher with purpose until her fingers closed around my swelling length. I sucked in a breath as she brushed her thumb over the dampness she’d coaxed from me, spreading it slowly, teasingly. My hips twitched, my muscles betraying me in sharp, delicious jolts.

Footsteps sounded. Sean’s shape moved back into view. Shannon withdrew her hand in a smooth, practiced motion, lifting it to her mouth and licking her thumb clean as I tugged my shorts back into place, willing my pulse to slow.

“Baby,” Sean called out, grinning. “Give him a shot. One for you too.”

Shannon hopped down, all business now, slipping behind the bar. She reached for the Johnnie Black, poured me a generous measure, then filled a vodka shot for herself. She set them down in front of me, glass ringing softly against the table. We touched rims.

“Thanks, Sean.”

“Baby, I gotta run to the shop,” he said, amused with himself. “Gotta buy more Johnnie Black for G.” He laughed. “You’ll be okay?”

“I just need the bathroom first,” Shannon said, already moving. “Can you watch the bar a minute?”

“Yeah, yeah,” he replied as she vanished down the hall. “I’m not going anywhere.”

No one came in, of course. It was too early, too hot, one of those dead afternoons where the town felt abandoned. Everyone knew Sean pinched pennies and wouldn’t turn on the air until misery demanded it.

“Okay, thanks, Sean,” Shannon said when she returned.

“Give him another,” Sean instructed, pointing toward the bottles. “You too.” Then he retreated again.

I finished the last of my first shot just as Shannon returned with fresh glasses. She sat beside me again, legs spread wide and unapologetic. The red hint I’d seen earlier was gone. In its place was smooth, bare skin, glistening slightly, completely exposed. My fingers slid between her thighs, collecting the proof of how ready she was. I brought them to my mouth, tasting her, then chased it with a sip of scotch. She snapped her knees together when we heard Sean emerge.

“One more each,” he called as he headed out. “I’ll be back in a couple hours.”

I was still nursing the second when Shannon dropped a third in front of me. She threw hers back in one swift motion, then grabbed my face and kissed me hard, her mouth hungry, urgent.

“Fuck, G,” she breathed against my lips. “I’m so fucking horny. I haven’t had a hard cock inside me since the last time.”

Shannon’s fingers went straight for my fly, impatient, greedy. Buttons popped loose beneath her hands and she dove in, drawing me out into the open. Her palms were warm and sure, stroking with a confidence that made my breath hitch—until she flinched like she’d brushed a live wire.

I barely had time to tug my shirt down, scrambling to cover myself, when Sean appeared again.

“Forgot my shopping list!” he announced, smacking his forehead theatrically. He flashed the crumpled paper and turned right back around, disappearing once more.

“Holy fuck, that was close.” Shannon pressed a finger to her lips, eyes wide, then broke into laughter as she hurried toward the front patio. She peered outside, double-checking, then came back still giggling. “Good thing I didn’t have your cock in my mouth.”

I didn’t answer with words. I caught the back of her head, guided her down, and slid myself past her lips before she could finish laughing. “You could’ve told him you were enjoying a cock-tail.”

She snorted and choked around me, laughter dissolving into a helpless sound as she adjusted, mouth opening, tongue soft and eager.

God, her mouth. She sucked like she was built for it—hot, skilled, relentless. Even when I was buried deep, she managed to reach lower, her tongue flicking and lapping at my balls, sending sparks straight up my spine. My thighs tightened, the warning sharp and sudden. I groaned. “Shannon—fuck—you’re going to make me come way too fast.”

“Don’t you dare.” She pulled back with a wet pop, eyes dark, lips swollen. “I want it inside me. I need to feel you fill me.” Her voice dropped, rough with need. “Fuck me from behind.”

She turned and braced herself on the bench, palms flat, body offering itself without hesitation. I stepped in close, my shorts pooling at my feet. She tugged the soaked crotch of her shorts aside and guided me in, and her cunt welcomed me—hot, slick, open from want and familiarity. Not tight enough to steal my climax too quickly, but perfect in the way that let me stay, let me savor.

She rocked back into me, meeting every thrust, chasing it. I slid my hands under her T-shirt and closed my fists around her breasts, using them as anchors while I drove into her harder. The thin bra didn’t stand a chance; it gave way under my grip.

Her face pressed into the stained fabric of the bench as I pinched and rolled her thick nipples between my fingers. She cried out, voice breaking. “Oh God, G—you feel so good inside me. Fuck—fuck!”

Her knees buckled without warning. Heat spilled, slick and sudden, running down our legs as her body seized. She screamed, raw and unfiltered. “F—U—C—K! YES!”

I was still moving, still sliding in and out of her as her cunt spasmed around me, milking me without mercy. Her hand reached back, slapping weakly at my hip. “Oh God—stop—oh fuck,” she moaned, breathless. “Too sensitive—”

I slowed, then pulled out inch by reluctant inch. Her body jerked at the loss. She stayed folded over the bench while I bent to drag my shorts back up, my face level with her ass, with her swollen, glistening sex still open and dripping.

I couldn’t resist. I leaned in and lapped at her, tasting everything she’d spilled. The more I kissed and licked, the more there was—sweet, endless.

Her cunt clenched hard against my mouth as another orgasm tore through her. More slick heat. She cried out, shaking. “Stop—stop!”

Instead of returning my mouth to her slick center, I slipped two fingers under the narrow seam of her shorts and eased it aside, letting my attention drift lower. I nuzzled in, pressing a kiss where she was most vulnerable, and she answered by pushing her hips back, silently inviting me closer. The seam scraped against my cheek, distracting, and with a quick hook of my finger I tugged it out of the way. The cheap fabric surrendered with a soft rip. Suddenly her shorts were nothing more than a split skirt, opening her completely to me.

I didn’t hesitate. I set my mouth against her and sank my tongue deep, confident, relentless. My hands locked around her hips, holding her there when her body tried to shy away from the intensity, and I worked her with my mouth until she was shaking. She reached between her thighs, fingers sliding urgently through her slick heat. Her hand moved fast, desperate, and I could hear how wet she was, the soft, obscene sounds filling the patio. 

“Oh God, G… I’m cu—cu—” Her voice broke apart as pleasure tore through her. “Aaah… aaah… aaah…!”

When I finally pulled back, my face cooled in the night air, her heat lingering on my skin as it began to fade. She turned just enough to show me her hand, glistening and soaked, and held it above my scotch glass, letting a few drops fall in before she drew her fingers into her mouth and sucked them clean.

I leaned back onto the bench and took a slow sip. Somehow the smoky burn tasted sweeter than before. Shannon picked up her shot glass and nestled it between my thighs, her thumb gliding from my balls up the length of me, coaxing out clear pre-cum and letting it drip into the vodka. She swallowed it in one smooth motion, eyes never leaving mine.

Then she climbed onto me, straddling my lap. I was already hard, and I slid into her easily, her body still drenched and welcoming. I cupped her full ass, guiding her as she rocked against me, slow and deep. I chased the edge with measured breaths and a few more sips, trying to stay with her instead of tipping over too fast.

I pushed her shirt up and drew one flushed nipple into my mouth, sucking until it was tight and aching. When I bit down gently, her head snapped back and her body trembled. Her rhythm sharpened, faster, harder, until she crushed my face between her breasts. 

“Fuck, G… cum. Cum inside me. Now.”

There was no stopping it. My body took over, driving into her with blind urgency as I emptied myself deep inside her, wave after wave. 

“Oh fuck—” The sound tore out of me as I spent myself. 

“Yes—yes—yes!” she cried, trembling. “I can feel it. I can feel you inside me.”

Her body clenched and milked me, making me jerk with every pulse. She kept rocking slowly as we both tried to breathe again, sweat-slick and spent. When she finally lifted herself off me, my shorts were dark and soaked, her release everywhere. The bench beneath us and the floor below were wet with it. I couldn’t remember her losing herself like that before—she’d never come so hard, or so much.

“That was unbelievable, G,” she breathed, still wrecked, still glowing. “I needed every second of that.” Her hand slid between her thighs and came back slick, her palm shining with what we’d left behind together. She stared at it, half awed, half amused. “Jesus… it’s just spilling out of me. It’s running down my legs. If this hits the floor, the bar’s going to smell like sex for a week.”

She laughed and hurried toward the ladies’ room, hips tight, steps quick. I tugged my shorts back into place and buttoned up, wincing a little as the damp fabric cooled against overheated skin. The bench was unusable, so I shifted, drained the last of my scotch and chased it with beer, trying to look like nothing more than another man killing time at the bar.

When Shannon came back, she looked composed again—hair smoothed, lipstick refreshed, thighs wiped clean. Except her body refused to lie for her. Her nipples were still rigid, dark shadows pressing shamelessly through the thin fabric of her top. She caught my eye and grinned. “G… look. Look at my shorts.”

She pinched the front hem and lifted it, just enough to show me the flash of red beneath—her thong back in place. I shook my head, dry as dust. “Very sexy, dear.”

“You asshole,” she said, smiling anyway. “I don’t have anything else to wear, and I can’t just leave. This is shorter than any micro-mini I ever owned.”

“Still looks pretty damn good on you.”

She rolled her eyes, then folded her hands together like she was praying. “Please. Please let me give you my house keys so you can grab something for me.”

“Maybe,” I said, deliberately slow. “I’ll need another beer to think it over.”

She turned toward the fridge and I reached out, stopping her by the wrist. “But first,” I murmured, “you need to take off that offensive red thing.”

Her mouth curved into a wicked smile. She shimmied her hips and slid out of the thong, hooking it with her thumb and snapping it through the air at me. Then she turned her back, bent over, and reached into the fridge. The view was criminal.

That’s when the door opened.

“Hey there!” Paul’s voice crashed into the room. He was already loud and loose, dropping onto the stool beside me without a clue. He sniffed, nose wrinkling. “What the hell is that smell? Sean really needs to clean this place.”

Shannon set his beer down. He took a long pull, then finally looked at her. “Whoa. Shannon. That’s a hell of a little skirt you’ve got on. And I mean little.”

She moved close to me, her mouth brushing my ear. “Please,” she whispered. “I really need to change. This barely covers my pussy, and I can feel myself starting to drip again. Can I at least have my panties back?”

I hesitated, hating the idea of leaving her there with Paul. Relief washed through me when Al walked in, solid and dependable. I stood and pulled Shannon into a quick hug. “Okay. I’ll be back.”

“Wait,” she said, catching my arm, her voice dropping even lower. “Please… can I have my panties back?”

I thought about it for a beat, then smiled. “No.”

I headed out, grabbed a few things from her place—a bra, panties, a soft red tee, a mid-thigh denim skirt—and stuffed them into a bag. When I returned, Sean was back too, busy in the rear, the bar a little more crowded than before. I handed Shannon the bag. She didn’t say a word—just kissed my cheek and disappeared toward the back, leaving the promise of later hanging thick in the air.

When she finally came back out, the look she shot me could’ve stripped paint. The skirt and tee I’d brought her were tame enough to pass in public, but I’d been far less charitable underneath. I’d chosen a whisper-thin black lace bra with a shelf cut that lifted her breasts shamelessly, underwire biting just enough to keep her nipples thrust forward, sharp and unapologetic. And the panties—God help me—were the same crotchless lace set I’d once bought her at Seductions, all teasing seams and deliberate absence. Nothing about her was actually covered. The skirt hovered just a few inches below her sex, every step a promise of exposure.

I left her there smoldering and went to the bar to settle my tab, dropping a tip that bordered on obscene. When I turned back, she was already on me, arms sliding around my neck, her body pressed close enough that I could feel heat through denim.

“I’ll get you back for this,” she murmured, the threat sweet and vicious.

I answered by taking her mouth, slow at first, then deeper, my kiss claiming and unhurried. As I pulled away, my hand slipped beneath her skirt, fingers finding her bare, slick truth without resistance. I traced her seam, feeling how wet she already was, then pushed one finger inside her, deep enough to steal her breath.

