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The MILF Star Rises


Chapter 1

“Come on, Dana,” Burt barked from behind the lens, impatience sharp in his voice. “Give the camera something. Anything. A little heat, a hint of a smile—don’t just stand there like you’re being punished.”

She dropped her gaze to the ridiculous outfit clinging to her body, the pleated skirt too short, the blouse too crisp, the whole thing screaming a fantasy she no longer felt entitled to. Her mouth twisted. “I feel stupid,” she muttered. “Honestly, don’t you think I’m a little past the expiration date for playing naughty schoolgirl?”

Burt snorted, adjusting a dial. “Way past. Nobody’s buying that you got held back that many years.”

“Then why am I stuffed into this?” She pinched the fabric between her fingers, disgust simmering. “I understood the business-casual shots. Even the sundress ones were fine. But this?” She gestured down at herself. “This is cheap.”

“The first looks were warm-ups,” he said, still not looking at her, voice brisk and professional in a way that irritated her more. “Baseline stuff for the portfolio. This one’s different. This is for a shoot Ellen’s putting together.”

Dana’s head snapped up. For the first time in months, something flickered in her chest that felt dangerously close to hope. “Ellen has a new project?” Her voice softened despite herself. “You mean she’s actually casting? I’m not just… waving from the sidelines and hoping she remembers me?”

“You won’t get remembered if you keep looking like you’d rather be anywhere else,” Burt shot back. “In the first two outfits you were stiff as a board. Like you had a rod shoved straight up your spine. And your face—Christ—you looked like you couldn’t decide whether you were bored or offended.”

She bristled, even as she knew he wasn’t wrong. “It’s been fifteen years since I did this,” Dana said, crossing her arms, defensive. “Forgive me for not snapping back into it in five minutes.”

“I remember when you didn’t need five seconds,” Burt said with a crooked grin. “One smile and half the room was hard. Those eyes of yours did most of the work. The rest”—his gaze dipped unapologetically—“well, they never hurt.”

She rolled her eyes, heat creeping up her neck anyway. Fingers tugged at the loose black tie resting against her chest, an absurd prop that made her feel exposed and ridiculous all at once. “I’m not exactly easing back in with lingerie spreads,” she said dryly. “But apparently I’m ready for sleaze.”

He laughed. “After watching you sling drinks at Mario’s Lounge every night, I figured sleazy might feel familiar.”

“Fuck you, Burt.” The words snapped out of her. “You think that’s where I want to be?”

“If you don’t start giving me something usable,” he said, the humor fading, “that’s exactly where you’ll stay.” He exhaled, softer now. “Look, Dana. Relax. The camera used to adore you. You know that.”

“Used to,” she echoed, the word heavy. Her shoulders sagged, doubt settling in. “Maybe this was a mistake. Coming back. All of it.”

“It only is if you decide it is.” He lowered the camera slightly, meeting her eyes. “Or you could quit punishing yourself, stop half-assing the moment, and actually try.”

She hesitated, then asked quietly, “Does Ellen really have something new?”

“Yes,” Burt said, nodding. “And it’s tailor-made for you. She’s focusing on older models. The whole angle is confidence, appetite, not apologizing for still wanting fun. The working title’s something like Age Is Just a Number, Fun Is a State of Mind.” He shrugged. “And honestly? Nothing says playful rebellion quite like twisting the old schoolgirl fantasy on its head.”

Dana swallowed, fingers still curled in the tie, her reflection staring back at her with a mix of defiance and fear. Maybe he was right. Maybe youth wasn’t the point anymore. Maybe it never had been.

“I suppose,” Dana murmured, her gaze drifting to the black‑and‑white plaid skirt hugging her hips. It barely qualified as clothing; one careless step, one teasing breath of air, and anyone behind her would be treated to the stark white panties meant to stay hidden. She grimaced. “On a girl past twenty, this doesn’t say cute or playful. It screams porn, hooker, or just… sad.” 

Or a woman clawing for tips from drunk men who smelled like cheap cologne and entitlement.

Burt snorted. “That’s exactly why it works. Women don’t lose their edge just because they’ve lived a little. Sexy doesn’t expire. Hell, neither does slutty.”

“I am not middle‑aged,” Dana snapped, heat flaring in her chest.

“Slutty’s fine, but middle‑aged hits a nerve?” He finally lifted his head, that familiar smirk cutting through his scruffy gray beard. “All right, all right—you’ve got a point. I don’t see you making it to eighty‑six, so technically you’re past the halfway mark.”

She glared at him. “You’re an asshole, Burt. Always have been.”

“And yet,” he shot back easily, “this asshole is giving you three hours of my very overpriced time, gratis. Because I’m still one of the only friends you kept after the marriage imploded. So maybe dial back the diva routine and do what you used to do—trust me.”

Her shoulders softened. “You’re right. I’m sorry.” She turned her face away before he could catch the sheen in her eyes, the tears that came far too easily lately. “And I hate that we had to hide our friendship. I should’ve—”

“Don’t.” His tone gentled, and when she looked back, he offered a rare, sincere smile. “No rewinding. Always forward. That’s how you survive.”

“It’s a good rule.” Her eyes slid down again, taking in the glossy black patent heels with their delicate silver buckles, the crisp white knee‑high socks hugging her calves. The whole thing felt like a costume from someone else’s life. “Can we at least button this?” She flicked the loose tail of the shirt knotted beneath her breasts, leaving her stomach exposed and the lush inner swell of her cleavage on display, just enough black lace peeking out to feel intentional—and dangerous.

He laughed. “What, getting shy now? You dress trashy every night at that dive. Why’s this suddenly a problem?”

“God, you’re a prick.” She shook her head, her pigtails swinging, dark hair brushing her shoulders. “That’s what I get for telling you anything about my life.”

“That’s what you get for turning it into a mess,” he said, the smirk sliding back into place like it lived there.

“That ‘mess’ keeps the lights on,” Dana shot back. “But if I want to keep the house, I need more than tips and bad decisions. And if I’m stepping back into modeling, I don’t want to look like someone’s naughty little afterthought.”

“You did lingerie shoots before,” Burt reminded her calmly.

“In my twenties.”

“And women your age are still doing them now,” he said, unfazed. “If you want back in, you don’t get to cherry‑pick. You show range. We did clean and casual. We did sweet. Now we do a little dangerous.”

“As if it isn’t humiliating enough that I have to play sexy for a barroom packed with mouth-breathing jerks,” Dana muttered. “I don’t want to put on that act for a real job too.”

Burt didn’t miss a beat. “Showing yourself is the job. Modeling has always been about display, and you know it.” His gaze slid over her with unapologetic appraisal. “And let’s not pretend you ever hated the attention.”

“Don’t,” she snapped, heat flashing up her spine. “Don’t talk about that.” Her voice sharpened. “I was young.”

“You were young,” he agreed easily, “and you were electric. And just because you’ve been playing dead for the last fifteen years doesn’t mean that wicked little tease who loved being watched is gone for good.”

“That’s crossing a line, Burt. Even for you.”

He tilted his head, studying her like a problem he enjoyed solving. “Answer me this. When you’re working—when all those guys are staring holes through you—don’t you feel it? Even a little?”

“If you keep running your mouth, I’m changing and walking out.” She planted her hands on her hips, shoulders back, eyes blazing. “I’m serious.”

“Perfect,” he said, delighted.

The camera flashed from low at his waist, the sudden burst of light catching her mid-glare.

“That’s not fair!”

“Neither is life.” He motioned for her to hold it, to stay exactly where she was. “Look at you. The fire in your eyes, the flush creeping into your cheeks, those lips clamped down like you’re daring someone to push you. That’s pure heat, Dana. Don’t move.”

She rolled her eyes, but another flash went off, timed so precisely it made her scowl deepen. She knew better than to doubt him—Burt could capture lightning without even lifting the camera to his eye.

“I’m just stating facts,” he went on. “You’ve got legs men would sin for, and a body that still turns heads.”

“Very poetic,” she said dryly, though the next flash made her huff in irritation.

“Your breasts were legendary,” he added, grinning. “Truly.”

“Were?” She shot him a look. “Appreciate that.”

“I’m sure they still are,” he said, shrugging. “Gravity just likes to leave its fingerprints.”

She shook her head, a reluctant snort escaping her. “I forgot how vicious you could be.”

“And I haven’t forgotten how wicked you were,” he laughed. “But focus. That hair—thick, glossy, falling just right. Those big, dark eyes that can flip from sweet to sinful in a breath. And those lips—women pay good money to fake what you were born with.”

“Oh my God.” This time her surprise was genuine. “You’ve gotten worse.”

“I’m old,” he said cheerfully. “That’s the perk. I say whatever I want, and people forgive it because I’m a grumpy bastard.”

“Ever heard of Me Too?”

“Me too, as in I want in?” He stared at her, then sighed. “Relax. I’m teasing. I’m trying to shake you loose. You spent years playing prim and proper for that idiot, but we both know that wasn’t you. I want Dana Darling back in front of my lens.”

“Dana Darling is dead,” she said quietly. “That marriage license was her obituary.”

“Then let’s bring her back,” Burt said, his voice softer but firm. “Because the woman standing here drowning in regret isn’t the one I know—or love.”

She blinked, thrown. “Wow. That almost sounded heartfelt.”

“Don’t get used to it.” He checked his watch. “I’ve got a five o’clock. So straighten up, gorgeous. We’ve got work to do.”

“All right,” she said at last, exhaling through her nose as if bracing herself. “I’ll try to get into it. I just—” Her hand drifted to her stomach, fingers pressing lightly. “I hate the exposed midriff. It’s not flat like it used to be.”

Burt waved her off, already bored with the protest. “You’re not sporting a muffin top, Dana. Relax. It’s just… softer. That’s not a crime.” He looped the Nikon around his neck and moved toward the larger camera fixed on the tripod, all business now.

“Listen,” he went on, adjusting the lens, “women are brutal on themselves. They see ads with forty-something women who look like they’ve never eaten a carb, and it makes them feel like shit. They flip past it. No connection. Campaign dies.”

She crossed her arms. “And that’s where I come in?”

“Exactly. You look real. You look attainable.” His tone was matter-of-fact, not unkind. “Your body’s changed. Your ass has a little more weight to it, your hips and thighs are fuller. Softer. That’s not a downgrade.”

She shot him a look. “You ever wonder why you’ve been single since Reagan was in office?”

He grinned without shame. “Because I tell the truth. And the truth works. You still look damn good, but more importantly, women can see themselves in you. The ‘I-live-at-the-gym-in-yoga-pants’ thing has its audience. So does natural, confident, milf-sexy.”

“Milf?” She repeated it slowly, tasting the word. Something warm and unexpected slid through her at the sound, a shiver she definitely hadn’t invited—but didn’t hate either.

He didn’t even glance up. “Mother I’d like to fuck,” he said mildly, eye to the viewfinder as he tweaked the focus. “Don’t act innocent. Older women are the hottest search out there. Young guys are obsessed. Older guys too—especially when their wives already look like that.”

She scoffed, though it came out weaker than she meant. “You really think Ellen’s marketing to porn addicts?”

“No. She’s marketing to women over forty who want to see someone their age having fun and looking sexy without apologizing for it.” He paused, then added, “The guys at that dive you’re working later? They’re definitely thinking milf.”

“Oh. Right.” Her voice dropped.

Burt lowered the camera just enough to look at her. “Don’t bullshit a bullshitter, Dana. You know exactly what it means. And something tells me, with the way you’ve been parading around serving drinks, good old Dana Darling might be stretching her legs again.”

The heat rushed up her neck before she could stop it, her cheeks giving her away completely. That was all the confirmation he needed. For once, he didn’t twist the knife. He just nodded, almost approving.

“Good,” he said quietly, returning to the camera. “About damn time. Now, since I’m not buying the shy act or the fake modesty, let’s get shots that make it so you’re only setting foot in that hellhole if you actually want a little… release.”

“Okay, I’ll—” She broke off as a sharp knock sounded at the door.

“Shit,” Burt muttered. “Forgot he was stopping by.” He straightened and called out, “Come in, Jake.”

The door opened and a tall, dark-haired young man stepped inside, all lean lines and easy confidence, black jeans hugging his hips, a fitted T-shirt stretched across his chest. The room seemed smaller with him in it.

“Hey, Burt,” he said casually. “Work was dead, so they cut me loose early. Thought I’d swing by.”

Then his gaze shifted—and landed on Dana.

“Oh—hi. Sorry,” he said quickly, polite, a little flustered. “Didn’t realize you had someone in here. I didn’t mean to interrupt.”

“That’s because I’m not billing her,” Burt said, grinning as he gestured toward Dana. “Old friend. Former model. She’s thinking about stepping back into the game.”

“Cool.” Jake’s smile was easy, boyish, the kind that landed softly and still managed to linger. “I’m Jake. Nice to meet you.”

“She already heard your name,” Burt grumbled without looking up. “He’s studying photography. I said I’d let him intern, teach him how things actually work.”

“And in exchange you get free labor.” Dana lifted a brow, letting a knowing smirk curve her mouth. “Burt doesn’t breathe unless there’s something in it for him.”

“There goes your complimentary shoot.” Burt jerked his chin toward Jake. “You mind if he sticks around and watches?”

Dana didn’t answer right away. The hesitation wasn’t only about stepping in front of a camera for the first time in years. It was Jake. His presence shifted the air, made it warmer, sharper. Burt, irritatingly perceptive as ever, wasn’t wrong—since the divorce, Dana had been indulging in a string of uncomplicated nights, quick connections that demanded nothing and promised even less than pleasure. And without exception, those men had been younger.

The word milf still echoed faintly in her head, embarrassing and electric all at once. Men her own age came with baggage, expectations, fragile pride. Younger men came hungry, curious, unencumbered—and they looked at her like she was something rare instead of something past her prime.

Jake was no different. He wasn’t obvious about it, but she’d caught the brief, instinctive sweep of his gaze—head to toe—before he smiled. Even now, as she talked with Burt, she could feel his attention grazing her skin, subtle but unmistakable. He was handsome in a clean, effortless way: dark hair, striking blue eyes, long lines of lean muscle visible beneath the fitted black T-shirt stretched over his arms.

The jeans hugged him just as closely, leaving very little to the imagination, and Dana felt a familiar stirring low in her belly. The version of herself Burt liked to needle her about—the one who thrived under attention—was stretching awake, slow and luxurious.

She’d always loved the camera. Loved wasn’t even the right word. She’d lusted for it.

At nineteen, during her first professional shoot, she’d been shocked by how aroused she became simply moving through the set, hitting her marks, holding poses. The heat hadn’t been for the lens alone, but for the men behind it—the photographer, the crew adjusting lights, the quiet watchers waiting for their cue. Their eyes had fed something in her she hadn’t known was starving.

Knowing she wasn’t just performing for them, but for every man who would one day see the images, imagine her, want her—that realization had sent her spiraling into a kind of desire she’d thought only existed in dog-eared paperbacks. Her nipples had gone tight and aching, her clit pulsing insistently, her panties soaked to the point she’d had to peel them away from her swollen, slick skin.

Those panties hadn’t stayed on long. Neither had anything else. One of the lighting techs had watched her undress with barely restrained hunger before she’d pushed him back and taken his mouth eagerly, riding his face until she was shaking, then sliding down onto his cock, chasing the high until she finished him with her lips, tasting herself on him as she swallowed every drop she could draw out.

Before that day, Dana had been cautious, almost timid in bed. After it, something fundamental had shifted—desire no longer something that happened to her, but something she wielded, reveled in. And standing here now, with Jake’s quiet interest brushing against her like a promise, she felt that old, dangerous thrill flicker back to life.

Before that shoot, her experience had been almost laughably tame. Two men, both boyfriends she’d invested months in, both wrapped in the safety of affection and restraint. Dana had always worn the label good girl comfortably—someone who didn’t give her body without giving her heart first. Sex, for her, had been pleasant, sometimes even satisfying, but never feral. Never the kind of hunger that stole her breath and rearranged her sense of self the way that day did.

Something about the lens shattered her boundaries. Standing under the lights, knowing she was being watched, framed, desired—it cracked her open. She couldn’t stop imagining the men who would eventually see those images, their hands tightening, their thoughts turning dark and needy as they pictured her pliant and willing. That fantasy alone had her aching, heat pooling low in her belly, her body responding as if every unseen gaze were already touching her.

That first time wasn’t an anomaly. It became a pattern. After nearly every shoot, she found herself chasing the echo of that arousal—sometimes with someone from the set once the lights went down, sometimes later, prowling a bar or club, eyes sharp and predatory, choosing a man to bleed off the lust that photography had stirred awake in her. The camera had unlocked something reckless, and she indulged it hard.

Too hard, almost. Whispers followed her. A reputation crept in where her talent was questioned, where bookings came with the unspoken assumption that access to her body was part of the deal. Some photographers didn’t even bother hiding it—and a few got exactly what they were hoping for. She hovered dangerously close to sabotaging everything she’d worked for, her name turning into a punchline instead of a brand.

That was when Ellen Gaines stepped in. Ellen saw past the mess and took her on, then paired her with Burt. Crass, blunt, impossible—but immovable in his rules. He made it clear to everyone, models and crew alike, that work stayed work. If anyone wanted to blur the lines, they could find another photographer. Coming from the best in the state, it wasn’t an idle threat. Even young Dana, buzzing with fresh sexual confidence, listened.

She learned to separate hunger from livelihood. Nights were still hers—she hunted then, unapologetic—but she stopped fucking where she worked, as Burt liked to say with a grin. The shift paid off. With Ellen steering her career and Burt sharpening her professionalism, Dana rebuilt her image. The jobs improved. The money followed. She climbed, steadily and legitimately, through the local modeling world.

Then came Ben. A party, an easy conversation, and suddenly she was looking at a man who wanted more than a quick release—and who offered the same in return. For the first time since her teenage years, she wanted something that lasted. She almost ruined it, too. Twice, in the early months, shoots had left her so drenched and desperate that she’d betrayed him, both times slipping into someone else’s bed while Ben was out of town. Lingerie jobs, the kind that blurred fantasy and skin until she couldn’t quiet the ache with toys or her own fingers.

When Ben found out, it nearly ended them. Instead, he gave her a choice. He would forgive her—but modeling had to end.

He was eight years older, newly minted as a junior partner at his firm, earning more than enough for both of them. Neither of them wanted children. Dana didn’t want to sit idle, so she traded lights and lenses for offices and keyboards. With only a high school diploma and seven years spent in front of cameras, her options were limited. Reception desks, data entry, administrative work—nothing glamorous, nothing fulfilling. But they filled her days, paid the bills, and for fifteen years, they kept her busy while the woman she’d once been slept quietly beneath the surface.

No. Don’t go there. Don’t unravel it now. That was the lie she’d learned to tell herself whenever the truth started to itch.

They’d kept her away from lenses and lights, wrapped her in conservative skirts and buttoned blouses—the only wardrobe Ben deemed acceptable—and congratulated themselves for turning her into what he liked to call a good woman. It took Dana years to understand that phrase for what it really meant: a quieter, dulled-down version of herself, smoothed and softened until she fit neatly beneath a man’s expectations. Controlled. Contained. Possessed. Jealousy disguised as devotion, no different from the way her father had hovered over her mother’s life. Back then, Dana hadn’t recognized it for what it was. Love had blurred the edges.

Other people saw it clearly. Ellen did. Burt did. Friends who cared enough to challenge it did too. One by one, they disappeared from her world, trimmed away because Ben knew they spoke badly of him and decided that was reason enough for them to go. Ellen and Burt were the only ones who survived the purge, though even they were kept at arm’s length, shadows of the intimacy they’d once shared.

Burt, especially, had been a sore spot. In Ben’s mind, men didn’t maintain friendships with women unless they were waiting for a chance to fuck them. Full stop. He hated that Dana still spoke to him. But Burt had pulled her off a reckless trajectory, had taught her discipline, had helped her earn real money, could’ve made her a name people recognized. So she hadn’t cut him off completely. Instead, she’d learned how to be discreet—an occasional phone call, a few messages through a secret Facebook account Ben didn’t know existed. A small rebellion she barely admitted to herself.

“You gonna answer me,” Burt snapped, yanking her back to the present, “or are you planning to stand there zoning out like the airhead you used to be?” His mouth curved into a familiar smirk. “Mind if the kid sticks around and learns something?”

“Um…” Dana’s pulse stumbled. Damn him. He looked unfairly good—older, harder, that silver threaded through his hair doing dangerous things to her imagination. And when she finally met his eyes, he glanced away just a fraction too late, confirming what she felt humming in her skin: he liked what he saw too.

“Um?” Burt slapped his palm to his forehead, right beneath the tight ponytail pulling back his gray-streaked hair. “Jesus.”

“Sure.” What else could she say? Please don’t tempt me?

“Here.” Burt slid the Nikon from his neck and passed it over. “Take a few shots. I’ll look them over later and tell you if you’ve got an eye or not.”

“Got it.” Jake accepted the camera, his fingers brushing the grip like it was something sacred.

“Oh—and since you’re here,” Burt added casually, already enjoying himself, “let’s get a young man’s perspective. What do you think of Dana in the schoolgirl outfit? Can she still pull it off?”

“Hells yeah.” Jake’s grin was instant, unfiltered. Then he caught himself, color touching his cheeks. “I mean—yeah. She looks amazing. Kind of proves that age is just a number.”

“There you go.” Burt chuckled. “Feel better now, Miss Insecurity?”

Dana swallowed, heat curling low in her belly. She couldn’t tell if Burt knew exactly what Jake’s attention was doing to her and was poking at it deliberately, or if this was just his usual brand of antagonistic amusement.

“Back to it,” Burt said, moving behind the tripod. “Let’s loosen you up. Should’ve done this sooner. Old routine. Give me happy.”

Dana let herself smile. Then she wiped it away, settled into neutral, and suddenly burst into a bright, almost giddy grin that felt dangerously close to the truth.

“Surprised.”

She sucked in a sharp breath, one hand flying to her mouth, eyes wide and sparkling.

“That’s perfect,” Jake laughed, unable to hide how much he was enjoying this.

“Disgusted,” Burt said next, dry as ever. “You know—like you’re imagining me naked.”

Dana groaned before she could stop herself, already knowing this was going to be far more dangerous than she’d expected.

Dana twisted her mouth into a sharp little frown, her lush red lips pulling downward as her brows knit together.

“Scared. Angry. Confused.”

The tension slid off her shoulders as soon as the words were spoken, as if some familiar switch had been flipped. They fell back into the old rhythm, the private language she and Burt had always shared—this warm‑up game that loosened her body and freed her face. She’d always had the strange, delicious talent of summoning emotion on command, wearing feelings like silk slips she could step into at will.

“Bratty.”

Her mouth pushed into an exaggerated pout. She tilted her chin up, peering through her lashes with feigned innocence, one hip cocked, her foot stamping lightly as her hand settled on her waist. The pose was muscle memory, playful and defiant all at once.

“Flirty.”

Dana’s fingers brushed her lips before she blew a slow, teasing kiss. She leaned forward, just enough to feel her skirt ride higher, arching her back so her ass pressed back behind her. The air shifted. She felt it. She saw it in the way Jake’s attention sharpened.

“Give me lusty.”

If this had come first, she might have faltered. But now she was loose, warm, humming with it. And she couldn’t ignore the way Jake reacted to bratty… to flirty. His gaze wasn’t crude, just intent—heated in a way that made her skin prickle.

She narrowed her wide brown eyes and parted her lips. The tip of her tongue slipped out, pink and deliberate, barely there. Staring straight into Burt’s camera, she drew her lower lip between her teeth and sucked, slow and suggestive, before curling one crimson‑tipped finger in a silent invitation.

“That’s my girl,” Burt whistled. “That one’s a keeper. Now let’s move on—show me a good woman being a bad girl.”

Her body was already ahead of him.

Her nipples tightened, aching faintly against the fabric, and a warm, liquid awareness bloomed between her thighs. Fifteen years away from the lens, and she was already reacting—already opening. The camera had always done this to her, called something reckless and hungry to the surface.

Just like the men who stared too long at her during endless shifts at the diner, their eyes crawling over her as she balanced plates and forced smiles. The job she’d taken out of desperation, scraping by on hourly wages and tips that weren’t nearly enough—not enough to keep the house, not enough to buy Ben out before he forced a sale.

Three months ago she’d been laid off from her IT assistant position. The company had ties to Ben’s firm. She didn’t need proof to know he’d orchestrated it—just like she didn’t have the money for a lawyer to fight it. Interviews went nowhere. Bills stacked up. The walls closed in.

She shoved the thoughts away. There was no point spiraling now. This shoot mattered. This was her gamble, her last real option. If Ellen could get traction from it, maybe—just maybe—she could claw her way back to the woman she’d been before she’d let a possessive bastard dim her shine.

Jake’s presence helped. More than helped. His quiet attention fed her confidence, and the exhibitionist she’d buried years ago stirred awake, stretching, eager. She didn’t wait for Burt to direct her.

She spun lightly, skirts flaring, and flicked the hem just high enough to flash the curve of her ass, white good‑girl panties winking beneath. It was quick. Controlled. But unmistakable.

Dana didn’t need to look to know Burt caught it.

He always did.

Dana moved like the set belonged to her, like she’d claimed it the second her heels touched the scuffed floor. The classroom props—chalkboard, battered desks, mismatched chairs—became toys in her hands. She drifted between them with lazy confidence, palms sliding over worn wood, until she stopped behind a chair. Bracing her hands on its back, she dipped her head and deliberately arched her spine, lifting her ass in a way that felt both playful and unmistakably inviting.

From the side, she knew the camera would catch it all—the curve of her hip, the skirt creeping higher as gravity did its work, baring more thigh than innocence allowed. She held the pose just long enough, then spun away, letting the movement itself tease. This time she turned fast, trusting the air to betray her, and it did—her skirt fluttered up as she laughed and fell back across a desk, sprawled and open, one foot planted on the seat of a chair, the other hooked over its back. A vision of careless provocation.

“See that, Jake?” Burt said, shutter snapping in rapid-fire bursts. “That’s how a real model takes control. You just worry about framing the shot.”

Dana was already moving again, light on her feet, breaking into a skipping rhythm she knew he loved—both feet lifting, skirt bouncing, flashes of leg and lace. She angled herself toward Jake, who was crouched off to the side, lens trained on her as she closed the distance. She gave him that same hungry look—half-lidded eyes, parted lips—and crooked her finger at him. When he hesitated and glanced at Burt—

“Go on,” Burt urged. “Let’s see what happens.”

Jake stood—and gasped as Dana was suddenly there, swift and sure. She tugged his tie up and over her own head, looped it around his neck, and gave a sharp pull that drew him straight to her.

“Yes!” Burt barked, delighted. “That surprise—don’t lose it!”

Dana retreated, keeping the tie taut, dragging Jake back onto the set with her. She positioned him in front of a chair, leaned close enough for her breath to ghost his ear, and whispered, “Sit.” A gentle shove sent him down, his body obeying before his mind could catch up.

His eyes went wide as she lifted one foot and planted it on his thigh. She made a small sound—effort or performance, even she wasn’t sure—and wobbled just a little before lifting her leg higher, setting her foot against his shoulder. The movement pulled her skirt up even more, exposing the damp cradle of her panties.

“Stretch it out, kid!” Burt laughed. “You almost ate it.”

Dana barely registered him. She was too busy watching Jake—watching his stunned focus drop, his gaze fixed between her thighs. She could feel how wet she was, the heat pooling there, and the thought that he might see the darkening fabric sent another shiver through her.

She lowered her leg and used the tie to draw him close again. Her lips brushed his cheek, then lingered, pressing just long enough for the camera to drink it in. She crossed to the other side, kissed him harder there, and when she pulled back, she smiled—slow and satisfied—at the twin red imprints she’d left behind.

“Beautiful,” Burt breathed. “Jake, you sure you don’t belong in front of the lens?”

Jake laughed, thin and unsteady. Dana turned away from him, bending forward as she flicked her skirt up a few teasing inches. She wiggled her ass, unapologetic, a clear invitation.

When he froze, Burt called out with a grin in his voice. “She’s a bad little schoolgirl, kid. Go on—give her a light spank.”

“And don’t move it.” Dana breathed the words over her shoulder, soft but deliberate.

Jake’s palm landed with little more than a cautious pat, hardly a spank at all, yet the contact sent a sharp ripple straight to her core. Her clit throbbed, already swollen and needy, and when his hand lingered—just a second too long—she played it up, gasping theatrically, mouth falling open as her eyes went wide for the camera. She held the pose, perfectly aware of the lens drinking her in.

The real surprise, she knew, was Jake’s when she suddenly sank down onto his lap. Dana leaned back against his chest, trusting his startled body to catch her as she kicked her legs playfully into the air. The heat of him was unmistakable. She bit down on her lower lip to keep from moaning when she felt the hard proof of his arousal press into the curve of her ass, unfiltered, undeniable.

Before Burt could read anything more into it, she popped back up, light and laughing, all showmanship. Still, she couldn’t help wondering if Jake was replaying the moment too—if he was asking himself whether she’d felt him, whether she’d wanted to. She slid the tie free from around his neck, deliberately slow, granting him a last, tantalizing glimpse down the generous swell of her cleavage before lifting it back over her own head.

The pigtails caught for a moment, forcing her to tug harder. When the tie finally slipped free, her hair bounced high and loose, springing with a life of its own. She didn’t need to look to know Burt would love that shot—the motion, the abandon, the way she’d stopped holding herself back.

“Okay, I think we’ve got enough, let’s—whoa!”

Burt’s startled exclamation followed her movement as Dana, without thinking, undone by the familiar intoxication of being watched and desired, yanked at the knot of her blouse. The shirt fell open, revealing the black lace bra beneath—sheer, wicked, leaving little to the imagination. Her breasts were on full display, save for the delicate embroidered roses barely covering her nipples. The tie draped between them like an accent chosen on purpose. She leaned toward the camera, lips pursed into a sultry pout, and blew a slow, teasing kiss.

“That’s it,” Burt said, stepping back and lowering the camera. “We’re done. You—and this—are wrapped.”

Dana smiled as she began buttoning the shirt again, leaving the tie loose instead of bothering to retie it. “You know what this set was missing?”

“A stripper pole and a soundtrack?” Burt muttered.

She laughed softly. “Be honest. Does the camera still love me?”

“How could it not?” He gave her one of his rare, genuine smiles. “You were stiff in the first looks, but in this one—you lit up.” His gaze flicked toward Jake. “Some things never change.”

Heat crept up Dana’s neck and she glanced away, suddenly shy. When she looked back, Jake was already on his feet, collecting the camera he’d set aside, busying himself as if to give her space.

“I’ll pull the shots tonight,” Burt said. “Anything worth showing, Ellen will see in the morning. She’ll call you once she’s ready to talk.”

He stepped in close and hugged her before she could brace herself. Dana returned it, squeezing him tight, gratitude thick in her chest. “Thank you for this, Burt. I really don’t deserve it.”

She pressed a kiss to his rough cheek, holding on just a second longer, savoring the feeling of being exactly where she belonged again.

“Very few are worthy of me,” he murmured with a low chuckle. He retreated a step, that familiar, knowing grin sliding back into place as his fingers caught the edge of her skirt. He gave it a playful tug, just enough to remind her it was there—and that he’d noticed how it clung to her hips. Leaning in, he dropped his voice until it was meant for her alone. “Keep it,” he said softly, conspiratorial. “Wear it to work. Might loosen a few wallets.”

Dana snorted, shaking her head as heat curled in her chest. “Thanks, Burt,” she said dryly, eyes flicking up at him with amused affection. “You’re a regular saint.”


Chapter 2

“That’s it, baby—just like that,” Dana rasped, the words tearing out of her as she tangled her fist in Jake’s dark hair. She guided him exactly where she wanted him, arching her back, pressing her weight and warmth into his mouth, offering herself without restraint.

Jake’s low moan vibrated against her sensitive flesh, his lips sealed around her flushed nipple, his tongue worshipful and eager. With her free hand, Dana went to work on him—snapping open his jeans, sliding the zipper down with practiced confidence, slipping past the waistband of his boxers until she found him hot and rigid in her palm.

“Mmm… all mine?” she murmured, stroking him slowly, deliberately, savoring the way his body jerked in response.

“God, Dana… you’re unbelievable,” he groaned, abandoning one breast to lavish attention on the other as he shoved her crisp white blouse down her shoulders.

She laughed, breathless and wicked. “And you’re so hard for me—and I love feeling it.” She let him go just long enough to free her arms, the blouse sliding down and pooling at her feet.

“How could I not be?” His hands closed around her full breasts, squeezing, thumbs circling and teasing until her breath caught. “Look at you… fuck, these are incredible.”

He started to lower his mouth again, hunger written all over him, but she stopped him. Dana framed his face in both hands and kissed him—hard, deep, claiming. Her tongue pushed into his mouth without apology, stealing his breath. He gasped, then answered her just as fiercely, his arms wrapping around her, pulling her tight against his young, solid body.

Only moments earlier, he’d barely managed to shut the door of his small apartment before she was on him—fingers hooked in his shirt, yanking it over his head. Her nails had raked down his sculpted chest and stomach, leaving heat in their wake while he fumbled with her buttons, desperate.

She hadn’t waited. Dana had grabbed the fabric and torn it open, buttons scattering, his shock dissolving instantly into raw desire as she dragged her bra cups down, her breasts spilling free.

They’d stumbled across the room in a haze of mouths and hands, colliding with furniture, until they reached his bedroom. Impatience had taken her then—both hands pushing his head down to her chest, demanding his mouth. The memory flickered and vanished as he came back to her now, fingers deftly unhooking her bra, easing the straps from her shoulders.

She let her arms fall, the bra slipping to the floor between them. A moan rolled out of her as Jake immediately claimed her again, mouth hot and eager on one nipple while his fingers toyed with the other, sending sharp pleasure straight through her.

His hands were strong, confident, kneading her weight, rolling and tugging until her skin burned and her pulse thundered. Flushed and breathless, Dana lifted her skirt, thumbs hooking into the waistband of her simple white panties. She pushed them down inch by inch while he continued to feast on her chest like he couldn’t get enough.

She stepped out of them carefully, using his shoulders to steady herself, then pulled away with a playful grin. With a flick of her foot, she sent the panties sailing toward him.

Jake caught them, eyes dark, and brought the soft cotton to his nose, inhaling slowly. “They’re soaked,” he whispered, rubbing the damp fabric between his fingers, his voice thick with awe and want.

“Come see for yourself,” Dana murmured.

She dragged the hem of her skirt up to her hips and let herself fall back onto his mattress, the bed dipping under her weight. First her thighs parted, slow and deliberate, then her fingers followed, opening herself without shame. She spread her slick folds wide, exposing the flushed, glistening center of her need, utterly unguarded, utterly hungry.

“Come on, baby.” She crooked a finger at him, the same teasing gesture she’d once used under hot lights and staged desire—but this time her eyes burned with something raw and unfiltered. “I want that beautiful face right here, between my legs.”

Jake laughed, breathless, fumbling out of his shoes and toeing off his socks with exaggerated patience. 

“Always happy to deliver.”

When his hands went to his jeans, she stopped him with a sharp shake of her head. 

“No. I’ll take care of that,” she said, voice low and promising. “I don’t want to see that gorgeous cock until I’m ready to put my mouth on it.”

He whistled softly, eyes darkening. “Damn. You really don’t hold back, do you?”

Dana smiled, slow and knowing, then ran her tongue over her glossy lips. “I don’t pretend to be something I’m not,” she said. “You’re with a woman who knows exactly what she wants—and exactly how to take it.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Jake said, already crawling toward her.

He pressed a kiss to one thigh, then the other, reverent and unhurried. Then, with a playful smack, he made her flesh ripple beneath his palm and grinned up at her.

“Real women,” he said softly, “have real thighs.”

For a heartbeat, insecurity flickered through her—memories of firmer skin, younger curves—but it vanished the moment he gently moved her hand away from her sex and exhaled warm air over her swollen clit. The sensation made her gasp.

“Don’t tease me,” she complained, rolling her hips, lifting herself toward his mouth.

“I still can’t believe you were waiting outside for me,” he murmured, spreading her open with his fingers. His tongue flicked over her clit, light and quick, and pleasure shot through her like a live wire.

“I’m done waiting,” Dana growled. She grabbed his head, fingers tangling in his hair, and pulled him in. “Eat me before I lose my patience and sit on your face.”

Jake groaned into her heat, the sound vibrating straight through her body, then buried his tongue inside her. 

“Yes,” she cried, head tipping back as he worked her, slow and deep. “Feel how wet I am for you, baby? That’s all you.”

He answered by sucking hard, and she gasped as her juices flooded his eager mouth. His tongue swirled inside her with practiced hunger, his blue eyes half-lidded with pleasure as she rocked her hips, meeting every stroke, letting him fuck her with his mouth.

When his tongue slipped free, she barely had time to protest before two long fingers replaced it, sliding into her slick heat. He pumped them slowly, deliberately, while his tongue traced lazy paths over her folds, making her body coil tight with anticipation.

She was trembling by the time he found her clit again, circling it fast, then sealing his mouth around it. Her cry tore free, sharp and needy.

“Another finger,” she moaned, breathless, as he alternated between licking and sucking her swollen nub.

Jake obeyed without hesitation, sliding in another finger as she asked. Dana’s head tipped back, a soft, broken moan spilling from her throat as her body opened around him, her slick heat flexing and gripping with every slow, deliberate thrust. She released her hold on his hair and let her hands wander up her own body, palms cupping the generous weight of her breasts. Her thumbs brushed over her nipples, circling, pinching lightly until sensation rippled outward and made her toes curl.

Minutes drifted by in a haze of pleasure. The room filled with the quiet music of her satisfaction—long, breathy sighs, the faint wet sounds of his mouth working her, the occasional tremor in her voice when his tongue latched onto her clit just right. Jake wasn’t rushing. That was what stunned her most. His mouth moved with intention, his tongue coaxing and tempting, lingering as if he understood that anticipation could be as intoxicating as release. For someone so young, he had an instinct for patience that most men never learned.

Since the divorce, Dana had finally allowed herself to step into the fantasies she’d locked away during years of frustration—visions of younger men, eager and attentive, thrilled by the idea of pleasing a woman who knew exactly what she wanted. Men who were all heat and hunger, without the arrogance of thinking they were doing her a favor just by showing up. Too often, though, that hunger turned frantic. Hands everywhere, no restraint, no rhythm. She usually had to rein them in, let them burn off their urgency quickly before things could slow into something truly decadent.

Jake was different. Between her thighs, he was unhurried, reverent almost, savoring her softness, learning her reactions. Her legs trembled, her stomach tightened, every nerve humming with the promise of what was building. She could feel it cresting, powerful and inevitable.

“Oh… yes, sweetheart, right there,” she murmured, voice thick with need. “Keep doing that. You make this pussy sing, and I might just reward you in a very dirty way.”

In response, he traced a languid figure eight with his tongue, slow enough to make her whimper. Her gaze drifted from his mouth to the strong lines of his back, the way his muscles shifted beneath smooth skin, the snug black jeans framing an ass that made her mouth go dry with anticipation.

Having a beautiful young man kneeling between her legs, devoted to her pleasure, was a potent reminder that despite everything she’d endured, life could still be delicious. It didn’t get much better than this—at least not until she could feel him driving into her, filling her completely.

She lifted her legs and draped them over his back, the contrast of white stockings and black heels against his warm skin sending another jolt through her. Her breath caught, her spine bowing off the mattress when he pushed three fingers deep inside her at once, his mouth locking onto her clit with eager intensity, sucking in a fast, relentless rhythm.

A low, raw sound tore from her chest. She clamped her thighs around his head and reached past herself to grip the headboard, using it to lever her hips upward. She ground herself against his face, rocking and twisting, chasing the edge as her entire body strained toward it.

He took her there. Pulling his fingers almost free, he slammed them back in with a sure, powerful thrust, while his other hand closed in, pinching and holding her clit just as his mouth sealed around it again. The sensation shattered her. Dana came hard and wild, head thrown back, a hoarse cry ripping from her throat as pleasure tore through her in wave after merciless wave.

She saw the moment his control slipped—the flash of surprise in his eyes just before another cry tore out of her, loud and shameless, the kind of sound that belonged on a filthy late-night video. Her hips chased the pleasure in wild, desperate circles, mashing her slick, overheated sex against his mouth as his tongue fluttered, tireless, deliciously frantic now. Dana’s fingers locked around the headboard slats, gripping until her knuckles went white, until the wood bit back, while her cunt clenched and rippled around his fingers and the orgasm she’d been stalking detonated through her.

Her heels dug into his shoulders, sharp and unforgiving, and she felt his muffled grunt vibrate against her as the points pressed into his skin. The thought flickered that she might be hurting him—but it barely registered. She was already planning how thoroughly she’d reward him. The long, unbroken cry spilling from her mouth fractured into breathless little yelps as wave after wave rolled through her, relentless and consuming.

When the last shudder finally eased its grip, she let her legs fall away, freeing him from the trap of her thighs. Her body sank into the mattress with a heavy, satisfied sigh.

“That was so good, honey,” she murmured, voice thick and lazy. “Someone taught you very, very well.”

He sat back on his heels between her legs, grinning, his face flushed and slick with her, eyes bright with pride. “I like older women.”

The sight of him like that—mouth swollen, skin damp, cock still straining in his jeans—kept the fire burning low and insistent inside her. The orgasm hadn’t dulled her need; it had sharpened it. She wasn’t going to be finished until she’d had him exactly where she wanted him. And first, she wanted him in her mouth.

She pushed herself upright and smiled up at him. “Stand up on the bed.”

The anticipation in his expression sent a fresh pulse of heat through her still-quivering sex. He rose slowly, bracing his hands on her shoulders to keep his balance on the yielding mattress. The moment he was towering over her, she grabbed fistfuls of denim and cotton and dragged them down his hips in one impatient tug.

His cock sprang free, thick and flushed, and she wrapped her hand around it instantly—once, twice—and then her mouth replaced her fingers.

“Fuck,” he breathed, the word breaking as she took him deep. Her lips stretched around him, her tongue gliding along his shaft as if she’d memorized every sensitive inch, opening easily, greedily, until he was buried to the root.

She looked up at him then, lashes heavy, mouth full, and winked before slipping her tongue out to tease and lap at his balls.

“Oh my god,” he moaned, hips twitching as she played with them, one hand cradling their weight while her mouth stayed locked around him.

The taste of his salty pre-cum slid down her throat, and she hummed around him, a low, pleased sound that made his breath stutter. Her eyes fluttered closed as she savored the fullness, the simple, decadent pleasure of having a young, hard cock filling her mouth. She shook her head slowly, side to side, worrying the sensitive tip, and the sound he made—along with the way his balls tightened in her hand—only fueled her hunger.

At last, she eased back, inch by delicious inch, until only the head rested between her lips. She gave him one sharp, punishing suck, drawing more pre-cum onto her tongue, then paused—just like that—watching his legs tremble while he waited, helpless and aching, for what she’d do next.

Dana let his cock slip from her lips, flattening it briefly against his stomach as she bent to lavish attention on his heavy, flushed balls. She drew one into her mouth, then the other, sucking gently, reverently, while her hand slid along his shaft, slick with her saliva. His startled groan made heat pool low in her belly, the sound vibrating straight through her.

She lingered there, teasing herself as much as him, licking and nuzzling, bathing him with slow strokes of her tongue while never breaking eye contact. The hunger in his gaze fed her own. When she could stand it no longer, she traced a wet, deliberate path up the length of him, opened wide, and took him back into her mouth with purpose.

Jake’s moan deepened, his fingers tightening on her shoulders as she set a quick, ruthless rhythm, bobbing her head and swallowing him halfway again and again. Dana sighed around him, eyes drifting shut, letting herself sink into the decadent thrill of it—of kneeling between the legs of a man she’d met only hours ago, of taking him like this without apology or restraint.

As she moved, her mind flickered, as it often did, to Ben—the smug, unimaginative man who had called himself her lover for far too long. The contrast was delicious. Ben with his lazy routines and possessive rules, thinking he knew her body because he’d touched it. The thought of his face if he could see her now, mouth stretched around a younger, eager cock, nearly made her moan outright. She would never give him that satisfaction, never hand him proof he’d exploit—but the fantasy alone sharpened every sensation.

Her fingers returned to Jake’s balls, tickling, squeezing lightly as she sucked him steady and sure. His hips began to move, instinctively rocking to meet her mouth, thrusting just a little deeper with each pass. His hands stayed on her shoulders until she released him again and smiled up at him, mischief glinting in her eyes as she lifted her pigtails, offering them openly.

“Really?” she murmured. “I go to the trouble of these, and you’re not going to use them?”

He took them in his hands, tentative, almost reverent, while she gave him a few more teasing sucks. When it became clear he didn’t quite know what to do—or didn’t dare—she pulled back with a soft sigh.

“That’s it? You’re just going to hold them?”

“I…” He hesitated, uncertainty flickering across his face.

“Pull them,” she said simply, blunt and unashamed. “Use them to fuck my mouth.”

She took him back in, then went still, waiting.

For a heartbeat, he wavered. Then she lifted her brows, challenging, and something dark and eager spread across his smile. He yanked her forward by the pigtails, and Dana squealed around his cock as he drove it so deep his balls smacked against her chin.

Jake didn’t hold back after that. His grip tightened in her hair as his hips snapped forward, long, hard strokes fucking her mouth with abandon. Her nipples ached, her clit throbbed back to life, and tears gathered at the corners of her eyes as his thick length pounded into the back of her throat. She took it willingly, greedily, every thrust sending another pulse of pleasure through her, reveling in the delicious surrender of letting him use her just the way she’d demanded.

Dana relaxed her jaw and let him take what he wanted, the sounds spilling from her throat raw and unguarded as he drove himself deeper. Moisture slicked her lips, her chin, the evidence of how completely she was surrendering to the rhythm he set. When it trickled down over her breasts, she shivered and let out a low, needy sound, the sensation making her nipples tighten painfully.

She braced her palms against his chest, grounding herself in the heat of his skin, and pinched his nipples hard. His sharp intake of breath was immediate, almost startled, and it fed her. Her nails dragged down his torso, light but deliberate, and she felt him tense, his breathing turning rough and uneven.

A flash of movement caught her attention. Dana shifted her eyes just enough to catch their reflection in the mirrored closet door. The sight punched the air from her lungs. Her body bared and flushed, eyes glossy with tears, mouth stretched around him as he held her there, unrelenting. The image of herself—reckless, hungry, undone—sent a fresh wave of heat pooling low in her belly.

She slid her hands over her breasts, teasing herself shamelessly, hips rolling as if already urging him between her thighs. The ache there was sharp now, insistent.

“Oh—” Jake groaned, his pace faltering before surging again. “I can’t… I’m going to—shit.”

He stilled abruptly and tried to pull back, but Dana wasn’t done. She wrapped her arms around his hips, holding him exactly where she wanted him, and took him deeper again, faster, more intent than before. She focused on him like a challenge she fully intended to win.

It didn’t take long. His fingers tightened in her hair, his voice dropping into a broken sound as he lost control. She moaned around him, the reward warm and intoxicating, swallowing greedily, encouraging every pulse with her mouth and hands until he had nothing left to give.

“Jesus,” he breathed, spent and shaking, when she finally eased back.

Dana didn’t hesitate. She shoved his pants down and fell back against the bed, opening herself without pretense. “That’s just the beginning,” she said, her voice thick with promise. “Now fuck me.”

He blinked at her, dazed. “I already—”

“You’re still hard,” she cut in with a laugh, all confidence and heat. “Trust me. Put it inside me and you’ll stay that way. Show me that energy you’ve got.”

He dropped to his knees, awkward with his clothes trapped at his ankles, his body still responding despite himself. He leaned forward, reaching for the nightstand.

“Don’t,” she ordered, hooking her hand around him and guiding him where she needed him most. “I want all of you. Like this.”

He hesitated only a second more. Dana lifted her hips, drawing him in inch by inch, until he was seated deep inside her and she gasped, satisfaction and hunger colliding as she claimed him completely.

“Jesus, you’re dangerous,” Jake breathed, the words barely leaving him before he surged forward, burying himself to the hilt, hips pressing flush to hers as his still‑hard cock filled her completely.

“Consider it payback,” Dana shot back, lifting her chin and parting her lips. She slowly rolled her tongue, deliberately showing him the pearly slick of cum she’d kept there, savoring his reaction. “I’ve been waiting.”

His eyes darkened instantly, pupils blown wide, and whatever restraint he’d been clinging to snapped. He drove into her with the same ruthless, full‑bodied thrusts he’d punished her mouth with, setting a relentless rhythm that stole the air from her lungs.

“Oh—fuck, yes,” she cried, nails digging into the sheets. “Just like that. Don’t you dare go easy on me.”

Jake leaned over her, bracing his weight on either side of her head, his jaw tight as he pushed harder. She could feel how sensitive he still was, every drag of her heat pulling a rough, helpless sound from his throat. When she clenched around him on purpose, milking him slowly, he swore under his breath, hips stuttering before slamming forward again.

Dana reached down and pulled her legs back, hooking her arms beneath her thighs and hauling herself open, shameless and greedy. The angle let him sink even deeper, his cock pressing into places that made her vision blur.

“So fucking hot,” he gasped between thrusts, sweat slipping down his chest.

She could only agree. Her feet were practically over her head now, her body bared without apology as the mattress rocked beneath them. The headboard knocked softly against the wall, each impact matching the way he drove into her, exactly as she’d hoped he would.

Her breasts bounced freely, nipples tight and aching, and she cried out every time he bottomed out inside her. Finally, she released her legs, draping her ankles over his shoulders, gripping his hips to keep him close.

“God, you’re still so hard,” she moaned, voice breaking. “Don’t stop. Please—keep fucking me. I need it.”

To her frustration, his pace slowed. Then he slid free, leaving her empty and breathless.

“Jake—what are you—”

Her protest dissolved into laughter when he shifted her effortlessly, easing her legs down and rolling her onto her side. Understanding dawned instantly.

“Oh hell yes,” she laughed, already moving with him.

She turned onto her stomach, drawing her knees under her and lifting her ass in invitation. The sharp smack of his palm landed on one cheek, then the other, sending a delicious sting through her before his hands spread her wide and he thrust back inside her in one brutal stroke.

“So deep!” Dana cried, the sound torn from her as the bed slammed against the wall, wood creaking under the force of him. She tossed her head, pigtails bouncing wildly. “Pull them.”

This time he didn’t hesitate. He fisted her hair, lifting her head, holding her exactly where he wanted as he fucked her from behind with raw, unrestrained hunger. Dana clutched the headboard, voice breaking as he gave her the hardest, most unrelenting pounding she’d had in years.

He moved with a confidence that surprised her—not tentative or boyish, but sure and commanding. She had no doubt she wasn’t the first older woman he’d taken like this. Finding the mirror again, she watched him claim her from behind, watched herself opened and wanting, the unapologetic, ravenous woman she’d been aching to let loose for far too long.

The wicked rush of seeing everything reflected back at her sent a tremor through Dana. Her right hand slid beneath her body, fingers slick as they found her swollen, aching center. She circled herself slowly, deliberately, while Jake fisted her hair like reins and drove into her with a punishing rhythm that made the line between pleasure and pain blur deliciously thin.

She wanted it exactly like this—raw, relentless. She’d barely had time to recover from the last crest, yet it took less than a minute of touching herself for that familiar tightening to coil low in her belly again. Every nerve hummed. Every muscle drew taut. Behind her, Jake’s breath came sharp and ragged, his thrusts shortening, losing their measured pace as need took over.

“Don’t stop,” she cried, her voice breaking. “Hold on—oh God—hold on. I want to come on that cock, I want to—” 

The rest dissolved into a thin, keening sound as her body shattered. The orgasm ripped through her, long and blinding, leaving her gasping as she clenched around him.

Jake groaned with every drive of his hips as she pushed back against him, meeting him thrust for thrust, forcing him deeper into her spasming heat. She felt the telltale loss of control in him—the frantic urgency, the harsh sounds torn from his chest. Sliding her hand back, she caught his balls in her palm, cupping them as he surged forward again.

That was all it took.

With a rough curse, he yanked free, stroking himself hard as release took him. Dana sighed in pure satisfaction as warmth splashed across her lower back and coated the soft curves of her ass.

“Mmm… I love that,” she murmured.

Jake kept pumping, unable to stop, painting her skin again and again until the force ebbed and the last thick pulses dwindled to slow, helpless drips. Still generous, even spent twice over in minutes.

Her body trembled in the aftermath. She stretched her legs out and collapsed flat against the mattress, cheek turned to the side as she dragged air back into her lungs.

“Jesus,” Jake groaned, flopping onto his back beside her, his face flushed and damp with sweat. “That was… intense as hell.”

“Yes,” Dana said softly, smiling to herself as his cooling release slid down her ass and traced her inner thighs. “It really was. You fucked me beautifully.”

He let out a breathless laugh. “Felt more like you wrecked me. That’s what I call hardcore.”

“Mmm.” She reached over lazily, nails gliding down his stomach, savoring the shiver it drew from him. “You know what I call it?”

He turned his head. “What?”

Her fingers closed around his still-damp, half-hard cock. Dana smiled, slow and knowing.

“Round one.”


Chapter 3

Dana perched on the narrow vinyl chair in the cramped waiting area of Beautiful You Modeling Agency, legs crossed just so, pretending to read the Vogue spread resting in her hands. The glossy pages rustled softly, but the images blurred together. She couldn’t concentrate—not when the same thought kept circling like a bruise she couldn’t stop pressing.

If she’d stayed. If she’d pushed harder. If she hadn’t stepped away just as things were finally opening up for her—who was to say that face staring back at her from the magazine couldn’t have been her own?

Instead, she’d chosen respectability. Marriage. Stability. Being a “good wife.” The words tasted bitter now. Years spent in a job that dulled her mind and offered nothing she could leverage, nothing that would help her scrape together enough money to buy Ben out of the house she refused to lose. A house that still felt like hers, no matter how badly everything else had fractured.

So here she was, squeezing value out of the one thing time had been kind to. Her body. Her looks. Long shifts working for tips at a sad excuse for a gentlemen’s club—no nudity, no glamour, just cheap drinks and waitresses shoved into skimpy, tasteless outfits because the owners couldn’t secure a proper license. It wasn’t what she’d imagined for herself. But it paid, and men still looked at her the way they always had.

With a sigh, Dana set the magazine aside and lifted her portfolio onto her lap. The weight of it felt heavier than it should have. Most of the images inside were relics from fifteen years ago—her younger face, her earlier hunger—now paired with a handful of fresh shots Burt had rushed through printing barely two days after the shoot.

Her mouth tightened as she flipped to the first set. The suit. A tailored blazer over a crisp white blouse, paired with a skirt that rode far too high and heels that screamed anything but professional. Burt had called it “Business Sexy,” like that explained away the contradiction.

She studied herself critically. Her posture was rigid, shoulders tight, her body clearly unsure what it was being asked to sell. The smile she wore looked pasted on, a performance rather than an invitation. There was none of the ease she knew lived in her bones. None of the confidence the camera used to pull from her without effort.

The sundress shots followed, and they were… better. Softer. In one frame, she caught a glimpse of the woman she remembered—chin tipped just right, eyes warm, a hint of mischief curling her lips. Playful. Approachable. But even there, too many of the photos fell flat, as if she were holding herself back, afraid of letting too much show.

Then she reached the final section. The schoolgirl outfit.

A crooked smile tugged at her mouth before she could stop it. The difference was immediate, undeniable. In the first few shots, she was all teasing flirtation—innocent on the surface, promise flickering just beneath. And then Jake appeared in the frame, and everything changed.

Her face transformed. The camera had caught it all—the heat in her eyes, the way her mouth softened and parted, the raw want that stripped away pretense. There was no acting there. No stiffness. Just desire, honest and unguarded, hovering dangerously close to hunger.

Like Burt, Ellen understood what the lens did to her, how it coaxed something real and unfiltered to the surface. And after all these years, it was still there. Potent as ever. Jake had experienced it firsthand, stretched across several delicious hours until even youth and enthusiasm couldn’t keep him hard enough to fuck her a fourth time, no matter how skillfully she used her mouth to persuade him otherwise.

When his body finally gave out, she’d done what she always did. A quick, dismissive kiss. Clothes back on. No lingering. No softness. She’d walked out without giving him her number or her address, making it perfectly clear she wasn’t a woman men kept. One night. One taste. And then she was gone.

He’d looked a little stunned when she’d shut that door behind her, disappointment flickering across his too-young face. Still, the truth was she hadn’t shortchanged him. She’d given him everything she had to give—slow, indulgent, unapologetic—and in her private mythology she liked to believe she’d set an impossible standard. A benchmark he’d measure every other woman against and never quite reach. He’d lick his wounds, tell the story to his friends with exaggerated pride, and eventually move on. And she would do what she always did—find another body like his, eager and firm and hungry, the next time she had a free night and the itch to be reminded of her power.

“Miss Darling?”

The sound of her maiden name snapped her back into the present. Dana lifted her gaze, a faint smile tugging at her mouth. God, how good it felt to hear it again, unencumbered and clean, the name she’d reclaimed the moment the separation papers were signed.

“Ellen will see you now,” the receptionist said brightly, motioning her forward. “This way.”

Dana stood, smoothing the front of her dress out of habit more than necessity. The black fabric skimmed her curves without clinging, conservative to the point of severity—but tailored, expensive, intentional. Her heels were sensible but sleek, her hair pinned up to expose the elegant line of her neck. Her makeup whispered instead of shouted. If she was going to step back into this world, she would do it as the woman she was now—composed, seasoned, unashamed of the years written softly into her body.

Not that Ellen hadn’t seen her nearly naked under studio lights years ago, lace and silk barely containing her. Not that she didn’t know exactly how playful—and filthy—Dana could be when the camera loved her back. But that had been another lifetime. Today wasn’t about being the carefree girl with a wicked smile. Today was about presence. Authority. A woman who knew exactly what she brought into a room.

As they walked, Dana felt the familiar sting of regret tighten in her chest. A few phone calls a year. Likes and comments on Facebook. Distance she’d allowed because Ben had preferred it that way. The frustration came first, hot and sharp, followed quickly by shame. She’d let herself be boxed in, managed, slowly erased from the people who had believed in her before he ever did. Burt. Ellen. The life she’d walked away from for the promise of stability that had crumbled anyway.

“Look what the cat dragged in!” Ellen’s voice rang out from her office doorway. “Dana Darling, in the flesh!”

Dana laughed and lifted her hands in mock surrender. “A little more flesh than there used to be,” she said lightly—then gasped as Ellen crossed the room in two strides and crushed her in a hug.

“Oh my God, it’s so good to see you!” Ellen shouted right into her ear, making Dana wince. “Way too long. Criminally long.”

“It really has,” Dana murmured, hugging her back, her throat tightening despite herself. The receptionist retreated discreetly, leaving them alone. “And I’m sorry, Ellen. I was such a—”

“Was,” Ellen interrupted, pulling back just enough to look her in the eye, hands still clasping Dana’s. “Past tense. You’re here now. That’s what matters. Always forward, never backward. Right?”

Dana smiled, genuine this time. “Right, Burt.”

Ellen barked out a laugh. “About the only thing he ever said that was printable. Or at least not wildly obscene.” She turned toward her desk, motioning for Dana to take one of the leather chairs opposite her. “Sit. Look at you.”

As Ellen settled behind the desk, her gaze swept over Dana with a professional sharpness softened by affection. “You look good,” she said simply. “Personally and professionally. You’ve worn the years beautifully.”

Dana exhaled, a mix of relief and nerves curling low in her belly. “Thanks,” she said. “I think.”

“You’ve grown into yourself,” Ellen said slowly, her tone warm, appraising. “There’s a confidence there now. Those cheekbones are still lethal, and your eyes—God, Dana—you’ve always known how to use them. Soft and innocent when you want, sharp and teasing when it suits you.”

She leaned back in her chair, crossing one leg over the other, letting her gaze travel over Dana with the ease of someone who’d done this for a living for decades.

“Your body’s fuller,” Ellen continued, unapologetic. “Not in a way that hides you—quite the opposite. It grounds you. There’s weight to you now. Presence.”

Dana let out a breath she hadn’t realized she was holding. “So… I finally look like a grown woman,” she said wryly. “Burt’s whole speech about how the yoga-pants-and-smooth-abs crowd doesn’t sell to everyone anymore.”

“He’s infuriatingly correct,” Ellen said, rolling her eyes. “Which makes him even more unbearable. Let’s just agree we’ll never say that to his face.”

Dana smiled, but the nerves came rushing back in. “Did you get a chance to look at the photos he shot?” she asked, hating how much she needed the answer.

Ellen waved a hand. “We’ll get there. But first—how are you really doing? What’s it like being on your own again, not answering to him?”

Dana’s mouth tightened. “Emotionally? Liberating. Financially?” She shook her head. “Terrifying. You know the drill. Modeling’s all I’ve ever truly known, and when I tried to do something ‘normal,’ I made pennies. Then—surprise—the job disappears because the owner plays golf with Ben. Now I can’t find anything that comes close to what I need.”

“I heard you’re waitressing,” Ellen said carefully.

Dana snorted. “That’s the polite version. I’m parading around for Wall Street types and their knockoff ambitions—cigars, overpriced booze, eyes that linger way too long.”

“A gentleman’s club,” Ellen said dryly.

“Biggest lie in the English language,” Dana shot back. “It’s a holding pen for men who’ve been banned from strip clubs—or are married to women who’d skin them alive if they went. Half of them met their wives in places just like it. Sugar daddies everywhere.”

“Maybe that’s not the worst thing,” Ellen said, almost casually.

Dana frowned. “A sugar daddy to me is retirement age. And honestly? That was Ben, when you strip it down. I had the illusion of independence, but I was a trophy on a shelf. Until I aged out and he started sleeping with the fresh interns his firm hires.”

Ellen lifted a hand. “Hey. I didn’t mean to drag you there.”

“It’s fine,” Dana said, though her voice softened. “I chose that life. I own it.”

“And now you’re choosing something else,” Ellen said, her smile gentler. “That matters. It’s good to see you reaching for yourself again.”

“I’m trying to reclaim the girl I should never have abandoned,” Dana said quietly. “Modeling was it for me. Always was.”

Ellen’s eyes lit with a familiar spark. “I remember the first time you walked into the studio. You told me your name alone sounded like it belonged on a billboard—Dana Darling.”

Dana laughed. “Burt said it sounded like it belonged on a porn site.”

“Porn,” Ellen echoed, the word landing heavier than expected.

Dana cocked her head. “What? Did I say something wrong?”

Ellen blinked, then waved it off with a quick laugh that didn’t quite reach her eyes. “No, no. Just… thinking. Too many plates spinning.” She shook her head. “God, Burt really is the walking cliché of a filthy old man, isn’t he?”

“Back then we didn’t bother with euphemisms,” Dana said lightly. “We just called him a pig.”

Ellen huffed a soft laugh. “Fair. But for all the crude jokes and the locker‑room humor, he was solid where it counted. He never crossed lines with young women the way some of those bottom‑feeders at other agencies did.”

Dana shifted in her chair, the leather creaking beneath her. “Ellen, I don’t want to rush you, and I really do want to make time to reconnect—actually reconnect, like we used to—but right now… I need to know. What did you think of the shoot?”

Ellen inclined her head. “You’re not rushing me. I know how much this matters.”

She reached for the slim black folder on her desk, settled back, and opened it with deliberate calm. The pages whispered as she turned them, her gaze sharp and appraising, the way it always had been.

“The first two sets?” Ellen said, flipping past them. “Safe. Predictable. They don’t hurt you, but they don’t do you any favors either. Standard to the point of sleepwalking.”

Dana exhaled. “He wanted me relaxed.”

“And that shows.” Ellen’s finger paused on the next image. Her expression shifted—subtle, but unmistakable. “But this last series…” She lingered there, eyes moving slowly. “This is where you come alive. Your body knows exactly what it’s doing. The looks you give the lens—god, the hunger in them. You didn’t miss a step.”

“Thank you,” Dana said, warmth blooming in her chest.

“You move from teasing to unapologetically dangerous,” Ellen went on, a smile curving her mouth. “If this were paired with the right campaign, the message would be clear: too experienced to be innocent, too bold to be ignored.”

Dana laughed softly. “And you think you have that campaign?”

“I might.” Ellen tipped the folder down and studied her over the edge of it. “Though knowing you as well as I do, I can’t help wondering if that handsome young man was getting more of that energy than the camera.”

Dana’s gaze slid away. “He didn’t exactly distract me.”

“If he did,” Ellen said dryly, “I’m guessing you enjoyed every second.”

Dana blinked. “Excuse me?”

“Fifteen years gone and you’re still terrible at hiding things,” Ellen sighed. “He was bragging to Burt yesterday. Said you made him wait. Said you never even took off the schoolgirl outfit.”

Heat flooded Dana’s face. “Fantastic,” she muttered. “Guess age doesn’t improve discretion. Boys are still boys.”

“And boys talk,” Ellen said, setting the folder aside and leaning forward, fingers interlaced. “Which you used to understand very well. Or have you reached the point where you just don’t care anymore?”

“We’re legally separated,” Dana replied tightly. “The divorce is in motion. If you’re worried about appearances, this doesn’t touch my case.”

“I wasn’t thinking about paperwork,” Ellen said. Her eyes were sharp, curious. “I was thinking about revenge. About reclaiming time. About whether sleeping with someone half your age feels like balance after what Ben did.”

Dana’s mouth twisted. “He’d have to see me as human to care who’s in my bed now. To him, I was always just something he owned.”

“So,” Ellen said gently, “this is about reclaiming yourself?”

“Why are we dissecting this now?” Dana asked, irritation flaring. “We can have drinks, talk about my sex life, all of it—later. Right now—”

“Right now it matters,” Ellen interrupted. “Because your desire has always bled into your work. Before, and even after you started working for me.”

“That was years ago,” Dana shot back.

“And yet,” Ellen said evenly, “you still slept with Jake after the shoot.”

Dana’s eyes sharpened. “You know him,” she said slowly. “You called him ‘that kid’ earlier.”

“Burt mentioned his name,” Ellen said, her mouth curving into a knowing, crooked smile. “Jake didn’t just wander in by accident. Burt arranged it. He figured you might need… incentive. Something to wake that part of you back up.”

“That fucking asshole,” Dana bit out, heat flashing through her chest.

Ellen only lifted a perfectly groomed brow. “Was he wrong?” she asked calmly. “You before Jake stepped onto the set and you after—Dana, it wasn’t subtle. It was like someone flipped a switch. The camera finally had something to chase.”

Dana exhaled and sank deeper into the chair, the anger draining into reluctant honesty. “Fine. I get it. Burt always did know how to push the right buttons.”

“And with you,” Ellen added softly, “he knows exactly what the lens pulls out. That hunger. That electricity.”

Dana huffed a quiet laugh. “Guess I never really stopped being an exhibitionist.”

She kept her face neutral, but her body betrayed her. Images crept in uninvited—late nights at work, the way men’s eyes lingered too long, followed the curve of her hips, imagined her bent over a table or pinned against a wall. Sometimes she’d feel that slow, aching slickness between her thighs while she poured drinks or leaned over a desk, pretending not to notice. It wasn’t as intoxicating as being in front of the camera, where she could disappear into fantasy instead of tracking every stare. But desire was desire. Being wanted still lit her up, still made her pulse throb with possibilities.

She never took them home, though. Never crossed that line. She’d learned that lesson early—don’t fuck where you earn your living. Burt had drilled it into her. Ellen too. One night, one mistake, and suddenly everyone would know how loud she got, how hard she liked it, how willing she was to be undone. Jobs didn’t survive that kind of reputation.

So when her shift ended early, when the clock struck midnight and she was free, she went elsewhere. Clubs. Bars. Dark corners where young men watched her with open interest, where she could choose instead of be chosen.

“I think we both know you’re selling yourself short,” Ellen said, her voice smooth, almost intimate, as if she really had read Dana’s thoughts. “Exhibitionists stop at being seen. You don’t stop. You invite someone to come closer. And closer. And then—well, like that terrible song says—the real party happens on your body.”

Dana stiffened, bristling. “I didn’t come here to be put on trial for what I do in my own time,” she said sharply. “I’m newly single. I spent years chained to one man. A man who kept everything bland and careful because he was terrified that if I really let go, he wouldn’t be enough. His ego couldn’t handle me wanting more.”

Ellen opened her mouth, then lifted a hand when she caught the flash in Dana’s eyes. “Fair,” she said. “And you’re right—I shouldn’t have said it like that. You brought him up, though.”

“Yeah,” Dana muttered. “I need to stop doing that.”

She shifted, uncrossed and recrossed her legs, the conversation scraping too close to nerves that were still raw. “I just don’t understand why we’re circling sex like it’s the problem. If you’re worried I’ll spiral back into the old mess, I won’t. I promise.”

“It already happened,” Ellen said quietly.

“Yes,” Dana admitted, her voice lowering. “It did. But it was the first time. I was off balance. The way Jake looked at me—like I was something he wanted to devour—it dragged everything back to the surface. I slipped. That’s all.”

Ellen studied her for a long moment, then leaned forward, elbows resting on the desk. “Dana,” she said gently, “this is the first time we’ve actually sat across from each other since you started the divorce.”

“I know,” Dana murmured, her shoulders easing as the admission finally left her. “And I am sorry. I hated myself for letting the years slide by without really being there for you. It felt wrong to just knock on your door and pretend I’d been a perfect friend all along, like the distance hadn’t happened.”

Ellen’s expression softened, that familiar, unreadable smile curving her lips. It was the kind of smile that suggested understanding layered with something unspoken. “You could have,” she said gently. “I know better than most that decent people screw up, or make choices that don’t make sense to anyone but themselves.” Her gaze lingered on Dana. “No grudges. I’m just relieved you’re finding your way back to yourself… and that we’re finding our way back to each other.”

Dana swallowed, heat blooming low in her belly at the sincerity in Ellen’s voice. “I want that. I really do.”

“That’s good,” Ellen said. “Because what I was getting at is this—you’ve called me a handful of times. And more than once, you were pretty far gone.”

Dana let out a breath and leaned back. “I drank too much those first weeks after Ben left. I was numb and trying not to feel it.” Her mouth twisted ruefully. “If that’s what you’re worried about, don’t be. I haven’t touched a drink in a month. And that’s while working somewhere that doesn’t mind their girls a little… loose around the edges. Makes the customers feel like we’re part of the fantasy. Like we’re for sale.”

Ellen’s lips twitched. “Some of you probably are. And I’m guessing you’ve had offers.”

“Oh, plenty,” Dana snorted. “But I’d never fuck for money. Especially not some entitled prick in a tailored suit who still acts like he’s pledging a frat.”

Ellen studied her, brows drawing together. “You’d never take money to do something you’d enjoy?”

Dana blinked, irritation flashing. “Enjoy it? No. If I wanted dull, ego-driven sex with a man who thinks his bank account is a personality, I’d have stayed married.” A bitter laugh escaped her. “And then there’s the humiliation—those loudmouth assholes bragging to their buddies about the woman they paid to fuck them. Like that’s an accomplishment.”

“A little raw there?” Ellen observed, nodding slowly. “I get it. You know I came up modeling. I’ve heard every line, dodged every not-so-subtle proposition, played those casting couch games just to survive.” She waved a hand. “But I’m getting off track.”

“It feels like you’re circling something,” Dana said, narrowing her eyes. “I just don’t know what. This whole thing is starting to feel strange.”

“It might,” Ellen replied calmly. “Depending on what we figure out.” She didn’t give Dana time to push back before continuing. “What I was saying is—you’ve mentioned more than once that you’ve been haunting clubs and bars like a starving cougar, prowling for her chosen cub of the night.”

“Cub of the night?” Dana laughed, the tension breaking into something warm and genuine. “Try cub of the hour. They serve one purpose, and it’s not deep conversation or emotional connection. I’m not dating. I’m just fucking.”

“And enjoying it,” Ellen added knowingly.

“Why wouldn’t I?” Dana shrugged, unapologetic. “I’m bleeding off years of frustration. Maybe there’s a hint of revenge in there. Mostly, I’m just finally having fun.”

Ellen’s smile turned sly. “Jake told Burt you were unforgettable. His words were ‘like a feral porn star.’ Apparently you didn’t even bother taking off the shoes, skirt, or tie.” Her eyes sparkled. “I imagine that’s where the comparison came from.”

Dana’s jaw tightened. “So Burt just let him run his mouth,” she muttered. “Fucking pig.”

“Trust me,” Ellen said coolly, “none of that is anything I haven’t already heard about you—years ago.”

Dana lifted both hands in surrender, a sharp breath slipping between her lips. “Okay. I get it. I’m grateful—really. Burt throwing me a free shoot, you agreeing to look things over, all of it. But I’m honestly worn out talking about who I used to fuck and who I’m fucking now.”

A slow, knowing smile curved Ellen’s mouth as she tapped the slim folder on her desk. “You might rethink that eventually.” Then she sighed, business snapping back into place. “But fine. Let’s stick to what I can actually do for you.”

“Thank you,” Dana said, relief loosening her shoulders.

“Nothing.”

The word landed like a slap.

Dana stared at her, blinking. “I… nothing? That’s it? Just like that?”

Ellen leaned back in her chair, crossing her arms beneath her chest, posture all authority and finality. “Dana, you’ve been in this world. You know how it works. Modeling has always been overcrowded. Now? The internet has turned it into a feeding frenzy. Girls are flooding Twitter, Snap, every platform imaginable, flashing skin for attention—and a lot of them are getting noticed that way.”

“But Burt said you had something,” Dana pressed, heat creeping into her voice. “A project for an older model. I have experience. I know how to work a camera, how to sell a look—”

“My firm has older models,” Ellen cut in gently but firmly. “So does everyone else. It’s brutal when you’re young, but when it comes to mature women? Yesterday’s fresh faces are today’s seasoned professionals. There’s no shortage.”

Dana opened her mouth, closed it, then tried again. “But if I hadn’t left—if I’d stayed—”

“You might still be working,” Ellen conceded. “Probably. But you can’t live in that version of your life.”

Dana huffed, frustration twisting in her gut. “Feels more like the door wasn’t just closed—it was slammed in my face.”

Ellen’s expression softened. She leaned forward, reached across the desk, and covered Dana’s folded hands with her own. The touch was warm, grounding. Familiar. “I run the agency, but I don’t make the final call. Clients do. And these photos?” She tilted her head. “They’re fine. You’re beautiful—sexy as hell, even. But we already have that. Nothing here jumps out and demands attention.”

Dana swallowed hard.

“If things had gone differently,” Ellen continued, quieter now, “maybe. But dwelling won’t change where you are.”

Silence stretched between them before Ellen added, “I might still find you something. Here and there. Nothing steady. Burt mentioned you’re in pretty deep financially.”

Dana nodded, jaw tight. “I told you. I got laid off. You know why. Slinging cocktails barely keeps food in the fridge, the heat on, the car running. I’m nowhere near covering the mortgage.”

“Then sell the house,” Ellen said with a shrug. “Split it in the divorce. Ben owes you that.”

“No.” Dana’s mouth flattened, resolve hardening her features. “That house is mine. I loved it. I wanted it. He bought it because I did. Ben never wanted kids, never wanted roots—he was perfectly happy in a sleek little condo. I wanted a yard. A garden. A place that felt like a future.”

“You could rent something,” Ellen began carefully, “something smaller, cheaper—”

Dana shook her head, already bracing herself, heart thudding with the weight of what she wasn’t ready to give up.

“It’s the one thing that ever felt like it belonged to me,” Dana said quietly, the words scraping their way out of her chest. “Even if his name paid most of the bills. He bought it because I wanted it—back when he still looked at me like I mattered.” Her jaw tightened. Old hurts flickered behind her eyes. “I let him strip away everything else. My career. My friends. Any version of me that didn’t fit neatly into his idea of a wife.” She straightened, spine going rigid with defiance. “But he doesn’t get my house. Not now. Not ever.”

Ellen’s face broke into a grin as she clapped her hands together. “There she is. That fire—I’ve missed that Dana.” Then her brow furrowed. “But help me understand something. He was pulling in serious money, and he pushed you out of a well-paying job. What about alimony?”

“I turned it down,” Dana said flatly. “I don’t want a single dollar from him. I don’t want him thinking—or saying—that he’s still taking care of me.”

“Jesus, Dana.” Ellen blew out a breath. “He cheated on you. You should be able to rake him over the coals. Alimony or not.”

“Rake him with what?” Dana shot back. “We didn’t have kids. We each kept our cars, both paid off. I waived support. All that’s left is the house.”

“And he should be paying for it while you live there,” Ellen said, incredulous.

“That’s just another leash,” Dana insisted. “Another way his money gets to touch my life.”

Ellen studied her for a beat. “So what’s the plan? You buying him out?” She shook her head slowly. “That place has to be worth a fortune. He’s entitled to half.”

“He’s not taking half,” Dana said. “Whether it’s guilt over the affair or fear I could push for more, he’s being… reasonable.”

Ellen snorted. “Define reasonable.”

“He’s ignoring the equity and basing it on the remaining balance.”

Ellen’s eyes widened. “Didn’t you buy that place right after the wedding? It should be almost paid off.”

“It was,” Dana said. “Then we pulled money for renovations—why the house is worth what it is now. And he siphoned some out for that ridiculous boat so he could play big shot for his clients.”

“So what do you need?” Ellen asked carefully. “Maybe there’s a way I can help.”

“We owe seventy,” Dana replied. “He drafted an agreement: if I give him thirty-five, he signs away his interest and walks.”

“Goddamn.” Ellen leaned back. “I couldn’t lend you more than a few thousand.”

“And I wouldn’t take it,” Dana said, a harsh edge in her voice. “Even if I did, I couldn’t repay you.” She dragged a hand through her hair. “He wants the money in six months.”

“That’s insane.”

“According to his lawyer, the insane part is that he could force a sale and walk away with a lot more. So apparently this is generous.”

Ellen stared at her. “So you pay him thirty-five, keep paying the mortgage during that time, and then keep paying it after?”

“Yes.” Dana tapped the desk with a long red nail, the sharp click punctuating her frustration. “Once he’s paid, his name comes off the house. Clean break.” Her mouth twisted. “Except between the mortgage, taxes, utilities—and little luxuries like eating—I don’t make enough. Not to live, and definitely not to save that kind of money.”

“Can’t you borrow against the house?”

“Not without steady employment.” Dana smiled, thin and humorless. “That’s the prettiest part of his offer. He made sure I wouldn’t have one.”

Ellen swore under her breath. “If only you could prove it.”

“Can’t afford to pay someone who might actually dig up proof,” Dana muttered bitterly.

“Six months to scrape together the buyout and still keep the place running?” Ellen let out a low whistle. “Jesus. No modeling job on the planet was ever going to hand you that kind of money.”

“Not fast money,” Dana agreed. She pressed her palms to her temples, the pulse there matching the ache in her chest. “But steady work might’ve gotten me approved for a loan. Maybe.” She laughed without humor. “Right now it feels pretty damn hopeless.”

“Then force the sale. Take the payout and walk.”

“I want this house,” Dana snapped, the words sharp enough to surprise even her. “I want it. That smug bastard is not going to walk away thinking he won. Keeping this place—my place—is worth more to me than whatever check I’d get from selling it.” She slumped back into the chair, the fight draining from her shoulders but not from her eyes.

“And even if I agreed to sell, it would take months. I’d have to move, find somewhere else to live, and I don’t even know if I could afford an apartment right now unless it was microscopic and in a neighborhood I’d be scared to walk at night. I’d have to put all my grandmother’s furniture into storage and—”

“How badly do you want the house,” Ellen cut in calmly, “and this moral victory you’re chasing?”

“So badly I can taste it.”

Ellen’s mouth twitched. “Interesting choice of words.”

Dana frowned. “Why?”

Again, Ellen hesitated, her gaze drifting away like she was staring at something only she could see.

“What is it?” Dana leaned forward. “You’ve been acting like you’re holding something back all afternoon.”

“You remember when Russ and I divorced,” Ellen said slowly, “and he tried to force me to either buy him out of the business or sell it outright? Same kind of pressure Ben’s putting on you now.”

“I remember,” Dana said, a wince of guilt surfacing. “And I’m sorry I wasn’t there for you like I should’ve been—”

“Forget that,” Ellen waved it off. “The point is, I came up with the money. In a few months. And at the time, I had almost nothing.” She met Dana’s eyes. “To this day, Russ doesn’t know how I did it. Nobody does.”

Dana’s breath caught. “Can I ask?”

“I’m telling you because of who we used to be to each other,” Ellen said softly, “and who I want us to be again. Best friends.”

“I want that,” Dana whispered, her throat tightening unexpectedly. “And that has nothing to do with money.”

“And because we’re friends,” Ellen continued, “I need you to hear me out without judging me.”

“You know I will.”

“The only thing I’ll say in my own defense is this: I was exactly where you are now. Betrayed. Furious. Desperate to hold on to something that mattered. I built that business with my own hands, and I was stupid enough to put his name on it. I would’ve died before I let him keep profiting off it or force me to sell.”

“I get that,” Dana said, nodding slowly. “Completely.”

“Then maybe you’ll understand enough to consider doing what I did,” Ellen said, her voice dropping, “to come up with the money when borrowing wasn’t an option—and when no one could know.”

Dana exhaled, a shaky half-smile tugging at her lips. “I honestly can’t imagine there’s much I wouldn’t consider right now,” she said, then added quickly, “as long as it doesn’t land me in jail.”

“It has risks,” Ellen admitted. “But prison isn’t one of them.”

Dana let out a short, nervous laugh, trying to mask the sudden flutter in her stomach. “Are you actually going to tell me,” she asked, “or are you just going to keep dangling this like a tease?”

“This isn’t just a story,” Ellen said quietly. Her gaze locked onto Dana’s, unflinching now. “It’s a confession. And you’re the first person I’ve ever trusted with what I did—and with what I could give you the chance to do.”

Dana’s nerves snapped. Heat rushed up her spine, impatience tangling with dread. “For fuck’s sake, Ellen,” she blurted, “what did you do?”

Silence stretched, thick and intimate. Ellen’s mouth opened, closed. She inhaled as if bracing herself for impact, as if once the words left her lips there would be no pulling them back. Dana tipped her head, rolling her eyes in a brittle attempt at humor, but her pulse was hammering now.

Ellen exhaled sharply and the truth spilled out all at once, raw and unapologetic.

“I became a porn star.”

The words landed heavy between them, charged, buzzing with implication. Ellen didn’t look away. She didn’t soften it or dress it up. She just watched Dana, her expression a mix of challenge and naked vulnerability, as if daring her to recoil—and daring her not to.


Chapter 4

“What did you just say?” Dana’s eyes went wide, the air between them suddenly charged.

“You heard me.” Ellen didn’t look away. “Right after college, when I was modeling, one of the women I worked with drifted into porn. She started with studio shoots, then branched out on her own—built a site, called the shots, directed as much as she performed.”

Dana stared. “You… made porn.” She blinked hard, as if the word might rearrange itself into something easier. “Wow. I—I don’t even know what to say.”

“I do.” Ellen’s mouth curved into a crooked, unapologetic smile. “I know it’s a lot to take in. But I took it in just fine.” She paused deliberately. “And I made very good money doing it.”

“Ugh.” Dana twisted her face, half disbelief, half reflex.

“Ugh?” Ellen arched a brow. “You’ve been sleeping with men half your age like it’s an Olympic sport, but because I got paid for it, that’s where you draw the line?”

“That’s not—” Dana dragged a hand through her hair, trying to organize her thoughts. “Being a hooker is one thing. It’s transactional. But porn? Cameras? Crews? Being naked with men you don’t even know?”

“Sometimes more than one.” Ellen gave her a slow, deliberate wink. “With the right headspace and the right people, it can actually be… fun.”

“My God, Ellen.” Dana’s voice dropped. “Didn’t you worry someone would recognize you?”

“I worried.” Ellen’s tone softened. “I still do, sometimes—and it’s been three years since I last shot anything.”

Dana’s breath caught. “Your divorce was five years ago.” Her eyes widened again. “You did this for two years?”

Ellen nodded once. “About eighty shoots. A little over a hundred thousand, all told.” She shrugged lightly. “Some scenes pay better than others. If you’re open-minded and reliable, you can work three times a week. Sometimes more.”

“Three times a week,” Dana repeated, stunned, as if the number itself had weight.

“Even your period isn’t a deal breaker,” Ellen went on calmly. “There’s always blowjob content, hand stuff. I even did a couple of foot fetish videos.” She lifted one shoulder. “They don’t pay much, but—”

“Stop.” Dana held up both hands, overwhelmed. “Please. I can’t believe what I’m hearing. Tell me you’re not messing with me.”

“I’m not.” Ellen’s gaze was steady, sincere. “But you’ll have to trust me. I’m not about to hand you stage names or links.”

“But it’s all still out there,” Dana pressed. “You didn’t have them taken down?”

“I tried,” Ellen said. “Once I’d made enough and got Beautiful You stable again, I pulled everything I could from the original sites. But porn gets copied like wildfire. Mirrors, pirate sites—thousands of them. Every now and then I look, and a few still surface. I stopped chasing it.”

Dana shook her head slowly. “I can’t believe you did it. And if it was five years ago… you were forty-six.”

Ellen laughed, low and unashamed. “Honey, thanks to MILF and mommy porn, forty-six is practically entry level.”

Dana grimaced. “Mommy?”

“Older women usually get slotted two ways.” Ellen counted them off lazily. “One: the MILF—confident, filthy, powerful. Sometimes a career woman, sometimes a friend’s mom, sometimes a full-on cougar hunting exactly what you’re chasing right now.”

“And the other?”

“The incest fantasy stuff,” Ellen said plainly. “Moms. Aunts.”

“Oh God.” Dana’s face drained of color. “Please tell me you didn’t do any of that.”

“Why wouldn’t I?” Ellen lifted one shoulder, unbothered. “Those scenes paid more than the rest, and it wasn’t like the guy was actually my son.” Her mouth curved in a pragmatic half-smile. “Maybe because I never had kids, it didn’t feel as loaded to me. That was part of why I dared to do it at all. If I’d had children, I wouldn’t have gone anywhere near that world. I’d never risk putting them in that position.”

She extended a finger toward Dana, casual but pointed.

“You don’t have kids either. And let’s be honest—you haven’t exactly had a crowded social circle the last decade. You worked mostly with women, just the way Ben preferred it. The chances of anyone recognizing you? Slim.”

“Wait—stop.” Dana held up a hand, heat rushing to her face. “You’re talking like I’ve already said I’d consider this.”

“I want you to.” Ellen’s smile softened, then sharpened with something knowing when she noticed Dana’s gaze lingering. “What—are you imagining me in it?” Her eyes glittered. “You’re not the only one who’s held up well over the years.”

She rose from behind the desk and stepped into the open space, turning slowly, deliberately, like she was aware of an invisible lens tracking her every move. It wasn’t exaggerated—just a controlled, unhurried rotation of her body, a quiet confidence that asked to be looked at.

For the first time since walking in, Dana really saw her. Not as an agent, not as a confidante—but as a woman. Ellen was taller than she was, her posture still athletic, the kind of strength that came from a lifetime of knowing her body and how to use it. Her legs, encased in sheer black stockings, stretched long and elegant beneath the hem of a fitted gray dress. Slim, yes—but sculpted, shapely, made to draw the eye.

She’d never been overly endowed, but that had always been part of her appeal. Dana remembered the nudes from years ago—how Ellen’s breasts had sat high and proud, perfect handfuls. Time hadn’t ruined that. A well-chosen bra lifted and framed them now, offering a teasing glimpse of cleavage, snug and inviting, as if daring someone to look closer.

And her ass—God. Compact, heart-shaped, hugged tight by the fabric of her skirt. Small enough that a single large hand could claim it, fingers digging in with ease. Unbidden, Dana’s mind supplied an image: Ellen bent forward, hips held firmly, those hands guiding her rhythm, fucking her with purpose. The picture flashed hot and vivid before she could stop it.

Ellen’s blonde hair still fell in loose waves, brushing her shoulders. Dana imagined it spilling down her back, imagined fingers tangling in it, pulling just hard enough. Her breasts would bounce with each thrust, delicate and enticing, her wide blue eyes blown open with sensation as she stared straight into a camera. Those perfect, bow-shaped lips—always too pretty—parted around breathless sounds, moans that wouldn’t be faked.

Dana shook herself, blinking hard, as another thought slipped in—dangerous and electric—what it might feel like to be bare and exposed like that, to be touched and watched, to surrender to a lens that captured everything. She forced it away, heart thudding.

“I did dye my hair back then. And I wore wigs sometimes—shorter styles,” Ellen said, as if she hadn’t just turned Dana’s imagination inside out. She reclaimed her seat behind the desk, smoothing her dress. “You know how it is. With makeup and a different color, you can change your whole look.” Her eyes flicked up knowingly. “As a model, I don’t think I need to explain that to you.”

“Unless you’re fronting the glossy studio titles—the big names like Vivid or Tropic—and you’ve climbed to that rarefied Jenna Jameson tier, most men wouldn’t know the face of an average performer if she sat beside them on a plane.”

Dana snorted softly. “That depends on the man. Some of them consume porn like oxygen.”

Ellen inclined her head, conceding the point. “Fair. But the MILF niche? That audience skews young. College boys, barely grown, and women who fantasize about being the older presence in the scene. Men our age usually swing the opposite direction—teen fantasies, daddy dynamics. They’re not hunting for women who look like they could challenge them intellectually.”

Dana shook her head, tension tightening her shoulders. “I can’t do this, Ellen. There are too many reasons.”

Ellen’s gaze sharpened, knowing. “And the loudest one is being recognized. Not the obvious exposure—everyone seeing you naked—but being known. Being identified.”

“That’s a huge part of it,” Dana said dryly. “‘Hey, weren’t you in Dana Darling Rides Again?’”

Ellen laughed. “Admit it, that’s a killer title. And your maiden name? Porn gold.”

“Porn Google gold,” Dana shot back. “Perfect for someone to type in and tumble straight from my old modeling shots into hardcore clips. ‘Wow, that Dana—fell on hard times. And hard things too.’”

“Your prime was before social media metastasized,” Ellen said calmly. “And names aren’t an issue anyway. You pick one. Or they’ll suggest half a dozen until something fits your mouth just right.”

Dana’s lips thinned. “Women get outed. When it happens, it’s brutal.”

Ellen leaned forward. “By who? Your parents are gone. You never had kids. You haven’t spoken to your cousins in years. Who exactly are you afraid of disappointing?”

Dana didn’t hesitate. “Myself.”

The word hung between them, raw and honest.

“Is it really that shameful?” Ellen asked gently. “Porn isn’t the filthy, drug-soaked, exploitative pit it once was.” She paused, realistic. “All right, some corners still are. But most of what’s thriving now comes from small, focused studios—kink-specific, woman-run. Performers set boundaries. They choose partners. They walk if something feels off.”

Dana stayed silent, listening despite herself.

“No one is forced into anything,” Ellen continued, her voice firm. “Not the women I’d ever point you toward. This isn’t runaways and desperation anymore. Half the young girls are paying for college. And the older women?” A knowing smile curved her mouth. “They’re making obscene money doing exactly what we were just talking about.”

Dana let out a breath. “Ellen, I’ve never even gone fully nude. The closest I got was bikinis—topless, sure, but always covered. Arms, hands. Strategic.”

“And how did that make you feel?” Ellen asked, eyes glinting.

“Completely different,” Dana said. “There wasn’t a man between my thighs. No camera capturing him fucking me, or my mouth wrapped around his cock.”

“Dana,” Ellen said softly, deliberately, “you’ve told me what the camera does to you. It isn’t just the lens—it’s what your mind does with it. The idea of men watching. Wanting. Imagining themselves where the light and the attention are.”

“I know,” Dana said, frustration edging her voice. “But turning that into me agreeing to be a porn star is a hell of a leap.”

Ellen smiled, slow and certain. “Is it? You were a goddamn wildfire when you were younger. Fearless. Hungry. You never cared what the men you fucked thought about you afterward. You don’t have an insecure bone in your body, Dana. You never did.”

“And you’d just be picking up the thread where you dropped it,” Ellen said softly, like she was easing Dana into warm water. “The only difference is the age range. Younger men. No expectations, no emotional gymnastics. Just bodies colliding. And let’s not pretend you’ve ever been delicate about getting messy when you want something.”

Dana snorted. “There’s a canyon-sized gap between fucking some guy in a motel room or on his couch and doing it under lights, with a crew hovering, knowing it’s going to live forever online. That’s not a small difference.”

“It is if you let it be,” Ellen replied, palms open, coaxing. “Just humor me. Strip away the part where you imagine faceless strangers watching it years from now. Freeze the moment at the filming itself.”

She leaned in, voice dropping, deliberate. “You were practically dripping in that schoolgirl shoot with Jake. Don’t deny it. Now picture this instead—no costume, nothing to hide behind. Every inch of that incredible body bare. A young man between your thighs, hard and eager, thick cock in his hand, right there in front of people. You honestly expect me to believe you wouldn’t be clenching, desperate to touch yourself just from the thought?”

Dana exhaled sharply. “Fantasy makes everything hotter. Plenty of women fantasize about things they’d never actually want to happen.”

“And that’s exactly why porn exists,” Ellen shot back. “It lets people play with the edge without bleeding for it.”

Dana laughed, sharp and bitter. “Because the performers do the bleeding. And let’s be real—it’s mostly the women. A guy gets recognized and he’s a legend. A woman gets recognized and she’s a slut for life.”

“I’m not pretending porn is ever going to win a Mother Teresa award,” Ellen said with a shrug. “But sex workers aren’t pariahs the way they used to be. There’s more respect now. Not universal—but more.”

“You can dress it up however you want,” Dana said. “I’m still not doing it. Not once. And definitely not enough scenes to make the kind of money I need in a few months.”

Ellen hesitated, then nodded. “I’m still close with Sylvia. I talked to her.”

Dana’s head snapped up. “You what?”

“Not your name,” Ellen added quickly, lifting a hand. “Just the situation. How close it mirrors mine. She’s willing to front you an advance, so you’d have the cash immediately.”

Dana stared at her. “Which means I’d be locked into a whole run of shoots.”

“Yes,” Ellen said evenly. “And once you hit the agreed number, you’re free. Walk away. Or don’t. I didn’t.”

Dana shook her head slowly. “So you invited me here to talk, but this was the real play all along. That’s not a conversation—that’s a setup.”

Ellen winced. “Fair. Guilty. And since we’re being honest, I should tell you something else.” She took a breath. “I was the one who told Burt to make sure that kid was there. I needed to see if the old Dana was still alive. And she was. It showed in those photos—and more importantly, in how you were afterward.”

Dana folded her arms, heat crawling up her spine. “So because I still like sex, because I still get turned on easily, that somehow turns into, ‘Sure, let’s upload videos of me on my knees with a cock in my mouth for the entire internet to devour.’ That’s your logic?”

Her voice wasn’t shaking—but something underneath it was.

“You don’t have to love it,” Ellen said quietly, steadying the air between them. “And you don’t even have to do it. I’m just telling you it saved me—and right now, you’re boxed in.” She touched her chest, a small, earnest gesture. “Dana, before I got married I was tame. Vanilla. My sex life back then barely registered on the Richter scale, certainly nothing wilder than yours ever was.”

She exhaled, eyes drifting somewhere inward. “I knew I was attractive. I knew men looked. But stepping in front of a camera like that?” A soft laugh slipped out. “I was shaking so badly my first day they shut the whole thing down. Sylvia took one look at me, sent me home, told me to sit with it awhile. And I did. I thought about quitting a hundred times.” Her mouth curved, sharp and defiant. “Then I thought about Russ. About him winning. And I couldn’t let that happen.”

Ellen’s voice dropped, thickened. “What got me through was imagining his face—if he ever saw his wife spread out and getting absolutely wrecked by a nine-inch cock attached to a twenty-year-old body that looked carved out of pure muscle. That image lit something in me. Spite, maybe. Or power.” She shrugged. “Whatever it was, it worked.”

She leaned back, more relaxed now. “Somewhere along the way, it stopped being something I endured and started being… my sex life. I liked the shoots. I really did. Sylvia doesn’t tolerate egos or assholes—any guy with attitude gets tossed. She keeps it playful, safe, sexy. No fake rape crap, no brutal rough stuff. She doesn’t even shoot anal. Most of what she produces is made with women in mind.”

Dana frowned slightly. “What does that even mean?”

“It means it’s not that soulless, mechanical shit,” Ellen said. “You know—hole to hole, no eye contact, no touching above the waist. Her scenes breathe. There’s kissing. Clothes coming off slowly. The guys go down on the women, actually work at it. They try to make you come for real. It’s almost like a competition.”

Dana huffed. “And this is where you tell me porn stars secretly love every second of it.”

Ellen smiled, honest. “Some don’t. They act it out, cash the check, go home. Others fall into it. Me?” She laughed again, warmer this time. “The first couple scenes, I faked it. No shame. But once I got comfortable?” Her eyes gleamed. “I came in almost every shoot. It was uncomplicated, drama-free sex. No clingy texts, no expectations. The guys keep their mouths shut—most of them have wives, girlfriends, kids, other jobs. Nobody’s out there bragging.”

Dana crossed her arms. “You really think I could do this? That the second a lens points at me I won’t turn into some kind of… spectacle?” She shook her head. “Never mind how many scenes I’d need to survive.”

“Burt wasn’t lying,” Ellen said calmly. “I already had something specific in mind for you.”

Dana snorted. “Let me guess. Dana fucks the entire zip code?” She waved it off.

“That’s not how it works anymore. Full-length movies are rare. Most sites do thirty-minute themed clips. Like Naughty at Work—office fantasies, power dynamics, that kind of thing.”

Dana’s lips curved. “Were you naughty at work?”

Ellen shot her a look. “Go fish.”

Dana arched a brow, daring. “So you think I should bare my soul and my body, but you’re too embarrassed to tell me what you did?”

“I didn’t say it isn’t embarrassing,” Ellen said. “You know me. I’d die if I thought you were going to run off and look me up.”

Dana sighed, rubbing her temple. “I probably would. Same reason you slow down for a car wreck. You know you shouldn’t—but you still look.”

“I did a whole run of scenarios where a woman tempts one of her kid’s friends,” Ellen said lightly, like she was talking about a yoga class she’d tried once. “It was a playful setup—those boys were supposed to be all nerves and hesitation. The ones who could really sell that shy, barely-holding-it-together act?” She smiled to herself. “They lit me up.”

Dana laughed, eyes glinting. “So the magic words are something like—friend’s ridiculously hot mom?” She gave an exaggerated wink.

“You’d drown in hits,” Ellen said. “Thousands upon thousands. People act like putting something online means instant infamy. They forget how endless the internet is, how much skin is already out there. The truth? The odds of anyone clocking you are surprisingly low.”

“Relax. I’m not planning to hunt you down,” Dana said quickly. And yet, even as the words left her mouth, her mind betrayed her—curious, illicit images flashing through her thoughts. Watching Ellen like that would feel forbidden in a way she couldn’t quite deny.

“A couple years back, Sylvia rolled out a new line,” Ellen continued. “She called it The Next MILF Porn Star. The hook is simple: the woman is a genuine amateur. First time on camera. Ever. It starts with an interview, a little nervous laughter, some clothes coming off… and then it builds all the way to the real thing.”

Dana snorted. “Please. One of those ‘totally real’ reality sites? I’ve stumbled across those. Funny how the ‘first-timer’ somehow has a résumé a mile long.”

“Not with this,” Ellen said. “Sylvia charges a premium, and she backs it up. If anyone can dig up footage of a woman that existed before her shoot, she hands over lifetime access to everything she owns—and a grand in cash. No questions.”

“People lie,” Dana shot back.

“And Sylvia knows how to sniff that out,” Ellen replied calmly. “She’s been doing this for twenty-five years. She can spot a true novice in about thirty seconds.”

Dana shook her head. “It’s not the storyline, Ellen. It’s the act. That’s where I bow out.”

“Are you sure?” Ellen studied her. “I honestly think you’d be one of the women who surprises herself. And unless you’ve got a secret trust fund, how else are you planning to solve the money problem?”

“I don’t know,” Dana said, folding her arms. “But there isn’t a dollar amount big enough to make me take a money shot for every creep with a Wi‑Fi connection.”