“You fuck,” she hissed under it, eyes blazing. Then, softer, urgent, right against my ear, “I finish at six. Pick me up outside.”

~~~

The afternoon dragged, hollow and slow, the kind of day that felt padded with silence. Just after noon, Shannon and I occupied our usual stools at Ganges’, while Sean shuffled somewhere in the back, halfheartedly vacuuming and rearranging bottles that hadn’t been touched in days. Winter had settled in hard; the cold outside discouraged even the most loyal regulars. It didn’t help that Sean still refused to serve lunch—bar and grill in name only—and the stretch between Christmas and New Year’s always bled the place dry of bodies and noise.

With Sean well out of sight, Shannon leaned into me under the excuse of warmth. Her lush breasts molded against my chest, soft and insistent, and her fingers slid confidently between my knees. I curved my hand around the back of her neck, tangling my fingers in the thick fall of her long black hair, guiding her mouth to mine. Her lips—full, painted a daring red—opened as her tongue pushed inside, tasting of spice and vodka. I groaned quietly and slipped my hand under her bright red sweater, cupping the heavy swell of her breast through her bra. Lace brushed my palm as I teased her nipple, already tightening beneath my thumb.

“Oh—” she breathed, then dissolved into a giggle, her voice tipping into a moan. Her hand closed around my erection, stroking me through my pants with practiced pressure. I slid my hand down, finding the hem of her loose black skirt, deceptively modest. My palm traced up her thigh, discovering the cool snap of garter clips holding up her stockings.

“Mmm,” she murmured, arching slightly. “I know you like those, don’t you?”

“You know I do,” I said, my fingers traveling higher. “I bought them for you for Christmas.” I brushed over the delicate lace of her cheeky panties. “These too.”

She laughed again, low and playful. “You’re not the only one.”

The words caught me off guard. “What?”

Her smile faltered just a touch. “Oops. Maybe I shouldn’t have said that.”

“Too late now,” I coaxed, keeping my tone light, curious. “Come on. What are you talking about?”

She hesitated, then sighed, leaning back into me as if committing to the confession. “There’s this young man—Aiden. His mother and I have been best friends forever. He finished his college exams and came home for the holidays. His parents are overseas for a short-term job, and I couldn’t stand the idea of him rattling around an empty house at Christmas, so I told him to stay with us.”

I hummed encouragement, my hand never stopping.

“Of course,” she went on, voice lowering, “he showed up with a bag of dirty laundry for me to deal with. When I was emptying it, I picked up one of his socks.” She bit her lip, a sly smile tugging at the corner of her mouth. “It was… a little crusty. You know what I mean.”

I arched a brow, playing dumb. “No. What do you mean?”

She laughed under her breath. “You know. Boys masturbate. I’m guessing he used his sock to clean himself up.” Her grin turned wicked. “Don’t tell me you never did.”

“Maybe,” I said, smirking as her hand tightened on me, “but I never used my sock.”

“Anyway…” Shannon’s voice dipped, conspiratorial, her mouth curving as if she could still taste the memory. “I spotted another sock on the floor and picked it up. Same thing—damp, tacky between my fingers. I lifted it to my nose and there was no mistaking it. I knew what it was. I knew who it belonged to.” She swallowed, eyes darkening. “And God help me, my body reacted before my brain could catch up. Heat pooled instantly between my thighs. I dropped the laundry right there and practically sprinted to my bedroom.”

She laughed softly, a breathy, embarrassed sound. “I didn’t even bother with clothes. I was bare by the time I hit the mattress. I reached for my vibrator, hands shaking. I was already so slick it slid inside me without any resistance at all. I came almost immediately—hard enough to steal my breath—and then again, and again, before I could even think about stopping.” Her cheeks flushed at the confession. “Eventually I pulled myself together and went back to the laundry like nothing had happened. But when I touched those socks again…” She shrugged. “I couldn’t help myself. I had to finish what my body started.”

I smirked, unable to resist. “So maybe I should start using my socks as cleanup and donate them to you.”

She shot me a look, half scandalized, half delighted, then waved me off. “Anyway,” she repeated, laughing. “That was the night we went out, remember? When you gave me my—” she curled her fingers in exaggerated air quotes, “—‘gifts.’ Even though I’m pretty sure you bought them with yourself in mind.”

“It was a week before Christmas,” I said, the memory snapping into focus. “And you insisted on wearing them to dinner.”

Her smile turned slow and knowing. “I remember. You couldn’t keep your hands to yourself.”

“I couldn’t believe how turned on you were,” I admitted. “You were soaked.”

She nodded. “You teased me under the table until I was dripping. Thank God my dress was dark.” Her voice lowered. “I barely kept it together.”

“I swear you came once during dinner and again when dessert showed up.”

“And a little one during appetizers,” she added, unapologetic. “By the time we left, I was wrecked.”

“We almost didn’t make it back to your place,” I said. “And when you went down on me in the car, I nearly lost control.”

She took a breath, letting the heat settle before continuing. “So… the next day I was working here when there was that gas leak next door. We had to close for the afternoon—air the place out before reopening. There was barely an hour left in my shift, so Sean told me to just head home.” She paused, lips parting. “That’s when things got… interesting.”

She leaned closer. “Aiden had told me he was going out, so I didn’t expect him back. It was freezing, so I took a cab. I wanted a little quiet before everyone came home. I walked in, went to change—and when I passed his room, the door was open.” Her eyes flicked to mine. “I looked in.”

I held up a hand. “Wait. You said he was almost naked. What does that mean?”

Her breath hitched, equal parts shock and thrill. “It means he’d found the lingerie you gave me. He was wearing it. The bra. The panties. The garters and stockings.” She let out a shaky laugh. “And he was touching himself… using my vibrator.”

“Didn’t he hear you come in?” I asked, my pulse hammering as the image took shape.

“No,” she said softly, a flush blooming across her cheeks. “He had his headset on—music loud enough to seal him off from the world. His eyes were closed, lashes resting against his skin while I stood there, frozen, watching him stroke himself and push that toy deep inside him.” Shannon swallowed, breath hitching as the memory took hold. “I couldn’t help it. My hand slid between my thighs and I touched myself right there, matching his rhythm. I think I shattered right when he did. I watched him spill—thick, pearly streaks splashing across his stomach. He may not be huge, but God, that boy can come.”

I laughed, heat curling low in my belly. “All boys can,” I said, unashamed. “You should’ve seen me at his age. I could paint the walls. I still put on a decent show, but back then? And the recovery time—” I shook my head, smiling at the memory.

Shannon went on, voice rougher now. “Afterward, he dragged his mess everywhere—slicked it over his chest, teased his nipples beneath my bra, smeared it along his cock through my panties.” Her breathing sped up. “When the vibrator finally slipped free, his eyes flew open. He caught me watching, hand still wrapped around himself, frozen mid-motion.”

“Fuck—what—” Aiden gasped, scrambling uselessly, trapped atop his bed with nothing to hide behind. “I thought you were at work.”

“Aiden,” I said evenly, keeping my voice calm. “It’s alright. There was a gas leak at the bar. They sent us home early.”

I sat beside him, close enough to feel the heat rolling off his skin. He was still panicking, grabbing at sheets that refused to cooperate.

“No, really,” I murmured, trying to soothe him. Then I couldn’t help myself—I laughed. “Well. Maybe a little annoyed. You’re wearing my lingerie.”

“I’m sorry, ma’am,” he blurted. “I found it in the laundry and—”

“And decided to try it on?” I finished gently. “And then you found my vibrator?” I shrugged. “It’s fine. Truly. Everyone touches themselves. Everyone.”

“You mean… you do too?” he asked, eyes wide. “And mom?”

“Of course I do,” I said plainly. “I get horny. And yes—that’s my toy you were using.” I paused. “I assume your mom does as well, though I’ve never walked in on her.”

I rose and quietly shut his bedroom door, knowing she’d be home soon. When I turned back, Aiden sat up, reaching behind me to fumble with the clasp of my bra.

“No—wait,” I said, catching his hands. “Let’s finish talking first.”

That was when I really saw him. How beautiful he looked wrapped in my things—smooth, hairless skin, even his sex carefully shaved. The bra cupped him just right, the garters hugging his thighs, stockings gleaming against pale legs. With that soft blond hair brushing his collar and those delicate features, he could’ve passed for a girl without trying.

“How long has this been going on?” I asked gently. “And I need to ask—are you gay?” I met his eyes, steady and open. “Does your mother know?”

“No, I’m not gay. And no—she has no idea.” Aiden’s voice shook, but there was relief threaded through it, like a confession finally exhaled. “I just… I like wearing your things.” He swallowed, then rushed on. “It started right before I left for uni. At first it was just your panties when I jerked off. Then I tried them on. Then your bras. I kept wishing I had something to fill them with.” His eyes flicked to my chest, unashamed and awed. “Your breasts are incredible.”

So that explained it. The mystery stains. The way some pairs came back heavier, stiffened with evidence that didn’t quite feel like mine. I almost laughed at myself for missing it.

Instead, I pulled him into my arms, a warm, messy, enveloping hug that smelled like sex and laundry soap and him. “That makes so much sense,” I murmured into his hair. “Honestly? I thought my body was just betraying me.” I pulled back and looked at him seriously. “It’s okay. Keep them for now. When you’re done, toss them back in my hamper.” A beat. “And clean my vibrator when you’re finished with it.”

At the bar, Shannon’s voice dropped lower as she told it, like she was tasting the memory again. “After that, he relaxed. I didn’t see my things for a few days. Then they showed up in the laundry—stiff with old, dried come and still slick with something fresh.” Her breath hitched. “I locked my bedroom door. I used my vibrator, rubbed myself raw, and pressed those panties to my face, breathing him in while I came.”

As she spoke, her hand never stopped moving on me—slow, deliberate strokes that kept me right on the edge.

“For Christmas,” she went on, “I got him his own set. Same style. Smaller cups—there was no way he’d ever fill mine.” She shoved her breasts toward my mouth, laughing softly. “A B-cup. I even stitched padding inside so it looked real.”

“When did you give it to him?” I asked, already knowing the answer. “If your daughter didn’t know, it sure as hell wasn’t under the tree.”

“Private,” Shannon said. “In his room, later that morning. Emma had gone out to show off her new clothes.” Her eyes went glassy. “When he opened the boxes, he almost cried. He hugged me so tight, thanked me, asked if he could put it on right then.” Her fingers flexed around me. “I helped him into the bra, adjusted the straps. I even told him the garters should go under the panties so he could pull them down easily to pee.”

By then she’d freed me completely, stroking me openly, confidently.

“He slid the new panties over himself,” she whispered. “There was barely a bump. His little erection was so sweet—maybe four inches, more like a swollen clit than a cock.” Her cheeks burned as she smiled. “And then… I don’t know what came over me. I kissed him. Hard.” She shuddered. “My tongue was in his mouth, tasting him, and I pushed him back onto the bed. I climbed over him, guided him inside me. I came instantly—again and again. I lost count.”

My body jerked, a sharp breath tearing out of me as I nearly spilled into her hand, her story still echoing in my ears.

“When it was finally over, terror hit me right between the legs,” Shannon breathed. “I suddenly realized just how much Aiden had emptied inside me.”

Her voice dipped, thick with memory. “I practically bolted for the bathroom, dropped onto the toilet, and felt it start to spill out of me—warm, obscene, impossible to ignore. I just sat there, staring, stunned by how much there was. God, it was filthy and it was so fucking hot.” She shuddered. “I couldn’t stop myself. I touched myself right there until I came all over again.”

As she spoke, her hand on my cock went merciless, tight and fast, while her other hand slid between her thighs, fingers working herself with the same urgency she was describing. The sight and the sound of her unraveled me. My control snapped; I felt it surge up and out of me in thick pulses just as she cried out too.

“Fuck—oh fuck—fuck—” she gasped, her body locking, then breaking apart.

I dragged her into me as she collapsed forward, her forehead pressed into my shoulder. I could feel every aftershock ripple through her, her breathing jagged, her whole body trembling until one long, shaky inhale finally steadied her again. My shirt was ruined, soaked and sticky, evidence smeared across the front of me.

Her hand was glazed with me. She noticed, smiled slowly, and brought her fingers to her mouth, licking them clean with deliberate strokes before slipping her other hand free and guiding it toward me. I followed her unspoken command, tasting myself from her skin until she was satisfied.

It was a mercy we were still at the bar. Nothing steadies you after an orgasm like a stiff drink and a moment to breathe. Customers trickled in, the room filling back up with noise and normalcy, and I had no choice but to wait until her shift ended.

Later, when she finally changed and we drove back to her place, she put that outfit on—and fucked like it was our last day on Earth.

~~~

“Hello?” I answered, pressing the phone to my ear as I fished my keys from the counter. 

“Oh—hi, Shannon. No, nothing going on… Yeah, sure, I can help.”

The morning had that early-autumn bite to it, crisp enough to wake me up, but the sky was a flawless blue, sunlight spilling everywhere like it had something to prove.

“How many boxes are we talking about?” I asked, pacing toward the window. “A dozen? That’s not happening in my car… Yeah, I know. I’ll figure something out.”

My Lexus LC500 barely tolerated my golf clubs—there was no chance it would swallow a dozen boxes. I checked rental prices and scoffed at the numbers, then called a buddy and negotiated a one-day trade. His Mercedes GLC, seats folded down, would do the job without a fight. I texted Shannon that I’d be there late morning and headed out.

By the time I pulled up to her place, the air had warmed, the sun higher and more confident. I rang the bell and waited, shifting my weight, already picturing her easy smile.

Shannon had always been beautiful in an effortless way—dark hair, wide expressive eyes, lips full and soft. The kind of woman who didn’t need much to turn heads, even after two kids. But when the door opened, my brain stalled.

She stood there transformed.

Her makeup was immaculate—long lashes fanning upward, dark and dramatic, her cheeks brushed with a soft rose glow. Her mouth was painted a deep, decadent red that made my throat go dry just looking at it. A white lace veil spilled through her dark hair and cascaded down over bare shoulders, disappearing into a strapless wedding gown that hugged her body like it had been waiting years for her curves to return.

The neckline dipped low, unapologetic, cradling generous cleavage that made it impossible not to stare.

“Well?” she asked lightly, turning in a slow circle. “What do you think?”

I opened my mouth. Nothing came out. Marriage was the last thing on my mind, but my body clearly hadn’t gotten the memo.

She laughed, warm and teasing. “Relax. You should see your face.” She shook her head, amused. “I found it while packing and wanted to see if it still fit. That’s all. God, I wish I’d taken a picture.”

The dress was stunning—white satin and lace, embroidered with tiny beaded roses that caught the light as she moved. It fit her like a secret, cinched tight through the torso with subtle corset stays, then flowing down to the floor. When she turned, I saw the back laced with a white satin ribbon, the bow resting just above the perfect curve of her ass.

“Jesus,” I murmured before I could stop myself. Then I whistled, low and appreciative. “You look incredible. How the hell did you lace that up by yourself?”

“There’s a zipper,” she said, lifting her arm to reveal it tucked neatly into the side seam. “Though the top’s tighter than it used to be. I swear my tits got bigger after the kids.”

My eyes dropped automatically. “These the boxes?” I asked, gesturing toward the stack on the floor—about a dozen, each the size of an egg carton.

“Yeah. Just a few more upstairs.” She stepped close and kissed me, quick but warm, her lips soft and faintly sweet. “Thank you for this. Really.” 

She smiled again, already turning toward the stairs. “I’ll grab the rest. Okay?”

“Okay.” I hefted the first box and headed out to the car. They were mostly clothes, light enough, though awkward. After a bit of Tetris in the back, everything fit. I shut the door and locked it—habit, more than paranoia. The neighborhood made me uneasy, and it wasn’t even my SUV.

“Shannon?” I called as I stepped back inside.

“Upstairs,” she answered, her voice floating down to me. “In the bedroom.”

The house felt quieter as I climbed the stairs, the air thick with something expectant. When I reached the bedroom doorway, she was still in the gown, white and luminous against the muted room. The sight of her stole the breath right out of me. I crossed the space and kissed her, slow at first, then deeper as she melted into it. She kissed me back with a hunger that surprised me. Her breasts pressed into my chest through my thin T-shirt, soft and full, the satin of her dress whispering between us. My hand slid down, cupping her ass, pulling her hard against me.

And then—everything shifted.

“Oh, please, no,” she whimpered suddenly, voice trembling. “Don’t hurt me. It’s my wedding day.”

Before I could even form a question, she sank to her knees in front of me, fingers already working at my belt. “No, please,” she went on breathlessly, eyes wide and shining as she tugged my jeans open. “I have to be faithful to my future husband.”

My mind short-circuited. None of this made sense. My jeans and underwear were shoved down, my cock springing free as her hand closed around it, warm and sure. She began to stroke me, slow and deliberate, her touch practiced despite the innocent tremor in her voice.

“Yes,” she murmured, almost confessing. “I’ve done this before… just with my fiancé. I told him I was a virgin, that I wanted to wait until after the vows. It was the only way to keep him from wanting more.”

A slick bead of pre-cum welled at my tip, betraying me completely.

“No, I can’t,” she whispered again, even as she leaned closer. “Please don’t make me.”

Her tongue flicked out, tasting me, a teasing lap over the head that sent a jolt straight through my spine. Her hands slid to my hips, anchoring me. “No man has ever put his cock in my mouth,” she said, breathy, as if confessing a sin.

I was already hard beyond reason, caught between confusion and raw desire. She opened her mouth and took just the head, lips stretched and glossy with that deep red lipstick. A small, muffled cry escaped her, like it was too much, but she didn’t stop. Instead, she pulled me deeper, inch by inch, until her nose brushed my skin and the back of her throat tightened around me.

“Oh my God, Shannon,” I groaned, my hands hovering uselessly at my sides.

She let me slip free, my shaft smeared crimson from her mouth. “No, please, I can’t,” she protested again—then took me back in, harder this time. Her head moved in a slow, relentless rhythm, my entire length disappearing with each pass. The sight alone nearly undid me.

She pushed me back a step, my balance wobbling with my pants tangled around my ankles. Then she rose gracefully to her feet, breath ragged. Her eyes darted to the bed, fear and longing warring on her face.

“No. No, please,” she pleaded softly. “I’m promised. I belong to my husband-to-be. Please… please.”