“Fair enough,” Ellen said evenly. She grabbed a sticky note, scribbled quickly, and slid it across the desk. “If you change your mind, call me first so I can give her a heads-up. That’s the link to her agency.”

“Agency,” Dana muttered, tucking the note into her purse despite herself. “Since when is fucking on camera a talent?”

“It’s not the sex,” Ellen said with a weary little sigh. “It’s being able to do it under lights, with people watching, and still make it look good. Besides, you’d be amazed how many grown adults are just terrible in bed.” She paused. “You and I managed to marry two of them.”

Dana winced, then laughed. “Point taken.” She stood, smoothing her jacket. “Thanks—for being honest with me. I know I probably don’t sound grateful, but it’s… a lot to take in.”

“I’ve got another appointment coming,” Ellen said. “Let’s plan dinner soon. Drinks, too.”

“I’d like that,” Dana replied. “And really—I do appreciate you trying to help. Even if it’s not something I can say yes to.”

“It’s not a ticking clock,” Ellen said lightly, as if brushing away dust. “The offer stands. The site will still be there, and Sylvia isn’t disappearing anytime soon.” She snapped her fingers, eyes sharpening with sudden remembrance. “Oh—there is one detail I almost forgot.”

Dana lifted a brow. “And that would be?”

Ellen leaned in a fraction, lowering her voice as though the walls might blush. “Because they’re obsessed with authenticity—real, untouched, first time on camera—they compensate generously.”

Dana exhaled a soft laugh. “I honestly have no frame of reference. I don’t know what any of this even pays.”

“For a simple one-on-one scene with a guy? Around a grand. Sometimes a little more, depending.”

Dana’s mouth curved, humor flickering over something more complicated. She clapped her hands once, mock-delighted. “Well hell. Only thirty-five shoots to hit my number.” She paused, then grinned wickedly. “Forget a GoFundMe—we’d call it a Come Fuck Me.”

Ellen snorted despite herself, lips twitching. “I’ll give you that. It was clever, even if you meant it sideways.” Then her expression shifted, all teasing gone. “But just so you know—Beth pays significantly better for the Next Milf Porn Star category.”

Dana tilted her head. “What, like fifteen hundred?”

“No.” Ellen’s voice was calm, almost clinical, which somehow made it hit harder. “Think bigger. As much as ten grand.”


Chapter 5

“Careful, gentlemen,” Dana purred as she reached their table, her smile smooth and practiced, the kind that promised indulgence without ever quite delivering it. “Four Jameson. And your cigars.”

She balanced the tray on her hip, unhurried, deliberate. One by one she slid the glasses onto the polished wood, the amber liquor catching the low light, then placed the cigars beside them—thick, expensive, and ostentatious. A hundred and fifty dollars apiece, just to be burned for show. The men were the same breed she saw every night: loud confidence stitched into suits that tried a little too hard, men performing success for one another.

Dana leaned farther over the table than necessary, slow enough to feel the shift of attention. The men on one side got an unmissable view of her cleavage, lush and barely restrained by lace; the others were treated to the curve of her ass as her skirt crept higher with the angle of her body. She felt their eyes like heat against her skin and pretended not to notice—pretended, but didn’t correct it.

The outfit had been Burt’s joke at first, a leftover from the shoot, given to her with a smirk. But it worked. God, did it work. She’d knotted the shirt just like she had that day, exposing the swell of her breasts, the bra beneath doing more teasing than supporting. She’d ditched the original panties in favor of a white thong that showed off exactly what the others hid. The heels were higher, sharper, and she’d kept the knee-high stockings, the white stretching smooth over her calves.

Her hair, pulled into playful pigtails, brushed her cheeks as she leaned in. She tossed her head lightly, letting them sway, and flashed the smile that paid her rent.

“So what’s the deal?” the man who’d ordered the round said, eyeing her openly. “You supposed to be some kind of schoolgirl? You look more like the principal.”

Dana’s jaw tightened for half a second before she smoothed it away. “Only as old as you feel,” she said, voice light, sweet enough to pass.

“Relax, Joe,” one of the others cut in with a laugh. “And get your terms straight. Private schools don’t have principals—they’ve got headmistresses.” His gaze dragged over her. “You the headmistress?”

Another snorted. “Nah. White stockings. We’d see the dirt on her knees.” He grinned at his own joke. “Or do you just make them stand while you sit?”

Dana drew the tray back to her chest, fingers curling tight around its edge, hiding the tremor that ran through her hands—the sharp, unwanted urge to crack one of them across the mouth with it.

“Will that be all for now, gentlemen?” she asked evenly, professionalism stretched thin but intact.

Joe ignored the question, lifting his cigar and snipping the end with a gold cutter that screamed fake luxury. “You didn’t answer me. You playing naughty schoolgirl tonight?”

She met his eyes, held his stare, and smiled again—controlled, impeccable. “It’s just a fun outfit,” she said. “We like our guests to enjoy themselves.”

Joe’s mouth twisted as he looked her over, his gaze crawling with deliberate cruelty. “Maybe you were something special a couple decades back,” he said, voice slick with contempt. “Now? You just look like you’re trying too damn hard.” His eyes dragged slowly over her chest, her hips. “You don’t look like a naughty schoolgirl. You look like the trashy mom who’d get on her knees for the principal just to keep her busted kid from getting suspended.”

Heat flared behind Dana’s ribs, sharp and immediate, but she held her face steady, smile locked in place like armor.

“Jesus, Joe,” the quiet one finally cut in, irritation edging his tone. “Ease up. There’s no reason to be a complete asshole.”

Joe only leaned back farther in his chair, spreading himself out, enjoying the space he took. “I’m spending real money here,” he said lazily. “This place is crawling with tight little playthings, and they stick us with… this?” His smirk was slow and mean. “What is it, sweetheart? The strip club kick you to the curb because gravity finally caught up with those tits?”

Dana’s fingers tightened around the tray. She tasted copper where she bit the inside of her cheek.

“I’m sorry about him,” the quiet man said, clearly embarrassed. He reached into his pocket, pulled out a folded bill, and held it toward her. “Here. For… putting up with that.”

She was just about to take it when Joe snatched the twenty out of his hand with a sharp laugh.

“No freebies,” he said. “If you want it, earn it.” He flicked his fingers toward the man beside him, then back to Dana. “Twenty’s probably generous for you these days. Bet there’s a lot of wear and tear on that pussy.”

“That’s enough.”

The voice came from behind her, calm but edged with steel.

Dana stepped back as Jim appeared at her side, his presence immediate and solid. Relief surged through her—hot and shaky—until it curdled.

“Yeah, there is a problem,” Joe shot back, staring up at Jim, drunk on his own bravado. “I don’t come here to look at women my wife’s age. Get me one of those juicy little numbers and move this desperate housewife along.”

Dana waited—heart pounding—for Jim to shut him down.

Instead, Jim’s hand closed gently around her elbow. He turned her away from the table and started walking her toward the bar.

The sting of it surprised her more than the insults.

“Thanks for having my back,” she muttered, yanking her arm free once they were out of earshot.

Jim exhaled. “I know. I’m sorry. That guy’s father is a heavyweight. Total piece of shit, but Gabe makes us swallow it.”

“Then switch me out,” Dana snapped. “Because if I go back over there, I’m liable to use that fancy cigar cutter to take off a finger.”

“I will. I promise.” They stopped at the bar, and Jim let his hand fall away. His eyes softened as he looked at her. “For what it’s worth, I think you’re hot as hell.”

She laughed despite herself, the sound a little breathless. “That’s… sweet. I think.” As always, her gaze betrayed her, sliding over him slowly.

Tall. Wide shoulders straining the black T-shirt. Shaved head that only made those sharp green eyes stand out more. Jim was all contained power and quiet menace, the kind of man her body noticed long before her brain caught up. At twenty-four, he landed squarely in her fantasies, and he’d starred in more than one restless, damp night since she’d started working there. The idea of his hands, his mouth, the weight of him—it made her thighs tighten.

Too bad he was off-limits.

“I’m not sweet,” Jim said, smiling down at her, voice low. “And neither are you.” His head tipped slightly, eyes intent. “So when are you and I going to grab a real drink somewhere and actually have some fun?”

“Sorry, Jim.” Dana shook her head, even as her smile lingered. “I’ve lived long enough to know better than to mess around where I collect a paycheck.”

His grin turned slow and deliberate, the kind that promised trouble. “That just tells me you’ve lived long enough to learn a few things worth knowing.” His gaze slid over her, unhurried, appreciative, lingering in places that made her skin prickle. “Those assholes out there only chase girls barely out of high school because they don’t have the nerve for a woman who actually knows what she wants.”

“Oh?” Dana arched a brow, playful, though her body betrayed her. Warmth pooled low in her belly, a damp ache she pretended not to notice. “And you think you could handle that?”

He laughed, a low, easy sound. “I’d sure as hell try, ma’am.”

She liked the way he said that—like respect and hunger wrapped up together. “Careful,” she murmured. “I might start believing you.” She forced herself not to wet her lips, not to lean closer. “But you’re going to have to make do with your flavor-of-the-week and keep me safely filed away in your imagination.”

Jim winced theatrically. “That’s just cruel.”

“Life is,” she said lightly.

“Then maybe I’ll dress the next one up. Something cute.” His eyes sparkled. “A little schoolgirl skirt, maybe.”

Dana laughed, the sound surprising herself. “Maybe I’ll let you borrow mine.”

He tilted his head. “How about the thong instead?” His voice dropped. “Just peel it off after your shift and hand it over.”

Her pulse jumped. She leaned in just enough to make the tease unmistakable. “Sweetheart, if your face is ever anywhere near my thong, it’s because I’m still wearing it.”

He pressed a hand to his chest as if wounded. “You really know how to make a man suffer.” With one last look—heated, promising—he turned and headed back to the floor.

“Table four’s drinks are ready,” Mandy called from behind the bar. The bartender’s barely-there French maid costume clung to her young, lithe body like a second skin.

Dana set her tray down and reached for the glasses, but paused when Cindy swooped in beside her. “I’ve got it. Gabe wants you in the back.”

“Yeah, but—”

“I’ll give you whatever they tip,” Cindy said quickly. “You know how Gabe gets if you don’t show up the second he snaps his fingers.”

Dana sighed. “Bet with that slob, a minute is all it takes.”

Cindy snorted with laughter as Dana headed off.

She crossed the club with practiced ease, hips swaying, aware of every gaze that followed her legs. Being watched still sent a thrill through her, a delicious hum under her skin. Even these overfed, overdressed dogs—she didn’t want them, not for any amount—but knowing they wanted her? That never got old.

Ellen’s words drifted back into her thoughts, uninvited and persistent. Dana tried to shake them off, but her imagination had other plans. She pictured it too clearly: not just naked, but shamelessly on display, lights hot against her skin, cameras capturing everything. The slow drag of a mouth between her thighs. The weight of a man thrusting into her, then another angle, another position. Ending slick and spent, marked—on her breasts, her face—while unseen strangers watched and touched themselves, or carried that hunger home to someone else, fucking them hard while wishing it was Dana Darling beneath them.

She swallowed, heat flaring again, and kept walking. Some fantasies were dangerous like that—once they took root, they refused to stay quiet.

“Yeah, sure,” Dana muttered under her breath as she walked away. “More like broke, terrified-of-the-street, midlife-crisis cougar-in-training.”

She slipped behind the second bar on the far side of the club, the one most customers didn’t even realize existed, and followed the narrow hallway that led to Gabe’s office. The place always smelled faintly of beer and fried food back here, a greasy undertone that never quite left. The door stood ajar, but she knocked anyway, knuckles rapping once against the wood.

“Hey, Gabe—you wanted to see me?”

“Yeah. Come on in.” His voice drifted out, rough and low.

Dana stepped inside and took in the familiar sight: Gabe parked behind his battered desk, white ribbed tank clinging to his thick torso, a sweating pitcher of beer at his elbow and a plate of half-devoured buffalo wings bleeding orange grease onto a napkin. It was such a cliché it almost made her smile.

Almost.

Gabe was a big man, broad and heavy, with watery brown eyes and drooping jowls that always reminded her of a sad Saint Bernard. He could sound like a world-class asshole when he wanted to—gruff, dismissive, all bark—but she knew better. Beneath it, he was fair. He looked out for his people. Over the years, he’d gone out of his way to help more than a few of the long-timers when life kicked them in the teeth.

“What’s going on?” Dana asked, shifting her weight. “I’ve gotta get back out there—my section’s slammed.”

“I know.” He gestured to the chair across from him. “But sit down a second.”

Her pulse ticked up. It wasn’t what he said—it was how he said it. No sarcasm. No annoyed scowl. His voice was quieter than usual, his expression stripped of that permanent irritation everyone assumed was just his face.

Dana didn’t sit. “What’s up? I screw something up?”

“Not intentionally.” He lifted the pitcher and topped off the mug beside his plate, the beer foaming softly. “But we’ve got a situation.”

Her stomach clenched. “What kind of situation?”

“We got a complaint. From a high roller.”

“About me?” She frowned. “I’m always professional with the customers.”

“It just happened. And you already know who it was.”

“That prick Joe?” Her voice sharpened. “The one who was rude to me for no damn reason? That was, what, five minutes ago?”

Gabe nodded. “He called Ross the second Jim walked you away from the table. Went off about you being ‘too old.’”

Dana stared at him. “You’re fucking kidding me.”

“I wish I was.” He sighed, scrubbing a hand over his mouth. “Look, Dana—I like you. And I don’t give a shit how old you are. You’re hot enough to work here, and then some. Hell, you put a lot of the younger girls to shame. They should be praying they look half that good when they hit forty.”

“Then what is this?” she asked, heat creeping into her chest. “What are you actually trying to say?”

“We’ve had a couple of other losers make the same noise.” He leaned back in his chair. “These sugar-daddy types come in here throwing money around, acting like they own the place. What they want is barely-legal tits and ass hanging off their arms.”

“I’ve never heard a word about this,” Dana said flatly.

“Because I shut it down.” His gaze held hers. “But Joe’s different. His father’s a real-deal bigshot banker. Handles Ross’s investments. Holds the note on the club. Joe told Ross that if you’re not gone, he’s running to daddy and making it his problem.”

Dana’s hands curled into fists at her sides. “Gabe, that’s serious fucking discrimination.”

“I get it,” Gabe said with a tired exhale, rubbing a hand over his mouth. “But let’s be real for a second, Dana. A place like this doesn’t believe in fairness the way the word’s supposed to mean. If a two-hundred-pound woman with a face full of acne walked in asking for a job, we wouldn’t hire her. You know that. And look at me.” He gestured at his own bulk with a humorless snort. “You think I could audition as a male dancer and scream discrimination when they laugh me out the door?”

“Gabe… I need this job.” She hated the tremor that crept into her voice, hated how exposed it made her feel. “It’s all I have right now.”

“I know.” His gaze softened, and for a moment the bluster dropped completely. “I went to bat for you with Ross. You’re good at what you do, and half the regulars ask for you by name. But Joe?” He shook his head. “He’s one of those spoiled little princes who’s never lifted a finger in his life. Daddy buys him everything, including the power to ruin someone else’s day.”

“So he’d really take someone’s livelihood because his precious son doesn’t like how she looks?” Her chest felt tight, breath shallow.

“Men like that don’t see people, Dana. Just obstacles and toys.” Gabe turned away, the chair creaking under his weight, and reached beneath the desk. When he came back around, he was holding a dented metal cashbox. “I’m sorry. I really am. But I’ve got orders.”

The lid snapped open. He pulled out thick folds of crisp bills and began counting, the soft slap of paper echoing in the small room.

“You make, what, about six hundred a week?”

“I… yeah. Around that.” Her head spun. “Gabe, I could lose my house over this. I’ve been hunting for a real job for months. Nothing sticks.”

He nodded grimly. “That’s why this is twelve hundred. Two weeks’ pay.” He slid the stack across the desk toward her. “I’m doing this off the books, so I’ll be juggling numbers to cover it. I wish I could do more.”

Her fingers closed around the money. With a reflex born of habit and survival, she folded it and tucked it into the warm hollow of her bra, right against her skin.

“And listen,” he added, clearing his throat. “I know Harry over at the Pretty Kitty. I could put in a word, get you on there.”

Her head snapped up. “That’s a strip club.”

“They’ve got waitresses who don’t dance.”

“They’re topless,” she shot back.

“And you’ve got absolutely nothing to be ashamed of.” His eyes flicked briefly to her chest, not leering, just stating fact. “You’d make more there than you ever did here.”

“If I wanted to be topless, I’d already be working there,” Dana snapped, the humiliation burning hot. “And how long before someone there complains I don’t have perky twenty-year-old tits?”

“Different crowd.” He shrugged. “Tits are tits. I’ve been in there—there are a few older women. All they care about is a nice body and a friendly smile.”

“I… I can’t.” The word came out thin, final.

“I understand.” He leaned back, resigned. “But if you change your mind, call me. I’ll get you in.” He stood and extended his hand. “I’m sorry, Dana. This is bullshit, and it’s not fair. I feel like a real bastard, but my hands are tied.”

“It’s not on you.” She shook his damp, heavy hand, managing a small, sad smile. “You’re not half the asshole you pretend to be. Just unlucky enough to work for one.”

“Where else would I go?” He patted his stomach with a rueful grin. “The Marines?”

As she stood, smoothing her clothes, she couldn’t help the bitter humor that slipped out. “Maybe the topless bar. Your boobs are bigger than mine.”

“Oh—damn,” Gabe groaned, clutching his chest like she’d landed a real blow. “Straight to the heart.” His mouth curved into a wounded grin, eyes softening as he looked at her. “I’d wish you luck, but something tells me you won’t need it. You’ve got that thing about you, Dana. You try, you survive. You always do.”

“Thanks,” she said quietly. “And don’t worry. Your secret’s safe. The money never came from you.”

“I’ll tell anyone who asks you earned every penny.” He wagged his tongue at her in mock lechery.

She snorted. “Please. No one would buy that.”

“Oh? And why’s that?”

“Because a woman would need a hell of a lot more incentive than this to sleep with you,” she shot back sweetly. “And even then, she’d need a search party and a good thirty minutes just to locate your dick.”

Gabe barked out a laugh, shaking his head. “Jesus, I really am going to miss you. You’re the only woman here who gives me this much shit.” He lifted his coffee mug in a small, sincere salute. “Don’t ever stop being you.”

Dana’s smile faltered, just a little. “As soon as I figure out who that is these days, I’ll keep it in mind.”

She left his office and leaned back against the cool wall in the hallway, closing her eyes. She drew in slow, steady breaths, trying to loosen the tight knot twisting low in her stomach. Panic hovered just beneath the surface, sharp and relentless. The cash tucked into her bra would keep the lights on for a few weeks, cover the bare minimum—but after that? Nothing. No shifts. No checks. No safety net.

Reality pressed in, heavy and unavoidable. Selling the house. Admitting she’d lost. And even that wasn’t a solution she could grab onto right now—houses didn’t sell overnight, and she didn’t have a couch to crash on while she waited for her share of whatever equity remained. Her world felt like it was shrinking by the second.

A door opened down the hall. Dana’s eyes lifted on instinct.

Jim stepped out of the supply room, arms full, hauling three cases of bottled water like they weighed nothing at all. The snug black T‑shirt stretched across his chest and shoulders, the fabric pulling tight over muscle that flexed with every step. He turned, caught her watching, and flashed a slow, unapologetic smile—one that lingered as his gaze dipped briefly to her legs before climbing back up again.

Something stirred in her chest. Not panic. Not fear. Something warmer. Sharper.

When he disappeared back into the club, Dana pushed herself off the wall and inhaled once more, deeper this time. Back when she was younger, she’d lived by a simple rule: if it felt good and no one was getting hurt, why the hell not? Somewhere along the way—marriage, compromise, disappointment—she’d buried that woman.

But Ben was gone. And right now, she had nothing left to lose.

She was already screwed, so she might as well stop pretending she wasn’t. And if Gabe wanted her to never stop being herself, then maybe—just maybe—this was still part of who she was.

Dana squared her shoulders and strode back down the corridor, heels decisive against the floor as she emerged from behind the bar. She scanned the room, the low lights and murmuring crowd, and spotted Jim where he always perched—on the tall stool near the wide doorway to the smoking lounge.

Her pulse ticked up. Not yet.

Instead, she pivoted smoothly, letting her hips lead, and headed for the other side of the club—straight toward the table where Joe was sitting.

“Hey, asshole,” she said when she reached the table, her voice cool and razor-sharp.

Joe looked up slowly, a crooked grin spreading across his face. “You’re still here?” he drawled. “I figured you’d be under a desk somewhere, begging to keep your job.”

Dana didn’t bother answering. She reached out, plucked the cigar from between his fingers with deliberate care, and dropped it straight into his whiskey. The hiss was soft but satisfying. While he stared at the glass like his brain had short-circuited, she lifted it and flung the contents directly into his face.

“What the fuck?” Joe choked, sputtering as scotch and soggy ash streaked down his cheeks and soaked into his shirt.

“Oh no,” Dana gasped, mock horror widening her eyes. “Your suit.” She clutched her chest theatrically. “You better call daddy and have him buy you a new one.”

She slammed the empty glass down onto the table. It shattered on impact, the crack sharp and final, echoing her decision. Then she pivoted on her heel and started away, catching, just in time, the man who’d tried to defend her earlier—laughing openly now, flashing her an enthusiastic thumbs-up.

“You fucking cunt!” Joe shouted after her. “You think you’re goddamn funny?”

Dana didn’t even slow. She lifted both hands behind her, middle fingers raised high in a lazy, defiant salute, holding the pose as she crossed the club. Laughter rippled outward, applause breaking loose, whistles cutting through the noise. Every waitress within sight looked like she wanted to join in.

She ignored it all and stopped in front of Jim.

He was staring at her like she’d just detonated something beautiful and dangerous in front of him.

Dana met his gaze, calm and unapologetic. Then, without breaking eye contact, she slid her hand beneath her skirt. In full view of the room, she tugged her thong down her thighs, letting it pool at her knees. She stepped out of it neatly, unhurried, and shoved the warm scrap of fabric up toward Jim’s face.

“Guess what, kiddo?” she said, smiling as a roar of cheers erupted behind her. “I don’t eat here anymore.” Her eyes flicked over him, slow and promising. “You can settle for a sniff… or be outside in fifteen minutes for an all-you-can-eat.”

She let the thong fall, turned, and strutted across the foyer and out of the club, her hips swaying to the sound of clapping, laughter, and long, appreciative whistles chasing her into the night.


Chapter 6

“Mmm—hnng,” Jimmy muffled against Dana’s heat, his voice dissolving into a vibration as she settled herself over his mouth, thighs framing his face.

“Don’t try to talk with your mouth busy, sweetheart,” she laughed softly, wicked and breathless, rolling her hips in tight, demanding circles. She pressed herself down harder, unapologetic, claiming his tongue. “Make me come first. Then you can say whatever you want.”

His response was a helpless groan swallowed by her slick warmth as she leaned forward and wrapped her hand around him. He was only half-awake there, soft but willing, and she stroked him with slow patience, coaxing, teasing, determined to pull another erection from his tired body. Beneath her, he writhed, but her knees pinned his arms, keeping him exactly where she wanted him—useful, obedient, deliciously trapped.

“The quicker I get off,” she murmured, even as she frowned slightly at his reluctance, “the quicker you get to fuck me again.” Her thumb brushed his tip, testing him. “Or what—are you done with me already?”

The sound he made was needy, almost broken, especially when she ground her aching clit deliberately against his tongue.

Her smile turned predatory. “Then I’ll just have to convince you.”

Dana folded forward, bracing on her elbows, and took him into her mouth. The taste made her moan—herself, him, the mix of sweat and sex still clinging to his skin. She worked him with renewed focus, mouth skilled and unhurried, tongue swirling as her head began a steady rhythm, drawing him back to life.

Beneath her, Jimmy sighed into her body, his tension easing as his cock thickened and filled her mouth, hardening fully under her attention. She felt it, smiled around him, and shifted her weight, sliding her knees free. Instantly, his arms wrapped around her waist, pulling her down as his tongue returned to her with hungry purpose.

“There we go,” she whispered, lifting her mouth just long enough to circle her tongue around his flushed head. “You take care of me… and I’ll make sure you’re taken care of.”

She took him back in, slower now, luxuriating in the weight and heat of him, savoring every inch. She focused on the tip, tormenting him, drawing out his need until his breath hitched.

Jimmy groaned and thrust, hips bucking as his cock pressed insistently against her mouth while she rested her head against his stomach. She inhaled sharply when his hands spread her, exposing her fully, and then she moaned—low and startled—when his fingers teased, then pressed, at her back entrance.

She rocked back instinctively, welcoming the touch, and when he slipped a finger inside, she cried out softly around him, moving with him, letting him explore as she helped him along.

His tongue didn’t relent, working her faster, harder, until her legs trembled. His cock throbbed, his hips driving with renewed hunger, the promise of another round fueling every movement. Dana dragged her nails down his thighs, slow and possessive, then cupped him, playing with him as she surrendered her mouth completely, letting him take what he wanted while she chased the edge he was so expertly pulling her toward.

Her hips jolted sharply when he slipped a finger from his free hand into her slick heat, his mouth never leaving her, lips closing around her clit with hungry focus. The dual invasion stole her breath. She responded instinctively, riding him harder, forcing his fingers deeper—one buried in her cunt, another stretching her ass—while his cock remained claimed by her mouth. Three points of contact, three separate flames licking through her at once.

Her thighs began to shake uncontrollably. Her nipples, tight and aching, brushed against his chest with every frantic movement, sparks shooting straight to her core. She could feel it building again, that familiar coil tightening low in her belly, her third crest of the night rushing toward her with merciless speed.

“That’s hot, Dana. God, look at you—letting him use your mouth like that. Perfect angle.”

The voice bloomed inside her head, sultry and approving, as it had more than once since the moment this night had ignited.

It had started the second Jimmy shut the door behind them. No words. No hesitation. She’d simply unzipped him, freed his cock, and jumped into his arms, wrapping herself around him as she sank down, taking him deep in one bold, needy motion. He’d slammed her into the wall, fucked her hard with her legs locked around his waist, the cheap apartment trembling with the force of it. When she begged him to turn her, he’d obeyed instantly—hands on the wall, ass offered back to him—driving into her from behind until her cries bounced off the thin paneling. He’d pulled out at the last second, stroking himself furiously as he spilled over her ass and thighs, heat splattering her skin.

The first wet splash against her cheek had been when she heard it.

“Lift her skirt—yes, like that. Let’s see all of it. Come on, Jimmy, don’t miss a spot. Dana, stand up straight, let it drip down your legs. That’s gorgeous.”

With the voice had come a hazy sense of being watched, a presence just out of focus, directing them. Instead of fear, it sent a sweet, illicit thrill through her, amplifying every sensation, every thrust, every gasp. Being wanted like that—by Jimmy, by the imagined eyes—only made it hotter.

“Open your eyes, Dana. Look right into the camera.”

In her mind, she saw herself framed perfectly: flushed skin damp with sweat, makeup smeared, hair wild. Her lips stretched around a thick cock, her dark eyes heavy with hunger as she stared out, unashamed, blazing with lust.

The image shattered her.

She cried out around Jimmy’s cock as her body seized, her ass and pussy clenching rhythmically around his fingers. The orgasm tore through her, raw and violent. She lost his cock as her mouth fell open, her voice breaking into helpless cries while wave after wave rolled through her. He didn’t slow—his mouth stayed locked on her clit, his fingers working her through every spasm, dragging the pleasure out until she was shaking apart.

She clung to the image in her head—her face caught mid-ecstasy, eyes blown wide, mouth open in a silent scream—as he continued to work her, his cock twitching close to her lips. Her body was still quivering when she gathered herself and crawled forward on the bed, moving on instinct alone.

She swung a leg over him, settling astride his hips. Reaching down, she wrapped her hand around his cock, guiding him to her still-pulsing entrance. With a slow, greedy rock of her hips, she sank down, taking him fully, burying him deep inside her trembling heat.

“Fuck, that looks incredible,” Jimmy breathed, his voice rough with awe as Dana planted her palms on his ankles and lifted herself, rolling her hips in a slow, deliberate grind. She rode him facing away, giving him the full view as she worked him deep, her body slick and flushed, every movement purposeful.

“Reverse cowboy,” the phantom voice purred inside her head. “God, Dana, that’s perfect.”

She glanced back over her shoulder, eyes dark, mouth parted. “Put your finger back in my ass,” she demanded softly, a command wrapped in heat. “I want you to feel yourself fucking me.”

“Jesus… you’re unreal,” Jimmy groaned, already obeying, sliding his finger into her as she pushed back to meet it.

The sound she made was low and hungry. She rocked harder now, taking him and his finger deep, over and over, her rhythm unrelenting. Jimmy’s free hand gripped her left ass cheek, squeezing roughly as he watched himself disappear inside her, mesmerized by the sight of her riding him like she owned his body.

“Let’s see that body,” the voice urged. “Show them those tits.”

Dana straightened, rising onto her knees across his lap. The angle changed, the pace slowed, turning from raw need into something teasing and sensual. Jimmy couldn’t reach her ass anymore, but his hands slid up eagerly, cupping her full breasts, thumbs brushing over her nipples as she rolled her hips in a languid, intoxicating rhythm.

She lifted her arms over her head, gathering her long hair as if she were posing under hot lights, fully immersed in the fantasy. When she let it fall, she covered his hands with her own, guiding his touch, pinching and rolling her nipples as she rode him. Her body bounced as she picked up speed again, riding him hard, and Jimmy struggled to thrust up into her, his muscles straining beneath her control.

That fantasy—being watched, displayed, captured—kept tightening inside her, sharp and needy, driving her even though this was already their third round. She twisted suddenly, swinging a leg over him and rolling onto her back in one fluid motion.

Jimmy didn’t hesitate. He followed her down, flipping over and settling between her legs, thrusting into her as she lifted her knees and planted her feet against his chest. The new angle was brutal, perfect. He grabbed her bent legs and drove into her with everything he had, making her breasts bounce wildly, the wet, obscene sounds of their bodies colliding filling the room as he pounded into her swollen, slippery cunt.

“Fuck me,” she hissed, reaching back to clutch the headboard, knuckles white. “You said you wanted a real woman? Prove you can handle one.”

Jimmy groaned, something feral breaking loose as he somehow found more, slamming into her harder, faster. Dana pushed against the headboard, using it for leverage, meeting every thrust with one of her own, taking him as deep as possible.

Above her, his face was flushed crimson, sweat dripping down his temples. His breathing was ragged, thrusts frantic and relentless, like he was chasing something just out of reach. There was an intensity in his eyes now that looked less like pleasure and more like a challenge he refused to lose.

“Come on, baby,” she taunted breathlessly. “You can do it. You can give this nasty little slut another load. I know you can.”

“Whoa,” Jimmy gasped between harsh breaths, the word barely more than a whisper as he kept driving into her.

“Like that?” she murmured, voice low and knowing. “You like hearing me say it about myself, don’t you?” She felt the proof immediately—his cock jumped inside her, a thick, involuntary pulse that made her smile even as she gasped. “Yeah… I felt that.”

She rolled her hips once more before continuing, letting the words do what her body already had. “This is who I am with you,” she went on, unflinching, unapologetic. “I come to your place, spread myself open, let you use me. I wrap my mouth around you, taste myself on you afterward.” Her eyes burned into his. “I didn’t come here to pretend I’m sweet. I came to take everything you’ve got—to drain that thick, hungry cock until there’s nothing left.”

“Don’t stop,” he groaned, his thrusts turning quick and shallow, control slipping through his fingers.

“That’s exactly it,” she shot back, breathless. “Don’t you dare stop. Keep fucking me. Keep driving that young, hard dick into my aching, greedy cunt.” Her words were sharp, demanding, every syllable wrapped around him like a fist.

“Jesus, Dana,” he panted. “You sound like you’ve done this for a living.”

Her lips curled. She leaned into the edge of pain where his thrusts struck deepest, teeth clenched. “Then come for me,” she hissed. “Give it to me. Empty yourself. I want you thinking about every guy who wanted me and didn’t get me. Who’s here now? Who had me on his tongue? Who got to bury his face between my legs?”

“Oh—God,” Jimmy choked, his hands shaking where they gripped her knees.

“Who fucked me up against the wall like I was some bad decision from a party?” she pressed, relentless, watching him unravel.

“I—I can’t,” he gasped, panic edging his voice as he pulled out of her, breaking the rhythm.

She surged upright instantly, anger flashing hot and bright. “Don’t tell me that,” she snapped, wrapping her hand around his cock and stroking him hard. “You will.”

His protest dissolved into a startled moan when she spat onto him, slicking her palm and dragging it slow, then faster, over the sensitive head. She leaned close, eyes locked on his face as she worked him.

“I want it,” she said fiercely, cupping his balls, weighing them in her hand. “Every last drop. I’m not letting you hold back.”

“Oh—fuck—” His voice fractured, hips twitching helplessly as she drove him closer, the wet sounds of her hand filling the room along with his ragged groans.

She spat again, then shifted, sliding her forearm beneath her breasts and lifting them high, offering them to him without shame. She angled his cock toward them deliberately. “Right here,” she ordered. “Cover them. I want to feel it.”

“Dana, wait—”

“Stop whining,” she cut in, eyes hard, unyielding. “If I wanted someone who couldn’t keep up, I wouldn’t be here.”

She released her breasts and took him in both hands, letting another ribbon of saliva drip down his already slick shaft before pumping him fast, merciless. His hands came down on her shoulders, gripping tight as broken sounds spilled from his throat.

At last, his body gave in. A long, shuddering sound tore from him—more surrender than pleasure—as his cock leapt in her grasp, spurting hot and thick. It splashed across her right breast, and she turned deliberately, catching more on the other, watching him empty himself for her without looking away.

What he gave her after that was barely anything—a thin spill that slid over her knuckles and traced a lazy path down her wrist. Dana didn’t let up. She kept stroking him with intent, coaxing, milking, determined to wring out whatever his body still owed her.

“Fuck—stop,” he gasped, panic edging his voice as he caught her wrists and gently pried her hands away. His cock was already softening under her touch. “Give us a clean cut, Dana.”

She tipped her chin up at him, lips curving in a slow, satisfied smile. Bringing her hand to her mouth, she dragged her tongue over her fingers, tasting him, savoring the last salty proof. “Thank you, baby,” she murmured, lashes lowered, then lifting to pin him with a look that promised she’d enjoyed every second.

“You’re… welcome,” Jimmy said, leaning back, palms braced on his knees. He let out a shaky laugh. “I think. Jesus. You fuck like a goddamn animal.”

She smiled wider. “You say that like it’s an insult.” She glanced at the other hand, still marked, and cleaned it with the same unhurried thoroughness.

“Wow.” He reached for the water bottle on the nightstand, twisting the cap. “I seriously thought women only did shit like that in porn.”

The comment earned him a brief frown as she took the bottle from him and drank deeply, long swallows cooling the heat in her throat. He took it back when she was done, draining the rest.

“I mean,” he added quickly, “every fantasy’s gotta come from somewhere, right?”

“You think?” She swung her legs off the bed and scanned the floor for her clothes, already shifting out of the haze of sex and back into herself.

“Sure.” He laughed, trying to sound casual. “Porn’s for people who want things they can’t—or won’t—do in real life. Most guys watch it because their wife or girlfriend won’t fuck like that. Guess you just proved those women exist.”

“You make it sound like I’m a myth.” Dana snagged her skirt and stepped into it, tugging it up her hips, a flicker of amusement passing through her as she remembered where she’d been wearing it last.

“I’ve been with a lot of women,” he said, shrugging. “Job perks. Never had one come at me the way you did. And definitely never had someone lick cum off her own hand.”

She found her bra, clipped it behind her back with practiced ease. “I like dirty sex. That’s the whole explanation.”

“Well…” He watched her dress. “You don’t have to rush off. You could stay. We could sleep, grab breakfast in the morning.”

“I don’t do overnights.” She slid her arms through the straps, settling the lace over skin that was still tacky. “Don’t read into it.”

“Oh. Okay. Then maybe a drink tomorrow night? Or dinner? I’m off and—”

“Sorry, Jimmy.” She pulled on her shirt, buttoning it calmly. “I’m a one-time ride. And you’re tapped out. So I’m heading out.”

“Damn.” He shook his head, half laughing. “That’s cold.”

“You offended?” She arched a brow. “You wanted to fuck me. We fucked. Where’s the problem?”

“I wasn’t trying to make you my girlfriend,” he said, then smirked. “But hell, after that, it kind of feels like somebody should be paying somebody.”

“Afterglow isn’t my kink.” She gave his shoulder a light tap as she passed him. “You should stick with girls who like the cuddly stuff.”

“I don’t need sweet,” he said with a shrug, the edge in his voice dulled but still there. “But I’ve never seen anyone shut the door that hard after sex. And women say guys are the assholes.”

The comment scraped at her nerves. “It’s always fine when men do it, though, right?” The irritation surprised her with its heat. She couldn’t tell if she was angry at him for saying it or at herself for recognizing the truth in it. Dana had never thought of herself as unfeeling, never imagined she’d be the kind of woman who could unzip, fuck, and walk away without a backward glance. Yet here she was—cool, composed, already halfway gone.

He shifted, rolling his shoulders. “Depends on the guy. I’m not wired like that. But sure, plenty of men can fuck and disappear. With women, though, it’s different. Only two types can pull that off.”

She snorted softly and rolled her eyes. “Oh, I’m dying to hear this. Please, enlighten me with your vast, worldly wisdom.”

“Hookers,” he said easily. “And porn stars.”

The words landed heavier than she expected. Her spine straightened, her jaw tightening even as her face stayed smooth. “Is that so?”

“Yeah,” he went on, oblivious or pretending to be. “They do it so much for money it stops meaning anything. Like a bartender pouring a drink—no feelings, just muscle memory.”

Her fingers curled at her sides. “Well, I’m neither one of those,” she said coolly. “So I guess your theory’s bullshit.”

He hesitated, then nodded, tugging his shorts up over his hips, eyes fixed anywhere but on her. “Yeah. True. And you liked it. Most pros just fake it.”

“There you go,” she murmured, more to herself than to him. A quiet certainty settled in her chest. “You know damn well I wasn’t pretending.”

“I said most,” Jimmy replied, fastening his waistband, his voice lower now. “The really good ones?” He paused, a crooked smile ghosting his mouth. “They fucking love it.”


Chapter 7

“Excuse me?”

Dana lifted her gaze from the steam curling over her mug and found two young men hovering at the edge of her table, all restless energy and bad timing.

“Yes?” She tilted her head, assessing them. The one on the right caught her attention immediately—broad shoulders, easy confidence, the kind of handsome that didn’t have to try. Helping him wouldn’t have been a hardship.

“Uh… maybe?” he said, then nudged his companion forward. “My buddy thinks he recognizes you.”

The other one—too thin, too eager, his skin still bearing the ghosts of a brutal adolescence—smiled at her like he’d just spotted a celebrity. “I swear I do.”

“Do you?” Dana shrugged, already cataloging the possibilities. A club, a party, a late night she’d half-forgotten. Lately, her life blurred that way.

“Yeah.” His smile turned nervous. “Are you Dana Darling?”

Her fingers tightened around the cup. “How do you know my name?”

The handsome one whooped softly and slapped his friend’s hand. “Told you, man. You don’t forget a face like that.”

“I’m a fan,” Johnny said, practically glowing now.

“A fan of what, exactly?” Dana asked, skepticism sharpening her voice.

“You’ve seen her stuff,” the handsome one—Kenny—said with a grin. “That’s not ‘work.’ She looks like she’s having way too good a time.”

“Modeling can be enjoyable,” Dana said evenly. “But it still takes skill.”

“Modeling?” Johnny echoed, then snorted. “Is that what we’re calling it now?”

She inhaled. “I used to model, and—”

“And now you do porn,” he finished, eyes dragging over her in a way that made her skin prickle. “My current favorite, actually. God, you’re incredible.”

Her stomach dipped. She glanced around the café, suddenly aware of every ear, every sideways look. “Please,” she said quietly.

“You make those little sounds,” Kenny added, amused. “Like you’re shocked every time it happens.”

“And it happens a lot,” Johnny said eagerly. “Your profile says you started four months ago. Twenty scenes already. You must really enjoy yourself.”

“Or really needed the cash,” Kenny said, voice low and ugly with judgment. “There’s something wild about a woman my mom’s age deciding this is how she survives.”

“Keep your voices down,” Dana murmured, heat crawling up her neck despite herself.

“You embarrassed?” Kenny asked, frowning. “Why? In this day and age? With everything online? You had to know people would recognize you.”

“You don’t look embarrassed,” Johnny said softly. “You look like you love it. That smile you give, even when it’s messy… it gets me every time.”

He pulled out his phone, already angling it. “Can I get a picture with you?”

“I’d prefer you didn’t.”

“Come on,” Kenny coaxed, gesturing at his friend. “Do a good deed. He’ll never shut up about it.”

Johnny’s smile turned suggestive. “Or we could skip the café and take some better ones. Somewhere private.”

“You need to leave. Now.” Dana’s voice came out steadier than she felt. She dug into her purse, slapped a crumpled bill on the table without counting it, and pushed to her feet, every instinct screaming at her to get away before her composure shattered.

Kenny stepped into her space instead of backing off, his breath hot and invasive. He dipped his head and murmured like he was offering her a favor. “Hey, we’re not looking for charity. I’ve got money. My dad wires me cash every month, and I’ve been putting it away.” His mouth curled. “Five hundred. You let us both have you. Easy.”

Her stomach flipped. She shoved him, hard enough to make him stumble. “How about you go fuck yourself?” Her hands were shaking now. “You think because I do that work to survive, I’m some kind of street hooker you can bargain with?”

Kenny recovered fast, his face twisting with something ugly. “What, you think because you’re not standing on a corner you’re different?” He sneered. “You get paid to suck dick and spread your legs. That’s what whores do.”

Johnny barked out a laugh. “Ohhh, I get it. She thinks she’s an artist. An actress.”

“She’s not acting,” Kenny shot back. “You can see it all over her face. No woman fakes that kind of hunger on camera.”

Dana turned away from them, shoulders tight, jaw locked—then flinched when Kenny’s voice cut through the café, loud and gleeful.

“Hey! Everyone! See this lady?” he shouted. “That’s Dana Darling! Porn star! You can find all her movies on Milftacular—hell, just type her name into Pornhub! She really, really loves what she does!”

Heat flooded her face as if someone had slapped her. She forced herself to walk, not run, even as she felt eyes tracking her. A couple of men grinned openly. A woman stared with thinly veiled disgust. Dana kept moving, breath shallow, vision tunneling—

—and stopped dead.

Ben stood right in her path, immaculate and infuriatingly calm, like he’d been waiting for this moment.

“It’s not such a stretch, Dana,” he said mildly, that familiar smugness sliding under her skin. “I mean, I bought you a beautiful house. Kept you wrapped in nice things. And in return, you were my little prize—earning it all with that perfect body and that pretty mouth.”

She tried to shoulder past him. He laughed and caught her arm, fingers biting in.

“But then you got old,” he went on, voice almost conversational. “From my hot young wife to getting tossed out of some dive bar for being past your prime. Now look at you—selling sex just to keep the lights on.”

He shook his head, the same patronizing sigh that had always made her want to scream. “You know who watches those videos, right? Boys with mommy issues. And women your age who wish anyone still wanted to fuck their worn-out cunts.”

Something inside her snapped. She wrenched her arm free and stormed past him, heart pounding, ears ringing, while his voice followed her like poison.

“Don’t be mad, Dana! I’m helping you! I’ve sent your links to everyone I know!”

Her eyes flew open.

Dana lay there in the dark, chest heaving, the echo of his laughter still clawing at her ears. The bedroom was silent, blessedly empty. She dragged herself upright against the headboard and reached for the cold can of Coke on the nightstand, pressing it to her temple.

“Stupid-ass dream,” she muttered, taking a long, grounding swallow.

She tipped the can back and drank deeply, gulp after gulp, as if the cold sweetness might rinse her mouth clean of the dream—and the bitter residue of yesterday. The sex afterward hadn’t been the problem. Three raw, relentless hours tangled up with Jimmy had been pure heat, sweat-soaked and indulgent. Her body still hummed from it. But what came before? That was the bruise she couldn’t quite press away.

Getting fired from a lousy cocktail lounge because some entitled bastard with a trust fund decided she was past her expiration date. The thought made her jaw tighten. Rock bottom wasn’t some abstract fear anymore—it had a shape, a smell, a paycheck ripped out from under her. Just yesterday, her biggest panic had been scraping together enough money to buy Ben out and finally be done with him. Now? Now she was doing the math on groceries, wondering how long pride lasted when hunger set in.

She set the can aside and stretched instinctively, arms overhead, spine arching—then hissed when her muscles protested. Her back and thighs felt like they’d been worked over thoroughly, which they had. A twenty-year-old appetite trapped in a forty-three-year-old body came with consequences. Then again… wasn’t this supposed to be her prime?

In some ways, it was. Not because of the number on her birthday candles, but because she’d spent fifteen years in polite, predictable sex that thinned out until it was almost nothing. Desire rationed. Touch dulled. Now she was rediscovering herself with the hunger of her twenties and the confidence of a woman who knew exactly what she liked—and how much she’d been denied.

Dana shoved the sheet aside and let her gaze travel over herself. Long legs still worth looking at. Thighs soft, inviting. Hips with a little more generosity than before, breasts that had lost some height but not their pull—still full, still heavy in her hands when she touched them. A body shaped by living, not apologizing.

Her eyes drifted lower, to the dark, neat triangle above her slit. She parted her legs slowly, imagining a camera positioned at the foot of the bed, the lens drinking her in, documenting every intimate detail. The fantasy tightened something low in her belly.

“Jesus, stop,” she muttered, snapping her knees together and crossing her ankles. Her frown shifted to her feet, to the chipped red polish clinging stubbornly to her toes. Once upon a time, that never would’ve happened.

She’d always been meticulous—nails done, hair perfectly cut and colored, maintenance as ritual. Now that every appointment came out of her own pocket, those rituals slipped. She sighed, already deciding she’d paint her toes herself later. Responsibility had replaced indulgence, and time—too much of it—was something she suddenly had in abundance.

She rolled onto her stomach, bending her knees and angling her hips, catching her reflection in the mirror beside the bed. Dana studied the curve of her ass, fuller than it used to be. Softer. She tilted slightly, assessing, then smirked. Maybe a little extra back there wasn’t a tragedy. Maybe it was an asset. Or maybe she was just being kind to herself for once.

Either way, the evidence spoke for itself. Not one complaint—from the roughly dozen men she’d slept with since filing the separation papers. Since she’d been legally free to choose her lovers, her nights, her sins. A freedom Ben had taken for himself years earlier, long before she ever dared claim it.

Dana let her cheek rest against the pillow, eyes still on her reflection, and exhaled slowly. Whatever else was falling apart, her body hadn’t betrayed her. And that, at least, felt like something she could still build on.

Dana studied her reflection again, ankles lifted and lazily kicking as she held one of those timeless, come‑hither poses every woman learned instinctively. She’d stumbled in from Jimmy’s place and fallen straight into bed without even glancing at the shower. Her hair was wild, flattened in places and sticking up in others, mascara smudged beneath her eyes, lipstick blurred and bitten away.

She looked delicious.

Bare skin, faintly marked, that unmistakable just‑fucked softness clinging to her—she had to admit it suited her. The disheveled glow, the loose, spent warmth in her body, the lazy satisfaction still humming low in her bones. It was a damn good look.

“Narcissist,” she murmured to the woman in the mirror, sticking out her tongue.

But really—what model, what beautiful man or woman wasn’t at least a little in love with their own image?

She shifted, pushing herself up onto her knees. Her hands slid beneath her breasts, lifting their weight, thumbs brushing the undersides as she bowed her head slightly. Never breaking eye contact with her reflection, she flicked her tongue over one nipple, then the other, quick and teasing. A small shiver rippled through her. She tossed her hair back impatiently and gave herself a slow, heavy‑lidded stare—pure hunger, unapologetic.

There was no denying it. She had the body for porn. Not just the curves or the confidence of being naked without flinching—but the way her face changed, the way desire played across her features. The way she took control now, the way she met men like a predator instead of a prize.

And then there was the other thing. The thing she hadn’t expected.

The absence.

Last night with Jimmy, she’d felt nothing beyond the physical. No attachment, no ache afterward. She’d fucked him with the same casual intent she’d use picking a place for lunch. Efficient. Satisfying. Disposable. She didn’t want a relationship, but it surprised her how completely uninterested she was in seeing any of them twice.

Sex had become purely functional. A release. A biological itch scratched and forgotten.

So…

“Why not get paid for it?”

The thought settled easily, disturbingly right.

She rolled onto her back on the opposite side of her queen‑sized bed—the one she’d bought the day Ben moved out, because she refused to sleep where he’d crawled in smelling like some younger woman’s sex. Drawing her knees up, she reached to the nightstand and pulled her tablet close, balancing it against her thighs as the screen lit up.

The browser opened to the link Ellen had sent her—the site her friend managed.

Milftacular was just one name among many, all clustered under the same umbrella. Dana tapped through slowly, curiosity sharpening with each page. Every site catered to a specific fantasy, but the common thread was unmistakable: older women, front and center.

Hot For Teacher. My Son’s Best Friend. She’s The Boss.

Fantasy after fantasy, all starring confident, unapologetic women with experience written into their bodies. There were even the more taboo‑flavored corners—Mama’s Good Boy, Mom Does It Better, My Hot Aunt—and further still, sites aimed at women far older than her. Gilfs, the banner proudly proclaiming: Hot grannies take on young cock!

Dana snorted softly, equal parts amused and intrigued.

Just like the night before, her finger hovered, then tapped the first link she’d noticed.

Next Milf Porn Star.

The tagline bloomed across the screen, bold and inviting.

You’re never too late to start! 100% amateur MILFs fuck on screen for the first time!

Dana stared at it, pulse ticking just a little faster, her body already responding to the idea before her mind had fully caught up.

The site kept bragging about itself as she scrolled, glossy promises stacked on glossy promises. According to their breathless copy, Next Milf Porn Star was the crown jewel—somehow the most watched channel in the whole network, even though they released far fewer clips than the rest. Scarcity, Dana thought. Always sexy. 

They claimed it was a gateway, a first taste. Women came here, let their on-camera cherry be taken, then—if the hunger lingered—graduated to the other fantasies under the umbrella. Teacher. Boss. Best friend’s mom. All the same theme, just different costumes and sins. 

One bold line caught her eye, framed like a dare: 

One out of three women who appear on Next Milf Porn Star want more—and we make sure they get it. 

Below it sat a glowing testimonial, the kind meant to feel raw and confessional. 

The woman talked about always being sexually fearless, about not believing in limits. About a friend joking she should do porn—and how instead of laughing, she’d felt a spark. Why not? she’d thought. She’d planned to do it once, just to know what it felt like. 

Then came the punchline: after her debut, she was addicted. Getting paid to be fucked by gorgeous younger men? Why the hell not? 

Dana snorted softly, the sound rough with disbelief. “Shill,” she muttered. 

It read like marketing cosplay—too polished, too eager. Exactly the kind of thing Silvia Foxxx, the site’s owner and veteran porn royalty, would write herself. Dana had skimmed Silvia’s bio earlier, a résumé so long and explicit it was almost unsettling. 

Still… 

Curiosity slid under her skin. Dana tapped the banner anyway. 

WANT TO BE THE NEXT MILF PORN STAR? 

The questions appeared one by one, blunt and unapologetic. 

Are you an attractive woman over 35? 

Do you enjoy fucking hot young studs? 

Do you like making money? 

Her mouth curved despite herself. 

The pitch finished with a challenge, practically pulsing from the screen: if you were a true video virgin, if you wanted to get paid for doing what you already loved, contact us now. 

Her thumb hovered, then moved. 

See some of our hottest first-timers. 

A grid of thumbnails loaded. Each woman sat fully clothed on a bed, hands folded or resting on thighs, faces caught somewhere between anticipation and fear. Just first names beneath them. Dates. Ordinary women on the edge of something not ordinary at all. 

Dana selected the most recent upload. Six weeks old. Vanessa. 

The video opened with a simple setup. A red-haired woman sat on a bed, posture stiff, knees pressed together. 

A woman’s voice—cool, British, faintly amused—came from off-camera. “Hi. Can you tell us your name?” 

“Vanessa,” the woman answered. 

She was slim, almost delicate-looking, dressed in a red tank top and jeans that did nothing to hide her nervousness. She was pretty in a real way: long auburn hair falling around her shoulders, pale skin dotted with freckles, sharp blue eyes that seemed too alert for comfort. Her lipstick was a deep, glossy red, matching her top, like she’d chosen it deliberately—to feel braver. 

“And why are you here today, Vanessa?” 

A smile flickered across her face, bright but fragile. “I’m here to become the Next Milf Porn Star.” 

The nerves were unmistakable. Her fingers twisted together in her lap, knuckles whitening, her whole body coiled tight. Either she truly had never done this before…or she was terrifyingly good at pretending. 

“You’ve never appeared in an adult film before, correct?” 

Vanessa shook her head quickly. “No. Never. I’ve never even made a video with a boyfriend.” A small, breathless laugh escaped her. “I always figured it would end up online.” 

“And yet,” the narrator teased gently, “here you are.” 

Vanessa’s smile faltered, just for a second. “I guess so.” 

She didn’t look entirely convinced—and that hesitation, that crack of uncertainty, made it feel real.

“Hey, but you’re here by yourself, and you’re being paid, so that’s a pretty big difference, Vanessa.” The woman’s voice softened, smoothing over the awkwardness of her earlier crack, trying to regain rapport.

Against her better judgment, Dana stayed glued to the screen.

“So,” the interviewer continued, “can I ask what made you decide to come in today?”

Vanessa drew in a breath. “Two reasons. First…” She hesitated, then pushed through. “I really need the money. Things have been rough since my divorce.”

Dana’s gaze sharpened at that, a flicker of skepticism tightening her mouth.

“That’s completely understandable,” the woman replied smoothly. “And we’re always happy to help—especially if you end up enjoying yourself today and decide you’d like to come back.”

Vanessa nodded, but her fingers twisted together in her lap. “The other reason is…” She stopped, swallowed hard, and glanced around the room as if gathering courage from the walls. “Revenge.”

“Oh?” The interviewer let out a low, impressed whistle. “Now that sounds deliciously spicy. Care to give us a little more than that, or are you going to leave us hanging?”

“My ex cheated on me,” Vanessa said, her voice tightening. “Then he blamed me for it. Told me I wasn’t sexy anymore. Said I was letting myself go.” She straightened, lifting her chin, and stared straight into the lens. The anger there was sharp, unmistakable, and it made Dana’s stomach clench. This didn’t feel rehearsed.

“I hope you don’t believe a word of that,” the woman said gently. “Because from where I’m sitting, I see a gorgeous, sexy woman. And I’m betting every guy who watches this is going to agree when they hit the comments.”

“He was fucking all these young hookers,” Vanessa shot back, heat rising in her cheeks, “because he said I was turning into some old lady. I wanted more in bed—always did—and he acted like that meant something was wrong with me. But he had no problem paying other women to do exactly what I wanted.”

“And this,” the interviewer prompted, “is how you plan to get even?”

“Damn right it is.” Vanessa’s lips curled into a fierce smile. “I’m going to get fucked by a real man, with a real cock, half his age. I’m going to show exactly how sexy and how wild I can be. And you know what? I hope every one of his asshole friends sees it and feels it right in their balls.”

“Wow!” Applause broke out, more than one set of hands clapping, and Dana finally noticed the shadows shifting along the walls behind the bed—the quiet presence of the crew. “I like that, Vanessa. Most women are terrified someone they know might see this. You’re counting on it.”

“I’ll send him the fucking link myself.” Vanessa was vibrating now, anger and adrenaline lighting her up, her pale skin flushed, her eyes bright and burning. “I don’t have kids. My friends will think this is hilarious. And I don’t give a fuck what his buddies think—except that his ex-wife looks damn good sucking cock. I hope they jerk off to me.”

“Well,” the woman said, amusement and approval threading her tone, “you’re so fired up I think we should take advantage of that energy. Nothing like a little bitterness to chase away the nerves.”

There was a brief pause, a sense of something shifting.

“Vince?” she called out. “Why don’t you come join Vanessa and let’s get this started?”

A tall, broad-shouldered young man stepped into frame, his dirty-blond hair falling just past his collar, confidence rolling off him as he approached the bed. As he did, the woman kept talking, her voice warm and anticipatory, and Dana felt a slow, unwelcome curl of intrigue tighten low in her belly.

“I want you to breathe, Vanessa,” Sylvia said gently, her voice smoothing the edges of the moment. “This is about pleasure, not pressure. If at any point you want to pause, you say so and everything stops. Vince knows the rhythm—he’ll move at your pace. If there’s something you crave, show him. If you hesitate, he’ll guide you.”

“Okay.” The word came out soft, almost fragile. Vanessa’s gaze drifted to Vince, nerves flickering with unmistakable hunger as he pulled his shirt over his head. The camera adored him—every ridge of muscle, every sculpted line of his stomach looked unreal, like something designed rather than born. Dana found herself blinking, half-convinced the image had been retouched.

“I’ll toss out a little direction to start,” Sylvia continued, “but once you find each other, you won’t need me. We like to take our time—make it delicious. Let’s begin with kissing. Warm her up.”

Vanessa nodded, eyes wide, breath shallow. For a heartbeat she looked caught in headlights, and Dana realized she was holding her own breath too.

Vince sat beside Vanessa, close enough that heat radiated between them. He lifted his hand and tilted her chin until their eyes met. He murmured something just for her—something private, coaxing—and brushed his mouth over hers. It was quick, tentative. Vanessa stayed stiff, uncertain, as his arms slid around her waist and he kissed her again, slower this time.

“It’s only a kiss,” Sylvia soothed. “Pretend you’re at home, Vanessa. Like this is your couch and Vince is the gorgeous young man you took home after a few drinks.”

That did it. Vanessa softened into him, lips moving back, and the space between them disappeared. The camera edged closer. Her hands rose to his bare chest, fingertips exploring warm skin, tracing muscle as if committing him to memory. Her mouth opened, the kiss deepened, and the shift was unmistakable—desire taking over where fear had been.

Dana felt a slow, aching warmth bloom between her thighs as Vince dipped his head, swept Vanessa’s hair aside, and pressed his mouth to the delicate skin of her neck. Vanessa sighed, a sound that went straight to Dana’s spine. When Vince lingered there, teasing with lips and tongue, Vanessa moaned—soft, unguarded—and Dana’s nipples tightened in sympathy.

Vince’s hands slid beneath Vanessa’s shirt, palms warm and confident. When he tugged lightly, she lifted her arms without being asked. The fabric was gone in seconds. Vanessa leaned forward, claiming his mouth now, kissing him with new urgency. His fingers found the clasp of her bra, unhooking it with practiced ease and easing it down her arms.

She hesitated, instinctively drawing her arms inward, shielding herself.

“Don’t hide,” Sylvia coaxed. “You’re beautiful. Give them something to dream about—show us those gorgeous breasts.”

After a breath, Vanessa let her arms fall away. Vince slipped the bra free, and her breasts were bare under the lights—lush, inviting, perfectly full, crowned with small rosy nipples already tight with need.

Vince cupped her, reverent and hungry all at once. Vanessa gasped, the sound breaking into a louder moan as his thumbs brushed over her nipples, coaxing them harder. He kissed her neck again, then traced a slow path downward, mouth exploring her chest. When his lips closed around her right nipple, Vanessa’s head tipped back, eyes fluttering shut as a helpless whimper escaped her throat.

“You’re doing beautifully,” Sylvia’s voice floated in, low and coaxing. “Picture that useless ex of yours watching this—watching this gorgeous young man worship your breasts. They were his once. Now they’re on display. Shared. Desired.”

Something in Vanessa snapped open at that. A shiver ran through her, sharp and electric, and she threaded her fingers into Vince’s hair, gripping hard. Her back bowed off the mattress, offering herself without hesitation, pressing her breast insistently into his mouth like she needed the contact to breathe.

“Jesus,” Dana murmured under her breath, heat pooling fast as she watched.

Vince didn’t rush. He lingered, switching his attention to the other nipple, lavishing it with the same slow, hungry devotion. Then, with a steady hand braced between her breasts, he guided her down until her shoulders met the bed. His mouth stayed locked on her as his free hand went to work—unsnapping her jeans, easing the zipper down with deliberate patience.

Vanessa lifted her hips on instinct, a soft sound spilling from her throat as he tugged the denim lower. Vince slipped off the bed, and when she raised her legs for him, he peeled the jeans away completely, revealing a flash of red lace against her skin. He dropped to his knees, wrapped his hands around her thighs, and drew her closer to the edge.

Her gasp turned into a throaty groan when he pressed his palm against her sex through the thin fabric, rubbing just enough to make her ache. Dana shifted, restless, her own body responding as if she were the one being touched. Vince hooked his fingers into the sides of the thong. Vanessa lifted again, pliant now, letting him slide it down and away.

The camera angle changed, intimate and unflinching, and Dana found herself staring at the dark curls framing Vanessa’s slick, flushed folds. Vince’s hands smoothed up her thighs, his mouth following—kissing, tasting skin—before his fingers slipped between her lips.

“Oh—God,” Vanessa breathed as he pushed one finger inside her, slow and deep, stretching her open.

Her moan climbed higher when his mouth replaced his hand, lips closing around her clit. He sucked gently, then teased her with his tongue, flicking and circling until her hips started to rock without permission.

“Why don’t you touch yourself?” Sylvia suggested softly. “Play with your breasts. Show us how much you like it while Vince buries himself in that pretty pussy.”

The tablet felt heavy in Dana’s hand. She spread her legs, unable to resist anymore, fingers finding her clit and moving in lazy, knowing circles as she watched. Onscreen, Vince was relentless—fingers thrusting, tongue working noisily, his devotion unmistakable—while Vanessa gripped her own breasts, pinching and rolling her nipples as she moaned and drove herself harder against his mouth.

Her feet slid up to his shoulders, opening her completely. The view shifted, catching the slick rhythm of his fingers, the way his tongue angled just right. Then another angle—Vince’s face framed between her thighs, his jaw working, eyes focused, intent.

Dana exhaled a shaky moan as Vanessa’s body tightened. Her eyes rolled back, and the sound she made was sharp and unrestrained, her hips snapping faster as she tugged hard at her nipples, riding the edge until it broke.

Dana’s legs stiffened, closing around her own hand as she watched Vanessa come apart for the camera, her pleasure raw and impossible to fake.

The moment Vanessa’s legs slipped from his shoulders, Vince rose to his feet. Desire had taken over completely now—just as Sylvia predicted. Vanessa didn’t hesitate. She pushed herself upright, hands already at his waist, unzipping his jeans and freeing a long, thick cock that made Dana’s mouth go dry just looking at it.

Vanessa wrapped her hand around him and worked him slowly, deliberately, as the camera pushed in for a shamelessly intimate view. Her bottom lip disappeared between her teeth, her pupils blown wide, hunger lighting her face as she admired the weight and length filling her palm.

“Come on, sweetheart,” Sylvia coaxed. “Pay him back. Show us how much you appreciate that cock.”

Vanessa’s tongue swept over her lips, glossy and unhurried, before she opened her mouth and sank down over the tip. She took her time, savoring it, her lashes fluttering as she drew him in.

“Eyes up,” Sylvia said softly but firmly. “Let them see you.”

The angle shifted, clearly over Vince’s shoulder now, giving a perfect, overhead view of Vanessa kneeling there, mouth working him in slow, wet strokes while her blue eyes locked on the camera. She hummed around him, the vibration making her shiver as she took him deeper, her head beginning to move with growing confidence. Vince’s hands found her breasts, thumbs circling and pinching her nipples, and she moaned again, throat flexing around him.

“Look at you,” Sylvia laughed. “On your knees for that big, young cock. You were made for this, Vanessa—and your husband is a fucking fool.”

Dana was breathing hard, her fingers slick and frantic as they rubbed her clit, the tablet trembling slightly in her grasp. Onscreen, Vanessa dragged her tongue slowly down the length of him, lingering, then dipped lower to mouth his balls, sucking them gently before sliding him back between her lips. When she did, her eyes fluttered shut and a low groan spilled from her throat, muffled and obscene.

Dana’s toes pointed, curling tight as her hips lifted helplessly into her hand. She was so close it hurt, the sight of Vanessa swallowing him down pushing her right to the edge.

Vanessa finally let him slip free and reclined on the bed, smooth and unashamed, lifting her legs and bracing her feet against Vince’s chest in open invitation.

“Yes,” Dana hissed without thinking. “Fuck her.”

Vince answered by slapping his cock against Vanessa’s swollen clit, once, twice, then dragging it slowly through her slick folds. Vanessa writhed, breath catching, a needy sound tearing from her throat. Dana’s thighs began to shake in sympathy, her own body echoing every tease onscreen.

“Easy,” Sylvia warned. “Slow it down. Let us see every inch when you slide into that pretty cunt.”

Vince pressed forward, the blunt head parting her, and Vanessa gasped, her back arching as sensation flooded her.

“Oh—oh God,” she breathed as he pushed deeper. “You’re so fucking thick.”

“Thicker than your husband,” Sylvia taunted. “And he’s going to watch you take all of it. Every inch. Every position.”

“Yes!” Vanessa cried as Vince buried himself to the hilt. “Him—and everyone else. Fuck, that feels so good!”

Him and everyone else.

Dana’s fingers stilled.

The words landed wrong, heavy and sharp, cutting clean through the haze. What the hell was she doing? Watching this, touching herself to it, pretending—there was no universe where she could be Vanessa. Not really. Not no matter how badly she needed the money.

Annoyed, shaken by the timing of her own conscience, she jabbed her thumb at the screen, killing the video, and tossed the tablet onto the bed. Her hand slipped away from between her legs as she lay back, chest heaving, arousal slowly ebbing into a dull ache.

“Couldn’t you have waited one more minute for a reality check?” she muttered to the ceiling.

Her phone rang, loud and sudden. Dana jumped, heart lurching, and whatever desire lingered vanished the instant she saw the name lighting up the screen.

Ben.

She considered letting it go to voicemail. She knew herself too well—she’d listen immediately, get pissed, and call him back anyway, announcing loud and clear that she’d ignored him on purpose.

“Fucking games,” she snapped, snatching the phone off the nightstand.

“What is it?”

“Bright and early to you too,” Ben drawled. “Did I drag you out of bed?”

“No,” she said flatly. “I was already awake.”

“Huh. Shocking. It’s barely ten, and last I checked you don’t stumble out of that dive until after two.”

She closed her eyes, jaw tightening. “I’ll ask one more time. What do you want?”

“You sound… winded.” He let the silence stretch, savoring it. She could hear the grin in his voice. “Did I interrupt something interesting?”

“If I had been busy, I wouldn’t have picked up.”

“Fair. Bad manners to talk with your mouth full.” He chuckled, sharp and ugly.

“At least my mouth gets used now,” she shot back. “I could’ve talked around yours without missing a beat.”

“Never heard any complaints.”

“Because anyone who complained got punished,” she snapped. “Or fired.”

“That was one intern, Dana. Jesus, you make it sound like—”

“Like a pattern? Because it was. The rest were just disposable hookups who kept quiet because they wanted another turn.”

A beat. “Okay. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said it.”

“No, you shouldn’t have.” Her voice was cool, lethal. “You were dull, selfish, and incapable of satisfying a real woman, so you went after them young enough not to know the difference.”

“Careful,” he warned. “I’ve heard you’re shopping in the same bargain bin lately.”

She laughed, sharp and humorless. “They’re grown men, Ben. Yours were barely adults. Big difference. And since we’re clearing the air— I waited until the paperwork was signed. You didn’t.”

“Right,” he scoffed. “That’s what happens when you marry a trophy. Eventually it scuffs up and you replace it with something shinier.”

“I was only a trophy because you couldn’t stand me outshining you,” she shot back. “You clipped my wings because you were insecure, and I was stupid enough to let you.”

“You weren’t stupid,” he said. “You liked fucking everything that moved and wanted to lock down a decent guy.”

“Still waiting on the ‘decent’ part.”

“I was good to you,” he insisted. “You had a comfortable life. Everything you asked for. I even let you work—”

“Let me?” Her voice rose, heat flooding it. “You Neanderthal. And then you made damn sure I lost that job the second we split, didn’t you?”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about. They had budget cuts—”

“Don’t.” She cut him off. “If I wanted to fight with you, we’d still be married, and I’d be burning through batteries instead of actually getting off.”

“You tell me to stop, but you keep talking.”

She laughed again, softer this time, sharper underneath. “You were always the one who couldn’t go on. Guess that’s why you needed them young and easily impressed.”

A pause. Then, colder: “I didn’t call to rehash this. I called about the house. What’s it going to be, Dana? You take the deal my lawyer says is insanely generous— a third instead of what I’d get if we sold— or do you sign off and collect your share?”

“You know I want to keep the house,” Dana said at last, forcing each word out slowly, carefully. She could feel the familiar heat rising in her chest, the urge to provoke him, to twist the knife—but she swallowed it down. This wasn’t the moment. Rattling him now would only make him tighten the leash.

“I know,” Ben replied. “That’s exactly why I put a ridiculous offer on the table and agreed to walk away from close to fifty grand.”

“I figured it was guilt,” she shot back before she could stop herself. “Because you cheated. Because you knew you crossed a line.” 

So much for composure. She could almost hear herself unraveling.

There was a pause. Not his usual smug silence, but something thinner, heavier.

“I’ll own that,” he said quietly, and it startled her. “It was a shitty thing to do. I was wrong. So yes—letting you stay in the house for way less than it’s worth is my way of admitting that.”

Her jaw tightened. “Great. Then let’s really be honest about how you kept me boxed in, controlled, shrinking myself for you for years—and just sign the damn thing over to me.”

“Don’t push it.” His voice hardened again, slipping back into the man she knew too well. “My lawyer—and I—don’t think you can pull the money together in six months. So we want a ten-thousand-dollar down payment.”

Her breath caught. “What?”

“You heard me. Ten up front. Then we set up monthly payments for the rest and the house becomes yours. Miss a payment, there’s a ten percent penalty tacked onto the next one. Miss more than three total, the deal collapses, we sell the house, and whatever you’ve paid comes out of my share.”

She said nothing. Her silence stretched, thick and furious.

Ben kept going, as if filling the space with logic would make it palatable. “It’s a good deal, Dana. Ask your lawyer. You only need less than a third of the total and you get time for the rest. If you want to call this me doubling down and giving you a real chance, fine.”

“When do you expect me to have ten thousand dollars?” she asked flatly.

“Three weeks.”

A sharp laugh escaped her. “You cannot be serious.”

“We’ve been separated for three months. The official six-month window didn’t start until a month ago, but you’ve known from day one that you wanted the house. That’s ninety days to save already—four months by the time the money’s due.”

“With no full-time job,” she snapped, “and bills piling up, and now monthly payments on top of that.”

“That’s your problem,” he said coolly. “Not mine. You’re the one who wants the house instead of waiting for a lump-sum payout later.”

“Because you bought it for me,” she shot back, emotion cracking through her voice. “Back when I thought you actually loved me—me, not the idea of parading a hot young thing around like a prize.”

“I did love you,” Ben said. “I really did. But over time—”

“Save it.” She cut him off, her hands clenched tight. “The point is, I threw away fifteen years letting myself be reduced to some Stepford fantasy, and that’s on me. But now that I’ve finally moved on, I’m not losing the one thing you ever did that was truly for me and not for your ego.”

There was a beat. Then, cold and final: “Then it’s ten grand. If you won’t agree, we take it to court, force the sale, and end this. Because if you can’t come up with the money, there’s no reason to keep pretending otherwise.”

“If this were really about doing right by me,” Dana said, her voice tight, scraped raw by weeks of swallowing rage, “you’d wait.” She drew in a slow breath, felt it burn all the way down, then let loose the thought that had been festering under her skin. “But that’s so like you, Ben. You can’t lift a finger for anyone—especially not the woman you claim you loved—without finding a way to profit from it.”

He laughed, sharp and ugly. “Typical Dana. Ungrateful to the end. I pulled you out of that sleazy modeling circuit, gave you a beautiful house, made sure you never had to worry about money. I even lined up a job for you when you said you wanted one. And because I wanted a little fun on the side, suddenly I’m the villain?”

“You are a villain,” she snapped, heat flooding her cheeks. “You yanked me out of modeling because you were terrified I’d cheat on you and—”

“You did cheat on me!” he roared, his voice blasting through the phone so loudly she jerked it away from her ear, her pulse skidding.

“That was at the beginning,” she shot back, forcing herself not to cry. “When we’d just started seeing each other. I admitted it. I apologized. I gave up modeling to prove I was serious about you.”

“Oh, listen to that,” he sneered. “You just said it yourself. You’re the one who ended your career. You didn’t trust yourself to stay faithful because something about being in front of a camera messed with your head. You chose to quit.”

“I chose you,” she said, her throat aching. “Because I thought you wanted me for more than just sex, unlike the rest of them. But after a while I wanted to go back—and you shut it down. And don’t you dare climb onto that moral high horse when you were the one fucking around after fifteen years of marriage.”

There was a beat of silence, then his voice came back cold. “So we’re both screwed up. Fine. That’s why this is over—except for the house. Ten thousand up front, or—”

“You miserable bastard,” she hissed. “I waived alimony, and you know damn well I could have taken you for plenty.”

“Your decision,” he said flatly. “And if you had taken it, I’d have forced the sale of the house without blinking.”

“You—”

“Actually, you know what?” he cut in, sounding almost relieved. “I’m done dancing around it. I only offered you this deal because I knew you’d never pull it off.”

Her stomach dropped. “What did you just say?”

“I said I gave you false hope,” he replied. “Made myself look generous. Regretful. Truth is, I don’t regret a damn thing. You were a slut when I met you—and guess what? I’ve had someone keeping an eye on you. You’re right back where you started. How many guys have you fucked since I left?”

Her hands trembled, but her voice stayed steady. “Fewer than the women you screwed while we were still married.”

“I’m finished with this,” he snapped. “Ten grand by the end of the month, or the house goes on the market and you’re out as soon as it sells.”

“Ben, this is fucking insane.”

“Maybe if you weren’t chasing kids,” he spat, “you could’ve snagged an older guy with real money to bail you out. Go back to using your body. You were always good at that.”

“I never sold my body,” she shot back. “I was a professional model.”

“And what’s that?” he said cruelly. “Making money by showing yourself off. Same thing with better lighting. My mother was right about you—once a pig, always a pig.”

“Fuck you,” Dana growled into the phone, every nerve in her body lit with fury. “You pathetic, insecure little—”

“We’re finished after this,” Ben snapped, his voice flattening into something legal and lifeless. “From here on out, you talk to my lawyer. He’s waiting for the money. So enjoy your last month in that house you love so damn much.”

“I don’t have anywhere else to go,” Dana said, the words slipping out before she could stop them. The admission tasted like blood on her tongue. “It could take months to sell.”

There was a pause—just long enough for hope to flicker—and then he crushed it. “Not my problem.”

“I won’t let you do this to me.” She tried to lace the words with steel, but they came out thin, frayed at the edges. She heard it immediately. So did he.

“Oh, you will,” Ben said softly, cruelly satisfied. “You don’t have a job. You don’t have leverage. You don’t have anything.” He laughed, a short, ugly sound. “You were only ever good at one thing, Dana. And at your age? No one’s paying for that anymore. Guess that’s why you chase them young—less picky about the wear and tear on a stretched-out—”

She ended the call before he could finish. Just stabbed the screen and let the phone drop onto the mattress beside her, where it lay like something dead. Her chest burned. Her eyes did too, hot and wet, but she squeezed them shut and breathed through it. She would not cry. Somewhere, somehow, Ben would sense it, and she refused to give him that final, intimate victory.

She could find somewhere to land. Ellen wouldn’t let her sleep in her car. Burt still had that half-finished apartment in his basement, empty since his daughter moved out years ago. There were options. Sort of.

But what could she offer in return? She wouldn’t sponge off anyone, wouldn’t play the helpless card or promise repayment once the house sold—if it sold. Work would come eventually. She knew that. She had to believe it.

Still, the house.

Dana slid out of bed and crossed the room, parting the blinds just enough to look out. The backyard opened beneath her like a private sanctuary—the rose bushes she’d coaxed into bloom, the neat rows of her garden, the wide deck leading to the above-ground pool Ben had bought years ago and never once cared for. It was beautiful. It was hers. No matter how often he’d reduced everything to receipts and bank statements, this space carried her hands, her time, her devotion.

Ben had kept her comfortable and starved her everywhere else, and she’d accepted the trade. Comfort for silence. Security for swallowing guilt—especially the guilt from those early mistakes, back when they were barely more than a habit to each other. In the beginning they’d gone out once a week, if that. Nothing serious. Nothing sacred. He hadn’t acted like he wanted more, so she hadn’t treated it like more.

Then he’d rewritten history, turned her youth into a crime, her desire into a debt she could never finish paying. And she’d let him, because some part of her believed she deserved it—for wanting more, for wanting pleasure, for never being particularly good at saying no.

“Only good at one thing,” she murmured, his words echoing back with a vicious intimacy.

Two things, if she was honest. Knowing how to wear her beauty like armor. And giving her body too freely, too easily, because it had always been the fastest way to feel wanted.

She thought of Jimmy, of how cold she’d been to him the night before, distant and sharp-edged. The irony hadn’t escaped her—men were allowed to treat sex casually, to collect it without consequence. Women weren’t. And somewhere along the way, she’d started punishing herself on the world’s behalf.

Staring out at her garden, Dana felt something shift. Not hope. Not yet.

But resolve, slow and aching, tightening in her chest like a held breath.

Jimmy was young, sure—but he wasn’t inexperienced. He’d said it himself. Years spent bouncing at clubs packed with gorgeous, half-drunk waitresses, plus the other bars and venues he’d worked, had thrown temptation at him nonstop. Easy sex had always been available, no strings, no promises. And even he had recoiled at the chill in her voice last night, that sharp little we’re finished that made intimacy feel disposable. 

Only hookers and porn stars can fuck like it means nothing. 

The words echoed as Dana turned away from the window. Her reflection stopped her cold. Naked. Bare. The mirror gave her no mercy, just the truth of her body—still lush, still magnetic. She studied herself the way strangers once had on sets and runways and backstage dressing rooms. For the first time in a while, she wondered how long it would have taken before modeling alone wouldn’t have been enough. How close she might’ve come to crossing into nude work if life had bent a little differently. 

Even back then, the idea had thrilled her. Anonymous men, faceless and hungry, watching her body move, getting hard, getting off. That shiver of power. Of being seen without being known. Her pulse quickened at the realization that the spark hadn’t dimmed at all. If anything, it had been waiting. 

She moved back toward the bed slowly, deliberately. As she had during flashes of last night with Jimmy inside her, she let herself imagine an audience—eyes everywhere, a camera hovering close, voices directing her, telling her how to arch, when to hold still, when to give more. When she reached the mattress, she placed one knee down, paused, then drew the other up. Hands and knees. Her calves dangling off the edge, ass lifted, offered—perfectly positioned for someone to step up behind her and take what was clearly being invited. 

Then she stretched out flat, skin warm against the sheets, and her gaze slid to the tablet. That casting video had ignited her almost instantly. She rarely watched porn; she’d always preferred the act itself, the rawness of being fucked rather than observing it secondhand. But this—this was different. 

Sylvia Foxx crossed her mind. Decades of footage. A woman who hadn’t just survived the industry but mastered it, now calling the shots. 

The best ones fucking love it. 

Vanessa had looked like she loved it almost immediately. There’d been no hesitation, no stiffness—just eagerness. Dana had been wet within minutes of Jake walking onto the set. 

The camera has always loved you. Burt’s gravelly voice surfaced in her head. And we know how much you love the camera. 

Did she? The question lingered, heavy and electric. 

Out of work and out of options. 

Ben’s voice, smug and cutting, snapped something inside her. That was it. The final push. Dana snatched up her phone and dialed Ellen before she could second-guess herself. 

“Hey, Dana!” Ellen chirped. “I was just thinking about you yesterday. Want to grab lunch?” 

“I’d really like that,” Dana said, surprising herself with how steady she sounded. “But I need a favor first.” 

“Of course. What’s up?” 

“I need you to call your friend—Sylvia. Tell her to reach out to me.” 

There was a pause. “Are you sure?” Ellen asked carefully. “It worked for me, but it’s not for everyone. And you had real concerns, remember? People might—” 

“I don’t care,” Dana cut in. Her eyes dropped to the tablet as she turned it back on. The video resumed, frozen on Vanessa, legs lifted, eyes blown wide as Vince filled her completely. Dana’s breath hitched. “Right now, there’s only one thing that matters.” 

Her voice hardened, filled with certainty she hadn’t felt in years. 

“Tell Sylvia she just found the next MILF porn star,” Dana said. “And tell her I’m going to be worth every damn penny.”


Chapter 8

Dana perched on the edge of a vinyl chair in the cramped waiting room of S&F Entertainment—apparently the full, legal name of the operation. She’d expected something larger, glossier, maybe a hint of decadence. Instead, the entire business seemed to consist of this modest anteroom and the office beyond it, separated by a desk and a receptionist who looked like he could just as easily be working the other side of the camera.

He was seated behind the desk, impossibly composed, and far too distracting for her already-frayed nerves. Roughly her age, maybe a little older, his hair was a sophisticated blend of silver and dark, echoed by the deliberate stubble lining his jaw. The crisp white shirt he wore did nothing to hide the breadth of his shoulders; if anything, the thin fabric only emphasized the strength beneath it. Ink traced his arms in dark, elegant patterns, barely concealed by his sleeves, like secrets he didn’t mind being discovered.

His face was all sharp lines and quiet confidence, softened only by a pair of hazel-green eyes that caught the light when he glanced up. Beautiful eyes. Arresting ones. Dana felt a flicker of surprise at herself—he was well outside the age range she usually allowed herself these days, and yet she could already imagine making an exception. A very indulgent one.

The moment she realized she’d have to announce herself to a man like that, her courage wavered. For half a heartbeat, she considered turning around and walking straight back out the door. But she forced herself to breathe. If the idea of this stranger knowing why she was here made her squirm, how did she expect to survive an actual shoot? The thought steadied her, if only barely.

He looked up then, his voice unexpectedly gentle when he spoke. “Miss Darling?” The faint British lilt caught her off guard, sending a small shiver through her.

She nodded, her throat too tight to form words. His smile was immediate and devastating—warm, polished, practiced without feeling fake. He introduced himself as Matthew, gestured for her to sit, and offered coffee, or, with a subtle lift of his brow, “something stronger.”

Dana declined the temptation of liquid courage and asked for water instead. As he stood and turned toward the small refrigerator behind the desk, her gaze betrayed her. He filled out his trousers just as impressively as his shirt, the view indulgent from every angle. She pressed her lips together, willing herself not to stare.

He returned and handed her the bottle, his fingers brushing hers for the briefest second, enough to make her acutely aware of her own skin. Miss Foxxx, he explained, was finishing a call and would join her shortly.

Dana sat back down, unscrewing the cap and taking small sips she didn’t need, more for something to occupy her hands than out of thirst. The office itself was painfully nondescript—neutral walls, bland furniture, and a pair of lighthouse prints she was almost certain had come with the lease. Everything about the place felt temporary, as though it could be packed up overnight. She wondered if discretion—or disapproval—forced them to move often, landlords uneasy with the realities of adult entertainment.

Her fingers drifted, unthinking, to the small bandage tucked into the crook of her elbow. She picked at its edge, a nervous habit, the sting of the morning’s blood draw still faintly present. The required testing had unsettled her at first, but now it offered a strange comfort. One fear, at least, had already been addressed. One risk crossed quietly off the list as she waited, heart fluttering, for whatever came next.

Yet even that small comfort twisted into a new knot of anxiety. Sitting there with the bandage on her arm, Dana couldn’t stop replaying the past few months in her head—how careless she’d been, how easily she’d let desire override caution. She liked the way it felt without barriers, liked the intimacy of it, the heat and immediacy. It had made her feel reckless and alive. Now it just made her feel foolish. And Ben—God. The thought that he might have picked something up from one of his pretty little distractions made her stomach tighten. Consequences had a way of catching up when you least wanted them to.

“Dana?”

She startled slightly and looked up. Matthew was on his feet now, one hand gesturing toward a closed door off to the side. The frosted glass bore the name Miss Fox etched neatly into it—properly spelled, not stylized or exaggerated the way her stage name would be.

Her pulse kicked up as she stood. She glanced down at herself out of pure reflex: the red blouse tucked neatly into a conservative black skirt that brushed her knees, the red heels peeking out beneath. The sandals were the boldest thing she had on, the only nod to sexiness in an outfit that otherwise felt… cautious. Sensible. Ridiculous, maybe. How did anyone dress for an interview that might end with them fucking on camera?

She’d waffled for an hour that morning—nearly worn her diner uniform, then swung hard in the opposite direction toward something corporate and buttoned-up, before landing on this uneasy middle ground. Her hair was pinned up, makeup understated. Part of her wanted to look desirable. Another part stubbornly refused to look cheap, even though she was here explicitly because she wanted to do something deliciously, unapologetically indecent.

She managed a tight smile at Matthew as he held the door for her, then stepped inside.

The office was larger than she’d expected, dominated by an impressive cherry-wood desk that looked heavy enough to anchor the room. Two leather chairs sat in front of it, polished and formal. No one was seated behind the desk, though there was another door just beyond it—likely a bathroom. Dana hesitated, unsure why she’d been ushered in if the woman she was supposed to meet wasn’t ready, but she stayed where she was as the door closed softly behind her.

Her gaze wandered. A sleek bar ran along one wall, bottles arranged with deliberate neatness. On the opposite side was a long couch, plainer than the rest of the furnishings, its cushions overstuffed and inviting in a way that felt… loaded. Her eyes lingered there despite herself, her imagination immediately filling in the blanks.

“It’s not a casting couch.”

The voice came from behind her—smooth, amused, touched with the same faint accent she’d noticed on Matthew.

Dana spun around. A tall woman stood near the water cooler, dark hair shot through with elegant streaks of silver, filling a bottle with practiced ease. There was a confidence to her posture that filled the room without effort.

“I take naps in the afternoon,” the woman added lightly, capping the bottle and smiling. “Best part of the day.” She gestured toward the bar. “Would you like a drink?”

“I’m fine,” Dana said quickly.

“Nice to meet you, Fine.” The woman’s smile widened, eyes glinting with mischief. “I’m Sylvia.”

Dana blinked, then flushed as the joke landed. “Oh—right. Sorry.” She stepped forward and took the offered hand. “Dana.”

“You’re nervous.” Sylvia didn’t let go right away, her grip warm and reassuring as she covered Dana’s hand with her other one. “That’s normal. Everyone is.” Her voice softened. “Let me put you at ease. Nothing is going to happen today, all right?”

“Okay.” The word came out on a breath Dana hadn’t realized she was holding.

She was acutely aware of Sylvia’s hands—how smooth they were, how deliberately gentle. The blue polish on her nails was flawless, understated yet intimate, and Dana felt an unexpected shiver of awareness ripple through her at the contact.

“There’s one more thing I can put your mind at ease about,” Sylvia said gently, her tone unhurried, almost intimate. “The second biggest fear everyone brings in with them the first time.” Her smile turned knowing. “Your test came back perfect. You’re completely clean.”

Relief rushed through Dana so fast it left her lightheaded. She let out a breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding and gave a small, crooked laugh. “That’s… really good to hear. God. Wow. This is awkward.”

Sylvia nodded, unbothered. “It always is. Just remember—today isn’t about anything happening. It’s about talking. About you figuring out whether this is truly what you want, and me making sure you can handle it, that we’d be a good fit.” Her finger tipped toward the desk. “Why don’t you sit down? And are you sure you don’t want a drink?”

“I’m fine,” Dana said, moving forward. “Matthew offered too. He’s very sweet.”

“He is,” Sylvia said with an easy laugh. “One of the many reasons I married him.” Her eyes sparkled. “I think the rest are fairly obvious.”

Dana smiled as she took the chair opposite the desk. “I noticed. Though I’d say he did pretty well for himself, too.”

“Thank you,” Sylvia said, settling into her own chair. “Flattery isn’t required, but I never object to it.”

Dana hadn’t meant it as flattery. And judging by Sylvia’s calm confidence, she knew exactly how striking she was. Dana had seen the pictures—last night, curled up with her phone, scrolling through pages of them. Twenty-five years in adult films, still listed as active. Dana hadn’t known whether that meant Sylvia still performed, or if the fantasy of her doing so was part of the appeal. Either way, the woman sitting across from her radiated sex.

Fifty-three, according to every source Dana could find. If that was true, Dana hoped fervently she’d age with even a fraction of that kind of grace. Sylvia’s skin was smooth and luminous, her high cheekbones sculpted like they’d been designed for a camera. Her eyes—an unusual blue-grey that seemed to shift with the light—held a sharp intelligence beneath the warmth. And her mouth… full, soft, perpetually on the edge of a pout, as if it had learned long ago how to invite attention without asking for it.

Her body was showcased in a sleeveless teal blouse that clung in all the right ways, paired with a short black skirt that hinted rather than boasted. Her breasts were firm and perfectly proportioned, not oversized, but undeniably present against her athletic frame. Everything about her spoke of discipline, of care, of a woman who understood her body and respected it.

Her ass was much the same—tight, shapely without being exaggerated. Even the silver threading through her dark hair only added to the effect, a deliberate reminder of her age, worn proudly. Dana suspected audiences loved that honesty, that unapologetic maturity.

Sylvia’s hair hung loose down her back, thick and straight, falling past her shoulders as if she refused to hide any part of herself. And when Dana’s gaze finally drifted down her long, toned legs, she blinked in surprise.

Sylvia was barefoot.

“I love how the carpet feels between my toes,” Sylvia murmured, as if she’d plucked the thought straight from Dana’s head. She slipped behind the desk and settled into her chair with unhurried grace, one bare foot brushing the floor. A slow smile curved her mouth. “So? Do I pass inspection?”

“Oh—sorry.” Heat rushed to Dana’s cheeks, embarrassment blooming fast and fierce.

“Don’t apologize.” Sylvia’s eyes gleamed with amusement, not offense. “I’m used to being looked at. Comes with the territory. And given what I do, I imagine there’s a certain… curiosity attached to how I look in real life.”

Dana swallowed, her pulse skittering. “Your husband doesn’t mind that you—” She stopped herself, mortified, color deepening. “God, I’m sorry. You probably don’t even perform anymore.”

Sylvia laughed softly, a warm, unselfconscious sound. “First, stop apologizing. You’re nervous—I get it. These are reasonable questions.” She leaned back slightly, relaxed, confident. “And no, Matthew doesn’t mind. Why would he? That’s how we met.”

“Really?” Dana blinked, genuinely startled. The idea lodged somewhere in her chest, unsettling and fascinating all at once. She couldn’t imagine having that kind of ease, that kind of trust.

“Eighteen years ago,” Sylvia continued. “On set. We had incredible chemistry during the shoot, and afterward he waited for me. Asked me out for a drink. We were married three months later.”

“That’s… fast.” Dana offered a nervous smile, aware she was filling space just to calm herself. Sylvia didn’t seem to mind at all.

“It was.” Sylvia shrugged lightly. “But as you’ve probably guessed, finding someone who isn’t threatened by my career isn’t easy. So who better than someone who understands it from the inside?”

“You still worked with other performers though?” Dana asked. “Together, I mean?”

“Of course.” Sylvia nodded. “These days, with indie content and couples making their own money online, it’s different. But back then? The scene was smaller. Less control, fewer options. So yes, we shot together—and separately. Sometimes there were other men or women in the same scene.”

She gestured casually toward the chair opposite her desk. Dana startled, realizing she was still standing. Flustered, she sat quickly, feeling foolish all over again. Sylvia smoothly continued, unfazed.

“For us, there’s a clear line. Sex for work is one thing. Sex between us is something else entirely. Work sex can still be enjoyable—”

“People actually enjoy it?” Dana cut in before she could stop herself. “That’s not just something people say to make it sound better?”

Sylvia’s lips curved knowingly. “Some go through the motions because it’s all they’ve ever done. And let’s be honest—most men watching don’t care if the pleasure is real.” Her gaze sharpened, honest. “But maybe twenty percent genuinely love it. I’m one of them. Otherwise, I’d have walked away a long time ago.”

Dana exhaled, processing that. “I guess it’s easier for the men,” she said slowly. “Hard to imagine it feeling like work for them.”

Sylvia’s smile deepened, layered with experience, with secrets Dana wasn’t sure she was ready to hear—but suddenly wanted to be.

“Oh, it is. Believe me,” Sylvia said, settling back with a knowing smile, one elegant ankle crossing over the other. “What you see on screen is a fantasy stitched together from chaos. Real shoots are nothing like the finished scene.”

Dana leaned forward despite herself.

“The director’s constantly calling cut—change the angle, switch positions, start over. Again and again.” Sylvia’s voice turned wry. “After a while, women get sore, tempers get short. And the men? They either wear themselves out or get so overstimulated from stopping and starting that they finish at the wrong time. Usually into the fluffer’s mouth.” She shrugged lightly. “Which means the whole shoot is ruined.”

Dana blinked. “Wait—so in a lot of scenes the guy doesn’t even…?”

“Actually come? No.” Sylvia smiled, unbothered by the bluntness. “Not even close.”

“Then how—?”

“A little squeeze bulb,” Sylvia said smoothly, like she was explaining a recipe. “Filled with milk, thickened with powdered milk, a bit of flavoring so it’s not awful. We’ll play with it in our mouths, make a show of it, sell the moment like it’s heaven.” Her eyes glinted. “The guy palms it and times the squirt while he strokes himself.”

Dana let out a surprised laugh, louder than she meant to, the sound bouncing off the walls. “Wow. I really do learn something new every day.”

Sylvia chuckled with her. “But not on my sites. I hate that artificial crap. We let scenes breathe. Let bodies find their rhythm. No constant interruptions unless something actually needs fixing.”

Dana hesitated, then asked, “Do you and your husband still… you know. Work together?”

“Sometimes.” Sylvia’s smile softened, turning almost intimate. “Matt and I do the occasional scene. Live ones, actually—over Zoom. Very raw, very real. Access is twenty-five dollars if people want to watch.”

“That’s… not much.”

“The last one had five hundred viewers.” Sylvia laughed, amused and a little proud. “Apparently I’m something of a legend now. Though it’s a strange feeling when your early work gets labeled vintage porn.”

Dana shook her head, impressed. “Wow.”

“There’s far more money in it these days,” Sylvia continued. “The internet changed everything. That’s why I started Milftacular. No power-tripping directors. No manipulation. No one gets pushed into anything.” Her tone sharpened just a touch. “My girls shoot what they want, when they want. And the men? They’re respectful or they’re gone.”

“That’s… actually really reassuring.”

“And not just gone from my site,” Sylvia added calmly. “Word travels. Places like mine won’t touch them. They’re stuck groveling for work with the big studios—and trust me, those places treat the men just as badly as the women.”

Dana nodded slowly. “I guess I’m here to learn about your way. Not theirs.”

“I figured as much.” Sylvia smiled knowingly. “You’ve seen the site. Cougar-cub is our bread and butter. Age-gap fantasies, confident mature women, eager young studs.” She winked. “And I’m picky. All my talent is beautiful, inside and out. The era of greasy old slobs is over.”

“Good,” Dana said, relieved.

“Especially if you want women watching,” Sylvia agreed. “And even if they won’t admit it, most men prefer it too. Two gorgeous people together is far hotter than pairing a stunning woman with some guy who looks like the ‘before’ photo in a gym ad.”

Dana nodded, her pulse picking up. Then, before she could overthink it, the words spilled out.

“Okay. So… how do we do this?”

Sylvia’s brows lifted slightly. “This? You mean making an adult film—with you as the star?”

“Yes.”

A slow smile curved Sylvia’s mouth. “Ellen mentioned you. Not by name—we’re very discreet in this business.” She laughed softly. “At least off-camera.”

Dana managed a thin smile in return, her nerves buzzing as the weight of what she’d just agreed to finally settled in.

“She warned me you might reach out,” Sylvia said gently, her voice losing its playful edge. “Ellen knew you were in trouble financially. She asked me to help you the way I helped her.” A small, knowing smile curved her mouth. “I didn’t hesitate. We’ve been friends more than twenty years. She stood by me through some brutal chapters of my life—especially when my family cut me off because of what I chose to do.”

Dana’s brows knit together. “They… found out?” 

“Outed,” Sylvia confirmed, a dry breath of a laugh leaving her. “Early. Painfully early.” She shrugged, but it didn’t quite hide the old sting. “I know that’s the nightmare scenario for you—and for most people who consider this world. For me, it came down to bad timing and worse luck.” 

She leaned back, eyes drifting somewhere far away. “One of my father’s friends was already obsessed with porn back when you had to physically buy it. He went through tapes like groceries. One day, he rented one of my first films.” Her lips twisted. “And yes, he recognized me. Decided my father needed to know.”

Dana inhaled sharply as Sylvia continued, her tone almost clinical now. “Dad didn’t ask questions. Just told me I was dead to him. My mother followed his lead.” She lifted a shoulder again, the motion practiced. “That was it.”

“I’m… I’m really sorry,” Dana said softly.

Sylvia’s gaze returned to her, steady and unashamed. “It broke me for a while. But I don’t believe in accidents. If that hadn’t happened, I wouldn’t have crossed paths with Ellen. She was in London then, already established, and she threw me a lifeline—legitimate modeling jobs, enough to survive. Back then, porn wasn’t this endless, hungry machine it is now. Fewer outlets. Less money. Less freedom.”

Dana smiled faintly. “That’s kind of ironic. I started out modeling too… and now I’m sitting here, considering this.”

Sylvia’s eyes flickered with interest. “The landscape has changed completely. Adult content is booming, and creator-owned platforms have exploded. Niche fantasies, specific desires—there’s an audience for everything now.” 

She shifted in her chair, posture relaxed but commanding, and gestured toward Dana with two fingers. “That’s also why being recognized is still possible—but statistically less likely. There’s simply too much content. Feature films carry more risk, sure. But most scenes now are short, stripped down. Sometimes no dialogue at all. No plot beyond bodies and chemistry. And often? No credits.”

Dana blinked. “Not even the stage name?”

“Nope. That’s why entire forums exist where people post clips begging for an ID. Someone always knows.” Sylvia smirked. “But for what you’re talking about? You’d only register to someone who consumes a lot of milf porn. And a lot of it.”

“Or someone on your site,” Dana said. “And Ellen made it sound like you’re… pretty well-known.”

“We’re expanding,” Sylvia corrected smoothly. “As are plenty of others. If you shoot with me regularly, members will recognize your face, your alias. But it would still take someone from your real life to connect those dots—and they’d have to already be looking.”

Dana exhaled, her shoulders sinking. “I don’t have much of a real life. Not a lot of people. Guess being a bit of a loner finally has its upside.”

“Being cut off from the world by a controlling bastard does things to you,” Sylvia said quietly. When Dana’s eyes flared in startled recognition, she softened her tone. “Ellen filled me in. Your story hit uncomfortably close to home. It’s almost a carbon copy of how my father dismantled my mother.”

She leaned back, fingers curling around her glass as if grounding herself. “She was brilliant—educated, curious, full of plans. She talked about opening her own business, traveling, building something that was hers. Then she married my father. A man who wrapped his cruelty in religion and called it righteousness. By the time he was done with her, she might as well have been barefoot and invisible, confined to a kitchen and a life that was never meant to be a cage.”

Disgust tightened her mouth. “Men like that shouldn’t still exist, yet somehow they’re everywhere. Thriving.”

Dana exhaled slowly. “And somehow it always circles back to being the woman’s fault, too. Like we invite it. I know I did. I thought I was spiraling, making bad choices… and that finding a ‘good man’ would turn me into a good woman.”

Sylvia’s lips curved, knowing and unapologetic. “Define good.” Her eyes glittered. “Plenty of people would call me a good woman. I just happen to believe that if it feels good and hurts no one, it’s worth exploring. That philosophy only becomes ‘wrong’ when a woman lives by it—and even then, only to a certain breed of sanctimonious asshole.”

“Hindsight’s cruel like that,” Dana murmured. “If I’d known then what I know now…”

“Ellen told me your so-called bad phase was really just you enjoying sex,” Sylvia said lightly. “And not being overly picky about the men attached to it.”