I toed my jeans and briefs away as Shannon caught my hand and tugged me with a breathless urgency. She stretched out on the bed, face down, surrender written in the line of her spine. I didn’t need instruction. My palms slid over her hips as I gathered the back of her wedding gown, lifting the silk and turning it up over her waist. The satin garter straps pulled tight against the backs of her thighs, pristine white stockings framing her legs. A thin strip of fabric disappeared between her cheeks—more suggestion than barrier. I slipped a finger beneath it and eased it aside.

“No… no… please,” she whimpered, voice trembling as if it might break. “I’m a virgin. You can’t—please. It’s for my husband. No…”

Her words were protest, but her body told a different truth. I spread her, slow and deliberate. Heat spilled from her, her folds flushed and slick, opening as if they’d been waiting for me. I was so hard it ached, guiding myself down, aligning with her, feeling her warmth before I even touched her.

“No… you’re too big. It won’t fit—please.” Even as she said it, she arched back, offering herself. The head of me slipped in with almost insulting ease. I paused, just a breath, just enough to make her gasp. “Oh God—please—”

I pushed forward, inch by inch, until I was buried inside her. She was tight—shockingly so—and the sensation stole the air from my lungs. She cried out, the sound torn from her throat.

I smacked her ass, not cruel, just enough to sting. Her skin bloomed red beneath my palm.

“You’re right,” she sobbed, the confession spilling out between shuddering breaths. “I’m not a virgin. He won’t be the first. Please—don’t tell him. I’m begging you.”

I drew back slowly, savoring the drag of her heat, then drove into her again, harder this time. She clenched around me, molten and slick, and it felt like fire licking up my spine.

“Oh God—you feel so big,” she gasped, twisting her head just enough for me to catch her face—lipstick smeared, eyes blown wide with want. “I’ve been with five men, but none of them—none of them ever filled me like this. None ever took me bare like you.”

The bed began to slide with the force of my thrusts, the rhythm relentless. She broke apart beneath me, cries turning wild, unguarded.

“Yes—oh yes—don’t stop. Fuck me,” she shouted. “I don’t care about him anymore. Fuck me—keep fucking me—make me yours—I’m—”

Her body seized, pleasure crashing through her in waves. Hot slickness spilled over my thighs, once, then again, her screams fractured into raw sound. I pulled free and stared at her, at the way she gaped, still needy, still open, her body slack and trembling as if she’d been wrung out.

I tried to lift her, maneuvering her onto her knees. Her gown was a mess, stained and twisted, and I flipped it up over her head. The tiny scrap of her g-string snagged between us; I tore it away and stepped in close, my erection sliding along her slick seam, already aching to be back inside.

“No… please… no…” she pleaded again, voice hoarse, almost laughing with it. “Not again. I can’t take it again…”

Shannon shifted forward on the mattress, restless, breathless. Her hand slid around my length, warm and confident now, guiding me to her slick entrance. She didn’t hesitate—she rolled her hips back, deliberately taking me in, claiming the pressure for herself. I gripped her hips, my fingers digging into her skin as I began to move, slow and deep, each thrust measured and heavy, designed to make her feel every inch.

“No… oh God… no…” she murmured, though her body betrayed her words, opening, welcoming. Her voice shook. “I shouldn’t… I shouldn’t want this. I can’t be enjoying this so much.” She gasped as I filled her completely, her walls clenching around me. “Even if I’m just your slut—just something you use—I still have to marry him. But you make me feel so good… so full… ohhh—God…”

Her body seized, and another wave of heat spilled over me, slick and undeniable.

Suddenly she pushed at my chest until I fell back against the mattress. She crawled between my legs, her dark eyes locking onto mine, wide and shining, hungry and unashamed. She leaned down and dragged her tongue along my shaft, slowly, deliberately, tasting herself from my skin. She hummed softly, lips closing around me. “Mmm… I’ve never tasted myself like this. From a cock.”

She sucked greedily, like she was determined not to miss a single drop, hollowing her cheeks, working her mouth until I was trembling. When she finally let me slip free, she smiled—lazy, filthy, thrilled. “God… I’ve never done anything like that before. It’s so wrong.” Her laugh was breathy, excited.

I didn’t understand what she meant until she pushed my knees up and spread them wide. Her hands cupped my balls, lifting them into her mouth. She sucked them slowly, luxuriously, her saliva warm and wet, dripping as she worked. I heard her giggle—soft, playful—then felt a slick touch at my backside. She took her time, making sure everything was wet, teasing. Her fingernail grazed me first, a sharp little spark, then the pressure increased as she pressed her finger inside.

“Oh God—” I groaned, the sound torn from me as she worked me open, relentless and curious.

She withdrew her finger slowly, then hooked her hands behind my knees and pushed them higher, folding me open for her. Her lips pursed, her tongue emerging inch by inch—longer than I expected, impossibly so. Then she pressed her mouth to me and thrust that hot, slick tongue inside, burying her face against me, her nose pressed beneath my balls as she fucked me with her mouth. In and out, over and over, until my vision blurred.

“My God…” I panted. It was overwhelming—raw, electric, almost too much. I was right on the edge.

“No,” she said sharply, pulling away. “Not yet.” She climbed over me, straddling my hips. “I need you inside me again.”

Her heat enveloped me instantly as I slid back into her with ease. She rode me hard, her ass lifting and slamming down, wild and uncontrolled, like she’d lost all sense of restraint. Her head fell back as she came again, shouting, her body shuddering around me. “Oh fuck—oh fuck—OH FUCK!”

Still buried deep inside her, I rolled us over, pinning her beneath me. I was done holding back.

She wrapped her legs around my waist, clinging to me, eyes wide with sudden fear cutting through the haze. “No—no, please. Don’t come inside me. I’m fertile—I know I am. You’ll get me pregnant.”

I barely heard her. I was already gone.

A broken sound tore from my throat as I started to empty myself inside her, thrusting hard, helpless, pouring everything I had into her heat. She met every movement, pushing back against me, her body answering mine as more of her release spilled between us. We clutched each other fiercely, collapsing together, tangled and shaking, locked in a breathless, desperate embrace as the last aftershocks tore through us both.

I tugged her back onto me, guiding her until her body settled along mine again. I loved that moment afterward—the warm, intimate weight of her pressed to my chest, the way her breathing slowly synced with mine. It felt tender in a way that surprised me, like something soft growing out of all that heat. Shannon leaned down and kissed me, not hungry this time, but slow and lingering, her lips curved into a small, genuine smile when she pulled back.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

I blinked, still a little dazed. “For… what?” I gave a crooked grin. “I mean, I’m definitely not upset. I just want to make sure I’m following.”

She exhaled, her cheek resting against my shoulder. “For this. For letting me have it.” Her fingers traced idle lines across my chest, as if grounding herself. “This dress—it’s the one I actually wore when I got married.” She snorted softly, bitterness cutting through the word. “Not the fairy-tale version. The real one.”

I stiffened slightly. “I didn’t realize…”

“When we were engaged, I really was innocent,” she said quietly. “I believed in all of it. Then I found out his buddies took him to a strip club for his stag night. He disappeared into a back room with some girl and fucked her.” Her jaw tightened. “That wasn’t the end of it. Turns out he was screwing his secretary, too. Right under my nose.”

She paused, swallowing hard. “After I got pregnant the second time, the truth finally cracked all the way open. He was having an affair with his cousin.” Her voice wavered then, just enough to make my chest ache. Moisture gathered in her eyes, but she didn’t let the tears fall. “That’s when I threw him out. No more chances. No more pretending.”

I pulled her closer, my arm firm around her back. “I’m sorry, Shannon. I really didn’t know any of that.”

She shook her head against me. “No—I’m the one who should be sorry.” A faint, self-aware smile touched her lips. “I used you. At least a little. I needed to feel wanted. Chosen. I needed it to hurt him, even if he’ll never know.” She nestled into me, our legs tangling. “But now… now it feels done.”

We lay there, quiet and close, the air still heavy with sex and confession. After a moment she sighed, lighter somehow. “Those boxes over there? They’re his. The last of his crap.” She glanced toward them, then back up at me. “And now I can finally get rid of this dress, too.”

She smiled again—this time softer, freer—and cuddled closer, as if closing a door she’d been holding open far too long.

~~~

I’m coming out of my cage and I’ve been doing just fine.

For once, Ganges was alive—voices overlapping, glasses clinking, laughter swelling and breaking like waves. A busy afternoon, the kind that only happened when a long weekend loomed and everyone was already halfway to celebrating the end of the year. New Year’s Eve hung in the air, electric and expectant.

Shannon was behind the bar, where she always was on Fridays, moving with that effortless confidence that made my chest tighten every time I looked at her. She was devastating in the way some women are without trying. Honestly, she could’ve wrapped herself in a burlap sack and still undone me. Her jet-black hair was pulled into a high ponytail, baring her face, her wide, luminous eyes, her mouth—those soft, generous lips that always looked like they were on the verge of smiling or doing something far more dangerous to my self-control. The cardigan she wore over her T-shirt was a lie, barely pretending to hide the full weight and curve of her breasts. Every time she leaned forward, the fabric strained like it knew it was losing a battle.

“Hey, Shannon,” I called.

Over the past few months, my attraction to her had crossed some invisible line and turned into something consuming. She was the first thought that stirred me awake in the morning, the last one I clung to before sleep dragged me under. Every spare moment in between, my mind found its way back to her—her laugh, her smell, the way her body felt pressed close to mine. I wanted to believe I wasn’t just convenient, not just a warm body she fooled around with between shifts. I wanted to be someone she thought about too.

“Hi, G!” she said brightly, already reaching into the fridge for my usual beer.

She brought it over herself, setting it on the table, then leaned in to give me my customary hug. Her body brushed mine, soft and familiar, but she didn’t kiss me this time. That small absence landed heavier than it should have. Something felt… off.

“A little later than usual, aren’t you?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “Came to watch the game. Might even stick around for the late one.” I grinned. “That probably depends on how many of these I get through first.”

She laughed, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes, then slid away to tend to the bar. It really was packed, and I knew better than to expect our usual stolen moments. No lingering hands, no teasing mouths finding excuses to meet. Definitely no full, breathless make-out session tucked into a quiet corner. Still, even on busy days, she usually found a reason to come sit beside me, press her thigh to mine, talk close enough that I could smell her perfume.

Today, when she did come over, she stayed standing. A step back. Polite. Distant.

My phone chimed.

That sound had become dangerous lately. Every single time, my pulse jumped, hope flaring hot and fast that it was her. This time, it was. I opened the message immediately.

Sean wants me to stay behind the bar more. He thinks we’re getting too handsy.

I looked up. Shannon was by the register. When our eyes met, I couldn’t hide my confusion. We’d always been careful—hands only when no one was looking, behavior clean and normal when others were around. Nothing obvious. Nothing reckless.

She pressed her lips together, biting the lower one the way she did when she was torn between frustration and apology. Then she gave me a small, helpless shrug.

And somehow, that tiny gesture made the distance between us feel much larger than the crowded room ever could.

There was no chance to corner her and ask what the hell that message really meant, so I did the only thing I could—I stayed planted, nursed my beer, and pretended to care about the game flickering on the screen. By five-thirty it ended, and of course it ended badly, which felt almost poetic. I glanced at the clock and did the math. Shannon was done at six. I told myself she might linger, maybe have one quick drink with me before heading home. A small mercy. Something.

A few minutes before the hour, the door opened and a guy I’d never seen before walked in. Not a regular. My instincts prickled immediately, sharp and unwelcome. He slid onto a barstool like he owned the place.

The second Shannon noticed him, something shifted. It was subtle, but I knew her too well not to feel it—the way her shoulders softened, the way her mouth curved before she even realized she was smiling. She poured him a beer, set it down with a familiarity that made my chest tighten, then went back to counting bottles and cash. Kristina, the night keep, had already arrived and was busy getting herself set up.

Then it happened.

The guy stood and wandered toward the far end of the bar, into the quieter back area. I watched, frozen, as Shannon followed. She braced her hands against his chest—intimate, easy—and kissed him. Not a polite peck. A real kiss. Possessive. Unapologetic. My throat went dry as I watched her gesture for him to sit beside her while she finished her count, the same way she’d done with me just last week, her hip pressed close, her knee brushing mine like a promise.

She closed out her till. He drained his beer and left without looking back. Shannon handed Sean her cash-out, slipped into her coat, and came over to me. A quick hug. That was it. No lingering, no whispered tease. Just a brief press of her body against mine before she walked out the door. Exactly the way it had gone the week before when I’d offered her a ride home.

I stared after her, then turned to Kristina. “So… is that Shannon’s new boyfriend?”

“Yeah,” she said, casual. “I think so.”

The words hit like a punch to the gut. Shock gave way to confusion, confusion to hurt, hurt to something sharp and ugly. Jealousy is ruthless like that—it hijacks every thought, every nerve. My stomach twisted as I replayed the last few weeks, searching for signs I’d missed. I knew what we were—or what I thought we were—friends who fucked around, who flirted too hard, who blurred lines. But no warning? Nothing at all?

Just last week she’d told me she was going to a friend’s Christmas party. The next day I texted, asking how it went, what she’d worn.

“Party was good. Wore a black dress.”

Then, without me asking for more—

“Okay fine! Small tight black dress, high front, no bra. Happy?”

There had been plenty of those messages. Teasing. Loaded. Words that curled in my gut and kept me hard long after I put my phone down.

And Wednesday—Jesus. Before the bar filled up, we’d had our usual little rendezvous, all heat and stolen touches. When things got busy, she slipped me a folded napkin with a red lipstick kiss stamped inside. “For later,” she’d said, eyes dark, mouth wicked.

Later never came.

After she left, I kept drinking. A few more beers. Then a couple of Johnnie Blacks. Fine—more than a couple. Kristina matched me drink for drink, and Sean didn’t exactly slow me down. If anything, he encouraged it. I think he was the only one who’d clocked that my feelings for Shannon ran deeper than I’d ever admitted. He tried to drown them with whiskey.

By the end of the night, the floor tilted when I stood. No way I was driving. Sean called me a cab and shoved me gently toward the door, the bar lights blurring behind me as I stepped out into the cold, carrying the ache of her with me all the way home.

I collapsed onto my bed, shoes kicked off somewhere between the door and the dark, my head spinning harder than the room. My thoughts wouldn’t settle. They clawed at me, sharp and relentless. What the hell had that been? Had I been blind? Had she been dropping hints I was too comfortable—or too cowardly—to catch? Should I have asked for more than stolen moments and heated glances? Should I have said the word exclusive out loud instead of letting it hang unspoken between us?

What made it worse was the promise I’d already made to myself. Before any of this blew up, I’d told her I’d help get a computer for one of her kids for Christmas. Shannon carried the weight of the world on her shoulders—two kids, a marriage that had cracked and never healed, an ex who barely showed up and contributed even less. I knew all of that. I admired her for surviving it.

I’d hoped to get the PC by Saturday, but it hadn’t come together in time. She was working the day shift at Ganges anyway, and no matter how bruised my pride was, no matter how ugly the jealousy felt in my gut, I still wanted—needed—to see her.

“Hi, Shannon,” I said when I walked in, past a few familiar faces. I forced brightness into my voice and slid into my usual spot on the bench facing the big screens. Before she could even reach for a bottle, I stopped her. “I overdid it last night. Just soda with lime.”

She brought it over, set it down gently. No hug. No kiss. That small absence hit harder than I expected. I could’ve sent a text, spared myself this, but instead I leaned into the excuse I’d rehearsed. “Sorry, Shannon. I wanted to pick it up today, but I couldn’t.”

“That’s okay,” she said softly, offering a polite smile before sitting beside me. Close—but not close enough.

Her warmth was right there. I could feel it. Every instinct screamed to reach for her, to pull her in, to remind both of us how easy we were together. I didn’t. I kept the space, even though it hurt. “So… was that your boyfriend?”

She hesitated, eyes flicking away. “It’s still early days,” she said. “His name’s Chris.” That was all she gave me.

After that, the air thickened with things unsaid. My mind scrambled for something clever, something casual, and came up empty. I drained my drink and stood. “Can I still get a hug before I go?”

“Of course,” she said. “We’re still friends, aren’t we?” A pause. Then, gently, “Special friends.”

My chest ached as I wrapped my arms around her. She hugged me back—warm, familiar, devastating. I breathed her in, knowing it might be the last time it felt like this.

“I’m working New Year’s Eve tomorrow night,” she said quietly. “Will you come by?”

I didn’t even pretend to think about it. “For a little while, anyway.”

On Sunday, everything finally lined up. I got the laptop—better than the cheap piece of crap she’d been settling for. I pulled a big favor, paid for it with nothing more than dinner and drinks for a friend. Worth it. I texted her.

“Hope it’s still okay to text you.”

“Bing! Yes. Of course it is, silly.”

“Got your laptop… daughter’s laptop.”

I dropped it off at Ganges and asked Sean to stash it in his office for her. He nodded, already distracted. “Yeah. Yeah.”

I stopped by that evening before nine. The place was still calm, the quiet before the New Year’s chaos. I didn’t plan to stay until midnight. I wasn’t sure I could handle that much of her—not anymore.

“Oh fuck. Jesus.” The words burned through me the second I saw her.

Shannon stopped me cold. She’d clearly made an effort—more than usual—and it undid me. Her makeup was richer, her eyes darker, lashes fanned thick and deliberate. That gold lamé top clung to her like it had been designed with intent, the fabric dipping low enough to frame her breasts in a way that felt almost cruel. Creamy skin pressed together, a valley of cleavage so deep it drew my gaze like gravity. The V stopped just short of indecent, barely covering her nipples, but not enough to hide the faint halo of darker areola beneath. It was intimate. Teasing. And she knew exactly what she was doing.

My body reacted before my brain could stop it. There was no hiding it. No pretending indifference.

“Wow,” I said, the word slipping out rougher than I meant it to. “You look… incredible.”

Sean was herding a band onto the small stage, amps humming, cables snaking everywhere. The place hadn’t filled up yet, the calm before the New Year’s rush. Shannon drifted over, leaning in close enough that I caught her scent—warm, familiar, dangerous. I was breaking apart inside, but I held it together, or at least I thought I did.

“So,” I asked, forcing my voice steady, “what are the kids up to tonight?”

“Emma’s with my brother,” she said easily. “Aiden’s staying home.” Then, almost casually, like it didn’t matter at all, “Chris is being the designated driver for some friends. He’ll probably come by my place later. Around one, I think. I won’t get home until four.”

Each word landed like a quiet blow. I nodded, pretending it was nothing, pretending my chest hadn’t tightened. A couple of regulars wandered in then. Don clasped my hand, the faint smell of weed clinging to his skin after he let go. I stayed longer than I should have, drank more than I wanted, but not enough to dull the ache. I knew I had to leave before the band started, before the noise gave my thoughts too much room to spiral.

As always, I brought my empty bottle up to the bar and settled my tab. “Have a good night, Shannon,” I said. “Hope it gets busy. And… have a really happy New Year.”

“You too.” She stepped into me, arms warm and familiar, pulling me into a hug that felt too intimate for friends. Then her lips brushed mine—soft, lingering just a heartbeat longer than necessary. “Happy New Year.”

I went home alone.

I flicked on the TV, searching for something—anything—to distract me, but every channel was hollow noise. I opened a bottle of champagne and drank straight from it, waiting for midnight to arrive. All the while, my mind betrayed me, replaying Shannon in that gold top, imagining her getting home later, finding him there, his hands on her, peeling that fabric away, discovering everything I’d been denied.

Alcohol eventually dragged me under.

Morning came too soon. And she was still the first thing in my head.

“Bing!”

The sound still hurt.

“She really loves her laptop,” the message read. “Trying to figure it all out.”

I smiled despite myself and typed back, “I’m glad she’s enjoying it. Happy New Year’s.”

“Bing! Happy New Year’s.”

I wanted to offer help. God, I wanted to. But I didn’t. I told myself I’d wait to be asked. Maybe time would take the edge off the jealousy, sand it down into something manageable. And even though it hurt, a part of me hoped he treated her well. I wanted to keep her in my life somehow—to stay her friend, to be there if things ever fell apart.

Because if I was going to survive this, I’d have to play it cool.

After all, I’m Mr. Brightside.

~~~

“Bing!”

The sharp little chime snapped through the quiet of my apartment, my phone lighting up on the table like a promise. My chest lifted automatically—and then sank just as fast when I unlocked the screen and saw it wasn’t the name I’d been hoping for.

Not Shannon.

If you’ve read what came before, you know how tangled she and I had become. We’d crossed lines—sweaty, reckless, intoxicating lines—back at Ganges, Sean’s bar where she worked. Dark corners, after-hours touches, mouths and hands that didn’t know when to stop. And then, just before New Year’s, she cracked me open. Casually, almost kindly, she told me she’d started seeing someone else.

I smiled. I nodded. And later, alone, I bled jealousy all over the floor.

Still, I kept going to the bar. For the drinks, sure—but mostly for her. We’d settled into this fragile truce: friends, no benefits. I told myself not to rot in envy, told myself that friendship was better than nothing. Apparently, I convinced her too. Because Shannon still trusted me. Still leaned on me when she needed somewhere soft to fall.

“Bing!”

This time it was her.

I cradled the phone, thumb already hovering. 

“U there?”

Another vibration followed almost immediately. 

“Can you come over? I need to talk with someone.”

I didn’t hesitate. 

“Yeah. NP. Where RU? Home?”

Her reply came fast. 

“Yeah. Kids are at school. Chris just left for work.”

Shannon had two young kids from her marriage—an exhausted chapter with a husband who’d perfected the art of absence. Chris was the new man. The one who’d replaced me without even trying.

“Ok. Over in a little while.”

I set the phone down, exhaled, stared at the ceiling.

“Bing!”

I picked it up again, already smiling despite myself.

“Can you bring wine? I need a drink.”

“NP.”

I checked the time. Just after eleven. Late enough for wine, especially the way she’d written that last message. This wasn’t going to be a single-glass conversation.

I pulled on whatever was closest—sweatshirt, track pants—nothing meant to impress. I wasn’t expecting anything. Or at least, that’s what I told myself. I grabbed two bottles of white from the rack. Two-bottle talk, minimum.

She lived close—close enough to walk in better weather—but January had its teeth sunk deep into the city. The windchill was brutal, minus sixteen Celsius, the kind of cold that slices through bone. I muttered a curse as I headed out, silently thanking every engineer responsible for remote starters and heated seats.

Parka, hat, gloves, boots. A thin dusting of snow covered the sidewalks, deceptively soft, hiding ice beneath. The car was barely warm when I parked near her place. The cold nipped hard as I crossed the short distance to her front door, wine bottles clinking softly in the bag.

I knocked.

The door opened almost immediately.

“Come in.” Shannon’s smile bloomed, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes. There was something heavy sitting behind it. I handed her the wine.

“Thanks for coming over so quickly.”

“Of course.”

I bent to unlace my boots, the warmth of the house wrapping around me like a slow exhale. I shrugged off my coat, pulled off my hat, suddenly aware of how good it felt to be here—how familiar. Shannon disappeared into the kitchen, promising glasses and an opener.

I didn’t wait. I peeled back the foil, twisted the cork free with a soft pop that sounded like permission, and poured the first glass. The pale wine caught the light as it filled, steady and generous.

Whatever she needed to say, whatever she needed from me, this was how it would begin.

I angled my body toward her as she settled at the far end of the loveseat, leaving just enough space between us to feel intentional. She looked small and soft in gray sweats and a worn T‑shirt, the kind of clothes you put on when you don’t want to impress anyone, when you just want to survive the day. I passed her a glass. She didn’t hesitate—she lifted it and drank deeply, throat working as she swallowed. Her eyelids fluttered shut, lashes resting against her cheeks, and when she exhaled it was a quiet, relieved sound that went straight through me.

“Aah…” 

She curled her legs up onto the couch, tucking herself in. Plain white cotton socks covered her feet, innocent and domestic, and then her toes began to move. Slowly, almost absentmindedly, she nudged them beneath my thigh, right under my ass, a subtle contact that sent a warm awareness through me. She flexed her toes once, twice, like she was testing the water.

“Feel better?” I asked after the first bottle disappeared far too quickly. I tried to keep my voice light, careful. “At least a little?”

“Mmm…” She answered around another generous swallow from the second bottle, her mouth lingering on the rim before she set the glass down. “Yeah. Thank you.”

I waited a beat, then another. “So…?”

She blew out a breath and stared into her wine. “My deadbeat ex,” she said finally. “He showed up last night. No warning. Chris was here.” Her jaw tightened. “We’d just finished dinner, the kids were still in the living room, and the second he saw Chris, he lost it. Started throwing accusations, saying I’ve got men in my bed all the time. Called me a slut. Just… tore into me.”

“What an asshole,” I said, heat flaring in my chest.

“I snapped,” she admitted, her voice trembling. “I yelled back. Right there, with the kids hearing everything.” Her eyes filled, green going glassy. “Chris told him to leave, which was good. But afterward… when Chris and I talked, it didn’t feel like he was fully on my side. Like somehow it was my fault. That I let my ex in, that I let him manipulate me.”

“He’s their father,” I said gently. “You couldn’t have known he’d explode like that.”

She nodded, tears slipping free now. “I went to bed. Chris came in later and apologized, but it felt… forced. Like he just wanted to reassert himself, prove something.” Her mouth twisted. “He tried to make out. I didn’t want that. I rolled over and went to sleep. Or pretended to.”

She wiped at her cheeks, but the tears kept coming. “This morning was worse. He was cold, sulky. Just left.”

I shook my head, helpless frustration knotting in my stomach. “I’m sorry,” I said softly. “We’re idiots sometimes. All of us.”

She let out a watery laugh, a crack of light through the sadness. Then she stood, crossed the small space between us, and lowered herself into my lap like it was the most natural thing in the world.

“Can I get a hug?” she asked quietly.

I didn’t answer with words. I wrapped my arms around her shoulders and pulled her in, solid and steady. She smelled like clean laundry and wine. Her lips brushed my cheek in a soft, grateful kiss, and then she shifted, nestling her body between my legs. I bent one knee up onto the couch as she leaned back fully into me, spooned against my chest, trusting her weight there. My arms closed around her again, holding her warmth, her softness.

“Thank you,” she murmured. “You’re a good friend.”

She relaxed in my embrace, breathing evening out, and when she spoke again her voice was calmer, steadier. 

“I feel much better.”

Her lashes fluttered closed when my mouth brushed the delicate skin of her neck. The tension bled out of her almost instantly. She tucked her face into the hollow beneath my jaw, fitting herself there like she belonged, and within minutes her body went heavy and trusting against mine. I couldn’t shift without waking her, so I stretched just enough to snag a blanket and eased it over us, cocooning her warmth to mine.

Whatever sleep she’d missed the night before claimed her completely. Her breathing evened out, a soft, rhythmic sigh against my throat, and I let myself simply hold her. Nearly an hour passed like that, unhurried and intimate in a way that felt far more dangerous than sex.

Then she stirred.

She rolled slightly onto her side, her mouth finding my skin, lips grazing, then teasing, right beneath my jaw. A faint, sleepy sound slipped from her as her hand wandered under my shirt, fingers brushing, then closing around my left nipple. 

“Mmm… oh, G…” she murmured, still half lost in dreams.

My body answered before my mind could catch up, heat rushing low and urgent. 

“Sorry,” she whispered, blinking awake, her voice thick. “I didn’t mean to fall asleep like that. You were just… so warm.”

She tipped her face up to mine, lips already parted, soft and inviting. I didn’t resist. I kissed her, slow at first, then deeper as her tongue slipped inside my mouth with quiet confidence. I tightened my arms around her, and my hand slid over the curve of her breast, bare beneath the thin cotton. No bra. Her nipple was already tight, sensitive, aching for attention. I rolled it gently between my fingers, then gave it a firmer pinch.

Her breath hitched. “Ah—” Her body arched despite herself. “W-we shouldn’t.”

I started to pull away, but she caught my wrist, guiding my hand back exactly where she wanted it. Our eyes met.

“I said we shouldn’t,” she corrected softly, almost smiling. “That doesn’t mean stop.”

I obeyed. My thumb circled, teased, lingered. She writhed against me, each small movement pressing her back into my chest, her ass shifting just enough that she had to know I could feel her. I was hard now, painfully aware, and when she ground back deliberately, a low sound tore from her.

“Oh,” she breathed.

She reached for my hand and drew it down over her stomach, lower, until she pressed my fingers against the unmistakable heat between her thighs. Even through the fabric of her sweats I could feel how aroused she was, the dampness spreading fast. She rocked against my hand, impatient, needy.

I held back, just enough to make her curse.

“You bastard,” she muttered, frustrated and smiling all at once.

Finally I slid my hand beneath her waistband. My fingers traced her slowly, savoring the slick warmth there before my middle finger followed the path she’d been begging for. She was already open for me, her body clenching the moment I slipped inside.

She shattered almost instantly.

“Uh—uh—uh…” Her whole body seized, wave after wave rippling through her as she clutched at my arm, gasping, trembling. One last sharp shudder, then she sagged, breathless. “Fuck… that was… wow. But now—”

She slipped off the couch, taking the blanket with her as she went. Kneeling on the floor between my legs, she tugged at my sweats with purpose. I lifted my hips to help, and the moment I was free my cock sprang up, flushed and aching, impossibly hard.

She wrapped her hand around it, stroking slowly, deliberately, watching my reaction. A clear bead gathered at the tip. She smiled, wicked and knowing, and used her finger to collect it, sliding it into her mouth with a hum of appreciation.

“Mmm…”

Another drop welled up, and this time she leaned in, her tongue hot and teasing as she caught it directly from me, unhurried, savoring every second.

Shannon hooked her fingers beneath my foreskin and eased it back, reverent and hungry all at once. Her tongue traced slow, decadent circles around the crown, teasing until my hips twitched. She pressed a soft, lingering kiss to the tip, then opened her mouth and drew me in, her plush lips sealing around the head. A gentle scrape of teeth—just enough to make me hiss—followed by the warm, slick sweep of her tongue, relentless and knowing.

“Zzzt… Zzzt… Zzzt! Zzzt… Zzzt… Zzzt!”

Her phone shattered the moment. Without even glancing at the screen, she snagged it and stabbed the decline button, lips still wrapped around me, cheeks hollowing as she took me deeper.

“That was Chris,” she said casually, breath hot against my skin as she went right back to work. “He’s still pushing that ring.”

She hadn’t even found a rhythm again before it buzzed a second time.