A faint smile tugged at Dana’s mouth. “I liked it quick and uncomplicated back then. One and done. Turns out I still do. The only thing that’s changed is my age—not theirs.”

“And that,” Sylvia said, eyes warming with interest, “is exactly why I wanted to meet you.” She shifted, posture turning more deliberate. “I run my site differently than most. A lot of people drift into porn when they’re desperate—money usually being the motivator. But desperation alone doesn’t mean it’s right for them.”

She scoffed softly. “The big studios don’t care. They’ll wring a single shoot out of a woman who tries it once, hates every second, and never comes back. Chop that half hour into bite-sized clips, flood the internet, and call it a win. She gets a grand. They get content forever.”

“Some young women use it to pay tuition,” Sylvia continued. “A few genuinely love it. Most just tolerate it, fake enthusiasm well enough to get through the day, and tell themselves it’s temporary.”

Her gaze sharpened. “I look for women who will actually want this. Who will sink into it, stay for a while. Partly because continuity sells—men like familiarity. They see a new clip from someone they recognize and think, I have to watch that.”

Dana nodded. “And the other reason?”

Sylvia’s voice dropped, intimate and sincere. “Because I give a damn. About everyone who works with me—women and men. I never want anyone showing up with that hollow, resigned ‘I have to’ mindset. I want hunger. Curiosity. Joy. I want people who are present, who are having fun. Real pleasure. Real smiles. The kind you only get from people who genuinely love sex—and aren’t afraid to show it.”

“But how can you possibly know you’ll get that kind of spark from this Next MILF Porn Star idea?” I asked, curiosity threading through my voice. “You’re walking in blind. You’ve never even seen these women.”

A slow, knowing smile curved Sylvia’s mouth. “That’s exactly what makes it intoxicating. The uncertainty. You’re right—I never know what I’m going to get. Sometimes the entire shoot is stiff and uncomfortable, nerves buzzing in the air like static that never settles. And then there are other times…” Her eyes darkened slightly. “Sometimes a woman sheds her fear right in front of us and turns feral, like something primal finally slipped free.”

“Has anyone ever stopped halfway through?” I asked.

“Of course.” She shrugged, unapologetic. “Those never see the light of day. That’s part of why new releases don’t happen every week. Finding the right people is hard enough, and even then, what you’re talking about happens. I trust my instincts, but instinct isn’t certainty.”

“So how do you decide who’s worth the risk?” I pressed.

“I ask questions. A lot of them. Motivation matters more than people realize.” Her gaze sharpened on me. “Yours, for example, is purely financial. That’s common—but it’s also where most of the wreckage comes from. The ones doing it only for the paycheck are the most likely to freeze up, walk away, or end up starring in something painfully awkward.”

“I watched the last woman—Vanessa,” I said quietly. “She came in for the money, and she still looked like she found her groove.”

“She did.” Sylvia nodded. “And she’s done four more scenes for us since, across other sites. Money wasn’t her only driver, though. There was revenge in it for her too—a beautifully petty middle finger to her ex.” A faint smile. “And she didn’t have anyone left who could be hurt by it. No parents. No kids.”

“Same here,” I muttered. “Not many friends either.” I shifted in my chair. “Maybe I shouldn’t care so much, but I do. Down the line. I still want to model again someday. I don’t want this resurfacing when I’m finally climbing back up.”

“That’s fair,” Sylvia said gently. “But if Ellen can’t place you much right now, there may not be much to lose. And believe me—she’s exceptional at what she does.”

“Nothing’s happening now,” I said, lifting my chin. “But I’m not done trying.”

“Good.” Her approval was warm, steady. “Still, this is about the present. Ellen mentioned you need thirty-five thousand within a few months?”

“There’s been a change.” My stomach tightened as I said it. “I need ten thousand in the next three weeks. Probably more—I still have to eat, and I just lost my part-time job. Full-time applications are going nowhere.”

Sylvia exhaled slowly. “An average scene pays twelve hundred. I pay fifteen.” She leaned back, calculating. “I could get you two shoots a week. Maybe three occasionally. But if you’re trying to cover living expenses and debt, it may not stretch far enough.”

“It’s still a lot of money,” I said, my pulse thudding.

“It is.” Her eyes held mine. “And I told you—I’ll do for you what I did for Ellen. She believes in you. She wants you safe, stable, able to breathe again. Because of that, I’m willing to front you the money.”

My heart stumbled. “Ten thousand?”

“Next Milf Porn Star lives or dies on authenticity,” Sylvia said, leaning back with an easy confidence that came from years of watching people undress more than just their bodies. “I insist on absolute amateurs for that site, and because the membership fee is higher, the payout is too. One shoot pays five thousand—provided you see it through to the end. If you stop at any point, you still get five hundred for your time, but that’s it. I can’t use incomplete footage, so it’s a total loss on my end.”

“Ellen said it could go as high as ten,” Dana replied, cautious but hopeful.

“It can,” Sylvia said, nodding. “That’s when it becomes a two-part deal.”

Dana blinked. “A two-part…?”

“After the first shoot, the standard rate drops to fifteen hundred like the others,” Sylvia explained smoothly. “But we give women the option of earning another five grand if their second appearance is a threesome. Someone still new, still a little unpolished, taking on two men—it’s electric for viewers. There’s a rawness to it that sells like crazy.”

“Oh.” Dana let the word fall between them, heavy and uncertain.

Sylvia tilted her head. “Ever been with two at once?”

Dana hesitated, then almost laughed at herself. Why pretend modesty now? She was sitting across from a former porn star turned producer—judgment wasn’t exactly in the room. “Yeah. I was about twenty-five. I’d just finished my first out-of-town fashion show, got drunk afterward, and ended up back at the hotel with two guys from the crew—the ones who traveled with us setting up stages and props.” She lifted a shoulder. “I couldn’t decide between them, so I didn’t.”

Sylvia broke into delighted applause. “I love that. Ellen wasn’t wrong calling you a wild one.”

“Too wild if I wanted to be taken seriously,” Dana said quietly. “That’s why I walked away from that version of myself. I didn’t want fame with a trail of stories following me around.”

“They would’ve followed you anyway,” Sylvia countered gently. “At least based on what you’d already done.”

“Maybe,” Dana said. “But why keep stacking the odds? Every guy is another mouth that could talk.”

“Fair point,” Sylvia agreed. “But that’s actually part of what I screen for—a relaxed, unapologetic relationship with sex. You had it once, and you still have it. The idea of shy virgins turning into overnight porn sensations? Mostly fantasy. The women who thrive usually have a history of saying yes because they want to.”

She paused, eyes thoughtful. “That’s also why older women work so well for us. More experience. More self-knowledge. You know your boundaries—and you’re mature enough to enforce them.”

“I won’t do double penetration,” Dana said immediately, the words tumbling out. “If I ever did something with two men, I don’t want—”

Sylvia lifted a hand, stopping her with a calm smile. “We’re not planning a threesome right now. We don’t even know if you’ll want a second shoot. And if you ever do, we can keep it simple—classic, one-at-a-time positions. Nothing extreme.”

The casual way she said it made Dana’s head spin. “Good to know. God, this is surreal.”

“We try to take the weird out of it by talking openly,” Sylvia said. “Silence is what makes people freeze up.”

She leaned forward slightly. “One more thing Ellen mentioned—she said the camera does something to you. That being filmed turns you on, that some of your past encounters only happened because of that heat, that awareness of being watched.”

“It’s true,” Dana admitted softly. “There’s something about it that flips a switch in me. I suppose I’ve always had a streak of exhibitionist in my blood.” Her smile tugged crooked, half self-mockery, half confession. “And apparently it never went away. First time back on a set in fifteen years and I ended up fucking the photographer’s assistant. I even waited for him outside, like a teenager sneaking a cigarette.”

Sylvia’s lips curved knowingly. “That impulse could serve you very well. A lot of first-timers get rattled by the bodies in the room—the crew, the lights, the lens hovering a foot from their skin.”

“I don’t know if it would translate,” Dana said, her pulse skittering. “That would be… different.”

“How so?”

“Because I’d be naked,” she said, then forced the rest out, feeling heat creep up her neck. “And actually fucking.” She winced. “I’ve never even done a nude shoot.”

Sylvia’s eyes lit with interest instead of concern. “Which makes you perfect. Raw reactions, no polish, no bad habits. The camera eats that up.” She studied Dana for a beat. “Tell me something. Is there any part of you that wants this for a reason other than the money?”

Dana blinked. “People have other reasons?”

“They do,” Sylvia said easily. “You heard Vanessa—revenge fueled her, and it came through in every frame. Amanda had been fantasizing about it for years and finally gave herself permission when her finances nudged her. If cash is the only reason, it tends to read flat.”

“But I’d still get paid.”

“For the one shoot,” Sylvia agreed. “After that, no. I only keep people who actually sink into it.”

Dana exhaled slowly. “I don’t think I can answer that right now. This feels like one of those things you don’t know until you’re standing in it.”

“Sometimes,” Sylvia murmured. A thoughtful expression crossed her face. “Over the years, I’ve found a way to glimpse what I might be working with—without stealing the thunder of a first time.”

Dana’s stomach tightened. “How?”

“Just a moment.” Sylvia reached for her phone and pressed a button. “Matt? Could you come in here, please?”

“Of course,” came his voice through the speaker. “Want me to lock the door?”

“We’re alone for a while, but yes.”

Dana felt a flutter of nerves snap awake. “Lock the door?”

Sylvia waved it off. “Nothing dramatic. I live in fantasy; Matt keeps track of the dull practicalities.”

Moments later, Matt stepped inside and circled the desk, stopping just behind Dana. His presence was warm, solid, unhurried.

“So,” he said pleasantly, “are we getting along? Is the beautiful Miss Dana about to join our little family?”

“I believe so,” Sylvia replied. “But first, a small test.” She gestured to Dana. “This is where I ask if you’re truly willing. At least for the Next Milf shoot.”

“Yes,” Dana said, the word escaping before doubt could grab it.

Sylvia smiled. “Stand up for me, Dana. Take a couple of steps back.”

Dana drew in a breath and obeyed, aware of every inch of herself as she moved.

“She looks fantastic,” Matt said, openly appreciative. “Soft curves where you want them, real, confident. Very right for her age.”

“Our age,” Sylvia corrected sharply.

He smirked. “I’m six years younger than you, sweetheart. I haven’t crossed fifty yet.”

“I don’t have a wrong side,” Sylvia shot back. “And everyone knows that—because they’ve seen all of them.”

“Touché,” Matt chuckled, the sound easy and warm, and Dana found herself smiling back despite the tight knot of nerves curling in her stomach.

“You really are ideal for this, Dana,” Sylvia said, her voice calm, assured. “And if what you’ve shared about yourself is honest, I suspect you won’t just make it through the shoot—you’ll crave the next one.” A beat, then a sly tilt of her mouth. “Still, I’ve learned not to rely on instincts alone. So—how about a small test?”

“A test?” Dana echoed, uncertainty flickering across her face.

“There’s a reason exhibitionism and voyeurism tend to walk hand in hand,” Sylvia replied smoothly. “They’re two sides of the same hunger.”

“If you say so,” Dana murmured, skepticism softening into wary curiosity.

“Oh, I plan to do more than say it.” Sylvia rose from her chair, and Matt deftly rolled it aside, clearing the space between them. “I want to show you.”

Sylvia lifted her arms, stretching languidly, and Dana’s breath caught when Matt reached for the hem of her top and drew it up and over her head in one practiced motion. The fabric fluttered to the floor. He swept Sylvia’s long hair over one shoulder and bent to her neck, his mouth finding skin with intimate familiarity.

A quiet sigh slipped from Sylvia as his arms circled her, his broad hands exploring the smooth plane of her stomach while his lips traced slow, deliberate kisses. She hooked an arm behind his head and rocked her hips back, pressing her ass into him with a confidence that made Dana’s pulse jump.

Heat rushed to Dana’s cheeks. She dropped her gaze to her lap, but when Sylvia let out a low, needy sound, it pulled her eyes back up as if by gravity. Matt had eased the straps of Sylvia’s bra down her arms, then slid the cups away, revealing her breasts.

They were fuller than Dana had expected, softly shaped, touched by time but no less captivating for it. Her nipples—deep wine against darker skin—peaked hard, and Sylvia’s breath stuttered when Matt’s fingers closed around them, teasing, rolling, claiming.

Reaching behind herself, Sylvia found the zipper of her skirt. In the hush of the room, the faint rasp of metal sliding down sent a shiver straight through Dana. Sylvia swayed her hips, easing the skirt lower in a slow, sensual glide that spoke of long habit and total ease in her own skin.

Dana’s mind tried to interject something wry—some mental aside about professionalism—but her body paid no attention. The skirt pooled at Sylvia’s feet, leaving her in a teal thong that hugged her curves. Moments later, her bra joined the growing scatter of clothes on the floor.

All the while, Matt’s mouth never left her neck, his hands reverent and possessive as they cupped and lifted her breasts. Sylvia turned within his arms, framing his face with her hands before drawing him into a kiss. They angled themselves instinctively, presenting the perfect view, proof that this wasn’t their first performance—and wouldn’t be their last.

Their tongues met, slow and hungry, a practiced dance that made Dana’s breathing turn shallow. Her nipples tightened, aching, and she shifted in her chair, acutely aware of the warmth blooming between her thighs, of how deeply the sight of them was getting under her skin.

Sylvia’s fingers made quick, practiced work of Matthew’s buttons, each one popping free beneath her touch while their mouths stayed fused, breath mingling, heat rising. She shrugged his shirt from his shoulders and let it fall away, her palms immediately claiming the hard planes of his chest. Dana couldn’t look away. Her focus tunneled, narrowing to the smooth stretch of muscle, the faint dusting of hair, the way Matthew’s body seemed carved rather than grown.

Sylvia’s hands slid lower. The rasp of the zipper sounded obscene in the quiet room, amplified by Dana’s awareness of every inhale, every pulse of blood in her ears. Sweat traced a slow line down Dana’s spine as Sylvia pushed his slacks down his hips, then further, freeing him inch by inch. When his boxers followed, his erection sprang free—full, heavy, already glossy at the tip.

Dana sucked in a breath she hadn’t realized she was holding.

Sylvia wrapped her hand around him without hesitation, stroking with a confidence that made Dana’s thighs tense. She kept kissing him, lazy and deep, while her fist moved in a slow, knowing rhythm. Matthew’s hands closed on her hips and, with effortless strength, he lifted her, setting her back against the edge of the desk. Sylvia laughed softly as she swept an arm behind her, sending folders and papers scattering to the floor like forgotten thoughts.

She shifted, turning her body sideways, propping herself on her elbows. Her hips lifted in silent invitation. Matthew hooked his fingers into the waistband of her thong and slid it down her legs. Sylvia helped, knees bending, feet flexing as the scrap of fabric disappeared. Dana took an unconscious step closer, drawn forward by something she no longer bothered to fight.

“Don’t hide,” Sylvia murmured, her gaze finding Dana’s. “Come closer. I want you to see.”

Matthew didn’t bother covering himself, didn’t even glance down. He smiled at Dana, dark and assured. “You won’t regret it, love. Promise.”

Dana realized she’d moved only when she was suddenly beside the desk, close enough to feel the heat radiating from their skin. Matthew gripped Sylvia’s legs and drew her nearer to the edge. She opened herself without shyness, thighs wide, unapologetic.

Dana’s throat tightened.

She’d never been this close to another woman’s naked body, never stared so openly between parted legs. Sylvia’s sex was flushed and full, her lips darkened, her arousal unmistakable. Her clit swelled visibly beneath its hood, already needy, already demanding.

The moment felt unreal, dreamlike, as Sylvia traced two fingers through her slick folds. Dana’s breath hitched when those fingers slipped inside, Sylvia’s hips rocking gently to meet them. She worked herself with slow intention, then withdrew, sliding back until her fingers framed her clit, circling it with maddening patience.

“Come here,” Sylvia purred, voice dropping into something smoky and dangerous. “I want your cock. I need it.”

Matthew stepped closer. Sylvia turned her head, mouth opening, tongue teasing the air. He guided himself, tapping the weight of his cock against her tongue before easing forward. Dana whimpered softly at the sight, sound barely escaping her lips as Sylvia accepted him, inch by inch, until he was fully seated in her mouth, lips sealed around his base.

Sylvia groaned low in her throat, her eyes never leaving his as she began to move, slow and deliberate, worshipful and sure. Dana stood frozen, heart racing, body aching, watching the intimacy unfold inches from her face—and knowing, with a startling clarity, that she would never forget this view.

Sylvia parted her lips even more, jaw relaxing as her fingers slid down to cradle the weight of him. The moment her palm closed around his balls, Matthew’s control fractured—his hips surged forward, driving deep as he took her mouth with a raw, hungry rhythm. One hand skimmed over the curves of her breasts, down the smooth plane of her stomach, and then lower still. He nudged her hand aside and thrust two fingers into her with deliberate force.

Dana’s pulse thundered in her ears. Heat flooded her cheeks, mirrored by the ache blooming between her thighs as she watched Matthew add another finger, stretching his wife with practiced ease while his thumb sought out that slick, swollen bud. Sylvia’s moan fractured into breathy, obscene sounds, her throat working around him as he drove harder, the wet noises filling the room.

Tears glazed Sylvia’s eyes as he used her mouth, but she never looked away. She held his gaze, defiant and hungry, even as her hips rocked to meet the relentless motion of his fingers. Dana’s hands curled tight at her sides, nails biting into her palms as she battled the overwhelming urge to slide her own fingers beneath her skirt, right there, unable to look away from the spectacle unfolding inches from her.

A light tap against his balls was all the warning he needed. Matthew pulled back, his cock slipping free in a messy trail, saliva and pearly slick spilling over Sylvia’s chin and down the swell of her breasts. Without hesitation, his trousers still tangled around his legs, he moved to the end of the desk, sank to his knees, and pressed his face between his wife’s open thighs.

“Fuck,” Dana breathed, the word barely more than a tremor as she watched his tongue tease and flutter through Sylvia’s glistening folds.

Sylvia opened herself shamelessly for him, a sharp cry tearing from her when his tongue plunged inside. She caught his wrist, guiding his slick fingers back to her mouth, sucking them clean with eager devotion. His other hand returned to her, fingers sliding in again as his mouth shifted, circling and tormenting her clit with slow, devastating precision.

She guided his hand to her breast, a soft gasp escaping as he rolled her nipple between his fingers while she pinched and teased the other herself. Her head turned then, eyes locking with Dana’s. Dana looked away instinctively, cheeks burning—just in time to miss nothing at all but the wicked little wink Sylvia sent her.

“Yes!” Sylvia cried, the sound sharp and commanding, making Dana’s body flood with wet heat. “Another finger—do it—and don’t stop sucking that fucking clit.”

Matthew obeyed, pushing a third finger inside her and sealing his mouth over her clit, the obscene smack of his lips echoing as he sucked hard.

“Oh, God—yes.” Sylvia fisted his hair, grinding herself against his face, breathless and wild. “Just like that. Make me come, Matt. Let Dana see how fucking good you make me feel.”

Hearing her own name wrapped in Sylvia’s raw, porn-dark voice sent a shudder through Dana’s entire body. She squeezed her thighs together, a soft moan slipping free despite herself, so aroused it hurt—so desperate she could barely stop herself from collapsing into the chair, hiking up her skirt, and touching herself while they watched.

When Sylvia let out that deep, raw sound—low and animal, torn from somewhere beneath language—it hit Dana like a punch of recognition. It was the exact noise she made herself, right before everything shattered and she tipped over the edge. Dana caught her bottom lip between her teeth, sucking it hard as heat flooded her face. A breathy whimper slipped free of her before she could stop it, but it vanished beneath Sylvia’s next cry—louder, sharper—followed by a cascade of high, broken moans as her hips began to roll helplessly against Matt’s mouth.

Sylvia thrashed and writhed on the tabletop, fingers clawing at the surface, her body completely given over to sensation. Matt didn’t let up. His fingers stayed deep inside her, working relentlessly, while his mouth stayed sealed to her swollen clit, drawing out yelps and breathless squeals that sounded almost obscene in their intensity. Then, all at once, her strength gave out. She collapsed back against the desk, chest heaving, skin flushed and glowing, a loose, utterly satisfied smile curving her lips.

Dana barely had time to register the aftermath before she realized—Matt wasn’t finished.

He surged up onto his feet, his cock springing free and standing proud, bobbing with urgency, aimed unerringly at his wife. Wrapping his fist around the base, he dragged the slick head over her oversensitive clit in a slow, teasing stroke that made Sylvia gasp. Then he slid into her in one hard, claiming thrust, deep enough to wrench a startled yelp from her throat.

“Oh baby, yes—just like that,” Sylvia urged, breathless and laughing as she lay sprawled on the desk, hands gripping the edge while Matt drove into her with quick, punishing strokes.

“Oh my god,” Dana groaned softly when Matt grabbed Sylvia’s ankles and hoisted her legs up, spreading her wide and open, exposing every inch of her as he took her without mercy.

Sylvia’s breasts bounced with each thrust, her mouth falling open as moans poured out of her unchecked. Her eyes fluttered half-shut, her expression radiant and unguarded, the kind of pleasure Dana knew couldn’t be staged or exaggerated.

“Come on, Matt,” Sylvia taunted, voice thick with satisfaction. “Give it to me fast. This is a demonstration, not a date night.”

Matt laughed even as he continued to thrust, breath ragged, then pulled free, his cock shining with her wetness. Stepping back, he shifted her legs to the side, making her gasp as she rolled with the motion—once, then again—until she was face down on the desk. He let her legs drop.

The moment her bare feet brushed the rug, his hands clamped onto her hips and he slammed back into her from behind. Dana watched, transfixed, as his cock slid out between Sylvia’s thighs and plunged back in again and again, hard enough to make his balls slap audibly against her.

Sylvia turned her head, dark hair falling back from her flushed face, and tossed it away with a lazy, wicked smile. “How does that look, Dana?” she asked, eyes bright and knowing. “You want this to be you, don’t you?”

“I wouldn’t mind it being her,” Matt shot back between heavy breaths, thrusting hard enough to rattle the desk and send a few framed photos toppling onto the floor.

Sylvia’s voice dropped to a sultry whisper. “You want him, Dana? Want to join us?” She smiled, slow and deliberate. “I’ll sit back, legs over the chair, and touch myself while I watch my husband fuck your sopping wet cunt.”

“God,” Matt groaned, the word torn from him as his hips snapped forward, “that’s so fucking hot, honey.”

“You could stretch out on the desk,” Sylvia murmured, her voice a velvet promise, “and I’d circle around, take my time with your clit while he’s buried inside you. I’d coax you apart, make you shatter right there on his thick cock. Doesn’t that sound delicious?”

Dana couldn’t find words. Her tongue felt glued to the roof of her mouth as she drank in the sight of Matt—his chest gleaming with sweat, muscles flexing with every powerful drive of his hips. His cock disappeared into Sylvia again and again, and Dana’s imagination betrayed her, conjuring the ache between her own thighs, picturing that same heat filling her, stretching her.

“I wouldn’t complain about that,” Matt chuckled, but the sound broke into a groan when Sylvia pushed back hard, taking him even deeper, stealing the breath from his lungs.

“Then I’d lay my head right here,” Sylvia went on, sliding a hand down her stomach as if mapping it out, “mouth open, waiting. And when Matt’s ready, he’ll pull out of your soaking pussy and spill himself straight onto my tongue.”

“Oh, fuck, yes,” Matt panted, his rhythm tightening, turning sharp and needy. “And after that, what are you going to do, huh? Tell me.”

“I’ll let it drip,” she said, breathless now, eyes blazing, “let it slide from my mouth onto Dana’s freshly fucked, still open cunt—and then I’ll lick it away, suck it from her clit and—fuck—”

Her words dissolved into a gasp as Matt drove into her with punishing force. Dana’s gaze traced every inch of him: the hard planes of his chest, the taut line of his stomach, the cords standing out in his forearms, until her eyes landed again on that incredible cock, glistening and relentless.

The thrusts turned brutal, the kind that looked almost painful—almost—but Dana knew her body would beg for that exact kind of delicious hurt. Suddenly Matt pulled free, wrapping his fist around himself, stroking hard.

Sylvia didn’t miss a beat. With practiced ease, she slid off the desk and dropped to her knees, back straight, mouth opening wide in an invitation that left nothing to the imagination.

Matt let go, and a thick, white stream spilled into her waiting mouth. He brushed her hair aside tenderly, almost casually, making sure Dana had an unobstructed view as Sylvia took him in hand, pumping him with confident strokes. She tugged him back to her lips, milking him until spurts painted her tongue.

He groaned when she closed her mouth around the head, sucking deeply, still working him with her hand, determined to drain every last drop. Her fingers cupped and stroked his balls, and when his hips jerked and he gasped, “Okay—okay,” she slipped him free.

Sylvia opened her mouth wide, shamelessly displaying the glossy pool of cum inside. Then she squeezed the tip of his cock and twisted her wrist just right, drawing out one final bead that fell to join the rest. Matt shuddered, a low sound torn from his chest.

She swallowed slowly, deliberately, never breaking eye contact with Dana. When her mouth was empty, she opened it again to prove it, then pressed a teasing kiss to Matt’s still-twitching length before pulling his boxers back into place.

“Jesus,” Matt breathed, grinning down at her. “You’re still better than half the women who do this for a living.”

“What can I say?” Sylvia laughed, taking his hand as he pulled her upright. “I’m passionate about my job.”

She turned then, fixing Dana with a knowing smile. “So,” she asked softly, “did you enjoy the show?”

“I—” Dana staggered a step to the side and collapsed into the chair, her knees weak, head spinning. “Holy shit.”

Matt zipped up, smirking. He reached for Sylvia’s skirt, lifting it playfully as he looked at Dana. “Yeah,” he said, amused. “I’m pretty sure that’s a yes.”

“The expression on her face says yes—absolutely yes,” Sylvia murmured, certainty lacing her voice. She steadied herself with a hand on Matt’s shoulder as she stepped back into her skirt, the fabric whispering up her thighs.

Matt took over without a word, easing the skirt into place and zipping her in with practiced fingers. He found her blouse where it had been tossed aside and lifted it for her, holding it open like an invitation.

“We usually steal a little lunchtime indulgence every day,” Sylvia said lightly, eyes glittering. “But having an audience?” She tilted her head toward Dana. “That definitely adds heat, doesn’t it, baby?”

“It does,” Matt replied, warmth and pride threaded through his voice. He guided Sylvia’s arms into the sleeves, then came up behind her, fastening each button over her still-sensitive skin, his knuckles grazing her breasts as he worked. “It really does.”

“I’ve… I’ve never seen anything like that,” Dana said finally, her voice rough, stunned honesty spilling out.

Sylvia perched on the edge of the desk, relaxed and glowing. “It’s different when it’s right in front of you, isn’t it? Screens flatten everything. Real bodies, real sounds—it’s messier. Sexier. Alive.”

Matt crossed the room to the small fridge behind the bar and came back with three bottles of water. He handed one to Dana, cracked another open for Sylvia, then twisted the cap off his and drained it in one long pull. Water escaped the corner of his mouth, streaking down his chest.

Dana let out a breathy sound. “I feel like I should pour this over my head.”

Matt laughed, grabbing his shirt and pulling it on. “Wouldn’t be the worst idea.”

Sylvia took a slow sip, then angled her gaze toward Dana, her smile knowing. “So tell me,” she said softly, “are you wet?”

Dana blinked. “What?”

“I mean,” Sylvia went on smoothly, eyes flicking downward and back up again, “as wet as you look.”

Dana stared at her, amazed by how calm she was—how effortlessly composed—barely minutes after being naked and swallowing her husband’s release. She looked away, heat crawling up her neck. “I… think I soaked straight through my damn thong.”

Sylvia’s smile widened. “Then we’ll be expecting you back here Saturday morning. Nine sharp.”


Chapter 9

Dana hovered outside the S&F door, that strange, electric sense of repetition tightening her chest. The same hesitation, the same war inside her—but this time the stakes felt heavier. Last time she’d turned the knob and walked away unchanged. This time, she knew, there would be no neat retreat. Whatever waited on the other side would mark her.

The morning after meeting Sylvia—after accidentally, spectacularly witnessing that intimate, unapologetic display of love—Matthew’s email had landed in her inbox with unnerving precision. It wasn’t flirtatious. It wasn’t crude. It was practical, almost clinical, asking her to outline exactly what she needed to keep her house, to stay solvent, to breathe without panic tightening her ribs.

Then came the instructions.

Dress rather plain.

Jeans. Hair pulled back. Makeup minimal, if any. A top that didn’t scream for attention, but still, pointedly, “showed off the assets.”

So much for impulse, she’d thought, lips quirking as she typed out her financial reality. Still, she’d followed directions to the letter, combing through her closet with the careful eye of a woman who understood presentation. The black jeans she finally chose had been buried for years, relics from a time when her body had been kinder. She’d had to wriggle and coax them up her thighs, breath held as the zipper finally slid home. Tight—not sloppy, not apologetic. Plain didn’t have to mean invisible.

The top was red, sleeveless, modest by her standards. Not scandalous, not demure either. It revealed just enough to acknowledge reality. With breasts like hers, subtlety was always a negotiation. She’d settled for a hint of cleavage, a quiet suggestion rather than a demand.

Her hair was pulled into a simple ponytail, makeup pared back until her reflection looked almost bare. She’d skipped heavy lipstick entirely. Drawing attention to her mouth would undermine the illusion she suspected Matthew wanted—the appearance that she wasn’t trying. That the allure would come later.

Because the seduction, she knew, was in the reveal.

Unwrapping, not the package.

A memory surfaced, Burt’s gravelly voice from her modeling days: Less is more, kid—until it isn’t. Until you choose the moment.

That thought made her pulse jump, especially knowing what she wore underneath. Her bra was red lace, sheer and delicate, cut in half-cups that left little to the imagination. Tiny bows sat over her nipples like a secret joke. The thong matched, transparent enough to expose the neat triangle of dark hair she’d decided to keep—defiant, intentional, hers.

“Stalling,” she murmured to herself.

She drew in a steadying breath and pressed the buzzer.

“It’s open!” Matthew called.

Dana stepped inside.

“There she is!” Sylvia’s voice rang out warmly. She was sprawled on the couch, dressed almost like Dana’s mirror—faded jeans, a simple white T-shirt, her long hair pulled back the same casual way. Comfortable. Confident. Radiant in her ease.

“Our next star in the making,” Matthew added, glancing up from behind the desk where he flipped through papers. He looked disarmingly normal in jeans and a Jaguars T-shirt, like this was a tax meeting instead of whatever delicious uncertainty curled low in Dana’s belly. “Come on over, Dana. Let’s get the dull stuff handled before we head upstairs and have a little fun.”

Her stomach dipped, heat blooming beneath her skin.

“Upstairs?”

“We don’t film down here,” Sylvia said with a low, amused laugh, the sound warm and conspiratorial. “We lease the entire floor above us—split it into different studios, sets, whatever mood we’re in.”

“Oh. Right.” Dana nodded, her pulse still skidding, and crossed the room to the desk, every step feeling heavier than it should have.

“What we did, Dana,” Matthew began, then paused, flicking a glance at Sylvia that carried years of shared understanding, “—what I did, since my wife loathes paperwork and anything resembling actual administration—is put together a contract for you.”

He slid a single sheet toward her, the paper whispering against the desk like a challenge.

“What we’re offering is structured around what you told us you need right now. If you go through with today’s shoot, you walk out with a check for five thousand dollars. That’s this first section.” He tapped the page near Sylvia’s signature. “If you decide you can’t do it, you still get five hundred for your time.”

Dana lowered herself into the chair, the leather cool beneath her thighs, and stared at the words, forcing her mind to slow, to focus. Her heart was pounding too loud, her body too aware of itself. The paragraph said exactly what Matthew had explained. Nothing hidden. Nothing fancy. She took the pen he offered, her fingers trembling just slightly, and signed.

“Now,” Matthew said, “this next part only matters if the shoot happens.”

“Why not just do it all now?” Dana asked, looking up.

“Because if you walk away, the rest becomes meaningless.”

“Got it.” She dropped her gaze back to the page, but Sylvia leaned in from her right, close enough that Dana caught the faint scent of her perfume—clean, feminine, intimate.

“It says that if you’re open to doing additional shoots,” Sylvia murmured, “we’ll advance you ten thousand dollars. That covers the rest of the down payment you owe your ex, and gives you another five to live on while you breathe again.”

Dana swallowed. “Thank you. That’s… incredibly generous.”

“A friend of Ellen’s is a friend of mine, love,” Sylvia said softly.

Then her tone shifted, sharpening just a touch as she turned back toward Matthew. “The unpleasant bit,” she said. “Go on.”

“This is an advance,” Matthew said plainly. “Not a gift. By signing, you agree to work it off. Our rate is fifteen hundred per full-length scene. Six would technically cover it, but we round in our favor on the last one.” He met Dana’s eyes. “That makes seven shoots total.”

“I understand.” Dana tapped the pen against her chin, the hollow sound betraying her nerves. One shoot already felt like standing at the edge of a cliff. Seven felt like flying.

“If you want,” Matthew continued, “those seven can be scheduled and completed within a month. After that, we can talk about another advance for living expenses, same structure. We keep going until your ex is paid off. Once you’re free of that, it’s pay-per-shoot.”

“Sounds fair, doesn’t it?” Sylvia asked, studying Dana’s face. “Any questions?”

Matthew lifted a hand. “Before you answer, I have to cover the unpleasant legal part.” He sighed, already weary of it. “I get to be the bad guy here.”

Dana met his gaze, steady despite the rush under her skin. “You’ll sue me if I break the contract?”

“Yes,” Matthew said evenly. “It’s a legally binding agreement.” His tone softened just a fraction. “You’ll be able to work under a stage name—no one on screen will know who you really are. But your legal name would appear if there were ever a lawsuit. That becomes public record. Adult work. A breach of contract.” He paused, letting that land. “Ellen mentioned your husband’s a lawyer. There’s a decent chance he checks dockets from time to time. Seeing your name there wouldn’t exactly work in your favor.”

Sylvia leaned in, her voice warm, reassuring, as if she could smooth the sharp edges of his words just by being close. “But it won’t come to that, sweetheart. I’m confident it won’t.” She smiled, then tipped her head toward her husband. “Matt’s the one who keeps us all in line. I’m just the face everyone remembers. And the spark.”

“In other words,” Matthew muttered, “she gets to enjoy herself, and I get stuck dealing with the mess.”

Sylvia laughed, slow and wicked. “Oh, please. The tragedy of being married to a porn star who gets so turned on while directing that she has to drag you into a corner and fuck you every workday.”

“I suffer for the art,” Matthew said solemnly, holding the expression for a beat before breaking. Then his gaze returned to Dana, serious again. “Like I said—you’re not committing to that part now. I just want you fully aware when the time comes to decide.”

“I understand.” Dana tapped the pen against the contract, grounding herself in the small, familiar motion. Her pulse was still skittering under her skin. “If I did the threesome, that counts as five, right? So I’d only owe three or four more shoots. Depending on how you round.”

“Correct,” Sylvia said smoothly. “But let’s get you through today before you start planning ahead.” Her lips curved with casual confidence. “For future reference, threesomes pay around eighteen. More if you’re open to certain extras—two more if you’ll do anal.”

Matthew shot her a look. “We can discuss pay scales later. She’s got plenty to process already.” He gathered the papers and slid them into a drawer, closing it with finality. “All right. Sylvia can walk you through what today looks like.”

“We’ll all be upstairs with you,” Sylvia said, shifting into that calm, capable tone that made everything sound manageable. “There’ll be two cameramen. Harry mostly stays back—wide shots, clean angles. He’ll zoom when needed, but he keeps his distance. Tim is the opposite. He moves with you. Sometimes he’ll be right on the bed with you, getting close-ups, POV.”

“POV?” Dana asked, her brows knitting as she tried to picture it.

“Point of view,” Matthew explained. “He’ll kneel behind you to capture angles—when the talent’s between your legs, when he’s inside you. He’ll be just over his shoulder when you’re giving head. Close. Intimate. But professional.”

Dana forced a small smile. “Does this… talent have a name? It all sounds very clinical otherwise.”

Matthew huffed. “Fair point. That’s why I stay behind the desk.”

“Todd,” Sylvia said. “Todd’s the young man you’ll be working with today. He’s twenty-four. Been with us since he was nineteen.”

“Been with her,” Matthew added dryly. “On more than one occasion.”

Sylvia arched a brow, unapologetic. “I like to stay involved. What can I say?” Then she flicked her gaze back to him. “You get your scenes too, darling, so stop pretending you’re neglected.”

Dana blinked. “He’s been doing this five years already?”

“Mm-hmm,” Sylvia said. “Started young, and he’s exceptional. Gorgeous, solid, very well equipped.” Her smile turned knowing. “But what really matters today is that he understands you’re not a seasoned performer. He’s patient. He knows how to slow things down, let you lead. You’re in charge.” Her voice dipped slightly. “And if you falter—if you freeze or second-guess yourself—he knows exactly when to step in. How to guide. How to take control without overwhelming you.”

“Good to know,” Dana murmured, though her mouth twisted as she shook her head. A nervous laugh slipped out of her. “I still can’t believe I’m actually sitting here.”

“That line?” Matt chuckled. “We hear it every single time.”

Sylvia leaned forward, her tone smoothing into something coaxing. “You said you watched one of our clips, right?”

“Just one,” Dana admitted. “The one with Vanessa.”

“That’s perfect.” Sylvia’s smile warmed. “So here’s how it opens. I’ll ask you a few questions, ease you in. At some point I’ll mention that you used to model.”

Dana stiffened. “Do we have to bring that up?” The idea of even a sliver of her past being offered up made her uneasy.

“You’ll say it was a long time ago,” Sylvia said gently. “It tells the audience you didn’t just wake up beautiful yesterday—that you’ve always had it. People like feeling they know something real about the woman they’re about to watch lose herself.”

“No last names,” Matt added, pragmatic as ever. “And ‘years ago’ is vague enough to be meaningless. Honestly, who’s going to go digging? ‘Dana who modeled once upon a time’? It’s practically anonymous.”

Dana exhaled, then nodded. “Okay.”

“And when we ask why you’re here,” Sylvia continued, “you can answer however you want. But it helps if it’s not just about the money. That can feel… a little bleak.”

“Some folks are into that,” Matt said with a grin. “Desperation has its fans.”

Sylvia laughed softly. “It does, in a tragic-sexy way. But a hint of something more—curiosity, hunger, reinvention—that gives it texture. If you freeze, I’ll guide you. You won’t be on your own.”

Dana swallowed, absorbing it all.

“After the questions,” Sylvia went on, “we’ll bring Todd in and let things unfold. You probably noticed in Vanessa’s shoot—I might suggest things at first, but once the energy builds, we step back. We want you finding your rhythm, not following a script.”

“We’ll still give light direction,” Matt said. “Little things—tilt your chin, move your hair, open your eyes. Tim might murmur suggestions too. We cut his voice, but Sylvia stays in. She’s the director.”

He turned to his wife, eyebrow lifting. “Which brings me to an important creative decision, oh mighty one. Does Miss Dana undress herself… or does Todd get the honor?”

Sylvia paused, lips pursed, considering.

“I’ll have her do it,” she decided. “Nothing kills anticipation faster than a guy wrestling with jeans. They’re far sexier when a woman peels them off herself.”

“You’re the one who told me to wear them,” Dana said, a faint smile tugging at her mouth.

“Exactly,” Sylvia replied, eyes flicking over her appreciatively. “They’re perfect when they’re tight—and when the woman inside them knows exactly how good she looks taking them off.”

Matt glanced at Dana. “You comfortable with that? Or would you rather have Todd help you out of your clothes?”

Sylvia shot him a sharp look. “Why are you asking her? You asked me. I’m directing.”

“I know, luv,” he said mildly. “I just want her to feel okay.”

“So do I,” Sylvia said, her gaze unwavering. “Trust me.”

Matt lifted his hands in surrender and nodded toward Dana. “Ultimately, you’re the one standing there. Your call.”

Dana hesitated, heat blooming low in her belly as the reality settled in. Then she drew a breath. “I mean… I’m going to be naked either way. So I’ll go with what the expert wants.”

“Good choice.” Sylvia rose from her chair and crossed the room, her heels whispering against the floor. She rested her hand on Dana’s shoulder—not heavy, but grounding. “I tell this to everyone who works with me, men included. My job isn’t to mold you into something I want. It’s to pull out what’s already there and shape it in a way that works for you. Comfort first. Trust second. Heat follows.”

Dana let out a breath she hadn’t realized she was holding and nodded, slow and thoughtful. “That… actually helps. More than I expected.”

“It should.” Sylvia’s fingers gave a small, reassuring squeeze. “And because of that, I’m going to take a firmer hand with your shoot at the beginning than I usually do. If I’m reading you right, you’ll understand why once we’re rolling.”

Dana’s lips curved, uncertain but willing. “Let’s hope you’re right.”

“One more thing before we head upstairs.” Sylvia didn’t move her hand. Her gaze dipped, intent, intimate. “This isn’t something I say on set. Kills the mood.”

“Fantastic,” Dana muttered, rolling her eyes with a nervous huff.

“There are going to be moments—especially early on—when you feel wildly exposed. Unsteady. Like you’ve made a catastrophic mistake and need to stop immediately.”

Dana stiffened. “You said I could stop anytime.”

“You absolutely can.” Sylvia’s voice softened, but didn’t waver. “Always. But when that first spike of panic hits, when your nerves start screaming, I ask that you don’t pull the plug instantly. Sit with it for a minute. Breathe. Let it crest. I ask that for two reasons—one selfish, one not.”

“So generous of you,” Matthew chimed in dryly, earning himself a look.

“The selfish part?” Sylvia continued without missing a beat. “Those nerves read as real on camera. Viewers lean in when they sense vulnerability. It’s hard to believe a woman is truly present if she looks untouched, untouched by fear, untouched by desire.”

“And the other reason?” Dana asked quietly.

“If you stop at the very first wobble, we stop. We give you space, reset, try again. But if you stop a second time, we’re done for the day. You still get your five hundred, no hard feelings, and we part ways.”

Dana snorted. “Not even three strikes?”

“We know quickly who can find their center and who can’t,” Sylvia said matter-of-factly. “A second stop tells me everything I need to know. I won’t push someone past what they can handle, and I won’t burn time—for you or for me. This is still a business. Every minute costs.”

Dana considered that, then lifted her chin. “So what do I do when my brain starts yelling at me to run?”

Sylvia smiled, slow and knowing. “You focus on something good.” She winked. “Like the gorgeous young man upstairs whose entire purpose today is you.”

“And the hundred other women he’s been with,” Dana scoffed, though there was less bite in it now.

“But today?” Sylvia laughed. “He’s yours. Isn’t that exactly how you like them? Think of it as a one-hour stand. Clean. Intense. Over before you can overthink it.”

“That’s it?” Dana asked, eyes narrowing.

“If we keep things flowing, yes. Todd’s a professional. He can go as long as needed, but how long this lasts is really up to you.” Sylvia’s gaze dipped meaningfully. “And something tells me you can be very motivating when you decide to be.”

Matthew stepped around the desk and held out his hand, his grin easy but encouraging. “One hour. Five grand. Ready to launch a brand-new chapter, Dana?”

Dana looked at his hand, then past him—toward the stairs, toward the unknown, toward the heat already curling low in her belly. After a beat, she took his hand.

“Ready to keep a roof over my head,” Dana murmured, the words tasting sharp and real as she placed her hand in his. His grip was firm, businesslike, and she let it pull her up until she was standing at his side, spine straight, pulse skittering beneath her skin.

“Whatever it takes, Dana.” Sylvia’s voice cut in, low and unwavering, stripped of humor now. There was no warmth in her expression, only intent. “Whatever it takes to make sure that bastard doesn’t get the satisfaction of watching you fail.”

The words landed hard, igniting something stubborn and fierce in Dana’s chest. She drew in a slow, steady breath, filling her lungs until it hurt a little, then lifted her chin and rolled her shoulders back, as if she could physically shrug off doubt. Matthew released her hand and moved ahead, crossing the room to swing the door open, the gesture feeling ceremonial—an opening, a point of no return.

Dana followed, heels planted, resolve tightening with every step.

“Whatever it takes,” she repeated, this time not just saying it—but claiming it.


Chapter 10

Dana perched at the edge of the king-sized bed, spine straight, fingers curling into the duvet as she forced herself to breathe slowly. In through her nose. Out through her mouth. The air smelled faintly of clean cotton and something floral. She let her gaze drift, grounding herself in the details.

Two matching nightstands framed the bed, each carefully staged with twin bottles of water. On the right, a tight bouquet of fresh flowers burst from a glossy red vase—an intentional splash of color, she knew, something meant to soften the image. Above the headboard hung a painting of a sunset, all warm oranges and dusky purples. From the perspective of the main camera trained on her, it could have passed for any upscale bedroom.

But she knew better. Just beyond that narrow illusion, to either side of the lens, the space fell away into a cavern of white—blank walls, open floor, nothing intimate about it at all. A set pretending to be a room.

Directly in front of her stood a tall, heavyset man—Harry, she thought, if her nerves weren’t scrambling names—peering at her through the camera mounted on its tripod. He adjusted dials and focus rings with practiced hands, occasionally glancing up at her face as if she were another setting to fine-tune. To his left, a short, thin man with a shiny bald spot and wire-rimmed glasses carefully slid a compact camcorder from its padded case.

Tim.

The name landed with a small jolt. Tim was the one who would soon be pressed close, invading her space, his body heat and weight unavoidable once the cameras rolled. The thought sent a nervous flutter through her stomach—part dread, part something dangerously close to anticipation.

Three lighting rigs surrounded the bed like silent sentinels. One towered above the main camera, flooding her with heat and brightness, while identical setups flanked her left and right. Each had a crew member stationed beside it, handheld spotlights resting at their feet. Dana knew their purpose: to erase shadows, to make sure nothing—no moving body, no shifting limb, no intimate joining—was hidden from view. In that sense, it wasn’t so different from any professional photo shoot she’d ever done.

Except she was minutes away from being naked and fucked on it.

That difference crystallized when her eyes drifted to the right of the cameraman, where a young woman lounged in a small chair like she was waiting for a bus. She was pretty in an almost aggressively cheerful way—bright red hair, pink shorts hugging her thighs, a cropped top revealing a flat stomach. Sylvia had introduced her earlier with a breezy smile.

Tammy. The fluffer.

The word still echoed uncomfortably in Dana’s head. Tammy had been almost unsettlingly upbeat, chatting away as if this were the most ordinary job in the world. She’d explained, far too cheerfully, that fluffers weren’t as common anymore—most studios just popped a pill into the guy and called it a day—but Sylvia preferred things “natural.” That preference, Tammy had added with a grin, kept her very busy.

The rest of the crew had taken turns shaking Dana’s hand, offering reassuring smiles, telling her to relax, to enjoy herself. Tim had hovered nearby, awkward and earnest, apologizing in advance for having to get “all up in there,” as he’d put it, during the shoot. His discomfort had almost been endearing.

Almost.

Matthew lingered off to one side, leaning back against the wall with a can of Coke, quietly observing while Sylvia paced the set, eyes sharp, making small adjustments here and there. Dana startled when something suddenly dipped into her field of vision, right in front of her face. She sucked in a breath before realizing it was just the boom microphone, dangling from a long pole.

“Sorry!” a thin, older man blurted out—Kenny, she thought—as he quickly hoisted it higher. “Just trying to get the range.”

Dana nodded, forcing a tight smile, her heart still racing as she reminded herself to breathe. Any second now, she told herself. Any second, this careful, nerve-wracking stillness would break—and there would be no pretending it was just a bedroom anymore.

Another man drifted into her peripheral vision—same narrow shoulders, same careful movements as Kenny, like a sibling separated by time and bad posture. He stationed himself behind the lights to her left, fitted a long metal pole into its cradle, and slid the boom outward with practiced ease. This microphone hovered directly over the center of the bed, rising higher and higher until it nearly brushed the ceiling, poised to capture every breath, every sound she might soon make.

“Everyone in position?” Sylvia’s voice cut through the low hum of equipment as she moved behind Harry, then stopped beside Matthew, her presence sharp and commanding.

“Kenny, shift that mic to the right,” one of the lighting guys called out—his name lost to Dana’s racing thoughts. “It’s not grabbing Sylvia clearly.”

“Try now,” Kenny said, nudging the pole inch by inch toward Sylvia.

“Sounds good!”

“Dana, say something for us,” Sylvia prompted.

“Something, please.” The words slipped out before Dana could overthink them. Laughter rippled around the room, light and easy, and a small knot loosened in her chest.

“She sounds perfect,” the other sound tech said, giving an approving thumbs-up.

“Looks perfect too!” one of the lighting guys added.

“Shut up, Stan,” Sylvia snapped without missing a beat. “Try being professional.”

“No shadows on her majesty,” he shot back, grinning.

The laughter came again, warmer this time.

“Of course you did,” Sylvia muttered—and the microphone caught every syllable, crisp and intimate.

“Okay,” Sylvia said, clapping her hands once, sharp and final. “One last thing I forgot to mention, Dana.”

“God, there’s more?” Dana asked, her eyes widening despite herself. The crew chuckled, but she barely noticed; her pulse thudded too loudly in her ears.

“We’ll introduce you as Dana. I don’t like fake names at first—if I need you to do something, I want you to respond instinctively. And if you’re worried about being recognized…” Sylvia shrugged. “They already know your name.”

“Wonderful,” Dana breathed, the word heavy with irony.

“At the end, I’ll ask if you want to do another movie. If you say yes, I’ll ask what name you want to use. That’s when you give us your stage name.”

“If you haven’t thought of one,” Matthew said, finally pushing himself off the wall. “DiDi Delight could work.”

“Seriously?” Tammy giggled from her chair. “That’s awful.”

“So do you—and you get paid for it,” Matthew shot back, winking so Dana knew it was teasing. “But really. DiDi plays off your initials, matches your cup size pretty nicely. Delight sells itself.”

“Lame,” Tim muttered, rolling his eyes.

“We don’t need it now,” Sylvia said briskly. “I’ll ask the question, and we’ll edit in the answer once you decide.” She clapped again. “We ready, people?”

“Ready!” came the chorus.

Sylvia turned to Dana. “We good to start rolling?”

Dana closed her eyes. Inhaled. Felt the weight of the room, the lights, the expectation pressing against her skin. Then she nodded.

“Okay. The Next Milf Porn Star starring Dana goes live in three… two…”

Dana opened her eyes and locked onto the camera as Sylvia called, “Roll!”

“Welcome to the site where video virgins lose their adult-film cherry right in front of your eyes,” Matthew began, his voice smooth, confident—nothing like the casual man sipping soda moments ago. “Here, they decide if the porn industry is right for them. Will our next gorgeous amateur be a one-and-done… or will she become the next milf porn star?”

Sylvia launched into the opening lines—words Dana recognized only vaguely, realizing now they’d been trimmed from the abbreviated clip of Vanessa’s audition she’d watched half-asleep and curious. As Sylvia spoke, she drifted across the set, heels whispering against the floor until she came to stand beside Harry, positioning herself directly opposite Dana. The distance felt intimate, like a private conversation masquerading as a performance.

“And who do we have here today?”

Dana’s mind went white. Her name—her own damn name—evaporated. Her lips parted, but nothing came out.

“Stop.” Sylvia lifted a hand, calm and unbothered. “We’ll reset. The intro was great. I’ll just ask for her name again.” Her gaze softened when it landed back on Dana. “I know you’re not afraid of the camera. Just talk like you would anywhere else. Easy questions. Minimal talking after that.”

Minimal talking. 

Just fucking, her mind supplied, sharp and irreverent, even as she nodded obediently. “Sorry.”

“Don’t apologize,” Sylvia said gently. “Just be you.” She glanced toward the crew. “Again in three… two… And who do we have here today?”

“Dana.”

“Too soft,” Matthew called out.

“Mic’s already maxed,” Kenny replied. “I can drop it a few inches if you want.”

“Oh my god—was that twice?” Dana blurted, heat rushing up her chest. “I’m not done, am I?”

“Nope. Doesn’t count yet,” Sylvia reassured her, endlessly patient. “Just say it the way you just did. Normal volume. Nervous is fine—you’re supposed to be.”

She gestured to Harry, then reset her posture. “Third time’s the charm. Three… two… And who do we have here today?”

“I’m Dana.” Louder this time. Steadier, mostly—though she could hear the faint quiver betraying her. Sylvia rewarded her with a thumbs-up and rolled right on.

“Welcome, Dana. How old are you?”

“I’m forty-three.”

“Seriously?” Sylvia’s brows lifted. “You look younger.”

“Thanks.” It slipped out, reflexive and small.

“And what brings you here today?”

“I…” Dana hesitated, then forced herself through it. “To be the next milf porn star, I guess?” The uncertainty in her voice made her want to cringe, but when Matthew stepped closer to Sylvia and mouthed perfect, something inside her loosened.

“You don’t sound completely convinced,” Sylvia teased smoothly. “Am I right in assuming you’ve never done an adult film before?”

“No.” Dana shook her head, too fast, immediately aware of how ridiculous she must look.

“So what changed? Why now?”

“Well, I…” She swallowed. “I really need the money.”

Sylvia nodded without judgment. “Honest. And very common. Anything else? Maybe something you’ve fantasized about before—something that turned you on?”

Matthew tapped Harry’s camera lightly, a silent cue, and Dana felt it—permission, expectation. She breathed in.

“I like being in front of the camera.”

“But you just said you’ve never done a movie,” Sylvia countered easily. “Or do you just enjoy having your picture taken?” She circled her hand, guiding Dana to keep going.

“I’m a former model.”

“Really? How long ago? Would I have seen you somewhere?”

“In my twenties. Nothing national—mostly local work.” The words came more naturally now, her nerves smoothing out as the rhythm of conversation took over. This was why Sylvia did these openings—because they worked.

“So you’re comfortable being filmed. Have you ever done nudes?”

“No. Lingerie, yes. That’s as far as I went.”

“And what about private videos?” Sylvia’s tone dipped, warm and curious. “Ever made something a little naughty at home with your husband?”

“Ex-husband,” Dana snapped, the words edged with heat. “And he wouldn’t recognize fun if it sank its teeth into his ass.” 

The scowl that crossed her face was sharp, unfiltered. Sylvia let out a low whistle, half-laugh, half-approval.

“Whoa. That’s some fire,” she said. “Recently divorced?”

“Yes.” Dana didn’t soften it. “That’s why I need the money.”

“And if he happened to see this?” Sylvia pressed. “What do you think he’d say?”

Dana drew herself taller, spine straightening as something defiant settled into her bones. “It doesn’t matter. I’m not his anymore.” Her chin lifted, eyes steady. “Besides, he always said I was only good for one thing—using my body to get what I want. So why should I bother proving him wrong now?”

“Damn, girl,” Sylvia laughed, clearly delighted. “Sounds like there might be a little revenge fantasy mixed in with the paycheck.”

“No.” Dana shook her head, slower this time. “No revenge.” A breath slid out of her. “Being single again—that’s my reward.”

Sylvia’s smile faltered just slightly, and Dana realized she’d missed the cue. They wanted hunger. Desire. A reason that wasn’t just survival. Matthew leaned in, murmuring something just out of earshot, and Sylvia nodded, smoothly redirecting.

“Okay,” she said, gentler now. “We’ll keep it simple. This is about you making money—and enjoying yourself while you do it.” Her eyes locked onto Dana’s. “Do you think you’re going to enjoy this?”

“I hope so,” Dana said, and meant it.

“You mentioned liking being in front of the camera.” Sylvia tilted her head. “What did you like about it? Did you like showing off?”

Dana felt the familiar warmth coil low in her belly. This, she understood. “I used to get wet on set.” She didn’t hesitate this time.

“Ooh,” Sylvia purred. “I like that.” Her grin widened. “Sounds like we’ve got a bit of an exhibitionist. Care to give the fans a little more?”

Dana’s pulse quickened, the memory vivid enough to prickle her skin. “I’d think about the men watching. About them wanting me. Getting hard just from looking.” Her voice dropped, grew huskier. “During lingerie shoots, I’d imagine what they’d do to me. I’d be soaked through my panties before the camera even stopped rolling.”

“That is filthy-hot, Dana,” Sylvia said. “And perfect. Because what we do here is take away the imagining. We don’t tease them with what they might do—we show them.” Her gaze sharpened. “How hot do you think that’s going to make you?”

Dana forced a smile, nerves and anticipation tangling tight. “I’m looking forward to finding out.”

“Then let’s not keep you waiting,” Sylvia said brightly. “Todd, why don’t you come over and introduce yourself to Dana?”

Movement caught Dana’s attention to the right. She turned her head as a young man stepped into view, approaching the bed from the far side of the room. She hadn’t noticed him earlier—he must have slipped in once the cameras started rolling.

As he came closer, her breath hitched, apprehension sparking alongside a sudden, unmistakable thrill.

He was striking—undeniably so. Thick black hair, a little tousled, framing a face that hovered on the edge of pretty, softened by full lips and high cheekbones. A deliberate five‑o’clock shadow tried—and failed—to roughen him up. His eyes were a pale, piercing blue. His arms were solid with muscle, inked heavily in skulls and dark, demonic designs that wrapped around his skin like warnings.

Young, Dana thought. Very young.

And as he stopped a few feet away, close enough for her to feel his presence, she realized just how much that fact made her pulse jump.

A beautiful troublemaker—exactly her weakness. The kind of man who, if she’d spotted him leaning against a bar with a drink in his hand and that lazy confidence in his eyes, would’ve had her slick and restless before he ever opened his mouth. In a dark club, with music vibrating through her bones, she would’ve followed him anywhere.

But this wasn’t a club.

This was a set. Bright lights. Heat pooling on her skin. Ten sets of eyes watching her breathe, eight of them unmistakably male, already flushed, already anticipating. And instead of arousal flooding her, her body stalled somewhere between awareness and nerves.

This was the man who was going to fuck her.

On camera. For an audience she’d never meet. For a digital afterlife she couldn’t control—clips shared, stolen, replayed long after tonight faded. Dana wasn’t prudish. Casual sex didn’t scare her; lately, she’d embraced it with a hunger that surprised even herself. But she’d never crossed this line with a stranger whose name she’d learned seconds ago.

“Hey, Dana.”

His voice was warm, easy. The smile he gave her was devastating—bright teeth flashing through the deliberate roughness of his stubble, as if he knew exactly how much contrast worked in his favor.

“It’s really nice to meet you.”

He held out his hand.

She took it, even though she felt the faint tremor she couldn’t stop. His palm was broad, fingers long. He didn’t squeeze, didn’t need to. The strength was there anyway, coiled and patient, a promise more than a threat.

Young. Gorgeous. Solid.

And when her gaze betrayed her—sliding down to the front of his shorts—she saw it wasn’t just imagination doing the work. He wasn’t fully hard, but he was far from indifferent, the fabric tented just enough to make her swallow.

“Um… yeah.” She let out a shaky breath that sounded louder than she meant it to. “Wow.”

“Yeah,” Sylvia cut in smoothly, sensing blood in the water. “Wow pretty much covers Todd. And part of that wow is knowing what’s about to happen, right?”

Dana nodded, her throat tight.

Todd stepped closer and pulled his shirt over his head, tossing it aside without ceremony. Ink spilled across his skin—dark, intricate tattoos stretching over his shoulders and down his arms—and his stomach was flat and sculpted, the kind that made her fingers itch to test the hardness for herself. She stared, forcing her mind to narrow, to shut out the room, the crew, the quiet whir of equipment. She focused on him. On heat. On letting the reckless, needy part of her take the lead like it had been doing so well lately.

“You are a very lucky woman, Dana,” Sylvia laughed. “I’d switch places with you in a second.”

Dana pressed her tongue to the back of her teeth, biting down on the response that threatened to escape. Her hands were folded tightly in her lap, knuckles pale, and she knew from years in front of the lens exactly how rigid she must look—stiff, controlled, painfully aware of herself.

Almost as stiff as Todd was becoming just standing there.

Her attention flicked briefly to Tammy, who was absorbed in her phone, blissfully uninterested, and Dana doubted she’d be needed for anything anytime soon.

“So,” Sylvia prompted, tilting her head. “Why don’t you show Todd a little of what he’s about to enjoy?”

Dana blinked, unsure, until Sylvia hooked her fingers into the hem of her own shirt and lifted it slightly, an unmistakable cue.

There it was.

The moment where hesitation ended and momentum took over. The point beyond which there was no rewinding, no pretending this was still theoretical. Dana inhaled deeply, aware the camera caught every rise of her chest, every flicker of nerves—aware Sylvia would eat that honesty up.

She crossed her arms, fingers curling into the fabric at her waist, and pulled her shirt up and over her head.

The cotton slid away, baring skin to the heat, to the lights, to Todd’s gaze.

She resisted the urge to rush it. Quick, jerky movements would scream nerves, and even if no one would fault her for that, Dana needed the illusion of control. She lifted the shirt over her head with deliberate care, then let it fall to the bed behind her. Without waiting for direction, her hands reached back to the elastic at her nape, tugging free the ponytail that had kept her composed all morning.

She shook her head once, slow and sensual, and her hair spilled loose—heavy, dark waves cascading down her spine, brushing her shoulders, a few rebellious strands sliding forward to graze the tops of her breasts. The air felt cooler against her skin now, her pulse suddenly louder.

“Damn,” Sylvia said, her gaze unapologetic as it lingered on Dana’s chest, cupped high in the barely-there bra. “You’ve got nothing to be self-conscious about. Not a single thing.” She flicked a look toward Todd. “Right?”

Todd’s grin widened, all boyish charm and hungry heat. “I think I love my job,” he said, punctuating it with a wink that made Dana’s stomach dip.

Movement to her left caught her eye. Tim had shifted, kneeling near the corner of the bed, just out of frame, his camera angled with intent precision. The awareness of that lens—of being seen this closely—sent a shiver through her.

“Try not to look at him,” Todd murmured, so low it barely reached her.

Dana’s gaze dropped despite herself, tracing the curve of her own cleavage, then lifted back to Sylvia, as if anchoring there might steady her.

“I’m guessing I’m thinking exactly what Todd is,” Sylvia said lightly, though her eyes were sharp. “And probably everyone else. What’s under the jeans? Why don’t you stand up and let us see?”

“Can’t wait,” Todd said, practically glowing. Dana noticed—couldn’t not notice—how the outline beneath his shorts had grown more pronounced.

She hesitated again, her body locking up for half a heartbeat. Sylvia lifted her hands in a calming gesture. Dana slipped off her simple black sandals, aware of the soft thud as they hit the floor, aware too that Tim’s camera followed every small detail. Then she stood.

Her fingers went to the button of her jeans. They trembled, just slightly, and she knew that tremor would be immortalized. She breathed through it, unfastened them, drew the zipper down. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband, starting to ease them lower—

“Turn around,” Sylvia interrupted gently. “Give us a look at that ass while you’re at it.”

Dana obeyed, rotating slowly until her back faced the camera. The room felt impossibly quiet. She slid her fingers back into the denim and began to work them down her hips.

“Slow,” Tim whispered from her left, his voice coaxing rather than commanding. “Make it sexy. Give them something to watch.”

She lowered the jeans another inch, then another, bending slightly, instinctively pushing her hips back. Heat bloomed low in her belly when Tim continued, his words threading through her like memory.

“I used to shoot fashion,” he murmured. “Just think of this as that. A lingerie set. You’re showing off your thong, showing the guys how sexy you are… and reminding the women how sexy they can be.”

The familiarity of it—the rhythm, the quiet direction—settled her. It pulled her back into a version of herself that knew how to move, how to tease fabric from skin like it was second nature. She let the jeans slide lower, unhurried now, confidence seeping back into her limbs.

“Give them what they want,” Tim breathed. “Make them ache for it.”

Dana let instinct drown out nerves. Her hips began to sway, a slow, hypnotic roll from side to side as she teased the snug denim lower, inch by inch. The jeans clung stubbornly to her curves, and she made a show of it, that deliberate shimmy drawing every eye as flashes of red appeared—thin strings curving over her hips, the back nothing more than a daring line disappearing between her cheeks.

“That’s it,” Sylvia urged, her voice bright with approval. “That’s my girl. Give us sexy.”

Dana sucked in a breath as sensation bloomed. Her nipples tightened, brushing insistently against the inside of her bra, a spark of arousal flickering low in her belly. She let the movement slow, savoring it, feeling the jeans finally surrender and slide past the fullest part of her ass. There was almost nothing left covered now—just that provocative strip of red, her skin bare and warm under the lights.

“Todd,” Sylvia said smoothly, “why don’t you finish helping her out of those?”

He didn’t hesitate. “Gladly.”

Todd sank down in front of her, hands firm but unhurried as he guided the jeans down her legs. Dana lifted one foot, then the other, cooperating with graceful ease—until his palm closed around her left cheek. The squeeze was possessive, appreciative.

She startled, a soft sound escaping her lips.

“You like what you see, Todd?” Sylvia asked, amused.

“Oh yeah,” he replied, fingers still there. “Perfect. Grown, full… soft enough to move when you touch it.”

His hand snapped lightly against her, a playful smack that made her yelp, followed by another on the opposite cheek. Then his mouth brushed her skin—first a kiss, then a quick, wicked lick that sent a shiver racing straight up her spine.

“Up on the bed,” Sylvia instructed. “Let them really see what you’ve got. I’d bet half the audience is already stroking.”

Todd chuckled as Dana moved. “Hard not to think about being buried between those cheeks,” he muttered. “Because I definitely am.”

She climbed onto the mattress with deliberate care, one knee, then the other, crawling toward the center. When she stopped, she lowered her chest and arched her back, lifting her ass higher, letting it sway in a slow, inviting rhythm.

“God, that’s hot,” Sylvia said. “Todd, this job treating you well?”

The mattress shifted again. Dana glanced sideways and caught sight of Tim kneeling at the edge, the camera aimed unashamedly at her, tracking every subtle movement of her hips. She kept moving, letting memory and muscle take over, every pose flowing into the next.

She stretched out onto her stomach, sliding her legs long behind her before bending her knees, feet lifting and kicking lazily back and forth.

“Someone’s definitely loosening up,” Sylvia teased. “And I’m guessing not just mentally.”

She was right. Heat had gathered between Dana’s thighs, a damp, insistent warmth that made her cheeks flush for reasons far beyond the lights. She could feel the weight of the stares on her body—professional or not, they were men, and she was giving them something worth looking at.

Aware of Tim behind her, the lens undoubtedly tight on her barely covered center, framed by her curves, Dana rolled onto her back. She took her time, drawing one leg up, then the other, opening herself wide before planting her bare feet on the bed, knees spread, offering herself fully to the gaze fixed on her.

Now her angle shifted, and Dana caught sight of Tim leaning in, intent, the camera’s eye fixed shamelessly between her open thighs. The awareness sent a low heat curling through her. She let her palms settle over her breasts, fingers splayed against the bra, then traced a languid path down her torso—over the smooth plane of her stomach, past the thin red strip guarding her sex, and along the insides of her thighs, slow enough to feel every inch of herself.

Her nails, lacquered a vivid red, flashed under the lights, and she admired them for a heartbeat before reversing the journey. This time, as her hand reached the apex of her legs, she let her fingers drift deliberately over her pussy, rocking her hips up into the touch, a silent invitation that made her pulse throb.

“Getting a show before the show!” Sylvia laughed, waving her hand until Dana’s gaze lifted. She leaned in, tapped Dana’s knees with two fingers, then lifted her hands, spreading them apart in a clear, practiced gesture.

Dana didn’t hesitate. She knew exactly what Sylvia was asking, remembered her mentioning real modeling gigs, real sets, real direction. Trusting that guidance, Dana shifted her weight forward, rising to her knees at the center of the bed. When Sylvia’s hands opened wider, Dana let her own legs glide apart, the movement unhurried, confident.

Sylvia snapped her fingers and pointed at Todd.

He was on the bed in an instant, moving with easy purpose as he slid in behind Dana and knelt close enough that she could feel his warmth. “I think we’ve teased long enough,” Sylvia said, satisfaction lacing her voice. “All yours, Todd.”

Todd’s hands skimmed up Dana’s back, light enough to make her shiver despite herself. She flinched, more from anticipation than nerves, as his arm curved around her waist. He brushed her hair aside, baring her neck, and pressed a soft, lingering kiss there.

“Oh,” Dana breathed, the sound slipping out before she could stop it, her eyes widening at how intimate that single touch felt.

“Nice and easy,” Todd murmured near her ear, his voice low, steady. He kissed just beneath it, unhurried. “We take it slow. If anything doesn’t feel right, tap me twice. If you get really nervous, you say stop. Okay?”

“Mm-hm.” Her answer was barely a sound, more sensation than speech. At Sylvia’s subtle tilt of her own head, Dana let hers fall to the left, exposing more of her neck—to Todd, and to the camera watching everything.

“Good,” Todd whispered. “Then just focus on us. Forget everyone else.”

His lips traced the length of her neck, gentle, exploratory. Even the arm around her remained loose, supportive rather than possessive. Dana closed her eyes and forced herself to breathe, to sink into the moment. When he pressed his hips forward, the solid heat of him—even through his shorts—stole her breath. He rolled against her ass, a slow grind that made her gasp, then brought his other arm around her as his teeth grazed her ear in a playful nip.

“You can kiss me if you want,” he chuckled softly against her skin. “I wouldn’t mind.”

As if on cue, Sylvia exaggerated a puckered kiss from across the room, grinning.

Dana turned her head, leaning back into Todd’s chest, her lips parting as she found his. His first kiss was almost tentative, a whisper of contact. The second had more intent, more pressure—and this time, Dana met him eagerly, kissing him back, the room falling away as the heat between them deepened.

The moment she answered his kiss, everything shifted. Todd’s mouth claimed hers with intent, the softness giving way to heat as his tongue brushed along her lower lip, coaxing. Dana’s body stayed taut, nerves humming beneath her skin, and her gaze kept betraying her—flicking to the side where Tim hovered far too close, the camera almost intimate in its proximity, capturing every breath and tremor.

When she finally opened for him, the sound that left her was low and unguarded. Todd slipped inside her mouth, and she met him eagerly, circling his tongue, opening wider than necessary, mimicking the bold, hungry kisses she’d watched other women give on glowing screens late at night. This felt different—real, dizzying. She drew his tongue between her lips and suckled, tentative but curious, and the soft, involuntary groan he made sent a jolt straight through her.

His hands didn’t stay idle. They traced over her stomach, slow and deliberate, before sliding upward. When his palms closed over her breasts, she startled into his mouth. The first squeeze was almost reverent. The second was unmistakably possessive. Her moan melted into the kiss as it deepened, her pulse racing.

His fingers found her nipples through the lace, teasing, pressing, and her body answered without permission. Her hips began to rock back, rubbing against the hard evidence of his arousal. She covered his hands with her own, urging him on, pressing his touch more firmly into her curves. When she glanced sideways again and caught Tim watching, lens trained on them, heat flooded her veins, sharp and intoxicating.

She imagined what he was seeing—the camera tightening on their mouths, the other pulling back to show her on her knees, thighs open, Todd’s hands full of her. The subtle sway of her hips. The microphone picking up the needy sounds she couldn’t stop making as she kissed him harder, more convincingly.

“Sylvia,” Todd murmured against her lips.

Dana’s eyes lifted. Sylvia had moved closer to the bed now, attention fixed on her. Swallowing, Dana reached back, her fingers sliding over Todd’s chest as he leaned away just enough to give her space. Desire coiled tighter, but so did nerves, her stomach clenching as her hands fumbled behind her.

Her fingers trembled; the clasp resisted her once, twice, before finally giving way. When the bra loosened, Todd’s hands slipped from her breasts to guide the straps down her arms. Her heart thundered as she drew her elbows back, letting him peel them free.

The cups slid lower, revealing the tops of her breasts before she instinctively caught the fabric. Todd covered her hands with his, stopping her—but he didn’t pull the bra away.

“Don’t hide,” he said softly, coaxing, eyes dark with want. “Let them see you. Let them see what every man in this room is thinking about touching, tasting… losing himself in.”

This was the precipice. If the bra slid away, there would be no half-measures left—her breasts bare to a room full of watching eyes, and later, to countless strangers she would never meet. Dana’s nerves skittered, sharp and electric, clashing with the hungry little thrill unfurling low in her belly. The part of her that wanted this—craved the shock of being topless on camera—was standing tall now, flushed and fearless, basking in the idea of being seen like this for the first time.

And then there were Sylvia’s words, still echoing. Men wanting her. Wanting to mouth her nipples, drag their cocks between her breasts, spill themselves over her skin.

“Breathe,” Todd murmured against her ear, his mouth tracing the curve of her neck again, warm and coaxing. “We can stop if you want.”

Dana kissed him instead, slow and deliberate, buying herself a few stolen seconds so the moment didn’t collapse under its own weight. As their mouths moved together, Ben’s voice slithered through her thoughts. Only good at one thing. 

And her own defiant answer followed close behind—why not prove him wrong?

He’d reduced her to a worn-out prize, painted her as a woman past her prime, desperate enough to take boys who didn’t know better. The bitterness flared, sharp and clarifying. What better way to spit in his face than this? To put herself on display, unapologetic, desired by men young and old alike—fantasized over, stroked to, wanted. And to do it while taking the house he’d been so certain she’d lose?

“Fuck you,” she breathed.

“Huh?” Todd pulled back just enough to look at her, confusion flickering across his face.

“I am so going to fuck you,” she whispered, the words meant for Ben even as she fed them to Todd. Her mouth curved. “Time to do what I’ve been told I do best.”

His confusion melted into a grin, slow and appreciative. It widened when she slid her hands free from beneath his and lifted her arms, a silent invitation. Todd didn’t rush. He eased the cups down with reverent slowness, letting them slip away and fall between her knees.

Cool air kissed her skin. Todd’s hands replaced the fabric, cupping her breasts, lifting them slightly as if presenting them. When his thumbs brushed over her nipples, the sound that tore from her chest was real—unfiltered, loud enough to draw a pleased smile from Sylvia and an approving thumbs-up from Matthew.

Todd’s mouth found her neck again, teeth grazing, and Dana reached back with one hand, closing her fingers around his cock through his shorts.

“Damn,” she moaned—at the thick, insistent heat under her palm, at the way his fingers were now rolling her nipples, teasing them into tight, aching peaks.

Her free hand slid along his arm, savoring the solid swell of his bicep, the strength in his forearm. She caught his wrist, holding him there as he played with her breast, and began to move her hips in tight, deliberate circles. It wasn’t just performance—her body was igniting, slick heat pooling between her thighs. Even Tim, stretched out on the bed now, camera angled up to capture her breasts from below, barely registered.

No—that wasn’t quite true. The awareness of him, of the lens drinking her in, only fed the fire.

Todd’s hand drifted down her stomach, and she replaced it with her own, cupping herself, fingers brushing and then lingering as she stroked her nipple, slow and intentional, letting the ache bloom while she rolled her hips and let herself be seen.

“She’s definitely past the warm‑up stage now,” Sylvia observed, her voice amused and approving. “I think we’re watching a natural unfold.”

Dana let her head tip back against Todd’s shoulder, surrendering to the steady, unhurried attention he gave her neck. His mouth lingered there, slow and possessive, while his hand traced a teasing path along her waist, brushing the edge of her thong. This time, when his fingers slipped beneath the fabric, she didn’t flinch or tighten. She opened to it.

“Oh—fuck,” she gasped when his touch found exactly what it was looking for, the jolt of sensation sharp and undeniable. Sylvia’s answering smile told her she’d said enough without words.

“She wet, Todd?” Sylvia asked.

“Damn straight,” he said, confidence thick in his voice as his hand moved with intimate certainty, exploring her slick heat before drifting back to that sensitive center again.

When he touched her there, deliberately this time, Dana caught his wrist and held him in place, anchoring herself to the feeling.

“Oh fuck, yes,” she murmured, her hips rocking instinctively into his hand as he worked her in slow, unhurried circles, drawing it out until she was trembling.

“I’m going to lay you back, okay?” he murmured into her ear.

“You can do whatever you want,” she breathed, lips parted, fingers still playing absently with her own nipple as if she couldn’t stop touching herself now.

“Oh, he will,” Sylvia laughed. “Todd takes pride in his craft.”

“And who wouldn’t?” Todd said as he slipped away from behind her and guided her down.

Dana stretched out on the bed, legs falling open without hesitation. Todd slid a pillow beneath her head with a gentleness that felt almost intimate, never once removing his hand from between her thighs. Her moan followed him as he shifted, the contact never breaking, never letting her cool.

He knelt beside her and leaned in, taking her breast into his mouth, his lips and tongue worshipful, unhurried.

“Yes,” Dana groaned. “Oh yes.”

“Thong,” he murmured against her skin.

Her fingers hooked into the sides of it as she bent her knees and lifted her hips, easing it down. For a fleeting second, panic flared—an awareness of just how exposed she was, how many eyes would eventually see this.

Then she saw Tim reposition at the foot of the bed, camera ready, intent and focused, and the fear dissolved into something hotter, darker. Todd’s hand withdrew just enough to leave her fully on display.

Dana pushed the thong down to her knees before Todd helped remove it completely, tossing it aside with the rest of her clothes. She held her legs where they were, wide and unguarded, eyes flicking to the lens trained on her most intimate place, her arousal surging at the thought of the attention, the hunger it would inspire.

When she finally lowered her legs, Todd was there instantly, his hand returning with purpose. This time there was no teasing pretense—his fingers slid into her warmth, confident and deep, while his thumb found that aching point again.

“Fuck!” Dana cried, the sound raw as he moved inside her, deliberate and skilled, playing her body like he already knew exactly how she’d come undone.

Todd stayed on his knees between her thighs, his hand slick and unhurried, working her swollen, drenched sex with practiced confidence while his other hand claimed her right breast. His fingers pinched and rolled her nipple, sending a sharp thread of sensation straight through her belly. Dana gasped—and then startled when Tim appeared at her side, so silent and sudden it made her jump.

One moment he wasn’t there, the next he was kneeling close, leaning over her with the camera hovering above her face, intent on catching every flicker of reaction as Todd’s fingers kept moving inside her. Heat rushed to her cheeks, but the exposure only fed the fire burning low in her core.

Todd pushed deeper, his fingers buried to the knuckles now, pumping slowly, then harder, his hand rocking as he worked her from the inside. The stretch, the fullness, the rough slide of his fingers had her crying out, her pleasure spiking higher when his thumb returned to her clit, circling it with just enough pressure to make her see stars.

Her hips lifted helplessly off the bed, chasing his hand, and she moaned louder still when Todd bent down and closed his mouth over her breast again. His lips and tongue were greedy now, his free hand squeezing her other breast, thumb brushing over the tight peak before flicking it lightly. Dana was shaking, caught between too much and not enough.

Then he pulled his fingers free.

The loss hit her like a blow. She groaned in frustration, her body still rolling, silently begging him to put them back where they belonged. Instead, Todd shifted his weight and swung over her, one thigh sliding between hers as he leaned down to kiss her again.

Dana wrapped her arms around his shoulders, dragging him closer, her palms roaming over the hard planes of his back as their mouths met. She wriggled lower on the bed, just enough that her aching pussy brushed against his knee, and she ground against it shamelessly, chasing friction.

She barely cared if the camera caught it. This wasn’t a performance anymore. She was wrecked with need, desperate for his fingers—or better yet, his cock—inside her.

Her hands slid down his chest, lingering as she took in the solid heat of his body, the carved muscle beneath her palms. God, he was hard everywhere. When her fingers reached his waistband, she grabbed at his shorts, fumbling to undo them. Her hands were shaking, clumsy with nerves and hunger.

“Not yet,” he murmured, dipping his head to her neck so only she could hear. His lips brushed her skin as he spoke. “Sylvia likes her women thoroughly satisfied before the men get theirs.”

As if to underline it, Todd eased backward, kissing his way down her chest with deliberate slowness. He paused between her breasts, lavishing them with attention, taking each nipple into his mouth in turn, sucking, then tracing them with his tongue until she writhed beneath him.

Tim shifted just outside the main camera’s frame, capturing Todd’s unhurried descent down her body. Dana’s hands pressed into Todd’s shoulders, urging him lower, her patience shredded.

He took his time anyway—kissing and licking across her stomach, teasing every inch—while she squirmed, biting back the urge to beg him to stop playing and put his mouth where she needed it most. His tongue slipped through the dark curls just above her slit, a wicked promise, before he turned his head and kissed the sensitive inside of her thigh instead.

He brushed a kiss along her other thigh, then let his hand glide between her legs, his fingers slipping through her slick folds as he exhaled softly over her throbbing clit. The breath alone was torture. Dana’s hips snapped upward on instinct, a sharp, needy whimper tearing from her throat—loud enough that she knew the mic suspended above the bed would drink it in. Somewhere off-camera, Sylvia would be smiling.

Todd lowered himself fully between her legs, stretching out behind him, his body relaxed and deliberate. His hands slid over her thighs, kneading them with an appreciative squeeze, almost possessive, as if he liked that they were a little plush beneath his palms. Then his thumbs parted her, opening her slowly, reverently, and when his tongue finally touched her clit, Dana sucked in a breath so hard it burned.

“Yes,” she breathed, the word breaking apart on the sound.

He teased her first—quick, playful flicks of his tongue over the swollen bundle of nerves—before slowing, tracing languid circles that made her toes curl. Then he dragged his tongue downward, unhurried, savoring her, slipping through her slick heat. When he pushed inside her with his tongue, firm and insistent, Dana moaned openly, her hips lifting to meet him, her red-polished nails digging into his shoulders like anchors.

The bed shifted suddenly, jolting her back to awareness. She turned her head and saw Tim kneeling behind her, camera poised to capture Todd’s mouth working between her legs.

“We can fix it in post,” someone said casually. “Keep going.”

Dana forced her gaze back down, back to Todd, who was still there, still focused, his head moving in a slow, steady rhythm as his tongue slid in and out of her. A flutter of nerves crept in—Tim was close now. Too close. Close enough that when it was her turn, he’d be right there while she wrapped her mouth around Todd. The room, the people, the idea of men watching close, intimate shots of her body while she was spread and moaning—it all rushed back at once.

For a few moments, reality intruded on the haze of desire. She was naked. She was being eaten out. And there were eyes everywhere.

Todd must have felt it—the hesitation, the tightening of her body—because he tapped her thigh gently, a grounding touch. He looked up at her and silently shaped the word relax with his mouth. Then he closed his lips over her clit and sucked hard.

Dana gasped, the sound ripping free before she could stop it. As if that weren’t enough, he slid two fingers inside her, stretching her open, curling them slightly. The jolt of sensation chased the nerves away, lust crashing back in to reclaim her body. Her thoughts scattered, dissolving into heat and want.

She could stop, a small voice reminded her. She could say the word, take the money, walk out, and none of this would ever exist beyond this room. Five hundred dollars and done.

To quiet her racing mind, Dana let go of Todd’s shoulders and brought her hands to her own breasts, pinching her nipples between her fingers, squeezing. The sharp edge of sensation grounded her, pulled her back into herself.

She groaned as Todd worked her, his fingers moving with slow confidence while his tongue returned to her clit, lapping steadily. She focused on the undeniable truth of it: there was a hot, younger man between her thighs, intent on making her come. He wasn’t going anywhere until he did. And it was all being captured—every breath, every twitch—while people watched.

The thought sent a fresh wave of arousal through her. Her hips began to rock again, her fingers tightening painfully around her nipples.

Todd added a third finger, easing it inside, and she cried out as her body stretched to accommodate him. The sound shifted into a startled gasp when he curled his fingers just right and gave them a slow, wicked wiggle, hitting something deep inside her that made her whole body shudder.

He drew his fingers long and slow before driving them back into her, setting a relentless cadence as his mouth returned to her most sensitive place. His tongue alternated between soft strokes and greedy pulls, and he made no attempt to be tender about it. Dana didn’t want gentle anyway. Her body caught his rhythm instinctively, lifting to meet each deep push of his hand, silently begging for more.

She was drenched, so open to him that every movement sounded obscene, intimate in a way that made her pulse race. When his fingers sank fully, twisting slightly as if claiming every inch of her, a sharp cry tore from her throat. Her back bowed, her chest thrusting forward as she chased the sensation, helplessly driving herself onto his hand.

His mouth became pure artistry. He played her like something finely tuned—quick flicks followed by lazy drags, then slow, torturous circles that built and built before easing back just enough to keep her suspended. It was deliberate, maddening. Sylvia had been right—this wasn’t about rushing her to the edge. This was about keeping her trembling right beneath it.

Dana whimpered, frustration threading through her pleasure as she rocked her hips and tugged at her nipples, pulling until sensation blurred into something almost sharp. She was desperate now, body tight with need, every nerve screaming for release.

When he thrust into her again, he didn’t withdraw. He stayed there, deep and unyielding, while his mouth sealed over her and drew her in with hungry insistence. His fingers flexed inside her in that same wicked way as before.

“Oh—” The sound ripped out of her, broken and helpless, as his mouth worked her relentlessly, rhythm matching the slow curl of his hand.

Her legs straightened along his sides, toes curling hard as her entire body locked up. The teasing was gone. Todd devoured her with single-minded focus, lips meeting her slick heat with wet, shameless sounds. Each one sent her higher, her own cries turning sharper, more desperate.

“Oh… oh, fuck,” she moaned, stretching her nipples until it bordered on pain. “Don’t stop—please, don’t stop.” She didn’t care how it sounded. She needed it.

He kept his mouth on her but stilled his hand just long enough to make her whine, the protest barely formed before he surprised her—fingers curling deeply again, the sudden addition stealing her breath.

Her body shattered.

Right there, exposed and watched, Dana came apart with raw abandon. Her head fell back, mouth open, voice breaking into something wild and unrestrained. Todd stayed with her through it, mouth never leaving her as her body clenched around his fingers, hips grinding helplessly against his face.

She pinched her nipples hard, a low, animal sound vibrating from her chest before another wave tore through her, dragging a long, unfiltered wail from her lips. Her legs lifted, wrapping around his shoulders, locking him there as if she could keep the pleasure from escaping.

Trapped between her slick, shaking thighs, Todd didn’t slow—his hand working, his mouth relentless. Pleasure crashed over her in rolling waves so intense she barely registered anything else—not even Tim rising onto the bed, camera hovering above her, capturing every undone, blissed-out second written across her face.

If anything, the awareness of the camera and the room only fed the wildfire already raging through her. The thought of how she must look—eyes blown wide, mouth slack and shameless, skin slick with sweat, dark hair spread across the sheets like a halo—sent another shiver of heat straight through her core. Somewhere beyond her own sharp cries, she registered the sound of applause, and Sylvia’s voice rang out, delighted and breathless.

“Listen to her. God, that’s so fucking hot.”

The sharp yips melted into broken sighs as the last tremors of her climax rolled through her, leaving her boneless and flushed. Todd felt the change immediately. His tongue slowed, gentling into lazy strokes, and when her legs finally slipped down, heavy and spent, he drew his fingers out of her dripping heat.

He lifted his hand deliberately, giving the camera a clear, lingering view of just how soaked she’d made him. A pleased smile curved his mouth as he brought his fingers toward his lips—only to stop short when Dana surged upright. She caught his wrist, firm and sudden, and pulled his hand to her mouth.

Her lips parted wide, and she took all three fingers in, sealing around them. The taste of herself made her eyes flutter back as a low, satisfied sound slipped from her throat. She drew them out slowly, one by one, her tongue lavishing each fingertip with exaggerated care.

“I think Dana’s hungry, Todd,” Sylvia teased. “Maybe you should give her something to eat.”

“I suppose I could,” Todd replied easily, winking at the camera as he rose onto his knees.

He shifted back, sliding down the bed to give her room. Dana moved with purpose, turning and easing onto her stomach, propped on her elbows. Her hands went straight to his shorts. Instead of bothering with the zipper, she yanked hard. The zipper skidded down under the force, fabric tearing along one seam with a rough, satisfying rip.

“She really is hungry,” Sylvia laughed.

Dana wrapped her hand around him and drew him free. The sight stole the breath from her lungs. She’d seen her share over the years—some impressive, some memorable—but this was something else entirely. Heavy, thick, impossibly long. Her fingers barely spanned him. The tip was swollen and dark, flushed a deep, angry purple, and when she squeezed experimentally, a bead of precome pushed free and spilled down.

“Her hair,” Tim murmured from behind the camera.

Todd brushed her hair back gently, his palm settling possessively at the nape of her neck. Dana licked her lips, slow and deliberate, eyes fixed on what waited inches from her mouth.

“I think I’m getting hungry,” Sylvia sighed theatrically. “Come on, Dana. Let’s see you love that cock.”

Dana opened her mouth and leaned in, easing her lips over the slick head. When she had him, she sucked hard, savoring the taste as her mouth filled with him. Todd’s grip tightened in her hair, not rough but unmistakably claiming, as she worked her lips downward in an unhurried glide, taking him deeper, inch by intoxicating inch.

He was impossibly large. Even with her lips stretched wide and her jaw burning, she’d only managed to take a little more than half of him, her mouth crowded and full, her tongue pressed tight by the sheer thickness of him. She inhaled through her nose, forced herself to relax, and edged him deeper by another inch or two before her body rebelled. Unable to go farther, she rocked her head gently, a slow, teasing sway that let her mouth savor him without surrendering control.

Todd’s groan vibrated through her, low and raw. She traced him with her tongue, circling the sensitive crown, rolling her mouth so the slick heat of her lips stroked every angle. The mattress shifted beneath them as Tim moved with surprising grace, stepping closer until he leaned in over Todd’s shoulder.

“Eyes up,” he said quietly.

Dana lifted her gaze. Locking eyes with the camera while her mouth was wrapped around him sent a sharp pulse of arousal straight to her core, a sudden, needy slickness spreading between her thighs. Tim adjusted the angle, and she knew—felt—that he was capturing the length of her body stretched out on the bed, open and offering.

She bent her knees and crossed her ankles, instinctively falling into the familiar, cinematic pose, her body arching just enough to show herself off. Sylvia noticed immediately.

“Gorgeous,” she purred. “Jesus, that view…”

Dana widened her thighs deliberately, giving the main camera a clear look at her glistening, flushed sex. A wet, helpless sound slipped from her throat as she pushed herself to take him deeper, her hand tugging his shorts down far enough to free his heavy balls. She cradled them reverently, surprised again by their weight, their fullness, as she slid her mouth back up his length.

At the tip she paused, then dove back down, faster now, setting a steady rhythm. Her eyes never left the camera. Tilting her head just right, she found she could take more of him, inch by inch, her lips stretched to their limit. Her nails skimmed his smooth skin, teasing his balls, while a soft, needy moan vibrated around his cock.

Her hips began to move on their own, grinding into the damp, sticky sheet as she imagined him inside her, filling her the way he filled her mouth. She pushed herself again, another gag caught and swallowed, her throat burning as she refused to pull back.

Tears pricked her eyes. Heat flooded her face. With one last determined breath, she opened as wide as she could and, with a sound that was half moan, half victory, took every inch of him.

“Goddamn,” Todd breathed, wrecked, as her lips sealed around the base of his shaft.

She held him there, trembling, letting her body adjust to the fullness. Then, slowly, she slid off him with an obscene, wet sound. Spit and pearly precum spilled down her chin as she pressed his cock against his stomach and lowered her mouth to his balls, licking them languidly.

“Oh, that’s good,” Todd murmured, encouragement thick in his voice.

Dana answered by lavishing them with her tongue, then drawing one into her mouth, sucking gently, possessively, already aching for what she knew was coming next.

Her hand closed around him again, stroking with slow confidence while her other hand cradled his heavy sac. She lavished attention there, drawing each of his balls into her mouth one by one, sucking them until he shuddered. Then her tongue traced a deliberate path up the underside of his shaft, slow and teasing. She turned her face and pressed him along her cheek, stunned all over again by how his length nearly spanned from jaw to temple.

She nudged his head against her skin, smearing her cheek with his slick heat, then turned and did the same to the other side, marking herself with him. The faint, salty scent made her pulse throb. Dana inhaled deeply, steadying herself, and then opened her mouth and took him back in, intent and hungry, giving herself over to the rhythm.

Todd groaned low as she began to move faster, her head rising and falling, each pull taking him a fraction deeper than the last. His free hand slid into her hair, fingers curling, then tightened until her scalp tingled. Holding her there, he rolled his hips, guiding himself forward inch by inch, easing past her resistance.

“Face fuck?” he murmured, the words rough with need.

She stilled, her compliance unmistakable, and he began to move—slow at first, then more sure—drawing his cock in and out of her mouth. 

“Hands on my thighs,” he said quietly. “One tap if you want more. Two and I stop.”

He braced her head between his palms, careful to keep her face open, the view of his cock sliding between her lips unobstructed as his pace picked up. Dana tapped once. He answered immediately, thrusting harder, deeper.

A wet gurgle escaped her every time he reached the back of her throat, and still she tapped again—once—asking for it. He pulled free abruptly, slapped his cock against her cheek, then across her tongue, before driving himself back into her mouth in one long, punishing stroke.

She gagged, tears spilling freely now, but her body stayed open, welcoming. He fucked her mouth with the same relentless strokes she’d ached to feel inside her, and she met his gaze through the blur, her face burning with want and effort as he used her just as roughly as he had when his fingers had worked her earlier.

Her feet fluttered against the bed, heels kicking as saliva spilled from the corner of her mouth. He kept going, thrust after thrust, until he surged deeper still, forcing every inch down her eager throat. When his balls pressed against her chin, he held her there. She didn’t resist—her hips rocked harder, nipples grinding into the sheets as his pre-cum slid down her throat and she fought the instinct to choke.

Todd shifted upright, never releasing her hair, and leaned forward enough to slide his hand between her thighs. The muffled sound she made around his cock was sharp and desperate as his fingers found her, probing, then pushing inside. He resumed moving in her mouth, his strokes steady now, while two fingers worked her slick heat. Her hips bucked in helpless time with both.

Dana adjusted, meeting him halfway, her head moving with his slower rhythm, driving him deeper with every eager motion, determined to take him as fully as she could.

“Christ,” Todd groaned, voice thick with awe. “This girl is starving for it.”

“Then don’t make her wait,” Sylvia said smoothly.

The approval in her tone sent a shiver straight through Dana. She let Todd slip free of her mouth, saliva and pre-cum trailing as she pulled back, breathless and flushed.

Todd’s hands closed around her shoulders and he lifted her easily, drawing her up onto her knees before stretching out on the bed beneath her. Dana paused, just for a heartbeat, staring down at his cock—slick, flushed, shining with her spit—before she swung her leg over him and straddled his hips.

He reached between them, wrapping his hand around himself. Dana whimpered when he dragged the swollen tip over her clit, slow and deliberate. Her hips rolled instinctively, chasing the friction, trying to guide him where she needed him most—but he teased her, gliding himself through her folds again and again, smearing her wetness, making her ache.

When he finally pressed into her, she gasped. The stretch stole her breath, the thick head forcing her open inch by inch until her whimper turned sharp and helpless. Todd’s hands locked on her hips and he thrust upward, burying himself to the hilt.

“Oh—fuck—” Dana cried out, the sensation almost overwhelming.

He was too big, too full, and for a moment it bordered on pain. Todd stayed still, watching her face as she shifted above him, rocking gently, letting her body adjust around his size. Slowly, carefully, she coaxed her pussy to accept him, every movement sending sparks through her nerves.

“You set the pace,” he murmured. “As slow as you want.”

Dana rolled her hips in lazy circles, then side to side, feeling every thick inch of him seated deep inside her. She leaned forward, bracing her palms against his chest, and began to lift and lower herself, shallow at first, her moans soft and breathy.

She had never felt so completely filled. The sensation was dizzying. Gradually, she lifted herself higher before sinking back down, testing her limits. When the discomfort faded, pleasure rushed in to take its place, and her rhythm quickened.

Todd’s hands slid up to her breasts, squeezing, thumbs teasing her nipples until she cried out again. He urged her upright, positioning her for display, and Dana understood immediately. Heat rushed to her cheeks—but she gave them what they wanted.

She lifted her arms over her head, gathering her hair, arching her back as she rocked against him in slow, sensual strokes. Todd’s hands stayed on her breasts, heavy and possessive, and she covered them with her own, letting her head fall back as her hair spilled down her damp spine.

“That,” Sylvia said with a pleased laugh, “is confidence. Dana knows exactly how to use what she’s got.”

The words barely registered. Dana was lost in the feel of Todd’s hands, in the deep, steady fullness of him stretching her deliciously. She leaned forward again, lowering herself over him, and moaned when he guided her nipple to his mouth, his lips closing around it.

Then his grip tightened.

Without warning, Todd snapped his hips upward, fucking her hard. Dana squealed, the force knocking the breath from her lungs as his arms wrapped around her, pulling her tight against him. His mouth brushed her ear as he spoke, low and controlled.

“Same rules,” he said. “Two taps if it’s too much. But remember—they want to see you take it.”

“Good,” she murmured against the shell of his ear, her breath shaky with need. “Because I want it. I want to be fucked.” 

She let the words sink in, then finished softly but without hesitation. “Take me—hard if you want. However you want.”

He stilled for half a heartbeat. “You sure?”

“Baby,” she purred, rocking once so he could feel just how soaked she was, “feel that? If there weren’t cameras in the room, this would be nothing more than a Friday night for me.”

He laughed under his breath and nipped her ear, playful and possessive. “Then I hope you stick around. I’d like another round with you sometime.”

“Then work me now.”

“Yes, ma’am.” His chuckle turned rough as his arms tightened around her, locking her to his chest—and then he took her.

Dana cried out into his ear when he planted his feet and lifted, using his body with shocking strength, driving his hips up into her so deep it stole her breath. The force of it had her gasping, yelping again and again as he slammed into her, her body answering with wet, shameless sounds as she clenched around his cock.

His hands slid down her spine, palms splaying over her skin before grabbing her ass, spreading her open. She knew Tim had moved behind them, knew exactly what the lens was capturing—her swollen lips stretched around him, her most intimate places exposed without mercy.

The thought sent another surge through her. The exhibitionist thrill burned hot and bright, and she gave herself over to it completely, letting her weight sag into him, fingers clawing at Todd’s shoulders while he fucked her at full speed. What struck her most was his control—after the way she’d sucked him, after the way he was driving into her now, his breathing stayed steady, his body loose and confident.

Any other man would have been done by now. But this was his craft. 

And suddenly, so was hers.

“Let’s see reverse cowboy,” Sylvia called out.

Todd stilled, holding her in place. Dana slid back to her knees, then carefully stood on the bed, nerves flickering as she tried not to look awkward. She turned, wobbling when her foot sank into a soft spot in the mattress.

Tim caught her arm, steadying her. Balanced now, she stood over Todd with his legs between hers and lowered herself into a squat. He guided himself as she sank down, slow and deliberate, easing him back inside her inch by inch.

Her hands found his thighs, and she began to rise and fall using her legs, setting a rhythm. Todd’s hands were everywhere—grabbing her ass, kneading, urging her on—as she bounced on him. Tim moved in front of them, filming the way his thick length spread her slick, pink lips every time she dropped down.

She yelped when Todd suddenly wrapped his arms around her waist and hauled her back. He’d pushed himself up against the headboard, and when her back hit his chest, he locked her there and started fucking her with the same punishing intensity as before.

“Feet on my thighs,” he said into the back of her neck, his voice low and commanding.

With her body pressed tight to his, it took almost no effort for him to lift her legs one at a time and set her feet firmly on his powerful thighs. The position opened her completely, her knees wide, her sex on full display. His hands slid down, settling possessively along the insides of her thighs, holding her open as she offered herself up. She could see everything—his cock disappearing into her slick heat, the obscene glide of skin on skin—and the sight alone made her gasp.

“Yes!” Dana cried when his right hand abandoned her thigh and slipped between her legs. The instant his fingers found her clit, swollen and aching, her whole body jolted. “Oh, fuck—”

He didn’t tease her. He circled her clit hard and fast, unrelenting, matching the brutal rhythm of his thrusts. His hips drove into her again and again, deep and punishing, while his fingers worked her mercilessly. Dana lost all semblance of composure, reduced to sharp little yelps that fractured into high, broken moans. Every sensation stacked on the next—stretch, friction, pressure—until she couldn’t tell where she ended and he began.

“Oh god,” she cried, the words torn from her as she felt that familiar tightening coil low in her belly. It came too fast, impossibly fast, considering she’d already shattered not long ago.

Even in her most reckless years, she’d never felt like this—this open, this hungry, this completely consumed. And then she saw Tim, kneeling at the foot of the bed, camera angled up to capture everything: Todd’s cock plunging into her, his fingers slick and shiny as they worked her trembling cunt. The knowledge of being watched, of being seen like this, only poured gasoline on the fire burning through her.

“Oh—oh—oh!” Dana cried, the sounds tumbling out of her one after another, until her body finally betrayed her completely. She broke apart with a raw, helpless cry, her second orgasm ripping through her in violent waves.

Todd had her locked against his chest, his arm iron around her, and there was no escape. Her hips were trapped, forced to take every thrust as her pussy clenched and spasmed around his thick shaft. She squirmed and writhed, helpless, alternating between squeals and soft, broken whimpers as the climax rolled on, somehow even more intense than the first.

He didn’t slow. He fucked her through it, into it, his cock buried deep as her body convulsed around him. Dana’s hands flew to her breasts, her fingers pinching her nipples hard, the extra sting sending fresh shocks through her already overwhelmed nerves. When she finally went slack, boneless and breathless, he shoved her forward.

She landed on her stomach with a startled gasp—and before she could even draw a breath, his hands were on her hips, strong and sure. With a sharp twist of his shoulders, he flipped her onto her back. He grabbed her ankles, lifted her legs, and slammed back into her in one smooth, devastating thrust.

There was no hesitation this time. No question. He took her exactly the way she’d begged him to.

Her eyes rolled back, her mouth falling open as if she’d forgotten how to close it, while he fucked her without mercy, her pussy still fluttering and sensitive from the aftershocks. He pressed her legs together, wrapped an arm around her thighs, and leaned forward, driving himself even deeper. Dana could see nothing but her own feet hovering above her face as he plunged into her again and again.

She yelped, then moaned, utterly helpless beneath him, her body pinned and bent as he delivered the hardest fucking she’d ever known. He shifted her legs, draping her feet over his shoulders, leaning in farther until her ass lifted off the bed, her spine arched into an impossible curve. His hands closed around her breasts, squeezing them roughly as he continued to thrust.

“Fuck, fuck!” Dana cried, her voice hoarse and wrecked. She wrapped her arms around her own legs, holding them back for him, offering herself completely as he tore into her eager, aching cunt.

Sweat slicked Todd’s skin now, his breath finally rough and audible, each exhale torn from him by effort. The power in his arms and chest was impossible to miss, muscle and tension flexing as he drove into her, using her body without mercy. Dana reveled in it—the weight of him, the loss of control, the delicious ache blooming everywhere he touched. She felt claimed and consumed, and it made her burn hotter.

Tim circled the bed like a predator, the camera never resting. One moment it hovered close to her face, capturing every shattered breath and glazed stare, the next it dipped between her legs, documenting the obscene slide of Todd inside her, the way his hands kneaded and tugged at her breasts like they belonged to him.

Todd glanced up, caught Sylvia’s eye, and tilted his head slightly. Whatever silent message passed between them was answered with Sylvia’s slow rolling gesture. Immediately Todd pulled free, the sudden emptiness making Dana gasp. He seized her hips and, without ceremony, flipped her over like she weighed nothing, her body landing facedown in the sheets.

He hauled her up, positioning her on her knees, back arched, ass lifted and offered. Then he slammed back into her.

“Fuck—that’s so deep!” Dana screamed, the sound ripped straight out of her as Todd spread her open and punished her from behind, each thrust brutal and exact.

Tim dropped to his knees right in front of her, barely a foot from her face, and she found herself moaning directly into the lens. Her hair clung to her damp cheeks, her skin flushed dark with heat, eyes blown wide with need. She knew she looked wrecked—and she loved it.

“Yes,” she hissed into the camera, voice raw. “Give it to me. Ruin this sloppy fucking cunt.” She caught her lower lip between her teeth, sucking it hard before pushing on. “Show my loser ex-husband how a real man fucks.”

The words shocked even her as they spilled out, but the jolt of arousal they sparked was electric, sending her spiraling further.

“Fuck his wife,” she kept going, breathless. “Take me the way he never could. Show him he was right—this is what I’m good at. Taking young cock. And this time all his friends are going to see it. They’re going to see how fucking hot I am, hear me say how he could never handle me.”

“I love it!” Sylvia shouted from behind the camera. “Show him, Dana. Show him what he’ll never have again—but plenty of other men will.”

“A lot of men,” Dana gasped between broken groans as Todd pounded her like a machine that didn’t know how to stop. “Fucking and sucking them. Taking their cocks. Getting covered in their cum.”

She collapsed forward, forehead pressed to the sheets, panting and whining as Todd somehow found yet another rhythm—harder, deeper, so intense it edged toward pain. Still, she rocked back, meeting every brutal thrust, chasing the burn.

Todd’s hand cracked against her ass, sharp enough to steal her breath, her pussy clenching hard around him. Then the other cheek, just as fierce. He fisted her hair and yanked her head back, forcing her up onto her hands and knees, spine bowed, mouth open in a constant moan.

Tim never stopped filming her face, catching every helpless sound, every whispered “oh, God” that slipped free.

Then, without warning, Todd pulled out.

Before she could even process the loss, Sylvia stepped into view behind Tim and pointed deliberately at Dana’s mouth. Dana barely registered the signal when Todd grabbed her right hip and shoved.

Dana turned onto her back, the sheets damp and rumpled beneath her, just in time to see Todd straighten, his fist wrapped tight around his cock as he rose to his feet. He stepped over her with deliberate slowness, then sank down again, settling his weight so he hovered above her, knees braced on either side of her shoulders. His cock bobbed inches from her face, thick and flushed, already twitching with what was coming.

“Open wide,” Sylvia’s voice murmured from somewhere behind her. “And give him the tits.”

Dana didn’t hesitate. She cupped her breasts and pushed them together, creating a soft, inviting shelf. Lifting her head off the mattress, she opened her mouth and flicked her tongue at him, teasing, offering. Todd let go.

The first pulse came hard and fast. Dana jerked in surprise as hot cum shot past her mouth, splattering into her hair, streaking her forehead, catching between her eyes. She barely had time to gasp before the next surge landed straight on her tongue, thick and salty, filling her mouth. Another followed, and another, and Todd leaned closer, angling himself so he could paint her cheek before easing back. The rest spilled freely, striping her breasts with long white trails before pooling in the valley between them and sliding down over her chest.

Dana reached up, greedy now, wrapping her hand around him and tugging him closer. She lifted her head higher and took him into her mouth, lips sealing around him as she looked up—at Todd, at Tim behind him, the camera catching everything. She sucked him with purpose, fast and wet, coaxing the last drops from him, swirling her tongue as she worked him until he shuddered.

Todd groaned, breathless, his hips stuttering as she kept going, mouth slick and relentless while her hand stroked him and her fingers massaged his balls, milking every last tremor out of him. When he finally rasped, “Stop,” she slowed, then parted her lips, letting him slide free.

As Todd stepped back, Dana pushed herself upright. She lifted her breasts again, presenting them, then tipped her head forward and opened her mouth. Cum spilled out in a slow, obscene ribbon—over her lower lip, down her chin, onto the tops of her tits and between them, tracing a lazy path down her stomach.

“Goddamn,” Sylvia laughed loudly. “That was fucking epic.” Then, softer, closer to Dana’s ear: “Don’t move. Stay exactly like that.”

Sylvia sat down beside her on the bed, holding a microphone Dana was pretty sure was more prop than necessity.

“After watching that,” Sylvia went on, amused and breathless, “I’m about ready to go fuck my man. And I guarantee anyone watching this—man or woman—is going to come hard to you.”

She paused, tilting her head. “So tell me, how do you feel?”

Dana looked straight into the camera, acutely aware of the cum still sliding down her cheeks, clinging to her skin.

“That was…” She laughed softly, a little dazed. “Wow.”

“Wow says it all, right, Todd?” Sylvia said.

“She’s a natural,” Todd replied easily. “Told you—I love my job.”

Sylvia chuckled. “That’s a whole lot of love all over Dana’s face.” Then, more seriously, “So what do you think, Dana? You coming back for more?”

“Hell yeah.” Dana smiled, lips still slick and shining. “When do we do it again?”

“I love it,” Sylvia said. “Anytime you want. We’re ready whenever you are.”

She dragged her tongue slowly across her lips, gathering the salty warmth and pulling it back into her mouth, savoring it. When she smiled again, it wasn’t shy or stunned anymore—it was sharp, hungry, a grin that promised trouble.

“Next time,” she said, voice low and sure, “I want two.”

Sylvia laughed, delighted, and turned that grin toward the camera. “Oh, baby, two is exactly what you’ll get.” She gestured broadly, like she was presenting a prize. “Looks like we’re going to be seeing a lot more of this scorching MILF. And trust me, even that won’t be enough for the viewers—you were unreal today.”

She angled the microphone back toward Dana. “Before we started, I asked you to think about a stage name, just in case you decided you wanted more of this. Care to officially introduce yourself?”

Dana held the camera’s gaze. For a heartbeat, maybe two, she let the weight of it settle. Her parents were gone. No kids. No one to answer to but herself—and a couple of friends, one of whom had nudged her straight into this moment.

Then Ben’s face surfaced in her mind. That smug, superior smile. All the years she’d swallowed it down. His precious career. His carefully polished reputation, admired by clients and those self-important, frat-boy men he called friends.

Her lips curved again.

“My name…” She paused, lifted her hand, and wiped a streak of cum from between her eyes, deliberately dragging it onto her fingertip before sliding it into her mouth. She sucked lightly, eyes never leaving the lens. “…is Dana Darling.”

She swallowed, shoulders back, breasts still gleaming.

“And I’m the next MILF porn star.”


The Help

She arrived on a slow, golden Sunday evening, the soft whirr of bicycle tires cutting through the lazy hush of the farm. I was sitting on the doorstep, soaking up the last warmth of the sun, when she coasted straight up to the porch as if she’d always belonged there.

“Hi there, Buster. I’m Lena. Grandma around?” she called out before her foot even touched the ground.

Her voice had an easy confidence to it—bright, amused, unapologetically alive. I already knew someone was coming; Grandma never failed to arrange what she called a vacation right in the heart of summer. That usually meant hiring help for the cattle while she disappeared into the woods with her baskets, returning sticky-fingered and triumphant, talking about berries, jam, and syrup like they were great conquests.

We were only two cousins left at the farm this year—Gunnar and me, Anders. Same age, same restless edge. We’d just graduated, with military service looming in a couple of weeks. After that, I had my sights set on law school. This summer felt like an ending, even before it had fully begun.

“Hi. I’m Anders. Yeah, she’s inside,” I said.

She looked at me then, really looked, and smiled in a way that felt personal. Tall, relaxed, sun-kissed, with an open face and a smile that suggested she laughed easily—and often. Something in my chest shifted, quick and unexpected.

“Hi, Lena,” Grandma said, stepping out onto the porch. “Perfect timing. Supper’s just about ready.”

“Lovely. I’m starving,” Lena replied, flashing that smile again. “I’ll just stash my things up in the loft and wash my hands.”

“Yes, of course. Oh—and you don’t mind sleeping up there with the boys, do you?” Grandma added, almost casually.

Lena’s grin widened, her eyes sparkling. “Not at all. As long as they’re over the legal age,” she said, tilting her head toward me. “I’ve always had a weakness for handsome young men like Anders.”

She laughed, full and warm, and I felt heat crawl up my neck.

“Don’t tease an old woman,” Grandma shot back, trying—and failing—to sound stern. I could hear the smile in her voice. “You’d swallow both of them in a single bite. Now off with you, food’s getting cold. I’ve made up a bed.”

Lena slung her bag off the bicycle and walked away toward the loft, her hips swaying with an unconscious rhythm that was impossible not to notice. I watched longer than I should have.

Years ago, Grandpa had converted part of the hayloft into a large sleeping space. The farmhouse itself was small, and with so many children, the loft became our seasonal refuge from early spring through late autumn. Rows of beds, creaking floorboards, and memories stacked as thick as the hay once had been. At times there’d been ten of us cousins up there, whispering long into the night.

Supper was simple, the way farm meals often are, but it stretched pleasantly, filled with laughter and clinking cutlery. Lena and Grandma slipped effortlessly into bickering and gossip, trading stories about neighbors as if it were a competitive sport. Between bites, we learned Lena was twenty-seven, from a nearby town, temporarily out of work. She’d moved back in with her parents to help on their farm just down the road.

She mentioned her husband almost casually—a lorry driver, away this week on a long haul.

I told myself that meant nothing at all.

Still, every time she laughed, every time her knee brushed the table or her eyes lingered on me a second too long, the air felt heavier, charged with something I didn’t yet have words for—but already sensed would not be so easily ignored.

Eventually Grandpa pushed himself up from the table, joints creaking, already thinking about the dawn and the work waiting for him. He never slept late; the farm lived on his rhythm. Lena stretched languidly and followed soon after, excusing herself with a smile. The night folded in quietly around us.

When Gunnar and I climbed the narrow, steep stairs to the loft, the air was heavy with the smell of hay and warm wood. Lena was already asleep in one of the beds pushed against the wall, turned on her side, breathing deep and slow. A soft, unselfconscious snore slipped from her lips. We exchanged glances and undressed in near silence, the darkness pressing close.

Morning came far too early, announced by the sharp clanging of the old alarm bell downstairs. I groaned, half-buried in sleep, on the edge of drifting back under—until movement caught my eye.

Lena sat up.

The world snapped into brutal clarity. She had slept naked.

For a heartbeat I forgot to breathe. Her back was to me, smooth and pale in the thin morning light, the gentle curve of her waist flowing into the generous swell of her hips. She stood, utterly unashamed, and reached for a thin shift, pulling it down over her head. It skimmed her body, stopping high on her thighs. My gaze raced hungrily, greedily, trying to take her in all at once—bare skin, the shadowed line between her legs—before modesty returned and the moment was gone.

Barefoot, she crossed the loft to the crude wash corner, the boards whispering under her weight. I lay frozen, hard and stunned, listening to the quiet sounds of her rinsing, my mind replaying what I’d just seen. When she returned, she pulled on a rough skirt of coarse fabric, something old-fashioned and practical, like the women in my grandmother’s stories. Socks followed. Then she disappeared down the stairs, her clogs waiting for her below.

I stared at the ceiling, my body aching, my thoughts anything but innocent.

I turned my head and met Gunnar’s eyes. He was awake. Very awake.

“Did you see…?” he whispered hoarsely. “She’s not wearing any panties.”

I hadn’t noticed. The realization hit me low and hot, curling in my gut.

The day was torture. Every time Lena passed us in the yard or the barn, that rough skirt swaying around her legs, all I could think about was bare skin beneath it. About what she’d looked like in the half-light of morning. Neither of us really knew a woman yet—not like that—and the not knowing only fed the hunger. By unspoken agreement, plans formed as the hours crawled by.

Dinner that evening felt endless. I barely tasted the food, barely heard the talk, watching Lena’s hands, the line of her throat, waiting. At last Grandpa rose again, and soon after Lena excused herself for the night.

We moved like shadows.

Careful. Silent. I’d oiled the hinges earlier; we’d memorized every treacherous step that might betray us with a creak. Our hearts pounded as we slipped into position, halfway up the stairs, daring to breathe.

The loft was cruelly exposed, the stairway opening straight into the room with nothing but a railing. No hiding place. We crouched anyway, necks craned, eyes burning.

I caught it—just a glimpse—her bare backside, pale and full, before she stepped out of view. The image seared itself into me.

Then hell broke loose.

“Well, well, well,” Lena’s voice rang out, sharp and commanding. “And what do we have here? Peeping Toms. Shame on you.” A pause, heavy and dangerous. “Don’t move. Come up here. Now.”

She stood at the banister, looking down at us, eyes blazing. When we instinctively turned to flee, her tone stopped us cold.

Shaking, exposed, we stumbled up the last steps. My stomach twisted with fear and a shame that only made everything worse.

Lena waited for us at the top, arms crossed, her mouth set hard, her expression grim as stone.

“Listen to me,” she said, her voice low and unyielding, cutting clean through our panic. “I do not tolerate being spied on. Not ever. It makes my skin crawl, and I won’t have it.” Her gaze pinned us in place, sharp and uncompromising. Shame burned hot in my chest; I could barely lift my eyes.

And then, almost absurdly slowly, awareness crept in.

She was standing right there in front of us without a stitch of clothing on, feet planted wide, hands braced on her hips as if daring us to really look. My breath stuttered. My eyes flicked everywhere at once—her shoulders, her breasts, the strong line of her thighs—never lingering long enough, as though my gaze itself might betray me.

“Let’s make this simple,” Lena went on, her tone shifting, steadier now, almost practical. “Three rules. Follow them, and we won’t have any trouble.”

We nodded automatically.

“Rule one,” she said, lifting a finger. “No sneaking around.” Another finger joined it. “Rule two: when I tell you to do something, you do it.” She paused then, letting the silence stretch, letting us squirm. “Rule three…” Her mouth curved, the severity melting into something warmer, teasing. “You can look at me all you like. I don’t mind at all—as long as you do it openly.”

She laughed, a rich, easy sound that loosened the knot in my chest. “Agreed?”

We nodded again, this time eagerly, relief flooding through me so fast it left me dizzy.

Now I could actually see her.

She didn’t rush us. She simply stood there, unashamed, solid and beautiful, shifting her weight so her hips rolled slightly. Her breasts swayed with the movement, full and heavy, the nipples proud and darkened, ringed with soft pink. My gaze traveled lower, over the gentle curve of her belly and the small hollow of her navel, to the dark, lush triangle of hair that guarded everything I’d only ever imagined. Her hips flared generously into powerful thighs, her body unmistakably feminine yet strong, built for work and for pleasure both.

“Well?” she asked, amusement dancing in her eyes. “You like what you see?”

My throat was too dry to answer.

She turned away with a deliberate slowness that felt cruel and generous all at once, her backside rolling as she crossed toward the washroom, giving us a final, unforgettable view. The door closed behind her, and for a long moment we just stared at one another, stunned into silence. Reality felt thin, unreal, as though we’d stepped into a dream we’d never dared to have.

Eventually we drifted back to our beds, moving quietly, anticipation buzzing through us as we waited.

When she came out again, naked as before, the sight stole what little breath I’d regained. She crossed the room unhurriedly, her body fluid, confident, utterly at ease in her skin.

“Good night, boys,” she said softly, climbing into her bed and drawing the covers up over herself.

Sleep didn’t come easily after that. My mind replayed every curve, every smile, every rule.

Morning announced itself with the harsh clang of the alarm bell. Lena stirred, stretching luxuriously, then pushed the covers aside and rose, bare and glowing in the early light. She stretched again, unselfconscious, before heading to the washroom while we lay there watching, wide-eyed and silent.

When she returned, she hesitated in the doorway, as if reconsidering. Then she smiled and chose a path that took her right between our beds. She paused there, close enough that I could see the warmth in her eyes, the confidence in her smile, before turning away to dress. We noticed, with a thrill that lingered long after, that she still wore nothing beneath her clothes.

The day passed in a blur of work alongside Grandpa. Our bodies weren’t buzzing quite as recklessly as they had the day before, but the anticipation sat heavier, deeper—coiled low in my stomach. Evening hovered ahead of us like a promise we couldn’t stop touching with our thoughts. Even dinner felt different; we actually tasted the food, half-listened to the familiar back-and-forth between Grandma and Lena, their teasing and bickering oddly comforting, like the calm before something electric.

Lena excused herself first. We lingered just long enough not to seem eager, then followed a minute or two later. Up in the loft, she was already seated on her bed, dressed only in her thin shift. We settled onto our own beds, waiting—assuming she’d stand, move, disappear into the washroom like before.

But she didn’t.

She stayed exactly where she was, slowly brushing her hair, unhurried, almost languid. The rhythm of the strokes felt deliberate. Time stretched. The silence thickened until it became uncomfortable, our bodies unsure what to do with themselves while she remained so calmly present.

Just as the awkwardness peaked, she looked up.

“Boys,” she said lightly, though her eyes were sharp, “come here. I want to talk.”

Reluctance tugged at our feet, but we obeyed, crossing the small space to her bed. She studied us without speaking, her gaze unflinching, letting the seconds pile up until my pulse thudded in my ears.

“Which one of you,” she asked at last, her voice serious though a faint smile teased one corner of her mouth, “was standing beside my bed last night, watching me sleep?”

The silence dragged on. Heat crawled up my neck.

“It… it was me,” I finally admitted. The words felt clumsy in my mouth. “I couldn’t sleep. I looked over and thought your covers had slipped, so I came closer. Just to see.”

Her brow lifted. “And what was rule number one?” she asked coolly.

“No sneaking,” she said for me, eyes locking on mine.

“I wasn’t sneaking,” I rushed out. “You said we could look—as long as we didn’t hide. I didn’t.”

She held my gaze, weighing it. Then her lips curved. “Hmmm. That’s true. I suppose I did say that.” A beat. “So—tell me. What did you see?”

My throat went dry. “I… I saw your breasts.”

She laughed softly. “My breasts? You saw them the night before too, if I recall. You examined them pretty thoroughly. What made this time so memorable?”

“They’re just… beautiful,” I blurted, the honesty tumbling out before I could stop it.

Her expression softened, pleased. “Thank you. I like hearing that.” She tilted her head. “And after that? What did you do?”

“I went back to bed,” I said weakly.

She arched a brow. “Eventually, yes. But first you went into the washroom and took care of yourself, didn’t you?” Her grin turned wicked. “Did it feel good?”

My face burned. Words deserted me.

She let me off with a satisfied chuckle and turned her attention to Gunnar. “And you?” she asked gently. “You weren’t sleeping either. You came later, stood right over there.” She pointed. “Tell me—what caught your eye?”

Gunnar swallowed hard. “Your… your legs,” he managed.

“My legs?” Lena echoed, glancing down as if just noticing herself. The shift had ridden up, baring her thighs. “Like this?” she asked, feigning concern. “Go on. Tell me how much you actually saw.”

“Well… more than that,” Gunnar confessed, his voice barely audible.

“Like this?” Lena murmured, deliberately hitching her shift higher along her thighs, inch by teasing inch, until the fabric bunched dangerously close to where her legs met. “Look at me and tell me the truth.”

Gunnar swallowed. “Y‑yes… and still more,” he admitted, heat flooding his face.

“More?” She tilted her head, feigning confusion. “But you said you only saw my legs. And last I checked, legs don’t go on forever.” Her eyes sparkled. “So it wasn’t just my legs you were looking at, was it? Something like this… perhaps?”

She leaned back languidly and drew the thin cotton up over her stomach, baring herself without hurry, without shame. My breath caught as dark curls were revealed, lush and unmistakably feminine, framed by her closed thighs. Even pressed together, they formed a soft hollow that invited the eye, a secret valley leading somewhere forbidden. She watched us watch her, delighted by our stunned silence.

“And after that,” she went on casually as she straightened again, the shift slipping down but stopping well short of modesty, “you did the same as Anders, didn’t you? Hid away in the wash room and took care of yourself?” Her tone was light, almost playful.

Gunnar couldn’t speak. He simply nodded, mortified and exposed in a way that had nothing to do with clothing.

“Well, boys,” Lena said more gently now, “I’m not upset that you enjoyed yourselves. But we can’t make a habit of sleepless nights. Tomorrow will be long, and I’ve already promised Grandpa your help.” She studied us for a long moment, serious and unreadable. Then her expression softened, a slow, knowing smile spreading across her lips.

“Time for bed,” she said—and then, without breaking eye contact, she lifted her arms and drew the shift up and over her head.

She walked toward the wash room naked, her hips swaying with an unselfconscious grace that made my pulse pound. Gunnar and I scrambled back to our beds, fumbling into our pajamas, every movement rushed, every nerve alive with anticipation. We were barely settled when she reappeared, crossing the room in full view of us, her body confident, unhidden, glowing in the low light.

She stopped short of her bed and turned.

“Come here, boys,” she called softly. “I think I have a solution—one that will let all of us sleep very well tonight.”

We exchanged bewildered looks, then obeyed. She stood waiting with her hands on her hips, utterly magnificent. Up close, I finally understood what I’d only sensed before: her breasts were truly large, full and proud, firm against her broad, powerful frame, nipples already tight and dark with attention. They didn’t droop or apologize—they existed boldly.

As we approached, she shifted her weight slowly from one hip to the other, drawing our eyes to the generous curve of her body, to the dark nest of hair crowning her thighs. She smiled when we stopped in front of her, then reached out, catching our hands and pulling us closer until there was no space left for innocence. I was hard, painfully so—and when I glanced sideways, I saw Gunnar was too.

Lena tugged us down with her and settled onto an old three‑legged stool, looking up at us like a queen indulging herself.

“Such nice things you have there,” she said lightly. “I suggest you take your bottoms off before they get soaked.”

We hesitated, frozen between desire and uncertainty.

“Oh, don’t be shy,” she chided, a trace of command in her voice, softened by that wicked smile. “Do as I say. Rule number two—remember?” Her eyes warmed. “And relax. I promise, I won’t hurt you.”

She reached for our pajama bottoms, tugging them down, but they snagged stubbornly, caught on the hard proof of our arousal. It made her chuckle. Using both hands, she worked them free—first mine, then Gunnar’s—until the fabric pooled uselessly around our ankles. We stood there exposed, mortified and aching, our cocks jutting forward at her eye level.

Lena threw her head back and laughed, low and warm, the sound curling through me. 

“Very nice, I must say,” she murmured, eyes bright, mouth curved in a wicked grin. “Enjoy yourselves, boys.”

She didn’t hesitate. One hand wrapped around me, the other around Gunnar, her palms confident, knowing. She began to stroke us slowly, deliberately, setting a rhythm that made my breath hitch. And then, unbidden, an image surged into my mind from earlier that day—Lena in the barn, seated calmly, hand-milking a cow. I remembered the strength in her fingers, the way milk had leapt into the bucket in white arcs under her steady squeeze. Those same capable fingers were sliding over me now.

My cock jumped in her grip.

She noticed immediately. Her gaze lifted, eyes dancing. 

“Feels good, doesn’t it, Buster?” she said softly, a giggle threading through her words. “I told you there was nothing to worry about.”

Heavenly didn’t begin to cover it. It was nothing like my own awkward, hurried touches. Her hand knew exactly how to move—firm, patient, unhurried. And when she added her other hand, briefly cradling and rolling my balls, the sensation shot straight through me, hot and dizzying.

I was vaguely aware that Gunnar was receiving the same attention beside me, but he might as well have been miles away. All that existed was Lena’s hands and the way my body responded to them. Then Gunnar made a sharp, helpless sound. I glanced sideways just in time to see his release spill free, pale strands splashing across Lena’s chest.

She leaned forward at once, intent, careful not to waste a drop. Her hand continued its steady work on him, milking him patiently until he was spent and slack, his breathing ragged. Only then did she turn fully back to me.

Both of her hands were mine now. One stroked me in long, sure movements; the other cupped me, teasing and grounding me at the same time. The pressure in my body coiled tight, a bright, trembling ache building low in my belly. I groaned despite myself.

She looked up, eyes darkening, and drew me a little closer. The pleasure crested, spilling over, and I came with a broken sound, spurting under her guidance. She angled me with practiced ease, letting it land first across her nipples, then higher, warm drops touching her cheeks and lips. The intensity of it left me shaking.

Even after, she didn’t stop right away. Her touch softened, gentled, coaxing out the last sensations until I was empty and oversensitive, my cock still half-hard under her lingering care. She finally released me with a playful, final squeeze, her brows lifting in faint surprise.

“Well,” she said lightly, smiling up at us, “that was nice, wasn’t it?”

She wiped a finger through what had landed on her face and slipped it into her mouth, grinning unabashedly. The rest she spread slowly over her chest, massaging it into her skin, paying special attention to her nipples until they shone.

“Lovely. Just lovely,” she sighed contentedly. “I do adore young cocks and fresh seed. And this—” she laughed, pleased with herself, “—this was very fresh indeed, wasn’t it?”

Then, as if she’d simply finished an evening ritual, she stood, wished us goodnight, and climbed into her bed. Within minutes, her breathing deepened into an easy snore.

She’d been right. Sleep came quickly for me, heavy and dream-filled, her hands returning again and again in my mind, endlessly milking, endlessly warm.

The bell clanged through the house with its familiar insistence, dragging us out of sleep. Lena rose first, unhurried, stretching like she had nowhere else to be. She padded off to the washroom, and on her way back deliberately took the longer path, drifting past our beds as if by accident. She paused there, looming over us, freshly awake and entirely aware of the effect she had.

“Good morning, boys,” she said softly, her voice still husky with sleep. “I hope you’re feeling well on this beautiful morning.” Her gaze lingered, slow and knowing. “Don’t forget—you promised to help me clean the cowshed today. So don’t be lazy and sleep it away.” She giggled, turned, and sauntered off, her hips swaying with an easy confidence that made my pulse kick harder.

At breakfast, Grandpa casually confirmed that Lena had already secured our labor for the day. Neither of us objected. Not even a little. Somehow, without demanding a thing, she had us completely in her pocket.

She put us straight to work. First the calf pen—heavy with old straw and dung that clung to everything. Then the walls, which we scrubbed raw in preparation for fresh whitewash. Lena moved between chores of her own, tending the cattle, cleaning the milk room, drifting in and out of our space. She worked alongside us but never quite buttoned her shift properly. Each time she leaned in to inspect our progress, generous curves threatened to spill free, her breasts teasingly close, making it hard to remember we were supposed to be focused on anything but her.

By late afternoon, our muscles ached and our shirts were soaked through. Lena made a slow, deliberate inspection of our work, hands on hips, eyes sharp.

“Well done, boys,” she said at last, smiling with approval. “Excellent.” Then her nose wrinkled. “Now go take a shower. You smell like pigs. After a sunny day like this, there should be plenty of hot water.”

She was right, as usual. We headed around to the back of the barn where Grandpa had poured a rough concrete pad years ago. A tap jutted out of the wall, a hose coiled beneath it, and above us the crude outdoor shower—just a wide metal nozzle bolted into place. The big steel tank on the roof had been warming all day, turning the water inside it deliciously hot. We’d used this setup plenty of times instead of trekking down to the lake.

We stripped out of our filthy clothes and stepped toward the shower, already reaching for the tap, when Lena suddenly appeared from the barn carrying bars of soap and folded towels. We froze.

Without hesitation, she set everything down and began to undress.

“You’re… you’re showering too?” Gunnar blurted out, his voice a mix of excitement and disbelief. “With us? What if Grandpa comes by?”

Lena laughed, full and unbothered, slipping her shoulders free of her dress. “Of course I’m showering. I stink just as much as you do. I always shower after work—it’s a wonder you boys haven’t noticed before. Honestly, I thought you might have tried sneaking a peek by now.” She winked. “And if Grandpa comes? Well, good for him, I suppose. It won’t hurt him to see me naked. Might even do Grandma some good.” Her laughter deepened, rich and shameless.

She finished undressing without a hint of modesty. We watched, openly now, and our bodies responded instantly, blood rushing hard and fast. There was no hiding it.

Lena turned back toward us after neatly setting her clothes aside. Her eyes dropped, and she grinned.

“Boys, boys,” she teased, her tone warm and approving. “And what do we have here? Very nice, I must say.” She giggled, stepping closer, already reaching for the soap. “Come on then. Let’s get under the water and lather up. We can wash each other properly, shall we?”

She pressed rough bars of soap into our palms and, laughing, tugged us forward by our aching lengths until we were all beneath the spray. Warm water cascaded over skin already flushed with heat and nerves. I moved in behind her, the slickness making everything feel amplified, and began to lather her back, slow circles over her shoulders, down the strong line of her spine. My hands shook when they slid around her sides and brushed the full weight of her breasts. I’d never touched a woman like that before, and the shock of it made my breath hitch.

“Don’t freeze up now,” Lena murmured, her voice low and inviting as she glanced back at me with a knowing smile. “They like attention. Give them what they need.” She guided my hand firmly over one breast, squeezing it against my palm. I obeyed, then took the other, kneading from behind, learning their weight, the way her nipples tightened under my fingers. She laughed when she felt them peak, a sound that went straight to my groin.

Then my hands were nudged aside as Gunnar stepped in front of her, claiming her mouth and chest with eager focus. I didn’t stop. I followed the curve of her back down to the generous swell of her ass, lingering there, stroking, squeezing, letting my palms roam over wet, heated skin. I traced down her thighs, strong and smooth, and when my fingers brushed the tender inside of them, she widened her stance without a word.

The invitation was unmistakable. My hand slipped higher, finding the crease between her cheeks, the taut ring that tightened at my touch. I teased there, slow and exploratory, before sliding lower, where everything softened and grew lush beneath my fingers. Her knees dipped as I stroked along her sex, the wet seam parting as if it had been waiting for me.

“Oh, Anders… don’t stop,” she breathed, the words breaking apart as Gunnar worked her breasts, squeezing and lifting them just as she’d asked. I cupped her from behind, my palm fitting her perfectly, thumb finding the warm opening that welcomed it. She cried out when I pressed inside, another sharp sound when my fingers brushed the sensitive nub above, and then her whole body began to move—rocking back into my hand, chasing the rhythm.

The water kept pouring down as she panted, her pleasure building fast. When her release hit, it was unmistakable—her back arching, a hoarse cry torn from her throat as she went rigid, then shuddered hard, trembling between us while I kept my touch steady until she sagged, spent.

She straightened slowly, glowing, and flashed us a wide, satisfied grin. “That,” she said, catching her breath, “deserves something in return.”

She’d been stroking us absentmindedly the whole time, but now her hands closed around us with purpose, slick and sure. She pumped us in smooth, practiced strokes, then sank to her knees, working us with a teasing intensity that made my vision blur. The pressure built too fast to stop. I groaned as release tore through me, spilling over her skin; Gunnar followed moments later.

Lena rose, laughing softly, utterly pleased. “Consider it a little extra for a job well done,” she said, eyes sparkling. “Now—let’s get these boys properly clean.”

She took her time with us afterward, slicking soap over our bodies again, rinsing it away beneath the steady rush of warm water. Her touch was casual and intimate all at once, palms sliding over chests and stomachs, fingers lingering where they knew we were most sensitive. She didn’t neglect anything—especially not our cocks and balls—and the pleasure was so easy, so indulgent, it felt almost unfair.

When she rinsed me there, cool water splashing while her fingers cradled my balls, my cock stirred back to life, thickening despite myself. 

“Hey, Buster—easy now,” she laughed, eyes bright with mischief. Instead of stopping, she gave me a few deliberate strokes, slow and teasing, until I was fully hard again. She grinned, pleased with herself, and finally moved away, leaving me flushed and aching.

Eventually we were clean for real. She’d even washed our hair, fingers scrubbing our scalps in a way that made my knees weak. We stepped out into the late afternoon light and dried off, standing there warm and loose, the sun brushing our skin. Lena gathered up her clothes and, without a shred of embarrassment, walked off naked toward the barn to dress.

She knew exactly what she was doing. Her hips swayed with exaggerated ease, her ass rolling with every step. Just before disappearing around the corner, she gave her hips a playful wiggle, then looked back over her shoulder, laughing at us as if daring us to keep staring.

That evening, after supper, Grandma called for a bit of help. When we hurried up to the loft, Lena was already in the washroom. We felt a stab of disappointment, certain we’d missed the best part. But when she emerged, she was still in her shift, the thin fabric clinging softly to her curves. We stood between the beds, pretending not to watch too closely.

“Well hello there, boys,” Lena said brightly.

She went to her bed and pulled the shift up and over her head, letting it fall away. Turning back to us, she stood naked and unapologetic, hands on her hips as she rolled them slightly, as if presenting herself. The sight alone made both of us hard instantly.

“What’s wrong?” she asked innocently. “Aren’t you going to bed?” She paused, studying our faces, our bulges. “Oh… no. You can’t be serious. Again?” She shook her head, laughing. “Don’t look at me like that. Those eyes—honestly, I’ve never been able to resist them.” She sighed theatrically, then smiled. “You boys are something else. All right, come on then.”

She stepped close and cupped us through our pants, squeezing deliberately, feeling how hard we were. 

“Off,” she said, giggling, before sitting down on the stool. Her legs fell slightly apart, and between her thighs I caught a glimpse of soft pink folds, already flushed.

We kicked our pants away and stood before her, bare and eager. Just like the night before, she took one cock in each hand, stroking us with an easy rhythm that made my cock jump. When her fingers dipped to fondle my balls as well, a groan slipped out of me before I could stop it.

She watched us with open delight, clearly enjoying the effect she was having. Then, without warning, she tugged me closer and leaned forward, closing her lips around the head of my cock. Warmth, wet and perfect, surrounded me as her tongue traced slow circles around the tip. The sensation hit so hard I grunted aloud.

“Mm… you like that, don’t you, Anders?” she teased, pulling back just long enough to smile before turning to give Gunnar the same treatment. His response was immediate, a low sound from his chest.

She alternated between us, taking her time, not stopping at just the tip but drawing more of us into her mouth. Her lips slid down my shaft, her teeth grazing lightly in a way that sent sparks straight through me. Every movement was deliberate, practiced, and devastating—and she knew it.

A sharp, electric tingle coiled low in my belly and I groaned despite myself. Lena glanced up at me, eyes bright, and eased my cock from her mouth.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” she murmured, lips glossy, smiling like she already knew the answer.

“Yes—yes,” I managed, breathless. “I’m… I’m going to come.”

She laughed softly, a warm, throaty sound. “That’s the whole point of sucking a cock,” she said, amused and utterly unapologetic.

“But what if I—what if I come in your mouth?” I asked, suddenly unsure.

Her smile turned slow and wicked. “Please do. I love it,” she said without hesitation. “I love the taste of it. Hot and fresh.” Then she turned briefly toward Gunnar, teasing him with a look, before returning to me as if she’d never left.

This time she didn’t take her time. Her mouth worked me with purpose, lips firm, tongue slick and sure. Heat flooded through me, fast and unstoppable, until it felt like my blood was boiling. I cried out as release tore through me, pulse after pulse spilling into her mouth.

I looked down at her, stunned. Her eyes were closed, lashes dark against her cheeks, every ounce of her concentration focused on me. She swallowed calmly, greedily, like it was exactly what she’d been waiting for. Even after the last spasm faded, she kept sucking, coaxing every final trace from me, until I was oversensitive and weak. Then she drew back and looked up, beaming, satisfied.

Without a word she turned to Gunnar, who stood rigid and flushed, his cock jutting eagerly. I watched, half dazed, as she took him into her mouth, her lips stretching around him with practiced ease. The sight alone made my head spin.

Suddenly her hand reached back for me, catching my wrist and guiding it to her breasts. I stepped in close behind her, her bare back warm against my chest, and cupped the heavy swell of her tits. They filled my palms perfectly, lush and solid. Her nipples tightened instantly, hard little points, and she moaned when I pinched them—first gently, then with more insistence.

She kept sucking Gunnar, her rhythm steady, while I explored her body. On impulse my hand slid down her stomach to the soft, dark nest between her thighs. She spread her legs a little wider, silently inviting me. I slipped a finger into her slit, feeling heat and slickness, and found the swollen nub there. When I rubbed it, her moan dropped low and rough, a sound that vibrated through her whole body.

Gunnar didn’t hold out for long. His breathing turned ragged, then he cried out as he came, spilling into her mouth. I felt Lena tense, arching slightly as she took him, her body lifting and tightening. Her clit throbbed harder under my touch, and I circled it while sliding my finger deeper, parting her swollen lips until I found her opening. I pushed in, curling my finger, gripping her from the inside.

She pulled off Gunnar when he went soft, and he staggered back, spent. Lena covered my hand with hers, pressing it more firmly between her thighs, guiding me. Her other hand came up to her breasts, urging me to keep touching her there too. She panted, hips rocking against my fingers, until her body suddenly seized. She cried out, grinding herself shamelessly against my hand as the climax ripped through her, leaving her shaking and boneless.

For a moment she just sagged back against me, breathless, her weight heavy in my arms. Then she turned, eyes dark and shining, and bent to kiss my cock. She took just the head into her mouth, suckling lightly, teasingly. It responded at once, swelling, coming back to life.

Lena pulled away quickly, smiling to herself, leaving me hard and aching again.

“What’s that, Buster?” she teased, laughter bubbling out of her. “No, no—I shouldn’t have done that. We really should sleep now.” Her eyes sparkled as she backed away. “Good night, boys.”

She was on her feet in an instant, disappearing toward the washroom. We lay there listening, then watched as she returned, her hips swaying with that unselfconscious confidence, her backside rolling lazily, her breasts bouncing with every step. She slid into her bed and drew the sheet up around herself as if nothing wicked had just happened. Gunnar and I followed suit, sinking into our own beds, sated and loose-limbed, drifting off with stupid, satisfied smiles.

Morning came early. We spent it helping Grandpa in the fields, the sun already warm on our backs. By lunchtime Gunnar had gone pale and quiet, and Grandma took one look at him before shooing him off to bed. Later in the afternoon, Grandpa asked me to come along and help walk a heifer in heat over to a neighboring farm where the bull was kept.

I’d never seen anything like it. The sheer force of it—the bull’s single-minded intensity as he mounted her—was startling, almost brutal. And yet the heifer knew exactly what to do, even though it was her first time; there was no panic in her, only instinct. Strange as it was, there was something almost majestic in the way those massive bodies moved together, nature taking over without apology. When the bull mounted her again, I felt a confusing mix of shock and an unwanted thrill coil low in my gut.

By the time we’d led her back and turned her loose in the field, the afternoon was slipping toward evening. Before dinner, I headed for the shower, needing to wash off the dust and the day.

Hot water streamed over my skin as I soaped up, my mind betraying me, replaying the raw power of what I’d witnessed. Heat gathered between my legs; my cock thickened in my hand.

“Well, well,” a familiar voice drawled from nearby. “And what do we have here?” I nearly jumped. Lena stood just outside the spray, grinning like she knew every thought in my head. “One wonders what you’re thinking about. Me, perhaps?” She laughed softly. “I like that. But you don’t need to imagine—here I am.”

Before I could answer, she stripped out of her skirt and shift, letting them fall to the floor, and stepped into the shower with me. Her skin gleamed under the water. She guided my soapy hands up to her breasts, encouraging my palms to explore their weight, while her fingers wrapped around my hard cock. We washed each other slowly, deliberately, slick bodies sliding together, until she turned her back to me and drew my arms around her.

My erection pressed into the soft curve of her ass. I let one hand drift down her stomach, over the dark softness of her mound. She shivered as my finger traced her slit, finding her already warm and slick, circling that swollen little nub I’d learned so well the night before. Her knees weakened, and she leaned harder into me as I teased her breasts with my other hand.

“Oh, I love that,” she breathed. “Don’t stop.” Her hands covered mine, guiding, urging.

I slipped lower, found her opening, slightly parted and welcoming. My finger slid inside without resistance. I curled it, moving just the way I knew would undo her, rotating slowly. Her moan broke into a sharp cry, her legs trembling as she clutched at my hands. Then she came apart, calling out as her body went boneless against mine, all her weight sagging back into my chest.

It passed quickly. She caught her breath, straightened, and turned in my arms. Her eyes were bright, almost shining, her mouth curved in a radiant, satisfied smile as she looked up at me under the falling water.

“Mm, that was beautifully done,” she murmured, laughter thick and breathless, eyes shining with approval. “You clearly know exactly how to touch a woman there. God… yes, you really do.” She tilted her head, studying me with playful intent. “Now let’s find out whether I’m just as skilled with you.”

She sank down onto her knees, the tiles cool against her skin, and wrapped her fingers around my aching length. Before I could even draw a steady breath, she guided me into her mouth. Her lips were warm, unhurried, reverent almost, and the way she took me in sent a sharp pulse straight through my spine. I’d been wound tight all afternoon, my thoughts steeped in heat and images I couldn’t shake, and it didn’t take long before my control shattered. I came too fast, spilling myself in thick, helpless surges.

Lena welcomed it with closed eyes, as if savoring the moment, then looked up at me through her lashes, smiling softly as she swallowed every drop. She didn’t pull away until my body had spent itself completely, until I was soft and oversensitive in her mouth. Only then did she rise, wiping nothing away because there was nothing wasted.

She beamed at me, radiant and amused. “That’s a pretty perfect way to finish a day of hard labor, don’t you think?” she said with a giggle. “Now—let’s actually get clean.”

We stayed beneath the spray, slick with soap and steam, our hands roaming easily again. What started as washing turned naturally into lingering touches. She let me rediscover every inch of her, guiding me wordlessly, and I lavished attention on her breasts, learning the weight of them in my palms, the way her breath hitched when I circled and teased. When I pinched her nipples and felt them tighten, she gasped, a low sound of pure pleasure that made my pulse jump.

But when my hands drifted lower, curious and hungry, she closed her thighs with gentle insistence, catching my wrist and redirecting me upward. Back to her breasts, she seemed to say, and I obeyed. She returned the favor, soaping my cock with slow, deliberate strokes—until it responded far too eagerly.

She laughed and withdrew her hand. “Oh no, we’d better stop there,” she teased. “You’re far too ready. Such a horny young man… I like that.” Her laughter rang softly in the steamy air. “Now rinse off. Dinner will be ready any minute.”

That night she didn’t linger. She kept her shift on when she went to wash, slipped back quietly, then turned her back to us as she tugged it over her head. In a heartbeat she was under the covers, still and peaceful, asleep almost instantly.

By morning Gunnar was himself again. Grandma ordered him into the shade to help her with berry picking, while I was sent to tackle the grass in the garden. The afternoon passed as Fridays always did—our parents gone to town, Gunnar and I swimming in the lake, racing the sun. We hurried back, hoping to catch Lena in her shower, but we were just too late.

At supper we learned she’d be leaving the next morning, right after the chores. That knowledge lit a restless urgency in us, and we rushed up to the loft, settling onto our beds as if waiting for a signal.

She didn’t keep us waiting long. When Lena appeared and saw us sitting there expectantly, she burst out laughing. “Well, hello there,” she said, eyes dancing. “Waiting for something, are you?”

She undressed slowly, deliberately, savoring every second of our attention before wandering off to the wash room. She took her time in there—brushing her teeth, fussing, doing anything but returning—until we were nearly squirming. When she finally emerged, she chose the long path back, passing close to our beds with exaggerated sways of her hips, her body a living invitation. She stopped directly in front of us, smiling like she held all the power in the world.

“Strip, boys,” she commanded softly. “I want to see those cocks standing nice and proud for me.” Her hips rolled as she spoke, and her eyes never left our faces.

We scrambled out of our clothes, shorts and shirts forgotten on the floor, and stood there bare and eager, our cocks already thick and upright under her assessing gaze. Lena’s mouth curved with open pleasure. She stepped closer and wrapped her hands around us, giving each of us a few indulgent strokes, testing, weighing, enjoying the way we twitched for her.

“Well,” she murmured, amused and pleased. “I think I’ll have you one at a time tonight.” Her fingers lingered, then squeezed Gunnar’s shaft. “You—so hard already. You go first. Lie down. I don’t want you passing out with all that blood trapped in that beautiful thing, especially after being sick.”

She pushed him back onto the bed with playful authority and sank down between his legs, straddling his thighs. Her lips closed around him, warm and skilled, her mouth working him with slow confidence. After a moment she pulled away, leaving him flushed and gasping.

“Anders,” she said without looking at me, voice low and commanding, “come here. Touch my breasts.”

I stepped closer and reached from the side, cupping one heavy breast, my fingers sinking into its weight. It wasn’t enough. A spark of boldness hit me, and I moved behind her, leaning over her back. From there I could gather both of her breasts in my hands, filling my palms with her softness. I kneaded them the way she liked—firm, a little rough—pinching and rolling her nipples until they stood tight and sensitive. She shivered under my touch.

I tried to keep my hips back, uncertain, my cock aching and dangerously close to her body. Then she solved it for me. Her hand slipped back between her thighs and closed around my shaft, tugging me forward. Suddenly I was pressed against her bare ass, her thighs closing around me, trapping my cock in the slick heat of her body. My tip slid along the wet seam of her sex, brushing that swollen, sensitive nub that made her inhale sharply.

She pulled her mouth from Gunnar and turned her head, smiling at me over her shoulder—bright, hungry, encouraging. She rocked her hips back into me, just a few slow motions, guiding me, letting my cock glide along her slit and over her hard clit. Then she turned back to Gunnar and took him into her mouth again, as if this was the most natural thing in the world.

I stayed there, bent over her, my hands full of her breasts, my cock moving back and forth in the hot, slick channel formed by her thighs and sex. It was smooth and easy, almost maddeningly so. Once, just for a heartbeat, my head caught at her entrance and slipped inside a fraction—but she shifted forward immediately, denying me, only to settle me right back where she wanted me, rubbing and teasing.

Gunnar’s breathing turned rough, his body tensing beneath her. With a low grunt he came, spilling himself into her mouth. Lena took it all without hesitation, swallowing every bit, keeping him between her lips until he softened completely.

Watching him lose it pushed me over the edge. Heat coiled tight in my belly, a sharp, tingling pressure building fast. Lena tightened her thighs around me, narrowing that slick passage. Her clit scraped firmly against my tip with every stroke. She moaned, a deep, helpless sound, and that was all it took.

Pleasure tore through me. I stiffened as I came, the rush overwhelming. Lena cried out too, feeling it, and reached back to cup her hand around the head of my cock, catching most of it as I spilled, shuddering, against her body.

We stayed tangled together for a while afterward, bodies still rigid, breaths uneven, the air heavy with the afterglow of what we’d just given her. Eventually Lena shifted, a deliberate roll of her shoulders, and gently dislodged me from her back. She settled onto the edge of the bed with unhurried confidence, as if the night still belonged to her.

She drew my cock back into her mouth, lips warm and coaxing, and slowly coaxed out the last lingering traces until there was nothing left to give. When she pulled away, she looked up at me through her lashes, a lazy, satisfied smile curving her mouth. She lifted her hand—still slick, still marked by me—bringing it to her nose, inhaling deeply. A soft, pleased sound slipped from her throat. Then she dragged her tongue over her palm, tasting herself adorned with us, unashamed and deliciously aware of how it must look.

With the same hand, she rubbed her nipples, smearing them slowly, deliberately, as if she wanted to feel us there for as long as possible.

“Did you enjoy that, boys?” she murmured, her voice rich and smug with pleasure. “I know I did. Two young cocks standing tall for me, giving me all that fresh heat.” She inhaled again, eyes half-lidded. “It smells incredible. And the taste… God, I adore it.”

She rose to her feet and swayed toward the bathroom, hips rolling in a way that was anything but accidental. We lay there watching her go, silent, spent, still aching in all the best ways.

When she returned, she paused in the doorway, taking us in as if seeing us anew. A soft, almost tender smile spread across her face, and then she came back to the beds. She leaned over Gunnar first, taking his now-slack cock into her mouth, giving it slow, affectionate attention while her fingers toyed with his balls, unhurried and teasing. Just enough to remind him of what he’d been.

Then she turned to me. She pressed a kiss to the head of my cock—gentle, intimate—before her hand slid down to cradle my balls, kneading them with knowing care. She took me into her mouth again, slowly, just enough to wake everything back up. I felt the inevitable response stirring, thickening.

She pulled away at once, laughing softly when she saw it.

“Oh no, absolutely not,” she said, shaking her head, amusement dancing in her eyes. “That was my mistake. I should know better by now.” She chuckled, straightening. “Good night, boys. Sleep well. And do try to dream sweetly about me.”

She returned to her bed, giving us that familiar, playful wiggle of her ass before settling in.

I woke before dawn with a sharp, insistent need to pee. I lay there for a moment, trying to ignore it, but my body refused to cooperate. Finally, I slipped out of bed and headed for the stairs—only to freeze when my gaze drifted to Lena.

She’d kicked off the sheets in her sleep. She lay on her side, completely bare, one leg bent and drawn up, the other stretched long. Her ass rose beautifully, full and round, an impossible invitation sculpted by shadow and early light. I stood there longer than I should have, transfixed, until my bladder reminded me that admiration had its limits.

As I went downstairs, I found myself hoping she wouldn’t move while I was gone.

She did.

When I came back, the sheets were still abandoned, but now she lay on her back, naked and open, legs parted just enough to steal my breath. For a moment my eyes skittered over her, overwhelmed by the sheer abundance of her. Slowly, my focus settled.

Her face was peaceful in sleep, touched by the faintest smile. Her breasts fell to either side of her chest, heavy and generous, yet firm enough to hold their shape—perfect domes crowned with wide, light-brown areolas, nipples soft at their centers. I remembered the weight of them in my hands, the way her skin warmed under my touch, and the longing to feel them again stirred deep and slow inside me.

My eyes drifted downward, tracing the smooth curve of her stomach to the dark nest of hair crowning her sex. It was lush and wild, a soft tangle growing any which way, untamed and unapologetic. The urge to bury my fingers in it, to learn its texture, struck me so sharply it almost hurt—something I’d never quite dared before.

She shifted in her sleep then, a lazy, unconscious movement, one leg sliding open as the other bent at the knee. Her sex revealed itself fully, intimate and exposed: a deep, inviting seam framed by warm, tawny flesh, the inner petals flushed and pink, full and faintly swollen. I searched instinctively for the little bud I’d teased so often, but it was hidden from view, tucked away, and the mystery of it made my pulse throb.

I let my gaze wander over her long legs, then back up again, trying to absorb all of her at once. This time I took her in slowly, reverently, every curve and hollow. She was devastatingly beautiful. My body answered without hesitation, my cock rising hard and insistent.

When I looked back at her face, my breath caught. Her eyes were open.

She watched me calmly, knowingly, lips curving into a gentle, conspiratorial smile. Lifting one finger, she pressed it softly against her mouth, a silent command. Then she crooked that finger at me, inviting me closer. My legs felt heavy as I obeyed, stepping to the edge of her bed.

Her hand slid out, sure and unashamed, tugging my pants down. My erection sprang free, and she wrapped her fingers around it, giving me a few lazy strokes that made my knees threaten to buckle. With a firm pull, she guided me down toward her.

“Quiet,” she breathed. “We don’t want to wake Gunnar.” Her hands moved to my shoulders, drawing my head toward her breasts. “Touch me. Play with my jugs.”

But desire had its own plans. She shuddered softly when my palm settled over her mound, when my lips brushed a kiss into the hollow of her navel. I kissed my way upward, unhurried, while my fingers combed through that thick, sensual hair, learning it at last.

Her breasts filled my hands—heavy, warm, perfect. I kissed them, lavished attention on them, until I felt her nipples stiffen beneath my mouth. When I took one between my lips and nipped it gently, her breath broke into a low moan, her body arching in response.

My fingers slid down again, finding her slick heat. The hidden nub had emerged now, peeking out at the top of her folds. I pressed it carefully, deliberately. Lena gasped, her hips lifting, her body writhing against the mattress as she bit back another sound.

“Come,” she whispered urgently. “Straddle me.”

She guided me into position, my knees settling on either side of her hips. Her hands gripped me, pulling me down until my cock brushed her stomach, then slid higher, resting between her breasts. The sensation was overwhelming—the contrast of her warmth, the softness of her skin against my tight, aching length and full balls.

Her hands explored me, gliding over my abdomen and along my shaft. Then she gathered her breasts from the sides, pushing them together. In an instant, my cock was swallowed by their plush heat, trapped in a silken valley of flesh, only the tip left free.

She lifted her head just enough to flick her tongue over the exposed tip, making me hiss softly.

“Rock yourself,” she murmured, her voice rough with promise. “You’ll like it. I swear you will.”

I did as she urged, tentative at first, then surer as my body learned the angle and glide. Lena helped me along, subtly tightening and loosening the cradle of her breasts until the movement felt inevitable, natural. We slipped into a shared rhythm, my hips rocking while her mouth hovered close, her tongue greeting me on each rise like a promise kept. 

Then she released her hold on herself and slid her hands back, fingers digging into my ass. With a firm, hungry push, she guided me higher, drawing me closer until I felt the heat and softness of her mouth claim me fully. She took her time there, savoring, coaxing, leaving me slick and aching before nudging me back down again, returning me to the warm press of her chest. 

Her quiet moans vibrated against me as I moved, the friction delicious and relentless. The sounds she made—soft, breathy, barely contained—sent me spiraling faster. I chased the feeling, driving into that silken channel she made with her body, and she seemed to sense it, a pleased grunt slipping from her throat as she encouraged me without words. 

The pleasure crested too quickly. Heat surged, overwhelming and bright, and I lost myself in it. Release came in pulses, spilling over her skin, her throat, her waiting mouth. I barely registered where it landed; my mind was gone, my body humming, every nerve singing. I only caught her reaction—a brief, muffled cry—before the world softened and slowed. 

When I finally came back to myself, I settled onto her, sitting low against her belly, the dark softness of her mound brushing my skin. I touched her idly, reverently, and looked down at her face. She was glowing, pleased, her smile lazy and indulgent. 

“Mmm. Beautiful,” she murmured, her voice a whisper meant only for me. “I love it there. Love seeing it… especially from young men who have so much to give.” She laughed softly, unashamed, and gathered what she could, tasting some, smoothing the rest over her breasts, her nipples. Then she pulled me down into her arms, holding me close. 

We stayed like that for a while, bodies pressed together, sharing warmth and the quiet aftermath. Eventually she nudged me away and rose, stretching with an ease that made my chest tighten. 

“Time to milk,” she said lightly, that same wicked smile playing on her lips. She disappeared into the washroom and returned moments later, catching sight of me still sprawled on her bed. A silent laugh shook her as she bent to hug me, her mouth wandering over my skin until it found me softened and spent. She kissed me there, then took me into her mouth just long enough to wake me again, to remind me how easily she could. 

She pulled back abruptly, laughing under her breath. “No, no. I shouldn’t. There’s no time—even if it feels far too good.” She gave me a few more teasing strokes, cupped my balls fondly, then straightened, slipping back into her shift and skirt. I noticed, again, the absence of anything beneath. 

I drifted into a nap after she left. 

Later, before breakfast, I wandered into the barn and watched her finish with the cows. Her hands were strong, practiced, her fingers deft and sure as she worked. The sight—and the memory of those same hands on me—made my body respond instantly. Lena glanced up, caught the telltale rise in my shorts, and smiled at me with open mischief, as if we shared a secret that would follow us through the rest of the day.

By midmorning the sun was already high when we all pitched in to help Grandpa chase the stubborn heifer across the field. She had to be led back to the bull for another covering, and she fought every step, snorting and skittering away until finally Grandpa and Gunnar managed to get her moving toward the neighboring farm. It took a while, dust rising around them, but at last they disappeared down the path.

Lena stayed behind, intent on leaving the barn spotless before she went. I hovered uselessly nearby, pretending to check things that didn’t need checking, mostly because I didn’t know where else to put myself. When she finished and headed up toward the loft, I followed without thinking, drawn by the quiet intimacy of the empty barn.

She slipped out of her skirt and shift as casually as if she were alone and walked naked toward the washroom, her bare feet soft against the wood. I froze at the top of the stairs, suddenly self-conscious, unsure whether to retreat or stay. The pull to watch her—uncovered, unguarded—won. I stayed rooted there, heart thudding.

“Hi, Anders. What are you doing up here?” she asked when she came back out, then burst into rich, rolling laughter when she saw me standing there. Smiling, she approached with deliberate exaggeration, hips swaying, breasts moving heavily with each step. She stopped right in front of me, close enough that I could feel the heat of her skin.

“Well,” she said lightly, “go ahead and look if you want. It’s your last chance, at least for this summer.” She giggled again and shifted her weight from foot to foot, utterly unselfconscious, before suddenly spinning in a slow, playful pirouette—once, twice—ending in a peal of laughter that echoed off the beams.

I was hard, painfully so, and there was no hiding it anymore. The bulge tenting my shorts was obvious. It only got worse when Lena’s gaze dropped, her eyes widening theatrically before a delighted smile spread across her face.

“Well now,” she teased, eyes dancing. “What’s going on there, Buster? You’re ready again? And it’s only been a few hours since you spilled so prettily between my breasts.” She stepped closer and cupped my face in her hands, forcing me to meet her gaze. Her laugh softened into something satisfied, knowing.

“All right,” she murmured. “One for the road. I do love boys—always eager.” She glanced down between us. “So tell me. Mouth, or jugs? Your choice.” Still smiling, she tugged my shorts down and freed my straining cock into the open air.

“Could I… I mean…” I swallowed, heat flooding my face. “Couldn’t we… like last night?” The words came out tangled and hesitant.

She paused, her hand stilling where it had begun to stroke me, and studied my face with open curiosity. For a moment she looked puzzled—then understanding dawned, lighting her up from the inside. Her grin turned broad and wicked.

“Oh,” she said. “You want my thighs. As close as you can get to the real thing, hmm?” She laughed softly. “Why not. It was pleasant enough.” Turning, she moved to the railing and leaned forward slightly, bracing herself. “Come on then, Buster.” She gave her hips a little wiggle, an invitation impossible to ignore.

I stepped in behind her and gripped her hips, my fingers sinking into her warm flesh. She widened her stance as I moved closer, guiding myself into place. Her thighs closed around me, firm and hot. I felt her warmth, even a hint of dampness—but it wasn’t the same. My cock didn’t press fully where I wanted it to, didn’t slide against her the way it had before. Something was missing, and I felt it immediately.

“What’s wrong, Buster?” Lena murmured, a note of concern threading through her amusement. “You’re sitting too low.” Then her eyes lit with understanding. “Ah. The clogs.” She laughed, warm and carefree, and one by one she flicked them off, never breaking the snug cradle of her thighs around me. As her bare feet met the floor, her body sank just enough. “There,” she purred. “That’s better, isn’t it?”

It was. Instantly. Her heat aligned perfectly, my shaft sliding higher until the sensitive crown pressed firmly along the seam of her sex. I began to rock, shallow and tentative at first, gliding through the soft valley between her thighs. The little knot at the top of her slit swelled beneath the pressure, brushing my tip again and again. Her breath changed—lengthening, thickening—and then the sounds began, low moans spilling from her as slick warmth bloomed around me. Her thighs tightened, a deliberate squeeze that pinned me closer, grinding my head into that swollen bud while her wetness made every stroke dangerously easy.

Without warning she cried out, her whole body trembling. She went taut against me, forcing my tip hard against her clit as another gasp tore free. Then the tension ebbed, leaving her boneless for a heartbeat, breathing hard.

“Oh God,” she sighed, blissed out and greedy all at once. “That was beautiful. But it’s not enough.” She shifted, desire sharpening her voice. “I can’t stop now. Today’s your lucky day, Buster. I want you inside me.” She spread her stance, opening her thighs, bending deeper over the railing. Reaching back, she took hold of me, using my cock to slick herself once more, teasing her entrance until it glistened. Then she guided me home and pressed back. “Go on,” she urged with a laugh thick with need. “Fuck me. You’ve seen how it’s done. Be my bull—though heaven knows I’m no innocent heifer.” Her body shook with laughter as she pushed again.

I barely had time to breathe. One moment I was stunned, the next I was swallowed whole—heat, wetness, a living grip closing all around me. The shock of it stole my thoughts. This was it. Every fantasy I’d ever tortured myself with suddenly real, impossibly perfect. I moved instinctively, sliding in and out, and Lena answered with a low, filthy laugh. I bent over her, hands finding her breasts, kneading their weight while she glanced back at me, eyes heavy-lidded and satisfied.

I slowed, savoring the glide of her walls along me, the way she fit so completely. Then her body changed—tightening, narrowing—drawing me deeper with every pulse. She moaned sharply and thrust back to meet me.

“Harder,” she panted. “I want it harder. Grab me and fuck me properly. Be my bull.” Her words came out breathless, commanding, hungry.

I straightened, sliding my hands from her breasts to her hips, and suddenly I had leverage. I drove into her with real force, each thrust answered as she stood firm, pushing back just as hard. Little cries escaped her every time I buried myself to the hilt. Then she screamed, her body clenching tight around me, shuddering as she hauled my hands back to her breasts. She froze there, crying out once more before the tension finally drained away.

“Perfect,” she breathed, dazed and glowing. “So perfect. Don’t you dare stop.” She began to move again, quick and eager, rocking her ass so her slick, swollen sex slid shamelessly up and down my cock, taking everything I gave her and asking for more.

I drove into her again, letting the rhythm take over. Lena’s laughter rang out, warm and delighted, and then she clenched around me once more, her body answering mine with wicked precision. The sensation was overwhelming—slick heat tightening, milking—and the pleasure spiked so sharply it stole my breath. A familiar heat began to coil low in my belly, that unmistakable warning hum. A rough sound tore from my throat, betraying me before I could stop it.

“Yes… Anders, my sweet boy,” she cried, her voice turning husky and urgent. “Come for me. Come inside me. I adore the feeling of it—hot and deep, filling me. Don’t hold back, Buster. Give it all to me.” 

She squeezed me hard then, deliberately, and that was all it took. Everything tipped. The tension snapped and I spilled into her in heavy pulses, my body jerking as wave after wave surged out of me. Lena gasped when the first rush hit her, her whole body locking in place, braced and unyielding as she took every bit I gave. She pressed her ass back against me, claiming it, holding me there until the last shudder passed through us both.

When I finally stilled, she didn’t let me go. She rolled her hips in slow, luxurious circles, dragging my sensitive head along her inner walls. The friction pulled a cry from her lips, and then she moved faster, sharper, until her body began to tremble again. She stiffened suddenly, breath catching, another shiver ripping through her before she sagged, boneless, utterly spent.

For a long moment she stayed like that, breathing slowly as the aftershocks faded. I felt myself soften, slipping free of her warmth. Lena straightened and reached back, guiding my arms around her waist, drawing me close. I cupped her breasts from behind, stroking them gently now, reverently. She turned her head and smiled at me—lazy, satisfied, glowing.

“That was… really nice,” she murmured. “I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did.”

Eventually she eased out of my hold and headed for the washroom, making sure I had a generous view of her swaying hips as she went. I lay back on the bed, staring at the ceiling, my mind replaying everything in a blissed-out haze. Happiness settled over me, heavy and sweet.

When Lena returned, she took her time. She wandered the long way around, pausing beside the bed. For a moment she simply stood there, looking down at me with a wide, knowing smile. Then, without warning, she bent and pressed a soft kiss to my spent cock—just like before, like it was the most natural thing in the world. One kiss became more. Her lips closed around me, her mouth warm and coaxing, and I felt myself respond instantly, blood surging back as she sucked gently, teasingly.

She pulled away only once I was already hardening in her hand.

“Oh dear,” she laughed, rich and breathless. “I really should learn when to stop.” She giggled, clearly unrepentant. “But I love that feeling… a cock growing in my mouth, filling it as it comes back to life. And you—oh, you surprise me, Buster.”

She studied me for a second, thoughtful, her fingers stroking me slowly, possessively. 

“Could you… would you… I mean…” She shook her head, amused with herself. “Can you do it again? Do you want to do it again?” Her grip tightened slightly. “Goodness, listen to me. So soon… but then, young men are quite remarkable, aren’t they?” 

She met my eyes, smiling as she felt my answer throb in her hand. “Oh yes. You do want to. I can see it. I can feel it. And I love that.” 

Laughing softly, full of promise, she lowered her mouth back onto me and sucked me to full, eager hardness once more.

“Buster,” she breathed with a wicked glint in her eye, “you have no idea what’s coming.” 

She slipped her mouth away from me, leaving my cock slick and aching, and in one fluid motion swung a leg over my hips. The bed dipped beneath her weight as she straddled me, her thighs warm and soft against my sides. She wrapped her hand around me, guiding me with unhurried confidence, and dragged my length through the heat of her sex. Her wetness coated me, a slow, deliberate tease, and she let out a low, pleased moan as she ground herself against the head, savoring the friction, the way it nudged and pressed against her swollen little knot.

When she finally lined me up with her entrance, she didn’t hesitate. With a series of quick, hungry thrusts of her hips, she sank down on me, taking me inch by inch until I was fully sheathed inside her. A satisfied laugh spilled from her lips as she settled, her body relaxing once she had me buried deep.

For a moment she stayed still, letting me take her in. Her body rose above me, lush and confident, her heavy breasts swaying gently with each breath. Then I felt her move around me from the inside, her muscles fluttering, rippling along my length before she began to ride me in slow, deliberate strokes. The sensation was almost overwhelming—warm, tight, endlessly inviting.

She smiled down at me, eyes half-lidded, and gradually picked up the rhythm, her hips rolling with practiced ease. She caught my hands and guided them to her breasts, silently demanding my attention. I obliged eagerly, cupping their weight, thumbs brushing over her nipples before pinching them harder than I meant to. Instead of pulling away, she moaned, long and deep, clearly loving it. When her movements grew faster, more urgent, she slid my hands down to her hips, using them for balance as she rode me harder.

Her voice never stopped—soft sounds at first, then louder, breathier, until suddenly she slammed herself down on me and cried out, the sound raw and unrestrained. Her body seized, muscles clenching around me in sharp spasms as the orgasm tore through her, leaving her shaking and flushed.

When it passed, she went still again, looking down at me with a slow, satisfied smile. Her hands wandered over my chest and up to my face, touching me with a tenderness that felt almost intimate. Then, without warning, I felt her tighten around the base of me, gripping me firmly as she began to rotate her hips in small, controlled circles. Inside her, the movement made my head drag along her walls, stroking every sensitive place.

The circles widened, her hips moving more insistently, pressing me harder, deeper. She grunted softly, clearly enjoying herself, and once again placed my hands on her breasts. Her own fingers slipped between us, rubbing herself, paying special attention to that swollen little nub. I squeezed her breasts, pinched her nipples hard, and she only smiled through her moans, eyes closing as she surrendered to the sensations.

Then her rhythm changed. She angled her hips just right, keeping me pressed against one exact spot inside her, rocking slowly but deliberately so I brushed it again and again. Her breathing turned ragged, her moans sharp and desperate, until she cried out once more and shuddered, her whole body trembling as another climax overtook her.

When it finally eased, she folded forward, collapsing onto me, her breasts spilling onto my chest as she caught her breath. She didn’t pull away; she kept me deep inside her, her body slack and open around me. After a while, I felt her stir, her muscles tightening again as she pushed herself up on her arms.

She hovered above me, her face close to mine, eyes warm and shining. With a slow, deliberate lift of her hips, she made her breasts glide over my chest, her smile widening as she felt my reaction beneath her.

“Perfect,” she purred, satisfaction dripping from every syllable. “A delicious beginning. Now hold on, Buster—we’re taking this somewhere.” Her laugh was low and hungry as she lifted herself upright, confidence rolling off her in waves.

She began to rise and fall on me, gentle at first, shallow glides that teased more than they took. Then she stretched the motion, lifting higher, letting me feel the brief ache of almost losing her before slamming herself back down with intent. Each downward thrust drove me deep, the impact stealing breath from my lungs. She rode me hard, relentlessly, a raw rhythm that had her grunting with each forceful descent as I pressed fully into her, over and over again.

Then, without warning, she shifted. Leaning forward, she braced her palms against my chest, her body angled just enough to change everything. Her movements became quick, sharp strokes—fast, demanding—but she never denied herself the fullness, making sure she took me completely each time. I could feel how much she loved that deep collision, the way I reached the farthest place inside her. Her heat closed in around me, tight and slick and overwhelming, and I knew I was dangerously close.

I grabbed her hips, fingers digging in, and she froze. Our eyes locked. Slowly, a wide, knowing smile spread across her face. Straightening again, she began to move with maddening control, each roll of her body deliberate, each squeeze changing as if she were testing me, shaping the pleasure until it became unbearable. Her body worked me without mercy, tightening and releasing in a way that sent sparks through my spine.

The pressure snapped. Pleasure surged through me, unstoppable, and I felt myself spill inside her in thick pulses. She cried out as she dropped fully onto me, taking everything, her body clenching in response. Waves rippled around me, drawing out every last spasm, her inner muscles coaxing and pulling until there was nothing left to give.

Her cries softened into long, satisfied moans as she finally collapsed forward, her weight warm and welcome against me. We lay there, breathing together, her body still fluttering with slow, lingering contractions around my softening length. She tried to keep me there, holding tight at the base, but eventually I slipped free. I felt utterly spent, deeply content, and completely undone beneath her.

“Did you enjoy that, Buster?” she murmured, her lips so close to my ear that her breath made me shiver. A soft, knowing laugh followed. “Because I certainly did. More than I expected, if I’m being honest.” She shifted lazily against me, still warm, still slick between her thighs. “Being taken twice in such a short span… that’s not something that happens to me very often anymore.” 

She paused, as if weighing her words, then smiled to herself. “You held your own. No—” she corrected gently, her tone almost affectionate, “—that’s not quite right. You were magnificent, especially for a first time.” Her fingers traced an idle pattern across my chest as she spoke, thoughtful now. “It makes me curious what kind of lover you’ll become with a little polish, a little practice.” A faint sigh escaped her. “Though I suppose I’ll never know. That’s a shame.” 

Reluctance crept into her voice. “I should go. You know that.” She tilted her head, amusement returning. “My husband will adore how soft and slippery I feel tonight. He’ll assume it’s because I’ve been aching for him all day.” A low chuckle. “Time for me to move along, I think.” 

She had been draped over me the whole time, speaking in that intimate, confidential whisper that made the room feel sealed off from the rest of the world. Eventually she pushed herself up and padded toward the bathroom, unhurried, completely at ease in her nakedness. I lay there boneless and loose, my body humming with aftershocks, watching her through half-lidded eyes as she washed, dressed, and gathered her things. 

When she was ready, she came back to the bed. She stood there for a moment, studying me with that same warm, unreadable smile. Then, as if it were the most natural habit in the world, she bent down and pressed a kiss to my cock. She took the head into her mouth, suckling just long enough to make my breath catch—just long enough to remind me how easily she could undo me again—before pulling away. 

“See?” she said with a laugh. “I’ve learned to be careful.” She straightened, adjusting her clothes. “Goodbye, Buster. Grow into a fearsome swordsman and make me proud that I was the one who made you a man.” Her eyes softened. “I truly enjoyed it.” 

She leaned down once more and brushed her lips over mine, light and fleeting, then turned and walked out. From the stairs she gave me a final wave, and then she was gone. 

I never saw her again. But even now, her memory remains sharp and vivid, etched into me as clearly as the sensations she left behind.


The Private Tutor

I’m in my mid-forties now, a widow for a few years, a woman who has learned how silence can ache and how desire never truly dies. I have a son, Eric, and despite the grief that once hollowed me out, life has been generous to me in other ways. Nature was kind—almost indulgent. I’ve kept my body with the same devotion some women reserve for faith. My curves are still lush, my skin responsive, my breasts full and unapologetically real. They carry a faint, honest softness my husband used to adore. He liked to say that only the genuine ones bow a little with time.

He also liked to keep me well used. Loved it, actually. He took me often—sometimes tender, sometimes rough, always hungry—and he was exceptional at it. I never pretended modesty where we were concerned. I met him thrust for thrust, breath for breath. What we had in bed was rare, feral, deeply satisfying. An intimacy built not just on lust, but on skill and confidence. We knew each other’s bodies like second languages.

When he died, the world dimmed. I sank into a fog I wasn’t sure I’d ever climb out of. But I had Eric, and caring for him anchored me. Gave me purpose. Somewhere along the way, that purpose sharpened into something more deliberate. I wanted him to grow into a man who understood pleasure—not just how to take it, but how to give it. I wanted him to be extraordinary. Better, even, than his father.

I didn’t leave that to chance. I invested time, thought, patience. Guidance. A woman who once called herself his first teacher had put the idea plainly: experience mattered, and youth alone didn’t teach generosity or finesse. She suggested women who knew their bodies, who could instruct without words, who could open themselves and show him what it meant to truly fuck. I listened. I learned. Over time, I introduced him to mature women who were curious, willing, and discreet. Each encounter another lesson, another refinement.

Malena was different. She’s been my closest friend since we were girls, a witness to my wildest years. She came to visit today, nostalgia thick between us, memories spilling out over wine and laughter. But beneath it all was a hunger she didn’t bother hiding. By afternoon, she and Eric had disappeared together, and the house had taken on that familiar, charged quiet.

She wasn’t just satisfying her own need. In her mind, she was repaying a debt—one rooted in our shared past, in things she’d taken and things she’d envied.

That night, alone in bed, I let my thoughts wander where they pleased. I replayed what I knew had happened between them. Malena had been thoroughly cared for. A week earlier, their first time, Eric had taken her twice, unrelenting, attentive, drawing climax after climax from her body. I’d watched then, discreetly, through the small unblinking eye of the camera—curiosity mixed with pride, heat pooling low in my belly. She’d been so undone afterward that she begged for more.

Today he’d given her three rounds, each one deeper, more assured than the last. He was learning quickly. Perfecting his craft. But that story could wait.

My mind drifted further back, stirred by Malena’s words. She’d laughed earlier, reminded me of the name the boys used to whisper about me when we were young—the tigress. They said I was demanding, insatiable. That I didn’t settle for fumbling hands or timid mouths. They were intimidated, yes, but desperate too. Every one of them wanted me, and when I chose one, he wore it like a badge of honor.

Lying there in the dark, I smiled to myself. Some things, it seemed, never really change.

Yet the memories that clung to me most stubbornly were of the boys who had been younger than I was—the ones I’d ushered across that fragile threshold. I had always taken a quiet, wicked pleasure in being their first woman, in coaxing them out of their awkwardness, guiding their hands, their mouths, their confidence, until they could stand in a bed with a woman and not feel afraid. Watching a boy learn that his desire wasn’t something to apologize for had always stirred something deep and satisfied in me.

Malena had reminded me of that when she said how grateful she was for what I’d done for Paul, her little brother. She told me she’d never forgotten it, that it had meant more to her than I could know. Lying there now, I let my mind drift back to how it had all begun.

One evening, years ago, we’d been alone together for once, sharing a bottle of red that loosened our tongues and softened the edges of the day. Somewhere between refilling our glasses, Malena’s voice had shifted. She began talking about Paul—about how painfully shy he was around girls. She was convinced he’d never even kissed one, despite having turned eighteen just a couple of months earlier. The worry poured out of her, a sister’s fear that her brother would carry that loneliness like a secret shame, that he’d start believing something was wrong with him.

I tried to soothe her, telling her that there would be a girl eventually, someone perceptive and brave enough to see what he had to offer and to make the first move. Still, I admitted that a little experience beforehand might help—might steady him, give him something solid to stand on when that moment came.

We circled the subject for a while, the wine disappearing glass by glass. Then, suddenly, Malena fell silent and fixed her gaze on me. Her eyes were intent, almost trembling.

“Would it be too much to ask you to be that girl?” she said, the words tumbling out as if she were afraid she’d lose her nerve. “There’s no one better. No one I trust more. I know he’s younger than us, but you said it yourself—he has so much going for him.”

I held her stare and saw how deeply she meant it. This wasn’t idle curiosity or indulgence; it was love, fierce and protective. As I took that in, a small, unmistakable pulse stirred low in my belly, a familiar awakening. I knew then what my answer would be.

“Oh no,” I said softly, smiling as the decision settled into me. “Not at all. I’d be honored, if that’s truly what you want. He’s young, shy, completely inexperienced—and that makes it delicate. But yes. I would be very happy to do this for him.”

Her breath caught. Relief flooded her face, and she reached for my hand. “You will?” she whispered. “I’ve wanted to ask you for so long. He needs this. He really does.”

Her eyes shone with tears for a moment before she laughed shakily and squeezed my fingers. Without another word, we lifted our glasses in a quiet toast, sealing what we’d agreed upon.

We planned it for the ease and safety of her home. Our friendship was such that we often stayed over at each other’s places, so when I arrived on a Friday night a week later, no one questioned it. The house was spacious, with a guest room waiting for me. After dinner, Malena and I retreated to her bedroom, just as we always did, talking and laughing as though nothing were different.

When we felt enough time had passed, Malena slipped out to check on Paul. She returned a moment later, suppressing a giggle, and told me he was in his room. We exchanged a look—half nerves, half excitement—and decided it was time.

I would be the one to make the first move.

I drifted down the hallway and eased open Paul’s door without a sound. He was stretched out on his bed, absorbed in a magazine he hastily slid beneath his pillow the moment he noticed me. I couldn’t help the private smile that curved my mouth. A glossy, naked distraction—of course it was. Good. That meant curiosity had already lit the fuse. Desire rarely needed much coaxing at that age.

“Hey,” I murmured, breezy and unthreatening. “Mind if I come in?”

I didn’t wait for permission. I slipped inside and closed the door with care, the soft click sounding louder than it was. Malena had laughed earlier when she told me her parents never checked on them at night. No locks necessary, she’d said. Just… discretion.

I crossed the room and perched on the edge of his bed, close enough to feel the sudden tension ripple through him. His gaze flicked everywhere but my face. I reached behind him, tugged the corner of the hidden magazine free, and drew it out into the light.

The color drained from his cheeks, then rushed back in a furious blush.

I flipped through a few pages, unhurried, nodding as though I were evaluating art. “So,” I said calmly, “you like seeing girls naked?”

His throat bobbed.

“There are some very pretty ones in here,” I continued, tapping a page. “Do you have a favorite?” I lingered over an image—soft curves, familiar coloring, a woman who could have been my younger reflection. I tilted the magazine so he couldn’t avoid it. “This one, maybe?”

“Oh… uh… y-yeah. Maybe,” he muttered.

“Maybe?” I teased, letting a smile warm my tone instead of sharpness. “You’re not sure if you like her?” I met his eyes, held them. “I think she looks a bit like me. Don’t you? And you like me, don’t you?”

“Well, yes, but… but…”

“But what?” I leaned in, conspiratorial. Then I laughed softly. “Ah. I get it. She’s naked and I’m not. Hard to compare, right?” I stood in one smooth motion. “We can fix that. Just to help you decide.”

I kept my voice light, almost playful, as I shed my clothes without ceremony. No slow seduction, no deliberate teasing—speed felt kinder. He was already overwhelmed; better to sweep him up than leave him stranded in anticipation. When I was bare before him, his stunned silence told me everything.

“Well?” I asked gently. “Do you think we resemble each other?” I glanced down at myself, then back to the magazine. “Her breasts might be smaller. It’s hard to tell, comparing paper to real skin. What do you think?”

He swallowed, then lifted his eyes again, bolder this time. “Uh… yes. I think you’re right. They do look smaller.” He paused, emboldened by his own words. “Yours are… big, aren’t they? Bigger than Malena’s?”

“Yes,” I said, warmth blooming in my chest at his courage. “They are. Bigger than Malena’s.” I smiled, pleased—this was unfolding beautifully. “But tell me,” I added softly, curiosity threading my voice, “how do you know that? Have you seen her naked?”

“Yes. Yes, I have,” he admitted in a rush, words tumbling over each other. “A few times. Not on purpose—just when she forgot to lock the bathroom. Yesterday, even.” His gaze flicked to my chest, bold now. “She’s beautiful. Her breasts are really nice. But yours…” He swallowed. “Yours are better.”

I laughed softly, pleased, warmed by his honesty. “That’s sweet of you to say.” I tilted my head, letting my hair slide over my shoulder. “Though hers are probably firmer than mine. You wouldn’t know that, of course. I doubt you’ve ever really touched her—felt the weight, the softness.” I let the implication linger, then smiled. “But you can feel mine. That way you’ll have something real to compare to someday.”

As I spoke, I settled back onto the bed and reached for his hand, guiding it without hesitation to my breast. His breath caught. He froze for a heartbeat, eyes wide, but instinct quickly won. His fingers curved, tentative at first, then more certain, kneading gently. I brought his other hand up, enclosing both around me. The transformation was almost immediate—shock melting into wonder, then into unmistakable desire. His mouth parted, his pupils darkened, his touch grew bolder.

That was all the invitation I needed. I drew his head down, nestling his face between my breasts, my fingers briefly firm at the back of his neck in case he panicked and pulled away. He didn’t. Not even a little. So I let go, sliding my hands instead to the buttons of his shirt, then lower, freeing him piece by piece. His body responded eagerly, every movement taut with anticipation.

When I leaned in close, my forehead brushing his, my voice dropped to a whisper meant only for him. “Paul, I want you inside me.” I felt him tense, a shiver of nerves and excitement. “I know it’s your first time. I’ll take care of you. I’ll show you everything. It’s going to feel incredible.” I kissed the corner of his mouth. “Take the rest off for me.”

He didn’t protest as I eased him back and finished undressing him myself. When I slipped his shorts down and his cock sprang free, hard and eager, I let my hands glide back up his legs, lingering, before wrapping around him fully. He groaned, hips twitching.

“Come here,” I murmured. “Lie back—I want to be comfortable.”

The mattress dipped as I stretched out, pulling him with me, guiding his hands back to my breasts as if to reassure us both. When he hovered over me, I opened my legs, lifting my hips to meet him, aligning us slowly, deliberately. I took him in hand, positioning the head of his cock at my entrance, slick and ready.

“Now,” I breathed, eyes locked on his. “Ease into me. Don’t be afraid. I want to feel you.”

He pushed forward, hesitating only a second before committing. The moment I opened for him, drawing him deep, his face changed completely—astonishment giving way to pure, radiant pleasure. My body closed around him, and the sound he made told me everything: I hadn’t promised too much at all.

“Yes… yes, my beautiful boy,” I murmured, my voice low and coaxing as I felt him fully seated inside me. “You’re there now. Can you feel it? I told you it would be good.” I let my hips cradle him, holding him still so he could absorb the sensation. “Stay with it. Let yourself feel how warm I am, how I hold you.”

I kept talking softly, deliberately, drawing the moment out, savoring the way his breath stuttered against my neck, the way his body trembled with awe and disbelief. I wanted this to last for him—for us. At last, I felt the first tentative movement, the shy glide of him shifting inside me.

“Yes, Paul… that’s it,” I encouraged, smiling against his cheek. “Slowly now. In and out. No rush. Learn the rhythm. Learn how it feels.” I guided him with my hands, with my voice, delighting in the way he listened so earnestly, how quickly his confidence grew.

There was something deeply satisfying about teaching him, about being the one who showed him what his body could do. His movements became surer, stronger, until his thrusts were firm and hungry, driven by instinct rather than instruction. I welcomed every one, my body opening and answering him eagerly.

But it didn’t take long before his control shattered. His pace turned frantic, his breath ragged. Then he went rigid, burying himself deep inside me as a groan tore from his throat. I felt the first pulse, then another, and another, his release spilling into me as he collapsed forward, spent and undone.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, keeping him close, not letting him retreat just yet. Cradling his face in my hands, I kissed him slowly, tenderly, letting him feel cherished rather than overwhelmed.

I hadn’t climaxed myself, but pleasure still hummed warmly through me, rich and lingering. What mattered most was the look on his face—the wonder, the pride, the pure happiness of a boy who had just crossed a threshold. Being his first felt strangely intimate, almost sacred.

Eventually, I eased him onto his back and rose from the bed. I stood there for a moment, letting him look at me, at my body, as if seeing it—and himself—with new eyes. His gaze held a confidence that hadn’t been there before.

“I’m going to freshen up,” I said lightly, aware of the warmth between my thighs, of him still inside me in every sense. “I’ll be back soon. Don’t worry—we’re not finished.”

I left him there and stepped into the en-suite bathroom he shared with his sister. I took care of myself, washing and composing my body again. Then, just as planned, I slipped into Malena’s room. She was waiting, barely contained anticipation written all over her face. Her grin widened when she saw me as I was.

I gave her a brief, glowing report—nothing too detailed, just enough to reassure her and make her proud of her brother. Her delight was unmistakable.

Then I returned to Paul, already looking forward to what would come next.

I settled beside him again and drew him close, my body curving around his as if to shelter him. There was no doubt in my mind that his desire would return—his youth and the wonder of what he’d just experienced guaranteed that—but I sensed he needed a pause, a space to breathe and let it sink into him. So I held him, skin to skin, my arms wrapped fully around his back, letting his heartbeat slow against my breast.

We stayed like that for a long while, unhurried, until I felt the tension soften out of him. That was when I chose to turn rest into lesson. Gently, patiently, I began to talk to him about women—about how our bodies answer to touch, about the places that bloom under attention. I guided his hands, showed him how to explore instead of grab, how to listen with his fingers. He learned quickly, with an earnest concentration that made me smile. He followed every suggestion, every quiet correction, and the pleasure built in me without effort. When his touch found my swollen clit and treated it just as I’d taught him—confident, steady, never rough—I tipped over the edge, coming beneath his hand with a low, helpless sound. I made sure he felt that moment, understood exactly what he had done.

His own arousal was unmistakable by then, rising again with a sweet urgency. I decided it was time to see just how ready he was.

“Do you know what a woman does when she wants to give pleasure?” I asked softly, already knowing the answer. “No… of course you don’t. Let me show you.”

I pressed him gently back into the mattress and moved over him, my knees on either side of his hips. I kissed my way down his chest, slow and deliberate, until I reached him. The sharp intake of his breath when I closed my mouth around him was delicious. I took my time, using my lips and tongue, one hand cradling him while the other cupped and soothed him beneath. Each time I pulled back to look at him, his face told me everything—astonishment, pleasure, hunger—all laid bare. It didn’t take long before he was hard again, achingly so.

I hadn’t planned beyond that. I simply followed instinct. I tucked a pillow beneath his head so he could see me clearly, then rose over him. I guided myself with his tip first, letting it brush along my slit, circling my clit until my breath caught. Holding him firmly from behind, I lowered myself slowly, inch by inch, showing him exactly how it felt, how my body opened and took him. I paused, lifted, sank again, letting him watch every subtle movement as I claimed more of him.

When he was fully inside me, I stayed still for a moment, savoring the connection, the fullness. Then I began to move in another way, tightening and releasing around him in a slow, deliberate rhythm. His eyes met mine, wide with surprise at the sensation. I smiled down at him and gave a small, knowing nod, letting him understand that this too was something a woman could do—and that he was only just beginning to learn.

I began to move, lifting and lowering myself along the length of him, unhurried, deliberate, savoring every inch. I kept the rhythm slow, almost restrained, because I could feel how close he already was, how tightly he was holding himself together. Knowing I was his first—that he was discovering all of this inside my body—sent a wicked thrill through me. The earlier lesson, his eager hands learning my curves and secret places, had left me aching even before I climbed onto him. Now that ache bloomed, fed by the heat of his cock filling me, by the delicious stretch and slide that made my breath deepen.

Still, I refused to abandon myself to it completely. This wasn’t about chasing my own peak yet. This was about him—about guiding him, about letting him feel how good it could be without overwhelming him too fast. I kept my movements controlled, my muscles attentive, my focus split between the pleasure unfurling inside me and the tension coiling in him.

He didn’t last long—no surprise there—but he did better than before, held on with admirable determination. I felt the subtle changes, the telltale tightening, the way his body tipped toward that irreversible edge. When he finally crossed it, I sank down onto him again and stilled my hips, using only the slow, deliberate contractions of my body to draw it out of him. I milked him gently, rhythmically, and when his release spilled hot and deep inside me, the sensation tipped me over as well. My climax rolled through me—not shattering, not wild, but rich and full, a deep satisfaction that spread outward and left me glowing.

I stayed there, seated on him, letting the aftershocks ripple through my muscles, still caressing him from the inside. Gradually, I felt his firmness ebb beneath me, that beautiful hardness softening until I could no longer hold him the same way. I leaned forward then, cradling his face between my hands and kissing him slowly, tenderly. He kept telling me how happy he was, how good he felt, and I believed him completely. I knew what I’d given him that night—something he would remember, something that would stay with him.

I remained astride him for a little while longer, until it was clear he had spent himself entirely. When I finally rose, I bent down once more for a lingering kiss and a tight, affectionate hug.

“If you feel like it, you’re very welcome in my room in the morning,” I murmured, my lips close to his ear. “I mean that. You did very well tonight—and I definitely want more.”

Then I slipped into the bathroom to freshen up before heading down the hall to Malena’s room. Just as I’d expected, she was waiting, impatient for every detail. We laughed and lingered over my account, enjoying ourselves as I described exactly how the evening had unfolded. And when I mentioned that Paul had confessed to seeing her naked a few times, she burst out laughing, delighted by the revelation.

“A few times?” Malena burst out, eyes wide before she dissolved into laughter. “Oh please. That boy is a terrible liar. He’s seen me naked far more than that—especially these last months.” She shook her head, amused, then lifted a shoulder in a mock confession. “I didn’t exactly make it difficult for him. After his birthday I stopped locking the bathroom door altogether. Sometimes I’d leave it standing open, sometimes just cracked, and more than once I made a point of opening it when I knew he was heading down the hall to his room.” 

She leaned back against the pillows, warming to her story. “Sure, he only actually walked in a handful of times—and those might’ve been ‘accidents.’ But really, he didn’t need to barge in. I gave him more than enough chances to steal a look. And when I caught him?” Her smile turned wicked. “I didn’t rush to cover myself. I let him look. I showed off, shamelessly. Completely.” She laughed again, a low, satisfied sound. “Why? I wanted to wake him up. Get him curious about women. Nudge him toward finding a girl, going out, getting laid.” Her energy finally settled, the agitation melting into an easy grin.

The next morning I woke early, showered quickly, and slipped back into bed with my heart beating faster than it should have. I wanted him to come to me—to be brave enough to open that door. The anticipation humming through me wasn’t the sharp ache of ordinary desire. It was deeper, more complex. Being his first had stirred something tender and unexpected inside me. Protective. Nurturing. I wanted to give him more than pleasure—I wanted to give him a memory, a beginning he would carry with him, something gentle and powerful to mark his becoming.

I didn’t have long to wait. The door creaked open and my stomach fluttered as Paul hesitated on the threshold. When he saw me awake, propped against the pillows, his face lit up like sunrise. I opened my arms to him, an invitation without words.

“Come here, Paul,” I murmured, my voice soft and sure. “I’m so glad you came. I’ve been longing for you.” The truth of it washed through me, flooding my body with a confusing, intoxicating blend—warm affection swelling in my chest, slow heat blooming low between my thighs.

I pushed the duvet aside, unashamed, revealing myself just as I was. I’d never worn anything to bed anyway. I watched his gaze flicker and roam, taking me in, and the simple, hungry awe in his eyes made my skin tingle.

He lingered beside the bed, frozen there for a heartbeat too long, his gaze openly devouring me. I could feel it tracing every curve, every inch of bare skin. Smiling, I reached for him and tugged him closer, shifting my body to make room. He came willingly, and I wrapped myself around him, holding him tight, kissing him slow and deep until his breath hitched and his body softened against mine. Only then did I let him go.

He hesitated, unsure where to place himself, what to do next. I spared him the agony of guessing. Guiding him gently, I took his hands and settled them over my breasts. That was all it took. Something clicked inside him. Whatever he’d learned the night before, he hadn’t forgotten. Not at all.

I sank back against the pillows and let him explore. His hands wandered with growing confidence, warm and curious, skimming my sides, my stomach, returning again and again to places that made me sigh. Every now and then I felt his breath brush my skin, tentative and sweet. I realized then that I hadn’t shown him much about using his mouth, and a flicker of regret stirred. So I threaded my fingers into his hair and guided him lower, pressing his face to my chest.

“Kiss them,” I murmured, steering him toward my nipples. “Not just soft… use your lips. Your teeth.” I shivered as I said it. I’ve always liked a little edge there.

He took to it eagerly, learning fast, and soon his mouth was working me exactly the way I needed. Pleasure coiled tighter and tighter inside me, heat spreading, breath shortening. I wanted more—needed more. I told him to bite me, just a little, and at the same time let his hand find me between my thighs. When his fingers touched my clit, the sensation shot straight through me, raw and overwhelming. I must have been loud, because suddenly he faltered, pulling back as if afraid he’d done something wrong.

“It’s okay,” I urged him. “Don’t stop.”

“Told him?” my better self cut in sharply. “You didn’t tell him. You begged. On bare knees, if not in body then in spirit.”

“Beg?” I scoffed inwardly. “I don’t beg men. I give instructions.”

But that other voice refused to back down. I had begged. Silently, desperately, shamelessly.

Whatever the truth, it worked. He went back to me, fingers moving again, teeth grazing my nipples, pushing me higher and higher until there was nothing left in my head but sensation. I let myself be greedy. I didn’t think of him at all in that moment—only of the pleasure cresting, breaking, taking me apart. When I came, it tore out of me, and he startled again, stopping as if the sound alone had shocked him.

I lay there afterward, breathing hard, letting the world settle back into focus. A blush of shame warmed me as clarity returned. I’d lost myself completely, put my own need first. I was supposed to be there for him, wasn’t I?

I pushed the thought aside and smiled inwardly. I would make it right.

Still, I couldn’t deny how grateful I felt. He’d given me more pleasure than I’d expected, more than I’d allowed myself to hope for. And because of that, I could relax now, focus fully on him. It was his turn. I wanted to give him everything—to show him, slowly and generously, just how much pleasure a woman’s body could offer when she knew exactly what she was doing.

He was still half wrapped in his pajamas, looking slightly out of place between my sheets, so I reached for him and helped peel them away. The moment the fabric slid down his legs, his body answered for him—his cock lifting, firm and eager, like it had been waiting for permission. I didn’t rush him. I closed my hand around him and stroked slowly, just enough to feel the sleek heat and solid promise beneath my palm. He didn’t need coaxing; his desire was already fully awake.

There’d been no careful planning on my part, no choreography. I simply drew him down over me, fitting him to my body as if that was the most natural place for him to be.

I opened myself for him, spreading my thighs and pulling my feet in closer, lifting my knees to invite him between them. He moved there instinctively, settling into the space as though he belonged. And then—much to my surprise—he found me immediately, the tip of him nudging my entrance on the first try. I’d expected fumbling, maybe a need for guidance, and I felt a flicker of disappointment. I’d wanted to teach him, to show him.

So I placed my hands on his hips, firm and deliberate, claiming control. He looked down at me, searching my face, and I met his gaze with a slow, knowing smile. We held each other’s eyes, the air thick with anticipation, until I gently drew his hips toward me. He understood at once, easing the head of his cock between my lips.

I stopped him there.

Let him feel it.

Then I allowed just a little more of him in—just enough to make him inhale sharply—before stopping him again. I squeezed him deliberately, flexing around him, letting him feel how responsive I was, how much I could hold him. I did it again, tighter this time, and then pulled him down with me, inviting him deeper. He pressed forward, sliding into me inch by inch, his body sinking into mine like a blade finding its sheath.

My hands guided him in small, rhythmic motions, subtle lifts and drops that spoke more clearly than words ever could. He caught on immediately, beginning to move with short, careful thrusts, each one taking him a little deeper, each retreat making the next entry more intense. I made it last, deliberately slowing the moment, savoring the way his control trembled as I drew him in.

When he was finally fully seated inside me, when I felt him reach as deep as he could go, I stopped him once more.

“Just stay,” I murmured, my voice low and soothing. “Relax. Feel it.” I smiled up at him, my hands sliding up his back. “Your cock fits so perfectly, doesn’t it? All warm and held… it feels good in there, I hope.” I pulled him down to me, kissed him slowly, and wrapped myself around him, holding him close, letting him feel how completely I had taken him.

When I finally let him move again—really move—I didn’t guide him with words. I let my body speak instead. I wanted him to learn me through sensation, through instinct, through the way I tightened or softened, the way I met his thrusts or yielded to them. And he listened. He was perceptive, responsive, understanding the language of my body almost every time.

Emotion washed through me in steady waves. The sharp edge of raw hunger had softened; my earlier climax had eased that ache. In its place grew something deeper, heavier, almost overwhelming—a powerful, nurturing desire that had nothing to do with taking and everything to do with giving. My body seemed to exist solely for him in that moment, tuned to offer, to surround, to please without expectation.

It was unfamiliar, intoxicating. I had never felt this way with a boy before—this urge to give him everything, to let him take all the pleasure my body could offer, simply because I wanted him to have it.

So it was my body that took the lead. He was burning with eagerness, all restless hunger and youthful urgency, but I refused to let him rush it. I wanted him to feel everything—every slide, every drag of heat, every subtle change inside me. My legs became my language. I guided him with them, controlled him with them, taught him without a single word.