“Zzzt… Zzzt… Zzzt! Zzzt… Zzzt… Zzzt!”

She pulled back, annoyance flashing across her face. She mouthed sorry to me, then snapped the phone to her ear. “What?”

I could only hear her side, but it was enough. My arousal dipped, distracted, until her hand wrapped around me and stroked with purpose, coaxing me back to full hardness as she listened.

“Well, you should be,” she said coolly. “As a boyfriend, you weren’t exactly supportive.”

She paused, eyes narrowing, then lifted a finger to her lips—shh—before taking me back into her mouth. A muffled hum vibrated through me as her head began to bob, slow and indulgent. Then she popped me free with a soft, wet sound.

“Just eating something,” she said into the phone.

She rose from her knees in one fluid motion, shoved her sweats down her legs, kicked them aside, and straddled me. Still listening, she guided my shaft between her thighs and began to grind, her slick heat dragging along my length. I groaned as she rode me shamelessly, her breath hitching even as she kept up the conversation.

“Oh god—” She paused, listening. “Really?” Another beat. “No.”

She lifted just enough to angle me, then sank down in a single, decisive thrust. The sound she made was sharp, bitten off.

“Uh!”

“Oh yeah, I’m fine,” she said smoothly into the phone, a wicked glint in her eye. “Just got stabbed.”

She laughed silently, shoulders shaking, then rolled her hips. The pace built, faster, rougher, our bodies slapping softly as she fucked me with intent. Her eyes fluttered closed, her head tipping back as pleasure took over.

“Yeah, you were kind of a dick,” she told him, breathless now.

It didn’t take long. The tension snapped and I spilled inside her, a low moan escaping me. She clamped her hand over my mouth instantly, lips parted wide as she fought not to cry out. Her eyes squeezed shut, her whole body trembling as she came hard around me.

There was a long stretch of silence before she managed, “Aaah… no—yeah. I’m still here…”

She opened her eyes and shot me a wicked look, equal parts warning and promise.

“You’re going to get me in trouble,” that look said.

“What?” she suddenly snapped into the phone. “How soon?” A pause. “Um… okay. Bye.”

I held her hips, still buried deep, giving one last slow thrust. “What was that last part?”

She groaned softly. “Oh, you fuck. I want you again so bad—but that idiot will be here in about half an hour.” She leaned down and kissed me hard. “You have to go.”

I gathered my things in a rush and slipped out. As I headed for my car, I saw him drive past.

Later, my phone chimed.

“Bing! You left just in time.”

My phone chimed, that familiar little sound lighting a spark low in my belly. Her message bloomed across the screen, brazen and unapologetic. She told me they’d patched things up with mouths and hands, that even while he was trying to reclaim his place, the echo of me was still lodged deep inside her. She’d made him taste her first—slow, thorough—letting him puzzle over how slick she was, laughing to herself while he lapped at what I’d left behind. Apparently she’d ridden him until his thoughts dissolved, until he’d gone soft and stupid, and now he was passed out on the couch—the same couch where she and I had just undone each other.

I could almost see her smirk as I typed back, my thumbs heavy with heat. I told her she was dangerous, deliciously so, and that wickedness was exactly why I adored her.

Another chime. Short. Commanding. An invitation wrapped in promise. She told me to come by again, that she’d send word when the coast was clear—when she was alone and ready, when there’d be nothing between us but time and the door I’d push open.


The Neighbor's Jacuzzi

That summer I was putting in hours with a sprawling landscaping outfit, the kind that swallowed up whole subdivisions and spat them back out looking manicured and perfect. It was a break from college, a favor landed through my roommate Dave—his uncle ran the company and needed strong backs more than resumes. The pay was solid, the days long, and at first I liked the simplicity of it: dirt under my nails, sweat on my skin, the sun beating down like a living thing. But by late July, the romance had burned off. Florida heat is merciless. My shoulders ached from hauling bags of mulch, my hands buzzed from hours of trimming hedges and wrestling a weed whacker through stubborn yards. Every afternoon felt endless.

Most nights I barely made it through the front door before collapsing onto the couch, boots kicked off wherever they landed. I stopped answering texts, ignored my friends when they begged me to meet them for drinks or dinner. Weeks slipped by without seeing anyone beyond Dave and the guys at work. I told myself it was just exhaustion, but there was more to it than that.

That same summer, Lindsey ended things in a way that didn’t involve shouting or tears—just a quiet cruelty that lingered. We were sitting at one of our usual spots, halfway through dinner, when she casually told me she’d been sleeping with a guy from the soccer team. For three months. I can’t remember what I said, or if I said anything that mattered. I remember paying the bill, driving home in a fog, and standing in my room staring at a blank wall for what felt like forever. Eventually I shrugged, because what else was there to do, and went to bed. My alarm went off before sunrise. Work didn’t care that my chest felt hollow.

That morning was the first time I really saw my next-door neighbor.

I stepped out of the condo in a cutoff shirt that showed more skin than fabric, sunglasses already in place, khaki shorts hanging low on my hips. Back then—early twenties—I was lean and sun-browned, running on caffeine and momentum even when I was dead tired. Dave and I rented a tidy condo in a quiet suburban pocket near St. Petersburg. To one side lived a loud, cheerful family of four; to the other, the Taylors. I knew the outlines of their life the way you know a house you pass every day. Mr. Taylor was a Delta pilot, gone for days at a time, sometimes entire weekends. Their cars were sleek and expensive, their place immaculate. I’d heard, through the thin gossip that travels over fences, that they’d tried and failed to have kids—Julie, Mrs. Taylor, couldn’t. Mostly, they were just the couple next door, glimpsed in passing, music drifting from their screened-in pool at night.

I was almost at my truck, parked by the shared mailboxes, when I noticed Mr. Taylor’s black Mercedes was gone. And then I noticed her.

Mrs. Taylor stood near the front of my truck, sorting through a stack of mail as if she had all the time in the world. She wore a pink silk kimono patterned with lilies and slender bamboo stalks, the fabric catching the morning light—something elegant and intimate, like it belonged in a bedroom rather than a driveway. I assumed it was a souvenir from one of her husband’s trips. My gaze snagged on her legs, smooth and deeply tanned, the line of them unbroken from soft slippers up to the faintest suggestion of fullness beneath the hem, where the silk barely skimmed the curve of her ass. It was a detail I noticed before I could stop myself.

Her hair was thick and wavy, dark brown spilling around her shoulders, and she flipped through envelopes with slow, unhurried movements while the sun climbed over the rooftops, already warm against my skin. When she turned toward me, her smile landed like a small shock.

For a woman I guessed was just shy of forty, she looked impossibly vibrant. Full, generous lips curved upward, a little pouty even when she smiled, and her eyes—green, startlingly so—caught the light and held it. She looked at me like she actually saw me.

“Why, hello,” she said, her voice easy, amused.

“Oh—hey,” I managed, suddenly aware of my sweat-damp shirt and the way my heart kicked a little harder than it should have.

“So, you’re the one who lives next door?” Her voice carried an easy curiosity, like we were already sharing a private joke. “I’ve noticed you around, but we’ve never actually met.”

I was halfway into my truck, one leg still on the pavement, when she turned fully toward me. The silk of her kimono shifted with the movement, parting just enough to reveal the lush valley between her breasts. The sight landed low and heavy in my gut. 

“Yeah,” I said, suddenly aware of my dry mouth. “That’s me.”

“Well then,” she smiled, slow and deliberate, “it’s nice to finally put a name to the face. I’m Julie Taylor.”

She extended her hand. Her fingers were long and elegant, her skin impossibly soft when I wrapped my own around it. The contact lingered a second longer than necessary, warm and intimate in a way that felt deliberate. 

“Austin,” I said. Saying my name felt strangely personal in that moment.

She tilted her head slightly, studying me. “Have you lived here long?”

I should have been pulling away, firing up the engine, thinking about the long day ahead. Instead, I stood there, caught in the green pull of her eyes behind my sunglasses. 

“Since March,” I answered. “I’m going to school over at the USF campus in St. Pete.”

“Oh,” she said, her lips curving. “College.” There was something in her tone—approval, maybe amusement.

I could’ve sworn she drew her bottom lip between her teeth, just briefly. I told myself I was imagining it, that exhaustion and heartbreak were messing with my head. Still, my pulse kicked harder.

We talked for a few more minutes, about nothing and everything. She mentioned their patio, the pool out back, how nice it was in the evenings, how Dave and I were welcome to come over sometime—maybe for a drink, maybe just to cool off. Then she stepped back, and the spell broke enough for me to remember work.

As I drove away, I caught her reflection in the rearview mirror, hips swaying as she walked back toward her house. I watched longer than I should have, the curve of her body burned into my thoughts, until a sharp movement in the road forced me to slam the brakes and narrowly miss an old man tugging a dog along the curb.

That night, the sky was just beginning to bruise into sunset when I pulled in beside the mailboxes. I glanced instinctively toward the Taylors’ house. A single light glowed upstairs. Uninvited, images rushed back—pink lips, smooth tan legs, silk sliding over skin. The sensation hit me fast and deep, a nervous flutter that tightened my stomach. I shut off the engine and went inside.

The condo was quiet. Dave was gone again, probably already halfway to his girlfriend’s place. My body throbbed with the dull ache of labor, shoulders tight, lower back screaming. I found one lonely beer in the fridge, cracked it open, and stepped out onto the back porch, the concrete still radiating heat from the day.

The sun slipped behind the palms, streaking the sky with pink and violet. Frogs and crickets tuned up in the distance as exhaustion rolled over me in a heavy wave. I drained half the beer in three long pulls and let out a quiet belch, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand.

That’s when I heard it—the low, unmistakable churn of jacuzzi jets next door.

I looked over just in time to see Julie’s back as she eased herself into the bubbling water. Her hair was piled neatly on top of her head, exposing the graceful line of her neck. Steam curled around her shoulders as she leaned back, eyes closed, one hand gliding slowly over her arm, down her side, as if she were savoring every inch of herself. I stood there, frozen, beer forgotten, watching the water lap against her skin while my pulse matched the steady hum of the jets.

My stomach did that stupid little flip again, sharp and sudden, like I was eighteen instead of a grown man with dirt under my nails and bills to pay. I didn’t understand it—what she did to me without even trying. I stayed where I was on the porch, beer sweating in my hand, and let my eyes drift next door for just a few seconds longer than decent. I know. I know. But she was there, sunk into the hot tub, shoulders relaxed, head tipped back against the curve of the acrylic while the jets roared and foamed around her. The water hid the details, but my imagination eagerly filled in every inch beneath the surface, and the thought alone made heat pool low in my body.

Then she shifted. Turned. And caught me.

Our gazes collided, held. I jerked my attention skyward and lifted the empty can to my mouth like I was still drinking, like I hadn’t just been caught staring at her half-submerged body. Smooth, Austin. Real smooth.

“Hey, Austin.”

Her voice carried easily across the fence, unhurried, warm. She remembered my name. I forced a casual smile and looked back over.

“Oh—hey. Julie,” I said, playing it off, as if my pulse hadn’t just kicked into overdrive.

She smiled, slow and knowing. “Just get home from work?”

“Yeah. Long day.” I shrugged. “Was about to grab a shower.”

“Well,” she said lightly, fingers reaching up to toy with the knot of hair at the crown of her head, “why don’t you come over and soak for a bit?”

I laughed, weakly. “Isn’t it a little hot for that?”

“No,” she said, lifting her arms to retie her bun. The movement exposed smooth, bare shoulders, the elegant slope of her chest—and just beneath the shimmering waterline, the unmistakable curve of her breasts. My breath caught hard. She was topless. Completely, unapologetically. “It’s good for sore muscles.”

My blood roared in my ears. “That’s… really tempting,” I managed, which was about as eloquent as I could get. “But I’m exhausted. Maybe another time?”

“Okay,” she said easily, settling back into the water. “If you ever want to use it, just tell me.”

Just tell me. Right.

I escaped inside like the house was on fire and stood there in the quiet, heart pounding against my ribs. My jeans felt suddenly too tight, my body reacting without my permission. Jesus Christ. I opened the fridge out of habit, found nothing worth opening, and stripped out of my grimy clothes in the laundry room instead. The shower called to me, but curiosity got the better of me first. In the dark of my bedroom, I eased the blinds apart, searching for any glimpse of her pool.

All I caught was the soft, electric blue glow of underwater lights.

Damn it.

In my head, she rose slowly from the water, the steam clinging to her like a second skin. I imagined her reaching for a towel, dragging it around her slick hips while droplets traced lazy paths down her stomach. Her breasts were heavy and lush, nipples dark and tight from the heat, water beading and slipping from their tips. She lifted her arms to fuss with the knot of hair on her head, completely unhurried, completely aware of how devastating the sight would be if anyone were watching.

I tried the window again, shifting, angling, hoping for another glimpse—but there was nothing. Just darkness and that faint blue glow pulsing through the blinds, taunting me.

Frustrated and wound tight, I dropped back onto my unmade bed and wrapped my hand around myself. The day had wrung me out, and the thought of her—of us—in that jacuzzi snapped something loose inside me. I was instantly hard, my grip firming as my imagination took over.

In my mind, she slid closer, her hand disappearing beneath the water. Her fingers closed around me, confident and slow, stroking the length of my cock like she’d done it a thousand times. Then she was bent over the edge, skin flushed and glistening, that perfect tan ass spread wide as I drove into her from behind. She moaned, low and raw, her hair spilling over her shoulders as the water sloshed and spilled over the tile with every thrust. I watched her body take me, felt the imagined resistance, the heat, the way her ass rippled as my hips snapped forward again and again.

In my room, my hand moved faster, tighter. My breath came rough as my balls drew up, that familiar burn climbing my spine and spilling down the length of me. With a broken groan, I came hard, streaks of hot release splashing across my chest and stomach. I lay there in the dark, chest heaving, the soft blue glow from Mrs. Taylor’s jacuzzi washing over the blinds like an accusation.

I didn’t see her for a few days after that.

It wasn’t until Lindsey showed up at my door that I finally set foot in the Taylors’ pool and hot tub.

She arrived without warning, standing on my porch with tears streaking her face. She said the soccer player was an asshole, that she hated herself for letting him see her like that, for trusting him. The whole thing was messy and desperate—and somehow still sweet. Her big blue eyes brimmed again, and she brushed at them impatiently before leaning in to kiss me.

I let her. Once. Then again. And again.

Her mouth grew more insistent, her body pressing into mine, and I knew I had to stop it before it went somewhere I couldn’t take back. I pulled away, even as she told me she loved me, even as her fingers fumbled at my waistband. I couldn’t do it. Not after everything. Not after how it had ended.

Eventually, she left. I watched her car disappear down the street, the sound of it fading into the night. My eyes drifted to Mrs. Taylor’s empty driveway, her house dark and quiet. I lingered there for a second, considering it—then closed my door behind me.

So here I am again—right back at the beginning, whether I meant to be or not. For the last two weeks, Mrs. Taylor’s hot tub has become my quiet ritual, the place I keep ending up when my thoughts won’t leave me alone. The night Lindsey drove away, taillights disappearing down my street, I found myself standing at Julie Taylor’s door without quite deciding to be there. I asked if I could use the jacuzzi, my voice steadier than I felt.