When I wanted him to slow, I wrapped my legs tight around his waist and held him there, buried deep, helpless to move. I’m strong, stronger than I look, and he couldn’t thrust no matter how badly he wanted to until I softened my grip. Sometimes I set the tempo by tapping his ass lightly with my heel, a quiet, intimate metronome that told him exactly how fast I wanted him. Other times I hooked my legs around his thighs, lending him power, encouraging deeper, fuller strokes. I lifted my legs high, tilting my hips up to change the angle, offering him a different, sharper sweetness. Then I rested my feet on his shoulders, holding him back, suspending him right on the edge. My legs shifted constantly, each position a new lesson, a new gift, all of it designed to make him feel adored, indulged, overwhelmed.

I stopped him often, deliberately, stretching time until it felt syrup-thick. In my mind, this wasn’t fucking at all. It was lovemaking—slow, attentive, intimate. I pulled him close with my arms and legs, pressed my mouth to his, kissed him until his breath stuttered and his body softened. Those pauses were for calming him, grounding him. Yet even in stillness my body didn’t rest. Inside, my muscles stayed busy—tightening, releasing, rippling along him in slow, tender waves. I teased him with sensation without ever pushing him over the edge. Pleasure, yes—but controlled, nurtured, never frantic.

It was beautiful. The nurturing warmth inside me flowed freely, a deep, enveloping affection that felt almost overwhelming. And yet, beneath it, there was desire too—quieter, but undeniably there. I know this because my body betrayed me, blossomed twice without warning. Each time, when I felt it rising, I didn’t fight it. I surrendered and let it roll through me, savoring every tremor. Still, even then, my focus stayed outward, on him, on giving. When my climax crested, I stopped his movement completely and drew him as deep as he could go. I wanted him to feel it—to be held inside me while my body clenched and pulsed around him. Judging by the way he froze, by the sharp intake of his breath and the way he clung to me, he felt every second of it. My sounds alone would have told him enough.

But nothing lasts forever. My hypersensitive body caught the subtle signals from his—the tension, the need, the quiet plea for release. Joy flooded me, warm and expansive, and my tenderness for him swelled until it almost hurt. I wanted to give him that final, necessary pleasure. So I loosened my hold, relaxed around him, staying ready to guide if he faltered. He sensed the change instantly. My legs slipped from his waist, my thighs opening wide in silent invitation, my body offering itself completely. The message was clear without a word: I was his now, and he was free to take what he needed.

A shift came over him—subtle at first, then unmistakable. With my guidance gone, something fierce took hold. His strokes lengthened, grew heavier, driven by a focus that vibrated through his body and into mine. I felt him swell inside me, thicker, impossibly full, and I knew exactly where he was headed. When his rhythm fractured into quick, urgent thrusts, my breath caught. He was right there. And when he finally broke, he did so with abandon, spilling himself deep inside me in hot, pulsing waves that left me trembling beneath him.

Because I had surrendered control, because I had given him permission to take what he needed, I allowed myself to follow my own pleasure too. My tenderness for him—so deep, so instinctive—never dulled the heat moving through me. His release came first, always, but as I tracked every shudder of his body, I felt my own crest rising. The warmth of him flooding me tipped me over the edge. I came with a soft cry, a slow, rolling climax that bloomed from that intimate heat and spread through every nerve.

When it was over, I kept him there, his weight familiar and welcome, my arms wrapped around him as I kissed his damp temple, his mouth, his throat. We stayed like that until his body began to stir with the faint restlessness of oversensitivity. Then I coaxed him to the side. Not away. Never away. I slipped down beside him, onto my knees, and took him gently into my mouth.

There was no hunger in it, no intent to rouse him again. This was care. Devotion. I tasted the last traces of him—salty, faintly sweet, intimate—and lingered, my tongue slow and reverent. I cradled him there, drew his softness deep, then added his balls, careful and attentive, knowing how tender he would be now.

Somewhere along the way, I swung a leg over him, straddling his hips for comfort and for the view it gave him—my back arched, my body open. I rocked slowly, my damp sex brushing his stomach, leaving a glistening trail as I moved. Our mingled slick painted his skin, my motions unhurried, indulgent, purely for closeness.

Then reality intruded. Time had slipped away from us. He’d been in my room far too long, and Sunday morning was already pressing in with its expectations. I slid off him, pulled him into a tight embrace, kissed him once more, then gently urged him away. He understood immediately.

Breakfast was lavish, the kind of spread that demanded punctuality. I arrived just in time, and when Blenda—his mother—looked at me with what seemed like a questioning glance, a flicker of unease stirred in my chest. I told myself it was nothing. She couldn’t possibly know. As the meal went on and her manner stayed easy, ordinary, my tension ebbed.

But once the table was cleared, she drew me aside.

“I’m convinced you slept with my son,” she said flatly, the words delivered without warning, her tone sharp and unyielding.

I forced my features into something resembling calm, though my pulse skittered. “What makes you think that?” I asked, carefully neutral.

“There are several signs,” she replied, her gaze unwavering. “And the fact that you aren’t even trying to deny it tells me everything I need to know.” Her severity held for only a heartbeat longer before it melted away. Her expression softened, then bloomed into something bright and warm. “But don’t look so stricken. I’m not upset with you. Not in the slightest.”

Before I could react, she stepped into my space and wrapped her arms around me in a surprisingly affectionate embrace, as if I were the one who needed reassurance.

“Truly,” she went on, pulling back just enough to look at me, her eyes shining. “I’m not angry—quite the opposite. I’m overjoyed that my son has finally experienced intimacy. And I couldn’t be more pleased that it was you. If I’d been allowed to choose a woman for him, I couldn’t have imagined anyone better.”

She smiled, openly appraising, unapologetic. “Yes, you’re stunning, that goes without saying. But that’s not the real reason. You have a reputation—an enviable one. People say you’re exceptional in bed. Demanding, yes, but also gentle, attentive. Especially with young men who are a bit unsure of themselves. I’ve heard you’re patient, that you guide them, that you don’t humiliate inexperience. And if they falter, you don’t shut them out—you help them try again. That kind of kindness matters.”

At the look on my face, she laughed, a low, knowing sound. “You’re wondering how on earth I know all this, aren’t you? Well, as you know, I work as a marriage counselor. Many women around here confide in me. On the surface their lives are comfortable—successful husbands, nice homes—but the reality is often loneliness. Their men are away, exhausted, absent. Desire builds, frustration festers. They come to me to talk. And women talk,” she added with a wry smile. “Freely. Explicitly.”

She leaned in conspiratorially. “And those who aren’t my clients? I meet them elsewhere. Women always talk about their lovers, their children. You’d be amazed how much sons tell their mothers too. They want to impress us, to prove something. And mothers—well, we sometimes brag. Often in far more detail than you’d expect. Your name has come up more than once. Frequently enough that I took notice.”

She straightened, her tone turning gently reflective. “So when my son came down to breakfast this morning, glowing in that unmistakable way, I knew immediately. A mother knows when something profound has shifted. He carried himself differently—lighter, prouder. There was no doubt in my mind that he’d been with a woman for the first time.”

Her smile turned deeply satisfied. “And I knew it wasn’t Malena. Which left only one possibility. You. And honestly? That realization made me incredibly happy for him.”

“When it finally clicked, everything lined up,” she continued softly. “I thought back to dinner the night before. You weren’t your usual playful self with him. No sly smiles, no gentle teasing. You spoke to him with a gravity that caught my attention, as if something unspoken had already passed between you.”

She tilted her head, eyes glinting with amused honesty. “I woke early this morning to start breakfast. As I was heading downstairs, I heard sounds drifting down the hallway—from your room. A woman’s sounds. Open, unrestrained, unmistakably hungry. I won’t pretend modesty where there is none—I stopped outside your door and listened.”

Her smile turned knowing, almost wicked. “Later, when I saw my son, it struck me all at once. Those sharp, breathless cries I’d heard? They were the kind a woman makes only when she’s filled completely, when a hard cock is buried deep inside her. Life teaches you these things, if you pay attention. And there simply wasn’t any other man it could have been.”

She laughed quietly. “My husband would certainly have welcomed the chance—you’re far too beautiful not to tempt him—but he was still fast asleep. I’d already ridden him into bliss earlier that morning. I suspect the memory of you in that scandalously revealing dress the night before helped him along. You may have worn it for my son, but you didn’t leave the rest of us untouched. My husband and I both benefited.”

Her gaze held mine, warm and intimate.

“So now you understand how I know,” she said gently. “Bits and pieces, observations, instincts. A lifetime of listening. But tell me—how was it? Your cries answered part of that question already. Come, sit with me. Tell me everything.”

I did. At first my words came haltingly, cautious, beginning with Malena’s boldness, with how unexpectedly cherished I felt when she asked me to guide him. But as I went on, something maternal and protective bloomed inside me. My voice softened. I spoke of his nerves, his eagerness, the way I took my time with him, teaching him with my body as much as my hands. I didn’t spare the tenderness.

When I looked up, tears shimmered in her eyes—bright, grateful tears—as I described the way my heart had opened for her son, how deeply I wanted him to feel safe and desired.

When I finished, she rose and pulled me into a long, heartfelt embrace.

“Now I see why they speak of you the way they do,” she whispered. “You didn’t just give him sex. You gave him yourself—your patience, your warmth, your soul. You gave him everything. I can’t tell you how grateful I am.”

After a moment she stepped back, wiped her cheeks, and something sharper flashed through her expression.

“So,” she asked lightly, “what happens now? Will you take him again?”

I hesitated, caught off guard. “No… I mean… I don’t know. Malena and I haven’t talked about anything more. We haven’t planned… anything else.”

I trailed off, suddenly unsure where her question was leading.

She folded her hands in her lap, thoughtful now, her voice calm but edged with conviction. 

“This is how I see it,” she said. “What you’ve given him is beautiful. Necessary. A perfect beginning. But a beginning all the same.” Her gaze held mine steadily. “One night, no matter how wonderful, won’t be enough to chase away years of shyness. He needs more than a single proof. He needs repetition. Guidance. The slow building of confidence that only comes from being wanted again and again.”

She leaned forward slightly, lowering her voice as if sharing a secret meant only for me. “Malena has told you how timid he is when it comes to women. What he needs now is a patient, generous lover. Someone who cares enough to teach him. To let him learn with his body as much as his heart.” A faint smile curved her mouth. “And there is no one better suited than you.”

Then she said it plainly, without embarrassment, without pretense. “Would you be willing to take him again? To fuck him, yes—but also to show him what he can be. To give him the confidence to know his touch is good, that his desire is welcome.” Her eyes warmed. “I truly believe he could become a wonderful lover with the right encouragement. His father certainly is,” she added with a teasing glint, “and I like to think I’ve contributed a thing or two to that legacy myself.”

She fell silent, watching me closely, waiting.

I drew in a slow breath, buying myself time. “I honestly haven’t thought about it,” I admitted. “This was the first time I’ve ever been… someone’s first. I don’t really know what comes after that.” I hesitated, then continued carefully. “I do know he’s shy. And yes, more experience would help him. But wouldn’t it be better if that came from different women? To give him variety, perspective?”

She shook her head almost immediately. “Later,” she said softly but firmly. “Other women will come later. Right now he needs certainty. He needs to learn in a safe place, inside a woman who knows exactly what she’s doing and wants him there.” Her eyes softened, almost imploring. “I want that woman to be you. I truly do. Please.”

That single word unraveled me more than any argument could have. The openness in her face, the trust—it disarmed my last resistance.

I smiled, a slow, deliberate smile. “If you truly believe I’m the right one for him,” I said, feeling the decision settle warmly in my body, “then yes. I’m willing.”

It wasn’t a sacrifice. Not really. Sex had always been an easy, joyful part of my life—frequent, varied, unapologetic. I rarely repeated lovers, but there was no rule against it either. And being with Paul had been unexpectedly sweet, deeply satisfying in its own way. 

So why shouldn’t I take him again? 

Why shouldn’t I let him learn a little more inside me?

“Perfect,” she breathed, her whole face lighting up with satisfaction. “I’m genuinely thrilled you’re willing. You’ll be wonderful for him—I know it.” She leaned closer, lowering her voice as if already savoring the secrecy. “I’ve been thinking about how to arrange everything. In two weeks, the entire family is scheduled to spend the weekend visiting friends. I’ll make sure there’s a perfectly reasonable excuse for him to stay behind.” 

Her smile sharpened, conspiratorial and indulgent. “That means the house will be yours. Just the two of you. Complete freedom. No tiptoeing, no pretending. You won’t have to stay dressed or confine yourselves to the bedroom.” Her eyes flicked over my body with open appreciation. “You can let him see you properly—from every angle. Take him wherever you like. Kitchen, sofa, hallway. And you won’t have to keep quiet.” She chuckled softly. “Word travels fast. I heard this morning that you’re quite the screamer.” 

She tilted her head. “Are you free that weekend?” 

I paused only for form’s sake. “Let me think… yes. There’s nothing I can’t rearrange. I’ll be free from Friday evening,” I said, surprised at how eager I sounded. The idea had already taken hold of me, warm and insistent. This had the potential to be deliciously indulgent. 

“Wonderful.” She clasped her hands together. “You’ll have nearly two full days and nights. We’ll leave Friday afternoon, so you can arrive whenever you like. We’ll be back around five on Sunday. You’ll need to be gone by then—my husband would find it… peculiar if you were still there.” 

Oh my God, I thought. She hasn’t just imagined this—she’s orchestrated every detail. I wondered how many times she expected I’d let Paul sink into me over that weekend. By Sunday night I’d be tender for sure, thoroughly used. A challenge, indeed. 

She wasn’t finished. “Your agreeing to this clears something else that’s been weighing on me,” she continued smoothly. “Our friends—the ones we’re visiting—have a son. Just a bit older than Paul. He’s painfully shy too. Unlike Paul, he hasn’t had the benefit of an older sister bringing in… assistance. And his mother doesn’t quite grasp that sometimes a young man needs a nudge.” 

She sniffed, unapologetic. “Frankly, she isn’t very experienced herself. I suspect her body doesn’t get nearly enough attention to understand how important these things are. Her husband neglects her needs terribly.” She shrugged, then smiled again. “The boy is sweet, and I’d like to help him.” 

My stomach flipped as she went on. “Of course, I won’t be the one to do it. Absolutely not. But Malena can.” She said it as casually as discussing dinner plans. “Their house is small—only one guest room. The young ones will share his bedroom. With just the two of them there, they’ll have privacy. Time. Opportunity.” 

She laughed softly. “My daughter is almost as talented as you are, so I’m confident she’ll handle it beautifully. I’ll talk to her later.” 

Good heavens, I thought, equal parts shocked and fascinated. She really is a madam at heart. In the span of minutes she’d arranged not only my services, but her daughter’s too. I couldn’t help wondering how often she’d played this role before—and how many lives she’d quietly reshaped behind closed doors.

“Well, I’d be delighted to help,” I said, surprised by how sincere it sounded even to my own ears. There was no hesitation left in me now—only a warm, eager certainty that had settled low in my belly.

She smiled, clearly pleased. “One more thing,” she added lightly. “There’s no need to burden yourself with a suitcase full of lingerie. I have plenty—more than enough, really. We’re close enough in size that everything should fit. Though…” Her gaze drifted deliberately to my chest. “Your breasts might be a touch fuller than mine. Tell me—are they natural?”

I felt a spark of daring flare inside me. “Completely,” I said. “All mine. No surgeon’s handiwork anywhere.” On impulse, fueled by the charged intimacy between us, I tugged my T-shirt upward, baring myself without ceremony. “You can check if you like.”

To my astonishment, she did. Her hand came up, warm and unapologetic, cupping and testing the weight of me with a practiced squeeze. I sucked in a breath, my skin buzzing where she touched me.

“Oh yes,” she murmured approvingly. “Absolutely real. And very beautiful, I must say.” She chuckled, eyes glittering. “Tell me—did Paul enjoy them? My husband certainly did when you were so generous with your display last night.”

I laughed, emboldened now, meeting her tone easily. “Yes, I’m fairly certain he did. He was quite attentive—bit my nipples just enough while his fingers worked between my legs. I came hard from that alone.”

Her laughter deepened, rich and knowing. “I thought as much. Lucky boy. He’ll have plenty of chances to amuse himself with them. You enjoy that, don’t you?” she teased, clearly savoring every word.

We drifted on like that for a while, talking easily. She reassured me that the refrigerator would be stocked—good food, simple things—and reminded me again that her walk-in closet was entirely at my disposal. “Use it,” she insisted. “Have fun with it. Just leave whatever you borrow in your room. I’ll handle the rest.”

That night, alone with my thoughts, everything replayed itself in vivid detail. What struck me most was how much guidance she’d slipped into the conversation—specific, deliberate advice on how to handle him, how to move with him, how to teach him. She’d spoken about positions, about confidence, about patience… and then she’d smiled wickedly and said, “And don’t forget that impressive ass of yours.”

At the time, I’d assumed she meant I should tease him with it, entice him to take me from behind. Now, lying awake, I wondered if she’d meant something more—if she’d been encouraging me to let him explore me in every possible way, even there. The thought made my pulse quicken.

Two weeks later, I arrived just after seven, exactly as planned. I’d followed her instructions and brought nothing more than a small overnight bag. When the door opened, he stood there looking tense, almost fragile with nerves. I stepped forward without hesitation and wrapped him in a full-bodied embrace, pressing myself against him until I felt him relax.

“Tell me,” I asked softly, pulling back just enough to look at him, “what reason did your mother give you for my visit?”

He swallowed. “She said… that you’re going to teach me about girls,” he replied, his voice barely above a whisper. The explanation sounded too mild, too sanitized. I doubted those were her exact words.

“I certainly am,” I said with a smile that promised far more than innocence. “But did she say anything else? What, exactly, did she expect me to teach you?”

He hesitated, color rising in his cheeks, his eyes dropping before lifting again—now not just shy, but edged with something like fear. “Well… yes,” he admitted quietly. “She said more.”

“Go on,” I said, unable to keep the impatience out of my voice. “Just say it. Those were her words, not yours, so you’re not to blame if they sound… indecent.”

He swallowed, Adam’s apple bobbing, then drew a breath as if bracing himself. “All right. She said you were coming to teach me how to fuck. She said you were very horny, and that you had an amazing ass.” His cheeks were burning now, but he kept going, pushed along by whatever mixture of fear and curiosity had him trapped. “She said I would learn how to use all your holes. That I should… that I would shaft your cunt hard and fast.” He frowned, genuinely puzzled. “But I didn’t understand that part. I don’t know what a cunt is.”

I stared at him for half a second, then laughed softly, warmth unfurling low in my belly. “You don’t? Oh, sweetheart.” I stepped closer, letting my voice drop, letting him feel the weight of my attention. “You can’t very well thrust into something you can’t even name, can you?”

I took my time, savoring the way his eyes tracked my mouth. “A cunt is a woman’s most sacred place. A warm, slick heaven every man aches to bury himself in. It’s where pleasure lives, and where life itself begins—the doorway to the womb.” I smiled, slow and knowing. “You’ve been there before, you know. Two weeks ago. Inside me, when you filled me so deeply.” His breath hitched. “It has many names—pussy, slit, twat, snatch. The proper word is vagina.” I watched recognition dawn, his lips parting. “Yes. There it is. Now you know.”

I straightened slightly, letting authority lace my desire. “She was right. Teaching you how to fuck is exactly why I’m here. And I’m very serious about my methods. I believe the body learns best through experience.” My pulse throbbed between my thighs. “I will show you how to drive into my cunt—slow, fast, deep, relentless—in more positions than you can imagine. You have a great deal to learn.” I glanced toward the hallway, then back to him. “I haven’t eaten yet, but that can wait. Unless you’re starving?”

He shook his head immediately, almost eagerly. He needed nothing else.

“Good,” I said. “Then take me to my room.”

The moment I crossed the threshold, arousal bloomed, hot and undeniable. Anticipation curled through me, delicious and sharp. This was going to be fun—dangerous, decadent fun.

When I stepped into the guestroom, a laugh escaped me before I could stop it. The bed was dressed in crisp, clean sheets, the duvet neatly folded back like an invitation. And behind it—oh, she’d been thorough—an assortment of cushions, firm and soft, stacked with deliberate care. They hadn’t been there before.

The room wasn’t just prepared for sleep. 

It was staged for lessons.

“Lesson one,” I said, letting a slow smile curl my mouth. “Undress me.”

He hesitated, then stepped closer, his fingers hovering as if my clothes might burn him. The blouse challenged him—too many buttons, too close together—but each one he freed made him braver. His knuckles brushed my skin again and again, accidental touches that grew less accidental by the second. I felt his concentration like heat. When the blouse finally fell open, he exhaled, as though he’d crossed some invisible line.

My skirt came next. He slid it down my hips and then stepped back, openly staring now. I let him. I wanted him to look, to drink me in. The hunger in his eyes rewarded me more than any compliment. I told him to keep going, and he moved behind me, hands trembling slightly as he found the clasp of my bra. When it released, I shrugged it off and let it slip down my arms, puddling at my feet.

Only my stockings and panties remained. He paused, then placed his hands on my thighs, higher than before. His touch was tentative but eager. He peeled the stockings down with surprising care, following the curve of my legs, and when I told him to take off the last barrier, he sank to his knees. That alone sent a shiver through me. The panties joined the rest of my clothes on the floor.

I stepped back, slowly turned, letting him see every angle, every soft place and confident curve. I could feel his desire like a physical thing. Then I reclined on the bed, the fresh sheets cool beneath my skin.

“Lesson two,” I murmured. “Touch me like you did last time.” I glanced at him meaningfully. “But undress yourself first.”

What followed took time. I showed him how hands could ask questions, how mouths could answer them. I guided him patiently, correcting him with sighs and quiet words. As predicted, he was fascinated by my breasts, drawn to them again and again, and I encouraged that curiosity shamelessly. There was no reason to discourage enthusiasm.

Learning my sex took longer. He struggled at first, unsure of rhythm, of pressure, of where to linger. I adjusted him gently, shifting my legs, opening myself differently, giving him new problems to solve. I didn’t let him stop until he succeeded—until he’d brought me over the edge once, then again. The second climax ripped out of me, raw and loud, leaving me shaking and hoarse, the sound echoing off the walls. This time I didn’t restrain myself at all. Tonight, I was the one receiving. Teaching generosity could wait.

When I finally came back to myself, he was watching me, uncertain, almost worried. I explained, smiling lazily, why I’d screamed. How many women lose their voices when pleasure takes them, some quietly, some without apology. Understanding dawned on his face.

“Now I get it,” he said slowly. “I’ve heard my mother sound like that sometimes. Usually weekend mornings. Dad’s always there too, so I figured there was no reason to ask.” He paused. “Do you think he really fucked her then?”

I laughed, still warm and loose from satisfaction. “If she screamed like that, I’m sure he did. And thoroughly.” I tucked the thought away for later amusement. Then I looked at him with deliberate intent. “So. How do you want me? You’ve done very well. You’ve earned yourself a proper fuck.”

He hesitated, at a loss, so I chose for us. I leaned back against the pillows and slid a thick cushion beneath my hips, opening myself to him and to whatever came next.

“Come and have me,” I murmured, my voice low and inviting. “Show me what stayed with you from last time.”

He didn’t hesitate. He moved between my thighs, which I’d opened wide for him, and settled there with a focus that made my stomach flutter. Whatever nerves he’d had earlier were gone; his body remembered even if his mind still questioned. He guided himself into me with a care that quickly turned into confidence, and I felt that familiar stretch, the warm fullness that made me sigh and reach for him.

He did exactly what I’d shown him—paced himself, shifted his hips, paid attention to the sounds I made and the way my body reacted. It turned into a slower, deeper coupling than I’d anticipated, unhurried and intent, the kind that coils pleasure tight before letting it go. I met him stroke for stroke, riding the swell with him, and when he finally spilled inside me I followed soon after, my release shuddering through me as I clenched around him. He groaned my name as he emptied himself, burying himself deep, and for a moment we were both breathless and still.

“Go lie down if you want,” I told him once we’d untangled, smoothing my hand over his chest. “I need to freshen up before we find something to eat.” I could already feel the warmth slipping from me as I stood, evidence of how I’d let him take me, unprotected, and how thoroughly he’d finished.

After a long, indulgent shower, I wandered into Blenda’s closet. It was just as she’d promised—spacious, immaculate, everything in its place. Bras and matching panties hung neatly, fabrics ranging from silk to lace, colors meant to be admired slowly. I moved through hangers, shelves, drawers, fingertips brushing treasures I’d never have bought for myself. The temptation was almost overwhelming; I wanted to try everything on, to see myself transformed. In the end I chose a daring, low-cut push-up set and a whisper-thin negligé held together by delicate bows, finishing it with a pair of high-heeled slippers that made my calves tighten.

When I went to get him, his reaction was immediate. His eyes widened, his mouth parted, and I smiled to myself as I turned and led the way to the kitchen. I could feel his gaze glued to my hips, so I let my walk loosen, let my ass sway just a little more than necessary.

The kitchen offered an abundance of good food, much of it clearly meant for that very evening. We ate well, talked easily, the tension easing into something warm and companionable. He grew bolder, chatting freely, and I guided the conversation now and then toward women and sex, explaining how things usually worked, what to expect, what to give.

When we’d cleared the dishes and moved into the sitting room, I asked lightly, “So, what now? Television?”

“Well… sure,” he said, but the disappointment flickered across his face too quickly to hide.

“Or,” I added, watching him closely, “would you rather fuck again?”

The answer was written all over him before he nodded, eager and unapologetic. That was when I truly appreciated how quickly young men could recover.

“Wonderful,” I said, masking my surprise with a pleased smile. I considered what lesson might come next, realizing I hadn’t planned this far ahead. Trusting my instincts, I stepped away from him and positioned myself in the center of the room, already feeling that familiar spark of anticipation build again.

“Then take it all off me,” I murmured.

He didn’t hesitate. He stepped into my space with a confidence that hadn’t been there before, and this time his hands were anything but tentative. They roamed freely, learning me as they worked, fingers brushing skin, palms lingering as he loosened each delicate bow one after another. With every ribbon that fell away, my breath deepened. When the negligée finally parted, he bent his head and pressed his face into my cleavage, inhaling, kissing, tasting—hungry, reverent. But he didn’t stay there. Not this time.

He kept going until there was nothing left between us at all. Cool air kissed my bare skin, and he stood in front of me for a heartbeat too long, naked curiosity flickering across his face, unsure where to begin now that I was completely his.

I made the choice for him.

I crossed to the sofa, perched my hips on the armrest, and opened myself without shame, my legs falling wide. I pointed to my sex, glistening and ready. The invitation was unmistakable. When he dropped down and buried himself there, I leaned back on my hands, lifting my hips and spreading my thighs farther, giving him everything. He remembered. God, he remembered well. His hands worked me with growing assurance while his mouth followed, tongue and lips moving together, stroking and circling, teasing my clit while his fingers kept a steady, knowing rhythm. Pleasure climbed fast, sharp and bright, until it spilled over me and left me trembling.

When the aftershocks faded, I shifted again, raising my hips higher on the armrest, bracing myself with my arms behind me.

“Now it’s your turn,” I told him softly. “Come inside me.”

I guided him closer, showed him how to take hold of my hips for leverage, how to use his body with intention—thrusting deep, strong, while his hands rose to my breasts, kneading, squeezing, making me gasp. He followed every word, every breath, and then went beyond them. He drove me over the edge once, then again, until my voice broke and my body shook with it. I praised him openly, honestly, telling him just how good he was, how quickly he was learning.

After the second climax, I stopped directing him.

“Now,” I said, breathless, “just enjoy yourself. Fuck me the way you want.”

That was when he surprised me. He changed the rhythm, the angle, showed me flashes of instinct and imagination I hadn’t expected. He took me hard and deep, and I met him stroke for stroke, wrapping my legs around his waist, then lifting them higher until my knees rested on his shoulders. I could read him now—the tightening muscles, the hitch in his breath—and I matched him, climbing with him, letting the pleasure build until it was unbearable.

We came almost together, the release tearing through me so violently I cried out, my voice echoing through the room. He followed with a raw, guttural sound, spilling himself deep inside me as we clung to each other, shaken and breathless in the aftermath.

The moment he slipped free of me—his body already softening, the aftershock fading fast—he started to pull away, instinctively ready to retreat. I caught him before he could put any distance between us, my grip firm, unapologetic. I told him this was the moment that separated a boy who’d just gotten off from a man who knew how to take care of a woman.

I explained, slowly, deliberately, that this was where he could prove himself. Not with thrusts or stamina, but with attention. With hands that didn’t rush. With touch that said he valued what she had just given him. I guided him, my voice low and instructive, showing him how to let his palms wander over every inch of me—my thighs, my stomach, my breasts—lingering there, always there, because breasts are never an afterthought.

Then I told him the truth as I knew it: that a man who goes down on a woman after he’s finished is showing something rare. Appreciation. Desire that doesn’t evaporate with his orgasm. I pressed him down between my legs, my hands firm in his hair, and made him understand exactly what I wanted. His mouth returned to me, unhurried this time, licking and sucking until every trace of him was gone from inside me, until my body softened and opened again under his attention.

The pleasure crested unexpectedly, sharp and deep, and I shuddered apart with his name on my lips. I told him—while I was still trembling—that this was how you make a woman remember you. That this was how you set the stage for future invitations, not just from me but from others too. Women talk, I assured him softly. And we remember the men who care about our pleasure as much as their own.

By then, the entire encounter had shifted into something deliciously unhurried. I smiled and told him I felt like a second helping of life, maybe food, maybe just indulgence. I said I’d take a quick stop by the bathroom and then see what the fridge had to offer.

I didn’t go straight back to him afterward. Instead, I opened the closet and chose something that made me feel like myself again—powerful, sensual, unapologetic. I slipped into an open-bust leather corset, left the matching panties where they were. I brushed my pubic hair until it was soft and full, not for him, not really, but because I liked the way it made me feel. Sexy. Awake. Fully in my skin.

When I joined him in the kitchen, his reaction was everything. His gaze bounced helplessly between the bare fullness of my breasts lifted by the corset and the glimpse of my pussy beneath it. He didn’t try to hide it, and I didn’t want him to.

We sat at the kitchen table and talked for a long while, the air still humming with what we’d done and what we hadn’t yet. Eventually, I decided it was time for bed. I knew I could have roused him again easily—but there was no need to rush. I didn’t want to exhaust him on the first night.

After all, we had two full days ahead of us. And plenty of time to fuck.

I kissed him softly and wished him good night, murmuring that my door was never closed to him in the morning—that he was welcome whenever his body decided it was time. Then I left him and let the house have me.

Before sleeping, I wandered through the rooms at my own unhurried pace. I adored the feel of the place around me, the quiet luxury of having so much space and no one to answer to. Wearing nothing but the leather corset and my heels, I finally understood exactly what Blenda had meant when she spoke about the pleasure of owning a house like this with your body. Every step echoed with indulgence.

I drifted into the master bedroom. It was expansive, almost decadent, dominated by an enormous bed that seemed to invite misuse. I climbed onto it and stretched out, letting myself sprawl without shame, limbs open, back arching. When I looked up, I caught my reflection in a mirror set into the ceiling. That alone made me smile. I shifted and rolled, watching my body from above, enjoying the way the corset framed my breasts, the way my hips moved when I wriggled slowly across the sheets.

Then I noticed the heavy curtain along one wall. Curious, I slid it aside and laughed softly when another mirror revealed itself. Apparently the parents had been fond of spectacle. The thought amused me as I continued to move, deliberately now, savoring the sight of myself from every angle, a woman luxuriating in her own appetite.

He came early in the morning, just as he had before. No hesitation, no politeness. He simply threw the duvet aside and buried himself between my thighs, taking charge in the most delicious way. His mouth knew exactly where to go, and he didn’t waste a second. Pleasure built fast, sharp and bright, until my body answered him helplessly. I came quickly, openly, my hands gripping the sheets as he finished what he’d started.

After that, I decided I’d taken enough. It was time to give. I climbed over him and settled onto his lap, guiding him inside me and taking control. I rode him slowly at first, then with intention, showing him—patiently, thoroughly—the different rhythms and angles a skilled cowgirl can use to drive a man mad. I didn’t restrain myself when I came again. I let it tear through me, loud and unfiltered, savoring the luxury of knowing no one else could hear me. That freedom made it even sweeter.

When he later returned the favor with his mouth, I finally let him rest, stretched out and spent in my bed, his body slack with satisfaction.

I felt alive afterward—energized, almost buzzing—and ravenous too. Twelve hours of indulgence has a way of demanding fuel. After a long shower, I walked naked into the closet, already knowing what I wanted. I’d spotted an apron earlier that would be perfect. It barely covered my backside, leaving the cleft of my ass shamelessly exposed. The flap over my chest hung loose, my breasts free to sway with every movement. I paired it with high heels—block heels this time, practical enough for standing at the stove, but no less suggestive.

I headed to the kitchen feeling deliciously exposed, aware of every inch of bare skin. I decided on a proper, hearty breakfast. Cooking has always come naturally to me, and I moved easily between the counter and the stove. Halfway through, I went upstairs and told him to get up and make himself presentable. I didn’t let him see me—I simply spoke from the doorway and left him with the sound of my voice.

When he finally came down, I pretended not to notice at first, keeping my attention on the pan. I heard him stop abruptly the moment he entered the kitchen. I leaned forward just a little, giving him a generous view, and gave my hips a slow, teasing wiggle before turning to greet him with a warm hug. Whether it was the absurdly inadequate apron or my nearly naked body beneath it, the effect on him was immediate—and deeply satisfying.

I carried the food to the table as if this were all perfectly ordinary, told him to sit, to eat, and smiled to myself as I watched him try to concentrate on breakfast instead of on me.

He was almost too enthusiastic as he helped me clear the dishes, hovering close, bumping into me on purpose. I took my place at the sink, letting my hips sway in a lazy rhythm as I rinsed plates, aware of him watching the curve of my backside. It didn’t take long before his arms slid around me from behind, his chest pressing into my back, his hands coming up to cup my breasts through the loose flap of the apron. I sighed, leaning into him, letting my head fall back against his shoulder.

I let it go on for a moment—his thumbs circling, my body warming—before I caught one of his wrists and guided his hand lower, down my stomach, between my thighs. My breath hitched as his fingers found me already slick and needy. We stood there like that, the kitchen filled with the soft clink of porcelain and our uneven breathing, his touch moving between my breasts and my sex until I was humming with it.

Finally, I turned in his arms, smiling up at him, my eyes dark with intent. 

“I think I understand now why your mother cried out in here,” I murmured. “Don’t you think we should… investigate?”

I drifted away from him, deliberately slow, circling the kitchen as if I were searching for a missing ingredient. In truth, I wanted him looking at me, wanted his gaze to rake over the near-naked lines of my body, the apron barely pretending at modesty. I felt exposed in the most delicious way, every inch of skin alive under his attention.

I stopped at the large, solid table in the center of the room, resting my hands on it for a moment before bending forward, presenting myself, my hips rolling in a silent invitation. 

“Yes,” I said softly, glancing back at him over my shoulder, “this feels like exactly the right place. Don’t you agree? Shall we find out?”

He was moving toward me before the last word left my mouth.

The shoes did their job perfectly, lifting me just enough, the block heels steady and sure as I planted my feet wide and opened myself to him without hesitation. The table was cool beneath my palms, the kitchen bright and ordinary in a way that made what we were doing feel even more obscene.

It turned into a glorious, unrestrained fuck. He took his time at first, using his hands, his mouth, drawing orgasm after orgasm out of me until my legs trembled and my voice broke. Then he was inside me, filling me, driving into me with a rhythm that stole my breath. I didn’t bother holding back. Each climax tore a scream from my throat, loud and sharp, echoing off the walls. When he finally spilled himself inside me, pushing me over the edge with him, my cry went impossibly high, raw and shameless.

Afterward, as we stood there catching our breath, he laughed softly, still a little stunned. 

“That’s… that’s the sound,” he said. “Like what I heard back then. Maybe yours was even louder. Do you think… do you think they did it like that?” There was a note of uncertainty in his voice.

“Very possibly,” I said calmly, straightening and smoothing the apron as if we’d only been cooking. “There are plenty of ways to fuck in a kitchen. But the noises you heard came from your mother when your father was taking her hard and fast. I’d wager she was bent over this table while dinner was on the stove—quick, convenient.” I paused, then added lightly, “Or perhaps she was up here.”

I climbed onto the tabletop with practiced ease, lying back and spreading my thighs, planting my heels at the corners. I left myself completely open, an unmistakable picture. His eyes widened, desire flaring immediately—followed by a flicker of shock as the implication settled in.

I smiled, unbothered. “Enough imagining for now,” I said gently. “You can do whatever you like for the next couple of hours. I need a rest.”

It was true. He’d taken me hard twice already that morning, wrung pleasure out of me until I felt loose, boneless, and deliciously spent. I left him there in the kitchen and went upstairs to my room, curling up for a nap with a satisfied ache humming through my body.

I was already awake when he slipped into my room. The timing made me laugh—exactly two hours since I’d abandoned him to his imagination. When his eyes adjusted and he realized I was stretched out on the bed, completely bare, his expression bloomed with heat and surprise. I’d been using those two hours well, letting anticipation coil in me, rehearsing exactly how I wanted to take control again.

“Ready for another lesson?” I purred before he could say a word. “Your teacher is rested, generous, and very much available.” I let my gaze drift slowly over him, enjoying the way it made him shift. “Today’s subject is compliments. An essential skill if you want to keep a woman close. I want you to describe my body exactly as you see it—what you enjoy, what catches your attention. If there’s something you don’t like, you can say that too. Sometimes contrast sharpens desire.” I patted the mattress beside me. “Come here. Sit close. Use your hands if you need to study more carefully. Start with my head.”

He sat down, a little stiff at first, words stumbling out in shy fragments as he searched for the right language. But gradually his confidence grew. His voice smoothed, warmed, and soon he was painting me with words as much as with his touch. I lay back and listened, amused and aroused by the seriousness of his concentration. His fingers threaded through my hair while he described it, traced the shell of my ears as he lingered on their shape. He didn’t rush—he explored.

By the time his hands reached my mound, his curiosity had sharpened into hunger. He combed gently through my thick curls, trying to name the color, the feel, the way it resisted and yielded beneath his fingers. I kept my thighs pressed together, denying him the view he clearly wanted. When he tried to coax my legs apart, I only smiled and held firm. With a soft huff of frustration, he moved on, letting his hands slide along my thighs instead.

When he reached my knees, I rolled onto my stomach. “Again,” I told him lazily. “From the beginning.”

The back of my body seemed easier for him to praise, though he lingered shamelessly on my ass, kneading and spreading my cheeks as if his hands could speak for him. When he reached my knees once more, I lifted my hips and settled onto all fours, opening myself without hesitation, my knees wide, my spine arched.

“Now,” I said quietly, “you’re at the most intimate place a woman has. Tell me what you see.”

He surprised me. His description was careful, reverent, almost poetic as he took in every fold and shadow, every subtle shift in color. Listening to him, I realized how little attention I’d paid to those details myself—the gradations of pink and brown, the softness, the depth. His words made me feel exposed in the most delicious way.

When his voice trailed off into silence, I took over. “Very good,” I murmured. “You’ve done exceptionally well. You see me. That matters.” I shifted, turning to face him. “But we’re not finished. The next lesson requires participation from both student and teacher—you’ll understand shortly. First, undress. Then lie back on the bed.”

He didn’t hesitate. I liked that about him. When he was naked and waiting, I climbed over him, straddling his body but facing his feet, positioning myself so my sex hovered just above his mouth, close enough for him to feel my heat and breathe me in.

“This is what people usually call sixty‑nine,” I murmured, settling myself more deliberately over his face. “But we’re not racing toward the finish. This is a study session, not an exam. I want you to pleasure your teacher the way you’ve learned—slow, attentive, generous. And every so often, you stop. You look. You notice what’s happening between my legs.”

I rocked slightly to emphasize my point. “Watch how the lips respond. See how they plump and soften, how they grow fuller and more elastic as desire builds. The inner lips especially—right now they’re relaxed, almost delicate. That won’t last. And the clit…” I smiled down at him. “It won’t stay hidden for long. It will swell, push out from its hood, harden, demand attention. So begin—but keep your eyes open. Learn.”

He obeyed with a devotion that made heat bloom low in my belly. His hands and mouth returned to me, confident and unhurried, his tongue knowing exactly where to linger. I took him into my mouth in return, savoring the weight and warmth of him, the way he reacted when I hollowed my cheeks or traced him with my tongue. Every time I felt him pause beneath me, I knew he was watching just as I’d instructed, studying the way my body transformed under his touch.

Each report he gave was more awed than the last. He sounded astonished by the evidence right in front of him—how swollen and sensitive I’d become, how my body advertised its readiness without a single word. I kept him working, kept him focused, until pleasure coiled tight and sharp and finally broke, spilling through me as I came perched on his face, helpless and unrestrained.

When I finally lifted myself from him, he stared up at me, breathless. “Wow,” he said, reverent and stunned.

I laughed softly, deeply satisfied. I’d taught him something that would stay with him. “Exactly, Paul. Now you understand why foreplay matters. A woman needs time—needs attention—to open and bloom. The signs are unmistakable. The clit is firm and eager. The lips are swollen, parted, inviting. Just like mine are now.” I let him take in the sight before continuing. “So. On to the next lesson. I think you’re ready.”

I moved onto my hands and knees, spreading myself wide, presenting everything without shame. He didn’t hesitate. I reached back between my thighs, wrapped my fingers around him, and guided him home. “Push, Paul,” I urged, voice low and commanding. “Don’t be gentle.”

He drove into me with a powerful thrust that drew a satisfied sound from my throat. After that, he moved beautifully—strong, rhythmic, eager to please. I only had to correct him once or twice: hands on my hips for leverage, then higher to my breasts, fingers brushing my swollen clit as he took me from behind. He learned quickly. So well, in fact, that he brought me over the edge not once, but twice, proving himself an exceptional student indeed.

We lingered over a late lunch, pleasantly wrung out from lessons that had unfolded better than either of us could have planned. I’d slipped away to the closet to dress, choosing with intention. A scarlet half-cup balcony bra lifted my breasts high and unapologetic, paired with a sliver of a thong held together by flesh-toned threads so delicate they vanished against my hips. The tiny triangle of fabric echoed the shade of my trimmed curls, giving the illusion that I wore nothing at all beneath. Over it, a dress—tight, sheer, indecently short. Heels, of course. Always heels.

Paul noticed. He couldn’t not notice. His gaze kept snagging on my chest, especially when I leaned forward across the table, my breasts swelling toward him as if drawn by gravity alone. The satisfaction that sparked inside me was warm and lazy.

We sat there after eating, talking easily about what we’d explored, what he’d learned, when the doorbell shattered the calm. I laughed, a soft, conspiratorial sound, and told him he’d better answer it. Opening the door dressed like this would give the neighbors something to whisper about for years.

He returned moments later, color rising in his cheeks, eyes darting. 

“My friends,” he said. “I completely forgot. Saturdays—we always hang out. What should I do? Tell them I’m sick or something?” He looked genuinely torn, almost boyish in his misery.

“How long will they be here?” I asked, already calculating. “And what’s the plan?”

“Five… maybe five-thirty,” he said quickly, hope threading his voice. “We’ll probably just watch a movie.”

“Let them stay,” I decided, waving him off before he could protest. “We can pause the teaching. Just don’t mention me. Not yet.” I shooed him toward the stairs, and his relief was unmistakable.

Alone, I glanced down at myself and frowned. To reach the bedroom I’d have to cross the living room, and I was very aware that I was dressed for seduction, not company. But my worry proved unnecessary. The boys headed straight upstairs, laughter already echoing down the hall.

As I cleared the kitchen, an idea bloomed—wicked and perfectly timed. I had a pretty good guess what kind of movie three young men would choose on a Saturday afternoon. I arranged a tray with practiced ease, then slipped back into the closet and transformed myself again.

The maid’s uniform was shameless: a plunging neckline that barely pretended at modesty, a short, flared skirt that exposed more leg than it covered. A push-up bra thrust my breasts forward, full and ripe. I kept the thong. I kept the heels.

I carried the tray down the hall, knocked once on Paul’s bedroom door, and opened it without waiting.

“Hello, boys,” I said brightly, slipping into my most polished, obliging tone. “I’ve brought you some refreshments.” I stepped inside, letting my hips sway as I searched for a place to set the tray.

One of them blinked, then looked at Paul. 

“I didn’t know you had a maid.”

“I’m just filling in,” I said lightly, as if it were the most ordinary thing in the world. “A hired hand while his parents are away.” 

I scanned the room, pretending to look for somewhere sensible to set the tray. Finding none immediately, I placed it on top of the television for a moment. The casing was still warm, confirming my suspicion—they’d killed the power the second I knocked. The video player beneath it hummed softly, stubbornly alive. 

There was a low table nearby that would do perfectly, but it was cluttered with magazines and controllers. I leaned forward to clear it, far more than necessary, aware of exactly what that motion did to my uniform. The skirt crept up, baring the curve of my ass, and I gave it the faintest, deliberate wiggle. Behind me, breath caught—sharp, unguarded sounds that made my lips curve. 

When I “accidentally” dropped one of the items, I bent again, slower this time, letting the neckline gape so my breasts pressed forward, round and unapologetic. I could feel their eyes on me like heat against bare skin. I straightened, set the tray down at last, then leaned once more to adjust it, savoring the way the room seemed to hold its breath. 

As I left, I made sure the door stayed just shy of closed, an invitation so subtle they wouldn’t even realize they’d accepted it. 

Some time later, I returned on silent feet, my heels abandoned, and peered through the narrow opening. My instincts hadn’t failed me. A strip show flickered across the screen, growing more pathetic by the second. The woman on display was heavy, her movements mechanical, her body handled with the kind of boredom that drained any possibility of desire. She was replaced by another, sprawled on a couch with a dildo between her legs, her expression flat, her performance lifeless. When she faked her climax, it was almost insulting. Then the first woman reappeared in a different costume, as if a change of clothes could disguise the emptiness of it all. 

I shook my head. Absolutely not. 

Moving on tiptoe, I slipped fully into the room and stopped just behind them. They were so absorbed, so hungry for something—anything—that they didn’t notice me at first. Even when I shifted my weight, letting them sense rather than see me, they stayed frozen. 

When I finally spoke, they jumped, panic flashing across their faces. In their shock, none of them thought to stop the video. The screen continued to show that excessive body writhing without grace. 

“Boys,” I said calmly, almost kindly, “this is dreadful.” I gestured toward the screen. “You can’t honestly find that exciting. Unless you’re relying very heavily on imagination.” I let the silence stretch, then smiled slowly. “It can be done so much better. Would you like me to show you something far more… inspiring?” 

Their nods came too fast, too eager. 

“Good,” I said, already turning away. “Game room. Fifteen minutes.” 

I left them staring after me, my hips swaying with quiet promise, my smile knowing. They looked as if the world had tipped off its axis—and I had every intention of keeping it that way.

I slipped into the closet and chose my armor for what I intended to give them. The idea had crystallized upstairs in Paul’s room, sharp and delicious, and now it thrummed through me as I dressed. When I was ready, I headed down to the basement, my heels clicking with purpose. The open staircase spilled directly into a wide sitting room, generous and dim, the kind of space that begged for spectacle. At one end, two sofas lounged beside a few cushioned chairs; at the other—almost indecent in its boldness—a large bed waited behind a folding screen. Between them stretched an open floor, empty and expectant, perfect.

I moved quickly, efficiently, setting the chairs into a loose half-moon, positioning them just so. I loaded the tape deck, tested the remote, adjusted the volume until it felt right against my skin. By the time I straightened, smoothing my skirt, I heard footsteps on the stairs. The boys appeared, one after the other, all restless energy and curiosity, and I gestured for them to take their seats.

They scanned the room immediately, eyes searching for a television that wasn’t there. Upstairs, I’d let my words suggest something familiar, something dirty and easy, and now confusion flickered across their faces. What they saw instead was me: a crisp white blouse buttoned to propriety, a long, flowing skirt that concealed more than it revealed, high heels grounding me with quiet authority. I gave nothing away.

I stepped into the open space, lifted the remote, and let the music spill out—low, rhythmic, suggestive. My hips found the beat before anything else, rolling slowly, deliberately. I let the dance build, my body warming, loosening, and only then did my fingers rise to the first button of my blouse. One by one, I freed them, unhurried, the fabric parting inch by inch until it hung open, framing my skin. I reached down and drew the zipper of my skirt slowly, savoring the sound, the tension in the room tightening with each breath.

Their posture changed; I felt it without looking. Attention sharpened, anticipation thickened the air. With a fluid shrug and a twist of my hips, the blouse slid away, the skirt followed, pooling at my feet. The reaction was immediate—whoops, laughter, raw delight—when they saw what I’d been hiding beneath: a cheerleader’s uniform, snug and playful, emblazoned with the name and colors of the local team. Recognition sparked something extra in their cheers, something personal.

I fed on it, letting my movements grow bolder, more vivid. The short skirt flared with every turn, teasing glimpses of thigh, of promise. I reached down and grabbed the pompoms I’d set within easy reach, shaking them as I danced, their soft hiss underscoring the music. I smiled as I moved, slow and knowing, fully aware of every eye locked on me and exactly why they couldn’t look away.

I drifted back toward the nearest of them, close enough that he could feel my warmth, and tipped my head to whisper instructions. My fingers slid to the waistband of the skirt as I told him to lower the zipper of the costume. His hands trembled when he did, and that alone sent a thrill skimming over my skin. The air in the room shifted—thickened—as if all of them had leaned forward at once.

The music carried me again, my hips finding the rhythm as easily as breathing. I hadn’t forgotten a thing from my cheerleading days; the body remembers how to tease, how to snap and sway, how to make every movement promise more than it gives. The pompoms flashed and rustled as I danced, and beneath the costume I wore almost nothing at all—just a narrow thong that left my backside bare, strings biting lightly into my hips, and a bra cut low enough to invite staring, to dare it.

When I felt them watching too intently, I turned my back and let the dance draw me toward the second boy. Without breaking the rhythm, I murmured for him to undo the clasp. The bra loosened with a soft snap. I pressed it to my breasts for a moment, pretending modesty while I rolled my shoulders and let my body speak for me. Then, slowly, deliberately, I let the fabric slide down and fall at my feet.

I faced them again, this time without any pretense at all. My breasts swayed freely as I moved closer, one by one offering them the same intimate view—close enough that they could see every curve, every subtle movement, close enough that their breaths changed. I lingered just long enough for the ache to bloom before pulling away, letting the dance reclaim me.

Turning my back, I reached behind and released the thong with a practiced flick. It slipped away as easily as a secret. The tempo quickened, my body answering it eagerly. I spun and shook, sometimes hiding behind the fluttering pompoms, sometimes parting them just enough to give them flashes of everything—my hips, my sex, the slick heat of me catching the light. Tease and reveal, shield and offer. I knew exactly what I was doing to them.

When the music hit its final note, I flung the pompoms aside and froze in a pose that left nothing to the imagination. I stood there, naked and unapologetic, giving them a full, honest view of me. Their cheers crashed over me, growing louder when I turned slowly and showed them my back, the curve of my ass, the way I arched just slightly.

Then something wicked took hold of me. I bent forward inch by inch, feet sliding apart, giving them an unfiltered view of my sex. The room went silent—utterly still—before erupting again when I straightened and faced them once more, flushed and smiling.

“Well, boys,” I said lightly, my voice still warm from the dance, “how was that? Better than the video, wasn’t it?”

They were quick to reassure me—too quick, tripping over their words as they told me how incredible it was, how I was infinitely better than any woman on a screen. I enjoyed their praise until I noticed one of them struggling to speak, his mouth opening and closing as if the thought refused to come out.

“What is it you’re trying to say?” I prompted gently. “Go on. Say it. I don’t offend easily.”

He swallowed, eyes bright and desperate. “Well… could you… maybe… do it again?” he finally managed. “You were… you were amazing.”

I looked at all of them then—at their obvious arousal, yes, but also at the yearning underneath it. Something soft opened in my chest. I knew I would give them another performance. Just not the same one. No—I wanted to surprise them.

And suddenly, I knew exactly how.

“Alright,” I said at last, letting my smile linger until it felt like a promise, “I’ll give you another performance. But not a replay. Once you know what’s coming, the electricity dies. This one will be different.” I let the pause stretch, savoring the way their attention tightened. “I’ll need a few minutes to get ready. Ten, maybe. Be good while I’m gone.”

I turned toward the stairs, already aware of how closely they were watching, when a mischievous thought tugged me back. I stepped in again, leaned close to Paul, and murmured a few quiet instructions meant only for him. His breath caught. Satisfied, I straightened and walked away, every nerve alive under their gaze. I made a point of letting my hips sway as I climbed, exaggerating the roll of my body, and the reaction below—cheers, low whistles, unfiltered appreciation—told me I’d judged it perfectly. They were bolder now, warmed by the knowledge that I enjoyed their hunger.

In the closet, I changed once more. I’d lost track of how many times I’d slipped in and out of clothes that night. I told myself it was for them, but the truth was more selfish—I loved the ritual, the transformation, the way fabric could become anticipation. The boys might crave my naked skin, but I relished the slow unveiling.

When I returned downstairs, I took my time. I was fully dressed again, a light coat buttoned closed, a handbag resting against my wrist. Paul had done exactly as told: a simple wooden chair now sat in front of their loungers, waiting. I set the bag down with care, then shrugged out of the coat, smoothing it before draping it neatly over the chair’s back. Only then did I turn to face them.

I stepped closer, letting their eyes travel. Beneath the coat I wore a gauzy blouse, sheer enough that there was no hiding the generous curve of my breasts. I held their gaze as I slipped it off, inch by inch, until it slid from my shoulders. My skirt followed, pooling at my feet. I stood there in a bra cut daringly low, lifting and pressing my breasts so they threatened to spill free with every movement. Below, a garter belt hugged my hips, stockings clipped in place—and nothing beneath it.

I shifted my weight, a slow roll of my hips, and felt the delicious bounce of my chest as I moved. Their attention was absolute now, fixed on every sway, every breath. I could feel their desire like heat against my skin, and I let it feed me as I continued, unhurried, in complete control.

I lifted one heel onto the seat of the chair and let my fingers find the clasp at my thigh. With deliberate slowness, I released the first stocking, inching it down my leg as if I were unwrapping myself for them. I didn’t stay still while I did it. I circled the chair, letting my hips sway, letting the angle change so they caught flashes of me—dark curls, slick heat, the promise between my thighs—before I bent to free the other stocking and slid it down just as languidly.

When I straightened, I slipped the garter belt from my hips and let it fall aside. Now there was only the bra left, my breasts lifted high and full, straining softly against the cups. I rocked my hips again, slow and taunting, then turned my back to them. I bent slightly forward, giving them a long, generous look at my ass as I shook it, feeling their hunger like a physical thing against my skin.

Still facing away, I reached behind me and unclasped the bra. It slid down my arms and off—but I didn’t turn around. I denied them that view. Instead, I picked up my handbag and walked away, letting my ass roll with exaggerated confidence, every step a tease.

Behind the folding screen, I set the handbag down on the bed Paul had prepared, the clean sheet crisp and waiting. I tucked my discarded things inside the bag, unhurried, then lifted my head just enough to peer over the top. Their faces were priceless—confused, tense, afraid the curtain had dropped too soon, yet clinging to hope.

“Hey, boys,” I called lightly. “If you want to see more of me, you’ll have to come over here.” I let the silence stretch. “But if you do, you come naked. Seems only fair we’re all on equal footing, don’t you think?”

They’d jumped up at my first words, eagerness written all over them—but now they froze. Desire gave way to surprise, then hesitation. They stood there, caught between wanting and daring.

“Well?” I teased. “My offer won’t last forever. Give it a minute, and I’ll start getting dressed again.”

That did it. Resolve flickered, then settled, and Paul finally moved first. As they began to undress, I lay back on the bed, spreading myself comfortably, anticipation curling low in my belly. I was already aroused, my body responding eagerly to what I knew was coming. My lips felt swollen and sensitive, my clit thickening with attention, warmth gathering until I could feel how wet I was. The lubricant I’d fetched earlier was unnecessary—I was more than ready.

When they came around the screen, they stopped short again. I lay there, legs wide, unapologetic, a large dildo resting in my hand.

“Over here, boys,” I coaxed softly. “Come closer. You’ll want a good look.”

I wasn’t satisfied until I’d drawn them right up to the bed, close enough that there was no mistaking what I was offering—or what I expected next.

I began to work the first dildo with intention, refusing to give them anything less than a spectacle. I wasn’t some detached body on a grainy screen—I was here, breathing, slick, alive. I moved slowly at first, letting them watch the way it disappeared into me, the way my hips rolled to meet it. When the rhythm no longer felt sharp enough, I set it aside and reached for another.

Their sharp intake of breath told me everything before I even looked up.

Yes—this one was obscene. Thick, heavy, unapologetic. I lifted my legs high, opening myself without shame, and showed them exactly how well I knew my own body. The stretch made me groan, my muscles fluttering as I took it inch by inch. I was already trembling with need, my body hot and needy, my clit swollen and aching. It didn’t take long before pleasure tore through me, raw and unstoppable. I cried out as my orgasm ripped free, my whole body shuddering so violently there was no mistaking it—this was real, uncontrolled, and utterly consuming.

When it passed, I collapsed back against the mattress, breathless, a lazy smile curving my mouth. Their gazes devoured me without restraint. I didn’t close my legs. I let them look—at the dampness between my thighs, at the flushed skin, at the evidence of what I’d just done.

After a minute, maybe two, I rolled over and came up onto my hands and knees. The shift alone earned another wave of quiet sounds from them. I reached for two more toys—one slim and sleek, the other fuller, demanding. I met their confused stares and smiled, enjoying the suspense. Understanding dawned slowly, deliciously.

Lowering my chest to the cushions, I braced myself. I needed both hands now. I eased the slender one into my pussy first, slicking it with my wetness before guiding it back. The pressure made me hiss as I pressed steadily, patient, until my body yielded and it slipped inside. Then I took the thicker one and sank it into my cunt, switching it on once it was seated deep. The vibration was powerful, a low hum that traveled straight through me, stealing my breath.

The world narrowed to sensation. I forgot them entirely.

Pleasure built fast and savage, crashing through me until I screamed, my voice breaking as another orgasm tore me open, brighter and more violent than the last.

When awareness returned, I found them staring—awed, rigid with desire, their arousal unmistakable. Something wicked stirred in me.

“You can touch me,” I said softly, invitation threaded with promise. “Go on. I want you to.”

They hesitated, frozen by the sudden permission. I laughed quietly and reached out, catching the hands of Paul’s friends and guiding them to my breasts. They were perfectly placed, one on each side, their palms warm and unsure at first. Paul didn’t need further encouragement. Soon hands were everywhere—stroking, squeezing, exploring me with open wonder.

It felt wonderful. Even more so when I saw their faces—wide-eyed, flushed, stunned by their own boldness. Hard cocks pressed close, undeniable. On impulse, I reached down and wrapped my hands around two of them, giving each a slow, teasing stroke.

The reaction was instant—sharp gasps, disbelief melting into hunger.

I knew I couldn’t keep this up for long. If I did, they’d spill too quickly. And deep inside me, beneath the fading echoes of vibration, something else stirred. A want no toy could ever fully satisfy.

For the first time that night, my body asked for the real thing—and I had every intention of listening.

“Boys… if you want me,” I murmured, letting the words drift out like a dare wrapped in silk, “you can have me.”

Their expressions froze—wide-eyed, stunned, breath caught somewhere between disbelief and hunger. I smiled at them, slow and knowing, then turned my attention to the one on my right, the brave one, the one whose hands had already learned the shape of me.

“You,” I said softly. “Come here. I’ll show you.”

He didn’t hesitate for long. Shock might have claimed his face, but his body had made its decision. I drew him closer, guiding him onto the bed, settling him between my open thighs. I could feel the heat of him before there was anything else—his nerves, his need, the way his whole body trembled with wanting.

“Easy,” I whispered, my hands steady and sure. “Just follow me. Yes… like that.”

I coaxed him forward with murmured encouragement, my body welcoming him inch by delicious inch. When he finally stilled, uncertain, I laughed softly and curved my hands over him, showing him the rhythm, teaching him how to move, how to listen to what I was asking for. The moment it clicked, he gave himself to it completely—eager, unrestrained, intoxicating in his enthusiasm.

It didn’t take long. His control shattered in a rush of breath and sound, pleasure overtaking him so completely it left him boneless above me. I held him there, cradled him through the aftershocks, stroking him gently until he slipped away from me and I guided him aside with a fond caress.

The others hovered close, watching, breathing hard. One of them looked almost nervous now.

I met his gaze. “Your turn,” I said, coaxing rather than commanding. When hesitation made him falter, I reached out, my hand closing around him with practiced ease. That was all it took. His body responded instantly, tension giving way to need.

Again, I helped. Again, I guided. He followed my lead with the same urgency, the same barely contained hunger, and again it ended quickly, with deep sounds of pleasure and release that made my own body hum in response.

When he was done, I sent him away with a gentle push and a smile that promised I’d enjoyed every second.

Then I turned to Paul.

“From behind,” I told him, already moving, rising onto my hands and knees, presenting myself without hesitation. He didn’t need instruction, only a brief touch to guide him where I wanted him. Once he was there, he moved with confidence and intensity that made me gasp, his rhythm strong, deliberate, unafraid.

The others had already left me aching and open, and it didn’t take long before the pressure inside me crested. Pleasure tore through me, sharp and overwhelming, and when he followed—our breaths tangled, our timing nearly perfect—it felt like the only possible ending.

I perched on the edge of the bed, watching the three of them with a lazy, satisfied smile. They were glowing—loose-limbed, flushed, grinning like boys who’d just discovered a delicious secret. They told me how incredible it had been, how every moment had felt unreal, and I let their praise wash over me. Of course I believed them. Their eyes said everything.

I wandered upstairs to clean myself up, unhurried, luxuriating in the pleasant heaviness between my thighs. The staircase was open, and I didn’t bother covering myself. If anything, I let my hips sway a little more than necessary as I climbed, aware of how the curve of my ass and the sway of my breasts would look from below. It wasn’t an invitation—just a quiet, indulgent display.

In the bathroom I lingered, splashing water on my skin, smoothing my hair, enjoying the calm afterglow. I wasn’t planning on anything else. By the time I emerged, I assumed the boys would be gone, tucked back into their lives now that it was close to five.

Paul’s room was empty.

A flicker of surprise ran through me. Shrugging, I decided to head down to the basement to gather the clothes I’d left behind. As I descended the stairs, the air shifted. At the bottom, three pairs of eyes were fixed on me, wide and intent, drinking me in without apology.

Their attention did something to me—something instinctive. My steps slowed, my shoulders eased back, my body moving with a softness that hadn’t been planned but came naturally under their gaze.

“Hi, boys,” I said lightly. “You’re still here? I thought you’d be on your way home by now.”

The bold one—the same who’d always been quickest to look, quickest to touch—cleared his throat. “We were waiting,” he said. “To thank you.” He hesitated, then added, a little less sure, “And… to ask you something.”

I arched a brow, amused. “You’re welcome. It was a pleasure, truly.” I let the silence stretch, then smiled. “So what is it you want to ask?”

He stumbled over his words at first, glancing at his friends for courage before finding it. “We were wondering if… if you could do it again. It was—” He swallowed. “It was really lovely. We mean… fuck us again. Please.”

I laughed softly, letting the sound curl through the room. “That’s quite a request.” My eyes drifted downward deliberately, taking in the state of them. “Are you sure you’re up for it? Because from where I’m standing, you don’t exactly look ready.” I giggled, openly teasing as I noted their cocks, only half-awake now.

“We are,” he insisted quickly. “At least—I am. If you help me.” His voice steadied. “Paul told us you know how to do that. How to get him hard.”

“Oh?” I tilted my head, intrigued despite myself. “You want my help getting hard enough to go again?” I let my fingers brush the air between us. “I suppose I could lend a hand. A little stroking, maybe.”

He shook his head, a shy smile tugging at his mouth. “He said you have another way. With your mouth. He said it worked really fast.”

Heat bloomed low in my belly. “Did he now?” I murmured. “Well… he isn’t wrong. It does tend to be very effective.” I paused just long enough to let the anticipation sharpen. “All right. Let’s see what it does for you.”

I lowered myself in front of him, the cool of the floor against my knees, the warmth of his body so close. I took him into my mouth, slow and deliberate, showing him exactly how much attention a mouth can give. I felt him respond almost immediately, thickening, growing heavier against my tongue.

That transformation—the way a man swells and stiffens under my lips—has always thrilled me. Feeling him come alive in my mouth sent a rush through me, wet and insistent, and I hummed softly as I worked, savoring every second of his need awakening.

“Well,” I murmured, lifting my head and letting his thickening length slip free from my lips, a slow string of saliva connecting us for a heartbeat, “good as new. And very pretty, too.” I met his eyes, heavy-lidded and hungry. “Come on then. Let’s put it to use.”

I rose and led him toward the bed with an easy sway of my hips, deliberately unhurried, giving him time to watch the way my body moved. I settled into position, opening myself, already warm and ready, memory and need blurring together.

“Can I… can I do it the way Paul did?” he asked, voice steadier than before as he hovered close. “From behind. Doggy style, I think that’s what you called it.”

I didn’t answer with words. I just smiled over my shoulder, slow and inviting, then turned and dropped to all fours, presenting myself without shame. That was all the encouragement he needed. He stepped in close, eager hands on my hips, though he fumbled a little, needing my fingers to guide him, to show him exactly where to press. The moment the blunt head of his cock pushed inside me, tentative and then surer, his breath hitched—and then he was moving.

He surprised me. Once he found the rhythm, he fucked me with a natural instinct, strokes growing deeper, more confident. The bed creaked softly beneath us, the sound mixing with his breathing and my low moans. He lasted longer this time, longer than I’d expected, long enough to make my body tighten and climb, though not quite enough to send me over the edge. Still, it was close—deliciously close.

When he finally pulled free, flushed and spent, I turned my attention to the second boy, who was watching with naked anticipation.

“Do you want a turn too?” I asked him softly, curling a finger in invitation once the first had stepped aside. “If you do, come here. Let me see if I can get you into proper fighting shape.”

He didn’t hesitate for a second. I welcomed him between my lips, the familiar weight and heat filling my mouth again, and I took my time, enjoying the way his body reacted, the way his cock firmed and swelled under my attention. When he was fully ready, I shifted back onto the bed, settling on all fours, assuming he’d want to follow the same script as the others.

But he surprised me.

“I was wondering…” he said, almost shyly. “Could you be on top? Like… cowgirl. Paul said that’s what it’s called. It sounds… nice.”

I laughed softly, pleased by the change. “Lie down,” I told him.

He did as he was told, and I straddled him, guiding his hard length to my entrance and sinking down onto him in one smooth motion. I’d meant to hurry, afraid he might lose himself too quickly—but I’d misjudged him. The sensation was wonderful, deep and full, and my body, already primed, responded instantly. I rolled my hips, riding him, chasing my own pleasure, and it didn’t take long before my orgasm tore through me, sharp and satisfying.

After that, I slowed, easing my movements, lifting and lowering myself with care, giving him space to breathe, to last. The strategy worked. When he finally came, it was powerful, his release pulsing inside me, and my body answered him, my second climax blooming right on the heels of his.

“Save it for later,” I whispered to Paul when he stepped forward, waiting his turn as I slid off his friend and stood on the floor, legs still a little unsteady. I leaned close to him, letting my promise brush his ear. “I have plans for tonight.”

I left them after that, hugging each of them, murmuring praise, letting them know just how well they’d done—very well indeed, especially for first timers. “And don’t forget me,” I added with a smile.

This time, when I returned from the bathroom, the boys were gone. Paul was stretched out on his bed, resting. I went downstairs to tidy up, enjoying the quiet, the lingering arousal, the thrill of moving naked through a house that wasn’t mine. When I’d finished, I carried the clothes back upstairs and lay down, letting sleep take me.

I woke an hour later refreshed and deeply satisfied. The afternoon had been everything I’d hoped for. The teasing, the performances, the sex—all of it had been splendid. And judging by the looks on their faces, the boys had enjoyed it just as much.

Dinner, I decided, was the next civilized step—though civilization felt like a thin veneer at this point. First, a deliberate pause in the walk-in closet. I let my fingers trail over fabric before settling on a black strapless dress, elegant and unapologetically short. It wasn’t mine originally—one size too small—and that made it perfect. The material hugged me like a secret, tight over my hips, the hem skimming dangerously close to the curve of my ass.

Under it, I chose a half-cup bra that barely pretended to contain me. My breasts looked lush, lifted, on the brink of escape. Stockings followed, smooth and sensual against my legs, held up firmly, and then my heels—high, sharp, unmistakable. No panties. Of course not. The thrill of it wasn’t really for anyone else. It was the private electricity humming through me as I moved, the awareness of my own body primed and waiting.

I cooked while dressed like that, barefoot on cool tile, heat from the stove brushing my skin. I set the table in the large dining room and felt an unexpected satisfaction settle into me. I liked this—playing house, moving with purpose, feeding someone. The domesticity carried its own quiet eroticism.

When the food was almost ready, I went to wake Paul. He followed me downstairs, still a little foggy with sleep, and then he really saw me. His eyes widened, openly, beautifully. The reaction pleased me more than I expected.

Dinner was easy, warm, unhurried. We talked, ate, laughed softly. Afterward, we cleared the kitchen together, shoulders brushing, hands occasionally colliding in the sink. I didn’t rush him. I didn’t need to.

Only when the last surface gleamed did I step into his space. I wrapped my arms around him and gently pressed his head down until his face nestled between my breasts, already full and aching under the bra. My voice was low when I told him to come to his parents’ bedroom in fifteen minutes.

Then I turned and walked upstairs, letting my hips sway just enough to be noticed.

In my room, I shed the dress, the bra, the stockings—everything. They stayed where they fell. I wouldn’t be needing them again tonight.

From the bedside table, I picked up the condoms. I had seen them earlier—two, carefully placed, intentional. The message had been unmistakable. Show him how. Not too many times. Most of the time, let him feel you bare. This would be the beginning. The condoms were thin, expensive, almost delicate, promising sensation without fear.

I carried them into the master bedroom and didn’t bother with the closet. Naked, I smoothed the sheets, arranged the pillows, then pulled the drapes aside. The mirrors revealed themselves, tall and unforgiving, the lighting soft but precise. My body was reflected back at me from every angle—no shadows to hide in, no lies.

I climbed onto the bed and began to move, slowly, experimentally. I shifted positions, turned, arched, watched myself react. Finally, I lay back and lifted my legs, spreading them wide.

The sight stole my breath.

For the first time, I was seeing myself the way a man would—inviting, open, vulnerable and powerful all at once. I watched how my thighs parted, how my sex responded, how subtle changes in the tilt of my hips made everything open or close, welcome or resist. I had always known this in my body. Seeing it made the knowledge visceral, intoxicating. Heat flooded me, sharp and deep.

I was so absorbed that I didn’t notice him at first.

Then I did.

Paul stood in the doorway, utterly still, eyes dark, fixed on me and my reflection. Judging by the tension in his posture, he’d been there long enough to see everything. Long enough to want.

I smiled and crooked my fingers.

“Come here, Paul,” I said softly. “Lie with me. Look at us in the mirrors.” 

I shifted slightly, letting the light catch me just right. 

“Isn’t it incredible?”

He bounced onto the mattress with boyish eagerness, and I drew him into me, letting the moment stretch. We lay tangled together, skin warming skin, breathing syncing, until his tension softened and curiosity replaced it. Only then did I guide his hands and attention where I wanted them, showing him patiently how to roll the condom on, explaining with quiet confidence. I made him try with one from my own stash—I wanted the ones his mother had left untouched, waiting for another time. He listened carefully, serious and focused, and when he finally managed it right, pride flashed across his face.

That was when we truly began, unhurried and deliberate. The mirrors caught everything. I watched as he explored me first with his mouth and hands, learning the rhythms of my body, discovering how easily I opened for him when he took his time. My pleasure built until it spilled over, my reflection fractured by pleasure. Only then did he sheath himself and ease into me, inch by careful inch. I studied the sight of it—my body accepting him, my legs shifting to welcome him deeper, the angle changing with every subtle movement. Sometimes I lay back with my thighs open, sometimes I shifted, rolled, lifted, all of it reflected back at me. When he finally came, he buried himself fully, holding nothing back, and the force of his release dragged another orgasm from me, sharp and overwhelming.

Afterward, I slipped the condom from him with practiced care, checking it thoroughly before tying it off neatly, containing every drop. I set it aside and pulled him close again, letting him rest against me. We talked softly, about nothing important, my fingers tracing idle patterns on his back. I wanted more—wanted to see myself again, to feel that hunger return—and I could tell by the way his body responded that it wouldn’t take long.

A short doze was all he needed. When he stirred, alert and responsive, I let my touch grow more intentional. I took him into my mouth slowly, and in the mirror I watched my lips part, watched myself draw him in and release him again. The sight alone thrilled me. His cock hardened fully, insistently, until it pressed deeper, nudging the back of my throat. The satisfaction of it made me smile around him.

Once I was sure he had control, I decided to show him something new. I reclined against the pillows and guided him to straddle my chest. He hesitated, uncertain, until I framed my breasts with my hands, pressing them together and inviting him forward. His tip slid between them, slicked by his own need, and he began to move, mesmerized. I met him halfway, flicking my tongue over him when he pushed close enough, both of us breathing faster. I let him enjoy it for a while—I enjoyed it too—but before he lost himself completely, I stopped him. My body was demanding more.

Before we changed positions, I finished the lesson I had planned, showing him how I could roll the condom onto him using only my mouth. His sharp inhale told me he’d never forget it.

Then I turned onto my hands and knees and invited him to take me again. From behind, and then shifting, changing angles, letting him explore. The mirrors showed everything—the slide of him into me, the way my body opened and clenched, the rhythm we found together. Watching it made me ache deliciously. His endurance surprised me; he held on far longer than before, long enough to bring me over the edge more than once before he finally surrendered.

When it was over, I removed the condom with the same careful attention as before. This time, I smiled to myself. I had exactly what I needed—proof, in every sense, that the lesson had been thoroughly taught.

Paul was wrung out in the most delicious way, exactly as a man should be after giving himself so thoroughly. I brushed my fingers through his hair and sent him off to sleep, watching him stumble away with that soft, spent smile. I stayed behind on the wide bed, luxuriating in the aftermath. I traced my own curves with my eyes, sprawled on my back, then rolled onto my knees, arching and pushing my hips back, admiring the way my ass still held the memory of his grip. My body felt used, cherished, beautifully undone. Eventually, the heaviness pulled me under too.

He didn’t come seeking me at dawn. I smiled to myself when I noticed—he’d earned his rest. After the way he’d taken me again and again the day before, I couldn’t fault him for sleeping in.

As I moved around the kitchen preparing breakfast, my mind wandered ahead. He’d learned so much already; he’d practiced eagerly, absorbed every lesson with that hungry focus of his. Still, there were refinements left, and repetition mattered. Skill grew with use. Perfection demanded rehearsal.

When Paul finally appeared and sat down to eat, his gaze lingered on me with open appreciation. I had dressed for Sunday breakfast, as tradition demanded—though my idea of “dressed” might have raised eyebrows in a more conservative household. The fabric clung and revealed, sheer and tight, barely long enough to qualify as a dress at all. A red push-up bra strained beneath it, deliberately too small, and a thong was the only concession beneath. Proper? Hardly. Effective? Judging by the way he swallowed, absolutely.

After we finished eating and cleared the kitchen together, I caught his eye and held it.

“Feel like having some fun?” I asked, not bothering to soften the invitation.

His face lit instantly, boyish and unmistakable.

“Good,” I said. “I want to try that hot tub in your parents’ bathroom. You’ll have to show me how it works—I’m helpless.”

He didn’t waste a second, leading the way to the enormous bathroom with its gleaming surfaces: the oversized tub, twin sinks, the grand shower, all of it faintly echoing with promise. He turned on the water and looked at me expectantly.

I only smiled and stayed exactly where I was.

It took him a moment, then understanding dawned. His hands came to me, tentative at first, then more confident as he undressed me piece by piece, lingering, caressing, learning my body again through touch. Naked, warm, already humming, we stepped into the tub together. He showed me the controls, the dials, how the jets could be angled and adjusted. I felt the water come alive around me and laughed softly when the first pulse of pleasure shivered through my thighs.

“Where does your mother usually sit?” I asked, all innocence, though my mind was already ahead of my words.

“Well… we don’t use it together anymore,” he said, a faint flush coloring his cheeks. “But before—when my father wasn’t home—she always sat there.” He pointed to one of the molded seats.

I slid into it and turned the jets on fully.

The sensation stole my breath. I’d guessed right—perfectly right. The stream struck exactly where I needed it, firm and relentless, and with a small shift of my hips I could guide it, tease myself, deepen the pressure. Heat spread fast, coiling low in my belly, my breaths turning shallow as the pleasure mounted. I closed my eyes, gave myself over to it, and it didn’t take long at all before the release crashed through me, sharp and sweet, leaving me trembling in the churning water.

When awareness drifted back into my body, the first thing I noticed was Paul. He hadn’t moved an inch. He stood at the edge of the tub, eyes fixed on me, dark with understanding and unmistakable hunger. A slow, crooked smile curved his mouth—proud, knowing. And there was no hiding what the sight of me had done to him. He was fully aroused, thick and ready, his desire written plainly across his body.

I laughed softly, still floating in that loose, boneless haze. “Have you ever seen your mother lose herself like that?” I teased, half joking, half curious.

He didn’t even hesitate. “Yes. More than once.” His voice was calm, but there was amusement in it. “Back then I didn’t really understand what was happening. I just knew she was… gone. Like she’d slipped somewhere else entirely. She moaned, cried out. Completely carried away.” His gaze dipped back to me. “Just like you were.”

I smiled, unabashed. “This tub is dangerous,” I said lazily. “And I don’t intend to be done with it yet. Come here. Get in with me.”

I shifted my body, turning and rising onto my knees, leaning forward over the smooth edge of the tub. The water lapped at my thighs as I rocked slightly, testing the angles, searching. When one of the jet streams found exactly what it wanted, I gasped and stilled, then adjusted just enough to keep it there.

“Perfect,” I murmured, breath already unsteady. “I’m ready for you. Take me from behind.”

There was no need to encourage him further. I was already trembling, my body sensitized, open. The pulsing water had me halfway undone, and the anticipation of him sliding into me pushed me right to the edge. As soon as he filled me—hot, hard, and deep—I cried out, the sensation detonating through me. I came instantly, my body clenching around him, waves rolling through me again and again.

He moved with confidence now, thrusting into me while his hands explored my chest, cupping my breasts, teasing, pinching my nipples just hard enough to make me gasp. He had learned me well. The jet stream worked my clit relentlessly, a steady, merciless rhythm that kept dragging me back under. I lost count of how many times I came, each one close on the heels of the last.

Eventually, through the fog, a thought surfaced. There was more to try.

“Wait,” I breathed, reaching back to still him. “Don’t finish yet. I want something else.”

He pulled out reluctantly, and I guided him toward a deeper, sculpted seat in the tub. When he settled there, solid and waiting, I lowered myself onto him again, this time facing away, taking him slowly but completely inside me. I reached for the controls, adjusting the jets until one struck me just right, a direct, unrelenting caress where I needed it most.

I rode him in short, controlled movements, careful not to lose the precise pressure of the water. In return, I tightened around him deliberately, letting my muscles ripple and squeeze, teasing him with every inch of control I had. I came again—once, then again—until I felt his body tense beneath mine, his breathing turning rough.

That was when I gave myself over to him completely, using everything I knew to take him with me. He came hard, each pulse deep inside me, his groan raw and unrestrained. The sensation tipped me over once more, my own climax chasing his by only a heartbeat.

When it was over, I let myself sink back against him, heavy and sated, keeping him inside me for as long as I could. I dialed the jets down to a gentler flow, the water now a soothing afterglow instead of a demand. Paul’s arms came around me, his hands slow and tender as he stroked my skin, and I closed my eyes, savoring the warmth, the closeness, and the long, delicious echo of what we’d done.

Eventually his body softened, his fullness easing out of me inch by languid inch until he slipped free. I turned in his lap, straddling him now, and drew him into a slow, affectionate kiss—no hunger this time, just warmth and satisfaction. I told him how good I felt, how utterly content I was, and meant every word.

When we finally left the tube, I shooed him away with a smile. I told him to take the time until a late lunch for himself—sleep, drift, do absolutely nothing if he wanted. He looked deliciously wrung out, the kind of exhaustion earned honestly. I watched him go, pleased by it.

I returned to the tube alone. My body felt loose and buoyant, soothed by rest, fed by a good breakfast, and thoroughly spoiled by an exceptional fuck. Still, curiosity tugged at me. I wanted more—not of him this time, but of the tube itself.

I moved through it slowly, experimenting, shifting my weight, adjusting the jets, letting water and pressure discover me in new ways. I found sweet spots I hadn’t noticed before, angles that made my breath hitch, rhythms that coaxed my body open again and again. A few more gentle, indulgent orgasms rolled through me before I finally admitted I’d exhausted my imagination for the moment.

Afterward I showered, letting the water rinse me clean, but I didn’t dress. Instead, I wandered naked through the house, savoring the private thrill of bareness in unfamiliar rooms. The air against my skin felt intimate, conspiratorial. I made a point of checking the basement, restoring order after yesterday’s pleasures, smiling to myself as I did.

In the kitchen, I opened the fridge and surveyed the generous supplies, mentally composing a meal. Before I started, though, I detoured to the closet and then my room. I wanted to dress—after a fashion. I chose a chef’s dress, amused by the appropriateness, though “dress” was generous. It was more like an apron: scandalously short, open at the sides, nothing at the back but straps over my shoulders and hips, tied with an oversized bow. Beneath it, only a thong, its straps cresting my hips and vanishing between my cheeks, and fishnet stay-ups that framed my bare ass shamelessly. I caught my reflection and smiled. I looked wicked. I felt even better.

Lunch was light and elegant, something fresh and indulgent. Paul came down while I was midway through cooking. The look on his face made my chest swell with pride. I straightened, then slowly turned in a full, deliberate circle, giving him every angle. He hardened instantly.

“Easy,” I said softly, grinning as I kissed his cheek. “Lunch is almost ready. There will be plenty of time later.” I gestured to a chair. “Sit.”

We ate together, talking easily about the weekend, about what we’d done to each other. He asked questions—eager, curious—and I answered them generously, embellishing where it pleased me. I told him what he’d done right, where he could grow, how to listen better with his hands and body. I could tell the lessons had taken root already. He wasn’t just becoming competent; he was becoming skilled. Better than decent. Dangerous, even.

When we finished, I gathered the leftovers and slid them into the fridge, stacked the dishes into the machine, and cleared the table with efficient ease, already anticipating what might come next.

“Well then,” I said lightly, brushing my fingers over the cleared table as if ticking off a list. “Everything seems properly… handled. Do you remember what she told you about why I’m here? About what you were meant to learn from me?” I tilted my head, watching his face. “Have I lived up to those expectations? Or is there something I haven’t shown you yet?” 

I let the silence stretch, then smiled slowly. “If I remember correctly, you were instructed to explore every part of me. Every opening. Tell me—have you?” My voice stayed casual, almost teasing. “Or is there somewhere your cock hasn’t been yet?”

He swallowed, color creeping into his cheeks. “Well… no. I mean—maybe. I’m not really sure,” he said, words tangling over each other. “There might be one. But it seems… too small.”

“Oh?” I asked, amused, deliberately innocent. “Which one would that be? Say it out loud. Don’t hold back now.”

“My… your ass,” he admitted finally, barely above a whisper. “It’s tight, isn’t it? Too tight to take a cock. I think.”

I laughed softly, shaking my head. “You’re right—and wrong at the same time.” I leaned closer so he couldn’t miss my smile. “Yes, it’s tight. Deliciously so. But not too tight for a hard cock that knows what it’s doing.” My tone shifted, warmer, more instructive. “It takes patience. Preparation. A woman might feel a sting at first—but if you do it properly, there’s pleasure threaded through it. Deep, intense pleasure.” I straightened. “I’ll show you. Stay right here.”

I hurried upstairs, already warm with anticipation, and returned moments later with what I needed tucked discreetly in my hand.

“Let’s see,” I said with a playful giggle, “if there’s another way those old stories you’ve heard might have been born from screams.” I stepped closer and met his eyes. “Undress me.”

He didn’t hesitate. His fingers went straight for the bow, loosening the straps until the little excuse for a dress slid down my body. The thong followed, whispering over my hips to the floor. His hands found my breasts, cupping them reverently, his mouth closing over my nipples, licking, sucking until my breath hitched.

“Enough,” I murmured after a moment, pushing gently at his shoulders. “Your turn.”

I arranged the cushions I’d brought onto the tabletop—one firm wedge beneath my ass, another thick and soft for my head. I wanted the angle just right. I wanted to see his face when he entered me. Then I climbed up, settled onto my back, and opened myself to him without shame, thighs spread wide.

“Come here,” I said softly. “Touch me. Prepare me. Make me burn.” My eyes held his. “That part matters even more for what comes next.”

He dove in eagerly, mouth and hands everywhere at once, kissing, licking, learning. I was already primed, and it didn’t take long before pleasure crested hard and fast, tearing a cry from my throat as my body arched beneath him.

When I finally sank back against the cushions, trembling, he stood there staring at me.

“That sound,” he said slowly, almost dazed. “It’s like the ones I’ve heard in those stories. Maybe not exactly the same—but close.” He hesitated, then added, a little shaken, “Do you really think… it happened like this? Right here on this table?”

“Why not?” I shrugged, a lazy smile curving my mouth. “You told me yourself you’d heard her cry out more than once. I doubt they limited themselves to a single routine—people who want pleasure learn to vary it.” I let the teasing linger, then let my tone soften, darken. “But that’s enough reminiscing. You’ve done a beautiful job waking me up. I’m aching for you inside my ass now.”

I reached for the bottle and pressed it into his hand. “Be generous. Coat me properly.” I felt the cool slickness as he followed my instruction, spreading it where I wanted him. “Good. Now slide into my pussy first—have a little fun, let yourself get coated. You’ll feel how wet I am. I’m more than ready.”

Paul stepped closer. I braced my feet against the table’s corners, grounding myself, easing my hips toward the edge so my ass was offered up just right. The cushion lifted me perfectly for what was coming, even if it put my cunt at an awkward angle for him. That didn’t stop him. He pushed in, and the strange tilt sent sparks through me, sharp and delicious. He began to thrust, and my body answered immediately, greedily.

“Yes—oh God, yes,” I breathed, my fingers curling into the fabric beneath me. “That’s it. And this is only the beginning. There’s so much more waiting.”

I drew him back with a gentle hand. “Now—next step. Pull out. Set yourself at my asshole, but don’t force it. Not yet. Just rest there.” I watched his focus, the careful control in his body. “That’s perfect. Now ease in—only a little. Hold it. Let me open for you.” My breath stuttered, then steadied. “Again, just a bit more. Slow. Let my muscles learn you.”

The pressure built, intense but controlled, a stretching burn that quickly melted into something heady. “Yes… there. Your tip’s inside now.” I smiled at the sight of him, caught and claimed. “Feel how tight I am around you? Of course you do. It’s incredible, isn’t it? Now—deeper, but gently. That’s it. Little by little. Don’t rush me.”

He listened, every movement careful, reverent. My body yielded, inch by inch, until I took him fully, his cock seated deep inside me. I exhaled, long and satisfied, the last edge of discomfort gone, replaced by a thick, pulsing pleasure.

The cushion beneath my head was perfect; I could see everything, guide him with a glance or a word, and he followed me flawlessly. When he was buried to the hilt, it felt shockingly good—full, intimate, right.

“Now you can move,” I told him softly. “Just like you would in my cunt, but start slow. Long strokes. You’ll know when you can take more, when you can go harder.” I let my body relax around him, savoring the fullness. “Enjoy it,” I murmured. “I am.”

That was the point, after all. Pleasure. Shared, trusted, deliberate. I loved the feeling of a cock in my ass when it belonged to someone I could guide—and someone who listened.

Paul began to move, tentative at first, his body still learning the rhythm. He drew back slowly until only the crown of him remained held by me, then pressed forward again, careful, deliberate. Over and over he did it, each glide a little surer than the last, his thrusts gradually deepening, strengthening, finding confidence. I watched his face, the way astonishment bloomed into pleasure, and it thrilled me to witness his discovery—how his own delight mirrored what I was feeling.

For me, it was bliss. Trust loosened everything inside me, melted any last resistance. I surrendered to the table, to the heat of him filling me so perfectly, to the instinctive way he moved without needing guidance. He was inside me exactly as I liked—unhurried, attentive, present. Sensation coiled tighter and tighter until it snapped. Pleasure tore through me, raw and unstoppable, and I cried out as my body shattered in a hard, screaming climax.

“Yes—God—just like that… just like I remember hearing,” Paul blurted, stopping abruptly, shock flickering across his face. Then understanding dawned, and his expression split into a wide, triumphant grin. I smiled back at him, languid and satisfied.

“Oh, Paul, my sweet,” I murmured. “That was incredible. You feel so natural inside me—so right. It’s almost impossible to believe this is your first time.” The praise wasn’t indulgence; it was simple truth.

While he waited, letting me drift back into myself, clarity returned. I realized how completely I’d let go, how selfishly I’d taken my pleasure. And now, I wanted to give.

“Paul, pull out for me,” I said softly. He hesitated, confused, but obeyed. I reached back to reassure him at once. “It was wonderful. Truly. But I want to show you something else.”

I slid off the table and repositioned myself, leaning forward over it, presenting myself openly, my body inviting him back. 

“Come back to me,” I said, glancing over my shoulder as I arched slightly. “Ease into me again. I trust you to be gentle.” The smile I gave him was full and sincere. That trust settled deep inside me—and then thought disappeared altogether.

His hands closed around my hips, firm and grounding. I felt the warm touch of him at my entrance, steady and patient. He pressed carefully, the tip slipping past the tight ring that clenched around him, holding him for a breath before yielding. With subtle, controlled movements, he worked his way in, inch by inch, until I had taken all of him. I stayed silent, because there was nothing to correct—he knew exactly what to do.

When I finally relaxed fully around him, he began to move again. Slow at first, then building, his thrusts growing stronger, more assured, until he was fucking me with a confident, delicious intensity. Once more I let go, sinking into sensation, into trust, into the simple, overwhelming pleasure of being taken. There was nothing to teach, nothing to say. I only felt—and it was exquisite.

This time I took my ascent more slowly, savoring every inch of him as he worked inside me. I let the rhythm stretch, teasing my own body with the delicious friction, feeling how deeply he filled me. His hands roamed while he thrust—warm palms sliding over my stomach, up to my breasts. He lingered there, rolling my nipples between his fingers, pinching them just hard enough to send sharp little sparks straight down to my core. I moaned, my body answering him without restraint.

I tried to read him, to sense when he might be close, hoping we could fall apart together. But something in him had shifted when we changed positions—his breathing steadier now, his urgency tempered. He wasn’t there yet. I could feel it.

And then, without warning, I crested. The tension snapped all at once. At the exact moment I reached the top, Paul drove into me with a sudden flurry of deep, punishing thrusts, and it was too much—in the most exquisite way. The pleasure detonated, tearing through me. I cried out as another brutal orgasm crushed me from the inside. He felt it immediately, felt the way my body clamped down around him, and he buried himself as deep as he could, holding still, pressing into me while the aftershocks rolled through. His hands softened, stroking me gently, grounding me while I came back to myself.

When my breath finally returned, I asked him again to pull out. I couldn’t see his face this time, but I felt his quick obedience as his cock slid free of me. I straightened and turned to him, wrapping my arms around his shoulders, drawing him close. His erection was still firm, nudging insistently against my belly, warm and alive.

“Do you want to try something else?” I murmured against his mouth.

His body answered before he did—his cock thickened instantly, pressing harder into me. I smiled. That was all the confirmation I needed.

“Then lie back on the table,” I told him softly. “Put the pillow under your head. I want you to watch what I’m about to do to you.” The table was more than large enough for what I had planned.

He moved at once, stretching out as instructed. I stood over him for a moment, taking in the sight, then wrapped my hand around his cock, stroking him slowly until his erection was fully renewed. I slicked him generously, making sure he was ready for me.

Then I climbed up, straddling him. Guiding him with my hand, I lined his cock up with my ass and lowered myself with deliberate slowness. My body opened easily now, welcoming him without resistance, the muscle yielding as I sank down onto him. Paul couldn’t look away—his gaze fixed on the place where he disappeared inside me, eyes wide with awe. When I finally seated myself fully on him, I paused, letting him feel every inch of where he was.

I intended to give him something unforgettable.

I began to ride him, lifting and lowering myself in an unhurried rhythm, letting the movement build. Sometimes I stopped completely, clenching around him, squeezing him deep inside me just to hear the sharp inhale he couldn’t suppress. The expression on his face was priceless—pure shock, pure pleasure. I kept going until I felt his control start to fray, his body tightening beneath me. Then, abruptly, I lifted myself up, letting his cock slip free with a wet little sound.

I gave him a moment to breathe, to steady himself. Then I shifted again, lowering into a squat over him. Once more I guided the head of his cock to my opening and sank down, impaling myself with a smooth, practiced motion. The angle sent a new, delicious sensation rippling through me, and I reveled in it, riding him like that for a long while. I took my time, enjoying not just what he did to my body, but the utterly undone look on his face as I fucked him, fully aware of exactly how good he felt inside me.

But I wasn’t finished with him yet. Desire curled in me, sly and insistent. I lifted myself again, not granting him more than a breath to recover, then turned smoothly and took him back inside me facing his feet. The shift made his breath catch. I knew exactly what he could see now—how his thickness stretched me open, how my body yielded and then clenched greedily around him. I began to ride him again, rolling my hips, sliding my knees back and forth so the angle kept changing, each movement milking him in a new way. This time I didn’t tease him with pauses. I kept going, relentless, until I felt that unmistakable tension coil through him. When he was right there, trembling, I eased my rhythm just enough to bring myself with him—and we broke together, the climax ripping through us in a shattering rush, my cries tangling with his rough, helpless groans.

His cock softened quickly afterward, slipping free of me as my body released him. It made perfect sense; he’d been worked hard, used thoroughly, and he’d given me everything he had. I slid off the table and went to him, cupping his face, kissing him slow and deep. His arms wrapped around me, his hands roaming my back and settling possessively on my ass, still warm, still sensitive.

I needed to clean myself, feeling his spend slowly trickle from me as I moved. When I returned to the kitchen, he was gone. I found him sprawled naked on his bed, already drifting into sleep, his body loose and spent. Pride swelled in my chest. On impulse, I bent and pressed a soft kiss to his now-limp cock, even drawing it briefly into my mouth. I wasn’t trying to wake him or stir him again—there was no hunger in it, only tenderness. The same deep, protective warmth from our first time together flooded me, fierce and unexpectedly gentle.

I let him sleep and went back to my room. I dressed, folded my things, and laid out every piece of clothing I’d borrowed, neat and deliberate, just as Blenda had instructed. Last of all, I placed the used condoms on the bedside table, unhidden, unmistakable. She would understand exactly how thoroughly they’d been put to use.

I returned to Paul and stood watching him for a long while, my emotions thick and steady. When I leaned down to kiss him, he stirred and kissed me back, drowsy and sweet. The disappointment flickered across his face when he realized I was fully dressed, back in my own clothes.

“It’s time for me to go,” I said softly. “Your family will be home soon, and they’re not expecting me. Your father would be… surprised, to say the least.” I brushed my thumb along his cheek. “You’ve learned a great deal these days. I expect you to make me proud. You won’t have to worry about girls anymore—I’m sure I’ll hear them singing your praises. We’ll see each other again soon enough. I’ll be visiting Malena, staying the night, like I’ve done so many times before.”

I kissed him one last time, lingering just enough to make it hurt, and then I left.

Blenda called me the very next day, already by lunchtime.

“I need you to come see me today—no excuses. You have to tell me exactly what happened this weekend.” Blenda’s voice came fast and breathless through the phone, already charged with urgency. “One of Paul’s friends’ mothers rang me this morning. She said her son came home Saturday afternoon… different. Quieter. Changed. She’s convinced something significant happened in our house.” A sharp inhale. “She has an appointment with me tomorrow, and I need to know precisely what I’m going to say. I’m free from four o’clock. Be in my office then.”

She didn’t wait for pleasantries. The line went dead the instant I told her I’d be there.

When I stepped into her office later that afternoon, she closed the door behind me with deliberate care, as if sealing us into a private world. She settled into her chair, crossed her legs slowly, and fixed me with that knowing, hungry look. 

“Start at the beginning,” she said. “From the moment you walked into my house. Don’t skip anything.”

So I didn’t.

I found myself reliving it all as I spoke—every glance, every charged silence, every decision that tipped into something more. The memories unfurled vividly, and with them the heat, the thrill, the ache low in my body. I surprised myself by how much I enjoyed revisiting it, searching for details I hadn’t even known I’d stored away. Blenda didn’t just listen; she participated. She interrupted often, leaning forward, asking questions that sharpened the images, that pushed me to describe not just what happened, but how it felt.

When I reached our first time in the kitchen, I didn’t spare her the irony. I told her how Paul, later that same evening, finally understood why his mother’s weekend mornings were so often punctuated by sharp cries echoing off those very walls.

She laughed softly, then tilted her head. “Weren’t you afraid you’d be caught?” I asked. “One of them could’ve come downstairs to see what was going on.”

Her smile was slow and confident. “Not for a second. There were three reasons. First—young people sleep like the dead on weekends. You could set off an alarm and they wouldn’t stir. Second, I wouldn’t have minded at all if they discovered that their parents still loved each other with their bodies, not just words. And third…” Her eyes gleamed. “It would have been the perfect opening to talk about pleasure. About curiosity. About how delicious it is to explore beyond the obvious.”

She paused, then added lightly, “And you were right, by the way. Letting Paul take you there, standing, pressed against the counter—that’s my favorite way on Sunday mornings when time is short and hunger is sharp. Saturdays are different.” Her lips curved. “On Saturdays, I like to climb onto the table when there’s no rush. And I rarely limit myself to just one position.”

“Yes,” I said, unable to keep the grin from my face. “We’ll come back to that.”

I continued, telling her everything that followed. When I mentioned Paul’s friends unexpectedly showing up, she groaned and covered her face for a moment, apologizing for having completely forgotten about their usual Saturday gathering. Her embarrassment dissolved quickly into laughter when I described how I’d toyed with them in Paul’s room, how I’d drawn it out, letting tension coil thick in the air.

“It was good of you,” she said approvingly, “to show them what a real striptease looks like. Much better than that pathetic excuse they’d been watching on video.”

She leaned back, clearly enjoying herself, and grew even more impressed as I described my performance on the couch, how I’d made use of her toys with deliberate confidence, turning myself into a living demonstration of pleasure. But it was when I told her about letting them touch me—about their tentative hands on my bare skin, the way their breath hitched, the way I’d boldly wrapped my fingers around their eager hardness—that her composure finally cracked.

Her eyes darkened, her breathing deepened, and she said nothing at all—only watched me, utterly absorbed, as if she were seeing every moment play out right there between us.

When I finally reached the part where I confessed that I’d been the first woman for both of them, she went utterly still. Not a word, not even a breath. And when I continued—when I didn’t spare her the intimate details, the way I’d used my mouth to coax them back to hardness so I could take them again—she swayed in her chair like she might actually pass out.

“Oh my God,” she whispered at last, one hand pressed to her chest. “Good heavens… what a tour de force. You didn’t hold anything back, did you?” Her eyes were bright, stunned, almost reverent. “They must have had an afternoon they’ll remember for the rest of their lives. Seduction, spectacle, and then—everything. One after the other.” Her mouth curved into something between awe and wicked delight. “You must have been exhausted. And sore. Your poor cunt had already been well used that day—Paul had been inside you earlier, fucking you with that hungry eagerness of his.” She shook her head slowly. “I’ve never heard of anything like it. I need a drink before we go any further.”

She rose and crossed to a cabinet I hadn’t noticed before, opening it to reveal an impressive collection of bottles. She poured us both generous measures, the amber liquid sloshing against the glass, then took a deep swallow before sinking back into her chair.

“Alright,” she said, exhaling. “I want the rest. Then we’ll talk about what comes next. I assume that after such… athletic fucking, you finally had to call it a day?”

What comes next? The phrase echoed in my mind, sharp with implication. I kept my face neutral and waited.

“Oh no,” I said calmly. “Not at all. I’d told Paul I wouldn’t let him fuck me again together with his friends, remember? But I definitely needed a pause. And I was ravenous after all that.”

I told her about dinner, about retreating afterward to her bedroom, about the way the mirrors multiplied every movement, every gasp, every spread of my thighs. Her smile softened into something intimate when I mentioned that. She admitted she loved watching herself in the mirrors too, loved seeing herself being taken.

I carried on, recounting the rest without rushing, and finished by saying that Paul had the makings of an exceptional lover. He’d need time, experience—but the confidence was there now. Enough, I thought, for him to go after what he wanted.

She’d refreshed our drinks while I spoke. When I finished, she lifted her glass toward me in a small toast, her pride unmistakable. She said she was thrilled for her son—that it had become far more than she’d ever imagined. I’d lived up to my reputation. Perhaps even surpassed it.

“But now,” she said, setting the glass down with a decisive click, “we have to think about the others. We can’t just leave those young men suspended in the afterglow of something so extraordinary. There has to be a continuation—just like there was with Paul. You understood that when you let them have you, didn’t you?”

I hesitated. “Honestly? No. I didn’t plan that far. It all just… unfolded. It felt natural in the moment to do what I did.”

She nodded, thoughtful rather than judgmental. “I understand. Truly. But now you see it, don’t you? They’ll need guidance. More education. Their mothers will expect me to handle it—especially the one who’s my client. And my friend. After all, their introduction happened under my roof.”

“Oh,” I laughed, the sound bubbling out of me before I could stop it, “are you planning to take them into your own bed? That would be very generous of you, I have to say.” I was giggling now, unable to keep the mischief out of my voice.

She smiled slowly, knowingly, then shook her head. “Tempting, yes. Young men can be incredibly gratifying for a woman who knows her body. But no—my time for that has passed. Especially now, after you were their first. I won’t put myself in a position where I’d be measured against you.” Her gaze drifted over me with frank appreciation. “You’re stunning, and close enough to their age that it feels natural. It wouldn’t be fair. No, this is yours to complete. You began something beautiful with them, and I want you to see it through.”

Her expression hardened just a touch as she held my eyes. “Tomorrow I’ll speak to the mother. I’ll tell her her son will receive… guidance. Practical instruction from a woman who knows exactly what she’s doing, under my supervision. I expect you to teach these boys the way you taught Paul.”

My stomach flipped. Oh God. She really is a madam, I thought, half shocked, half thrilled. She was calmly arranging my intimate future like a business transaction—setting me up with two more eager, young bodies. And yet… she wasn’t wrong. There was something deeply satisfying about it. Empowering, even.

“All right,” I said after a moment, surprised by how steady my voice sounded. “I’ll give them a few lessons. How do you want to organize it?” I heard myself slip into a cool, almost professional tone, as if we were discussing schedules rather than cocks.

Her shoulders relaxed immediately. “Wonderful. I knew I could rely on you.” She smiled, relieved and pleased. “You can use this office in the evenings. As you’ve probably noticed, it’s… suitably equipped.” Her lips curved with private amusement. “In my marriage counseling I also practice sex therapy. A fulfilling sex life is essential to a healthy relationship, in my opinion. I often have couples practice during sessions. Occasionally, if the situation calls for it, I participate as well.” She met my gaze without a trace of embarrassment. “Just tell me when you’re ready for the boys. I’ll arrange the first lesson.”

And she did. Everything unfolded smoothly under her careful orchestration. The first sessions happened that very week, on two consecutive evenings. The boys arrived nervous but eager, all heat and anticipation, and they learned quickly. I found myself enjoying it far more than I’d expected—their hunger, their focus, the way they responded to every touch and word.

After that first encounter, I lay awake planning. I realized there was a way to make the lessons more efficient—and infinitely more pleasurable for me. The boys hadn’t been shy the first time, sharing me openly, watching each other without jealousy. So for the next sessions, I scheduled them together.

The explanations only needed to be given once. Then I would take one of them into me, slow and deliberate, narrating what I did, what I felt, what he should notice. The other watched, learning from my body and my murmured instructions. When the first was spent and trembling, I would switch, guiding the second through the same intimate education while the first rested, recovered, grew hard again.

By the end of each session, both of them had taken me twice. My body glowed, loose and satisfied, heavy with pleasure. I always left those evenings deeply content, my skin humming, my mind calm, already anticipating the next lesson.

That was the moment my strangely triumphant second life truly took shape—the point where whispered favors and private indulgences solidified into a reputation. I was still busy with Paul’s circle, moving through his friends one by one, when another woman I trusted casually broached the idea of me “helping” her younger brother. The suggestion caught me off guard. I remember studying her face, heat blooming under my skin, wondering how on earth she had learned about what I’d been doing behind closed doors.

She laughed at my surprise and explained it so simply. Paul, she said, had changed. Not subtly, either. He carried himself differently now—sure of his body, sure of his appeal. Girls noticed. One of them, a cousin of hers, had been especially glowing after spending time with him. Curious, she’d pressed Malena for answers. And Malena, flushed with pride over how beautifully her brother had blossomed, had let the secret slip. Just a little. Only to a friend. Of course.

That was all it took. The question came to me quietly, almost shyly. And after that, the knowledge spread with a hunger of its own. Suddenly there were sisters and friends and confidantes admitting they had brothers—mostly younger, a few older—who needed guidance, polish, a woman who could show them how to please instead of fumble. My name passed from mouth to mouth, wrapped in secrecy and anticipation.

Most of my lessons unfolded in Blenda’s office, that deliciously improper space she so generously provided. She treated the arrangement like a joke, calling herself my madam, insisting I repay the “rent” by taking on the sons of her friends and clients. I let her tease, because the truth was, I was rewarded lavishly. Never with money—that would have cheapened everything, turned intimacy into transaction. I refused that label. Instead, Blenda acted as an intermediary, passing along thoughtful, intimate gifts from grateful mothers and friends. Perfume. Silk. Jewelry. Tokens of appreciation that felt personal, reverent.

Early on, I realized I needed structure. After Paul and his friends, with the very next man I took into my hands and bed, I began shaping a method. I refined it as I went, adjusting with each body, each response, until it felt precise and purposeful. By the second student, I knew exactly what I wanted to achieve. When I finished with them, they would not merely be competent—they would be confident, attentive lovers.

The program settled into five sessions. In each one, I expected stamina, focus, and growth. I required them to take me twice, watching how they learned to pace themselves, how quickly they adapted. While they caught their breath, I taught—quietly, intimately—guiding their hands, their mouths, their tongues. I showed them how to read a woman’s body, how to listen to her breathing, how to draw pleasure out slowly instead of rushing toward their own.

When they left afterward, flushed and dazed, I always told them what awaited them next time. I sent them home with carefully chosen films, something to study, something to fantasize about until they returned to me.

Months later, I called them back for follow-ups. I wanted to see what had stuck, what needed polishing. Often, those sessions turned into indulgent revisions—repeating lessons they were eager to relearn, letting them prove just how far they’d come.

Paul, though… Paul was different. He belonged in my master class.

Whenever I stayed overnight in his house, I welcomed him into my bed without hesitation, always with Blenda’s and Malena’s warm consent. With him, there was an ease, a familiarity that allowed us to push further, refine more deeply. And the results spoke for themselves. The girls he dated praised him openly—his patience, his care, his skill. They told Malena, who told me, and each report filled me with a slow, luxurious satisfaction.

I had shaped him well. And everyone could tell.

For the most part, everything unfolded smoothly, almost effortlessly. The structure worked, the rhythm felt right. Still, there were exceptions—boys who needed more time, more attention. A handful simply didn’t reach my standard within the allotted five sessions. And my standard mattered. My name, my reputation, the quiet reverence with which I was spoken about—it all depended on results. I refused to send a boy out into the world half-formed, uncertain, clumsy in bed. If that meant a few additional lessons, then I gave them without hesitation. I would not be remembered as someone who left her work unfinished.

Then there were the others—the rare ones. The boys who didn’t just have potential, but something raw and dangerous humming beneath their skin. Hunger. Instinct. A natural sense of rhythm that only needed refinement. With them, I saw an opportunity not just to teach, but to elevate. Turning a decent lover into an exceptional one did more than satisfy my own pride; it fed the legend that was quietly growing around me. So I kept them longer, pushed them harder, took them deeper. Advanced lessons. Nuance. Control. By the time I was done, every one of them was remarkable—and one of them, truly masterful.

That particular boy unsettled me from the very first moment.

When he arrived for his initial session, there was no trace of nerves. No awkwardness, no hesitance. If anything, he seemed almost amused, as if he were the one assessing me. Had I allowed it, he would have taken the reins without a second thought. The ease with which he inhabited his body, the way his gaze lingered—curious, confident—stayed with me.

Afterward, I mentioned it to Blenda.

“Well,” she said thoughtfully, “now that you mention it, I don’t recall his mother ever saying he was shy around girls. But I’ll ask her.”

When Blenda returned with answers, she was visibly entertained.

“You were absolutely right,” she told me. “It had nothing to do with shyness. His mother knows exactly who you are. She’s been well aware of your… accomplishments for some time. When she heard about what you were doing with the boys, she saw it as the perfect solution.”

Blenda grinned as she continued. “She wanted her son to have not just a thorough education, but a pleasurable one. Her hope was that he wouldn’t simply be good in bed—but that he would truly love fucking. Apparently, she does. Passionately. Her husband, however, never did. To him, a quick, predictable tumble on a Saturday night counted as a healthy sex life. That mismatch was one of the main reasons she divorced him. I know—I counseled them,” she added, giggling.

She shook her head, still amused. “It didn’t take her long to figure out that I was, as she so bluntly put it, your pimp. I don’t love that word. I prefer ‘agent.’ Though,” she admitted with a guilty laugh, “I suppose it’s not entirely inaccurate.”

We were both impressed by how swiftly the mother had acted. The boy’s first lesson was scheduled just days after his eighteenth birthday. Efficient. Decisive. Almost ruthless in her determination.

Looking back, my career burned brightly—but briefly. In the beginning, I was in constant demand. There was always at least one boy under my guidance, often more. As the months passed, the follow-up sessions layered themselves onto my schedule, keeping me deliciously busy. But eventually, the pool began to dry up. Friends ran out of brothers in need of my expertise, though a few did come of age during that time. Blenda’s circle, too, had been thoroughly… serviced.

And just like that, the momentum slowed. The whispers softened. The stream of eager young men thinned.

But not before I had left my mark.

That, in truth, suited me perfectly. My appetite was already lavishly satisfied by the men in my own bed—men who knew what they were doing, who read my body without instruction, who touched me as if pleasure were a shared language we were both fluent in. Teaching eager young men had been gratifying in its own way, a slow unfolding of confidence and skill beneath my hands, but there was an undeniable luxury in surrendering to a lover who needed no guidance at all. No pauses. No corrections. Just heat, instinct, and the delicious inevitability of mutual want.

Gradually, my attention shifted. I let myself lean into something deeper with a few men, connections that demanded exclusivity and intention. There was no room then for lessons or careful shaping of inexperience. When I chose them, I chose fully, and that choice naturally closed the door on training boys who were only just discovering themselves.

Looking back, the entire chapter of my life felt incandescent. It had given me more than pleasure—though there had been plenty of that, rich and indulgent. It had taught me men in all their variations: their hunger, their vanity, their tenderness, the subtle ways they unravel when you touch them just right. I learned how to draw out their desire, how to take it, how to turn it back on myself until my own satisfaction bloomed just as fiercely. That understanding—earned skin to skin, breath to breath—was priceless. A gift I would carry forward, long after the last lesson ended.


A Sacred Duty

Sleep refused to come to Mary. She lay rigid beneath the sheets, staring into the dark, her thoughts racing while the gentle, familiar rhythm of her husband’s breathing drifted across the bed. His presence should have comforted her—it usually did—but tonight it only tightened the knot in her chest. The man she loved, the man whose warmth had been her anchor for decades, was also the immovable wall standing in the way of her daughter’s happiness.

Lucy’s tear-streaked face rose again in her mind, the way her voice had trembled when she came to Mary just before bedtime.

“Oh, Mother… he says he can’t marry me if he doesn’t know what I look like. He says he won’t buy a pig in a poke. He wants to see me—really see me—not hidden under all these shapeless clothes.”

Mary had gathered her daughter into her arms, murmuring comfort, promising—perhaps foolishly—that she would find a way through this. Now, alone with her thoughts, she wondered if she’d been too quick to reassure.

She had considered speaking to her husband. The thought alone made her stomach clench. She knew him too well.

He was a clergyman formed in an older, unyielding tradition. Scripture wasn’t merely guidance to him; it was structure, law, and boundary all at once. He adored their daughter with a devotion that bordered on reverence—sometimes Mary suspected Lucy ranked just beneath God Himself in his heart. That fierce love, however, came wrapped in rules. Modesty, distance, vigilance. Lucy’s dresses were long and loose, buttoned high at the throat, her body carefully erased from the world. Privacy with men—any men—was forbidden as if temptation itself were a living, breathing threat.

Only recently, when Lucy had met this earnest young man—a priest as well, gentle-eyed and respectful—had her husband relaxed his grip, and even then only slightly. They were allowed to sit together in a room of the house, the door firmly open, while either he or Mary positioned themselves just outside like sentinels. Mary had privately marveled at how much progress that represented. Compared to her own courtship, it was practically indulgent.

She couldn’t help the smile that curved her lips now, remembering her own wedding night. How naïve he’d been then. How rigid in his beliefs, how utterly unprepared for the realities of a woman’s body and desire. She remembered the look on his face—astonishment melting into wonder—as he discovered her, slowly, reverently, night after night. Her body had been generous, responsive, and his strict doctrines had offered him no defense against the pleasure they unleashed together.

His theology had left large, blissful gaps when it came to what a husband and wife might do behind closed doors. For that, Mary silently gave thanks. Those same unbending convictions had been paired with a body and appetite that refused to be denied, a potent insistence that had met her own with surprising force.

She shifted beneath the covers, warmth pooling low in her belly as memory brushed her skin. It had taken patience—so much patience—to soften him, to coax him beyond fear and rigid thought. She had taught him, guided him, sometimes challenged him outright. The process had been slow, at times exhausting, but the reward had been profound. Their marriage, their intimacy, had been forged through that effort. Yes, it had been worth every moment.

Mary herself was no stranger to faith. Raised as a bishop’s daughter, devotion had been woven into her from childhood. Yet her mother—wise, perceptive—had understood something many devout women never spoke aloud. Faith and desire did not have to be enemies. Her parents’ marriage had been affectionate, passionate, alive. From her mother, Mary had learned that a strong union depended not only on prayer and duty, but on pleasure freely given and received.

Those lessons had been shared discreetly, carefully, preserving Mary’s virginity while arming her with knowledge. A bride, her mother believed, should arrive pure—but never ignorant, especially if her husband came equally uninitiated.

Now, lying awake beside the man she had patiently awakened to pleasure, Mary wondered if it was time to draw on that same quiet wisdom once more. For Lucy. For love. And perhaps, once again, for the sake of desire finding its way through devotion.

That ignorance had certainly applied to Mary’s husband. And so, weeks before Mary herself became a bride, her mother took matters into her own capable hands. One evening, she ushered Mary quietly into her parents’ bedchamber and concealed her behind the heavy curtains, the fabric warm and scented with candle smoke and familiar perfume.

At first, Mary’s heart raced with fear. The bed rocked beneath the force of the man’s body as he drove into his lover, the sound of flesh meeting flesh sharp and relentless. The woman’s cries startled her—raw, breathless sounds that Mary mistook for pain. She pressed a hand to her mouth, torn between horror and the urge to flee. But as the rhythm continued, as the cries broke and reshaped themselves into something softer, needier, edged with wonder, understanding dawned. Those sounds were not suffering. They were joy. They were release.

From her hidden place, Mary watched closely. She saw how the woman’s body was anything but passive—how she arched and rolled, how her hips shifted to meet each thrust, how she guided her husband without a word, subtly commanding the pace and depth. It wasn’t merely being taken; it was a conversation written in movement and breath. When they finally shattered together, the moment fierce and shuddering, Mary felt something click into place inside her. Everything her mother had ever told her about intimacy, about its power and necessity, suddenly made perfect sense.

Her father drifted into sleep soon after, his breathing deep and satisfied. Her mother slipped from the bed, serene and glowing, and drew Mary gently from behind the curtains. They talked long into the night, voices low, revisiting what Mary had witnessed—naming gestures, explaining responses, revealing meanings Mary had sensed but not yet fully grasped.

Before sending her to bed, her mother smiled—a slow, knowing smile—and told her to rest well. She would return the next evening. The promise in that smile lingered.

And Mary did return. Night after night, she watched them come together with an ease and hunger that astonished her. Twenty years of marriage, and still they reached for each other as if newly discovered. Their desire seemed tireless, joyful, alive.

Her mother had designed it all as a careful education. She demonstrated how a man’s body could be explored with far more than hands—how skin, hair, mouth, breath, and breasts could all be instruments of pleasure. Mary learned the art of taking a man into her mouth, the subtle variations of welcoming him while lying beneath him, how it felt to receive him from behind—on the bed, on hands and knees, bent forward, offering herself completely. She was shown how to climb atop a man, how to ride him while facing him, breasts cradled and stroked, and how to turn away, letting him grasp her hips and claim her from below. After each lesson, they talked—patiently, intimately—her mother answering every question, refining every detail.

Now, lying awake in her own bed, Mary smiled into the darkness at those memories. Of all the gifts her mother had given her, she was most thankful for that last lesson—riding her husband while turned away from him. At the time, her mother had only hinted that it might prove especially useful, offering no explanation.

Mary reflected on the years of effort, the careful coaxing and persistence it had taken to shape her own married life into something rich and satisfying, something that mirrored what she had witnessed growing up. She believed she had succeeded in almost every way.

Almost.

Mary’s husband had come to their marriage bed as untouched as a blank page—and armed with a rulebook carved in stone. He never recited those rules to her outright, but he didn’t need to. Her mother had prepared her well enough, sketching the outlines of what devotion looked like to a rigid, old-school clerical mind. Mary had listened, learned, and on that first night she’d shaped herself to his expectations with careful grace, turning restraint into something tender. It had been a gentle beginning, surprisingly sweet, because she’d known how to meet him where he stood.

He believed a wife’s role was to be still, to accept, to open herself and receive whatever her husband chose to give. Mary sensed that within minutes. So she moved like water around stone—soft, attentive, responsive. She never pushed, never startled him. She let her pleasure bloom quietly, guided by his rhythm, her body offering subtle encouragement rather than demand. And slowly, deliciously, she began to teach him without ever speaking the lesson aloud.

Over time, he discovered—through her breath catching, her hips tilting just enough, the way her inner muscles answered him—that a woman who participated could magnify a man’s pleasure beyond anything he’d imagined. She led him there inch by inch, night by night, letting him think each revelation was his own. It took nearly a month before he finally loosened his grip on those strict ideas, before he allowed her to move as instinct urged her to. When he did, she rewarded him generously—her voice unrestrained at last, her moans filling the room, loud and unashamed. She had always been expressive; now she was free to be gloriously so.

With that victory claimed, Mary quietly set her sights on the next frontier.

Her husband was firmly convinced that there was only one proper way to make love. Face to face. Man above, woman below. Missionary, as if sanctified by tradition itself. Mary had become exquisitely skilled within those confines—she doubted there was a single variation of angle, rhythm, or embrace she hadn’t explored while lying on her back. And truthfully, she was more than satisfied. His appetite had grown lush and demanding; he took her deeply, thoroughly, every night, sometimes greeting the morning the same way. His hunger thrilled her. She welcomed it. Still… she wanted more.

One evening, when he seemed especially relaxed, heavy with pleasure and confidence, she tested the boundary. As he moved within her, she tried to turn, slowly, coaxingly, as if her body simply sought a new position. He caught her immediately, rolling her back beneath him and driving into her with renewed force. Something ignited in him then—something raw and urgent. That coupling was the fiercest they’d shared in weeks, relentless and consuming.

Afterward, as they lay slick with sweat and satisfaction, he spoke firmly. Taking a woman from behind, he said, was unthinkable. Animalistic. A practice fit for peasants, not for a respectable clerical household. A man mounting a woman on all fours mirrored dogs, he explained, and was beneath human dignity. A woman bent over furniture—over the bed, for instance—resembled the coupling of larger beasts, horses and the like. Less shameful, perhaps, but still improper. And the worst of all, he insisted, was a man covering a woman lying on her stomach. That evoked creatures low on the scale of life—reptiles, things that crawled.

He spoke with certainty, even pride. He’d heard of such acts, he said, from women in confession. Some had admitted craving them. He had reprimanded those women sharply, urged them to resist such depravity. Others, wiser souls, understood it was wrong. To them, he said, he offered strength—to deny their husbands when asked for such perversions.

Mary listened in silence, her face calm, her body still warm from his touch. Inside, her thoughts stirred, patient and intent. She had learned long ago that silence, used well, could be far more persuasive than argument.

Mary understood then that force would get her nowhere. Subtlety had always been her sharpest weapon. She returned to gentler ground, letting her hands relearn him the way her mother had once demonstrated in murmured confidences—slow, reverent touches that suggested devotion rather than demand. At first he stiffened in surprise, a faint jolt running through him, but he didn’t stop her. His body answered despite himself, breath deepening, muscles softening under her palms. When she realized she had his permission, silent though it was, she moved to her next intention without hesitation.

Lowering herself, she took him into her mouth.

The effect was immediate and unmistakable. His fingers curled into the sheets, his hips jerked once before he mastered himself. He never spoke of it at first, never named the pleasure, but she could feel how fiercely he liked it. Weeks passed before he finally asked—awkwardly, almost shamefaced—for her to do it again. After that, the world opened. He allowed her freedom: to roam his body, to kiss and taste and linger wherever she pleased. She followed instinct, brushing him with the soft heat between her thighs, letting her slickness trace his skin, leaving glistening paths that made her ache just as much as it drove him mad.

All of it was leading somewhere. Mary planned carefully.

She stoked them both until they were trembling, until she found herself astride his abdomen, his length hard and insistent against the curve of her backside. She bent down to him, capturing his mouth in a kiss that was no longer shy or dutiful but deep and hungry, their tongues moving with practiced ease. As she kissed him, she shifted her weight, lifting herself just enough, angling her body with exquisite care. When she felt him slide between her folds, perfectly aligned, a shiver tore through her. She pressed her mouth harder to his and slowly lowered herself.

If her lips hadn’t been occupied, she would have cried out when he breached her—when the blunt heat of him filled her, stretching her in a way that made pleasure bloom blindingly fast. She kept sinking until there was nowhere left to go, taking him completely. For a heartbeat she froze, stunned that he hadn’t stopped her. Then relief and triumph washed through her together. She began to move, barely at first, cautious, coaxing. The unfamiliar fullness, the control of being above him, sent her spiraling. Her first climax hit her suddenly, stealing her breath.

She didn’t stop.

Growing braver, she straightened inch by inch, lifting her torso, rolling her hips more freely. When she finally sat upright, another orgasm tore through her, violent enough to make her body shudder and clench around him. In that moment she knew—knew with certainty—that he had accepted this, that he was with her. Determined not to lose that hard-won ground, she focused on him, rocking herself in a way that made his control unravel, giving him everything she could.

Later, Mary smiled to herself at the memory of how he had come—how fiercely, how completely—filling her as he never had before. He said nothing afterward, only wrapped his arms around her and kept her there, warm and trembling, as if afraid to let go. His silence the next day unsettled her, a small knot of doubt forming in her chest.

It was unnecessary.

The following night he needed no words. His hands told her exactly what he wanted. She climbed onto him again, this time without hesitation, and gave herself to the rhythm, to the power of riding him until he was undone. They shattered together, crying out, bodies locked in a climax that left her breathless and laughing with wonder.

The best yet, Mary decided, heart pounding as she collapsed against him.

But when, after a month or so, she tried once more to shift her weight forward, to turn onto her stomach and invite him to take her from behind, he stopped her immediately. The refusal was gentle yet absolute, the same one he had given every time she’d tested that boundary over the years. He would sigh, stroke her hair, and tell her with sincere regret that it simply wasn’t something he could do.

She hadn’t stopped wanting it, though. Desire has a long memory. She kept returning to the idea now and then, nudging at it, teasing it open in conversation and in bed. Slowly—so slowly—she found a compromise. He learned to tolerate her turning away from him while she rode him, her back to his chest, her hands braced on his thighs. Eventually, to her private triumph, he didn’t just allow it—he discovered a hesitant pleasure in it. Once, with a crooked little smile, he remarked that no animal on earth would choose such an ungainly arrangement, that it must have taken a distinctly human imagination to invent something so impractical. That, he decided, made it permissible.

She adored those moments when his hands would finally claim her, fingers digging into her hips, palms kneading the soft weight of her backside as if testing his own daring. In her mind, she let those touches grow bolder, let them drag her forward over the edge of the bed, let him thrust into her from behind without restraint. The fantasy lingered, stubborn and bright. She hadn’t abandoned hope. They still had years ahead of them, years of heat and curiosity yet to be spent.

With a quiet sigh, she shifted restlessly beneath the covers. And now—what was she supposed to do about the request from that dreadful man? She’d thought him kind, trustworthy. Now this. The disappointment tasted bitter.

As she so often did when the world knotted itself too tightly around her heart, she chose prayer. A small adjoining room opened off the bedchamber, a space reserved for evening devotion before they inevitably found their way back into each other’s arms. More than once, her husband had grown hard there already—perhaps because she helped matters along, kneeling in nothing but a short, scandalously low-cut nightgown, bare beneath it, her posture anything but innocent. How many times had her thoughts wandered, unashamed, imagining him taking her right there while she knelt before the crucifix? She was convinced that a loving Christ would hardly object to a husband delighting his wife in His presence. Perhaps He would even approve. She’d never believed, not for a moment, that Jesus had been untouched by desire—not with the way he spoke of love.

She entered the little chamber and lowered herself to her knees. For a long while she prayed quietly, asking for clarity, for guidance. Then, without warning, a warm current of air brushed against her skin. Her thin nightgown lifted and billowed, puffed outward by a gentle, caressing heat.

“Oh my,” she murmured, startled and amused. “Is that you, Holy Spirit? Have you come all this way to counsel me? How very kind. Please—tell me what I should do about my daughter’s dreadful fiancé.”

No voice answered her. Instead, the warmth circled her, playful and intimate, slipping between her parted thighs, lingering there until her breath caught, then drifting upward to swirl around the soft swell of her breasts. The sensation soothed her, wrapped her in an unexpected calm, until the air slowly stilled and the room returned to silence.

“Thank you, Holy Spirit,” she said aloud, a small smile on her lips. “That was… comforting. As always.”

She returned to bed with a lighter heart, certain that the night would bring understanding—and that by morning, somehow, she would know exactly what to do.

She surfaced from sleep before dawn, wrapped in a calm that felt earned, almost bestowed. The answer had settled inside her during the night, warm and certain. There would be no hesitation now. She knew precisely how to deal with the situation.

Moving quietly, she slipped into the bathroom to wash and compose herself while her husband still slept. As she often did, she peeled the nightdress from her body and left it draped over the chair, enjoying the freedom of bare skin. On her way back to the bedroom, that familiar, intimate warmth brushed over her again—soft as a sigh, deliberate as a touch.

“So there you are,” she murmured with a fond smile, pausing mid-step. “What kept you? Busy elsewhere, I imagine. Still—thank you. For soothing me. For making it clear what I must do about that dreadful man. I’ll follow your guidance exactly.”

Her faith was unshakeable, deep as bone. She had never doubted that when she reached out, she would be answered. The Holy Spirit had always been the conduit—gentle, persuasive, unmistakably present.

As if acknowledging her gratitude, the warmth drifted between her thighs, lingering there until her breath caught. She planted her feet wider, letting herself receive it fully, savoring the slow, spreading heat. When it finally lifted, tracing a lazy path up her belly and circling her breasts, she shivered, nipples tightening into aching points. Only then did she move again, each step back to the bed unhurried, deliberate.

She stretched out atop the covers, unconcerned with modesty. Her skin still hummed, flushed from that invisible caress, and she lay open to the air, waiting. Patiently. Expectantly. It didn’t take long.

Her husband stirred, then pushed himself upright, turning instinctively to check on her. What he saw rooted him in place. She lay there unabashed, ripe and luminous in the early light, her body still a quiet celebration of itself. At thirty-nine, she was breathtaking—soft where it mattered, confident everywhere else. She met his gaze and smiled, that familiar, wordless invitation she offered most mornings.

“Oh Lord, grant me the strength to resist,” he groaned, squeezing his eyes shut before opening them again, helpless. “There’s no time today. I’ll be late as it is.” His shoulders sagged. “And the first appointment—her. That awful woman. She’ll go on and on about those… animal urges. I’ll need every ounce of restraint just to endure it.”

He stared ahead, frozen between duty and desire.

Mary knew exactly who he meant. He’d complained often enough, and over time she’d coaxed the details from him, one small confession at a time, until the picture was perfectly clear.

The woman in question was undeniably striking—lushly curved, confidently sensual, somewhere in her mid-thirties and fully aware of the effect she had. She never missed a service. Like clockwork, she appeared in the pews, and at least every other week she requested private counsel, lingering far longer than necessary. On Sundays, her outfit always seemed innocuous at first glance: a crisp white blouse, a navy pleated skirt. Respectable. Proper. But the devil, Mary knew, lived in the details. The skirt skimmed far too high on her thighs, and the blouse was either daringly low or casually unbuttoned just enough to tease. In summer she bared her legs with white ankle socks; in winter, sheer nylons held up by garters—never pantyhose, never anything that might dull the invitation.

On Communion Sundays she became bolder still. The pleated skirt was replaced with a narrow black one, tight and unforgiving, climbing shamelessly as she sat, then creeping even higher when she knelt and leaned forward to receive the bread and wine. Every time, without fail, the elastic bands of her garters revealed themselves to anyone standing close enough. Anyone looking.

She always arrived early, claiming her chosen seat in the very front row, perfectly positioned so the serving clergyman had an uninterrupted view of her assets. Mary’s husband had complained often enough afterward, his voice strained with frustration and arousal, confessing how the woman had bent and shifted and reached, offering him flashes of heavy breasts threatening escape, glimpses of smooth, pale thighs, and more than once the clear sight of white panties. Sometimes, in the heat of summer, there were no panties at all—just a soft, pink curve framed by dark curls, revealed for a heartbeat too long.

Mary had noticed the effect. She’d noticed how flustered he was, how hard it became for him to focus, how his body betrayed him. And because she was a devoted, attentive wife, she had found her own solution. More than once she had slipped into the vestry during the final hymn, dropped to her knees, and taken him into her mouth, easing him back into control so he could face the congregation without shame—or an obvious tent in his robes. The danger of discovery, the muffled music, the sacred setting—it all made her slick with excitement.

The woman dressed no differently for private counsel. Mary knew—because her husband, despite himself, told her—that those sessions were filled with explicit confessions. The woman wanted guidance, she said, on how to handle her husband’s appetites. She spoke eagerly, graphically, about being taken from behind, about surrendering herself completely, even about the taboo thrill of anal play, describing every sensation in breathless detail. Mary knew exactly how those conversations left him: flushed, rigid, and aching.

So Mary had adapted. She had gone out and bought skirts even shorter, tighter blouses even more daring. The first time she wore them, he’d gone hard instantly, dragging her down onto the rug in front of the fireplace and taking her with a hunger that surprised even her. Since then, those clothes had become her secret weapon. Whenever their passion needed reviving, she slipped into them—and he never failed to respond, filling her, overwhelming her, leaving her deliciously spent.

Now, lying there in the morning light, Mary smiled to herself as she thought of that woman and the havoc she wreaked. She knew her husband would carry that tension home with him, and Mary intended to reap the rewards in the days ahead. But first, there was the matter of this morning.

She turned to him, her voice soft, full of sympathy and promise. 

“Oh, my poor darling,” she murmured. “Then it’s my sacred duty as your loving wife to help you find the strength to resist her charms.” Her smile deepened as she shifted slightly, offering herself without shame. “There’s time. The Holy Spirit has already warmed me, made me ready. You can come to me now—plunge right in—and I’ll give you all the strength you need.”

Relief washed over him the instant their eyes met, softening his features before desire tightened them again. He stood, shedding his nightshirt with a haste that still tried to pass for reverence. As he crossed the room toward her bed, his arousal betrayed him, swelling visibly, answering the invitation in her gaze long before her hands touched him.

When he reached her, she caught him, fingers closing with knowing confidence. 

“Come to me, my holy man,” she murmured, voice low and coaxing. “Bring that blessed instrument to where I’ve been so carefully made ready. Your… higher power has been quite thorough.” 

The blasphemy made him stiffen—not in protest, but in need. She could never tell whether it was shock or hunger that burned brighter in his eyes, only that both fueled him.

She shifted back, deliberately, opening herself to him without modesty, her legs falling wide in a silent demand. This morning she wanted him heavy, consuming, all of him pressing her into the mattress. With a sure grip she drew him down, guiding him until restraint snapped. His breath tore from his chest as he thrust into her, a rough, helpless sound filling the room as he claimed what she so willingly offered.

When he had finished his urgent worship, leaving her sated and humming with pleasure, she curled her arm around his neck and pulled him close again, lips brushing his ear.

“My dear vicar,” she whispered, silk and reason entwined, “if you’re meant to guide others away from such terrible sins, shouldn’t you truly understand them? How can you advise on acts you’ve never known?” She kissed his jaw, slow and persuasive. “I’m willing to help you learn. And surely the Lord will forgive us—our intentions are pure. Knowledge, after all, is necessary for good counsel.”

He hesitated, the conflict plain on his face even as his body remained entangled with hers. 

“Yes, Mary,” he said at last, uncertain. “You may be right. But I couldn’t ask you to endure such… darkness. That would be too much.”

She said nothing more, only smiled inwardly. The seed had been planted. He hadn’t denied the thought—only delayed it. Time, she knew, would do the rest.

Later that morning, she sat with her daughter, the conversation stretching on until every doubt had been aired and every feeling weighed. When Mary was finally convinced that Lucy’s love was real—deep enough to weather his flaws—her decision settled with quiet finality.

“All right, my dear,” she said at last, thoughtful and calm. “If you truly love him and wish to marry him, then perhaps the sacrifice is worth it. It’s no small thing—quite the opposite. And this must remain absolutely secret. Your father could never bear even a whisper of it.” She paused, then continued gently. “But this is what we’ll do.”

She laid out her plan, carefully, and together they examined it from every angle. Lucy agreed—it made sense. It might even work.

Later that afternoon they slipped out together and lost themselves in the anonymity of the city. Mary chose a boutique she’d only heard whispered about, a place she’d never dared enter before. She wanted no familiar faces, no polite nods of recognition. Inside, time stretched. Dresses were lifted from racks, silk and fine cotton sliding over skin, zippers whispered up spines. They stepped in and out of fitting rooms, turning before mirrors, exchanging glances that said more than words. At last they agreed—on cut, on color, on just how much should be revealed and how much merely suggested.

Mary added fabric to the purchase, lengths of it folded carefully over her arm. The following day disappeared beneath the rhythm of her hands. She stitched in secret, fingers clumsy but determined, pricked once or twice by the needle. She couldn’t risk anyone else touching this, seeing it, guessing. It had to be done by her alone, imperfect perhaps, but purposeful.

They chose the next evening deliberately. The vicar would be away at a meeting, the house free of his presence until late. There would be no interruptions. No witnesses.

When the young man arrived, Mary herself opened the door.

She was wearing the new dress.

It clung to her in a way nothing ever had before, the neckline daring, the fabric thin enough to hint at warmth and softness beneath. It revealed more skin than she’d shown since she was a much younger woman, and even then not like this. As she’d told her daughter earlier, with a tight little smile, the end justified the means. History—church history most of all—was full of women who had understood that truth.

He froze when he saw her. Surprise flickered across his face, followed by something less polite, less guarded. After a heartbeat he gathered himself, murmured a greeting, stepped inside.

They talked. At length. Mary reasoned with him, tried to appeal to decency, to patience, to love. She pressed every argument she had against the ugly ultimatum he’d laid before her daughter. But he didn’t bend. Again and again he repeated that no man these days would commit blindly, that no one wanted to buy a mystery wrapped in promises. Compared to what others demanded, he said, his request was almost modest.

Mary listened until she knew. There would be no changing his mind.

At last she nodded, her voice steady. “Very well. I’ll fetch my daughter.”

She left the room slowly, deliberately, letting the moment stretch. Lucy was already waiting just beyond the door, having heard every word. Her hands shook, her breath coming shallow with nerves and something sharper, more electric.

When they returned together, the effect was immediate.

He stared.

Two women stood before him, side by side, dressed alike in gowns of the same whisper-thin fabric, the same cut that traced every line of their bodies. The cloth hugged them shamelessly, catching at hips, outlining breasts, revealing the long sweep of legs. They moved as they’d planned—turning, pausing, bending just enough to fulfill the promise he’d been given.

They were startlingly alike. The same height, the same coloring, the same graceful build. Only the details differed. Mary’s curves were fuller, her hips a touch wider, her breasts heavier, the softness of her body unmistakable. Not excess, just abundance—an added richness that made her seem lush, yielding, undeniably feminine.

He drank them in, awe plain on his face, gratitude flashing through his eyes as if he were silently offering thanks for his fortune. Mary noticed how his gaze lingered on Lucy… then slid, unbidden, back to her. The awareness struck low in her belly, a quick, unsettling flutter. She had never exposed herself like this to any man but her husband.

And the reaction—his reaction—pleased her more than she was prepared to admit.

“Well then, young man,” Mary said at last, her voice calm but edged with intention. “You’ve been granted quite a vision tonight. You’ve seen your future wife dressed in a way meant to leave very little to the imagination. I trust you’re satisfied.” Her lips curved knowingly. “You should be. She’s breathtaking, and I don’t say that only because she’s mine.”

She let the silence stretch, allowing him time to drink it all in again, to savor the sight of Lucy’s body outlined so shamelessly by the fabric. Then Mary continued, softer now, more deliberate. “But I’ve offered you something else as well. Something few men are given the chance to consider.” She gestured subtly to herself. “A glimpse of what time will bring. Lucy and I are cut from the same pattern. The same bones, the same curves, the same way our bodies soften and bloom. What you see when you look at me now… that is what she will become. In twenty years, perhaps sooner. I hope that vision pleases you just as much.”

His attention shifted fully to her then, no longer darting, no longer pretending restraint. His gaze settled, slow and unashamed, tracing her hips, lingering on the fullness of her breasts, traveling over skin she had never before displayed so openly. The heat of it made her skin prickle, a delicious, unsettling awareness spreading through her. She had been admired before, once, by her husband—but never like this. Never with such frank hunger. It warmed her from the inside out, an almost sinful glow she guiltily likened to divine fire.

“You’re… stunning, ma’am,” he said, his voice roughened by honesty. “Far more than I ever imagined.” He swallowed, looking between mother and daughter again, weighing them with naked interest. “Truly. I’m overwhelmed.” A pause, then hesitation crept in, tempered by resolve. “It’s just… appearances can deceive. Clothes can work miracles. I don’t know enough about such things. What you both show me now—will it hold true without the dress? Forgive me, but I need to know. I can’t promise myself to a marriage without being certain.”

Mary bristled, her expression snapping into practiced outrage. “That is an indecent suggestion,” she shot back, stiffening her shoulders, every inch the offended matron. Inside, however, she was far less shocked than she pretended. She had known, from the moment she chose that dress, from the moment she stepped into the room and felt his eyes on her, that this would not be enough. She argued, circled the issue, invoked decency and tradition, all the while feeling his persistence tighten around her like a net.

He didn’t retreat. He simply waited, steady and unyielding, his gaze never dropping. Minutes passed in that charged stillness, the air thick with unspoken desire and reluctant concession. Mary felt the weight of truth settle heavily in her chest. She knew how the world worked now. She knew how little purity was left for wedding nights, how experience had replaced innocence almost entirely. And yet here she was, demanding faith where none was expected anymore—while clinging to her husband’s rigid ideals as if they could still shield her.

“That is outrageous,” she said again, more weakly this time, meeting his eyes. He didn’t blink.

They stood locked together in silence, and finally, with a slow exhale that felt like surrender, Mary let her resistance fall away.

“Well then,” Mary said at last, her voice settling into something measured and grave, “I know how deeply my daughter cares for you. That kind of devotion deserves consideration—perhaps even a certain generosity.” She studied his face, weighing him. “Seeing her unclothed, however, is not something I will allow. That boundary remains firm.”

She let the silence stretch before continuing, softer now, deliberate. “But we are remarkably alike, she and I. Time has only refined what she already possesses. So I will take her place, in a manner of speaking. I won’t expose myself entirely—don’t mistake me—but what I am prepared to show should give you more than enough understanding. Of her beauty now, and of what awaits you in the years to come.” Her lips curved, faint but knowing. “Few men your age are offered such a glimpse. So—do we have an agreement?”

He could only nod. Words failed him completely. The idea alone was dizzying: this composed, formidable woman—his future mother-in-law, the embodiment of restraint and rigid virtue—offering him access to her body, however carefully framed. It felt illicit, overwhelming, and once-in-a-lifetime. Seeing his bride could wait. He already believed in her allure. This was something else entirely.

“Good,” Mary said briskly, as if concluding a business arrangement. Beneath the sternness, her body betrayed her—an involuntary shiver, a flutter of nerves she fought to keep from her voice. “Let’s not linger.”

She gestured sharply. “Sit there,” she instructed, pointing to a chair across the room. “And don’t move.”

Then she turned and led her daughter into the adjoining room. The door closed softly. In quick, efficient motions, Mary shed her dress, then her underthings, her heart pounding with each whisper of fabric against skin. From the hook she took the garment she had finished only the day before and slipped it over her body.

Calling it a gown was generous. It had the shape of one, yes, seams and hems carefully stitched, but the material itself was barely there—a veil more than clothing. In certain light it vanished entirely unless folded over itself. Mary clung to the technicality with almost comical resolve: she was not naked. She was clothed. If ever questioned, she could say so without lying.

She sent her daughter back to extinguish the lights in the main room. Darkness swallowed everything. Then Mary followed, stepping into the blackness, standing perfectly still as she gathered herself. She drew in a slow breath, steadying her nerves, then reached for the switch.

The lights came on—not overhead, but focused. Spotlights bloomed to life, converging on her alone.

The effect was devastating.

The young man froze, his breath caught somewhere between awe and disbelief. He had expected hints—perhaps a sheer blouse, the suggestion of skin, the teasing outline of her shape. What stood before him was far more daring. The fabric clung and vanished at once, rendered invisible by the careful arrangement of light. Her body was revealed in sculpted clarity: the fullness of her breasts, the gentle softness of her belly, the confident curves of hips that spoke of maturity rather than apology.

Mary moved with intention, slow and practiced, angling herself just so. Each shift revealed something new while concealing just enough to preserve her fragile justification. She had rehearsed every pose that morning, memorizing how the light kissed her skin, how a turn of her shoulder or the arch of her back could command the eye.

She said nothing. She didn’t need to.

The room hummed with tension, with forbidden wonder. And in that carefully constructed glow, Mary stood unflinching, offering exactly what she had promised—and nothing more.

At first, Mary faced him squarely, exactly as she had rehearsed it in her mind. The spotlights flanked her from either side, carving her body out of the darkness in sculpted bands of light and shadow. Her breasts, full and proud, were lifted by the contrast, their weight and shape emphasized by the play of darkness beneath them. She held herself still, dignified, almost severe—except for the subtle roll of her hips as she angled her pelvis forward, offering an unmistakable view of the lush triangle of curls she had carefully brushed until it gleamed softly under the lights.

She could feel his attention like heat on her skin.

Slowly, deliberately, she turned. The movement was unhurried, ceremonial. She allowed him to take her in inch by inch—her waist, the generous curve of her hips, the smooth, commanding sweep of her back. When her back was fully to him, she stopped and remained there, letting the silence stretch. Her backside, round and firm, filled the light, and she knew without seeing his face exactly what effect it had. Only after a long pause did she continue the turn, returning to face him once more.

That was all she had intended. A demonstration. A controlled, carefully measured offering.

But her body betrayed her.

Something loosened inside her, slipped its leash. Her hips began to move on their own, a gentle sway at first, then more pronounced, more daring. She bent forward slightly, then more deeply, her body folding as her hips rolled and her backside swayed from side to side. Her legs shifted, widening, grounding her. The movement felt instinctive, ancient, and she knew—she knew—how intoxicating the sight must be.

She stepped sideways, just enough to catch the glow of a floor-level spotlight. The light slid beneath the sheer fabric, traveling up her thighs like a caress until it illuminated the most intimate place between her legs. She spread her feet farther apart, her hips circling again, slower now, heavier, weighted with intention.

When she rose, she turned at an angle, giving him her profile. Her belly was softly rounded, womanly and strong, and her breasts—heavy, ripe—held themselves better than she had ever admitted to herself they might. She moved fluidly, turning and shifting, offering every line, every curve, letting the light trace her as if she were something precious on display.

From the darkness came a sound—a breath, a barely restrained sigh. Then another. His presence pressed against her senses, and with it came a surge of warmth low in her body. The awareness of his arousal fed her own, and what was meant to be brief stretched on and on, her movements growing freer, less planned, more honest.

At last, with a sharp inhale, she caught herself. Shame and resolve collided, and resolve won. She reached for the switch, plunged the room back into darkness, and vanished from the light as if she had never been there at all. Later, her daughter would tell her the performance had lasted nearly ten minutes.

Mary allowed them their time afterward—half an hour, the door open as always. She could not bring herself to listen, nor did she want to know what passed between them. Her body was still humming, her skin too tight, her thoughts too loud.

She dropped to her knees and folded her hands, whispering fervent thanks to her Lord. She prayed that what she had done would be accepted as sacrifice, as devotion twisted into duty. Doubt flickered—but only briefly.

Her answer came swiftly.

A warmth surrounded her, a sudden, enveloping presence like a living breeze. It curled around her shoulders, her waist, her breasts, lingering there, intensifying until it was almost too much to bear. The air grew hotter, heavy with sensation, and then it pressed inward, filling her most secret place with a rush of scorching warmth. She gasped, her head falling back, pleasure blooming despite herself.

Never once did she question the source. The idea that anything unholy might have touched her—might have claimed her during her display—never entered her faithful mind. She believed utterly in God and His messengers, in their comfort and their care, and she surrendered to the sensation as proof that she had been seen… and forgiven.

When the presence that had wrapped itself around her—holy or otherwise—finally ebbed and left her breathless but sated, Mary smoothed herself back into calm and went to check on the young ones. Relief loosened her shoulders when she saw them: talking quietly, bodies close, arms around each other in a way that hovered just within the boundaries she could accept.

She had no notion that they’d sensed her own rapture through the walls, that their bodies had mirrored her climax, pulling apart only when whatever had taken her had finally released her. The young man, though, now carried very precise knowledge of Lucy’s curves, the weight and warmth of her breasts etched happily into his mind. Lucy, for her part, glowed with secret satisfaction, more than pleased by the impressive firmness and promise she’d discovered in him.

The following morning, mother and daughter sat together for a long, intimate talk. Lucy confessed—cheeks flushed, eyes bright—that her fiancé had been dazzled by what he’d been shown. He’d spoken in reverent tones about Mary’s body, about the confidence and sensual grace with which she’d revealed herself. He’d admitted he’d never expected anything so bold, so overwhelming, and that it had banished any lingering doubts. He was convinced now, Lucy said with a soft smile, that his future wife possessed everything a man could possibly desire.

The words soothed Mary more than she wanted to admit. She’d woken with a knot of unease twisting her stomach, questioning the righteousness of what she insisted had been required of her. Again and again she’d told herself that her daughter’s happiness sanctified every choice she’d made. Lucy thanked her with deep, heartfelt gratitude, hiding a private smile. Everything was unfolding exactly as intended.

Mary’s fragile peace cracked when the vicar returned home and mentioned, almost casually, that the troublesome woman had already sought his counsel the very next day. Their conversation stretched on, heavy with implication. More than once Mary renewed her offer to assist him, to help uncover the nature of these supposed sins. He conceded it might prove useful, though his hesitation was plain. No conclusion was reached before they knelt together for evening prayers. Afterward, he went straight to bed. Mary lay awake long after, thoughts turning and settling into the shape of a plan.

She rose early, washed, and went to pray. A smile curved her lips when the familiar sensation answered her almost at once—soft, heated caresses brushing over her bare, generous backside like lingering kisses. 

“You enjoy that, don’t you?” she murmured lightly. “If only the vicar shared your appetite.”

A firmer rush of air nudged her from the altar, insistent but not unkind. She laughed under her breath. “Mercy, you’re eager today. You want me back in bed, is that it?” She always trusted these signs, always believed she understood their meaning.

Something seemed to guide her, step by step, until she was stretched naked on the bed, limbs open, skin already burning. The presence followed, thick and hot, curling around her, stoking need until it pulsed through her veins.

Her husband stirred, then woke fully. The sight of her—offered, flushed, radiant with desire—ignited him instantly. He crossed to her without hesitation, hands sure, body ready, and gave her exactly the morning devotion she’d been aching for, answering heat with heat until her sighs filled the room.

When she and the vicar had finally stilled, breath slowing as they lingered in the sweet, languid warmth of what they’d shared, Mary rested against him, her body still humming. The moment felt ripe—soft, unguarded—and she gently steered them back to the subject that had hung between them since the night before.

She told him she had prayed on it deeply, opening herself fully to the Lord’s guidance. The answer, she said, had come with reassuring clarity: the transgression would be wiped clean the instant it was committed, because it would be done in service of a higher purpose. There would be no stain on his soul. None on hers. And she reminded him, calmly but unmistakably, that her body was his to use in this sacred search for truth, whenever he found the courage to accept it.

The vicar offered little in reply. He muttered again about the troublesome woman, his frustration evident, his conscience clearly wrestling with desire. When it was time for him to go, Mary kissed him—slow, confident, a promise pressed to his lips—and told him quite plainly that she would be waiting in the vestry, should he discover he required her… assistance.

She arrived a touch early, knowing full well the other woman would stretch her appointment to the very last second. With a practiced excuse to the chaplain about meeting her husband, Mary slipped into the vestry and closed the door behind her.

She shed her modest dress without haste, letting it fall neatly aside, and stood for a moment in nothing but her bra and panties. The vestry always stirred something in her—the age of it, the hush, the sense of being wrapped in something ancient and watchful. She breathed it in, feeling deliciously close to her Lord.

Then it came: a gentle brush of air across her skin.

“Is that you, Smokey?” she asked softly, smiling into the quiet. “How kind of you to come keep me company.”

The breeze strengthened, turning cool and insistent, raising goosebumps along her arms and thighs.

“Oh—yes, of course. Right away,” she murmured obediently. “I don’t know how I could forget how you prefer me, Smokey.”

After all this time, she felt entitled to the intimacy of a pet name when they were alone—though she would never dare it when he came bearing the Lord’s authority.

She slipped out of her bra and panties, baring herself completely. At once, the air softened, warming, caressing her the way she loved best. The fact that the vestry door lacked a lock didn’t trouble her. If anything, it added a sharp edge of excitement. She trusted the Lord to watch over her… though even He, she knew, might be distracted now and then.

Mary leaned forward over the tabletop, presenting herself openly, reverently. The breeze stroked along her curves, worshipful. Then she felt it—feather-light hands at her hips, guiding her feet farther apart. The touch was delicate, yet unyielding, holding her exactly where she was meant to be. A teasing pressure brushed the entrance to her most sacred place, making her gasp.

“Oh, Smokey, my love,” she breathed, heat flooding her voice. “Will there be two of you? Is that what you desire—both at once?” A shiver of delight ran through her. “How wonderful. You know how eager I am to give back, to repay all the comfort and guidance the Lord grants me. I’ll do everything I can… to make room for you both.”

Her sacred passage was breached in an instant, the presence inside her swelling and stretching her until it felt impossibly full, every hidden ridge and tender fold claimed. The sensation unlocked her body; she was suddenly free to move, to thrash and roll, her hips snapping back, her ass circling wildly as pleasure tore through her. The unseen air spiraled around her, teasing, caressing, blowing hot and insistently over her breasts until her nipples ached and tightened. The pressure inside her mounted and, with a broken cry, she tipped over the edge, soaring, undone, surrendering herself completely to that blinding ascent.

She drifted back slowly, breathless, limbs trembling. A few languid eddies of air lingered, like lazy fingers reluctant to leave, before fading into stillness.

“Thank you, my sweet Smokey—and you as well, Gabriel,” she murmured dreamily. “Give my love to our Lord. Tell Him how grateful I am for His kindness, for sending you both to ready me for what lies ahead. You know why I’m here—to comfort my poor husband after the temptation he’s endured this morning from that devastating woman.”

The words had barely left her lips when the door creaked open. Mary didn’t turn. She stayed draped over the table, deliberately arching, her round, bare bottom shifting in a slow, inviting rhythm. In her flushed, hazy state, she almost imagined Gabriel lingering, the promise of more hanging thick in the air.

“Come claim your reward for being so patient with her,” she purred. “I know you’re pressed for time. The Holy Spirit has already prepared me—and he didn’t come alone. Gabriel was with him.”

She knew exactly what she was doing. That kind of sacrilegious, filthy teasing always undid him, and she relished it, even though it was hardly necessary. He had come already aflame, stirred by the other woman’s calculated provocation, desperate for release so he could face the rest of his day. One look at his wife—open, offered, her body still trembling with aftershocks—was enough to make him painfully hard. Clothes were discarded without care, tossed aside as though consequences no longer existed. In that moment, he didn’t worry about being discovered. Perhaps, like her, he trusted the Lord to look the other way.

He stepped up behind her and seized her bare hips. For a heartbeat, his resolve surfaced, urging restraint. Mary felt it instantly; she had become exquisitely attuned to him, to every hesitation and hunger. She sensed how close he was to surrendering to the sin she craved. Slowly, deliberately, she pushed back, letting her ass brush against him. The contact made her shudder. She pressed again, felt the rigid length align, the swollen tip sliding into place.

That was all it took. When the soft heat of her enveloped the head of him, the vicar’s remaining restraint shattered. With a rough, unholy sound torn from his chest, he surged forward, burying himself deep. Mary cried out—a raw, ecstatic sound rarely heard within those walls. Pleasure bloomed, overwhelming and complete. She was in heaven at last. After twenty long years of yearning, he had finally taken her just as she had always dreamed, right there in the vestry, exactly where she belonged.

Mary had always been quick on her feet when it came to desire. Even now, slick and open with him buried deep inside her, her mind stayed sharp. She knew this position was new territory for her; she’d never truly taken a man from behind like this, never learned the delicate art of giving without losing herself. Perhaps that was why she’d been so thoroughly prepared, why Gabriel had come first—to teach her how to open, how to receive without fear. 

She wanted this to be unforgettable for her beloved vicar. Not just good, but dangerous. The kind of pleasure that lodged itself under the skin and refused to fade. She needed him aching for her afterward, restless, undone, unable to keep away. And so she disciplined herself, even as pleasure licked up her spine. She held back, breathed through it, refused to let her body take over too soon. 

It paid off. 

She’d thought about this moment endlessly, devoured every whispered hint and half-forbidden text she could find, storing the knowledge away until now. Her body seemed to know what to do without instruction—how to tilt her hips just so, how to circle and pulse, how to work him with the slow, confident flex of her well-trained, responsive heat. She used every subtle movement, every tightening and release, until she felt him shudder behind her, his control fraying. Only then did she allow herself to chase her own pleasure, letting it bloom fully. They shattered together, their climax rolling through them in trembling waves that left her weak and glowing, breathless and sated. 

He stayed there for a long while afterward, still inside her, his hands roaming with reverent slowness over her shoulders and arms. Mary lifted herself just enough to offer him her breasts, and he accepted eagerly, cupping and kneading them as if he couldn’t quite believe they were his to touch. 

Eventually he withdrew, gentle now, and helped her up from the table. 

“Let us pray and give thanks,” Mary murmured softly. She crossed the room to the small altar and knelt without dressing, her skin still warm and sensitive. Almost immediately she felt it—the familiar caress of air, the tender brush like fingers tracing her curves. The sensation slid down her thighs and returned along the silken inside, making her smile. 

“Well now,” she said lightly, her voice bright with amusement, “you’re still here, are you? Enjoying the view?” 

She felt no shame, only reassurance, as though forgiveness had already been granted. 

“What… what did you say?” the vicar asked, kneeling beside her. 

“I was thanking our Lord,” Mary replied smoothly. “I believe He understands. That He approves of us learning what we must.” 

“Yes,” he said after a pause, his voice low. “I feel that too. And I believe… there is still much more for us to study.” 

Her breath caught as his hand found her backside, squeezing firmly before sliding upward, parting her with an intimate certainty that sent a thrill straight through her. 

Then, as suddenly as he’d begun, he stood and dressed. He pulled her into his arms, still naked, still flushed, holding her in a way that promised more—much more—before hurrying away. 

Mary dressed slowly, luxuriating in her contentment. She felt calm, fulfilled, and quietly triumphant as she spent the rest of the day immersed in plans for the wedding. 

That night, as they climbed the stairs together, he asked shyly if perhaps they might continue their lessons. Mary only smiled at him, sweet and knowing. 

She prepared for bed first and slipped into their prayer room—but forgot her nightdress entirely. Kneeling before the crucifix, bare and open, she felt it again: the unmistakable presence, the warm breath of air curling around her body, thick with promise as it closed in on her.

The vicar came in behind her and simply stopped, caught by the sight of his wife as if she were a revelation. His reservations about taking her from the back dissolved in an instant. Disapproval had never meant blindness. He could still appreciate the generous curve of her, the way her body offered itself without apology.

Mary felt him there, felt the heat of his attention like a hand already on her skin. She knew exactly how to hold herself, how to kneel and incline forward so every line was at its most tempting. On her knees, bent in devotion and desire, her slim waist flowed into the lush swell of her backside. She rolled her hips slowly, deliberately, showing how supple and strong she was, how softness and firmness lived together in her flesh. When she eased her knees wider apart, the intimate fullness between her thighs revealed itself like ripe fruit, smooth and flushed, impossible to ignore.

He forgot his purpose entirely. Desire erased it. He crossed the room as if drawn by gravity and set his hands on what she offered so proudly. He squeezed, palms full, fingers exploring and claiming, stroking over curves he knew but had never known like this. Mary’s laugh spilled out, low and pleased, when she heard his nightshirt slide to the floor. The sound alone told her everything. Another long-held fantasy was unfolding beneath her breath.

She took a risk—an intentional, thrilling one—and slipped down from the little footstool, settling directly onto the carpet. Lower now, she bent further, until she was on all fours, open and waiting. She felt his grip tighten on her hips as he stepped closer. His hard length brushed her, insistent and unmistakable, nudging at her entrance. When he pushed forward, she rocked back to meet him, and their movements locked together in perfect, hungry rhythm. He drove deep into her warmth, drawing a raw sound from his throat and a sharp cry of pleasure from hers.

Then he truly took her. Her bottom met thrust after thrust, a fierce, relentless rhythm she had never known before. Each stroke felt better than the last, overwhelming in its intensity. Mary surrendered gladly, realizing he had taken command, that she could let go completely and simply receive. There was no need for coaxing or care now—only the pure pursuit of pleasure, his and hers entwined.

Time blurred. He slowed eventually, breath heavy, body still powerful. Mary had already crested again and again—four, maybe five times, she had lost all sense of counting—and the pause felt like mercy. She would have endured more if he’d demanded it, would have borne anything to see him undone, to ensure this awakening burned into him so deeply he’d never forget it. That he carried her with him into such bliss along the way felt like a gift.

He continued at an unhurried pace, drawing it out, until something in him snapped open. Mary, floating on a chain of smaller orgasms, sensed the coming storm. This one would be different. This one would take everything.

And it did. The climax tore through them with a force that shattered restraint, loud and uncontrollable, echoing through the house. Somewhere down the hall, their daughter stirred, blinking awake with a sleepy smile, puzzled by the unusual noise. It wasn’t often the night rang so full.

The vicar collapsed into bed after a prayer so brief and muddled it barely deserved the name. His body was spent to the bone, wrung out and heavy with sleep, and within moments his breathing deepened. Mary lingered behind. She knelt, unhurried now, and entered into a far more intimate conversation with her Lord and His attendants. She spoke honestly, without shame, and listened just as carefully. What came back to her—warm, indulgent, approving—left her smiling. Taking her husband from behind, surrendering to that hunger, was no transgression at all. Quite the opposite. 

The thought made her blush, heat rising into her cheeks, until she remembered—of course—they had seen everything anyway. Every movement, every cry, every delicious loss of control. The embarrassment softened into a thrill that settled low in her belly.

She woke the next morning wrapped in a deep, luxurious sense of well-being. Stretching beneath the sheets, she became acutely aware of the tender ache between her thighs, the sweet soreness that spoke of excess and indulgence. A wicked smile curved her mouth as images from the day before flooded back. Three times. He had taken her three times, with a vigor that left her shaken and glowing. She rose to wash, moving slowly, savoring each sensation.

Clean and bare, she drifted into the praying room. It greeted her like a confidant, heavy with memory. She whispered her thanks again, standing still as a faint current of air slid over her naked skin, cool at first, then teasingly warm, as though in response.

On her way back to the bedroom, a mischievous idea sparked. She detoured to the closet and reached up to the highest shelf, tugging down a large, firm cushion she had bought years ago and never quite known what to do with. Now, she thought, grinning to herself. Now is perfect.

She returned to the bed and stretched out on her stomach, nestling the cushion beneath her lower belly. The angle tipped her hips up shamelessly, presenting her in a way that made her breath hitch. When she parted her thighs, the pose turned downright obscene. The breeze returned, warmer now, more insistent, and then—there they were. Barely-there touches, reverent and knowing, gliding over her skin. Mary beamed into the pillow.

“You do like me like this, don’t you?” she giggled softly. “And I like you too. Both of you. Go on—no one does it quite like you.” 

The sensation deepened, filled her, stretched her until she felt deliciously full, overwhelmed by it. She cried out, voice breaking. “Oh, my dearest Archangel Gabriel,” she gasped, “you’re insatiable this morning. And I love it—God knows I do.” Pleasure swallowed her whole, time dissolving as wave after wave rolled through her.

She surfaced only when she felt the mattress shift. Her husband stirred, then pushed himself upright. Just like the morning before, his eyes went wide at the sight of her—offered up, tilted high, shameless and inviting. Whatever stiffness or fatigue he’d woken with vanished instantly. His priestly wand responded without hesitation, rising eager and hard before he even reached her.

Sin never entered his thoughts. The vision before him erased everything else. He stepped between her parted thighs and claimed her hips, fingers biting in. Mary’s hand reached back automatically, guiding him as she always did, though there was no real need. Her body showed him the way, soft pathways formed by her thighs, leading him unerringly home. With one smooth, decisive thrust, he surged forward and filled her, and her answering cry was pure, unrestrained welcome.

Mary was more than prepared, her body already arching back the instant she felt the blunt promise of him brush against her. She didn’t truly need to move—he came at her with enough urgency, enough raw intent, to bury himself fully inside her in one decisive thrust. Their motions collided, flesh meeting flesh with a force that knocked a rough sound from his throat and tore a sharp, blissed‑out cry from hers.

He lingered there, draped over her, his weight pressing into the soft, generous curves of her ass. Mary shifted beneath him, just a teasing roll of her hips, and the reaction was immediate. He lost whatever restraint he had left, driving into her with a hunger that sent pleasure spiraling through them both. By the time their bodies settled again, there was no doubt in either of their minds—this position had claimed a permanent place among their favorites.

There was no rush in him this morning. Sunday allowed for indulgence; the service wouldn’t begin until late. He remained stretched over her long after he finally slipped free, palms warm, body relaxed, content to savor the feel of her beneath him. Any lingering notions of wrongness—old superstitions, half‑remembered warnings—had faded completely. All that mattered was the yielding softness under his hands.

Mary lay there glowing, filled with a deep, satisfied happiness. Pride warmed her too. Four times in less than a full day—at his age, that was something to treasure. She smiled to herself, feeling both cherished and thoroughly claimed.

Later, during the service, she watched him from her place. Another woman hovered nearby, the one who used to unsettle him so easily. But now he stood grounded, calm, utterly unmoved by her presence. The woman tried anyway—buttons loosened, thighs subtly parted, skirts inching higher—but nothing landed. Mary felt a faint pang of disappointment when she realized there would be no excuse for a private moment in the vestry during the final hymn. She had enjoyed those stolen interludes.

Afterward, Mary found herself beside the woman, exchanging polite smiles and harmless chatter. To her own surprise, Mary found her likable—almost endearing. And with an odd twist of gratitude, she realized she owed her something. Without that influence, Mary might never have discovered the pleasure of taking her husband from behind. Now it was certain to become a cherished part of their private nights.

She let her thoughts drift, savoring the realization that she had reached the goal she once fixated on so intensely. It had consumed her, driven her, and now it rested within her grasp. Yet beneath that satisfaction lingered another desire, one she had barely dared to examine before. It had hovered at the edge of her mind, half-formed and easy to dismiss—until now. Standing there, heart beating a little faster, Mary admitted to herself that the time had come to face it. The longing was darker, more forbidden, and she knew it would be far more difficult to claim.

The scriptures rose unbidden in her memory, stark and condemning. Sodomy was named plainly as a sin, etched into her conscience by years of teaching. The thought alone sent a tight shiver through her, her muscles drawing inward as if her body understood the gravity of the desire before her mind could fully accept it. Her buttocks clenched reflexively, a betraying response that mixed fear with a sharp, illicit thrill. Mary exhaled slowly, aware that the path ahead was fraught—but also achingly tempting

~~~

That evening, everything shifted.

Her daughter came to her, eyes bright and unsettled, fresh from a church meeting where she had been with her boyfriend. And in that moment, Mary sensed that the world she thought she understood was about to tilt in an entirely new direction.

She came apart in sobs as she told her mother everything. Through hiccupping breaths, she confessed that the young priest had been brutally honest—cruelly so. He’d admitted that while he was now certain her body was lovely, ripe, undeniably tempting, he had no way of knowing whether she would be a disappointment once the lights were out. He didn’t want to bind himself to a woman who might prove inexperienced, awkward… or worse, cold. 

The girl had tried, desperately, to reassure him. She’d told him that her mother had guided her carefully, patiently, teaching her everything she herself knew. She’d whispered that she wanted him, that the thought of finally sharing a bed with him after their wedding made her ache with anticipation. Still, he’d shaken his head. Words weren’t enough, he said. He wanted proof—proof that Mary truly understood a man’s needs, that she knew how to give pleasure, how to receive it. He even scoffed that the vicar, rigid and old-fashioned, had likely only lain with a woman for duty’s sake, decades ago, if at all.

Long after her daughter had gone, Mary lay awake, tears sliding silently into her pillow. The weight of it pressed on her chest until she could no longer breathe around it. Near midnight, she rose and padded upstairs to pray. She knelt for a long time, whispering her plea into the stillness, until at last the familiar warmth answered her—a gentle, enveloping presence that brushed against her skin like reassurance itself.

A smile curved her lips as she opened her arms, welcoming it. Then the air shifted. The warmth sharpened, turning cool and insistent, surging beneath her nightgown, lifting the thin fabric until it billowed around her hips. Understanding bloomed instantly.

“Oh… forgive me, my dearest Holy Spirit,” she murmured softly. “I’m slow tonight. I forgot how you need me. This stiff cloth—how can you touch me properly through it?”

She stood and slipped the gown up and over her head, letting it fall to the floor. Naked now, she remained in the center of the small room, offering herself without shame. She felt the Spirit’s breath glide over her bare skin, linger, explore. She stepped forward and bent over the little altar rail, presenting herself fully. When the air cooled again, struggling to reach her, she widened her stance without hesitation, thighs opening in invitation.

The answer was immediate. The presence surged into her most intimate place, filling her with a reverent, overwhelming fullness that made her gasp and cling to the wood for balance. Her body responded eagerly, arching, yielding, surrendering to the sacred invasion until time blurred and her prayers dissolved into trembling sighs.

When she finally returned to her bed some fifteen minutes later, she collapsed into sleep, utterly spent. Morning found her deliciously sore, her body humming with memory—and with clarity. As she lay there, the solution to her daughter’s distress unfolded in her mind, certain and undeniable.

Later that morning, with her resolve steady and her hands no longer trembling, Mary placed a discreet call to a woman whose name circulated quietly among certain households. Officially, she was known for her impeccable service at formal dinners—flawless timing, graceful presence, an instinct for anticipating needs before they were spoken. Unofficially, she possessed another talent, one discussed in murmurs between mothers who loved their sons enough to ensure they entered manhood properly initiated.

This second service was never mentioned outright. It was requested obliquely, paid for generously, and delivered without disappointment. The fee was substantial, but so was the return. There were no regrets, no complaints—only satisfied silence. At celebrations marking a young man’s eighteenth year, she might linger after the last guest had gone, slip like a secret into his bedroom, and by morning the boy would wake transformed. Men awoke afterward with languid smiles, eyes bright and knowing, as though some hidden door inside them had been opened. She gave them what they craved—or what she decided they should crave—guiding them patiently until dawn. Whispers claimed that in certain wealthy homes she remained far longer, days or even weeks, devoted entirely to a single young man’s education, sometimes following a curriculum quietly agreed upon with his attentive mother.

Mary used the phrase she had been taught, the coded arrangement that left nothing explicit yet said everything. She spoke calmly, stating that she was planning a party for an eighteen-year-old boy. On the other end of the line, the maid’s voice remained unruffled, professional, almost soothing. Yes, that would be acceptable. Were there any particular wishes, any refinements to the arrangement? They met soon after, reviewed every detail with careful precision, and chose a date one week hence.

Only then did Mary sit her daughter down. Her voice was gentle but weighted, as if each word had been carried a long distance. After much anguish and consideration, she said, she had decided that her daughter’s happiness outweighed everything else. If this was truly what it took, she was prepared to offer another sacrifice—one deeper, more personal than any before. She would allow the young man a taste, perhaps more than one, of her own hard-earned mastery of marital arts. But this gift came with strict boundaries. Rules would be obeyed, without exception, or the arrangement would end before it began.

Her daughter broke down in tears—not of sorrow, but of overwhelming relief—and clung to her, pouring out gratitude in broken, fervent whispers.

When the chosen evening arrived, the young priest was greeted at the door by the maid herself, who guided him into the dining room. Mary and her daughter were already there, seated and waiting. He paused, taken aback. A full dinner had not crossed his mind. His surprise deepened as he took in their attire: gowns cut daringly low, fabrics that clung to their bodies as though tailored by touch rather than measurement. It was a striking contrast to their usual modesty when the vicar was present. Tonight, they had clearly dressed to be admired—and they knew it.

The maid, her own dress just as revealing, skirt scandalously short, moved through the room with practiced elegance, serving a meal that was as exquisite as it was indulgent. Conversation flowed easily, light and pleasant, as though nothing extraordinary hovered beneath the surface. When the final course was cleared, the young man found himself alone, offered port, cheese, and a cigar. He declined them all.

Strangely, he did not feel unsettled. If anything, anticipation curled low in his belly. His future bride had hinted at a “sacrifice,” something her mother was preparing herself for, and as he sat there in the lingering warmth of the room, he suspected that this carefully staged dinner was merely the threshold.

At last the maid returned for him, her smile unreadable as she led him up the stairs to a guest room at the back of the house. Once inside, she crossed the room and slid aside a section of wall paneling with a practiced hand. He stared as a hidden space revealed itself—three neat openings cut into the wall behind it.

She leaned close, her voice dropping into something conspiratorial. Long ago, she explained, the women of the house had used this little arrangement when they wanted pleasure without faces, when discretion mattered more than names. The partition between the rooms was thin now, she added lightly, the panels removed on both sides. There would be no real distance at all.

Before he could form a question, she extinguished the lamp. Darkness swallowed the room. “Look through,” she whispered, barely holding back a giggle. “But stay where you are. Decency, you understand.” Then, softer still, “Undress.” She slipped away, leaving him with his pulse thudding in his ears.

The room beyond the wall was black, just as empty—until he heard her voice. Mary. His name, spoken low, intimate, stripped of every social boundary it usually carried. His breath caught.

From somewhere behind him the maid murmured encouragement, telling him what to do, where to stand. Then Mary’s whisper followed, calm and assured, guiding him closer, instructing him to press himself to the wall, to offer himself through the larger opening, to slide his hands into the others.

He obeyed, trembling now.

Warmth enveloped him almost instantly. A mouth—experienced, unhurried—took him in with devastating ease, coaxing him from half-hard curiosity to aching fullness. Her lips and tongue worked with exquisite control, drawing him out, backing off just enough to keep him hovering on the edge. Below, deft fingers cradled and teased him, grounding him in sensation until his knees threatened to weaken.

Time lost its meaning. She played him like an instrument she knew by heart, never rushing, never allowing release. He reached blindly, desperate to touch her, but the openings were placed too far apart. She remained faceless, unknowable, all sensation and sound.

When she finally withdrew, the absence was almost painful. He strained to see her, but the darkness remained absolute. Then he felt her again—upright now, closer in a different way. Her hand wrapped around him, guiding him with deliberate slowness as her body brushed against his. The slick heat of her readiness told him everything before she did.

She turned suddenly, presenting herself, and pressed back against him with a soft, hungry sound. With a firm grip she guided him home, taking him into herself through the opening in the wall. The first thrust stole his breath.

What followed was relentless and unforgettable. She set the rhythm, changing it without warning—slow, teasing movements that drove him mad, then urgent, demanding strokes that made him groan. Sometimes she clenched around him, sometimes she yielded, each shift sending new shocks of pleasure through him. The wall restricted him, but the opening was generous enough that her hips pressed into his side, her warmth spilling into his space.

He seized her hips through the smaller openings, anchoring himself as he drove into her harder, faster. Her moans were muffled but unmistakable, raw with need. When he finally lost control, it tore out of him—a hoarse cry as release crashed through his body, leaving him shaking and spent.

She moved away at once, her body slipping from the wall, the connection broken as suddenly as it had begun.

He sank down, breathless, waiting for his heart to slow, the darkness still thick around him.

A gentle knock came at the door. The maid’s voice asked if he was presentable. Flushing, he dressed quickly, hands unsteady. She escorted him downstairs in silence and saw him out, closing the door behind him with quiet finality, as if nothing extraordinary had happened at all.

Mary, Lucy, and the maid debriefed in low voices, their heads bent together like conspirators after a delicious crime. Satisfaction hummed between them, rich and complete. On his way out, the future son-in-law had been almost embarrassingly effusive, his smile lazy and sated when the maid had asked—so innocently—whether he’d enjoyed his evening. Mary had pressed her thanks into the maid’s hands, her eyes shining with relief and triumph. She explained to Lucy, with quiet steel beneath her words, that she would never have yielded to a threat, never would have let that young man take her body as proof of anything. What he’d received instead was a carefully curated taste—a promise fulfilled without surrender. A demonstration, courtesy of the household, of exactly how well a man could be handled here.

The following day, Lucy approached her mother with a curious expression, saying that her fiancé had requested a private meeting for the next afternoon. Mary’s heart lifted. She assumed, quite naturally, that wedding details were finally to be discussed, that this strange tension would dissolve into plans and propriety. That evening, after the vicar had finished their usual prayers and succumbed to sleep beside her, Mary slipped from the bed and knelt once more to offer her gratitude. Almost instantly, the familiar warmth brushed her skin, a tender current moving over her like a living breath. This time she had been prepared—her nightdress already discarded, her body open and waiting. She sensed approval in the way the invisible touch lingered, unhurried, attentive. It had been far too long since the Spirit had taken such pleasure in her flesh. She returned to bed loose-limbed and calm, drifting in and out of sleep, wrapped in a deep, intimate ease until morning.

The next afternoon, Mary waited in the drawing room with Lucy, hands folded, posture serene. He arrived precisely on time. Once he’d settled into his chair and accepted a glass of wine, he turned to Mary, his jaw tight, his eyes sharp.

“You deceived me,” he said, the anger in his voice barely contained. “That night. The ‘sample’ you promised—someone else delivered it. The maid, most likely. I won’t deny it was exceptional. But it wasn’t you. And I still don’t know if you’re capable of satisfying a man, or teaching my future wife how to do so.”

Mary drew breath, ready to protest, to remind him of the sacrifice she’d already made simply by entertaining his demands. But he cut her off with a short, humorless laugh.

“How do I know?” he continued, leaning forward. “Simple. You weren’t wearing lipstick—yet my cock was stained with it. And the ass I fucked senseless? Lovely, yes. But it wasn’t yours. Compared to the magnificent one you showed me last week, this one was slimmer. Enjoyable. But slimmer. That’s how I know.”

Silence settled over the room. Mary stared at her hands, her mind scrambling for a response that wouldn’t betray her. She opened her mouth, then closed it again. She could not lie. Not now. Not after the careful elegance of her plan had unraveled so completely. Words abandoned her, leaving her exposed in her quiet, dawning defeat.

“Oh… well… you see…” Mary stalled, her throat tightening as she searched for words that might restore her dignity. “I couldn’t comply with something so indecent. It was never possible. I am a married woman—the vicar’s wife—and I won’t cross that line with any man, least of all the one my daughter is meant to wed. You must see that, young man.” She lifted her chin, grasping for authority she felt slipping through her fingers.

His response was a bark of laughter, sharp and utterly unimpressed.

“We had an agreement,” he said coolly. “You laid down the terms. I accepted them. Still—because I care deeply for your daughter—I’ll offer you one more opportunity.” His eyes pinned her in place. “Tomorrow afternoon I’ll return. You can have me then. No shadows, no darkness—broad daylight. You’ll be bare, completely. No walls, no holes, no substitutes. And this time, I decide what you do and how I take you.”

Mary’s breath hitched.

“If you refuse,” he went on, voice unhurried and merciless, “there are alternatives. One—your daughter shows me herself whether she has what it takes to please a man. I know she’s untouched—at least I hope so—but talent isn’t the same as experience. I’ll recognize it if it’s there. If that’s also denied, then the wedding is finished. I won’t gamble my future on uncertainty.”

He stood, already done with the conversation. “I’ll be back tomorrow at one. Have your answer.”

The door closed behind him as Lucy hurried after, her sobs echoing faintly down the hall.

Mary sagged into the chair, her body suddenly heavy, her thoughts in chaos. What she’d convinced herself was a clever ruse—a harmless deception meant to protect herself and preserve her daughter’s happiness—had curdled into disaster. Worse than before. Now the choice was brutal and unavoidable: submit herself, or allow her daughter to be subjected to his appraisal, his demands. If she’d yielded from the start, perhaps it would have ended with something fleeting, impersonal. A mouth, a moment, a proof given and done. Now… now the price felt unknowable, terrifying.

She would have unraveled completely had she witnessed what followed at the front door.

Lucy and her fiancé stood close, arms wrapped around each other with the ease they’d recently been granted. There were no tears now. Her daughter’s voice was low, intimate.

“You were incredible,” Lucy murmured. “She’ll come around tomorrow. I know she will. She’d rather sacrifice herself than see me humiliated. She’d do anything for me.”

Mary spent the rest of the day hollowed out, moving through the hours as if underwater. When night came and the vicar reached for her out of habit, seeking his customary comfort between her thighs, she turned away. She told him she was unwell.

This time, at least, it wasn’t a lie.

Sleep refused her. Mary lay awake, staring into the dark, her thoughts circling like trapped birds. Every time she closed her eyes, tomorrow loomed closer—demanding, unavoidable. By the small hours she could bear it no longer. She rose, slipped out of bed, and went upstairs to pray.

She knelt for a long time, naked and vulnerable before her Lord, pouring out the whole wretched story in a whisper that trembled between shame and desperation. She told Him she’d had no choice, that every step had been taken for her child. Silence answered her. The room grew cold, and gooseflesh rippled over her bare skin. At last, shivering, she decided she would get back into bed and seek what little rest she could.

That decision changed everything.

The moment she lay down, something unseen stirred the air. The bedclothes lifted as if caught by a sudden gust, sliding away from her body. The wind wrapped around her, firm and intimate, baring her completely—yet it was not cold. It was warm, soothing, almost tender. Had her husband woken then, he would have been confronted with the unguarded splendor of her body, open and inviting, and wondered bitterly why he’d been turned away earlier that night.

The presence—she could only think of it as the Spirit—cradled her from throat to toes. A tremor seized her, not of fear but of sensation, spreading through her limbs and pooling deep inside her. For a fleeting while, a soft happiness flooded her, easing the knot in her chest. Exhaustion followed close behind. Even as the worry returned, it dragged her down into sleep. The Spirit did not leave; it held her, solid and protective, keeping her warm through the night.

Near dawn, dreams took her.

She saw her daughter clinging to her beloved as he drifted farther away, fingers slipping free despite her frantic effort. The girl’s sobs cut through Mary’s chest. Yet beneath the dream’s sorrow, the warmth remained—and now there were hands. They roamed her body with slow confidence, learning her curves, lingering where she was most sensitive. She gasped as something hard pressed against her most intimate place, then eased inside her slick, yielding depths. She was filled completely, deliciously, the intrusion swelling until she felt stretched in every direction. Pleasure overwhelmed her; her mind went white.

When awareness returned—still within the dream—she was being moved, guided into one position after another, taken with an assurance that left her breathless. It felt impossibly good, like the most perfect coupling she had ever known. When the hands finally drew her onto all fours, a laugh burst from her, wild and unrestrained, as if the last of her restraint had been shaken loose.

She woke with the pale morning light, calm washing over her. The panic that had haunted her was gone. When she considered the problem that had seemed so insurmountable, the answer rose effortlessly within her, clear and settled. Her body ached, especially between her thighs—but it was a sweet, satisfied soreness that made her smile.

She lay there, marveling at it, until understanding dawned. A revelation, sudden and unmistakable.

Mary laughed aloud.

“Oh… Holy Son—was that truly you?” The words spilled from her lips in a breathy murmur, half disbelief, half wonder. “I never knew. I swear, I couldn’t have imagined it. That you were… like that. That you knew exactly how to touch, how to take, how to make a woman come apart so beautifully.” She smiled to herself, warmth pooling low in her belly as the memory unfurled. “It was indescribably sweet.”

A soft, girlish laugh escaped her, and then realization struck, sharp and sudden. “Of course,” she whispered, eyes widening. “It must have been Mary Magdalene. She taught you, didn’t she?” She shook her head, amused now. “I’ve heard the stories—everyone has—but I never knew what to believe. Perhaps she wasn’t the villain they painted her to be. A woman like that would know things. Intimately.” Her smile turned sly. “Now I see why you kept her close, my sweet Jesus. Very shrewd of you. A woman with that beauty and that kind of skill… always within reach.”

“What—what are you talking about?” her husband called groggily from the bed.

Mary startled, heat rushing to her cheeks as she realized she’d spoken every scandalous thought aloud. She turned just in time to see him push himself upright, blinking. His breath hitched when his gaze landed on her—bare, open, her body still loose and glowing, arranged in a way that left nothing to the imagination.

“Are you all right?” he asked, concern threaded with unmistakable desire as his body reacted despite himself. “And why are you naked?”

She smiled at him, radiant and unashamed. “Because I was expecting my Lord and Master to come claim what was denied him last night,” she said lightly, her tone almost playful. “I wanted to be ready—to be a proper, attentive wife.” Her thighs shifted, inviting, her sex aching and eager. “Come now, my dear vicar. Don’t keep me waiting. I need something hard inside me.” She knew exactly how a bit of filth steadied him, how it stoked his hunger.

He stood, his robe falling away as his arousal rose with him. By the time he reached her, she had already parted her legs, offering herself without reserve. His pleasure mirrored hers, and when it was over they lay tangled together, smiling, satisfied, basking in the soft hush that followed.

Later, Mary spent the morning gathering herself for what lay ahead. She practiced her words in her mind, refined them, weighed them carefully. She chose her clothes with equal care—something elegant, commanding, impossible to ignore. The nerves were there, yes, but muted. To her own quiet shame, the very thought of what she was about to do sent a slow, illicit thrill through her.

When the young man arrived, it was Lucy who greeted him. She led him upstairs to the guestroom with the paneled walls, her brow furrowed with confusion. She confessed she didn’t know what her mother had decided, only that she suspected another attempt at negotiation. As he opened his mouth to object, Mary stepped into the room.

One look at her silenced him completely.

She stood there in a sumptuous negligee that skimmed her curves and high heels that lent her both height and authority, every inch of her composed, confident, and devastating.

“Listen carefully,” Mary said, her voice low and steady, every word deliberate. “Your scandalous demand will be honored—completely—even though it brands me with betrayal and makes a fool of my husband. If a whisper of this ever escapes these walls, it would destroy him. It might destroy me as well. So understand the weight of what you’re asking.”

She drew a slow breath, her breasts rising beneath the sheer fabric. “Before we go any further, there is something you must know. This ends today. This is the final offering I will make. There have already been too many compromises, too many moments where I allowed myself to be pushed past my better judgment.” Her mouth tightened, remorse flickering across her features. “I even tried to deceive you once, failed to keep my word. That was wrong—deeply wrong. I should have refused then. I see that clearly now.”

Her gaze softened when she spoke of her daughter. “But she came to me. She begged. For her happiness, she asked for this last, unforgivable sacrifice. And because I am her mother, I agreed.”

Mary straightened, every inch of her radiating authority and resolve. “So consider this carefully, young man. If there is anything else you think you want—anything at all—say it now. Today, I will fulfill what I have promised. But I will not be cornered again. No more threats, no more leverage. If you try, the wedding is finished. I will tell my husband everything, regardless of what it costs either of us. Your future hangs in the balance just as much as my life does.”

She stood before him, tall and magnificent, a woman transformed. He could hardly speak—not because of the provocative glimpse of skin beneath her negligee, but because of her command of the room. This was not the weeping, desperate woman he had imagined. This was someone formidable.

The young priest forced himself to think. Truly think. He had already gained far more than he’d ever dared to hope for when he and his fiancée first whispered their plans. And now this extraordinary woman was standing here, offering herself without tears, without pleas. The reality of it made his stomach flutter with nerves. His hands trembled slightly. What if he disappointed her? The daughter had spoken in hushed, reverent tones of Mary’s experience, her confidence. What if he proved inadequate?

He swallowed and met her eyes. “No, ma’am. I have no further requests. If there are no more games, no more deceptions, I will gladly marry your daughter.”

“Good,” Mary replied coolly. “Then it’s decided. Let’s be done with it.” She turned to her daughter. “You should leave us now.”

Lucy hesitated, clearly stunned—by her mother’s composure, by the shocking elegance of her appearance, by the sudden finality of it all. Then she slipped out, closing the door softly behind her.

Silence settled in the room.

Mary faced him again, studying him with a measured calm. “Tell me,” she said plainly, “how would you like to proceed? How do you expect me to demonstrate what you’ve come here for?”

She let the question hang between them, watching his reaction. After a moment, the severity in her expression eased, just slightly, as something warmer—and far more dangerous—began to surface.

“I suppose I’ll have to lend a hand,” Mary murmured, her voice low and almost amused. “There doesn’t seem to be much heat stirring in those trousers.”

She closed the distance between them before he could respond, her palm settling over his groin with calm assurance. Her touch was warm, deliberate—and she felt it immediately: his body frozen by awe, desire knotted tight with nerves. He was soft, overwhelmed, staring at her as if she were a vision he hadn’t prepared himself to face.

Mary didn’t hesitate. She’d never been one to let awkwardness linger. With practiced ease, she took control, easing him out of his clothes, guiding him with murmured instructions and gentle pressure. She let his hands explore her through the thin fabric of her negligee, encouraging his clumsy caresses, teaching without words. Her own fingers worked him patiently, coaxing life into him until his breath hitched and his body finally began to answer her invitation.

When he was ready—aching and hard beneath her touch—she sank to her knees and took him into her mouth. There was no rush, no false modesty. She showed him exactly how a woman who knew her body and her power could undo a man. Her lips and tongue moved with confident intimacy, and his sharp gasp said everything. Later, he would tell her daughter, with a mixture of awe and disbelief, that Mary’s skill eclipsed anything he’d known before—far beyond the fumbling attentions of a servant girl.

When she finally rose, wiping her mouth with an unembarrassed smile, Mary asked him how he wanted her. The answer came quickly, almost shyly, and it delighted her more than she expected. On all fours.

A shiver ran through her as she turned, anticipation pooling low in her belly. She braced herself, the air cool against her skin, and felt his hands grip her hips. When the blunt heat of him brushed her entrance, a moan tore free—raw, unguarded. It broke into a cry as he pushed forward and slid inside her, filling her in a way that made her head tip back.

Her body welcomed him instinctively, muscles trained by years of knowing exactly how to take pleasure. She moved with him, at first encouraging, then deliberately slowing when she sensed his control wavering. He was eager but green, his rhythm uneven, his restraint fragile. Mary adjusted herself around him, guiding the pace, keeping him right on the edge without letting him fall too soon.

She orchestrated everything—angle, speed, pressure—until her own pleasure bloomed deep and fierce, and he finally lost himself with a hoarse groan, spilling into her and collapsing forward, spent and shaking. He rolled onto the bed, utterly undone.

Mary stretched out beside him, breathing evenly, waiting. As her pulse settled, she found herself oddly content. His inexperience pleased her; it meant he and her daughter could grow together, learn each other without imbalance or resentment. Neither would outpace the other. They would discover, teach, and stumble side by side—and that, she thought, was no small gift.

When he stirred again, she propped herself up on one elbow and studied him. He looked blissful, relaxed, a satisfied smile curving his mouth as he took in the sight of her beside him. But Mary wasn’t finished.

“Well,” she said calmly, “do you believe now that I know what I’m doing in a bed? Do you trust that I’ve shown my daughter things worth knowing? Are you convinced she’s learned enough from me to please you?”

“Oh yes,” he answered without hesitation, awe softening his voice. “You were incredible. Far more than I ever imagined possible—for a woman married to a vicar with such rigid morals. And there’s never been a whisper about you. Everyone says you’re devout, devoted, beyond reproach. So how is it… how do you know so much?”

Mary’s smile was slow, knowing, and utterly unapologetic.

“Oh, you shouldn’t be so narrow‑minded,” Mary said softly, her voice warm with quiet confidence. “Especially considering your calling. Isn’t love meant to be the very foundation of faith?” Her fingers traced lazy, absent patterns as she spoke, her smile knowing. “Being devout doesn’t mean denying the pleasures of marriage. Quite the opposite. My husband indulges in them generously—and so do I. He may cling to tradition and old doctrines, but when it comes to a woman’s body, he is anything but ignorant. He knows precisely how to touch, how to linger, how to leave me sated and smiling. I only hope, in time, you’ll prove just as capable.”

She watched his reaction with amusement as his eyes widened, his expression caught somewhere between disbelief and fascination. The image she painted—of the stern, respectable vicar as a man of skill and appetite—clearly rattled him. He opened his mouth to ask more, curiosity blazing, but she didn’t give him the chance.

“Well then,” Mary continued, tilting her head, her smile turning wicked, “since we’re talking about capability…” She let the word hang between them. “My daughter will expect far more than that on her wedding night. We should be certain you can rise to the occasion—now that we’ve established she’s been taught very well indeed.” She paused deliberately, letting anticipation thicken the air. “Besides,” she added, her gaze slow and appraising, “I’m far from finished. I’ve barely begun to warm up.”

Her tone softened as she moved closer again, all patience and practiced care. She understood his body now, understood how easily his nerves overwhelmed him, and she guided him back with tenderness rather than urgency. She used every advantage she possessed—the fullness of her breasts, the coaxing slide of her hands, the unhurried rhythm of her mouth—until his breath changed and his body responded once more. When he was finally hard for her again, she took her pleasure without restraint, riding the crest of a long, trembling release that left her flushed and deeply satisfied, exactly as she deserved to be.

Elsewhere in the house, Lucy drifted from room to room, her emotions tangled and uneasy. The entire situation sat wrong with her, no matter how bravely she tried to justify it. It had begun so carelessly—with her fiancé’s crude teasing. He’d laughed about her father, calling him a relic of Victorian morals, and her mother a frigid disciplinarian. He’d joked that if her parents ever slept together, it must be quick, awkward, and done in darkness. And he’d added, half‑smiling, that he sincerely hoped Lucy hadn’t inherited their supposed coldness.

Lucy, knowing intimately how passionate her parents truly were—and how vibrant, sensual her mother remained—had tried to correct him. She told him he was wrong, that her assumptions were ridiculous. But he only laughed harder, brushing off her words, daring her to prove it.

Upset, flustered, and speaking before she’d fully thought it through, Lucy had snapped back that she could make her mother pull down her knickers right in front of him, just to show him how wrong he was. The moment the words left her mouth, the challenge was set. Together, carried along by wounded pride and reckless daring, they began to shape a plan—one that would soon spiral far beyond what Lucy had ever imagined.

Lucy had failed to reckon with one essential truth about her mother: Mary never did anything in halves. What had unfolded had stunned both of them. It had slipped far beyond the daring little provocation Lucy and her fiancé had cooked up, swelling into something heavier, darker, and far more consuming than they’d imagined. And when the young priest, flushed and emboldened, had coaxed Mary to take things just a little further—clearly hoping it might soften her resolve about premarital intimacy—everything tipped again. 

But Mary had drawn a line where Lucy hadn’t expected one. There would be no intimate participation from her daughter. Not now. Not like that. Instead, Mary’s cool, practical solution—substituting the maid as a willing stand‑in—had blindsided Lucy completely. The twist of it made her stomach knot with something sharp and sour. She didn’t want her fiancé touching another woman. The thought of it scraped at her insides. Yet she was trapped by her own lie; stopping it meant exposing the whole scheme. 

And then it became worse. Much worse. When her fiancé pieced together the deception, his anger had snapped toward her, accusing her of being complicit, of orchestrating it all. He demanded the real Mary. Not a substitute. Not an illusion. Lucy’s shame burned hot and unforgiving. 

Now, pacing and stewing in the silence, Lucy realized she had misjudged her mother yet again. She had truly believed Mary would ease back, bargain, find a way to defuse the tension. The young couple had even whispered their own compromise—nothing final, nothing irrevocable. Just naked closeness, skin on skin, hands roaming freely. Maybe his mouth between her thighs, her own lips wrapped around him, tasting him, feeling him spill for her. Lucy was as heated and impulsive as her mother; she ached for those stolen pleasures, craved them with an impatience that made her pulse throb. 

But Mary hadn’t bargained. She hadn’t softened. She had seized control with a firmness that allowed no room for retreat. No hesitation. No doubt. 

Lucy hated that. She knew, with a certainty that made her chest tighten, that Mary would prove herself beyond question. Her mother would give him an experience that would brand itself into memory, something impossible to rival. Lucy tried to soothe herself by remembering her own reckless suggestion—that her fiancé should ask to take Mary from behind, a position she knew her mother adored. At the time, it had seemed like a distant, almost abstract indulgence. She hadn’t known Mary had already claimed that victory. 

The waiting gnawed at her. Time stretched unnaturally thin, each minute scraping against her nerves. She knew exactly how long it usually took Mary to satisfy her father—and herself. Mary had been thorough in Lucy’s education, passing on knowledge with the same unapologetic candor she herself had inherited. Observation, Mary believed, was the next best teacher. She had invited Lucy, more than once, to watch from the small praying room, insisting it was far better than peeking from behind a curtain. In the darkness, Lucy could sit comfortably, unseen. 

The first time, she’d learned there was no real need for modest clothing. By the second, she understood that her father was far too consumed by Mary’s body to notice an extra breath, an extra sigh in the room. Mary had noticed, though—had even sent her slow, knowing smiles between gasps. The lessons had been methodical, deliberate, punctuated by long, intimate conversations afterward. 

That Mary would now demand a second round, pushing everything further than Lucy had ever anticipated—that was something Lucy had never imagined. Not even in her wildest, most reckless thoughts.

When the guestroom door finally opened, the contrast between them was impossible to miss. He emerged first, shoulders slumped, hair damp at the temples, the loose, boneless look of a man who had been wrung out completely. Mary followed him with unhurried grace, her skin luminous, cheeks flushed with a soft, satisfied color, eyes bright as if something inside her had been loosened and set free. She looked rested, renewed—almost radiant.

He laughed, a little breathless, and caught Lucy’s hand. He didn’t even try to hide his admiration. Mary, he said, had been incredible—far beyond what Lucy had hinted at, far beyond his expectations. The way he smiled when he mentioned the wedding night made Lucy’s stomach twist with equal parts dread and longing.

Later, when they were alone, Mary finally offered her daughter a measure of comfort. For all his enthusiasm, she said, the young priest was still green. He knew the mechanics, yes, but not the deeper rhythms. A woman or two at most, Mary guessed, brief encounters that hadn’t taught him patience or finesse. Lucy clung to that assessment. She wanted her marriage to mirror her parents’—solid, intimate, deeply satisfying. Mary assured her that it would. Everything worth knowing, Lucy already carried within her. When the time came, she could guide him, shape him, lead them both into pleasure with the quiet confidence Mary herself had passed down.

~~~

The wedding itself unfolded flawlessly. Lucy was radiant, her husband handsome and proud at her side. The church echoed with vows and warm smiles, the vicar’s voice steady as he bound them together. The dinner sparkled, the wine flowed, and the dancing carried on deep into the night.

Mary found herself surrounded more than once, drawn onto the floor by the groom’s friends, flushed with champagne and bravado. They held her close, hands lingering, bodies pressing in ways that made her acutely aware of just how much desire she still inspired. She laughed, indulged them, let a few eager faces sink briefly into the lush valley of her cleavage when shadows offered discretion. It thrilled her—this reminder of her power, her vitality—especially now that her daughter’s future was finally secured.

Yet as the evening waned, Mary felt that familiar, secret tightening low in her belly. One thing remained. A marriage, properly sealed, required its final rite.

The party dissolved, guests drifting away as the newlyweds were escorted back to the vicarage, where the union would be completed. Mary preferred a more visceral word for it, one that made her pulse jump slightly every time she thought it: the taking.

She had spoken often with Lucy about this moment, stressing its importance again and again. They had guarded her virginity carefully, deliberately. There could be no hesitation, no doubt in her husband’s mind. He must believe—must know—that Lucy was untouched.

Mary had even spoken, with a kind of inherited pride, about the women of their line. Generation after generation blessed with bodies that told a convincing story. Her grandmother, her great-grandmother before that. Mary could only hope, with a private, almost reverent intensity, that Lucy had inherited the same gift.

Mary had always been meticulous when she spoke to Lucy about what would happen, drawing on her own experience with careful, almost clinical honesty. She’d told her how, when the young vicar first entered her, there had been a moment of resistance—an unmistakable tension, elastic and unyielding, that seemed to grip him and hold him at bay. Pressure built, breath stalled, and then, with a sudden release that felt almost audible, everything gave way. The sensation had been sharp and undeniable, followed by the intimate proof that left no room for doubt. Mary still remembered the flush of pride and tremulous pleasure that followed, the look of reverent triumph on the vicar’s face, the stained sheets that spoke more loudly than words ever could.

That memory warmed her now as she made her way down the corridor, slipping into the small room beside the bridal chamber—the same one where she herself had once surrendered so much. It had been a sacrifice, she told herself, one she carried with equal parts solemnity and secret delight.

She moved quietly, not bothering with the light, climbing the ladder she’d placed there earlier. Through the narrow openings hidden behind the painted eyes on the wall, she could see into the adjoining room. Lucy had listened, just as Mary had hoped: the lamps were low but not extinguished, bathing the space in a tender glow. Mary had insisted that there was power in being seen, in allowing beauty to be witnessed.

What she glimpsed reassured her. Lucy carried herself with that delicate balance Mary had tried to teach her—modest yet open, trembling yet curious. Her husband approached her with reverence, and Lucy allowed herself to be admired before yielding to the moment, guiding him with shy confidence before sinking back beneath him.

Mary didn’t linger over the details. She saw enough to know that everything unfolded as it should have: the brief hesitation, the sharp cry, the pause that followed, and then the unmistakable rhythm of two newly bound bodies finding their way together. Relief loosened something deep in her chest. There would be no question, no shadow of doubt.