She answered with a smile that lingered. A glass of red wine curved in her hand, her body relaxed inside an old Rolling Stones T-shirt that skimmed her hips and a pair of tiny blue shorts that showed more leg than they hid. “Of course,” she said easily, as if this were the most natural thing in the world.

That first night, I soaked alone. The water cradled me, jets thudding against my muscles in slow, deliberate pulses. The soft green light beneath the surface turned everything dreamlike, liquid, unreal. I leaned my head back, let the warmth seep into me, and tried not to think about Lindsey—about her tears, her mouth on mine, the way I’d stopped her. Regret gnawed at me, sharp and persistent. I told myself I’d made a mistake.

Then the sliding glass door opened.

I straightened instantly, heart kicking hard against my ribs as Julie stepped outside. She moved with an unhurried confidence, barefoot on the stone, another glass of wine catching the light. She walked past the pool, past the edge of the night itself, and stopped beside the jacuzzi. The green glow climbed her calves, her thighs, painting her in shadow and color. I couldn’t look away.

She sat, easing herself down, and slipped her legs into the water. Her skin looked impossibly smooth, her toes curling slightly as the heat reached her. She took a slow sip of wine, watching me over the rim of the glass, and for a second I forgot how to breathe.

Julie Taylor was beautiful—undeniably so. Not in a trying-too-hard way, but in a calm, assured way that came from knowing exactly who she was. That was when she started talking, her voice low and intimate, as if the night itself were listening. She told me about her life: the husband who flew planes and was gone half the week, the years spent trying and failing to have children, the job at the medical clinic in Tampa that filled her days. The words spilled out easily, warmed by wine and water.

I didn’t say much. I nodded, murmured when it felt right, but mostly I watched. My eyes kept drifting to the way the damp fabric of her T-shirt hinted at curves beneath, to the slow, lazy movement of her legs under the surface. Desire stirred, unwelcome and vivid, and I remembered—too clearly—the night I’d lain in my bed with my hand around my cock, imagining her body, her mouth, her sounds.

Heat crept up my neck. I looked away, out into the darkness beyond the yard, pretending to study the stars. My mind raced. Why was she doing this? Why was she being so open, so kind, so present with me? She had to feel something—didn’t she? Or I wouldn’t be here, wouldn’t be sitting half-naked in her jacuzzi while her legs brushed the water inches from me.

She was married. She was older. Fifteen years older.

And that was the moment everything shifted—when I realized this was no longer just a place to relax, no longer innocent at all. That’s where it starts to get interesting.

Julie had trusted me with the code to the side door—the one that slipped you quietly through the garage and straight out to the back patio, where the pool and hot tub waited like a secret. She’d said it casually, like it meant nothing. If neither she nor her husband were home and I wanted to soak, I could come and go without a trace. No fuss. No questions.

I hadn’t used it at first. Every time I’d been in the water, Julie had been there too, a glass of wine in hand, her presence changing the temperature of the night more than the steam ever could. Once, though, she let me in and never joined me. I’d soaked alone while she stayed inside, the glow of the television flickering behind the glass as she refilled her wine. It unsettled me in a way I couldn’t quite name. Maybe her husband was due home. Maybe she was testing something—me, herself. I knew better than to believe this was simple generosity. Women like Julie didn’t blur boundaries by accident.

And still, I couldn’t stop thinking about her.

Driving to and from work, I’d catch myself glancing toward her house from behind my sunglasses, checking the driveway like it mattered. Some days the black Mercedes sat there, sleek and possessive. Most days it didn’t. I’d never met Mr. Taylor, but in my mind he’d already become distant, half-formed—a man gone more than present, a husband who left empty space behind him. Julie never spoke about him beyond the facts: pilot, traveling, away. I wondered if their marriage was already fraying, if I was nothing more than a pleasant distraction. The thought should have embarrassed me. Instead, it stirred something low and illicit in my gut.

That night, I rang the bell first. Nothing. The house stayed quiet. So I went around to the side door, punched in the code, and let myself in. The garage smelled faintly of oil and clean concrete as I passed through, then the patio opened up to me, cool night air brushing my skin. I powered up the jets, shifted the lights to a deep, saturated blue, and stripped down to my board shorts before easing into the water.

Heat swallowed me whole. The jets worked into muscles that had been tight all day, sending shivers of relief up my spine and into my neck. I sank lower, letting the noise and pressure erase everything else. My breath left me in a slow, satisfied exhale as my eyes drifted shut.

I don’t know how long I’d been like that—adrift, pliant—when something changed. The air felt different. Charged.

When I opened my eyes, Julie Taylor was standing there.

She loomed above the tub, framed by steam and blue light, dressed in ocean-colored scrubs that clung to her like they were designed with her body in mind. She must have just come from work. Startled, I shifted back, wiping water from my face as my pulse kicked up hard.

“Mrs. Taylor—sorry. I didn’t realize you were home.”

“Julie,” she corrected gently, smiling. “I just got back. Saw you used the code.” She lifted her phone slightly, as if to prove it.

“Oh. Right. Yeah. Sorry.” A sudden awareness crept over me—of where I was, how exposed I felt. “Late night?”

“Double shift,” she said, rolling her shoulders. The movement pulled the fabric tight across her hips and thighs, and my attention followed before I could stop it.

“It’s been a day,” she added, stretching her arms overhead in a way that was anything but innocent. That was when I noticed the thin, delicate reading glasses perched on her nose—an unexpected detail that made my chest ache in a way I didn’t understand.

She looked down at me through the steam, eyes warm, assessing. “Mind if I join you,” she asked, voice easy, almost playful, “or do you think it’ll be too crowded?”

“No—no. It’s fine,” I said too quickly. “It’s your hot tub. I can head out.” I shifted forward, hands bracing on the slick edge as if escape were the sensible option.

“You don’t have to,” Julie replied softly. “Stay. Really.” She hesitated, then shifted her weight, one hip cocked with casual confidence that made my pulse stutter. “I should tell you something, though.” Her mouth curved, knowing. Dangerous. “I usually soak without anything on. Is that… going to be an issue for you?”

My breath tangled in my chest. Heat rushed south, sharp and undeniable. “I—” The word stuck. My heart thudded so loudly I was sure she could hear it over the jets. “I can go, if that’s easier.”

“Does it make you uncomfortable?” Her smile widened just enough to tell me she was enjoying this—enjoying me. She was absolutely playing with me.

“It’s just… Mr. Taylor and—”

“Mr. Taylor isn’t home,” she cut in smoothly, lifting a brow. “Is he?”

Damn. She had me there. It was her house. Her rules. 

“I mean,” I muttered, “it’s your place. Do what you want. I won’t look.”

“Won’t you?” Her fingers slid to the waistband of her scrubs, slow, deliberate. The fabric inched upward, revealing the soft curve of her stomach, the shallow dip of her navel. “Then don’t,” she teased.

I cursed myself and tipped my chin toward the night sky, eyes fixed on the dark, studded stars. The quiet slap of fabric against concrete reached me, muffled by the churn of water. A moment later, the tub shifted—her weight entering across from me, the water surging between us.

“You can look now,” she said, laughing lightly.

I did. Her bare shoulders gleamed in the blue glow, skin kissed by steam. She’d removed her glasses and was gathering her hair, twisting it up into a loose, careless knot that exposed the long line of her neck. My throat went dry.

“Are you always this shy?” she asked.

“Not usually.”

“Then what’s stopping you?”

I searched for an answer and came up empty. Guilt brushed me—thin, confusing. Married. Older. The first felt heavier than the second. The second didn’t feel wrong at all.

“Is it my age?” she asked, tilting her head. “How old do you think I am? Wait—don’t tell me yet.” She closed her eyes, lips moving as if counting. “Twenty-two.”

I huffed a nervous laugh. “Just turned twenty-three.”

“So close.” She reclined, arms spreading along the edge, utterly at ease. “Alright. My turn. How old am I?”

“I’m not playing that game.”

“Come on,” she coaxed. “Try.”

Aim low, I told myself. “Thirty-eight.”

She laughed, quick and bright. “Higher.”

My gaze dipped, uninvited, tracing the shadowed curve of her body beneath the water. The jets distorted her, light breaking over her in ripples. I was sweating now. “Forty?”

“Hm.” She nodded once. “Higher.”

“Forty-one?”

Her smile lingered. “Don’t I wear it well?”

“Honestly?” I swallowed. “No.”

“Do you think I’m attractive—for my age?”

The question hung there, heavy and intimate. The tub suddenly felt too warm, the air too thick. Before I could answer, her foot brushed my calf under the water—an accidental touch that felt anything but. I startled, then forced myself to stay still, pretending it hadn’t electrified me down to the bone.

“Long day?” she asked, her voice lazy, as if the steam had softened every edge of it.

“Yeah,” I said, forcing a shrug. “Nothing dramatic.”

“So you came over to decompress.” It wasn’t a question. She watched me through the drifting mist while I nodded, sending little waves sloshing against my thighs. My skin was wrinkling from the heat, nerves buzzing just beneath it.

“And how do you usually unwind?” she continued, tone deceptively casual.

“I don’t know… a drink, maybe?” I tried to laugh it off.

She tilted her head. “Not quite.”

In one smooth motion Julie straightened, and the water slipped away from her chest. Her breasts rose into the open air—full, buoyant, unapologetic. They looked impossibly youthful against her skin, nipples dark and already tight from the temperature change. She caught me staring and smiled, knowingly. “Before you ask,” she said lightly, “they’re enhanced. About three years ago.”

“Oh.” My mouth went dry. “I wasn’t— I mean… they look amazing.”

“You really think so?” She lifted her arms, studying herself with slow appreciation. Water streamed down the valley between them, dripped from the tips of her nipples. The sight made my pulse slam hard against my ribs, heat pooling low in my body despite the water swirling around me.

“I do,” I said, my voice rougher than I intended.

She lowered herself again, then slid along the bench until she was right beside me. I shifted instinctively, but there was nowhere to retreat. Her bare hip brushed mine, skin to skin, and I was acutely aware of how little the water concealed. She was looking at me; I could feel it. I was already hard, painfully so, trapped beneath my trunks, and I tried uselessly to think of anything else.

“Do you have someone?” she asked.

“A girlfriend?” I shook my head. “Not really.”

Her eyebrow arched. “Not really?”

“We broke up. Recently.”

“That’s a shame.” Her voice softened. “You seem like a good man. I can’t imagine letting you go.” Her hand settled on my knee, casual at first, then lingering.

“Thank you, Mrs. Tay—Julie.” My heart thundered.

Her fingers drifted higher, brushing the wet fabric of my shorts, then paused. I met her eyes. The light from the tub shimmered over her face, over the faint smile playing at her lips. “What is it?” she asked gently.

“Nothing,” I said too fast. “It’s fine.”

“Is it?” Her hand moved again, higher this time, grazing the outline of my erection. I sucked in a breath. She withdrew for a split second, then slid her hand decisively between my legs, closing her fingers around me through the fabric. A low sound escaped my throat before I could stop it. Whatever tension I’d been holding shattered.

Julie leaned in, her mouth near my ear. “What’s wrong?” she murmured, her voice deeper now, intimate. I shook my head, unable to form words.

Her fingers found the strings of my trunks, tugged them loose. The waistband slipped down just enough for her hand to free me beneath the water. I closed my eyes, overwhelmed—nervous, aroused, unsteady—all of it tangling together as my heart raced.

She wrapped her hand around me fully and began to move, slow and deliberate, the water amplifying every sensation. “Is this okay?” she asked softly, her strokes unhurried, confident. “Does this help you relax?”

I nodded again, breath shallow. The damp Velcro of my shorts dragged against my aching length, an almost painful friction that made me shift instinctively, fumbling to shove the fabric lower. Julie didn’t hesitate. Her hands joined mine beneath the water, confident and warm as she eased the shorts down and away, freeing me completely.

“There,” she murmured, pleased. “That’s better.”

Her smile was slow, knowing. She wrapped her fingers around me again, her touch gentle but sure, skin slickened by the heat of the tub. She stroked me with an unhurried rhythm, palm gliding from the base to the thick, sensitive crown and back again, her grip tightening just enough to make my pulse jump.

“You know,” she said casually, as if we were talking about the weather, “sometimes I come out here alone, sink into the water, and just…” Her hand slowed at the tip, fingertips circling, teasing. “…touch myself.”

The sensation shot through me, sharp and dizzying. I sucked in a breath, eyes fluttering shut as pleasure sparked along my spine.

“…It helps,” she finished softly. “Lets everything go.”

I nodded again, chest rising and falling. “I’m sure it does.”

Her fingers lingered, then stilled. “Have you ever thought about me?”

“What?” The word came out rough.

She released me and, in one smooth, fluid movement, lifted herself from the bench and settled into my lap. The water sloshed as her weight pressed me back against the tiled edge. Her thighs framed my hips, sleek and strong, and I felt the unmistakable heat of her—soft, bare, intimate—brushing against me. My cock jerked between us as she began to move, slow and deliberate, sliding herself against me beneath the surface. The slick glide told me everything; she was wet, aroused, hungry.

She smiled down at me, breasts hovering at eye level, droplets tracing the curves before falling back into the tub. “Have you ever touched yourself,” she asked quietly, “while thinking about me?”

My mind spun. Did she see right through me? Every nervous glance, every stammered sentence? Her hips continued their lazy grind, my shaft caught between her lips, sending shocks of pleasure through me with each roll.

“Maybe,” I admitted. “Once or twice.”

“Only once or twice?” She leaned closer, close enough that I could taste her breath, faintly sweet. My body throbbed in time with her movement, need pulsing hot and insistent.

Then she kissed me.

It was deep and unapologetic, her mouth claiming mine, tongue sliding against mine with practiced ease. I melted into it, hands gripping her hips as my own began to move, rocking up into her. My cock slid against her clit, and she gasped softly into my mouth. Her breath grew heavier as she rode the friction, faster now, urgency building. Low sounds slipped from her lips—soft moans that vibrated straight through me—while her breasts swayed just above the churning water.

Then, abruptly, she stopped.

She pulled back just enough to look at me, lips curved in a small, almost mischievous smile. I was flushed, panting, everything inside me tight and buzzing. The rush of it—her confidence, her body, the forbidden thrill of her pleasure against mine—made the rest of my life dissolve. Lindsey. Work. Mr. Taylor. None of it existed. There was only Julie.

“Sorry,” she said lightly. “Am I being too forward?”

I shook my head, though my heart was still racing. “No. I mean… what do you mean?”

She hesitated, then sighed. “You know Mr. Taylor…” She paused, and my stomach tightened. “He has a woman in Toronto. I found out a while ago.” Her tone shifted, flatter now. “It’s fine. I expected it. He hasn’t been home in a week—traveling, as usual.”

As she spoke, my body began to cool, desire ebbing just enough for reality to creep back in.

“I’m sorry,” I said quietly.

“It’s not the first time,” Julie replied. Her face grew still, serious in a way that made my chest ache.

“Well, then he’s a fool.” The words left my mouth before I could stop them, sharp with heat and something like jealousy. My pulse was racing, the steam from the tub thick in my lungs. Sweat slid down my temples, indistinguishable from the churning water around us.