She slipped away before the night carried on, already planning the small, practical duties of morning. The evidence would be there, and she would show it to her husband if needed. This, too, was part of her role—protector, witness, guardian of propriety.

Sleep wouldn’t come. Her blood still hummed with nerves and triumph, so she went instead to the small prayer room. Kneeling, she folded her hands and let the words pour out, gratitude and confession entwined. She spoke of the worry, the effort, the strange joys and secret burdens that had led to this night, trusting that her Lord understood the complicated devotion that had guided her every step.

When she finally fell silent, the hush pressed in around her. She waited—expectant, reverent—and when no answer came at once, unease fluttered through her chest. Slowly she stood, then let her nightdress slide from her shoulders, the fabric whispering to the floor. Naked, unguarded, she knelt again before her Lord and Master, spine straight, thighs parted, offering herself without reservation.

The response came instantly.

A breath circled her, warm at first, then deliciously heated, as if the very air had decided to touch her. It wrapped around her skin, teasing, coaxing. Then came the faintest pressure—soft, almost playful—cupping her ass, hands that barely seemed solid and yet knew her body intimately.

“Well then,” she murmured with a soft laugh, not the least bit startled. “There you are. I was beginning to wonder what kept you. A busy night, I imagine. A wedding night always draws attention—so many eager bodies, so much longing.” Her tone turned knowingly indulgent. “You didn’t take offense at my little curiosities earlier, did you, Smokey? You know you’re always welcome. Serving my Lord’s messengers is the least I can do in gratitude. Come now. I’m ready.”

She shifted forward, settling onto her knees on the narrow bench, leaning into the altar rail for support. Her posture was practiced, open, devout in its own intimate way. As she lifted her gaze, she could have sworn the carved face of the Holy Son above her had softened, the anguish in the wood eased by something dangerously close to desire—a knowing, almost indulgent smile.

Then thought scattered as sensation took over.

They entered her without ceremony, without mercy. Smokey’s presence flooded her from the inside out, heat spiraling through her veins, setting her nerves alight, while Gabriel filled her, deep and deliberate, claiming the place she had always thought of as sacred. Her breasts tightened as invisible currents teased her nipples, alternating warmth and chill until they stood aching and proud. Even the small, sensitive nub between her thighs was not spared, kissed by sudden bursts of air that made her gasp and rock helplessly.

She was lost in it—open, burning, trembling—when the rhythm faltered. A tension shifted behind her, something like a struggle or an exchange, and then the fullness inside her slipped away, leaving her empty and panting.

The pause was brief.

Hands seized her hips again, firmer now, possessive, and she barely had time to draw breath before a new pressure insisted at her other entrance. Her body resisted out of instinct, but the force was patient, relentless. Slowly, inexorably, it pushed inside her untouched place. Her breath broke as she stretched around it, the sensation overwhelming—too much and exquisite all at once. Even when she felt impossibly full, it continued, expanding her beyond anything she had known, opening her to something vast and consuming.

The pleasure shattered her.

It rolled through her in blinding waves, lifting her out of herself, leaving her sobbing and radiant in a climax that felt less like sin than revelation.

When she came back to herself, weak and glowing, she raised her head. The face of the Holy Son looked down at her now with unmistakable satisfaction, the carved mouth curved, the eyes heavy with approval.

“Oh, my Lord… my Master,” she breathed, awe trembling through her voice. “You came yourself. I’m undone by the honor. What you gave me—what you took—surpasses even my boldest dreams. It was… divine.”

Then realization dawned, sharp and thrilling. “There was a message, wasn’t there?” Her smile turned slow and knowing. “You came to tell me you won’t object when I guide my dear vicar toward devotion through my other channel. I understand. I’ll serve you faithfully. I promise.” She sighed contentedly. “And my thanks to you as well, Smokey, Gabriel. You prepared me beautifully for your Master.”

Exhaustion swept over her at last, deep and sweet. She made her way back to her bed, limbs heavy, body still humming. As she drifted into sleep, she felt that familiar warm breeze linger, curling around her like a guardian’s embrace, soothing her through the night until dawn claimed her once more.

That was why, when morning crept softly into the room, the vicar found his bride sprawled naked atop the sheets, limbs loose, skin bare to the pale light. She looked unguarded, wanton even in sleep, and as always the sight undid him completely. He stood there a moment too long, reverent and hungry, before desire claimed him.

Mary drifted awake inside a delicious haze, certain she was still dreaming—because the dream involved a warm, deliberate tongue tracing her with intimate devotion. Only when the sensation deepened did she realize it was no fantasy at all. This was real. Tangible. Clerical. The proof of it pressed insistently against her thigh, firm and unmistakable, silently asking. She smiled and opened herself without a word, granting permission with her body, with her breath, with a soft sound of welcome.

Her husband was inspired that morning. The night before had left its mark on him as well. He too had been drawn into the swirl of bodies and music, coaxed onto the dance floor by youthful hands and laughing mouths—young women in priestly circles, friends of the newly ordained, all curious about the man behind the sober collar. They’d brushed close, tested him, learned quickly that beneath the restraint lived a man who loved the heat of another body, who answered flirtation with unmistakable hardness pressed boldly against their bellies as they swayed.

Now all that restrained fire was focused on Mary.

They lingered in each other, unhurried, indulgent, touching as if time itself had been suspended for their pleasure. Eventually Mary shifted, settling herself atop the firm pillow that had become a permanent accomplice in their bed. When her husband guided himself toward her, his aim went slightly astray, the blunt heat nudging against her tightly drawn back entrance instead. The shock shot through her like lightning; the tip breached her just enough to steal her breath before he pulled back, murmuring an apology.

She laughed softly and reached for him. She told him not to stop. That she liked it. That the accidental tease had awakened something fierce and impatient inside her.

As he continued his morning devotion, he found his wife transformed—eager, flushed, trembling with anticipation. Mary had tasted the promise of something more, and the craving settled deep. It had become her next ambition, her private hunger.

Even afterward, neither of them was ready to let go. Mary made a point of wandering the room unclothed, bending, stretching, letting her body speak for her while the vicar watched, utterly undone. Back in bed, she pulled him down to her and began again, using every curve, every practiced skill. One of her favorite pleasures was taking him fully into her mouth—not just him, but all of him. She lavished attention on the softness there, cradling and tasting, rolling him slowly on her tongue, until the warmth and wet coaxed him into awakening.

She thrilled as he grew under her care, larger and firmer than she’d dared to expect. It delighted her—this transformation she could feel happening against her lips, this sacred thing rising in response to her devotion.

And then she was astride his face, her thighs framing him, his tongue steady and eager as it traced her most sensitive place. She rocked gently, waiting, timing her descent with care. When she lowered herself just enough, his tongue brushed where it had no warning to be. The contact was brief, accidental, electrifying.

Mary gasped, her whole body shuddering as the jolt rippled through her again—stronger this time, undeniable, and filled with promise.

A little while later she rose onto her hands and knees, arching her back, offering herself with a slow, deliberate sway. Her hips traced small, teasing circles, her backside lifted and waiting, every muscle alive with anticipation as she sensed him shifting behind her. She knew exactly what she was doing this time. When she felt the warmth of him hovering close, that familiar heat grazing the tender line of her cleft, she subtly adjusted—lowering herself by a fraction, just enough to guide him astray.

From his perspective it was a mistake. From hers, it was exquisite intent.

The moment contact was made, a sharp, thrilling pulse shot through her. She gasped softly, savoring the delicious shock as the crown of him nudged where he hadn’t meant to be, pressing just inside before awareness caught up with him. He pulled back at once, flustered and apologetic, but Mary was already trembling, her body singing with pleasure from that brief, forbidden touch.

As he went on to complete his second loving service of the morning, Mary’s mind wandered even as her body remained fully present. She catalogued the small victories she’d claimed so far, the way his reactions had changed, the boundaries that had begun to soften. Satisfaction curled warmly in her chest. She was patient, but she was also determined. She could feel herself drawing closer to what she wanted, closer than she’d ever been before.

Perhaps, she mused, there was no harm in a little guidance. Maybe that woman—so knowing, so open—might offer a word or two of encouragement, a gentle nudge to help turn her husband’s thoughts where Mary longed for them to go. The idea settled in her mind like a promise, and she smiled to herself, already imagining what the rest of the year might hold.


Secrets of the High Pasture


Chapter 1

In Sweden they call women like me an old lass—the daughter who stays behind, who nurses the aging parents while the others build lives of their own. I was that woman. Duty rooted me to the soil, and by the time my parents were gone, marriage had passed me by. My eldest brother took the farm, as tradition demanded. I was given a small cottage in the village, a place of my own, and learned to make a life inside its quiet walls.

That summer of ’53 I was already nearing forty, though not yet old—not really. An old lass, yes, but still very much alive in my skin. I have never been a beauty that turns heads, but neither am I something to turn away from. There is a plainness to me that softens when the light is kind. I cannot bear children, a fact that once ached but eventually became simply another truth I carried.

I have made peace with my body—more than peace, really. I enjoy it. My breasts are full and heavy, and when I loosen my dress and let them move freely, they sway with a slow, indulgent rhythm that makes men look twice. I adore the dark, thick curls between my thighs, lush and unapologetic. Men love to bury their fingers there, to thread them through and tug gently, combing as if discovering something wild. I love the faint shiver that follows, the teasing whisper of what’s coming next.

But it’s my hips that please me most. They are wide, generous, made to hold weight. Men settle against them as if they were built for that very purpose, and I welcome the press of their bodies, the heat and heaviness pinning me into the earth. Give me a lean man, narrow through the hips, and let him fit himself between my bones, his length filling me fully—then I feel as though I’ve stepped into something sacred, something close to heaven.

I like the way my body has ripened with time. My belly has softened into a gentle curve, my backside grown fuller, solid with muscle beneath the flesh. I’ve learned that men admire an ample ass when it’s firm and strong, and mine has never failed me.

Men. An old lass is not condemned to solitude—not if she knows herself. In a small village, though, discretion is everything. Over the years I have known most of the men here, and more than a few from beyond. I prefer them after they’ve married. Wives make men cautious; they don’t boast then. I ask for silence, and in return I offer the same. Their secrets are safe with me, and so far, so is my reputation.

I keep my heart at a careful distance. A handful of encounters—sometimes ten, sometimes twelve—is enough. They need time at first, to loosen, to prove themselves, to learn how to give me what I want. But after a while it all grows predictable. Too many men lose their imagination once comfort sets in. They begin to reach only for the easy pleasure, and that bores me.

Finding time and places has never been difficult. We are people of the land, used to working outdoors, in fields and forests where privacy can be found if you know how to look. I have my cottage, though I rarely invite men inside it.

And then there is the mountain pasture. Every summer we drive the cattle up into the hills, as our people always have. It takes only a small group to tend them, and often an old lass is put in charge, assisted by a few younger hands. High in the hills, with long days and cool nights, life feels stripped down to its essentials—and so do the people living it.

My pasture is the last one still kept in the old way in our village, tucked into a soft green hollow high up in the hills. At its heart lies a small pond, fed by springs so clear you can see every pale stone on the bottom. By midsummer the sun warms it until the water turns silky against the skin, and I spend long hours there, swimming slowly, then stretching out naked on the grass to dry, letting the heat soak into my bones.

That summer I had fewer cattle than usual, which meant I needed only one helper—a young man, about twenty years old, strong and lean, with the restless energy of youth. He spent his days roaming the slopes with the animals and always returned in the late afternoon, dusty and quiet. The work was steady, the place beautiful, and yet the hours pressed in on me. Solitude can become a weight. I found myself lingering longer and longer by the pond.

He never joined me. Not once. 

I slipped into the water without a stitch on me, as I always do up there. No one comes that far, and even if they did, I would see them long before they saw me. And truth be told, the idea of being watched has never frightened me—it has always stirred something warmer. Still, the young man kept his distance, eyes carefully averted.

At first I assumed he simply couldn’t swim. Then one day I saw him, alone, cutting through the water with easy strokes. When I asked him, lightly, to join me next time, he flushed and refused, mumbling something that made no sense. He wouldn’t meet my gaze. That, more than anything, made me curious.

One afternoon I was stretched out on the grass, the sun glazing my skin, when I sensed movement beyond the line of bushes. I didn’t move. I let my body remain open, unguarded, while my eyes watched from beneath lowered lashes. The leaves shifted once, twice—then stilled. Eventually work called me back. I slipped on my thin cotton shift and started up the path. From the corner of my eye I saw him retreat quickly, like a startled animal.

So. 

Had he been watching me? Was he old enough—grown enough—to feel desire for an old lass like me? I told myself it was unlikely, almost laughable. And yet the question lodged in me, insistent. I needed to know.

When he went down to the pond another day, it was my turn to hide among the bushes. I watched him undress, all quick, awkward movements. He had a decent dark growth between his thighs. His cock lay soft against him, modest, unassuming. But I’ve lived long enough to know better than to judge potential by softness alone.

That settled it. I would learn the truth. If he was more of a man than he pretended, it would betray him soon enough—especially if we shared the water. Youth has a way of answering before the mind can stop it.

Over the next days I made sure to give him every chance. I wore my lightest shift, nothing beneath it, the fabric clinging and then falling away as I moved. I left the top buttons undone. I bent, stretched, reached in front of him without shame or hurry, letting gravity and carelessness do their work. If his eyes were curious, there was plenty to see.

He tried to be careful. I’ll give him that. But I caught him looking more than once, quick glances he thought I didn’t notice. And a few times—just a hint, a telltale strain at his trousers. Not proof. Not yet.

It wasn’t enough. 

If I wanted certainty, I would have to tempt it out of him myself.

The following afternoon, I made a point of lingering in the pond long after my chores were done. By then he was accustomed to finding the place empty when he came down from the hills, free to strip and swim without an audience. I slipped into the water quietly and settled where it was deep enough to hide me, the cool surface lapping at my throat. When he arrived, he didn’t notice me at all—too busy with his own routine, too sure of his privacy.

He undressed without hesitation and stepped into the pond bare and unguarded. Only then did he see me. The shock on his face was almost tender. He darted farther out, plunging into deeper water to hide himself, his movements quick and flustered. My heart gave a small, satisfied thud. That reaction told me more than days of watching ever had.

He kept his distance, clearly torn between wanting to leave and needing to get back to his clothes. I didn’t want to humiliate him completely, not yet. I swam toward the shallows and sat where the water barely covered my breasts, the surface grazing just over my nipples. The pond was clear as glass; there was no real hiding anything. I stayed still, open, giving him space.

He edged closer to shore, moving sideways, careful to keep his back turned toward me as he rose from the water. But not careful enough. I saw him, truly saw him—and my breath caught. He was far more developed than I had imagined. The truth of him was unmistakable.

I stood then, letting the water slide down my skin, offering him the full, unashamed view of me. He glanced once—just a heartbeat of a look—then spun away, yanked on his trousers, and fled as if the ground itself were burning beneath his feet.

We said nothing about it that evening. Supper passed with forced normality, the air thick with everything left unsaid.

The next day, I went out to gather berries, choosing my path carefully. I headed toward the hills, toward the place I’d seen him lead the sheep that morning. I’d never gone to him there before. It felt deliberate, daring.

I spotted the flock first, their bells faint in the distance. Moving slowly, quietly, I crept closer until I saw him perched on a sun-warmed rock. His trousers lay discarded nearby. His hand was wrapped around himself, stroking with an urgency that made my pulse spike.

For a moment, I was stunned. What I saw was no boy’s body fumbling through discovery, but something unmistakably male—thick, heavy, proud. On his slight frame it looked even more impressive, almost shocking in its contrast.

Heat bloomed low in my belly, sudden and undeniable. Until then, it had been curiosity—questions, teasing suspicions. I’d wanted to understand his avoidance, his shy refusals, his careful distance from my nakedness. Now I did. He was young, untried, probably terrified of what his body betrayed so easily. Afraid I would scold him, or shame him, if I noticed how eagerly he responded to me.

Poor, sweet boy. As if any woman would be offended by such a reaction.

The thought settled over me, slow and decisive, and it changed everything. I wanted him. Not just his body, but his awakening. I wanted to be the one who showed him there was nothing wrong with desire, nothing to hide. I wanted to be the woman who guided him across that invisible line—who taught him what his strength and hunger were for.

I wanted him inside me. I wanted him confident, unrestrained, strong enough to take me with certainty instead of fear. And once that want took hold, it left no room for anything else.

I stayed hidden in the brush for a long while, scarcely daring to breathe. He continued touching himself, but tentatively, almost shyly, as if unsure what to do with what his body was asking for. Watching him, a new idea slipped into my mind, slow and dangerous. What if he truly didn’t know? What if this was all still new to him—the sudden hardness, the aching pull low in his belly—and he had no idea how to ease it? What if he was simply sitting there with desire burning through him, helpless and confused?

The thought made my thighs press together. If that were the case, then surely someone should show him. It couldn’t be healthy to be left like that, wound so tight with nowhere to go. I found myself constructing justifications, one after another, each more self-serving than the last, all leading to the same conclusion: I should be the one to teach him. It felt less like temptation and more like inevitability.

Eventually he let out a soft, frustrated sigh, his hand falling away. He dressed again, gathered his sheep with a whistle, and started down the path toward home. I stayed perfectly still until he disappeared from view. If he had seen me then—watching, wanting—it would have ruined everything.

The moment I was sure I was alone, I hiked my skirts up and sank back into the yielding grass. The earth was warm beneath me. My hand slid between my legs without hesitation. I touched myself and let my mind betray me completely. It was him I imagined—his youth, his hunger, that thick, impressive cock replacing my fingers as they slipped inside me. I was soaked, swollen, aching. My body opened greedily around the fantasy of him, and the release came fast, sharp, and shuddering.

Still, it wasn’t enough. Even as the pleasure faded, my thoughts stayed fixed on him. All the way back to the house, that image followed me—the weight of him, the feel of him—so vivid I could almost sense him brushing against my swollen lips.

He was already there when I returned, waiting for supper. I prepared our simple meal as I always did. We sat together in the stretched-out glow of the long summer evening, the light lingering as if reluctant to leave. Conversation barely passed between us. Beneath the table, my body throbbed with need, heat pooling and spreading. I knew I had to be careful. Desire like this needed patience.

Casually, I asked if he wanted to come down to the pond with me, swim together. It was an ordinary enough invitation; I’d asked before. As expected, he refused. I pressed gently, asking why, teasing that perhaps he was embarrassed by my swimming naked. I told him I wanted the company, that I could wear a shirt if it made him more comfortable. He declined again, but the way his eyes shifted told me everything. I’d been right.

I let it go—for now. I said I was going to swim anyway before bed. He wished me good night and said he was turning in. He headed for the little cottage we shared.

The light was still strong, that soft, endless Scandinavian summer light where night never quite arrives. I made my choice. Outside the hut, I undressed slowly, deliberately, letting my clothes fall away one by one. Naked, I walked toward the pond. I was almost certain I heard the door creak behind me, but I didn’t turn. If he was watching, I wanted him to keep watching.

By the time I reached the pond, I let myself loosen, rolling my shoulders, arching, stretching as if the twilight itself were my audience. I turned slowly, deliberately, offering every angle of my body to the open air. The sensation of being seen hummed along my skin, delicious and electric. I knew he was there—I could feel it, that prickle between my shoulder blades, the awareness of eyes tracing me. The idea of him watching sent a pulse of heat straight to my core. My sex throbbed, damp and impatient, aching for attention.

Then I caught it—a flicker of movement in the brush. I adjusted my stance, casual on the surface, calculated beneath it, until I could confirm what I already knew. He was there. Very much there. Desire clenched inside me, sharp and sudden, and my legs trembled as if my body were answering a call I could no longer ignore.

I lowered myself to the grass near the bushes, close enough to give him an unobstructed view. The world narrowed to breath and touch. My hands skimmed over my breasts, down my stomach, learning me again as if I were new. I stopped thinking entirely, surrendered to the urgency pooling between my thighs. My fingers slipped inside me, slow at first, then insistent. I circled my clit, unable to stay quiet, soft sounds escaping me as the pressure built. I felt swollen, open, undone. When release finally tore through me, it was fierce and unrestrained—my back arched, my body shuddered, and pleasure rippled outward until I was nothing but sensation.

It must have been unmistakable to anyone watching. The thought fluttered through me even as I lay there spent—did he understand what he’d just seen? Or had I overwhelmed him, offered too much too soon? For a moment doubt brushed against my pleasure, fleeting but real.

I stayed where I was until my breathing slowed, then stood and moved again in front of the bushes, unhurried, unashamed. After that I slipped into the pond, the water closing warmly around me, soothing and intimate. I swam lazily, letting the ripples kiss my skin, and eventually noticed him retreating, slipping back toward the cottage. Once he was gone, I rose from the water and touched myself again—this time gently, lingering, focused only on my own needs, not on being seen.

It helped, but not enough. Even afterward, desire lingered like a low ache. His body—no, that cock—stayed vivid in my mind, eclipsing everything else.

The following day unfolded without incident. Evening came, soft and familiar, and once more I invited him to swim with me. I promised modesty—a shirt for me, old trousers for him, nothing to fear. To my surprise, he agreed.

We changed separately in the cottage and walked down together. In the water I was careful, almost restrained, keeping my movements neutral, my body contained beneath a heavy shirt that clung but revealed little. His pants, however, betrayed him. The outline there was impossible to miss, swelling just enough to speak its truth. It wasn’t a full erection, but it was enough to make my breath hitch, enough to make my sex ache fiercely. Still, I behaved. I did nothing.

Afterward we returned and I offered to prepare something light to eat. He accepted. We sat together as dusk deepened, the light thinning to a tender glow. I felt his glances more than I saw them. I’d changed into a fine shift, soft and loose, left a few buttons undone without quite admitting why. I shifted my position so I was angled slightly away from him, giving him an easier view without forcing him to meet my eyes.

The air between us felt tight, expectant—like something had already begun, even if neither of us had dared to say it yet.

“I enjoyed swimming with you,” I said quietly, letting the words drift between us like the last warmth of the day. “I hate going alone. It makes me feel… small, somehow. And a little foolishly afraid. I keep imagining something brushing my legs beneath the surface.” I gave a soft laugh. “The water is delicious in the evenings, though—still holding the heat of the sun. And when I swim naked, it’s even better. The water hugs me, slides over every curve as if it knows me.” I tilted my head, watching him from the corner of my eye. “Did you like our swim?”

I let the silence stretch, not truly expecting him to answer. The night insects hummed, the air thick and blue with dusk.

“Yes,” he said at last, barely louder than a breath. “I did.”

The simplicity of it sent a small thrill through me. More than I’d hoped for. I stayed quiet then, letting the night work on us both, the darkness drawing us inward.

“I know it embarrasses you when I swim without clothes,” I continued gently. “You don’t have to explain yourself. But let me guess.” I turned just enough to see his profile. “This summer, something changed. Suddenly my body caught your attention. Seeing me naked—or even just a glimpse—stirs something in you. Your body reacts in ways you don’t quite understand yet.” My voice softened. “Maybe your cock thickens and swells, and it surprises you because it’s never done that before. Am I close?”

I stole a glance. His chin was tucked toward his chest; in the dim light I thought I saw color rise in his cheeks. He gave the smallest nod, almost imperceptible, then looked up and met my eyes for a heartbeat before dropping his gaze again. That brief flash of certainty in his expression told me everything.

I waited again, unhurried. The last of the daylight faded into that deep, velvety blue that makes everything feel secret.

“And you’ve never touched yourself that way, have you?” I asked softly. “Never wrapped your hand around your cock and stroked it until your body took over… until something white spilled out of you.”

He flinched when I said the word cock, a sharp little intake of breath. But he didn’t deny it. His head dipped, just a fraction. Enough.

“I think I understand now why you hesitated to swim with me,” I went on, my tone warm, reassuring. “You were frightened of your own reactions. Afraid you might lose control, that your body would betray you. Afraid I’d be angry—or laugh—or shame you—if you got hard.” I paused, letting that sink in. “But listen to me.”

I leaned back slightly, giving him space, not pressing—just inviting.

“What you’re feeling is perfectly natural. It’s the beginning of being a man. Most men get hard when they see a beautiful naked woman. That’s not something to fear.” I smiled into the dark. “And you do find me beautiful, don’t you?”

He lowered his head again, shoulders tense, eyes fixed on the floor. But the silence was answer enough.

“Second,” I continued, letting the word linger between us, “every woman secretly loves knowing she can stir a man like that. Seeing desire rise in him—it makes her glow with pride.” My voice softened, warmed by the truth of it. “So your reaction didn’t embarrass me. It pleased me. It reminded me that I’m still beautiful enough to wake a man’s body.”

I shifted closer, close enough that the night seemed to tighten around us. “You are a man now,” I said quietly. “Maybe still on the edge of it, still learning the language of your own skin—but those responses? They’re a man’s responses.” I hesitated, then added, almost as a breath against the dark, “And if you want… I could help you grow into it.” The words were barely louder than the insects humming around us, and I wasn’t even sure they reached him.

I fell silent and studied him. By then the light had deepened into that rich, blue-velvet dusk that softens everything, takes the sharpness out of fear. He lifted his head without flinching, not realizing at first that I was watching. I saw him draw in a long breath, his shoulders rolling back as if he were steadying himself. When his gaze dropped again, there was something different there—less tension, more calm. A quiet resolve.

I let the moment stretch, unbroken, before finally rising and turning toward the cottage, my movements unhurried.

“Time for bed,” I said, returning to my everyday voice. “The cattle won’t wait for us in the morning.”

Inside, I washed and slipped into bed. He came in much later, the floorboards barely whispering under his steps, and went straight to his bunk. No words passed between us.

Morning brought work and routine—feeding, tending, the steady rhythm of bodies moving through familiar tasks. Afterward, he took his sheep out. I noticed him glancing my way more than once, quick looks he thought I wouldn’t catch.

Early in the afternoon, I went looking for him. I knew the path he favored, and I knew the hour—when the sheep would settle, heavy and content, and he would finally allow himself to rest.

I found him easily. He sat on a sun-warmed rock, his trousers pushed down, his hand wrapped around his cock. The skin stretched beneath his careful touch, slow and almost reverent. He wasn’t chasing release—just exploring, coaxing sensation without quite knowing how to cross that line. Watching him, understanding bloomed in me. I thought I knew what held him back. And if I was right, I could help him. He would be grateful for it—eventually.

I let my gaze linger on him for a moment longer. His cock was lovely, but I wasn’t aroused yet. This wasn’t about my hunger. I knew what I intended to do, and I was content to wait. Quietly, I slipped away.

Back home, I kept myself busy while he went swimming alone. After supper, I mentioned going for a swim again. He declined, just as I expected.

I walked to the pond by myself, shedding my clothes along the way. The warm breeze kissed my bare skin, making me shiver with pleasure. I swam lazily, then rose from the water and stood dripping in the sun, which still held its heat. It was peaceful—too peaceful. Lonely. And there was a persistent, throbbing itch between my legs that refused to be ignored.

I was certain he was there, hidden among the bushes. I hadn’t seen him, not yet—but I’d given him time, given him privacy, given him the invitation of my solitude. Every instinct told me he was watching.

I lowered myself onto the warm grass near the thicket, close enough that the leaves brushed my shoulder when the breeze shifted. Then I let myself go utterly still, eyes closed, spine relaxed, offering him time—space—to look without fear of being caught. I wanted him to drink me in, to feel safe doing it.

Minutes passed. My breathing slowed, deep and deliberate. Without opening my eyes, I called to him, my voice barely louder than the cicadas.

“Erik,” I murmured, soft as a caress. “Why don’t you come out and sit with me. I know you’re there. I know you want to.” I smiled faintly, even with my eyes closed. “There’s nothing to be afraid of. If you only knew how proud it makes me—to feel your wanting. And prouder still if I’ve stirred something in you… if I’ve made you hard.” I let the words linger. “Please. Come here.”

I didn’t move. I stayed open, patient, vulnerable. I coaxed him once more, a whisper this time. Then the bushes answered me—the faint scrape of leaves, a careful step. I felt him before I heard him fully, the charged silence shifting as he emerged.

He was standing beside me. I could sense his gaze on my skin, heavy and aching. I cracked my eyelids just enough to see. There he was, rigid with tension, his arousal unmistakable beneath his trousers. His face was a battlefield—desire pulling one way, discomfort the other.

So my instinct had been right.

Now I had to be certain. Everything depended on it.

“Does it hurt,” I asked quietly, almost tenderly, “when you get hard?”

He didn’t answer. When I glanced again, his jaw was clenched, his eyes turned away, pain plain on his features, indecision warring with relief at being seen.

“Tell me,” I coaxed, my voice low and soothing. “You can trust me. I think I can help you.”

He drew himself up, shoulders squaring as if bracing for impact. It took him a long moment, but finally he spoke, barely audible.

“Yes,” he admitted. “It hurts when it grows. I don’t like it.”

“Oh,” I breathed, letting sympathy soften every syllable. “You poor thing.” Outwardly, I was all concern. Inside, a quiet triumph unfurled. I’d been right. And that meant there was a way forward—for both of us.

“Let me see you,” I said gently. “Let me look, so I can tell if there’s something I can do. And remember what I told you—I’m proud of you.” I didn’t meet his eyes, giving him that small mercy. “Take your pants off.”

He hesitated, caught in that familiar struggle, then slowly obeyed. When the fabric slid away, his cock sprang free, bold and beautiful. I had to press my lips together to keep from reacting too openly—it was an impressive sight—but the wince on his face pulled me back into composure.

“Come closer,” I said, calm and professional. “Let me examine you.”

I rose onto my knees as he approached, tentative as a skittish animal. Up close, the problem revealed itself immediately. His foreskin was stretched tight, drawn forward but refusing to glide back over the swollen head. The small band of skin tethered it, strained and unyielding. No wonder it hurt when he grew like this.

I shifted fully into purpose. Reaching out, I wrapped my fingers around him just beneath the crown. He startled at the contact, a sharp intake of breath, but he didn’t pull away. Carefully, I eased the skin forward, then gently tested it backward, gauging the resistance, the strength of that stubborn strip of flesh.

It wasn’t insurmountable. I could tell that much.

This needed confidence, patience—and a tender hand.

“Poor thing,” I murmured, my voice thick with sympathy. “Of course it hurts like this.” I hesitated just a beat, then added gently, “And you never found the courage to ask your mother about it, did you?”

He didn’t trust himself to speak. He only dipped his chin once, a small, helpless admission that tightened something warm and fierce in my chest.

“I can fix it,” I said softly, deliberately calm so he wouldn’t panic. “There will be a sharp moment—brief—and maybe a little blood. But after that, it will never trouble you again. I swear it.” I paused, letting the weight of the choice settle. “Do you want me to go on?”

When I looked up, he finally met my gaze. His eyes were wide, searching, frightened—and trusting. The silence stretched between us until he nodded, slow and sure.

A thrill slid low in my belly, sharp and secret. My body responded instantly, a deep, aching flutter between my thighs. This was it. I was about to be the first woman to take his body in my hands like this, to cross a line that could never be uncrossed.

I began carefully, easing the tight skin back and forth, learning its resistance, memorizing how it felt wrapped around my fingers. His glans shone slick and flushed, already wet with need, and each cautious stroke made his breath hitch. I worked him just enough to relax the skin, to prepare him—and myself—for what had to be done.

Then, without hesitation, I acted.

With one decisive pull, I drew the foreskin fully back. The resistance gave way with a sudden tear. He cried out, his body jerking, the sound cutting through me even as I knew it was over. The tightness was gone; the head of his cock stood free at last.

I looked up at him. Tears clung to his lashes, his mouth trembling, pain and relief tangled together. My heart softened instantly. Lowering my head, I pressed a tender kiss to him, an instinctive gesture of comfort. A thin line of blood marked the skin; I licked it away gently, slowly, until the bleeding eased and stopped, leaving only a small, angry-looking wound behind.

“Was it very bad?” I asked quietly. “It will heal quickly, I promise. A day or two, and you’ll never feel that pain again when you’re hard.”

He didn’t answer right away. Then a shy smile broke through, fragile and sincere. He dressed himself, movements careful but lighter somehow, as if a burden had already lifted.

At the edge of the clearing, he glanced back. “Thank you,” he said, his voice steady now. “I really do feel better. Thank you.”

And then he was gone, leaving me alone with the throbbing ache between my legs and a deep, settled sense of rightness. I took care of myself there, quietly, letting the tension crest and break until satisfaction finally washed through me.

The next morning, I noticed the faint soreness in his walk, the way he held himself—but he said nothing. Neither did I, beyond asking if he’d slept well. He went off with his sheep, and in the evening we talked easily, about nothing of consequence. I didn’t suggest the water, didn’t press. He needed space, time to let it settle in his mind as well as his body.

By the following morning, he looked whole again. Without prompting, he told me the wound had healed just as I’d promised. His cheeks warmed with color, but he held my gaze. Then he went about his day, and I returned to my own tasks—though the dull, persistent ache between my thighs lingered, slowing me, reminding me of everything I’d touched and everything still waiting.

That evening, as naturally as breathing, I mentioned that I was going for my swim and asked if he wanted to come along. The familiar shyness flickered across his face, a soft blush blooming under his skin, but after a heartbeat he nodded. 

I slipped out of my clothes, leaving only my thin shift clinging to me, and walked off without a backward glance. I knew the sound of my footsteps would draw him after me. This time, I was certain, he wouldn’t linger behind the bushes or pretend to admire the trees. 

At the pond, I let the shift slide from my shoulders and stepped out of it, naked to the open air. The water shimmered, waiting. He arrived a moment later, turned his back to me as he pushed his trousers down, and waded straight in as if the coolness might save him. 

I lingered at the edge, stretching, bending, giving my body to the fading light without apology. Then I joined him, the water closing over my skin. We swam together, laughing softly, splashing like conspirators. Every so often I caught sight of him beneath the surface—his body long and strong, his cock unmistakable even through the rippling water. He worked to keep it subdued with movement, but it betrayed him anyway. I had no doubt his eyes wandered just as freely over me, and I made sure they had plenty to linger on. 

After a while I drifted toward the shallows, letting my feet touch bottom, rising slowly from the water. I walked up onto the bank and wrapped myself in the towel I’d brought, drying my hair, then taking my time with my body. When I brushed the towel through my thick curls below, fluffing them out, I smiled to myself. I liked how I looked—lush, unashamed, womanly. 

When I was dry, I turned and beckoned him with a curl of my finger. He started toward me, then faltered when the water dropped to his navel. For a moment he stood there, undecided, then gave a small, helpless shrug and came the rest of the way out. He faced away from me, but there was no hiding the truth of him—his erection bold and beautiful against his stomach. 

“Come here, my boy,” I called gently. “Remember what I told you—how a woman loves being looked at by a young, handsome man. How proud it makes her feel when he grows hard for her.” My voice softened, thickened with want. “I love looking at a cock, especially when it’s standing so bravely. They’re delicious things.” I paused, then added lightly, “And I should check your wound, shouldn’t I? Just to be sure it healed the way I promised.” 

That did it. He hesitated once more, then turned. His gaze dropped immediately, but there was no mistaking the proud rise of him, full and eager. 

I crossed the space between us in two quick steps and wrapped my hand around him, warm and certain. As if I were truly examining him, I touched him gently, reverently. Then I slid my fingers under his chin and lifted his face until his eyes met mine. 

“You make me very, very proud,” I murmured. “What a magnificent cock you have—standing at attention just for me.” I smiled, slow and intimate. “You have no idea what that does to a woman like me. It’s been far too long since I’ve seen something so beautiful.”

I stood there with my fingers wrapped around him, feeling the heat and weight of his arousal, when an unexpected memory slid through me. His father flashed into my mind—years ago now, six or seven perhaps. I’d taken him to my bed once, curious more than hungry. He’d been clumsy, almost disappointing, though I’d sensed something unfinished in him. I’d coaxed, corrected, shown him how a woman liked to be touched, how to move inside her. He’d been narrow-hipped and lean, with that same elegant length between his legs, the kind I’ve always favored, the kind that fits me perfectly. I’d let him sink into me far more times than I usually allowed anyone, indulging the promise I thought he held. 

But the son—this one in my hands—was already different. Thicker, fuller, pulsing with a confidence his body seemed to know even if his mind did not. And I knew, with a private, wicked certainty, that he would only grow more impressive. The thought made me smile.

His cheeks burned red as I slid the foreskin gently back and forth, pretending it was nothing more than a careful examination. He trembled under my touch, a shiver that traveled straight into my own core. I let the pretense fall away and stroked him properly then, slow and deliberate, feeling him swell and harden even more. Still, he didn’t stop me.

I lowered myself to my knees, bringing my face level with him, studying the darkened veins, the way he strained toward me as if pulled by instinct. I brushed my lips over the tip, tasting the salt-sweet bead that had gathered there. His breath hitched sharply.

When I stood again, I met his eyes. 

“You are very good,” I murmured, unable to keep the playful warmth from my voice. “And you taste delicious.” I laughed softly, just to see how it landed, because pleasure should always carry a bit of joy with it. Then I leaned in, my mouth close to his ear. “Would you like to touch me?”

He didn’t speak. His gaze traveled over me, slow and reverent. I took his hand and placed it on my breast, guiding his fingers. He shuddered again, then traced me timidly at first. 

“Go on,” I encouraged. “They’re meant to be held.”

That was all the permission he needed. Both hands came up, warmer, surer now, kneading me until my head tipped back and a sigh escaped. Being touched there has always undone me—and by him, so young, so earnest, it sent a rush straight through my thighs.

I caught one of his hands and drew it downward, over my stomach, until it disappeared into the thick curls between my legs. His fingers tangled there naturally, stroking and parting, exactly right. I smiled to myself. He didn’t even know how right he was.

We shifted closer, bodies aligning, and I felt him press against my belly, slick and urgent. The dampness against my skin told me how close he was. This would be his first waking release—I was sure of it—and I wanted it to be gentle, overwhelming in the best way.

I eased back, just enough to look at him. His face was open, glowing, caught somewhere between awe and need. There was no hesitation left in him now.

I moved in close again, my mouth at his ear. 

“Erik,” I whispered, letting his name curl around the promise in my voice, “I want you inside me. Please put your cock in my pussy. I know you won’t last long—but I want you to come in me. Please.”

I lowered myself onto the grass and pulled him down with me, urgency buzzing in my veins. There was no time to waste; he was trembling on the edge.

“Kneel between my legs,” I told him softly. “Get over me, on your hands and knees. Closer now… come closer.”

The moment he settled where I wanted him, I opened myself to him, guiding his thick heat to the slick center of me. My fingers wrapped around him, steady and sure, aligning us until his tip pressed insistently at my entrance.

“Now,” I breathed, my voice low and coaxing, “push. Don’t be shy—push properly.” 

My hands slid to his hips, thumbs pressing into his lean flesh, silently showing him the rhythm. He caught on instantly, instinct answering desire. He nudged forward, drew back, then thrust again with a natural confidence that made me sigh. And then he was inside me—filling me completely, stretching me in that delicious, aching way I’d been craving for far too long.

I locked my legs around his waist, holding him there, savoring the pressure, trying to slow him, to give us both more time. But he went still, overwhelmed, almost reverent. I loosened my grip, letting him move again, and he drove into me once more. The sensation was pure bliss, my body finally claiming what it had been yearning for. But his control was already slipping. After only a handful of thrusts, his entire body went rigid, and I felt him pulse deep inside me, hot and urgent, spilling himself with a helpless groan.

He collapsed onto me, breathless, and I welcomed his weight. He was light, beautifully built, fitting against me as if he’d been made for that place between my hips. Even as his cock softened too quickly, it still rested inside me, an intimate reminder of what we’d just shared.

I held him there for a long while, stroking his back, cradling him. He pressed his face into my breasts and cried softly—not from shame, but from a rush of feeling so intense it spilled over. It moved me more than I expected.

Eventually I shifted us onto our sides. We lay close, bodies still warm, still connected in memory. I studied his face, open and glowing, and we smiled at each other like conspirators.

“Did you like it?” I asked gently, a teasing lilt curling my words. “Was this old body of mine kind to you? Would you like to lose yourself there again someday?”

He answered with a shy smile and a murmured confession that it had been incredible. I believed him. His first true release, taken inside a woman, inside me. The thought filled me with a quiet, proprietary pride. My own hunger hadn’t been fully satisfied, but that didn’t matter. I could wait. There was time—so much delicious time ahead. I had already decided: I would shape him, guide him, turn that raw instinct into something extraordinary. The process alone would be worth it.

By morning he was bashful again, avoiding my eyes until I pulled him into my arms and hugged him close. I told him how proud I was, how magnificent he’d been, how beautiful his cock felt inside me. His blush returned, but this time it was accompanied by relief—and pleasure.

That afternoon, I asked him if he wanted to learn how to truly please a woman. I told him I wanted to be the one to teach him. He didn’t hesitate for a second before agreeing. So I began methodically, starting with my body—his hands exploring under my guidance, my voice directing him to every sensitive place, every hidden response. Inevitably, we ended with him inside me again, and once more he came far too quickly. This time, though, I kept him working afterward, his hands and mouth devoted until my own climax shuddered through me.

In the days that followed, his endurance grew remarkably. Our relentless coupling helped, of course, but more than that, his confidence and skill blossomed. He learned quickly—how to listen, how to touch, how to make me come undone. Before long, he was giving me deep, satisfying orgasms, and I knew I was only just beginning to uncover his potential.

Some mornings we took each other before the sun was properly awake, quick and hungry, his body pressed into mine while the day waited for him outside. Then he would go off with the sheep, and in the evenings I showed him new ways to touch, new rhythms, new truths about what a woman’s body craves. Every lesson dissolved the same way—inside me, against me, sometimes on my skin instead. I lived in a constant, glowing ache, deliciously tender, a little sore more often than not. He was tireless, always hard when I so much as looked at him, and little by little he began to take control. To my own surprise, I welcomed it. I liked the weight of his certainty, the way his confidence settled into my bones.

One afternoon I was high in the hills, fingers stained red from berry juice, when I came upon his flock. The sheep were scattered and calm, bells chiming softly. At first I didn’t see him. Then I noticed him perched on a rock, still and quiet, gazing out over the land. For once his hand wasn’t between his legs. He didn’t need it anymore, I thought with a secret smile—I was giving him far more than his body could ever ask for.

The scene was almost painfully beautiful: rolling green slopes, white shapes moving lazily through the grass, and that beautiful young man outlined against the endless blue. I caught myself thinking how perfect it would be if he were naked too, nothing between him and the sky.

Beyond him, farther up the hillside, a ram mounted a ewe. It was fast and rough and utterly unapologetic. He drove into her, spent himself, then dropped away with a hoarse cry while she stepped aside and went back to grazing as if nothing had happened.

Something fierce uncoiled inside me.

I wanted that—wanted to be taken without ceremony, covered and claimed with that same ruthless urgency. A ram doesn’t ask. He doesn’t hesitate or explain. He takes because the need is there, because the body demands it. Heat flooded me, sharp and immediate, my mind thick with want. I was burning, unmistakably in heat myself. But how could I show him? How could I make him understand what I needed from him without a single word?

The sheep behind him—ten, maybe twenty yards away—shifted and grazed, unaware.

An idea bloomed, reckless and inevitable.

I stripped quickly, heart pounding. There wasn’t much to remove—just my skirt over my thin shift. I never wore panties out here. Within seconds I was bare beneath the open sky.

Keeping low, I slipped into the middle of the flock, careful not to startle them. The grass was cool under my knees as I settled about fifteen yards behind him. I placed my hands on the earth and lifted myself up, offering everything. My knees were wide, my back arched, my ass raised high and shameless, my body opened fully toward him.

I nudged a few of the sheep so they bleated softly, just enough to draw his attention. Then I went still.

I didn’t look back. I stayed exactly where I was—on my hands and knees, exposed and waiting. I wanted him to decide on his own. I wanted to see what he would do when instinct, desire, and power were left entirely to him.

The sun sat low behind me, pouring its heat over my bare skin, gilding the curve of my hips, setting my ass aflame like an offering. It felt deliberate, almost sentient, as if the light itself lingered there, tracing the open seam of me, finding every place where I was already aching. I imagined some ancient, hungry god watching from above, amused and pleased, sending down wave after wave of warmth, not to battle or take, but to soften, to melt, to make me ready. I didn’t resist. I opened to it. I wanted to be warmed through, inside and out, until there was nothing left in me but need.

I startled when something nudged me from behind. I tipped my head, peeking between my thighs, only to see one of the sheep nosing curiously at me, its wool brushing my skin. I exhaled and forced myself to relax. It moved closer, sniffing, its presence oddly intimate without intention. I let it be. If anything, it only sharpened the moment, made me feel more exposed, more a part of the living, breathing hillside. Maybe it would draw his attention. Maybe that was enough. My body hummed, my thighs trembling, heat gathering low and insistent.

I waited, barely daring to breathe. Anticipation made me slick, my body betraying me as the sun continued its slow, patient work, soaking into my muscles, my sex, my bones. I felt ripe. Heavy with want.

Somewhere nearby a ram cried out, sharp and triumphant. Another answered. The sound slid straight into me, primal and unfiltered, and my body reacted before my mind could. My pussy clenched, a helpless, eager flutter. Then I realized the sound had come from much closer than I expected, and a flash of fear rippled through me. I stayed still, reminding myself where I was, what I was doing, forcing calm back into my limbs.

A shadow fell over my back.

Warm hands touched me—human hands. They slid over my neck, down my spine, slow and familiar, the way a shepherd calms his animals. His palms traveled over my ass, firm, assessing, squeezing my cheeks with deliberate pressure. I didn’t lift my head. I didn’t look. I stayed exactly as I was, open and waiting, my submission complete.

His hands moved forward, weighing my breasts, thumbs grazing, pinching my nipples with a practiced, almost casual roughness that sent a jolt straight to my core. My breath hitched, but I stayed silent. He ran a hand over my belly, down into the dark curl between my thighs, tugging there just enough that the sensation sparked through my clit, sharp and dizzying.

When he was done, he smacked my ass—hard, approving. A simple gesture, full of ownership. I stayed bowed, heart racing, skin burning everywhere he had touched. When he stepped away, the absence felt enormous.

I told myself he was only checking. Assessing. Like a good shepherd before turning the ram loose.

The thought made my pussy pulse all over again.

Something loomed behind me again, close enough that my skin knew it before my mind did. Strong fingers seized the soft curve of my hips, claiming flesh with unapologetic certainty. Heat pressed into the crease of my ass, the blunt insistence of him nudging, searching—impatient, unrefined. He pushed forward hard, the angle wrong at first, and the sting made me gasp. In this game I offered no guidance, no helping hand. I stayed pliant, yielding, letting him find his way the way he wanted to—by instinct alone.

He kept thrusting, persistent, almost rough, until his weight settled properly behind me. His thighs bracketed mine, his grip firm enough to hold me exactly where he wanted me. Then he slipped home, finally, the thick length of him breaching me in one determined surge. He filled me completely, stretching my soaked heat until there was no space left to think, only to feel.

The way he fucked me was raw and relentless, and it was exactly what I’d been craving. Each hard drive forward knocked the breath from my lungs, dragged sound out of me I didn’t bother to soften. I cried out freely, helplessly, my voice breaking as pleasure tore through me. He answered with deeper thrusts, harder, until my body seized and shattered around him. My climax ripped through me without mercy, and he followed, spilling himself with a hoarse, triumphant sound that vibrated through his chest and into mine.

We stayed locked together for a moment afterward, both of us spent, my body trembling on hands and knees. When he finally withdrew, I moved forward slowly, deliberately, giving him the picture I knew he liked. I crawled several yards before lowering my shoulders into the grass again, arching my back, lifting my ass high, presenting myself as if nothing had happened—as if I were simply there, open and waiting.

I peeked back between my legs and watched him clean himself with a scrap of wool from the ground, unhurried, casual. I didn’t move, just adjusted my posture, spreading my knees wider, rocking forward an inch at a time. I knew exactly how exposed I was, how my body must look from his point of view—my cleft open, my sex still swollen and slick.

When I glanced back again, his hand was on himself, stroking slowly. He was already hardening, thickening, desire unmistakable. I stayed still, then let myself sway gently, side to side, a subtle invitation, like I was inching forward without awareness.

Eventually his hands were on me again, thumbs digging into my hips. A shiver tore through me, sharp with anticipation. I had no idea what he planned next, and that uncertainty only made it worse—in the best way. I’d shown him so much, given him so many chances to learn, to experiment, to take.

He slid back into my pussy with ease. I was open, drenched, his release still mingling with mine, and he sank in effortlessly. A few shallow thrusts, testing, reminding me of how hard he was again, before he pulled out. I whimpered despite myself, aching for him, but I stayed silent, obedient.

Then I felt him shift, felt the blunt press of him at my back entrance. I’d let him there before—he knew that—but now he had to do it without my help, without my guidance. I stayed utterly still, completely passive, offering myself without direction, waiting to see how he would take what I was giving.

He shoved himself against my back entrance with ruthless insistence, driving forward in short, punishing thrusts, testing, demanding. Pain flared sharp and bright, stealing my breath, but I kept my mouth closed, swallowed the sound. That silence seemed to excite him. He pushed harder. Then my body betrayed me—muscle loosening, surrendering—and with one brutal, unstoppable drive he sank all the way inside me, filling me completely. The shock tore a cry from my throat, a raw bleat I couldn’t hold back. He answered it with a deep, feral roar.

He took me there with the same savage rhythm he’d used moments before, slamming into me with relentless force. It burned, stretched, overwhelmed—and beneath it all, pleasure bloomed dark and intoxicating. I shocked myself by how much I craved the roughness, how deeply I sank into the helplessness of it. I wanted nothing but to be used like this. His hands clutched my hips, my ass, fingers digging in hard enough to mark me, using my body like leverage so he could drive deeper, harder. His breath turned wild, his voice breaking into another roar, and I knew he was close. I answered him, crying out so loudly the sheep nearby lifted their heads, startled.

The release hit us both like a storm. It felt endless, shattering, my best with him—no, my best ever. He stayed buried in me, roaring triumphantly long after it was over, while I cried out until my voice went ragged. We followed instinct, not thought. When it ebbed, I crawled forward again, slow and unsteady, then kept going—farther this time, until the place where it happened was well behind me. I rose at last and walked on without looking back. Only when I was far away did I glance over my shoulder. He stood there, watching me go.

I returned to the pasture light and loose, a spring in my step, glowing with the aftermath. I had been taken, thoroughly, selfishly, and it filled me with a deep, animal satisfaction. Walking naked down the hill felt daring and delicious; I’d never done that before. The sun seemed to favor me, bathing my skin in heat, while the breeze cooled the tender ache between my thighs, soothing my sore ass and swollen sex.

That evening, nothing was said. A ram doesn’t offer thanks. But our eyes kept finding each other, sharing quiet smiles. No one felt the need for more that night. Even my endlessly hungry boy seemed finally spent. My clothes were waiting for me in the hut—he’d brought them back.

By morning he was gone. That was unusual; I was usually the one to wake him. I didn’t dwell on it. I assumed he simply didn’t want to face a morning round and preferred not to refuse me outright.

By then I’d grown used to sleeping naked—and stepping outside that way when I needed to relieve myself. The morning air brushed over my bare skin as I looked around. He was nowhere in sight. Still, I was certain he’d turn up for breakfast.

The morning had ripened into warmth already, sunlight spilling generously over the clearing. After relieving myself, I drifted straight to the outdoor cooking area. We always ate beneath the small roofed shelter, the stove set up to face the open land, and moving about there naked felt deliciously right—domestic and shameless at once. The sun kissed every inch of me as I worked. I stretched languidly, lifting my arms as if offering myself up to the sky, laughing softly as I swayed, even spinning once, indulging in a private little dance for the god blazing overhead.

A sudden, animal roar cut through the air.

I barely registered it. Rams called out all the time. It was part of the landscape, part of the rhythm of the place.

Then it came again—closer, sharper, unmistakably human beneath the feral edge.

I lifted my head.

Erik stood at the corner of the cottage, a freshly caught trout dangling from his hand, its scales flashing silver. Fishing, then. My mind drifted briefly to supper—how good it would taste—before my thoughts scattered completely.

In one fluid, reckless motion, he shoved his trousers down and kicked free of them. His roar rolled from his chest, raw and commanding, and he thrust his hand out, gesturing sharply to the ground.

Down.

My breath caught as I watched his body respond to me—his cock thickening, lengthening, rising with shocking speed, as if my nakedness alone had summoned it. One heartbeat it was slack, the next it was proud and hard, alive with intent.

I didn’t move at first.

Did he truly see me that way? As something to be ordered? As a willing ewe meant to drop to all fours and present myself whenever he sounded his call?

The answer bloomed warm and undeniable inside me.

Yes. I would. Oh, absolutely yes.

Especially when his body betrayed him so eagerly, when my aging, unapologetically naked form still had the power to wake him like that. Joy flooded my chest—pure, buoyant, almost dizzying.

He roared again.

This time he was on me. Strong hands guided—no, forced—me forward until my palms hit the rough wood of the table. He pressed me down, bending me over, face lowered, hips high. His fingers spread my ass, unceremonious, possessive. A sharp slap landed against my inner thigh, stinging just enough to make me gasp and widen my stance for him.

His cock slid into the cleft between my cheeks, the blunt, hot head gliding slowly, deliberately—up from my clit, teasing, then over the tender ring of my ass, back again. The friction alone made my knees tremble.

I shuddered, breath coming apart.

Which would it be?

I would take him anywhere he chose. I would open for him without hesitation. Still, if I were honest, my body whispered a preference. My ass still burned faintly from yesterday’s brutal claiming, sensitive and not quite healed—though I already knew which herbs I’d use later, how I’d soothe myself afterward.

He seemed to enjoy the indecision. He tested me, nudging first one entrance, then the other, lingering just long enough to make me ache before pulling away again. Control. He was learning how much he liked it.

My muscles quivered.

When his tip brushed my pussy again, I couldn’t stop myself. I pushed back, deliberately impaling myself on him, taking him inside with a hungry roll of my hips. I clenched around him instinctively, inner muscles wrapping tight, silently begging him to stay.

He did.

A rough sound tore from his throat as his hands locked around my hips. He set a punishing rhythm immediately, driving into me hard, deep, unapologetic. The table shuddered. Each thrust ended with a wet, echoing slap as his body met mine, his strength bruising in the most exquisite way.

So rough, I thought dimly. He was enjoying this far too much.

I should talk to him about it.

Later.

For now, I met him stroke for stroke, pushing back, taking everything he gave, my body singing with the impact. The sounds we made—skin on skin, breath on breath, our voices breaking loose—rose freely into the open air. No one to hear. No one to care.

When release finally tore through us, it was fierce and loud and unrestrained. We cried out together, bodies locked, shaking as pleasure ripped us open.

Out here, in this wild, deserted place, it felt perfect.

From that morning forward, I stopped bothering with clothes whenever the sun was kind. My skin wanted air, warmth, light. Even when I milked the cows, I wore only the coarse leather apron, the chaperon pressed directly against my bare flesh. It was necessary protection, of course—but it left my backside completely exposed, framed and emphasized by the straps cinched tight around my waist. My ass was on display, rounded and unapologetic. The leather scratched and rasped when I moved, a constant reminder against my skin, rough enough to feel deliciously alive. By the end of those days, I was bronzed everywhere, not just arms and shoulders, but between my thighs, along the cleft of my ass—places the sun rarely touched, now claimed and warmed all the same.

Time slipped by in that golden haze. I became aware, slowly, that I had given him everything I could. I had taught him the basics, shaped his hunger, guided his hands and mouth and body—but not the deeper, darker indulgences. Those would come later, with other women, other experiences. He was still too young for that kind of complexity, too raw. And that was no longer my task. I let go of the role of teacher and allowed myself to simply enjoy him. I grew indulgent, even greedy. By then he knew my body well enough to undo me again and again—fingers finding their way without hesitation, his tongue tireless, his cock confident and sure. He could pull multiple orgasms from me as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

I refused him nothing. He wanted me constantly, endlessly. My body stayed open to him, ready at all hours, but I never knew when he would claim me or how. Some days he took me with almost polite regularity—morning, afternoon, evening—using me like a rhythm he needed to keep. Other days he barely touched me, passed by as if I were invisible, until suddenly he wasn’t. Then he would be on me without warning, hands everywhere, mouth rough, cock hard and urgent, taking me twice in quick succession as if he couldn’t get enough inside me. I loved yielding to him. Loved the way submission to this young man made my blood hum.

That final week was feverish. We fucked like we were running out of time—because we were. Every day I reminded him that once we returned to the village, it would end. Completely. I could see that he understood the words, even nodded at them—but his cock clearly hadn’t learned the lesson.

On the day the villagers were due to arrive in the afternoon, he stayed near the hut instead of taking the flock out. The following morning we would leave, and he had work waiting for him back at the pasture. At midday, I called him to eat.

He froze the moment he rounded the corner and saw me. As always, his body betrayed him instantly—his cock lifting, thickening, answering me before he had time to think. I had known he would want me. I had planned for it. I was already lying back on the table, feet braced on the benches, legs spread wide, offering myself without shame. I didn’t bother with words. I simply pointed to my pussy, clear and direct, telling him exactly what I wanted him to do.

He didn’t hesitate. He drove into me with eager force, a hungry thrust meant to bury himself completely. I had prepared myself carefully, melting butter inside me, letting my own heat turn it slick and generous. His cock slid all the way in on that first plunge, deep and easy. His face shifted in pure astonishment—I had never opened for him like that before. But I wasn’t being indulgent for his sake. I wanted him hard and deep and relentless, and I wanted it to last. Lubrication was necessary if I was going to take everything he intended to give me.

He took me the way he always did when hunger drove him—unyielding, relentless, determined to wring pleasure from my body until his own need finally cracked. He drove into me again and again, deep and sure, the length of him gliding too easily at first. I came quickly, then again, the orgasms rolling through me in silent waves. I bit my lip, kept my mouth shut, refused to give him the sounds he craved. I wasn’t going to reward him too soon.

He sensed the difference immediately. The slick heat, the lack of resistance—it changed the way he moved. His thrusts grew faster, almost greedy, chasing friction, chasing that familiar edge. I could feel his impatience in the way his hands dug into my thighs, in the way his hips snapped forward as if he could force climax through effort alone.

After the third orgasm shuddered through me without a sound, I softened. Slowly, deliberately, I drew my legs closer together, changing the angle, narrowing him inside me. At the same time I began to work him from within, tightening, releasing, then tightening again, coaxing sensation back into every inch of him. My body answered its own game—another orgasm bloomed, sharp and breath-stealing, even before his breathing turned ragged.

Then he lost himself. His control frayed; his breaths came in harsh pants, broken by raw, helpless cries. That was when I let go completely. I clenched around him with everything I had, my muscles locking him in place, forcing him to fight his way through each thrust. The pressure built in me again, unbearable and bright, and this time I couldn’t stay quiet. My voice tore free, loud and broken, as my body arched up to meet his.

We came together in a storm of sound and motion, our cries colliding in the small space, the table creaking beneath us as if it might give way under the violence of it. When it was over, we stayed tangled for a moment, breathless and shaking.

That was the last time I took him inside me.

Not long after, the people from the village arrived. A flicker of unease passed through me—I wondered if our noise had carried farther than we thought—but no one mentioned it. No knowing looks, no questions. Life simply resumed around us.

Among them was Erik’s mother. I watched as he showed her the pasture, spoke to her about the cattle and his work, his voice steady, his posture changed in ways that were impossible to miss.

That evening, when the air was still warm and everyone sat together talking quietly, she came to me. She asked, gently, if we could speak alone. I stood, made some excuse, and we wandered off a little way into the darkness.

“My boy has changed this summer,” she said after a moment. “He’s calmer. More confident. He speaks to me now without shrinking away.” She turned her gaze to me. “You’ve been good for him.”

“He’s a good boy,” I replied carefully. “Hardworking. He’s taken excellent care of the animals—and he’s helped me a great deal.”

“I think you’ve helped him too,” she said, studying my face. I didn’t answer, only smiled, waiting.

“I hope you won’t be offended,” she continued, hesitating briefly before straightening her shoulders. “But I need to ask. I believe you introduced him.”

“Introduced him?” I said, keeping my tone light, innocent. “I’m not sure what you mean.”

“To sex,” she said plainly now. “It has to be that. I’ve watched many boys grow into men. I can always tell when they’ve been with their first woman.”

She searched my expression. I felt heat rise in my cheeks, though the darkness hid it well.

“Oh, don’t misunderstand,” she added quickly. “I’m grateful. Truly. I’m glad it was you. You’re experienced, kind. I know you would have been gentle, made it something beautiful for him.” Her mouth curved into a knowing smile. “And perhaps you taught him a thing or two. You’ve been alone up here together a long time.”

There was no point pretending anymore. I told her about his problem, about how his body had resisted him at first and how it had been eased, patiently, carefully. I admitted that I had let him take me more than once—and that yes, I had shown him things a young man should learn.

“I’m so relieved it turned out the way it did,” she murmured, stepping closer and wrapping her arms around me. Her body was warm, solid, grateful. “That was the reason I wanted him with you this summer. I was hoping—truly hoping—you would take him under your wing.” She pulled back just enough to look at me, her eyes shining. “Thank you. For him.”

I smiled, a little stunned by her openness, but before I could answer she tilted her head, curiosity sharpening her tone.

“So,” she continued, lowering her voice, “did he behave? And did you… enjoy yourself?” A pause, then, with a daring little lift of her brow, “Was he enough for a woman like you?”

There was something in her voice then—admiration, maybe, and yes, a faint edge of envy—that made my pulse skip. I didn’t pretend modesty. There was no point.

I told her the truth. That he was more than enough. That he had learned quickly, hungrily. That by the end he knew exactly how to use his body, his mouth, his cock. That he could make a grown woman come undone—and often. I admitted that he was magnificent between my thighs, that he’d grown into his desire with a confidence that still surprised me. By now, I said, he was as good as I could make him.

She laughed softly, a pleased, almost wicked sound. “And that says something,” she teased. “Everyone knows you’re the finest lover in the village. A few of us women have talked, you know.” Her voice dipped conspiratorially. “That’s why I wanted you for my son.”

Thank God for the darkness. I felt heat rush into my face, even as laughter bubbled out of me—relief loosening something tight in my chest. We laughed together, easy and unguarded, and I shared a few more details about how well her boy had performed. She listened like a proud mother, clearly delighted. I suppose every woman wants to believe her son will be a generous, capable lover.

After a while, her smile faded into something more thoughtful. She hesitated, then said quietly, “There’s one more thing I need to ask you.”

I waited.

“Have you ever slept with my husband?” she asked. “Five… maybe six years ago, he changed. Suddenly he was different in bed—more inventive, more attentive. He did things he couldn’t possibly have learned from me.” She smiled at the memory. “Those were the best years of my sex life. At first I couldn’t understand it. Then I realized there was only one explanation.” She met my gaze steadily. “I asked around, carefully. Two of my friends noticed the same thing, at different times. So… am I right?”

This time the blush burned deep, impossible to hide even in the dark. That consequence—I had never really let myself think about it. And now it stood in front of me, calm and perceptive.

“Yes,” I said at last. “It was me.” My heart thudded hard. “Are you angry? Will you ask me to leave the village?”

She reached out immediately, her hand closing around my arm, firm and reassuring. “No. No, nothing like that.” She sighed. “I was furious once, yes. But not anymore.” Her thumb brushed my skin gently. “What you do may not fit neatly into proper morals, but look at the results. My son had the best teacher he could ever have, and that will serve him all his life. And my husband…” She smiled again. “You taught him well. You gave me pleasure I’d never known before.”

She paused, then added softly, “I also know you stopped letting him have you. It’s been years. So no—I’m not angry. But perhaps…” Her eyes searched mine. “Perhaps you could help me. And my friends.”

“Well,” I stammered, suddenly very aware of how precarious and how intimate this moment was, “I’d do anything for you—if it means I can stay. What did you have in mind?”

“Well,” she murmured, her voice dropping into something more intimate, almost conspiratorial, “the problem is that our men have grown complacent. Whatever fire and finesse you once sparked in them—it’s dulled. They’ve stopped using the things you taught them.” She paused, her fingers giving my arm a subtle squeeze. “A few of us were wondering… whether a kind of refresher might be possible. Something to remind them of what they’re capable of. What do you think?”

My pulse stumbled. I drew a slow breath, buying myself a heartbeat to steady the rush of heat that crept up my spine. “That’s… not something to answer lightly,” I said, choosing my words with care while my mind raced ahead of them. “It would need thought. Real consideration. I’d have to weigh it carefully.”

She studied me in the darkness, then nodded, her mouth curving into a knowing smile. “Of course,” she said softly. “But don’t take too long.” Her thumb traced a brief, absentminded line against my skin. “I miss being well fucked. Very much.”


Chapter 2

In my part of Sweden there’s a name for women like me—the one who stayed. The daughter who remained behind when life pulled everyone else forward, who nursed aging parents while time quietly made its choices for her. I never married. There was no dramatic heartbreak, no scandal—just years that slipped past while I did what needed to be done. When my parents were gone, my future was something I had to shape with my own hands.

My eldest brother took over the farm, as tradition demanded. For me, there was a small cottage in the village, modest but mine. And he gave me something more precious than land on paper—he let me use our old mountain pasture as if it belonged to me outright. In Dalecarlia, it has always been the way: when summer comes, the cattle are driven up into the hills, where grass is rich and air is clean. It doesn’t take many people to tend them. Often it’s a woman like me who oversees things, helped by a few younger hands.

Mine is the last active pasture left near the village. It lies cradled in a quiet valley, green and generous, with a pond so clear it looks like polished glass. By midsummer the water warms enough to invite bare skin. I swim there, stretch out in the sun afterward, let heat soak into me until my thoughts grow lazy and slow.

That summer—1953—I wasn’t truly old at all. Late thirties, still very much alive in my body. I’ve never been the kind of woman who turns heads from across a room, but neither do men look away. I know my limits. I know, too, that I cannot bear children, and I made my peace with that long ago.

There are things about myself that I take real pleasure in. My breasts are heavy, generous, and when I let them loose they move with a satisfying weight that makes men watch without meaning to. I adore my thick, dark curls between my thighs—a full, shameless tangle. Men love to slide their fingers into it, to get caught there, to comb it slowly while their breath changes. I love the way it tickles, the way it promises what’s coming before anything truly begins.

But it’s my hips that I cherish most. Wide, solid, made for anchoring a man. I like the way they give him somewhere to settle, somewhere safe. There is nothing better than a slender man with narrow hips—how perfectly he fits between my bones, how naturally his weight finds its place. When he is long and deep inside me, when his body rests just right, the world goes quiet and everything feels exactly as it should.

I am comfortable in my skin. My body has ripened rather than faded. My belly is softer now, rounder, and my backside has grown full and strong. I’ve learned that men appreciate a generous ass when it’s firm and alive under their hands. Mine is both. And I know, without apology or doubt, that it gives as much pleasure as it takes.

Yes—men. Being an old lass has never meant going without. Desire doesn’t wither just because a woman lives alone, but in a small farming village discretion is survival. I’ve known most of the men here intimately, and more than a handful from neighboring places too. I learned early to choose my timing carefully. Married men are best taken after the vows, when they’ve learned silence and caution. Before anything happens, we make our bargains: they keep my name out of their mouths, and I keep their secrets out of their wives’ ears. It has held, every time.

I never let it turn sentimental. I don’t fall in love, and I don’t let them. A man needs repetition—once isn’t enough to loosen him, to strip away his nerves, to show me what he can really do. A handful of couplings, maybe up to a dozen, is perfect. Beyond that, the fire dims. Most of them grow lazy, satisfied with the same motions, the same easy thrusts. When imagination dies, so does my interest.

Privacy has never been a problem. We’re people of the land, always out in fields and forests where bodies can find each other without walls. I have my cottage, though I rarely invite anyone inside. And then there’s the mountain pasture—wide skies, tall grass, and silence that keeps its own counsel.

In the first tale I told you about that summer of ’53. I had only a small herd up on the mountain and just one young man helping me. Loneliness settles differently when you’re high in the hills, and I was surprised—truly—to discover how much maturity hid beneath his youth. He carried a magnificent cock, thick and eager, and I decided, almost without thinking, that it was my responsibility to show him how to use it. Not for his own pride, but for a woman’s pleasure. He learned quickly. Very quickly. And he rewarded me generously for my lessons.

When his mother, Birgit, came up with others to help drive the cattle back down, she took one look at him and knew. A woman always knows when a boy becomes a man. She confronted me directly, and I confessed without excuses. To my surprise, she didn’t rage. She smiled—relieved, even—and thanked me for easing her son into experience.

But that wasn’t the end of it. Years earlier, she told me, she’d noticed her husband changing in bed—becoming more attentive, more inventive, more hungry to please. She hadn’t understood it then. When she spoke with her closest friends, they confessed the same discoveries in their own marriages. Piece by piece, they followed the thread back to me.

When she faced me with that truth, I thought my time in the village was finished. Instead, she laughed softly and told me I wasn’t going anywhere. Yes, the wives had been furious at first. But anger softened when pleasure deepened. Their beds had grown warmer, their men more generous and curious. And they all understood, in the end, that I was no danger to their homes. I never wanted to keep a man—only to take him until he had nothing new left to offer me. After a dozen visits or so, they always did.

But she hadn’t come to me empty-handed. There was a price for her silence, for keeping the village ignorant of just how insatiable I was. The men, she said, had grown complacent again. Whatever fire I’d once lit in them had dwindled. The wives missed it—the hunger, the effort, the pleasure that had made their beds come alive. Birgit wanted me to rekindle it. A kind of… refresher. So the women could have their good sex back.

That was where the talk ended that evening when they arrived at the pasture. I told her I needed time. I promised nothing except thought.

And think I did.

The idea coiled through me as I lay awake, excitement and caution tangling together. I turned it over again and again, imagining ways it could be done without tearing marriages apart or setting the whole village against me. By dawn, my mind had shaped something workable—risky, yes, but deliciously so.

On the walk back down toward the village, I drifted closer to Birgit. We let the others move ahead, our steps falling into a private rhythm. No one was close enough to hear us breathe.

“I’ve been thinking about what you asked me,” I said quietly. “Do you really want this to continue?”

She didn’t answer right away. Just walked, eyes forward, jaw set, the tension in her body unmistakable.

Finally she spoke. “Tell me something first. My son—did he… behave himself? Did he know what he was doing?”

I glanced at her, catching the careful way she chose her words. “You want to know if he’s good,” I said plainly. “If he knows how to make love. If he can satisfy an older woman who knows exactly what she wants.”

After a long pause, she nodded. “Yes. I suppose that’s exactly it. I’m his mother. I want to know everything about him.”

I laughed softly, then stopped when I saw the worry flicker across her face. “He behaved very well,” I said, my tone turning serious. “He’s been inside me nearly every day for three weeks. I came again and again—some days I lost count after ten. He has remarkable stamina for someone so young. And his cock…” I let the words linger. “It’s magnificent. There were days my pussy stayed tender and swollen, too sensitive to take him anymore. On those days, we found other ways.” I watched her closely as I spoke, letting the truth swell just a little, testing her reaction.

Color bloomed across her cheeks, but there was no anger in her eyes. Only a glow—pleased, curious, almost proud.

“Tell me,” she said, her voice lower now. “What is it like? Teaching a young man. Initiating him.”

“It takes patience,” I replied. “The first days are hard work and frustration. You’re constantly aware of him, guiding him, correcting him. He’s quick, eager, uncontrolled. He finishes too fast, and you’re left aching, unsatisfied. Those first nights are for him, not you.” I smiled at the memory. “But then he learns. Day by day. His rhythm slows, his control deepens. And boys recover quickly—they can go again and again. Twice in a row. Several times a day if you let them. That’s why the place matters so much. Somewhere private. Somewhere wild and uninterrupted.” I gestured toward the land around us. “Up here, no one watches. Nothing distracts. It’s perfect.”

Birgit released a long, trembling breath. Her chest rose and fell heavily, and for a moment she said nothing at all.

“I’ve fantasized about it for years,” she burst out, the words tumbling over each other as if she’d been holding them in too long. “But I never dared. What you’re describing… it’s even richer than anything I ever allowed myself to imagine.”

I laughed softly, a conspiratorial sound. “A young man who’s been properly guided is a blessing to a woman our age. They come eager, hungry, and they don’t know the meaning of restraint yet. You can take as much as you want, and they’re still ready for more.”

Her eyes flicked toward me, sharp with need and curiosity. “So my son really pleased you that much?”

“He did,” I said without hesitation. “Completely. But that chapter is closed now. If he’s going to grow into himself, he needs other women, other bodies. Every woman responds differently—he has to learn that. Though I’ll admit, he’s already been given a generous advantage.” I smiled. “That cock of his… do all your boys share that trait? You have four, don’t you?”

She snorted despite herself. “How would I know? I don’t sleep with my sons.”

“Oh, come on,” I teased, laughing openly now. “You just told me you want to know everything about them. A mother wants her sons desired, confident, irresistible. And size doesn’t hurt—especially when rumors start to circulate. Your family is blessed there, and you know it. Don’t pretend you never noticed. You knew when they started touching themselves. You’ve seen them hard in the mornings, even if only by accident.”

Color flooded her cheeks, then she shook her head and laughed. “All right. You’re right. I’ve seen the eldest, and he’s… impressive. The one you were with this summer, though—I never caught him like that. I assumed he was still a boy.” She paused, eyes widening with realization. “And I never found evidence in his sheets either. Now I understand. That little difficulty of his—you took care of it, didn’t you?”

At her words, a sharp pulse went through me, low and intimate. Could it really be that his very first release had spilled inside me? The thought filled me with a fierce, almost sacred pride. His issue had been simple—a foreskin too tight, aching when he grew hard. I’d fixed it quickly, confidently, sliding it back with a decisive stroke that had changed everything for him.

She studied me, then frowned. “And what did you mean by saying our family is lucky in that regard? You haven’t been with my other sons too, have you?”

“No,” I said lightly, though my smile was wicked. “Not yet. But I can imagine it would be… educational.” I tilted my head, curiosity sparkling. “Tell me, though—does that fullness come from their father’s side, or yours? Erik’s thickness will only increase. Maybe not longer, but heavier. That kind of girth comes from you. Your father had the same build. A woman never forgets a cock like that—you feel it everywhere.”

Her face went utterly still, shock written across it.

“Oh—oh no,” I blurted, heat rushing to my own cheeks. “I shouldn’t have said that. Please, forget it.” I hesitated, then sighed. “You won’t, will you? I can tell by the look in your eyes.”

A cold prickle of panic slid down my spine. I had gone too far, let my tongue outrun my sense. I braced myself for her outrage.

Instead, she threw her head back and laughed—deep, unrestrained laughter that shook her shoulders and stole my breath.

“You are unbelievable,” she finally managed, wiping at the corners of her eyes. “I already knew you’d been with my son. And my husband.” She tilted her head, studying my face with sharp amusement. “And now you’re telling me you’ve also slept with my father. Is that what you’re saying?”

Heat rushed into my cheeks. There was no point pretending. I nodded, small and helpless, owning it.

She hummed thoughtfully, a slow smile curving her mouth. “So my friends and I were right.” Her gaze flicked over me, open and assessing. “You really are the most talented fuck in the village. Probably the whole county.” Then, briskly, decisively, “All right. Let’s talk about fixing my husband.”

I looked at her then—really looked—and saw it clearly. Our words had done their work. Something had been stirred awake inside her, something restless and needy. Her eyes were darker, her mouth slightly parted, her body leaning toward mine as if pulled by an invisible thread. Desire shimmered around her. It answered something in me, a familiar, answering pulse low in my belly. This was going to be entertaining.

“Fine,” I said slowly. “I do have ideas.” I paused, making sure she was listening. “But I need to be honest from the start. I don’t think a little tune‑up for your husband alone will fix what’s wrong. Yes, he’ll enjoy me for a while. He’ll try harder, make a show of pleasing you. But it won’t last. Before long, you’ll be right back where you are now.” I met her eyes. “Do you want to hear what I really think?”

Her shoulders tightened, but she nodded.

“Go on,” she said.

I exhaled. This was the difficult part.

“I think you—and your friends—are hungry for more than you admit. Maybe you’ve never said it out loud. Maybe you’ve told yourselves it’s the men who need to change, that they should be more inventive, more daring.” I tilted my head. “But what about you? How far are you willing to go? How much do you know about your own body, your own appetite?” I watched her flinch when I reminded her of my comment about her son and my ass. “Honestly, I think you have growing to do too. If this is going to work, you need to use everything you have. Your mouth. Your cunt. Your ass. Your breasts. Every way you can give and take pleasure.” I lifted a brow. “How does that sound?”

The words fell between us, heavy and naked. I’d said it plainly, without softening it. Now the choice was hers—to recoil or to lean in. But I already knew. The heat rolling off her was unmistakable.

We walked on in silence, the moment stretching as we helped herd the cattle back onto the path. The pause only gave her time to imagine. When she came back to my side, her voice was quieter, threaded with uncertainty.

“Is it really… pleasurable,” she asked, stumbling delicately over the phrase, “to be taken… there?” She swallowed. “My husband wanted to try, after you let him, but I was afraid it would hurt. I never allowed it.”

“Oh yes,” I said without hesitation. “It can be wonderful.” I let a smile touch my lips. “But like anything worth having, it takes learning. Patience. Trust.” I glanced at her, letting the promise hang in the air. “And there are other things you could learn too. Things I’d be very happy to teach you.” I slowed my steps. “Shall I go on?”

“Yes,” she breathed at last, the word leaving her like a confession. “Yes. I want you to continue. I want my sex life to be… more. And I’m willing to try what you suggest. All of it, I think.” She swallowed, eyes fixed on mine. “You speak with such certainty. You know what you’re doing. And I can see it now—you don’t just lie with men, you feel them. You take real pleasure in it. So… help me. Please.”

I had read her perfectly. The heat between her thighs had climbed higher, reached her thoughts, dulled everything else. Desire had narrowed her focus until relief—and discovery—were the only things she could see ahead.

I spoke to her for a long time then, laying it all out slowly, carefully. I didn’t spare her the truth. More than once her eyes widened, shock flashing across her face, her mouth parting as if to protest. Each time I paused, let her sit with it, let her breathe and think. And every time, once the initial tremor passed, she would look back at me and ask me to continue. With every pause, with every forbidden idea considered, I could almost see the hunger in her deepen, the glow of it spreading warmer, brighter.

In the end we agreed she would speak to the others, feel them out, see whether they were ready to step beyond the same old edges. She promised to come back to me with their answer.

She didn’t keep me waiting long.

Only two days later she appeared at my cottage, cheeks flushed, eyes alight with barely contained excitement. They were all in, she told me—every one of them. And they wanted to know when we could begin.

A crucial part of what I had in mind involved the pasture. Normally, it would have been impossible—it had already been closed for the season. But fortune, as it sometimes does, chose to smile on us.

That summer, hardly any cattle had grazed there. The farmers hadn’t wanted to pay my fee, choosing instead to keep their animals closer to home. Now that choice came back to haunt them. The weather refused to turn. Fields around the homesteads lay dry and tired, the grass thin and brittle. The hay they’d stored wouldn’t stretch far enough to see them through winter. They needed a solution—and quickly.

Through Birgit and the others, I let a suggestion slip. My pasture still held thick, green grazing. The weather, according to our local prophet of clouds and wind, would stay warm a while yet. Why not move some cattle back up there, save a few precious weeks of hay?

It took barely a day for their husbands to latch onto the idea. They came to me together, eager, convinced they were striking a fine deal. We settled the terms on the spot. Two days later, the cattle would be on the move.

I had also planted another seed with the women—that they should frame it as a kind of holiday. The notion alone would have been laughed out of the farmhouse in any other context. But tending the cattle themselves, being away from the usual grind while still doing necessary work? That, their husbands could accept. Besides, this part of the year moved more slowly on the farms.

So we set out—four women and the herd. The journey took the better part of the day, and reopening the pasture demanded real effort, hands and backs put to honest use. But there was a shared lightness among us, a sense of something beginning. We laughed, worked, moved together easily.

We were tired by nightfall—but content, already humming with anticipation of what this secluded stretch of land might soon hold for us.

The following afternoon, after we’d eaten and the heat of the day had softened into something languid and indulgent, there was a pocket of time with nothing demanding our hands. I suggested we go down to the pond. The sun was generous, the air thick with warmth, and I knew the water would be just as inviting.

Naturally, we went without clothes. There was no reason not to—no men anywhere near us, only the quiet companionship of women and the open sky. Skin met sunlight without apology, and the water welcomed us like a slow, wet caress.

I let my gaze linger as we moved and waded and laughed, studying the bodies I had agreed to guide, to awaken, over the coming weeks. They were all in their early forties, mothers of nearly grown children, their lives etched into them in subtle, beautiful ways. Farm work had shaped them well—strong thighs, capable arms, soft bellies that spoke of both discipline and indulgence. No one was thin in a fragile way, no one heavy. They were mature, grounded, undeniably feminine.

Inga caught my attention more than once. She was tall, with an ass that demanded to be looked at—full, solid, gloriously alive. When she walked, it shifted with an almost independent rhythm, a hypnotic sway that made my mouth go dry. Her breasts were generous too, giving her a dramatic contrast that made her waist seem impossibly narrow.

Birgit was pure curves, an effortless hourglass. Her breasts sat proudly on her chest, and below them a dark, lush triangle of hair marked her sex—thick, almost decadent. I caught myself imagining my fingers disappearing into it, tugging gently, feeling how she’d react. The thought startled me, and I had to pull myself back. Not yet, I reminded myself.

Lisa, like me, was blonde. Medium height, slender through the hips and waist, but with breasts that were anything but modest. They bounced softly when she moved, pale and full. Her pubic hair was lighter, finer, leaving the delicate line of her slit visible even at a distance. It was an intimate detail, impossible to ignore.

We must have been a striking sight, the four of us—sunlit skin, wet hair, easy laughter. The idea of an unseen observer flashed through my mind, and my pussy answered with a sharp, eager flutter. I knew then, with a certainty that thrilled me, that I was going to enjoy this far more than I’d allowed myself to admit.

While we rested by the water, I told them what I had planned, laying it out calmly, the same way I had with Birgit during our walk days earlier. I didn’t soften it, didn’t dress it up. Honesty mattered. They listened, their faces shifting between curiosity and disbelief. Some of my words clearly unsettled them.

“You may feel shaken in your heads,” I said evenly, meeting each of their eyes in turn. “But nothing will harm your bodies. Quite the opposite. Your bodies will respond beautifully—if you allow yourselves to get out of your own way. I need to know now if there’s anything any of you absolutely cannot accept. It won’t ruin anything, but I need to plan with open eyes.”

They hesitated. Glances passed between them, quick and searching. Doubt hovered—then something else cut through it. I saw it bloom, unmistakable, low in their bellies. Desire, waking up. One by one, they nodded. They wanted all of it.

Later, we headed back up to the pasture to tend to the cattle. They instinctively reached for their clothes at the pond, but I stopped them. As long as the weather held, I told them, we’d stay naked. It would be more enjoyable that way. Besides, an even tan everywhere would surely please their husbands. That earned a few shy smiles—and no further arguments.

I introduced them to the simple, delicious sensation of wearing nothing but the coarse apron while milking—the rough fabric against bare skin, the breeze touching places fabric usually guarded. I could see how it affected them in the way they shifted, the way their breaths deepened.

I went ahead to start dinner. When they returned from the milking, their cheeks were flushed, eyes bright with excitement they hadn’t quite named yet. Being naked outside the bedroom was still new to them, still thrilling. They laughed when they found me chopping vegetables, stirring pots, entirely unclothed, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

Dinner passed easily, full of conversation and warmth. When we were done, the plates were cleared and washed in no time. Then, one by one, their attention turned to me. Their looks sharpened, expectation thickening the air.

I could almost hear the question forming in their minds.

When would it begin?

I was spared from their restless stares by the unexpected arrival of a man—well, not quite a man. A young one. Fresh. Solid. The kind of youth that still carried heat in his stride.

Panic fluttered through the women instantly. Hands flew to breasts, arms crossed over bellies, a frantic search for towels or aprons or anything that might pass as modesty. Their sudden embarrassment only made me laugh—an unrestrained, delighted sound that earned me a chorus of annoyed looks. I rose anyway, unbothered by my nakedness, and greeted him as if this were the most natural thing in the world.

I invited him to stay for dinner, then calmly sent two of the women off to fetch food from the pantry. Giving them a task grounded them; I could almost feel the tension bleed out of their bodies as they turned away.

The truth was, none of this surprised me. I had arranged it.

Earlier that week I’d ridden my bicycle to the neighboring village, dust on my calves, sun on my shoulders, purpose humming between my thighs. I’d found him easily. I’d trained him years ago—strong, eager, talented in ways that mattered. I knew exactly what he could do. When I told him there were mature, hungry women aching to be taken, to be reminded of their bodies, he hadn’t hesitated for a second. The only limit was time. A couple of days, he said. Perfect.

I introduced him as Bertil and explained—plainly—why he was here. I watched their faces carefully, searching for doubt, for fear, for someone to step back now that fantasy had flesh and a name. No one did. Desire had already taken hold of them. Their eyes were too bright. Their thighs pressed together without thinking.

“Well,” I said lightly, breaking the silence, “we might as well begin. Bertil, why don’t you undress. And tell me”—I let my gaze sweep the room—“who wants to taste him first?”

Shock rippled through them again. Delicious. I turned to Birgit and asked if she would start. She nodded, nervous but willing. Her hands trembled, her mouth unsure, but Bertil didn’t need much encouragement. His body responded quickly, thickening, lifting. Birgit might not have known exactly what she was doing, but the way she watched him—wide-eyed, fascinated—told me she was enjoying every second.

Once he was fully hard, I invited the others closer. I wanted them all to feel him, to learn him, to understand. They took turns, awkward and shy, mouths too careful, hands uncertain. Sweet, really. Inexperienced.

I stepped in then, showing them. Teaching. How to relax the throat, how to let him slide deeper without panic. How the tongue could tease and command at the same time. How hands could work in rhythm, how fingers could cup and stroke his balls until his breath stuttered. I made sure they noticed how he reacted—how his hips responded, how his sounds changed when it was done right.

They tried again. And again. Each round better than the last, confidence growing, mouths warmer, movements surer.

When I felt Bertil tipping close to the edge, I chose Inga to finish him. She accepted with a hungry smile, settling in with a confidence that surprised even her. The room erupted in laughter and cheers when he finally came in her mouth, her eyes dark and triumphant as she swallowed.

That led us neatly into a discussion—about semen, about fear and habit, about letting go. 

“If you’ve never allowed your man to finish in your mouth,” I told them, my voice low and certain, “you owe it to yourself to try it at least once. And swallowing too. It’s nothing like the stories you tell yourselves. Trust me.”

The lesson ended with something practical. I handed out packets of condoms, one by one. Bertil had brought plenty for me, neatly prepared. Responsibility mattered as much as pleasure.

Before we dispersed for the night, I turned to Birgit and asked if she wanted to accommodate Bertil. Her hesitation lasted only a heartbeat. Then understanding dawned—sharp and bright—and something sparked behind her eyes. She smiled and accepted quickly, already stepping toward her small hut, knowing exactly what that word meant now.

At dawn I lifted the horn to my lips and blew the familiar call, the same low, rolling sound that summoned the cows for milking. One by one the women emerged from their huts, hair tousled, eyes heavy. Birgit stepped out last. Her face was glowing, almost radiant, but her body told another story—she moved carefully, each step measured, as if the earth itself were tender beneath her feet. I smiled to myself. I knew Bertil’s endurance well enough. Of course she was sore.

She drifted toward me, a shy smile curving her mouth.

“Thank you,” she said softly. “You might have warned me.” Then she laughed under her breath. “I barely slept. But… it was wonderful. Truly.”

For the next two days we kept to a rhythm: lessons before lunch, lessons again after supper. Practice layered on practice. Each session began the same way, the women kneeling or sitting close, taking turns bringing him to life with their mouths. By the end of the second day their hesitation was gone; their lips were confident, their hands curious and sure, their tongues learning exactly how to coax the most delicious reactions from him.

After that, I led them through everything I knew about lovemaking—not just positions, but pace, attention, the subtle art of listening to a body with your own. Bertil was the perfect instrument for teaching. That was why I’d called him here. His greatest gift wasn’t size—it was average enough—nor was it youth alone. It was stamina. He could stay hard for an astonishing length of time, breathing, waiting, holding himself right at the edge. His recovery, once he finally let go, was normal for a man his age, which meant we used his restraint wisely. For teaching, his endurance was priceless.

I began most lessons by showing them myself—how to move, how to angle hips, how small changes could turn friction into fire. Then each woman followed, learning with her own body. If he paused between them, slowed his breathing, grounded himself, he could bring every single one to release. He always saved his own climax for the last woman in line, and I made sure the order changed each time. No favorites. No habits.

At night, I rotated where he slept as well. Fairness mattered, and anticipation was a lesson of its own.

Bertil had another talent, just as powerful. He praised them constantly—not empty flattery, but warm, specific appreciation for their bodies, their eagerness, the way they learned. It made them bloom. Smiles came easier. Shoulders relaxed. But when Inga stepped forward one afternoon and positioned herself to be taken from behind, even Bertil fell silent.

Whether she’d learned it somewhere before or whether it was pure instinct, I couldn’t say. She walked to the table and bent over it, her movement slow and deliberate. As she crossed the room her hips swayed with a life of their own, her backside rippling, alive, impossible to ignore. When she braced herself against the table she shifted her weight from foot to foot, muscles flexing, her ass swinging in a way that drew every eye—women included. It was art. It was invitation.

Bertil’s cock surged forward, thickening, straining, and when he finally drove into her he moved with a hunger that looked almost desperate, as if he’d been denied for days instead of moments. The sound of skin meeting skin filled the room, raw and urgent.

I had deliberately saved anal play for last. It lingered over us like a forbidden topic, discussed in low voices, then dropped. The women disliked the idea of it, the thought of a cock in their asses unsettling them. Perhaps living so close to animals blurred something in their minds, made it feel too primitive, too base. Each of them admitted they’d refused their husbands outright whenever it had been suggested.

I didn’t scold them. I reasoned with them.

“You shouldn’t refuse something you haven’t truly explored,” I told them, calmly. “It’s the same thing you tell your children—that they must taste everything at least once. After that, if you don’t like it, you can say no. But not before.”

What followed surprised even the skeptics. The lesson devoted to taking him from behind turned into an unexpected triumph. By then the women were already comfortable with the positions, their bodies loose, their shyness long since rubbed away by practice and laughter. After I showed them what I meant—slow, patient, attentive—I stepped back and let Bertil begin with Inga.

She had been the loudest opponent, the most resistant in word if not in curiosity. Now she was a vision again, balanced on her hands and knees, her back arched, that generous, inviting backside lifted toward him without pretense. Bertil didn’t rush her. He stroked, teased, took his time until her protests dissolved into needy sounds. He made her ask for it, made her own the desire she’d denied so fiercely. When she finally took him, the release that tore through her was raw and unrestrained, her body shuddering with the force of it.

After that, the rest flowed easily. One by one they followed, surprised by themselves, by how naturally their bodies accepted him. Bertil entered them with a calm confidence, unhurried, attentive, and drew from each of them a deep, satisfying climax. There were no complaints afterward—only quiet amazement, a few shy smiles, and the unmistakable glow of women who had crossed an invisible line and found pleasure on the other side.

For his own release, I chose Lisa—the smallest of them, all curves and softness. She took him astride, riding him with a confidence that belied her size, her movements sure and hungry. Her full breasts bounced freely as she moved, an intoxicating sight, and when she finally came apart above him it was glorious, dragging his own climax out of him with her.

Then it was finished. The evening settled into something almost domestic—food, warmth, low voices, shared looks heavy with memory. Bertil left the next morning, though not before Inga quietly claimed him once more during the night, as if unwilling to let the lesson end without a final, private confirmation.

After that, we had a few days to ourselves before the husbands arrived to pay for the grazing rights. The fee I’d set was simple enough: a bit of maintenance work around the pasture. It was a harmless excuse, and it spared me from explaining what they were really stepping back into.

The women needed the pause. They’d been well and truly satisfied—at least two climaxes a day together, and each of them a night alone with Bertil. One of them laughed as she said it had been more sex than she’d had in the past half year combined.

Those days passed in talk—long group discussions, quiet one-on-one conversations, secrets exchanged between them when they thought I wasn’t listening. They were content, but beneath it all I felt the tension gathering again, coiling and expectant.

The men arrived in the evening. I fed them well, given the circumstances, and then sent them off to their separate huts to sleep.

At dawn I woke them for the day’s work the way I always do—by sounding my birch-bark horn. I stood naked in front of the huts when I did it, the cool air brushing over my skin.

The horn is nearly three yards long, and blowing it properly requires posture and strength. I have to stand tall, fully extended. If I’m allowed a bit of vanity, I know I cut a striking figure like that—feet set apart, head thrown back, shoulders open. I hold the horn angled upward from my mouth, unapologetically suggestive. The position lifts my breasts, hardens my nipples, rolls my hips forward so my sex opens slightly to the air. And the sound—it’s deep and resonant, a low note that vibrates through me. I feel it travel straight into my body, humming against my clit, leaving me quietly aroused long before the day’s work has even begun.

That morning my body was already humming before I even lifted the horn. Anticipation curled low in my belly, and the instant I blew, the deep vibration traveled straight through me, settling shamelessly between my legs. My clit was swollen, thrust forward, aching with every resonant note. When the men stumbled out of their huts, half-awake and blinking, the sight that greeted them was nothing short of scandalous—me, standing there naked as sin, lips wrapped around the horn, posture proud and open, desire written plainly on my body.

Their shock was delicious. They froze, unsure where their eyes were allowed to land, especially when they felt their wives’ gazes flick sharply toward them. Still, I caught the glances—the furtive flickers of hunger when they thought no one noticed. I let them look. I wanted them to.

I slipped into the thinnest little shift I owned, barely a suggestion of fabric, just long enough to hide the most intimate part of me. It was loose and careless, and every time I moved, it betrayed me—flashing bare cheek, a glimpse of softness, the promise of everything underneath. I wore it while I made breakfast, unhurried, bending and turning as if unaware of the effect. The women covered their smiles, amused by how their husbands struggled, stealing looks like naughty boys afraid of being caught.

It was only a taste. When it came time for milking, I dressed properly. Work still mattered, and I wanted it done well.

Later, in the afternoon, I changed again—this time into nothing but my rough milking apron. It guarded my front modestly enough, but my back was left entirely bare, the ties cinched tight around my waist, framing my ass perfectly. I felt provocative, powerful, aware of every eye that drifted my way. The men noticed, discreetly and nervously, their confusion almost palpable. They sensed something shifting but didn’t yet understand what it meant, and the uncertainty made them wary for their wives.

When the work was finished, I stepped outside my hut and stretched slowly, luxuriantly, letting my body unwind in the open air.

“I’m going for a swim,” I said lightly. “You should all come.”

I let the apron slip from my fingers and fall to the ground. Naked, unashamed, I walked toward the pond, feeling the cool grass beneath my feet and the heat of being watched on my skin. The women followed soon after, telling their men to come along later.

By the time the men arrived, we were already in the water, laughing, splashing, bodies gleaming. They joined us, and for a while it was innocent enough—cool water, easy laughter, the simple pleasure of shared movement. Then we women climbed out together, water streaming down our naked bodies, and it became unmistakably clear: we were all bare. Not just me.

The men lingered in the pond, uncertain, cocks stirring beneath the surface, unsure what was permitted now. I returned to the water and took one man by the hand, guiding him ashore, then another, and finally the third. When they stood there, their arousal was obvious, thick outlines straining against damp fabric, desire they couldn’t hide even if they wanted to.

Leaving them like that, we turned and walked back toward the pasture, all of us naked, backs straight, hips swaying, a silent declaration of unity and intent. We ate dinner together and talked until darkness settled around us, conversation easy, laughter warm. One by one, the women went to prepare for bed. Soon after, the men followed.

I waited until every hut was closed, then moved quietly among them, pausing to listen. The night was alive with sound—murmurs, gasps, beds creaking, the unmistakable rhythm of bodies finding release. I felt a small ache then, a loneliness that surprised me, sharp and fleeting.

In the morning, I blew the horn again. This time my pussy throbbed insistently as I watched them emerge—men creeping out, shy and subdued, women radiant, laughing softly among themselves. The huts were dark inside, windowless, keeping their secrets, but the satisfaction on the women’s faces told me everything I needed to know.

The truth came out easily enough afterward, carried on the women’s laughter and the men’s sheepish grins. They had traded huts in the dark. Not one of those men had crawled into bed with his own wife that night. Every woman had taken a different body, a different heat, and from the way they described it later—breathless, glowing, still a little unsteady—it had only sharpened the hunger. Strange hands, unfamiliar rhythms, the delicious risk of it. I’m fairly certain none of them had settled for just once. Desire doesn’t politely stop when it’s fed; it multiplies.

I didn’t bother covering myself while I made breakfast. There seemed no point anymore. The women joined me in the game, moving in and out of clothes, bare skin flashing, then hidden, then revealed again. By then the men understood the rules. They no longer snapped their eyes away in panic. If one of us drifted close enough, fingers would stray, palms would cup hips or brush breasts, quick and daring, as if they were still half-afraid we’d vanish if they hesitated. The air stayed thick all day, heavy with want.

That evening unfolded much like the one before. One by one the women slipped away, quiet as secrets, choosing a hut without ceremony. The men followed soon after, uncertain smiles on their faces, not knowing which warmth would be waiting for them. I doubted very much that sleep was high on anyone’s list.

When I made my rounds later, the sounds drifting out through the thin walls pleased me immensely—muffled moans, beds creaking, breath breaking apart in the dark. It felt like the land itself was humming.

Morning found me naked again, horn in my hands, my body already aching for release. When I blew, the vibration traveled straight through me, lighting up my clit until my legs trembled. Lisa’s husband was the first to emerge. He didn’t pretend not to know what I wanted. He came right up to me, slid his hand between my thighs, and closed it firmly over my mound. I gasped. He squeezed, slow and deliberate, fingers playing in my curls before gripping again, rocking my flesh back and forth just the way he knew would undo me. My climax tore through me without warning. As I came, my breath surged into the horn, and the long, wavering note sang out with my pleasure.

They were supposed to leave that morning. Over breakfast I noticed the men huddled together, talking in low voices, eyes bright. Then Birgit’s husband cleared his throat and announced they’d discovered a few more things that needed fixing. Regret colored his words, but his grin ruined the act. They’d have to return in a week. The women beamed. I accepted without hesitation. My pasture could always use more work.

They left soon after.

The days that followed stretched lazily. The weather stayed warm, generous. The women’s skin deepened into rich, even tans. I found myself watching Inga when she walked, the way her ass shifted with each step, strong and supple. I couldn’t resist touching it once, kneading the muscle, appreciating the power beneath her skin. I wasn’t interested in women that way—but I had eyes, and besides, there was a professional appreciation involved. Or so I told myself.

We planned for the men’s return openly this time. There was no need for tricks anymore. They knew exactly what they were coming back to. We talked long into the evenings, and I shared a little of what I liked, what made my body sing.

When the men arrived again, it was already dusk. They brought homemade liquor, proud of it, but the women allowed only a single glass each. They didn’t need help getting worked up. Pairings happened naturally, without my interference, bodies finding who they wanted.

The next day was for labor. To their credit, they kept their word. Repairs were made, fences straightened, posts set firm. By evening, the pasture looked better than it had in a long while—solid, tended, ready for more than one kind of use.

We’d planned the barbecue down by the pond for late that night, when the air cooled and the world felt wrapped in secrecy. The sky was inky, the moon a pale witness hanging low above us. In the shadows, the women slipped out of their clothes, fabric whispering to the ground, and crossed to the men without a word. They settled onto their laps as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Pairings had been decided beforehand, quietly, deliberately. Now it was time to act on them.

Watching them work their magic made my pulse thrum. Each woman knew exactly how to draw her man in—slow hips, a murmured word close to an ear, a hand sliding with purpose. The darkness offered just enough concealment for them to feel daring and private, yet I could still track every movement, every shift of bodies and breath.

A swell of pride filled me. My women weren’t shy or passive; they were inventive, hungry, fully awake to their power. Before long, all three couples were lost in each other, bodies moving in urgent rhythms. No one bothered with anything as ordinary as lying flat on their backs—there were laps and trees and hands braced against the earth, each coupling finding its own wicked geometry.