Julie studied me for a beat, then eased back against the far edge of the tub. The water climbed her chest, swallowing the curve of her breasts until only her shoulders and that knowing smile remained. My abandoned swim trunks bobbed between us like an accusation. I grabbed them, tossed them aside, and tried to steady my breathing.

“Can I ask you something—something real?” she said softly. “And you can’t laugh. Or judge me. Promise?”

“Okay,” I said, my voice rougher than I meant. “I promise.”

She didn’t hesitate. “Would you fuck me?”

The question hit low and hard, knocking the air from my chest. My stomach clenched. “I—what?”

“I mean it,” she said, her gaze unwavering. “Would you really fuck me? The way you fucked Lindsey.”

“Hey, I didn’t—”

“Sorry,” she cut in, and for a second her expression shifted, darker, more vulnerable. “Was that too much?”

“No,” I said quickly. “You’re fine.” She kept looking at me across the water, and the truth pressed in on me, undeniable: I wanted her. God, I wanted her. Right there, surrounded by steam and jets and temptation. But there was a hesitation I couldn’t name, a tension humming beneath the desire.

“I don’t know, Julie.”

She tilted her head. “Come here.”

“What?”

“Just—come here. For a second.”

I stood and stepped toward her. As I did, she slid lower, her body sinking until her face was level with my stomach. Her lips brushed my skin, slow and reverent, kissing a trail across my abs. My cock responded instantly, thickening, lifting until the flushed tip broke the surface of the water.

Julie wrapped her hand around me, her grip confident and warm, stroking with an unhurried rhythm while her mouth wandered over my navel, my hips. The conversation dissolved, her husband’s name evaporating as her tongue traced the sensitive crown of my cock. When her lips closed around me, heat and wetness enveloped me and I groaned, helpless.

She took me deeper, her head moving in a languid rhythm, drawing me fully from the water. Pleasure spiked and rippled through me. My hand slid into her hair, fingers curling at the nape of her neck as I guided her, unable to stop myself. My cock twitched and pulsed in her mouth, alive to every glide and hollowed suck.

She pulled back, her hand replacing her mouth, slick with her saliva as she stroked me with practiced ease. I looked down at her, breathless, and she smiled up at me—slow, wicked, assured.

“Does that feel good?” she asked.

I nodded, words gone.

She leaned back slightly, eyes heavy with promise. “My pussy feels even better.”

Without warning, Mrs. Taylor lifted herself and turned, bracing her forearms on the smooth edge of the jacuzzi. The water slid down her back, revealing the generous curve of her ass—lush, inviting, completely unapologetic. She gave a slow, teasing sway of her hips, the kind that felt deliberate, and looked back at me through lowered lashes. Her hazel eyes were dark now, molten with intent.

Just above the soft dip of her left hip, a delicate tattoo peeked through her damp skin. I don’t remember deciding to do it—I only know I bent forward and pressed my mouth there, a lingering, open-mouthed kiss that tasted like salt and heat. She shuddered.

My cock was already hard, aching, and my hands found her hips as if they belonged there. I guided myself between her thighs, dragging my length through the slick heat of her folds, letting the sensation build, letting her feel exactly how badly I wanted her. When I finally eased inside, inch by unhurried inch, she released a low, throaty moan that vibrated straight through me. She took all of me, her body opening, welcoming, until I was buried deep inside her.

For a split second, Lindsey flashed through my mind—youthful, careful, always wrapped in latex. And then the thought dissolved. This was different. This was raw and reckless and dizzying. I was inside a married woman, older, experienced, and I felt every pulse of her, every subtle shift. I drew back slowly, savoring the friction, the unbearable sensitivity, before driving forward again as her hips rolled to meet me.

She gasped my name and I began to move in earnest, thrusting into her slick heat while she clenched around me without warning, milking me, then releasing. Each squeeze stole my breath. The water sloshed violently as our bodies collided, the sound of skin on skin echoing in the enclosed space. Her ass slapped against my stomach as she pushed back hard, meeting every thrust with desperate hunger.

We were loud—too loud—and neither of us cared. Hidden behind the dark screen, wrapped in steam and water, we fucked like no one else existed.

“Yes,” Julie moaned, her voice breaking. “Just like that. Don’t stop. Keep fucking me—God, keep fucking me.”

I gave her a few more brutal thrusts, chasing the edge as the pressure built too fast, too strong. Panic flickered. I pulled out abruptly, my hand wrapping around my cock as I tried to steady myself. Pearls of precum spilled from the tip, dissolving into the churning water.

Julie stayed there, breathing hard, shoulders rising and falling. She pushed her damp curls back from her face and smiled at me—slow, knowing, satisfied.

“Sorry,” I muttered, still catching my breath.

She shook her head. “Don’t be. It’s fine.”

She climbed out of the jacuzzi and perched on the edge, water streaming down her thighs. I took her in—the gentle flare of her hips, the soft triangle of pale hair neatly trimmed between her legs. Desire surged again, sharp and insistent. Before she could react, I stepped between her knees and dropped to my knees.

Her legs fell open with a quiet gasp. Her pussy was swollen and lush, lips darkened with arousal. I buried my face there, sliding my tongue between her folds, tasting her, licking her with desperate urgency. She cried out, heels planting on the tub’s edge as she lifted herself, offering me her clit. I sucked it gently, then harder, while my fingers slipped inside her, finding her soaked and ready.

Julie’s hand fisted in my hair as she rocked against my mouth, breathless and undone. I kept my rhythm steady, relentless, until her body began to tremble.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, voice shaking. “Please—keep going. I’m going to come.”

I quickened the rhythm, surrendering to the way her body guided me. My mouth claimed her with purpose—my lips sealed around her swollen clit while my tongue traced tight, relentless circles, then flattened and stroked, then flicked again. Her belly quivered beneath my hands, soft and real, trembling as the tension coiled tighter and tighter inside her. Her breaths hitched, then vanished altogether, a suspended moment where everything stilled—except my fingers, which drove into her with urgent insistence, plunging deep, pulling almost all the way out, then thrusting back in again.

She drenched me. I felt it everywhere—slick heat spilling over my knuckles, down my wrist, soaking my mouth until her taste coated my lips and chin. Julie shattered with a sharp, unrestrained cry, high and broken, her body clenching around my fingers in hard, pulsing waves. Her back collapsed against the stone, limbs slack and helpless, and still I didn’t stop. I slowed only slightly, sliding a third finger inside her, moving with deliberate patience as her orgasm kept rolling through her, aftershock after aftershock stealing her breath.

My cock throbbed painfully as I watched her come apart in front of me. Thick, heavy pulses beat through me, aching, insistent. Her eyes were squeezed shut, lashes damp, chest rising and falling as though she’d just surfaced from deep water. The heat of the tub wrapped around my waist, but my mind betrayed me for a split second—Lindsey flashed through it, all taut lines and youth, familiar and contained. I forced the thought away, hard and fast. This was different. This was dangerous.

“What’s wrong?” Julie pushed herself up on her elbows, her voice rough, breath still uneven.

“Nothing,” I said too quickly. “Nothing. Maybe I should go.”

“No—don’t.” She reached for me immediately, urgency sparking in her eyes. She pulled me down, her mouth crashing into mine, open and demanding. I tasted herself on her tongue, felt the evidence of what I’d just done to her as she kissed me like she needed it to breathe. “Come inside,” she murmured against my lips.

I nodded, already undone.

We barely made it to the living room. We fell onto the wide leather couch in a tangle of limbs, mouths colliding, tongues tangling in slow, hungry strokes. She wrapped her hand around my cock and stroked me with easy confidence while I bent to her chest, dragging my mouth over her breasts, sucking her nipples hard until she whimpered softly, helpless sounds that went straight to my spine. The room was dark, shadows thick, the pale blue glow from the hot tub spilling through the open door and painting our naked bodies in liquid light.

The urge hit me like a command. I shifted, lined myself up, and slid back into her in one smooth, effortless push. She pressed into the couch, arching to take all of me, and I stood over her, knees planted, hips rocking as I drove deep, then pulled back. Her slick coated me completely, heat and wetness blurring every thought until there was only sensation—raw, unfiltered, overwhelming.

I lost restraint. My thrusts turned hard and fast, the sound of skin slapping skin filling the room. Julie cried out and locked her legs around my hips, anchoring me to her. I glanced down at her as I fucked her, memorizing the way her body moved beneath me—the soft rise of her stomach shuddering with each impact, her breasts swaying heavily, her face open and flushed with pleasure. Pressure built low and relentless, my release climbing fast, unavoidable.

She spread herself wider, gripping her knees, her expression tight with anticipation as I slowed just enough to drag it out. I leaned down, close enough to feel her breath on my mouth. My cock jerked inside her as her muscles clenched around me, squeezing me like she wanted to pull me deeper, keep me there.

“I’m going to cum,” I whispered.

She met my gaze and smiled—slow, knowing, reckless. 

“Cum in me.”

“What?” I froze mid-thrust, breath catching in my throat. “Seriously?” 

The words landed hard. I’d never done that—never crossed that line. With Lindsey, with every girlfriend before her, there had always been latex, always that last-second pull away. Control. Safety. The idea of letting go like that made my chest tighten.

“Yes,” she said softly, steady as anything. “It’s okay. I want you to.”

I hesitated, the pressure in my body screaming for release while my head spun. I drew back from her, half out, hands braced on either side of her hips. “I mean…”

She searched my face, then smiled, slow and knowing. “What’s wrong?” she murmured. “You’ve never come inside anyone before?”

I shook my head, suddenly feeling young, exposed.

Her smile deepened. “All the better, then.”

She hooked her arm around my neck and pulled me down, kissing me with unhurried certainty, her mouth warm and coaxing. The moment broke something in me. I slid back into her, a groan slipping from my chest straight into her mouth. I began to move again, long, deep strokes, skin on skin, heat building fast and fierce. Our bodies met again and again, slick and urgent, until I was right on the edge.

She nodded, eyes half-lidded, breath rough and needy. “Do it,” she urged, voice husky with want. “Come in me. Come.”

Everything in me clenched. My body locked, my cock jerked hard, and then I let go—spilling myself deep inside her in a thick, pulsing rush. She cried out as she felt it, her body answering mine, her muscles gripping and fluttering around me in time with my release. The sensation pushed her over again. She gasped, shuddering, one hand dropping between us as she slapped and rubbed herself, chasing the crest until it broke.

I stayed buried inside her, spent and trembling, savoring the way we throbbed together, connected by the aftershocks. My mind went blissfully blank, the world reduced to heat, breath, and the slow easing of pleasure. She softened beneath me, breaths still coming in uneven little bursts.

“Are you okay?” she asked gently, fingers brushing my chin.

“Yeah,” I murmured. “You?”

She nodded as I finally withdrew, my body sensitive and limp. A bit of me followed, spilling from her onto the floor. She glanced down and laughed quietly. “Oops.”

“It’s fine,” she said easily. “I’ll clean it up.”

I collapsed back onto the couch beside her, chest rising and falling, while she slipped away toward the bathroom. The air shifted. What had felt inevitable a moment ago suddenly felt… complicated. Guilt crept in, unwelcome and sharp. Lindsey flashed through my mind—her disappointment, her hypocrisy. She’d carried on with a soccer player for months without a word. Still, the feeling lingered.

Mrs. Taylor reappeared from the shadows, wrapped in a pink kimono, her hair twisted up in a loose bun, looking calm and impossibly composed.

“Are you alright?” she asked.

“I’m fine.”

“Good.” She smiled warmly. “Can I get you a drink? Anything?”

“No,” I said, pushing myself to my feet. I stood there naked in front of her, skin slick with sweat and the remnants of us. “I should go. Maybe… maybe I’ll see you again.”

“For sure,” she replied, that same knowing smile playing on her lips. “This won’t be the last time.”

And with that, Mrs. Taylor and I went our separate ways for the night.


The Scent of Mrs. Wilson

Mona had been woven into my life for as long as my memory stretched. She wasn’t just my mother’s closest friend; she was a constant, a familiar presence at every milestone—graduations, birthday dinners, long holiday afternoons where laughter lingered in the air. She was small and compact, a brunette with a sleek little bob that framed her face and eyes so green they seemed to catch the light and keep it. Her chest was nothing extravagant, but her body below the waist more than made up for it. Hours of aerobics and miles of running had sculpted her legs into something obscene, and her ass—tight, round, unapologetic—demanded attention. The way she walked made it worse, each step setting that perfect little bubble butt into motion, the sway of it almost hypnotic. I’d catch myself watching, my thoughts drifting somewhere I knew I shouldn’t go.

The image that always surfaced when I thought of her was Mona in our kitchen, relaxed and glowing with a glass of wine cupped in her hand. She’d sit there chatting with my mom, legs crossed beneath a skirt that was just a bit too short, sheer stockings hugging her calves. Sometimes the tops of them would show when she shifted, a teasing band of fabric against smooth skin. I’d look away, then look back, secretly hoping for a flash of something more intimate between those toned thighs. It never happened, but the wanting stayed with me.

Everything shifted the day I was at her house, killing time while I babysat her son. Wandering into the bathroom, I noticed a basket of magazines beside the toilet. Mostly boring stuff—home décor, fitness—but tucked behind them was a glossy spine I recognized instantly. Playboy. I had it in my hands before I could think better of it.

When I opened it, my breath caught. The centerfold was a petite brunette with a sharp bob and eyes so green they could’ve been stolen straight from Mona’s face. The resemblance was uncanny—except this woman was naked. Shamelessly, beautifully naked.

She was submerged in a bubble bath, then sprawled in a dressing room, then bent forward, peeling down delicate white lace. On the bed, her legs were thrown wide, a dark, lush patch of hair on full display. And finally, she reclined in an armchair, one leg draped over the side, offering a clear, devastating glimpse of what lay between. Her breasts were fuller than Mona’s, heavy and pendulous, brushing the bedspread when she posed on her hands and knees, smiling into the lens. Smiling at me. Or at least that’s how it felt. But my eyes weren’t on her face. They were locked on her sex.

In my head, it stopped being the model’s. It became Mona’s. I couldn’t separate them anymore. The idea that Mona’s body might look like that—soft, wet, open—short-circuited every rational thought I had. My hand moved on its own, and I was done in seconds, spilling messily onto the bathroom floor, breathing hard like I’d run a mile. Panic followed pleasure, and I grabbed the first dirty towel I could find from the hamper to clean myself up.

As I tossed it back, something caught my eye. A flash of white lace. I paused, then reached in and lifted it out.

Panties.

Mona’s panties.

They were delicate, just like the ones in the magazine, but these were worn—real. The crotch was stained with a faint yellowed streak, unmistakable. My heart hammered against my ribs as I held them, fingers trembling. I’d never touched a woman’s underwear before. This had come from her. From inside her. The reality of that made my mouth go dry.

I brought them closer, curiosity overpowering hesitation, and inhaled. The scent hit me immediately—sharp, musky, intimate. Not unpleasant. Not at all. My god, it was intoxicating. Raw and dirty and alive. Was that what a woman smelled like? What Mona smelled like?

I breathed in again, deeper this time, and my cock responded instantly, swelling hard as stone. The smell wrapped around me, filthy and perfect, and I knew I was already lost.

I came again almost immediately, a second shudder tearing through me before I’d even caught my breath. My head was spinning—eyes glued to that naked double of her in glossy perfection, my nose buried in the cotton lace that carried Mona’s private, unmistakable trace. Her scent was intimate, feral, alive. It wrapped around my brain and squeezed until there was nothing left but want.

After that, she was ruined for me. Or maybe perfected. Every detail of her became a trigger. The soft cloud of her perfume when she leaned in close sent blood roaring south. The warmth of her hugs lingered too long, replaying on a loop in my body. Even hearing her name was enough to drag my thoughts straight back to that hidden, damp place between her thighs, the place I knew only by smell and imagination but craved like it was already mine.

She colonized my fantasies completely. Whenever I babysat, whenever we visited, I found excuses—any excuse—to slip into her bathroom, my pulse hammering as I dug through her laundry like a thief hunting treasure. A flash of lace, a whisper of her scent, and my mind would dissolve. Being near her made it nearly impossible to think about anything else.

I told myself the cliché fantasy would never happen. The older woman. My mother’s best friend. Untouchable, off-limits, permanently locked behind the door of my imagination. You can always dream, though. And dreams have a way of changing shape.

Years later, when I was in college, her name lit up my phone. She was in town for a wedding, she said, and wanted to have lunch—catch up, see how I was doing, hand off a care package from my mom.

From that moment on, my brain short-circuited. I replayed her voice, her laugh, her legs, all week long. The morning of our lunch, I took my time getting ready, choosing clothes that hugged the body I’d been carving out at the gym for months. I even used a little body spray, subtle but deliberate, wanting—needing—her to notice that I wasn’t a kid anymore.

Her hotel was close enough to walk. I got there a few minutes before eleven, nerves buzzing under my skin. When the door opened, it felt like a punch of heat straight to my gut.

Mona stood there like she always had in my fantasies—short skirt skimming those perfect legs, dark stockings stretching smooth over muscle, heels tipping her hips just right. Her blouse was silk, soft and fluid, unbuttoned enough to tease a glimpse of lace beneath. And the smell—God, the smell—familiar and intoxicating.

I hugged her, tighter than I ever had before. She didn’t pull away. Her hands slid up to grip my upper arms, thumbs pressing in, assessing.

“Wow, Tommy,” she said, eyes flicking over me with open approval. “Somebody got a little bigger since last summer.”

As she said it, her stomach brushed against me, and I was painfully aware of the half-hard truth she was pressed against. She smiled, just a little. “Big college man,” she teased. “Breaking a lot of hearts?”

“Not really,” I said, my voice rougher than I meant. “I’ve met a few nice girls, I guess.”

She laughed, light and musical, the sound curling into me. “You know the difference between a good girl and a nice girl, don’t you?”

I blinked. “Uh… no. I don’t think I do.”

Her smile faltered, then she waved it off, cheeks coloring. “Oh—sorry. That just slipped out. I shouldn’t have said that.”

I leaned in, emboldened. “Come on, Mrs. Wilson. You can’t say that and not explain.”

She hesitated, eyes dropping, then she leaned closer and lowered her voice until it brushed my ear. “Okay. But you can never tell your mom I said this.” A beat. Then, softly, wickedly: “A nice girl puts it in for you.”

The words detonated between us. She flushed scarlet instantly, hands flying up to cover her face. “Oh my God. I cannot believe I just said that.”

I stared at her fingers, imagining them elsewhere—guiding, touching, doing exactly what she’d just described. “Mona,” I said, playing it up, “you nasty girl.”

She giggled, shaking her head. “Well… you’re a big boy now,” she said, peeking at me through her fingers. “I guess you’ll figure things out.” Then she straightened, trying for composure. “I need to tinkle, and then we can go get lunch. The box from your mom is right there.”

She pointed to the bed, where the package sat beside her open suitcase.

And just like that, she disappeared into the bathroom, leaving me alone with my thoughts, my memories, and the electric certainty that something had shifted—something that was never going to fit back into the safe, innocent shape it used to have.

She vanished into the bathroom, the door clicking shut. A second later I heard the lid lower, then the unmistakable sound of her relieving herself. My pulse kicked up instantly. To keep myself from doing something stupid, I dropped onto the edge of the bed and pulled the care package onto my lap.

The zipper of her suitcase yawned open beside me, tempting as sin. I told myself not to look. I looked anyway.

Right there, tucked with meticulous care along the side, were a few pairs of her panties—silky, feminine, unmistakably hers. My mouth went dry. While the soft splash continued behind the door, I lifted one pair and breathed it in. There was the faint whisper of her perfume, but not the deeper, intimate note I craved. Still, it was enough to make my skin prickle.

The latch clicked.

I nearly jumped out of my skin, dropping the fabric and tearing into the box like I’d been focused the whole time.

“Anything good in there?” she asked lightly as she came out, her voice playful. “Your mom sneak you some condoms? Maybe a Playboy?”

The words hit me like a slap. For a split second I wondered if she somehow knew—about the magazine from years ago, about everything. Heat rushed to my face.

“Uh—no. I don’t think so,” I muttered.

“Tommy,” she laughed, plopping down beside me, “I’m kidding. Relax.” She tugged the box closer and sifted through it. “See? Totally wholesome. All clean.” Then she glanced at me sideways, eyes sparkling. “Next time maybe I’ll bring you something a little… bad.”

She probably meant nothing by it. But my heart was pounding like she’d whispered a promise. My imagination ran wild—Mona showing up with a box meant just for me, filled with wicked surprises, maybe that old twin fantasy come back to life, maybe something warm and personal she’d worn. I had to shift my weight to hide how hard the thought made me.

We went to lunch after that, and on the surface it was perfectly proper—an older woman spoiling her friend’s son, chatting, laughing, nothing anyone could raise an eyebrow at. But under the table my knee bounced, my head full of her scent, her voice, her teasing smile.

When she dropped me back at the dorm, she hugged me again, close and lingering, then brushed a quick kiss across my lips. Barely there. Innocent, maybe. But the combination of that kiss and her perfume clinging to my clothes was all it took. I barely made it back to my room before my hand wrapped around myself, replaying it over and over.

A few months later, spring break came around. The night before I flew home, Mom told me Mona would be picking me up from the airport since she had to work.

The moment I stepped out to the curb and saw her car, my stomach flipped. She spotted me, jumped out, and practically bounced toward me, smiling wide. Her breasts swayed under her top as she threw her arms around me, squeezing tight. Her perfume flooded my senses, rich and familiar, and my body reacted instantly.

I tried to pull back before things got obvious, but she held on, swaying us gently side to side. My groin brushed against her, unmistakably. I prayed she wouldn’t notice—and prayed she would.

She finally leaned back, hands still on my arms, her eyes roaming over me with open appreciation. “Just look at you,” she said warmly. “Even more handsome.”

I didn’t have time to adjust. The swelling in my jeans betrayed me, an awkward bulge impossible to ignore. I turned slightly, pretending to grab my bag, not sure if I’d managed to hide it in time.

She tilted her head, grinning. “What’s the matter?” she teased. “Aren’t you happy to see me?”

The words hung there, charged in a way that made my breath catch. Double meaning? Surely not.

…Right?

We tossed my bags into the trunk and slid into the car. A soft duffel lounged on the passenger seat, and she leaned across me to shove it down toward the floor. Gravity and intention conspired—her blouse dipped, her breasts spilling into view, creamy skin and shadowed cleavage stealing the air from my lungs. By the time I buckled in, my pulse was already sprinting.

We pulled away from the curb. I nudged the bag with my foot to make room for my legs and froze when the zipper gaped. Right there, bold as a confession—panties. Rolled tight, intimate, the way fabric curls when it’s been stripped away in a hurry. My mouth went dry. I flicked a glance at Mona; she was focused on traffic, chin tipped left, intent on merging.

My heart thudded like it might betray me. I reached in, quick and reckless, and brought them to my face. Warm. Damp. The scent hit me—her soap, her skin, something deeper and unmistakably hers. It went straight to my groin. I dragged my tongue across the cotton and tasted her, just a whisper, enough to make my knees weak.

She shifted, turning back toward me, and panic jolted me into motion. I crammed the panties into my pocket, pure reflex, no plan beyond survival. My mind raced—drop them back later? Keep them? Before I could decide, she glanced down and waved at the bag. “Just toss that in the back, will you? It’s in the way.”

“No—no, it’s fine,” I said too quickly, my voice a shade too high. “Really, I’ve got it.”

She laughed and reached for it anyway. “Here, let me—” Her hand lifted the bag, the opening yawning wider. She paused. Looked inside. Bent closer, shifting clothes with slow fingers. “That’s odd,” she murmured. “I could’ve sworn my panties were right on top. Did they fall on the floor?”

Heat rushed to my face. I felt it—my ears, my neck, all of me burning. She glanced over, caught the color blooming in my cheeks, and giggled. “Oh my god, Tommy,” she said, delighted and incredulous all at once. “Did you steal Mrs. Wilson’s sweaty panties?” She laughed again, sharper now. “You did. You give me back my panties. Right now.”

If I’d had a single clear thought, I would’ve slipped them to the floor and played dumb, discovered them like an idiot savant. Instead, mortified and trembling, I pulled them from my pocket and placed them in her hand. She didn’t say anything. Just drove. The silence stretched, heavy and humiliating. My stomach knotted—would she tell my mom? The thought alone made me want to crawl out of my skin.

After a few miles, she reached over and patted my thigh. The touch was gentle, grounding. “Relax, honey,” she said softly. “I’m not telling anyone.” Relief flooded me, but she wasn’t finished. “Still… I think I need to punish you somehow. You can’t go around taking other people’s things. Especially something that personal. I know you were looking at my underwear back at the hotel—but taking them?” She clicked her tongue. “That’s another line.”

“I wasn’t going to keep them,” I blurted. “I would’ve put them back after—”

“After?” She cut me a look, direct and knowing, a smile ghosting her lips. “After what?”

Words abandoned me. I stared out the window, swallowing hard.

We pulled into my driveway. I reached for the door, eager to escape my own shame. “Thank you,” I said, fingers curling around the handle.

“Not so fast.” Her voice stopped me cold. I turned. She was watching me, eyes steady, unreadable. “Show me.”

“Huh?”

“Show me,” she said again, her voice low and unyielding. “Show me exactly what you planned to do with my panties before you so nobly put them back.”

“Please, Mrs. Wilson…” My protest sounded thin even to my own ears.

“No,” she cut in gently, already pressing the fabric into my hand. “Just do it.”

They were still warm, still twisted into that intimate little bundle, the cotton heavy and damp where her body had left its mark. The center was slick, unmistakably so, evidence of sweat and arousal mingled together. I couldn’t move. Desire surged hot and reckless, crashing straight into my humiliation until I was locked in place, breathing too fast.

She nudged my wrist upward, guiding me. “You like the way I smell, don’t you?” she murmured. “Or is it more than that? Do you imagine wearing them? Feeling what I left behind against you?”

The question shattered whatever restraint I had left. The scent hit me fully then—salt, heat, woman—and I pressed the panties to my face, inhaling deeply. Pleasure rippled through me so sharply my eyes fluttered shut, my body answering before my mind could catch up.

Her lips curved. “Oh,” she said softly. “You really do.”

I couldn’t speak. I leaned back against the seat, head tipped, breathing her in like oxygen, like something I’d been deprived of too long.

Then she surprised me again. I felt her fingers at my waist, calm and deliberate, undoing my belt, freeing the button, easing the zipper down. “Lift up,” she instructed.

I obeyed without thinking. My jeans slid down, pooling around my ankles. I was straining hard against my underwear, every nerve lit. She brushed her fingers over me through the thin fabric, barely there, and I pulsed helplessly beneath her touch.

For a moment she hesitated, as if weighing the gravity of what she was doing. Then, quietly, “Lift up,” once more.

Cool air washed over me as her hand slipped inside, tugging my boxers down to join the rest on the floor. There I was, exposed in the middle of the day, heart hammering, body unashamedly rigid, her panties still pressed to my face while her hand explored me with devastating lightness.

She traced me slowly—along my length, cupping my weight, skimming lower just enough to make me gasp—never quite giving me what I wanted. Just enough to make me ache.

“Look at me,” she said.

I turned. She leaned close, her eyes dark, intent. One by one, she undid her blouse, then her bra, letting it fall away. Her breasts were full and heavy, soft curves crowned by deep, flushed nipples that tightened as the air touched them.

She wrapped her hand around the base of me and squeezed, hard enough to steal my breath. I groaned.

“Not yet,” she warned, tightening her grip until it bordered on pain.

Then she lowered herself, brushing me with one breast, then the other, the softness driving me wild. Her nipples teased and dragged, circling, until one pressed firmly against my tip, grinding with deliberate precision. My hips jerked forward despite myself.

“Not yet,” she sang again.

She loosened her hold and let her fingers drift downward, then back up in one slow, torturous line, her nail tracing from root to crown. I shuddered as arousal spilled free, slick and shining, coating her skin, dripping down me.

She watched it happen, unhurried, a knowing smile playing on her lips as she kept me right there on the edge, waiting.

Her mouth brushed my throat, warm breath followed by the slow, deliberate glide of her tongue. She traced lazy patterns along my skin, savoring me, making me ache. Her lips hovered near my ear as she murmured my name, low and coaxing. “Let go for me, Tommy. I want to feel it.”

The sound of my name shattered whatever control I had left. My hips jerked up into her hands, my cock jerking hard as release tore through me. The first pulse came fast and violent, shooting everywhere—across her bare chest, splattering beneath her chin, streaking the leather seats. I groaned, helpless, as my body kept pumping, each surge stronger than the last.

She leaned down, deliberately smothering me between her breasts, trapping me in softness and heat. Her skin was slick with me now, my cum smeared and shining as she moved, grinding me gently, relentlessly, milking every last spasm. I was drowning in sensation—the sweet, dirty scent of her panties still pressed to my face, her breasts surrounding me, her hands guiding me through the aftermath as my cock throbbed and spilled.

When I finally went slack, she straightened slowly. Her hands were glossy with me as she met my eyes, a wicked smile curling her lips. “Well,” she said, amused and smug, “someone is clearly very fond of my tits.” Her fingers slid along my oversensitive shaft, up and down, just enough to make me shudder.

Then she tilted her head, studying me like she already knew the answer. “Since your mom isn’t home,” she went on casually, “and her panties don’t come close to smelling as good as mine… what do you say we disappear to my place for a while?”

My cock jumped back to life in her grip, betraying me instantly. She laughed, rich and pleased. “I thought so.”

She reached forward, started the engine, and eased the car back out of the driveway as if nothing extraordinary had just happened. The windows were still down, sunlight pouring in. Cum slid slowly down her neck, catching on her collarbone, dripping from the undersides of her nipples. I sat beside her, bare and exposed, my cock bobbing in the open air, still sensitive, still hungry.

She glanced at me, eyes dark and playful. “If you want,” she said lightly, “you can keep yourself busy and suck on my nipples while I drive.” Her smile turned nostalgic, teasing. “I used to let you do that when you were little—it always calmed you down. Of course,” she added, eyes flicking meaningfully to the mess on her skin, “they didn’t taste like you back then.”

She turned onto the road, one hand on the wheel, the other resting possessively on my thigh. “Today,” she said, voice thick with promise, “you and I are going to do a lot of things we’ve never done before.”
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