I fed the fire, flames licking higher, and set out small dishes I’d prepared—spiced bites meant to wake the mouth and keep the blood warm. Eventually, one by one, flushed and smiling, the couples drifted back toward the fire. They sampled the food between kisses, fingers still roaming, laughter low and intimate.

After another stretch of time, the women began to circulate again. They slipped away in turns, gone just long enough for me to know what they were doing—cooling skin with water, smoothing hair, readying themselves. When they returned, each chose a different man, just as we’d planned, and led him off toward a hut with a teasing glance over her shoulder.

I was left alone by the fire, the night humming around me, and I couldn’t stop smiling. Everything was unfolding exactly as I’d hoped.

Morning came with my usual ritual. I lifted the horn, naked to the chill, already sensitive and eager. The sound vibrated through me, straight to my core. Birgit appeared first, with Inga’s husband close behind. They joined me without ceremony. Birgit pressed herself against my back, her hands cupping and squeezing my breasts, steadying me as I leaned forward. The man knelt, his mouth warm and intent as he licked me with skill and patience until pleasure crested, slow and earned, and my body shuddered in release.

The day settled into work and routine after that. The men kept at their tasks, making good progress. The women handled the daily chores, talking in low clusters. That afternoon, Birgit drew me aside and told me, almost casually, that they’d revised the arrangement. They were in charge now. I was to follow instructions.

We barbecued again that evening, earlier this time. The sun was still up, the air soft and golden. Supper was loud with laughter and easy touches, and I suspected the forbidden sips of booze had loosened everyone just enough.

Then, without warning, Birgit looked at me and said I should undress.

I paused, caught off guard. I wasn’t opposed—I’d spent plenty of time naked among them—but being told to do it sent a different, sharper thrill through me. When I hesitated, Inga and Lisa rose together, hands already on me. They lifted me to my feet and stripped me efficiently, clothes gone in seconds. It helped that I wore nothing underneath out on the pasture.

Birgit directed me down onto my hands and knees, my head settling into her lap. She drew her skirt over my head, plunging me into darkness. Her scent enveloped me, warm and unmistakably female. Blindfolded like that, every sensation sharpened. I felt something firm slide along my ass crack, teasing, tracing a slow path from my clit down to my entrance. A cock—used with practiced confidence—made me gasp and shift, already slick, already betraying how ready I was.

They noticed. Birgit’s voice came firm and pleased as she gave the order. The man obeyed instantly, thrusting into me with heat and enthusiasm. I recognized the feel of him, the way he moved, but in that moment I couldn’t be certain which of them he was—and the uncertainty only made it better.

“You have to name him,” Birgit murmured against my ear, her voice velvet and command. “Say which man is inside you if you want him to continue.”

My pulse skidded. Blind, flushed, trembling under her skirt, I sorted through sensation instead of faces. I ruled out Birgit’s husband immediately—his length was unmistakable, and this wasn’t him. This man filled me differently: solid, dense, stretching me wide in a way that made my thighs quiver.

Then recognition sparked, sharp and delicious.

“Kurt,” I gasped, the word spilling out with my breath. “It’s Kurt fucking me—and he’s doing it so well. Please… don’t stop.”

The answer was rewarded instantly. His hips snapped forward, rhythm turning urgent, each thrust landing deeper, harder. Heat coiled tight in my belly, and I shattered quickly, my orgasm ripping through me before I could brace for it. Kurt didn’t slow; he rode me through it, relentless and focused, nowhere near finished himself. When my tremors finally eased, he withdrew without ceremony, leaving me open, aching, and spent.

Birgit lifted her skirt and helped me upright. The night rushed back in—firelight, grinning faces, eyes bright with anticipation. Kurt stood a few steps away, Inga’s husband revealed at last, his cock still thick and upright, only just beginning to soften.

Then Lisa moved.

She slid out of her skirt and let it pool at her feet. Beneath it she wore her usual shift, the long, simple slip we all lived in here. Slowly, deliberately, she undid the buttons, one by one, until the fabric parted and her heavy breasts spilled free. She cupped them, kneading softly, teasing her nipples until they peaked hard. I glanced at Kurt, and his reaction was immediate—his cock swelling again, lifting with every thud of his heart until it stood fully erect once more.

Lisa bent forward, caught the hem of her shift, and lifted it. She rolled her hips as the fabric climbed, revealing that she wore nothing underneath. Her sex was on full display, lips plump and flushed beneath a fine veil of hair, the tender pink within already peeking out. She was ripe, unashamed, ready.

She dropped to her hands and knees and Kurt took her without hesitation. From behind, her body was a feast—breasts swaying, back arching as he filled her. His hands were everywhere, stroking, cupping, worshipping her flesh as they settled into a deep, unhurried rhythm. They took their time, savoring it. Lisa knew exactly how to move now; she showed it in every roll of her hips, every sound she made.

Her first orgasm tore out of her loudly, a raw cry that echoed across the clearing. Kurt didn’t pull back—he drove harder, strokes lengthening, pounding into her with hungry insistence. Lisa’s voice climbed, her breathing turning ragged, until she screamed as Kurt finally spilled himself deep inside her. The force of it dragged a second climax from her, and she collapsed forward, shaking.

When she’d caught her breath, Birgit’s voice cut in again, calm and decisive. Lisa was told to roll onto her back, legs open. Then Birgit turned to me and instructed me to lie down between Lisa’s thighs, flat on my back, my neck resting in the cradle of her bare lap.

I obeyed. Instantly I felt it—Lisa’s pussy swollen and slick against my throat, her heat unmistakable. It was surprisingly comfortable, intimate in a way that made my skin prickle. I lay there, breathing her in, wondering what they had planned for me next.

Birgit took charge of my body with confident hands, urging my knees apart until there was nowhere left to hide. Cool air kissed my heat, and I shivered at the exposure. She stationed herself between my feet and began to undress with deliberate slowness, turning it into a performance meant to tease and command attention. Every movement was measured, every pause intentional, and I felt the weight of everyone’s gaze pressing down on my skin.

With a crooked smile, she crooked her finger at Lars—Lisa’s husband—and drew him to her. She undressed him piece by piece, her hands roaming with practiced ease, coaxing breath and tension from his body. When he stood bare before us, she lowered herself gracefully and took him into her mouth, unhurried, thorough, until his body responded exactly as she wanted. He was hard and ready, and she looked pleased with herself.

She nudged him toward me then. Lisa’s hands closed around my calves, hauling my legs up and back until I was completely open, helplessly displayed. My pulse thudded between my thighs. Birgit guided Lars down onto his knees and aligned him with me, the blunt heat of him brushing my entrance. She gave his ass a sharp, playful smack and released him.

I wrapped my legs around his hips and pulled him in. He drove into me with force, setting a rhythm that rocked my entire body. Each thrust shifted me against Lisa’s lap, the friction sending sparks through her as well, and our voices tangled together in low, helpless sounds. He fucked me without restraint, and the pressure built fast, brutally sweet. My second orgasm tore through me, sharp and breath-stealing. Above me, Lisa cried out too, her pleasure cresting in response.

Lars wasn’t done. I felt it in the way he held himself, in the tension still coiled through him, and understanding flickered through my haze.

Birgit reclined then, spreading herself open, her legs lifted and waiting. Lars moved to her without needing instruction, and when he entered her, the sight alone was intoxicating. They moved together with confidence and hunger, a seamless exchange that felt almost performative. Beneath me, Lisa pressed herself insistently to my neck, rocking in small, needy motions until she shattered again, her cry ringing out as she found another release.

Eventually, the room settled into heavy breathing and soft laughter. The heat lingered, thick and satisfied.

Then Birgit turned her attention to Inga and her husband, Per. This time Per took the lead, undressing Inga slowly, making a spectacle of her, especially her ass. He positioned her just right, encouraging her to shift and flex, showing off the strength and curve of her muscles. When he slapped her, the sound was sharp and approving, her flesh jiggling when she relaxed. She turned the tables then, stripping him in return. Bending forward, she guided his half-hard cock between her cheeks, lifting just enough to show how perfectly he fit there, trapped and teased.

Abruptly, she decided he was ready. She pushed him down onto the ground. Before I could react, the other two men were beside me, lifting me from Lisa’s lap and settling me over Per’s body. Inga held him steady, directing them with calm authority as they lowered me until I sank down onto him. I didn’t resist. I welcomed it.

It felt achingly good to have his long cock inside me again. Something in me softened and opened—not just my body, but my sense of myself. I realized how much I liked being placed, guided, used this way. It surprised me, how deeply it stirred something submissive I’d never allowed myself before. I had always been the one in control with men. This was different. This was intoxicating.

I rode him, finding a rhythm that made us both gasp. He met me eagerly, hands gripping my hips, his pleasure clear in every movement. The pressure climbed relentlessly until I couldn’t hold back. My third orgasm ripped through me, raw and loud, and I cried out as it took me. The women watched with unmistakable satisfaction.

Per slipped free of me eventually, still hard, still flushed. The night clung to us, heavy with sweat, pleasure, and the unspoken promise that none of us would forget how easily we’d given ourselves over.

Without warning, Inga slipped down onto her hands and knees beside me, her movement fluid and sure, her skin still flushed from everything that had come before.

“Watch closely,” she whispered with a mischievous giggle against my ear. “See what I’ve learned.”

Per stepped toward her, his cock standing thick and unapologetic, the sight of him drawing my attention despite my own delicious exhaustion. Inga shifted her hips just enough to give me a perfect view—her ass lifted, rounded, offered without hesitation. He traced himself along the cleft first, teasing, testing, and I saw her shudder in anticipation.

Then he lined himself up at her tight entrance.

Inga gasped, a sharp intake of breath that turned quickly into a needy sound as they pressed toward each other. Per pushed forward in short, deliberate thrusts, inch by inch, forcing his way inside her ass. With every small advance she cried out, loud and unashamed, her pleasure spilling into the room. Each of her moans seemed to ignite the others; the women answered her instinctively, breathy grunts and murmured encouragement rising in a shared rhythm.

Slowly, impossibly, she took all of him. When Per finally sank fully inside her, buried to the hilt, Inga let out a raw, ringing cry that made my toes curl. The sight was breathtaking—his body tight against hers, her back arched, surrender written in every line of her.

They began to move together, unhurried and deep. Per fucked her slowly, drawing it out, and Inga came again and again, her voice never quiet, her pleasure spilling freely as if she couldn’t contain it. The other women joined her, the room thick with sound, heat, and shared arousal.

Per’s breathing changed. His thrusts grew shorter, harder, more urgent. He drove into her with deep, punishing strokes, wrapping his arms around her waist and pulling her back against him as if he needed to be closer still. Each jab looked like an attempt to go further than anatomy should allow.

Then he slammed into her and held himself there.

With a low, broken groan, he came hard, spilling himself into her ass in several powerful pulses. Inga screamed—a long, high sound that cracked with intensity—before her strength gave out and she collapsed forward, spent.

A collective sigh rippled through us, relief and satisfaction blending together. We had all been part of it, witnesses and accomplices.

Inga, once the loudest opponent of anal play, now looked radiant—flushed, loose-limbed, and glowing with delight. She rolled onto her back on the floor and pulled Per down on top of her, wrapping her arms and legs around him, holding him close as if she never wanted that moment to end.

Nearby, Birgit crawled toward Lars, who was sitting on the ground catching his breath. She settled in front of him and drew his face into her pussy without ceremony. He obeyed instantly, burying his mouth between her thighs, making her sigh and rock against him.

Lisa scanned the room, her eyes finding Kurt. One look was enough. He knelt between her legs and began to lick her as well, his mouth working eagerly while she leaned back, already lost in sensation.

That left me momentarily on my own—and I didn’t mind in the least. I’d been thoroughly, generously fucked three times already, my body humming with aftershocks. I sat back and watched, content, a quiet satisfaction settling deep inside me. I couldn’t help thinking I’d accomplished something meaningful here, something shared.

Later, the women gathered around me, arms wrapping tight, laughter spilling easily as we collapsed into one another. I thanked them, sincerely, for such an exquisite performance.

“We’re very pleased with what you’ve taught us,” Birgit said, her eyes sparkling. “We wanted to show you—like an exam—and make sure we all got a good fuck out of it too. I think we passed, don’t you?” She laughed.

I could only smile and agree.

By the time our bodies finally stilled, dusk had crept in around us, soft and blue, the fire shrinking to embers. Someone added more wood, and flames flared again, licking the night awake. The air was still warm enough that clothes felt unnecessary, almost absurd, so none of us bothered. I fetched more food, the men topped up their drinks, and we settled into a loose, languid circle, full and loose-limbed, basking in that delicious afterglow where everything feels earned.

The calm didn’t last long.

The women grew fidgety, that familiar shimmer of need passing between them. They rose, drifted, wandered like cats. One would slide in behind a man, press her breasts to his back, let her breath warm his neck while her hips whispered promises. Fingers traced shoulders, teeth grazed skin. I saw hands slip lower, discreet squeezes, teasing brushes over hardening cocks. The men answered gladly, palms roaming bellies, thighs, asses, learning again the shapes they’d just been inside. It went on unhurriedly, partners changing without ceremony, desire circulating like shared heat.

Birgit was the first to stop pretending it was accidental.

She sank into Kurt’s lap, bold and smiling, his hands instantly gripping her hips. Inga soon followed, easing herself down onto Lars with a satisfied little sigh, while Lisa leaned over Per, her heavy breasts framing his neck, her nipples brushing his skin as she laughed softly into his ear. The darkness filled with muffled giggles, low murmurs, the unmistakable sounds of arousal blooming fast.

As before, Birgit took charge. She stood, reached down, wrapped her fingers around Kurt’s cock with ownership and intent, and tugged him to his feet. Without a word she led him toward her hut. The others followed soon after, though each of them paused to hug me first—arms warm, bodies grateful, lips brushing my cheek as if to say thank you for everything.

I was left alone again, and I felt no lack. Contentment settled deep in my bones. I walked slowly past the huts, listening. Soft moans slipped through the walls, beds creaked, laughter broke and dissolved into breathless sounds. They were well taken care of.

Morning came clean and bright.

As always, I called them out with my horn. I stood naked in the open, even though modesty was no longer required—standing bare was simply something I loved. My legs were planted wide, my body upright and proud, and when I blew, the deep vibration thrummed through me, the bass notes shivering straight into my swollen clit. Cool air brushed my wet sex, and I knew exactly how I looked. I wanted that image burned into them.

The men emerged eagerly, surrounding me, hands everywhere at once. They cupped my breasts, squeezed my ass, fingers sliding shamelessly between my thighs. It didn’t take long. The sound of the horn was barely finished before pleasure ripped through me, my body trembling as I came hard, gasping in the morning light.

After breakfast, the men departed, while the women stayed on with the cattle for another week—the weather still kind, the days unhurried.

We talked a lot during that time. They wanted to unpack everything that had happened, every sensation and surprise. They spoke about how to keep that kind of heat alive once they returned home, how not to let desire slip back into routine. Plans were suggested, fantasies exchanged, words traded with sparkling eyes and flushed cheeks.

They spoke of young men too. Each of them had sons, boys they loved fiercely and wanted the best for. But beneath that was something more honest, more urgent.

What they truly wanted to understand was the pleasure a young man could give a woman no longer young herself. Bertil had shown them, in his way, what youthful hunger and stamina could do. The knowledge lingered, sharp and intoxicating.

Their desire burned quietly now, a constant ache, leaving their pussies warm and restless as they imagined what might come next.

An idea began to take shape in me, slow and deliberate, born right at the crossroads between their maternal pride and the low, aching heat that pulsed between their thighs. I never announced it outright. I let it grow the way desire always does—quietly at first, almost innocently.

When our conversations drifted toward the pleasure an experienced woman could draw from a younger lover, I lingered there. I spoke of the energy, the hunger, the way a young man’s body responds so eagerly to guidance, to confidence, to a woman who knows exactly what she wants. I watched their faces soften, their eyes darken, their thighs shift closer together as the images took hold.

Then, at other moments, I turned the subject just slightly, letting it brush against something more respectable, more easily justified. We talked about their sons—grown men now, on the edge of their own lives. About how much an older woman could teach a young man: patience, attentiveness, reverence for a woman’s body. How such lessons could shape him, steady him, make him a better lover, a better partner. That part fascinated them even more. They leaned in, asked questions, nodded thoughtfully, never quite admitting where their thoughts were going.

I didn’t have to push. I only had to repeat myself in different ways, let the two threads—desire and instruction—slowly twist together. Each conversation left a residue behind, a warmth that didn’t fade when the words stopped. I could see it in the way they breathed, the way they pressed their knees together, the way their smiles turned secretive.

By the time the week drew to a close, I’d done exactly what I intended. Their minds were busy, restless, crowded with possibilities. And between their legs, something had been lit—an insistent, throbbing curiosity that refused to be ignored, waiting only for the right moment to be answered.


Chapter 3

In my part of Sweden they call women like me an old maid—the daughter who never left, who stayed behind to nurse aging parents until duty quietly closed around her life. I watched the years slip past that way. Marriage never came. Children never came. When my parents were gone, I was left to carve out a future with my own hands. My eldest brother took the farm, as custom dictated. I was given a small cottage in the village, modest but mine. And in a gesture that meant more than he probably realized, he let me keep the old mountain pasture as if it belonged to me alone.

Up here in Dalecarlia, summer still follows the old ways. When the grass turns rich and high, the cattle are driven into the hills. It doesn’t take many people to watch them—usually one woman in charge, often an unmarried one, with a handful of younger helpers to do the heavy work. Mine is the last pasture still in use from our village, tucked into a green hollow, cradled by forest and stone. There’s a pond there, clear as glass, fed by cold springs. By midsummer the water warms enough to invite bare skin, and I spend long afternoons swimming, then stretching out in the sun, letting it kiss me everywhere.

That summer of ’53, I wasn’t especially old for an old maid—just brushing forty. I’ve never been a beauty that turns heads in the street, but neither am I something to shy away from. I know my body. I know what it offers. I cannot bear children, and perhaps that freed me to see myself more honestly, without apology. My breasts are heavy and full, and when I loosen my clothes they sway with a soft insistence that draws eyes and hands alike. I take a particular pride in them. I take just as much pride in the thick, dark curls between my thighs—a lush, untamed growth that men love to bury their fingers in, stroking and parting it slowly, savoring the teasing promise hidden beneath. I love the way it makes my skin prickle, the way anticipation gathers low and warm in my belly.

But it is my hips that please me most. They are broad and strong, made to cradle a man. Lovers settle into them as if they were meant to be there, their weight grounding me, pressing me deliciously into the earth. A lean man suits me best, narrow through the waist, his body sliding neatly between my hipbones. When he’s inside me, long and deep, filling me just right, it feels like something sacred—like my body was shaped for that exact joining.

I am fond of myself. Time has rounded me, softened me in places, given my belly a gentle curve and my backside a generous fullness. But it is solid, firm with muscle from work and walking these hills. Men notice that. They always have. And when their hands linger, when they squeeze and groan in approval, I know exactly why.

Yes—men. Being an old maid never meant I lived without them. In a small village, though, discretion is its own kind of currency. I learned early how to spend it wisely. Over the years I’ve known most of the men around here, and more than a few from neighboring parishes. I learned to wait until after they were wed; marriage makes men cautious, quieter, less inclined to boast. Before anything ever happened, we struck our bargains. They promised silence. I promised the same—to them, and to their wives. It has served us all well.

I never let myself fall too deep. A handful of meetings—sometimes many more—was usually enough. A man needs repetition to loosen, to forget himself, to prove what he can offer and learn how to truly give pleasure. But after a certain point, something dull creeps in. Habit replaces hunger. Most men run out of imagination long before they run out of desire, and once it becomes only convenience, I lose interest. Ending things has never been difficult. There is always a place, always a moment to steal. We are people of the land, after all—fields, forests, barns, paths worn soft by footsteps. And I have my cottage, though I rarely invite anyone across its threshold. The pasture, though—that has always been mine.

In the first two tales I spoke of that summer in ’53. We had fewer animals than usual, and for most of the season I was alone with one young helper. What followed was almost inevitable. I was starved for company, and to my own surprise I discovered the boy was far more formed—body and mind—than I had expected. There was a raw, astonishing confidence in him, something powerful waiting to be shaped. I decided then that I would teach him what a woman’s body asks for, how to listen to it, how to give without fear. He learned quickly. Eagerly. And he gave me a generosity of pleasure that still warms me when I think back on it.

When his mother, Birgit, came up to the pasture with others to help bring the cattle down, she took one look at him and knew. A woman always knows. She confronted me, plain and direct, and I did not deny it. I braced myself for anger, for sharp words—but they never came. Instead, she surprised me. She thanked me. She said she was relieved that his first lessons had been kind, thorough, and honest.

Then she told me something else. Years earlier she had noticed a change in her husband—an ease, a confidence in their bed that had not been there before. Curious and unsettled, she had spoken with her closest friends, only to find they had noticed the same thing in their own marriages. Together, they had followed the thread back to me.

When she asked me outright, I admitted it. All of it. She smiled then and told me the wives were no longer angry—if they ever truly had been. Their marriages were stronger for it. Their nights fuller. And they understood now that I was no rival, no danger. I was simply a passage. A season.

I have always known when to close the door. A man may visit me many times, but never forever. After a dozen or so returns, desire thins into routine, and I send him back to his life, better than when he came.

But Birgit hadn’t come only to make peace. She named her price for keeping my reputation from becoming village gossip. The men, she said, had grown complacent. Whatever spark I’d once lit in them had dulled, and the heat their wives had tasted was a memory already cooling. She wanted that fire stoked again. A reminder lesson. Something that would send their husbands back to their beds hungry and capable, so the women could feel satisfied again.

So I was forced to be inventive—and as always, necessity sharpened my imagination. Fortune helped us along. The summer had been brutally dry, the grazing thin, and we decided to move the cattle back up to the mountain pasture earlier than usual, in the first blush of autumn. The three women came with me, ostensibly to help. I also brought along a young man, chosen carefully, meant to serve as a living example of how desire could be handled properly. Their husbands followed later, paying their way with repairs and hard labor around the pasture buildings.

What awaited them wasn’t only work. The women and I had prepared little shocks of pleasure, moments meant to loosen restraint and stir forgotten urges. By the end of it, boundaries dissolved entirely. Bodies tangled, mouths explored, hands learned again. They fucked one another with laughter and need, rediscovering how good it could be when effort and imagination returned to the act. It pleased them so much that the men insisted on coming back again. The second time was even better—raw, generous, and deeply satisfying in ways that left us all glowing and sore.

The women, though, were changed most of all. They’d seen with their own eyes what youth could bring to a woman who knew how to take it. They’d felt the echo of that vigor in their own bodies and it awakened a craving they hadn’t expected. Each of them had sons. Each wanted those boys to grow into men who knew how to please, how to listen with their hands and hips. And I had convinced them—slowly, persuasively—that a young man learned best at the thighs of an older woman who understood desire without shame.

They asked me to guide them.

All through the dark months we talked—around kitchen tables, during long walks, in voices that wavered between doubt and need. They hesitated, retreated, then leaned forward again. But when spring arrived, swollen with promise, their resolve hardened. The ache between their legs made the choice for them.

We drove the sheep and the young cows up to the pasture in early June, weeks ahead of schedule. The grazing at the homestead had become desperate, and up on the mountain there was room and grass enough. With no milking required, I needed only one helper—Lisa’s son, Kalle—to stay with me at first. The rest of the animals, and more hands, would come later.

Once the villagers who’d helped with the drive had gone back down the trail, quiet settled over us. We took possession of the cottage together. It was a single large room that served every purpose—cooking, eating, sleeping. Bunk beds lined the walls, their mattresses stuffed with dry hay that rustled softly when you moved, carrying the scent of summer and work-worn bodies.

The pasture lay just below a pond so clear it looked like glass. We drank from it, washed in it. Near the edges the water was shallow and warmed quickly under the sun, perfect for lingering, for letting skin acclimate. The deeper center stayed cool longer, not truly inviting until late June.

The cattle roamed freely across the hills. With no daily milking, there was no need to pen them each night, but they still demanded our attention. We spent long hours walking the slopes, counting bodies, listening to bells, the rhythm of our days set by grass, weather, and the quiet, growing tension between us.

Winter had been lean for me in every way that mattered. Too much talking, too much planning, too many careful words exchanged with the women, all of it hemming me in and leaving my body untouched. Desire had piled up inside me until it felt feral. By the time we reached the pasture, I was aching with it, hungry in a way that had nothing to do with food. And there he was—young, unspoiled, all nervous energy and strength. Best of all, I had his mother’s blessing warming my back like a secret sun.

Still, I knew better than to rush. A skittish colt bolts if you grab the reins too hard. We were alone together, just the two of us, with days and nights stretching ahead. Time was on my side.

That first night, I gave him only the smallest indulgence. I slipped out of my skirt and crawled into my bunk wearing nothing but my shift. I always dressed the old way up here—simple, practical layers meant for work. The shift was the foundation, loose and thin, a single garment that skimmed my body without constraining it. No underthings ever came between me and the world at the pasture.

Morning came pale and early. I rose and set about making breakfast without changing, cotton brushing my skin as I moved. My breasts were heavy with sleep and warmth, swaying freely beneath the fabric. When my nipples tightened, they pressed plainly against the shift, darkening the cloth. I caught him watching from the corner of my eye—quiet, wide-eyed. He didn’t speak. He didn’t need to.

I spent the day walking him through the hills, showing him the lay of the land, where the cattle favored grazing, where the ground dipped and rose. We were out for hours, the sun working on us, the air thick with summer promise. When we finally returned, dusty and warm, I told him it was time for a swim. No costumes, I said lightly, just the pond and the sky. I asked if he wanted to join me or wait.

Color climbed his cheeks. After a moment, he murmured that he’d wait.

I undressed in the cottage, letting my movements stay unhurried, and walked down to the water in only my short shift. I felt his gaze like a touch between my shoulders. The pond was cool at first, then welcoming. Later, when it was his turn, I slipped quietly behind a screen of bushes. Curiosity had me by the throat. I watched him strip, saw the weight of his cock in his hand before it stirred, thickening as if responding to being seen even when he didn’t know it. Average length, yes—but full, generous. The kind that fills you, stretches you just enough to make every thrust impossible to ignore. My body answered the thought with a slow, deep throb.

That evening, with the light lingering forever in the sky and nothing but thin walls and open windows between us, I let my shift slide from my shoulders. I knew he’d glimpse me—bare skin, the curve of my hip, the softness of my belly. I didn’t hide. There were no curtains, no darkness to protect him from temptation.

At dawn, I slipped from my bunk and stepped outside naked, the grass cool beneath my feet. I didn’t know for certain if he was awake, but I felt watched, a delicious prickle along my spine. I dressed only after, pulling my shift back on before making breakfast as if nothing were amiss.

That afternoon, I returned to the pond. This time I let the shift fall away on the path, leaving it behind as I walked naked into the open. I lingered in the water, letting it slide over my skin, washing nothing away. I listened carefully and heard it—his breath, uneven, a low, broken sound of need. When I rose from the pond, water streaming down my thighs and breasts, I made sure there was no modesty in me at all. I sat on the grass a few yards from the bush where he hid, close enough that he could see everything, close enough that there was no doubt left about what I was offering him.

“Kalle,” I called lazily, letting my voice drift across the water like a caress, “you might as well come sit with me. I know you’re watching. I don’t mind at all.” I smiled to myself, stretching out on the warm grass. “We’ll be alone together for weeks. There’s no reason for shyness between us.” I let the words soften, turn intimate. “Come here, sweetheart.”

He stalled, the silence stretching. I called once more, quieter this time, and finally he emerged, carefully angling his body so I couldn’t see him straight on. The way he moved told me everything—he was hard and mortified by it.

“Go on,” I murmured, unhurried. “Slip out of your clothes, take a dip. Then come back and sit with me.”

He obeyed, grateful for the water. When he returned, his arousal had eased just enough for him to lower himself beside me, though his hands hovered, trying to shield himself. I couldn’t help the slow smile. His body responded so sweetly to me, even when he tried to hide it.

I leaned in and wrapped my arms around him. His face pressed into the deep softness of my breasts, and I let myself fall back, drawing him with me so he landed sprawled over my body. I traced my hands over his shoulders, down the smooth plane of his back, along his thighs. The heat of him, the solid length caught between my legs, sent a pulse of pleasure through me.

I shifted us gently, rolling so we lay side by side, my arm snug around him, holding him close.

“Have you ever been with anyone?” I asked softly. “A girl… a woman?” My fingers drew idle patterns on his skin. “Have you ever been inside a woman?”

He went still. Then, barely audible, came his answer. “No.”

A thrill went through me. “Would you like to?” I asked, my voice low and inviting. “Would you like to feel what it’s like inside me? Let me show you how a woman’s body welcomes you?” Just imagining him there made me slick and aching.

“Yes,” he breathed. “Yes… please.”

That was all. I leaned in, my lips brushing his ear. “Come to me,” I whispered. “Let yourself feel everything. Don’t think—just enjoy. I’ve got you.”

I eased away and settled onto my back, lifting my knees and opening myself to him without hurry or shame. I took his hand, guiding him so he knelt between my parted thighs. My fingers closed around him, stroking, coaxing, though he hardly needed it—he was already full and ready.

With my foot nudging him closer and my hand steady on him, I drew him in. When I felt him press against me, I reached for his hips and pulled him forward. I was wet, open, and he slid into me with a soft, helpless sound. I guided him gently, showing him how to move, until he was buried deep inside me.

“Shh,” I whispered, holding him still. “Just pause. Breathe. Feel me around you.” I kissed his temple, my body warm and welcoming. “There’s no rush. Let your body learn mine.”

I wrapped myself around him, holding him close, and deep inside I tightened, deliberately squeezing him with slow, knowing contractions. I felt the tremor run through him, the way his breath stuttered, the way his body told on him before his mouth ever could. My hands slid to his hips and guided him, encouraging, coaxing, letting him learn the rhythm by feel. It took only a handful of thrusts before he lost himself completely, spilling inside me with a helpless sound that made my chest ache with something warm and pleased.

I hadn’t gone over the edge myself—not yet—but that didn’t matter. I knew my body well. My pleasure was patient. It would wait.

He softened and slipped free, but he stayed draped over me, his weight pressing me into the warm ground. I loved that part almost as much as the rest—how his slim, youthful body fit so naturally between my wider hips, how he relaxed once he realized I enjoyed carrying him like that. I ran my hands over him, exploring everywhere I could reach, memorizing the smoothness of his skin, the softness, the lack of sharp angles or hard edges. He felt unmarked, untouched, and it stirred something deeply possessive in me.

Eventually he grew restless, rolling onto his side, then onto his back beside me. He looked loose and satisfied, his eyes bright as he watched me. I took his hand and placed it deliberately on my breast, guiding him without words. He understood immediately. His fingers began to move—tentative at first, then surer—and pleasure rippled through me. There was something unbearably sweet about the way he touched me, earnest and instinctive, as if his body already knew what mine needed even if his mind didn’t fully yet. My pussy responded, pulsing, growing slick again.

I met his eyes and smiled, then let my gaze drift downward. His cock lay spent but promising. I wondered—not without amusement—if it could be persuaded back to life.

I nudged him onto his back and climbed over him, my body hovering above his. I kissed my way down his chest slowly, deliberately, letting my mouth linger, letting anticipation do the work for me. When I reached his groin, I rested there, my chin brushing his curls as I looked at him, letting him feel my attention. Then I bent and pressed soft kisses along his length, teasing, tasting. My tongue traced him, unhurried, until I felt him stir. I took him into my mouth gently, patiently, letting him grow there.

And grow he did.

I smiled around him, a quiet thrill sparking through me as his body responded again. This was worth the time. All of it was.

When he was fully hard once more, I eased back and lay on my back, opening myself to him. I took his hand and placed it between my thighs, guiding him without shame.

“Touch me,” I murmured. “Feel me… take your time. And if you want to be inside me again, you can.”

I moved his hand over my body, showing him, teaching him through motion rather than instruction. Soon his fingers found me, parting me, slipping inside. When he brushed my clit I gasped, pleasure breaking sharp and sudden through me. He kept going, clumsy but sincere, and it was more than enough. My body arched, my cry tearing free as I came hard against his hand.

He looked startled, almost frightened, until I laughed softly and smiled at him, covering his hand with mine, holding him there so he could feel what he’d done to me.

“Do you want to come into me now?” I asked quietly. “I want to feel you again. Please.”

I made it sound like a gift he was giving me—because it was.

He didn’t hesitate. This time he positioned himself between my raised legs on his own, eager and focused. I guided him only at the last moment, helping him find me, and then he pushed inside with short, determined thrusts, learning as he went. I was still hot, still slick, still open for him, and my body welcomed him easily as he slid back where he belonged.

He took me hard and sure, his rhythm eager and hungry, and though it didn’t last long it was enough. Just enough. My body tightened around him, pleasure cresting through me in a sharp, breathless wave, and almost immediately after I felt him pulse deep inside, hot and generous, spilling himself into me with a groan that vibrated against my chest. Then he collapsed over me, all loose limbs and satisfied weight. Brief, intense, and utterly sweet.

I kept him there, refusing to let go. I wrapped myself around him, thighs locked, arms tight across his back, holding him as if I could memorize the feel of him like that—his warmth, his steadying breath, the way he fit so naturally against me. He didn’t protest. He softened completely, content to stay sprawled over me, absently brushing my breasts now and then with lazy fingers, as if touching me had already become instinct. Eventually reality tugged us apart and we had to disentangle ourselves, dress, and return to the duties waiting outside that small, perfect world.

The two weeks that followed became our private apprenticeship. I shaped him patiently, showing him how to listen to a body, how to slow down, how to linger. I was well rewarded for my efforts. His endurance was nothing to brag about, but his eagerness made up for it—and he recovered quickly, deliciously so. I taught him with my hands, my hips, my mouth, and yes, with my tongue, until his initial shyness burned away and left only hunger. Before long he began to surprise me, touching first, taking the lead, and we found ourselves tangled together at least twice a day.

As the weather warmed, I stopped pretending at modesty. I drifted around in nothing but a short, loose shift that barely skimmed my thighs and rode up shamelessly whenever I bent or stretched. At night I slept naked, skin bare to the air, and often to him. He understood the invitation without a word. More than once I woke with his body pressed to my back, his breath warm at my neck, his cock hard and ready, nudging insistently against me.

Those two weeks vanished far too quickly. Birgit and Inga returned with more cattle brought up to pasture, along with Birgit’s two eldest sons—Anders, the older, and Erik, the younger, the same one I’d enjoyed the previous summer.

The following morning Birgit and Kalle left again, driving the younger cattle farther into the hills to a more remote grazing area. There were no facilities there for milking, but the pasture was rich and open. It was nearly a half-day’s walk deeper into the high ground.

That left Inga, the boys, and me to handle the heavier work with the older cows that still needed milking. We’d already decided how to divide our efforts. I would take Anders under my wing. Inga planned to amuse herself with the already well-trained Erik.

We didn’t waste time. That very afternoon, while Inga and Anders were occupied with their tasks, I led Erik down to the pond. He was visibly shaking, anticipation written all over him. He clearly thought I meant to take him the same way I had the summer before.

He wasn’t wrong.

We stripped and slipped into the water, naked as nature intended. When he rose from the pond, water streaming down his body, his cock stood proud and long, swaying heavily with each step toward me. I leaned back against the warm grass, spreading my legs without hesitation. He knew exactly what was expected of him. His mouth found me eagerly, confidently, and it didn’t take long before my fingers curled in his hair and my body shuddered with release. He hadn’t forgotten a single thing.

I sat up afterward and wrapped my hand around his cock, stroking him slowly, feeling him thicken under my touch. Casually, teasingly, I asked whether he’d had anyone over the winter. He shook his head, breath hitching, and admitted he’d been waiting for summer—for this place, for me, and for all the fucking he’d been dreaming about for months.

“I’m not going to let you have me anymore,” I told him bluntly, my fingers still wrapped around his hard length, feeling it throb against my palm. “We’ve enjoyed ourselves, you and I. But that chapter is finished. It’s time you start putting that beautiful talent of yours to use on someone else. Another woman will teach you things I can’t. Experience grows that way.”

He stared at me as if I’d struck him, confusion flickering across his face.

“But… but there’s only one other woman here,” he blurted out. “My mother’s best friend. I can’t fuck Inga, for God’s sake. I mean—”

I lifted a brow at him, tightening my grip just enough to make him suck in a breath. “And what am I, exactly?” I asked coolly. “I’m your mother’s friend too, and you’ve had no trouble fucking me. So tell me—do you find Inga attractive?”

His ears turned red. “Yes—yes, of course,” he said quickly, then faltered. “But what if she gets angry?”

I sighed, half amused, half exasperated, slipping into the tone I used when I was teaching him something important. “If you want to be a man who gets what he wants, you have to take a risk and ask. Women don’t get angry just because a young man desires them. Why would we? It’s flattering, if anything. She might refuse—there are plenty of reasons for that—but anger? No. Not if you choose the right moment and the right place.”

Then I tilted my head, a slow, knowing smile curving my mouth. “So,” I added lightly, teasing him now, “is there anything about her you find especially tempting?”

He swallowed hard. “Well… she—she has an incredible ass,” he admitted, stumbling over the words. “I haven’t really seen it properly, but… I keep thinking about it. I’d like to take her from behind.”

I laughed, warm and low. “Oh, I’ve seen it. And you’re right—it’s magnificent. So if you want to see it up close, maybe even bury yourself in it, I suggest you go to Inga’s hut tonight and ask her if she wants to fuck you. Who knows?” I shrugged playfully. “She might surprise you.”

I left him there by the pond, still flushed and aching, and went back to prepare dinner, perfectly confident that his desire would carry him the rest of the way.

Inga turned in early, as I expected. She was staying alone in the small hut, tucked away and private. From a distance, I watched Erik pace between the buildings, hesitation written in every step. Then, suddenly, his shoulders straightened. He crossed to Inga’s hut and knocked. It took only a moment before the door opened and swallowed him inside.

Later, I invited Anders into my cottage. We sat together, the air heavy with quiet and possibility, and after a while I spoke as casually as I could.

“Has your brother told you much about the work up here,” I asked, “and how we usually spend our free time?”

He shook his head. “No. Erik didn’t want to talk about last summer. He just said it was nice. Not boring.” He paused, then added, almost apologetically, “I don’t really know what to do when we’re not working. The pond is good—I like swimming—but there doesn’t seem to be much else.” It was the longest speech I’d heard from him so far.

I smiled to myself. “Have you been laid yet?” I asked lightly. “Ever been with a girl—or a woman?”

He went quiet, and in the dim light I could sense his relief at not being fully seen. When he didn’t answer, I pressed gently, “Well?”

“Yes,” he murmured at last. “Once. With a girl from the village.”

“Was it good?” I pressed gently, my voice low and curious. “Did it feel right afterward? And her—did she seem satisfied?”

He shrugged, embarrassed, eyes dropping to his hands. “It was over almost before it started,” he admitted. “I couldn’t hold back. I don’t really know if she liked it. She hasn’t wanted to see me like that again.”

That was my opening. I felt it settle into place with a quiet certainty.

“Well,” I said slowly, letting the words linger, “there is a way to pass the time up here—if you’re interested.” I paused, watching his breath hitch. “I could show you how to touch a woman so she aches for more. How to make her crave a second time… and a third. What do you think? Would you like to learn?”

Silence stretched between us, thick and charged. The room was dim, shadows pooling in the corners, and I could almost see the heat rising in his cheeks. I stood and closed the distance, wrapping my arms around him. When he responded—tentative at first, then firmer—I took it as consent, as hunger answering hunger. From there, everything unfolded naturally.

“Come here,” I murmured against his ear, my lips brushing skin. “Tonight, I want you to know what it feels like to be inside me. Don’t rush yourself. Don’t worry about anything. If you lose control, that’s fine—we have all the time we need to learn the rest later.”

I stepped back and let my skirt slide free, guiding his hands to my legs, just above my knees. I showed him where to touch, how to travel upward, slow and deliberate. The thin fabric of my shift rose under his palms, baring my thighs, then the damp heat between them, then the swell of my breasts. When he finally let the cloth fall and cupped me properly, his touch was eager, instinctive—and my body answered at once, warmth blooming, slick and welcoming.

I lifted the shift over my head and stood naked before him, unashamed, inviting. “Your turn,” I told him. He didn’t hesitate. Clothes fell away quickly, confidence shining through the nerves. I smiled, already intrigued.

I studied him openly, anticipation curling low in my belly. I’d seen the men in his family before—built long and lean, some thicker than others. I dropped to my knees and wrapped my fingers around him, feeling how hard he already was. Slender, yes—but responsive, alive. I pressed a kiss to the tip, then traced my tongue along him, up and down, just enough to make him shudder.

That was enough for now.

A mattress waited on the floor—roomier than the narrow bunks lining the walls. I lay back and parted my legs, offering myself without hurry.

“Come,” I called softly. “Come to me. I’m ready for you.”

He stood over me, his body taut, his erection angled skyward. I sat up and took him in hand again, guiding him closer, drawing him down until he knelt between my thighs. With small, sure movements, I positioned him at my entrance, letting him feel the heat, the promise, the place where he was meant to be.

“Now,” I murmured, my voice low and coaxing, “push into me. Take me. Enjoy it.” 

He obeyed with a single, eager thrust, sliding home so quickly it stole my breath. I felt the full length of him sink deep, pressing into that tender place inside me that always made my toes curl. His body trembled as instinct took over, and when he began to move, awkward but enthusiastic, I let my hands roam over his bare back and shoulders, soothing, encouraging. 

It was over almost before it had begun. His rhythm shattered, his breath broke apart, and he spilled himself inside me in warm pulses before collapsing forward, all his weight settling between my thighs. I savored that moment—the delicious heaviness of a man completely undone, emptied and helpless for a heartbeat, still buried inside me. 

I wrapped my arms around him, holding him close, murmuring praise against his ear, telling him how good he felt, how beautifully he filled me. My fingers traced slow, lazy paths along his skin, and I kept him there, nestled deep, long after his breathing steadied. When his softness finally came, I was just about to shift him aside— 

—when I felt it. 

A subtle stir. A thickening warmth. His cock swelling again inside me, unhurried but determined. 

I cradled his face in my hands and gently tipped it back so I could see him. Our eyes met in the dimness. I smiled first; his answering grin was shy but unmistakably proud. 

“My boy,” I whispered, my voice full and pleased, “you’re doing wonderfully. Would you like to take me again?” I kissed his mouth, slow and promising. “Please… fuck me. Fuck me again.” 

I drew my knees up, planted my feet on the mattress, and lifted my hips, rocking against him until he started to move. This time, I didn’t just receive him—I met him thrust for thrust, guiding the pace, teaching his body with mine. His strokes grew steadier, deeper, and the pleasure built deliciously slow. 

He lasted this time. Long enough for me to lose myself completely, for the heat to coil and snap inside me until my orgasm washed through my body, fierce and satisfying, my nails digging into his back as I cried out. 

~~~

At first light, my bladder finally forced me out of bed. Inga was already there when I reached the little two-seater bog-house, and we settled in side by side, skirts gathered, the morning cool around our ankles. 

“Well?” I asked the moment we were seated. “How did it go? You have to tell me—I’m bursting with curiosity.” 

She shifted until she was comfortable, then smiled, the kind of smile that gave everything away. 

“He came to my door and knocked,” she began. “I was wearing only my shift, and it wasn’t buttoned properly at all. He just stood there, blushing like mad, so I knew I had to help him along. I invited him in, told him to come and say what he’d been thinking about. He barely crossed the threshold before he wrapped his arms around me. 

“‘You’re so beautiful. I love you. I want you,’ he blurted out—and hid his face right in my chest. Only my shift was open, so his cheek landed straight against my bare breasts.” 

She chuckled softly at the memory. 

“‘Oh, thank you,’ I teased him. ‘You can’t possibly love me—but what do you mean by wanting me? Do you want to fuck me?’ 

“He froze when I said that.” 

Inga paused, enjoying the suspense. 

“‘Yes,’ he finally said, all stiff and breathless. ‘Please. I would very much like to fuck you.’ 

“So I told him, ‘Well, why not? The village rumor says you’re carrying a nice, long cock—and I’m curious to see if it’s true.’ That only made him tenser.” 

She lifted an imaginary breast with her hand. “I adjusted myself so my nipple was right by his mouth. That helped. He relaxed and started to nibble at it, all tentative and sweet.” 

Inga smiled to herself. 

“We stood there like that for a while, until it became awkward. Then I gently freed myself from his arms and stepped back…”

“Didn’t you just tell me you wanted to fuck me?” she teased him again, her voice light, coaxing, deliciously unfair. “So tell me—how do you want me? What do you like to look at?”

She let the shift slide from her shoulders, the thin fabric whispering down her body until it pooled at her feet. Then she turned slowly, deliberately, giving him her back, her hips, the full invitation of her bare skin. “Off with your trousers,” she murmured. “I want to see what all the fuss is about.”

After that, she said, everything became simple. Natural. He was suddenly everywhere—hands, mouth, body—drawn to her backside as if by instinct. She laughed softly at the memory, admitting she’d always known her ass was good, ripe and inviting, but she hadn’t realized how intensely a young man could worship it. He took her twice, she told me, with no modesty at all, and she lost herself again and again beneath him, pleasure rolling through her until the world narrowed to heat, movement, and breath. “I swear,” she finished, eyes half-lidded, “I was floating. Absolutely in heaven.”

When she fell quiet, I could hear it in the pause—how satisfied she was, how the telling of it had stirred her all over again. And me with her.

“So,” I said, giggling as I wiped myself, “you’re happy, then. Planning to keep him?” I tilted my head, mischief bubbling up. “What do you think—should we go and squeeze a few more drops out of our boys before it’s time to milk the cows?”

She didn’t hesitate for a second. We rose together and slipped back to our huts, already smiling, already warm with anticipation. We woke them gently, if you can call it that. I took him into my mouth, swallowing him down until he groaned himself awake, hard and helpless. Those boys were going to be very busy in the weeks ahead.

After breakfast, I drew Erik aside, schooling my face into innocence.

“So,” I asked lightly, “did you work up the courage to ask Inga to fuck you last night?”

“Yes—yes, I did,” he said, breath catching, as if the memory alone was enough to steal the air from his lungs. “And she said yes.”

“Well,” I smiled, “lucky boy. Did you fuck her? Did you see her ass? Was it like you imagined? Tell me.”

“Yes, we fucked,” he said eagerly. “It was wonderful. Her ass—God—it’s incredible. So full, but firm, springy. The cheeks move on their own. She let me touch her, play with them. She even trapped my cock between them, squeezed me so hard… she’s so strong.” His eyes were bright, shining, and I could see his cock responding, thickening with every word.

“Well, well,” I teased. “Sounds like you enjoyed yourself. I did tell you Inga has a magnificent ass, didn’t I? And you behaved, I hope. Did she ask you to come back? To fuck her again?”

“Yes,” he said quickly, grinning. “She wants me again.”

“Good,” I said, slipping into my best instructive tone. “You see what happens when you ask nicely? Keep behaving, and I think this summer will treat you very well.”

He hesitated, then frowned slightly. “There’s one thing I don’t understand,” he said. “She mentioned a rumor in the village. About my cock. About it being big. How could there even be a rumor like that?”

I smiled to myself, already enjoying how innocent he still was.

“Well,” I told him lightly, shrugging as if it were nothing, “it certainly didn’t come from me. I’ve got no interest in advertising you—quite the opposite, really.” I let my gaze linger on his flushed face before continuing. “If I had to guess, I’d say it’s your mother. Women like her want the very best for their sons, and a reputation like that travels fast. It makes you… desirable. To girls your own age, and—as you discovered last night—to women who know exactly what they want.” I smiled, slow and knowing. “It’s not something to be embarrassed about. You should wear it with pride.”

~~~

A few weeks slipped by, and restlessness crept in where excitement used to live. Anders simply wasn’t Erik. He tried—too hard, sometimes—and carried himself as if he already knew every secret of a woman’s body. Maybe I judged him unfairly. Erik had been spoiled by opportunities most boys never get, especially last summer. Still, with Anders there was always a sense of restraint, of eyes that might be watching. When I was alone with one boy, I could abandon myself completely. Now, quick stolen moments were all we had, and the kind of reckless, open fucking I craved became rare.

So when the day came that I needed to visit Birgit, relief washed through me. I had business with her—plans to confirm for the remainder of the summer—and they were running low on supplies. Butter, cheese, fresh milk. Inga agreed without hesitation to manage things while I was gone.

The morning was bright and warm, the kind that promises indulgence. I set out early, wearing nothing but my shift. Before long the sun heated my skin, sweat gathering between my breasts, along my spine. I slipped the shift over my head and folded it into the birch-bark knapsack on my back, then continued on naked, savoring the freedom of it. There was no one for miles—deep hills, unripe berries, silence broken only by birds and my own breath. Even if someone had seen me, I wasn’t sure I would have cared. I liked my body. I trusted it. And the idea of stumbling upon a man out there, of being taken against the grass and stone, made my thighs ache.

I’d done this before. Last summer, Erik had mounted me on a hillside, hard and relentless, covering me like a rutting ram. When he finished, I’d simply stood, caught my breath, and walked home naked, still slick between my legs. The memory warmed me now, and I let it.

By midday I was close. The place lay in a shallow valley, and from the slope above I could see everything clearly. Birgit and Kalle were sitting down to eat. I paused there, watching. After a moment Birgit glanced up—perhaps she saw me, perhaps not. She rose and cleared the table, her shift clinging to her body.

When she returned, she didn’t sit. Instead, she caught the hem of her shift and drew it up, over her head, tossing it aside without ceremony. She stood before the boy on the bench, legs set wide, posture proud, breasts thrust forward as if daring him not to look. Sunlight traced the curves of her, confident and unashamed.

She was beautiful. Strong. And undeniably sexual. I felt a slow smile spread across my face as I watched, heat pooling low in my belly.

Kalle’s hands slid to her hips, rough and certain, and he leaned in until his chin brushed the warm plane of her belly. His mouth followed, kisses scattered and reverent, lingering at her navel before drifting lower with an impatience he barely tried to hide. Birgit laughed breathlessly and nudged him back, a playful refusal. She climbed onto the table instead, smooth and deliberate, then placed her feet on the bench, one on either side of him. Opening herself without shame, she leaned back on her elbows, offering him everything.

He didn’t hesitate. His mouth found her, unhurried at first, then hungry, and the sounds she made carried across the valley—soft cries that grew sharper as pleasure overtook her. I watched her body tense, then surrender, her head falling back as release rippled through her.

Kalle was on his feet in an instant, stripping off his trousers with clumsy urgency. His arousal was unmistakable. Birgit shifted again, turning so she knelt on the bench, knees wide, bracing herself against the table. He took her from behind, the movement strong and relentless, and her voice rose once more, echoing off the hills as they found their finish together, breathless and undone.

By the time I made my way down to them, the spell had already settled. Birgit had slipped back into her shift, her cheeks flushed, her eyes bright. Kalle was gone, wandering the slopes to tend the sheep as if nothing extraordinary had happened.

She set food in front of me and sat across the table, an intimate smile playing on her lips.

“Now you have to tell me,” I said. “How has it been? Are you enjoying yourself? Are you getting along? I want everything.”

She barely needed the invitation. Words spilled from her, eagerness vibrating beneath every sentence.

“When we left the pasture, he was sulking,” she began. “I think he missed you, missed the excitement, and thought being here with me would be dull. We were busy, though—moving the cattle, settling in. No time for anything else at first.”

She paused, eyes drifting as she remembered. “We slept in the hut. In the morning I went out to make breakfast and called for him. When he stepped outside and saw me sitting there in nothing but a short, unbuttoned shift, he froze.”

She smiled to herself. “‘Come sit with me,’ I told him. He did, barely daring to look at me. So I asked him if he thought this summer would be boring, just the two of us. Then I told him I had an idea—something to make the days pass faster. Something pleasant for us both.”

Her voice softened. “You should have seen his face. First shock, then disbelief, and finally that shy little smile. Desire crept into his eyes like a secret.”

Birgit laughed quietly. “‘Eat your breakfast,’ I told him. ‘You’ll need your strength.’”

We ate in an easy, domestic quiet, the kind that hums with anticipation rather than comfort. When the plates were empty, I gathered them up and wiped the table clean, aware of his eyes following every movement. I didn’t rush. When I was done, I stopped on the far side of the table and slowly reached for the hem of my shift.

I drew it up over my hips, over my ribs, over my head, savoring the way his breath hitched as skin was revealed inch by inch. I let the thin fabric slip from my fingers and pool at my feet, then turned slowly, deliberately, giving him every angle, every soft curve, every unapologetic sign of my desire.

“Do you like what you see?” I asked lightly, a smile tugging at my mouth. “Then it’s only fair you take those trousers off. I don’t see why I should be the only one naked.”

I expected hesitation, maybe that shy pause he’d had earlier. Instead, he was on his feet in a heartbeat, pushing the fabric down his legs. His cock sprang free, thick and eager, standing out from his body with a confidence that made heat bloom between my thighs instantly. I felt myself slicken, my pulse answering his without permission.

I crossed the space between us and wrapped my arms around him, pulling him close until there was no doubt where we wanted to be. From chest to knees, we fit together perfectly. His hard length slid between my thighs, brushing me where I needed it most, and I shivered at the simple, delicious contact.

Then he took control.

My back was near the table; I barely had time to register it before his hands guided me down onto it. He sank to his knees and went between my legs, his mouth finding me with an instinct that stole my breath. His tongue was confident, thorough, unhurried, and I was already lost. It didn’t take long before pleasure crested and broke through me, my first orgasm leaving me weak and trembling against the tabletop.

He rose with a grin, almost polite as he asked if I’d like to turn around. I did. And then he took me from behind, just as you saw later that afternoon—deep, steady, perfectly in rhythm with my body. It was everything it should have been. Absolute bliss.

When she noticed the color in my cheeks, she laughed softly. “Yes, I saw you up on the hillside,” she said. “And I saw you walking around naked too. It looked… very enjoyable. I guessed you were a little needy, so I thought I’d give you a hint of what Kalle can do.”

She leaned back, unapologetic, glowing. “He’s a good one, that boy. You should be proud. We’ve taken each other everywhere—he knows my pussy, my mouth, my ass. He makes me come again and again, with his cock, his tongue, his fingers. Every day. He’s as hungry as I am. Most days we don’t even bother getting dressed.” She smiled, slow and satisfied. “You were right. A young man like that is a gift for a woman our age. All that energy. All that pleasure. I’m in heaven.”

After that, she fell quiet, a serene smile lingering on her lips, as if she were replaying private moments only she could see. She looked deeply, undeniably happy.

The rest of the afternoon passed in easy conversation—planning the weeks ahead, tending to the routine chores. Birgit cooked dinner, and Kalle returned just as it was ready. He seemed genuinely pleased to see me, though a trace of embarrassment colored his expression.

“Don’t worry, Kalle,” Birgit said warmly. “She knows everything. I’ve told her how good you are to me. How happy you make me. So relax.” She laughed softly.

Dinner was comfortable and unhurried. They appreciated the fresh supplies I’d brought, and we talked until night settled in. There was only the one small hut, so sharing it was unavoidable. As we prepared for bed, Birgit glanced at me with an expression that made me pause—something playful, knowing, and just a little wicked.

“Do you want the boy for yourself tonight?” she asked lightly, a teasing lilt in her voice. “I feel a bit like the Inuit, offering my wife’s warmth to a traveler far from home.”

I laughed and shook my head. “No. That chapter is closed for me. And I’m hardly deprived—even if what you put on display this afternoon did stir things a little. Go on, enjoy Kalle.”

I almost wished I hadn’t been so quick to refuse once the night settled in and the sounds drifted from their corner of the hut. The low murmur of voices, the creak of movement, the soft, unmistakable rhythm of pleasure shared—it all slipped under my skin and kept me awake longer than I cared to admit.

I left early the next morning. I’d told Inga I wouldn’t be back until supper, and she hadn’t questioned it for a second. If anything, she seemed relieved, as though my absence was exactly what she wanted. The work could wait; she clearly had other plans.

Truthfully, I meant to return by midday. Curiosity tugged at me harder than intention. When I reached the hill, I slowed, careful and deliberate. From there, the pasture lay open beneath me, visible if you knew where to look. I found a spot among the rocks and tall grass where I could see without being seen. This time, I had no desire to be caught watching.

They were already deep into it. Lunch had clearly been forgotten.

Inga was astride one of the boys, her body moving in an unhurried, confident rhythm, as if she owned not just him but the moment itself. The other stood before her, close enough that she could wrap her fingers around his length. She stroked him lazily, reverently even, leaning forward now and then to brush her lips against him in fleeting kisses that made him shudder.

Her voice carried easily across the open land—soft moans at first, then louder, unguarded cries that echoed off the hillsides. She wasn’t trying to be discreet. She didn’t need to be. When her pleasure crested, the sound she made rose into a long, keening note, sharp and sustained, until her body finally gave in and folded forward, draped over the boy beneath her.

She didn’t linger long in stillness. Almost immediately she slid off him, legs trembling only slightly, and crossed to the table. She bent over it, palms flat, offering herself without hesitation. Erik was there in an instant, stepping in close and thrusting into her with a force that stole the breath from both of them. From my vantage point I couldn’t see exactly how he took her, only the urgency of it, the way his hips snapped forward and her back arched to meet him.

She loved it. Every sound she made told that truth plainly. Her cries rang out again, raw and wild, carried by the wind. Erik surprised me—he lasted far longer than I would have expected. Longer than I’d ever seen from him before. He drove into her with everything he had, and Inga answered him with one orgasm after another, her body rippling, her voice breaking, until at last he spilled himself inside her with a groan and collapsed back.

Spent, he pulled away and dropped onto the bench, chest heaving. Inga remained where she was for a moment longer, catching her breath, utterly satisfied. From my hidden place on the hill, I felt the aftershocks of what I’d witnessed settle deep inside me, heavy and undeniable.

Inga was draped over the rough table, her lush backside lifted and offered to the open air, skin flushed and glowing. For a moment she turned her head, searching for Anders. He was still sprawled in the grass, catching his breath, his body slack and gleaming with sweat. That wouldn’t do. 

She pushed herself upright and walked to him with a slow, deliberate sway, standing over him like a promise he hadn’t earned yet. She rolled her shoulders, letting her breasts sway heavily, then tipped her hips, giving him a languid view of her ass, as if reminding him exactly what he’d already tasted. When that still didn’t rouse him enough, she bent down and took him into her mouth, no hesitation, no mercy. Her head moved with purpose now, lips slick, cheeks hollowing as she worked him back to life. 

Whatever she did finally paid off. I heard his raw, victorious shout tear through the quiet, and she laughed—low and satisfied—before turning away from him again. She returned to the table, but this time she didn’t collapse over it. She braced herself with her hands and stayed standing, shifting her weight from foot to foot, making a slow, hypnotic show of herself. Her ass was mesmerizing in that position, full and restless, practically begging to be taken. 

Anders didn’t resist. He came up behind her, hands closing firmly around her hips. His cock stood thick and eager between them as he fumbled briefly, searching. She reached back, guiding him with practiced ease, and then he drove into her with short, forceful thrusts, as if he couldn’t wait another second to be buried. 

Her voice rose immediately, sharp and unrestrained, spilling out across the valley again. It was obscene, breathtaking—this was her third time in barely an hour, and I knew she hadn’t started the day innocent of pleasure. 

This time there was no doubt in my mind where he was taking her. The angle of their bodies, the way her back arched and her cries broke into fractured, helpless sounds—it was unmistakable. And she loved it. Anders found his own voice too, rough sounds torn from his throat as he kept thrusting, far longer than I’d ever known him capable of. Like Erik before him, he lasted, driven by something primal and fierce. 

When he finally came, it was with a shudder that ran through both of them. He pulled free, spent and trembling, while Inga shuddered through several more climaxes of her own, each one announced by that telltale shift in her cries, higher, sharper, almost musical in their intensity. 

Only then did she seem truly sated. She straightened slowly, gathered both boys into her arms, kissing them, holding them close, and then she turned and limped toward her hut, walking like a woman who had pushed her body to its limits and reveled in it. She had lived out something deep and hungry in herself—there was no doubt about that. 

I stayed hidden on the hillside. Later, I watched her move stiffly as she went to milk, her steps careful, her body sore and thoroughly used. The boys dragged themselves through their chores, exhausted, drained. 

The sun was warm on my skin as I sat there naked, arousal humming through me. The walk, the sights, the sounds—it had all worked its way under my skin. I knew my own boy would be useless to me tonight. This was something I’d have to finish alone. 

So I leaned back and let my hands wander, slow and deliberate. My body responded eagerly, my imagination fueled by everything I’d witnessed over the last two days. I traced myself lazily, then slipped a finger inside, teasing, prolonging the ache. Another joined it, and then a third, stretching myself as I dreamed of thick, hard cocks filling me again. When my orgasm finally came, it was deep and warm, leaving me loose and satisfied. 

After the long hours of milking, Inga and the boys went down to the pond to swim. When she saw me then, she managed to shock me—no easy feat after all I’d seen.

She stretched out on her back and let the heat of the sun kiss her skin dry, limbs loose, body open. After a moment she called the boys over with a lazy, knowing tone. They came to her and knelt, one on each side, hands tentative at first as they traced her thighs, her belly, the soft weight of her breasts. She guided them without words, drawing their hands where she wanted them, showing them how to touch her like she deserved.

She closed her fingers around both of them, one in each hand, stroking slowly, coaxing, but their response was sluggish, unfocused. With a small laugh she stopped, propped herself on her elbows, and spoke to them for a bit—low, intimate words I couldn’t hear but could imagine. Whatever she said sank in. When she leaned forward again, her mouth replaced her hands, and she worked them patiently until both cocks stood thick and urgent, jutting toward her with renewed hunger.

She rose then and motioned for Anders to lie back. He obeyed at once, breath already rough. Inga straddled him, guiding him to her with practiced ease, then sank down in one smooth motion, taking him deep. She rolled her hips and rode him steadily, her face tilted toward the sun, pleasure written openly in the way her mouth parted and her shoulders tensed.

After a while she slipped off him and settled back on her heels, beckoning Erik closer. She took him into her mouth again, making sure he was fully ready, lips and tongue leaving him hard and throbbing. Then she said something to both of them—short, decisive.

She returned to Anders, lowering herself onto him once more, but this time she leaned forward, bracing herself and lifting that magnificent ass high, offering it without shame. Erik moved behind her, and even from where I was, there was no mistaking what he intended. I watched, stunned, as he pressed himself to her, his cock nudging insistently at her tight opening.

Inga cried out as she felt him there, the sound raw and hungry. She held herself steady, muscles taut, while the boy pushed forward. There was a brief resistance, then a sudden give as he slid past, and her cry turned sharp, almost desperate. She urged him on, and soon he was buried inside her, thrusting, learning the rhythm of her body.

Her voice filled the air now—moans, shouts, broken sounds of pleasure—as she moved in time with the cock working her ass, rocking herself down onto the one filling her pussy. She took them both, using them, her body a conduit for their need and her own.

From the rise and fall of her cries it was clear she was coming again and again, the intensity never easing. I found myself wondering how much she’d already had while I was gone, because it seemed to go on forever, the double penetration only driving her higher. At last their movements grew frantic, uncontrolled. Inga pushed harder, shouting at the top of her lungs as Erik spilled himself inside her, his release pulsing deep in her ass. Almost immediately Anders followed, his cock jerking as he emptied himself into her cunt.

She came with them, a long, shuddering climax that tore from her throat and echoed across the valley, proclaiming her pleasure to anyone who might hear.

Erik pulled out as soon as he was spent and collapsed to the grass behind her, utterly undone. Inga, however, didn’t let Anders go. She kept riding him, squeezing and rolling until she drained every last drop from him, until his cock finally slipped free. Only then did she lift herself off him and stand.

Both boys lay sprawled and exhausted in the grass. Inga moved among them slowly, proudly, her mature body a glorious sight even at a distance—thighs and ass slick and gleaming with her own wetness and their release, her posture radiating satisfaction.

I stretched out in the sun afterward, letting the warmth soak into my bones until it was time to head down to the pasture. When I arrived, they greeted me with easy smiles that were just a touch too careful, as if they were rehearsed. I ate a little, chatted about nothing at all, then announced I was exhausted from the walk and wanted to turn in early. I went to bed alone. The relief on their faces was unmistakable, and I pretended not to notice.

The next week unfolded without incident. Quiet days, predictable routines. Anders tended to me faithfully, eager and attentive, and I had no complaints—my body was well looked after, my nights pleasantly full. Little by little, though, Inga filled in the blanks of those two days I’d been gone. Eventually, she told it straight through, her voice unhurried, almost indulgent, as if savoring the memory for herself.

It had begun around midday on the first day. As usual, they were outside, the sun high and generous, the air thick with warmth. She wore only a thin shift, nothing else. After lunch, Erik took the sheep up into the hills, leaving Anders behind at the table while Inga cleared the dishes. He was supposed to help her afterward with the milk.

She was at the sink, hands in the water, when the sensation hit her—that unmistakable prickle between her shoulders, the certainty of being watched. Not just watched, but studied. Her ass, in particular. She laughed when she told me this, a low, knowing sound. Her body had always drawn the eye, generous and ripe, her backside moving with a life of its own. Wrapped in that flimsy shift, it was impossible to ignore. And unlike me, she’d grown careless—she’d stopped wearing panties altogether while they were out there.

The awareness of Anders sitting behind her, eyes fixed on her, sent a sudden, unwelcome heat through her sex. Never mind that Erik had taken her thoroughly that morning—her body didn’t care. Desire woke anyway, sharp and insistent. Knowing Erik’s tastes, guessing that his brother’s appetites ran along similar lines, she let herself exaggerate every movement. She swayed her hips as she worked, bent farther over the sink than necessary, felt the cool air brush bare skin beneath the shift.

When she finished and moved to wipe down the table, she caught his reflection just enough to see what her teasing had done. His arousal strained against his trousers, impossible to miss. That was when she said her last restraint simply dissolved. She let her body decide.

“Anders, my boy,” she’d said lightly, though her pulse was racing, “what are you staring at? Do you like my ass? Would you like a better look?” She didn’t wait for an answer. She lifted the shift up and over her head and let it fall away, leaving her naked in the bright kitchen. Then she turned back to the sink, deliberately, and made a show of letting her ass move, bounce, invite.

She leaned forward, pretending to rinse something that was already clean, shifting her weight from one leg to the other, slow and hypnotic. She didn’t look back. She didn’t have to. She heard him stand, felt the air change as he came closer. The heat of his body reached her before anything else, and then the unmistakable pressure of his hard cock nudging against her backside.

His hands closed on her hips, firm, possessive, then slid to her ass, squeezing and kneading as if he’d been waiting for this moment all his life. Inga stepped back just enough to feel him better, bent lower over the sink, and spread her feet wide.

“Take me,” she cried, her voice raw and urgent now. “What are you waiting for? Take me. I want you to take me—now. Come into my pussy.”

He didn’t pause or fumble or ask permission. Anders reached for himself, thick and already aching, and dragged the blunt heat of his cock through her slick folds, once, twice, deliberately teasing her before he found her opening. Then he drove into her in one brutal, claiming thrust. Inga was more than ready—open, drenched, hungry—and she surged back to meet him, muscles gripping hard. He buried himself to the root immediately, the impact forcing a raw sound from her throat, half a grunt, half a cry. She didn’t retreat. She pushed back, demanding more, taking him deeper if that was even possible.

I knew Anders. He was at his best when he was given permission to be rough, when he could lose himself in the sheer physicality of it, pounding for his own pleasure. And Inga gave him exactly that freedom. He fucked her hard, relentlessly, the slap of skin and the wet sounds of her body filling the open air. She screamed when her orgasm tore through her, loud and unrestrained, and he didn’t slow down. He rode her through it, kept thrusting until he dragged another climax out of her, her body shaking against the sink. Only then did he finally give in, spilling himself deep inside her, hot and spent.

She told me later it was the openness of it that made it so intoxicating—the daylight, the fact that they were outside, the way Anders took her with a kind of ruthless urgency. She felt stripped of all restraint, free to cry out as loudly as she wanted, free to want everything.

Of course, chores still had to be done. Life didn’t stop for lust. But she carried a low, aching heat between her thighs all afternoon, a constant reminder. As good as the fucking had been, it hadn’t quenched her. Not really.

Before dinner, the boys went down to the pond to swim, as they usually did. Until then, we had maintained a certain decency—no shared sessions, no mixing pleasures. Sex happened behind closed doors, bathing done separately. That line had held.

This time, Inga couldn’t hold herself back. After ten minutes she followed them to the water. She stopped at the edge, watched their wet bodies moving, and then pulled her shift over her head in one smooth motion. She stood there with her hands on her hips, letting her breasts sway, her hips roll, every curve on display. The boys hesitated, uncertain, staring. Her patience snapped.

She called them out.

They came to her slowly, almost shyly, and the moment they were close enough she dropped to her knees. She wrapped her hands around them, one after the other, mouth hot and eager, sucking until they were both hard and breathless. From there it dissolved into a blur of bodies and need. They took turns with her—on her back in the grass, bent over from behind, straddling them as she rode hard and fast, chasing sensation without shame.

The boys came twice each. As for Inga, she lost count. “Numerous,” she said, laughing when she told it, though by the end it was their come that finally dampened the fire inside her.

She cooked them dinner afterward, moving a little stiffly, skin still sensitive. When she tried to coax them back into bed, they were too exhausted to manage it. Erik took pity on her, though, and laid her back, using his mouth until she shattered once more.

She woke early the next morning with the hunger already burning again. Erik was still half-asleep in her hut when she slid down and took him into her mouth, coaxing him fully awake before climbing on top and riding him to a slow, deeply satisfying finish.

That wasn’t enough either.

She slipped off him and went straight to my cottage for Anders. Her screams had already roused him; he was awake, heavy and half-hard. She didn’t bother with words. She bent over one of the bunks and let him take her from behind. He was rested, strong, and he fucked her with steady force, though he didn’t last as long as he had the day before. Still, he filled her well, and that warm fullness finally soothed the ache between her legs.

For the moment, she was satisfied.

She went out to see to breakfast, moving slowly, deliberately. She wore nothing but a scrap of a shift, so short it barely skimmed the apex of her thighs. Every step made the fabric ride higher, revealing the generous curve of her ass, the soft sway of flesh that begged for hands. She knew exactly what she was showing. Still, the boys only glanced, sleepy and spent, their bodies not yet willing to answer. It was too early, their desire still dulled by exhaustion.

By lunchtime, Inga said, she decided to try again.

She promised them pancakes—real ones, hot and thick—and hinted that she expected a favor in return. They agreed easily enough, eyes already following her as she moved about the table with plates and bowls. She served them sweet milk and jam, bending, stretching, letting that tiny shift ride up and cling. The air grew heavier with heat and anticipation. When the last plate was cleared, she climbed onto the table in one smooth motion.

“All right,” she called out, voice bright and daring, “who wants to be first?”

She leaned back on her elbows, arching her back, sliding her hips until her ass hovered right at the edge. Her legs spread wide, feet planted firmly on the bench, open and unapologetic. Erik was already hard, his cock jutting forward as he stepped toward her. He took her eagerly, thrusting until his control snapped. When he spilled himself, he collapsed away with a groan, spent and shaking.

Inga didn’t pause. She slid off the table and caught Anders by the wrist, pushing him down onto his back. She swung over him and lowered herself onto his stiff length in one unbroken motion, taking him deep. She rode him with intent, lifting and sinking, sometimes slowing just enough to keep him right on the edge. She knew how to manage him now, how to stretch the moment.

I watched from up on the hillside, hearing her cries drift through the air, watching the rhythm of her body as orgasm after orgasm rippled through her. When she sensed Anders beginning to lose the fight, she called Erik back and wrapped her hand around his cock, stroking him while she continued to ride Anders.

“I was in heaven,” Inga later said. “There were no limits, no tomorrow. Just cocks filling me, again and again. And the boys—oh, they tried so hard.”

When Anders finally spilled inside her, Erik was ready once more. She moved back to the table and braced herself, letting him take her from behind. He drove into her with purpose, until he too reached the end and pulled away, breathless.

“I looked for Anders,” she said with a laugh. “I hoped he’d be ready again. But he was stretched out in the grass, useless and lazy.”

She went to him anyway, working his body, coaxing him back. It took time—until she whispered that the next one to fuck her would be allowed to take her ass. That did it. His reaction was immediate, his cock rising eagerly. And when he finally pushed into her there, she moaned at the perfection of it, the way his long, slender length fit her so well, sending pleasure straight through her.

After that, there was nothing left to take from the boys. Work still waited. She admitted it was hard to walk afterward—she was sore, deeply so—but she smiled as she said it.

Happy. Very, very happy.

“Well, after the milking was done, it didn’t surprise the boys at all that I suggested we go down to the water together. I shed my clothes already at the hut, letting them fall in a careless heap, though I had to gather myself before walking. I was tender—aching, really—and every step reminded me of what we’d been doing. Still, there was this restless heat between my thighs, a demanding throb that made me sway my hips on purpose. I knew better than to expect miracles from them again, not so soon, but I had an idea. One that needed both of them.”

“We swam for a while, cool water licking over hot skin, and then I called them back to shore. I touched them, tried to coax them awake with my hands and my mouth, but they were slow to answer me. Smiling, I leaned in and told them what I wanted. Just saying it—letting the words exist between us—was enough. I felt them harden almost immediately.”

Inga fell quiet then, color blooming in her cheeks. She hesitated, searching for words.

“Go on,” I said softly. “What did you tell them? You can’t stop there.”

She drew in a breath, then laughed under it. “I told them I wanted them both. At the same time. One inside me, and the other… in my ass.” The relief on her face was unmistakable once it was said aloud.

“I started by straddling Anders, letting him slide into me, slow and deep. After a while I lifted myself and offered my ass to Erik. I would have liked it the other way around, but Anders had already had me there earlier, and Erik insisted it was his turn. You know how thick he is—but I was ready for him. When he pressed against me, just teasing my hole, the sensation alone made me come. I couldn’t help it. I think I cried out. That release softened me enough that when he pushed, he filled me completely. Every inch. It felt unreal.”

She swallowed, eyes unfocused now. “We moved together, all three of us. I was so full, so stretched, and the way their bodies met inside me—the pressure, the friction—it drove me out of my mind. I came again and again. When Erik finally let go, it felt like he emptied himself straight into my core, and that sent me over once more. And even after he slipped out of my ass, Anders was still hard inside my pussy, still holding me open.”

She smiled, slow and dazed. “It was perfect. Truly. The best fuck of my life.”

The memory still lived in her body; I could see it in the way she breathed, the way her thighs pressed together unconsciously. I was grateful she didn’t know I’d been watching back then. Somehow, I knew it would have changed things—shamed something that had been so raw, so free.

~~~

The rotation had been decided weeks ago, and now the moment arrived with a quiet inevitability. Lisa walked up to the pasture with Inga’s two sons at her side, the late sun stretching their shadows long over the grass. There was a soft reshuffling of lives and bodies: Lisa and Anders—Birgit’s eldest, thoughtful, observant Anders—were assigned to the remote place, while Birgit and Kalle stepped aside. Kalle and Erik, Birgit’s younger son, headed back home with Inga.

Inga had been ravenous the entire last week, and it showed in the glow under her skin, in the way she moved. I knew—she didn’t bother hiding it—that she’d had both boys again at least once more. Later, with a lazy smile and half-lidded eyes, she told me how she’d taken them on the walk home, stopping along the way to use them until there was nothing left in either of them but trembling exhaustion. She’d said it like a fond memory, something to be savored again and again.

At the remote place, Lisa was about to savor Anders—an educated boy, curious and attentive, the kind who watched before he touched. Birgit and I, meanwhile, were preparing to introduce Lisa’s two sons to the rhythms of the summer. Birgit was almost giddy with anticipation; the thought of being the first woman to claim a young man’s desire had lit her up from the inside.

I’d worried, briefly, that taking on yet another boy would feel mechanical, like repeating a well-worn ritual. But these boys were nothing like the others. They laughed easily, spoke without that stiff, awkward reserve, and met Birgit’s and my eyes without flinching. My boy in particular had no shyness at all. He watched me openly when I let my blouse gape or bent a little too slowly, fully aware of the invitation I was offering.

The first time he came inside me, his reaction was almost sweet—his face breaking into an unguarded grin, pride and relief flooding him at once. He wanted to please me, desperately, not just in bed but in everything. He anticipated my needs, handled the daily work with quiet enthusiasm, found reasons to be near me. It felt like being courted again, like being chosen, and it warmed me in ways I hadn’t expected.

I enjoyed him thoroughly. He learned fast, adapted to my body as if it were a language he was eager to master. Where other boys had burned out quickly, he surprised me with his endurance, with the way he could keep me right on the edge and then push me over again. Before long, he was more than capable of satisfying me completely. Sometimes he caught me off guard—pulling me aside in a barn doorway, pressing me up against a wall, taking me in places that made my breath hitch with the thrill of being seen, or nearly seen.

Birgit, smiling to herself over coffee one morning, told me she was having much the same experience with the other boy. There was a shared understanding between us, a quiet delight.

After two weeks, we switched again. The change was invigorating—for us and for the boys. They carried their new confidence with them, their experience doubled, their hunger sharpened. During the final days, we gave them freedom: to choose who they wanted, where, and when. It surprised even us how intoxicating that became, how we found ourselves competing softly, learning how to lure rather than simply beckon.

The older boy discovered quickly that I liked a harder touch sometimes. He noticed how my breath changed when he stopped asking and started telling. One afternoon, without a word, he pushed me down onto my hands and knees, the command in his grip unmistakable. He dragged his cock through my slit, slow and deliberate, until I was slick and aching. Then he drove into me, taking what he wanted, setting a brutal, delicious rhythm that left me gasping beneath him.

Once, he did the same—but the moment I was on all fours, he surprised me. I felt the warmth of butter slicking my ass, his preparation quick and unapologetic, and then he thrust inside me with a rough insistence that made pain bloom sharp and bright. I cried out, the hurt flaring into something darker, deeper. I loved it—the way it stole my breath, the way my body yielded despite itself.

But nothing lasts forever. The summer was already thinning, the days slipping away one by one. Only one final act remained, and the women had planned it carefully, savoring the anticipation of the end even as it loomed close.

The husbands—Birgit’s, Inga’s, and Lisa’s—were due to come up to the pasture to settle the rent. Long ago we’d agreed that part of my fee would be paid not in money but in labor; strong hands repairing what time and weather had worn down.

Lisa returned from the remote place with Anders, their time finished. The boys were sent home before the men arrived—partly out of practicality, partly mercy. We women needed a day to breathe again, to let our bodies settle, and to quietly align our intentions. Inga came back as well. She wouldn’t have missed the finale for anything; her eyes already held that familiar gleam, the one that promised appetite rather than fatigue.

The men arrived in the late afternoon, the sun still generous, the air warm against bare skin. Luck was with us. We told them to strip and go down to the water, to wash off the road and cool their blood. When they returned, skin bronzed and damp, we fed them well—the richest meal the pasture could offer, heavy with butter and salt and care.

By then, the tension was almost unbearable. The men were ravenous, starved of their wives for most of the summer. We women were no less hungry—though we had been well fucked, it had been by young bodies, quick and eager. It had been days since our last coupling, and what we craved now was different: older strength, weight, familiarity, the deep certainty of men who knew how to take and be taken.

That evening, the three women disappeared early into one of the huts without saying which. They’d decided to lose themselves completely that first night, to fuck until thought dissolved, and to leave the men guessing whose body they were claiming in the dark. I remained alone, listening to the sounds of the pasture settling, smiling to myself.

At dawn, I woke them for the day’s work with my long birch-bark horn, standing naked outside while the cool morning air kissed my skin. The horn’s low, vibrating tone traveled straight through me, settling deep in my belly, making my clit throb in response. It always did. Blowing it never failed to stir me, the sound and my body answering each other shamelessly.

At breakfast, Birgit laid down the rules with a smile that brooked no argument: anyone could challenge anyone to fuck. If a man failed to rise to the occasion, he would still be expected to satisfy the woman—by mouth, by hands, by devotion. By the end of the first day, the men were already begging to be allowed refusal. They were worn thin, aching in places they hadn’t known could ache. We women only laughed. We were insatiable.

Three days slipped by in a blur of sweat, laughter, work, and relentless sex. The weather held, the mood stayed high, and in mutual agreement they extended their stay by one more day, unwilling to let the rhythm break just yet.

The final night was quieter. So much hunger had been fed that what remained was warmth rather than urgency. We shared an easy evening together, bodies close, voices soft. They paired off for the night, and though there was certainly fucking in the huts, I sensed it was slower, gentler, more about closeness than conquest.

In the morning, all three men came for me. They lifted me easily, carrying me to my cottage as if I weighed nothing at all. They touched me everywhere—hands rough and reverent, mouths lingering—until I was shaking, my body open and needy. They fucked me one after another, each taking his time, each drawing sounds from me I didn’t bother to hold back. Later, the women told me I had moaned and shouted without pause. I believe them. I was utterly spent when it was over, limp and glowing, while they dressed and the women quietly took over the day’s duties.

And with that, the summer ended. We closed the pasture and turned toward home. On the long walk back, each woman assured me—privately, fervently—just how satisfied she was. Before we’d even reached the road, they were already talking about plans, about how to carry this heat with us into the long winter ahead, how to make sure the good sex would not fade with the season.


Chapter 4

In my part of Sweden, they had a name for women like me—old lass. The daughter who stayed behind, who folded her life around aging parents and duty instead of marriage. It was a common fate. While my eldest brother inherited the farm and the future that came with it, I learned early that I would have to carve out my own ending. He did right by me, though. I was given a small cottage in the village, and more than that—he let me tend the mountain pasture as if it were truly mine.

Up in Dalecarlia, it’s an old rhythm of life: when summer comes, the cattle are driven high into the hills. Few remain to watch over them, usually one woman in charge, often an old lass, with a handful of younger helpers under her eye. By the time my turn came, ours was the last pasture still in use in the village. It lies cradled in a quiet valley, sheltered and green, with a pond so clear it looks like glass laid into the earth. By midsummer, the water warms enough to invite bare skin. I would swim there, stretch out afterward, and let the sun take me slowly.

That summer of ’54, I wasn’t old at all—not really. I was just shy of forty, my body fully claimed by itself. I’ve never been a beauty, not the kind men turn to stare at in the street, but I’ve never been ugly either. And I have always taken pride in what I was given. My breasts are heavy, full in my hands, and when I let them move freely, they answer with a soft, satisfying weight. I love the way they bounce when I walk without restraint, the way men’s eyes follow even when they try not to.

Between my thighs, my hair grows thick and dark, lush as underbrush. A real bush. Men have always loved it—burying their fingers there, teasing, combing through it slowly. I love the way it tingles, the slow promise in that touch, the knowledge of what waits just beneath.

But if I’m honest, it’s my hips that please me most. They are wide, generous, made to hold and to be held. Men settle against them easily, their bodies heavy and warm on mine, and I relish that weight, the press of it. A smaller man suits me best—narrow hips, lean frame—fitting perfectly between my hipbones. When his cock is long and deep inside me, aligned just right, it feels like something sacred. Like being made whole.

I like my body. Time has ripened it, rounded my belly, given my rump a fuller curve. But I’ve learned that men appreciate a generous ass when it’s firm and strong. And mine is. Solid, muscled, alive. I carry myself with that knowledge, with the quiet confidence of a woman who knows exactly what she offers—and exactly how good it feels to give it.

Yes—men. An old lass is never truly without them, not if she knows how to keep her mouth shut and her desires discreet. In a small rural village, secrecy is its own currency. I’ve had most of the men here, and a fair number from neighboring places too. Experience teaches you when to take them. Married men are best once the ring is on their finger—then they’re cautious, careful, too afraid of scandal to boast. I require a vow of silence from them, and in return I give my own: their wives will never hear a word from me. It has served us all well.

I don’t let myself get tangled up emotionally. That way lies trouble. A handful of meetings—maybe ten, a dozen at most—is plenty. A man needs repetition to loosen up, to learn his own body and how to use it, to really give me a thorough, satisfying fuck. But after that, most of them go dull. Routine sets in. They stop imagining, stop trying. They want the quick, easy release, and I’ve never had patience for that.

Finding the time or the place has never been difficult. We live outside—fields, forests, barns, clearings. And I have my cottage, even if I rarely invite a man across that threshold. Then there’s the mountain pasture, wide and open and mine in all the ways that matter.

In earlier tales I spoke of the summers of ’53 and ’54, when I brought the cattle up to the hills. One summer, I had only a young helper with me. Barely more than a boy, really—but nature had been generous with him. He carried an impressive cock, long and eager, and I decided it would be a shame to let such a gift go to waste. I took it upon myself to show him how to use it, how to listen to a woman’s body, how to give pleasure instead of just taking it. He learned quickly. Very quickly. And I enjoyed every lesson as much as he did.

It didn’t take long before his mother realized her son was no longer innocent. She came to me straight out, sharp-eyed, asking if I’d been the one to open that door for him—and whether I’d shared beds with her husband, and the husbands of her friends. I told her the truth. There was no point in lying. To my surprise, she wasn’t angry. None of them were. They didn’t see me as a threat. If anything, they were grateful. The men came home more attentive, more inventive, and the marriages benefited from what I’d taught them.

What she asked next was unexpected but irresistible: would I help her and the other women reclaim that spark for themselves? That autumn, I gave them—and their husbands—a kind of refresher course. It was received with enthusiasm. One part involved a young man, and he demonstrated very clearly just how intoxicating a young body can be for a mature woman. Once they tasted that, they wanted more.

So the following summer, ’54, I turned my pasture into something close to paradise. A place where the women could let go, where their sons could be initiated by experienced hands and generous bodies, where desire flowed freely and without shame. The women bloomed. The young men learned. Everyone took what they wanted, as much as they wanted. It was a triumph.

But summer passes, even the most indulgent ones. When the cattle came down from the hills and the cold crept back in, I was left with the rest of the year to consider. Pleasure alone wouldn’t sustain me. I needed money. And I needed men—warm, willing bodies—to share my bed when the fields were frozen and the pasture lay quiet under snow.

Those years, a new kind of gold rush took hold—cloudberries, fat and honeyed, hiding low in the moss. They grew thick around my mountain pasture, blushing treasures scattered across the bogs, but it was a hard journey up there. No proper roads, no easy way to haul the harvest down. That difficulty was my advantage.

I spread the word quietly. During berry season, my pasture would be open. Pickers could stay, eat at my table, sleep under my roof. I’d buy what they gathered, fair and cash. Twice a week, a village boy rode up on horseback to collect the berries and carry them down. It was simple, practical—and it brought men back into my orbit.

That first season I hosted a married couple and one lone man. They paid for their keep. I fed them well—breakfast heavy and warm, supper hearty, lunches wrapped and ready for the moss. I picked berries too, though not all day. Someone had to tend the cooking, the fire, the small domestic rhythms that made the place feel lived in.

One afternoon I was alone in a narrow valley, the ground soft underfoot, the air thick with the smell of sun-warmed peat. Across the moss, I spotted the single man working his way slowly through the brush. Something inside me tightened sharply. It had been weeks since my last lovers had left the pasture after days of laughter, naked skin, and relentless pleasure. My body had not forgotten. It never did.

Heat unfurled low in my belly, sudden and insistent.

I slipped off my skirt and let it fall among the grasses. Up here I always wore the old clothes—a plain shift and skirt, nothing modern, nothing fussy. The shift buttoned from the waist up. I undid it slowly, one button at a time, until my breasts pushed forward, heavy and swollen, the tops of them fully exposed to the cool air.

Keeping to the edge of the valley, half-hidden by bushes, I moved until I was perhaps forty yards from him. Then I began picking again, deliberately slow, letting my body lead instead of my hands. I worked my way across the valley, careful, unhurried. He was drifting closer. I pretended not to notice.

The shift was short, and when I bent, it crept higher on my thighs. Each time I crouched, the fabric rode up, baring skin, while the open front framed my breasts shamelessly. I wanted his eyes on me. I needed his desire to sharpen, to tip him into action.

Back and forth I went, crossing the valley, then turning again, closing the distance inch by inch. I stole glances now and then. He had slowed almost to a stop, berries forgotten, his attention fixed on me. On one pass he saw mostly my chest, the soft weight of my breasts moving as I bent and straightened. Halfway back, he had a different view.

I bent deeper than necessary, arching just enough. The shift slid higher, revealing not just my thighs but the curve of my ass, the dark promise between my legs. I made sure of it. I knew exactly what I was giving him—a clear, undeniable look at a woman who wanted to be seen. My sex throbbed, damp and aching, the want nearly painful.

By the time I was halfway through that third slow crossing, I heard footsteps behind me.

“Nice to have company,” he said when he drew close, his voice a little rough. “Gets lonely up here, doesn’t it?”

I straightened and turned to face him. The hunger in his eyes was unmistakable, raw and unguarded. My body answered it instantly, a hot pulse between my thighs. There was only one thought left in my head, bright and consuming.

“Yes,” I said softly, letting the words carry more than one meaning. “It does. Don’t you think we should do something about that?”

I lowered myself onto the springy moss, the earth cool and forgiving beneath my skin, and let my knees fall open. My shift slid up without resistance, bunching high along my thighs, leaving me shamelessly bare. I never wore anything beneath it up here—why would I?—and I knew that if he leaned even a little closer, he’d see everything I was offering. 

For a heartbeat he just stared, stunned, as if he hadn’t expected me to be quite so bold. Then his mouth curved into a slow, appreciative smile, and he shifted his stance, angling himself for a clearer view, drinking me in. 

“Well?” I murmured, my voice light, taunting. “Come fuck me. What are you waiting for?” 

I let myself fall back fully, eyes closing, trusting the moment, trusting my hunger. My legs opened wider, knees lifted, leaving me utterly exposed to him, my body warm and aching in the open air. 

I heard the soft sounds of him undressing, fabric rustling, breath quickening. Then his hands were on me—first across my belly, then cupping my breasts beneath the thin cloth, thumbs brushing until I gasped. 

I startled when I felt his tongue where I needed him most, the first slick, confident stroke pulling a sound from deep in my throat. He knew exactly what he was doing, tasting me along my seam, circling my clit with deliberate patience before dipping inside me again. Pleasure spiked so fast it stole my breath. My hips surged up on their own, grinding against his mouth, and I nearly smothered him in my need—but he didn’t pull away. 

The release tore through me in a sharp, shuddering wave. I cried out, unable to stop myself, the sound ringing across the valley as my body clenched and shook beneath him. 

He barely gave me time to breathe. He rose over me, and I felt the blunt insistence of his cock seeking me, nudging until he found my opening. With one smooth push he slid inside, filling me completely. He took me hard and fast, the moss biting into my heels as I met every thrust, lifting my hips, urging him deeper. 

His breath turned rough, broken by low grunts, and I knew he was close. The knowledge sent another surge of heat through me, and when I felt him spill inside me, it dragged me over the edge again. I screamed his pleasure into the open air, my body clamping around him as if I could keep him there forever. 

We collapsed together afterward, spent, tangled in the soft ground, the world reduced to breath and heartbeat. 

After a while, his voice brushed my ear. “That was one hell of a surprise from the landlady,” he murmured, still sounding amazed. “Thank you. That felt… really good. I’d like to do it again. May I?” 

I smiled to myself, still catching my breath. “That depends,” I said lightly, though a flicker of caution stirred in me. “If the right moment comes along, maybe I’ll let you in again.” I didn’t want him assuming anything about the future. 

He chuckled softly. “No, you misunderstand me. I mean now. I very much want to fuck you again right now. A little help would be appreciated, though.” 

I lifted myself on one elbow and looked at him properly. His cock lay heavy against his thigh, not fully hard yet, but clearly interested. I wrapped my hand around him, feeling him respond almost immediately, thickening in my grip. 

I leaned down and took him into my mouth, slow and generous, working him with care and intention. His breath hitched; his body answered quickly. I lavished attention on him, lips and tongue, then kissed and fondled his balls before returning to his cock, until he was standing proud again, ready for me. 

Then I rose, slipped my shift up and over my head, and let it fall aside. Naked, unselfconscious, I walked a few steps away and lowered myself onto my hands and knees, turning my back to him. I spread my thighs wide, offering myself without words. 

I was ready.

I heard the soft scrape of him moving closer, the brush of his knees in the moss, and then his palms settled on my hips—warm, possessive, certain. His touch traveled slowly, reverently, up the curve of my back, then slid forward to cup my breasts from beneath. He kneaded them with a rough confidence that made my breath hitch, exactly the way he knew I liked it. My body arched into his hands without asking permission.

He knelt behind me again, fingers digging into my hips as if anchoring himself. I felt the blunt insistence of his cock nudging, searching, teasing my slick entrance. I reached back between my legs, impatient now, and guided him where I wanted him. The moment he slipped inside, a low sound escaped me—half relief, half hunger.

He began to move in a measured rhythm, deep strokes that filled me completely, broken now and then by quick, sharp thrusts that made my thighs tremble. One hand claimed my breast again, squeezing hard, while the other skimmed over my side, down the back of my thigh. On the way back up, his fingers pressed my legs wider, spreading me open, parting me shamelessly as he fucked me.

The pace built gradually, deliberately, until he was driving into me with force, each thrust knocking the breath from my lungs. Then suddenly he stopped. His hand pushed my head down into the cool moss, cheek pressed to the earth, and he shifted his legs outside mine. In this new angle, I clenched instinctively around him—my body tightening, gripping. He groaned and thrust again, harder now, deeper, the friction unbearable and perfect.

The pressure inside me mounted fast. My voice betrayed me, climbing higher with every thrust until I couldn’t hold it back anymore. I came hard, crying out into the open air, my body shuddering around him.

He paused just long enough for me to gasp, then started again, relentless, hands roaming over me as if he couldn’t get enough. I felt blissed out, boneless, floating. When I sensed another climax gathering, I focused inward and tightened my muscles as much as I could, milking him deliberately. He reacted instantly—grunting, losing control, his thrusts turning short and frantic. We were loud then, both of us, finishing almost together in a messy, breathless rush.

Slowly, carefully, I lowered myself down into the moss, making sure he followed, still buried inside me. I wanted to feel him there, wanted to keep him with me as long as possible, until his hardness finally softened and he slipped free.

Only then did I push him away and rise to my feet.

“Thank you,” I said calmly, looking down at him with a small, satisfied smile. “That was lovely. Exactly what we needed. I’ll see you at dinner.”

I gathered my shift and basket and walked off without a backward glance. I retrieved my skirt later and made my way home naked, skin warmed by the sun, the hills wide and empty around me. I’ve always loved how the sunlight feels on bare skin.

That evening he returned with a generous haul of berries. I merely smiled, polite and distant, as if nothing at all had passed between us. When the couple arrived shortly after, we shared an easy, pleasant dinner.

At bedtime, the woman approached me quietly.

“I saw you today in the valley,” she said. Then she grinned. “I heard you, too.”

“Well,” I replied lightly, “so what? Do you have any complaints?”

“Oh no—no,” she said quickly, suddenly earnest. “Please don’t misunderstand me. Just tell me… did he really take you twice?”

“Yes,” I said, laughing softly. “He was very good at it. And he tasted me until I came before anything else. I enjoyed myself immensely.”

“I can imagine,” she murmured, and I caught the unmistakable note of longing in her voice. “I would very much like an experience like that.”

“Well,” I said, thinking fast, watching her closely, “why shouldn’t you? Do you think your husband would object to taking you out in the open?”

“Oh, I honestly don’t know,” she admitted, lowering her voice as if the walls themselves might blush. “We barely touch each other anymore.”

I studied her face, the way desire and frustration tangled there. “So I’m guessing what you really need is a spark,” I said gently, though my thoughts were already racing ahead. “A shove to wake things up again. Or is it that he can’t get hard for you?”

She shook her head quickly. “No, no—that’s not it. When he’s properly stirred, he gets wonderfully hard. It’s me. I don’t seem to light that fire in him the way I used to. We still sleep together sometimes,” she added, almost apologetically. “But it’s not enough. I want more than scraps.”

“Then you can’t just wait for it to change on its own,” I said, leaning closer. “If you want to fuck, you have to dare a little. You have to do something.” I smiled, slow and deliberate. “I might have a few ideas, if you’re curious.”

Her answer was immediate—a quick, eager nod, eyes shining. I leaned in and shared my two thoughts with her in a low murmur. As I spoke, color bloomed across her cheeks. Fear flickered there, but excitement burned hotter. She went quiet, turning it over in her mind.

Then she laughed softly, a breathless sound. “To hell with it,” she said. “Why choose? Let’s try both. That is… if you’re willing.”

My ideas, after all, did not leave me on the sidelines.

We wished each other good night, the air between us thick with anticipation.

The next morning I made a point of flirting shamelessly with the single man, letting my smiles linger, letting him believe I might wander his way later. Eventually they all headed out to their work for the day.

I waited a couple of hours before following.

From a rise in the land I spotted them—the single man working one valley, the married couple in another, far enough apart that privacy was almost guaranteed. I found the wife first and quietly told her where she could find the other man. She hesitated only a second before drifting off in that direction.

Once she was gone, I turned my attention to her husband.

I moved slowly toward him, pretending to focus on the berries, closing the distance bit by bit. At first he scowled, annoyed that I was picking from the same patch. Then his gaze changed. He noticed what I was wearing—or rather, how little. Just my short shift, thin and teasing, clinging to my body.

I called him over with a crook of my finger. After a moment’s hesitation, he came.

“I want to get laid,” I said plainly once he stood in front of me. “You’ve been turning me on, and I think you’re man enough to give me what I need.” I let the words linger, a challenge wrapped in promise.

He was tall, broad-shouldered, solid in a way that made my mouth dry. He stared at me, clearly weighing the consequences, his jaw tight as he struggled with himself.

“Don’t you want to fuck me?” I pressed softly. “Don’t worry about your wife. She’s in the other valley—I saw her myself.”

Something in him snapped.

In two quick strides he was on me, lifting me effortlessly into his arms. He held me there for a moment, searching my face, as if asking a final, silent question. Then he lowered me onto the cool moss. His hands slid up my thighs and shoved my shift above my hips.

I lay open to him, my sex bare, already warm and waiting, offering itself to his eyes and his touch.

He hovered over me for a long, heavy moment, his gaze roaming my body as if he were memorizing it. Then he lowered himself between my thighs. His touch was unhurried, almost reverent at first, fingertips gliding over my sex, parting me gently. He threaded his fingers through the dark, thick curls there, tugging just enough to pull my skin tight, to make me gasp. His hand shifted, twisting slightly, and the friction found me exactly where I was already aching.

My clit responded greedily, swelling beneath his attention. He didn’t rush it. He took his time, circling, stroking, letting the sensation build until it felt almost unbearable, until I was throbbing openly for him. Then his thumb settled there, firm and deliberate, while one finger slid inside me. The contrast—pressure and penetration—was all it took. My body arched, a low cry tearing out of me as I came hard, my pleasure echoing through the quiet valley.

He rose and stripped without ceremony. I pushed my shift over my head and let myself sink back into the springy moss, breathing hard. His cock caught my eye immediately—not especially long, but thick, impressively so. Heavy. My body answered with a sharp, involuntary pulse. I could already feel how full he was going to make me.

He knelt again, hands roaming my breasts, my stomach, my hips, touching me everywhere as if he wanted to claim every inch. I wrapped my hand around him and stroked slowly, feeling him grow solid and hot in my grip, his breath changing as he watched me.

Then I turned away from him, settling onto my hands and knees, spreading myself without a word. I wanted him there—deep, from behind. He understood instantly. He positioned himself and pressed forward. I was slick and open, and with short, controlled thrusts he worked his way inside me, inch by thick inch. The stretch was exquisite, almost overwhelming, pushing me right to my edge. When he finally filled me, he began to move in long, steady strokes, and the pleasure rolled through me again, unstoppable. I cried out, my body shaking as I came.

He paused, startled by the sounds I was making, but the hesitation didn’t last. His rhythm returned, rougher now, more urgent. His thrusts shortened, his body tensing, and I felt him swell inside me as a deep groan broke from his throat. When he spilled himself into me, the sensation tipped me over once more. I screamed this time, loud and unashamed, as my climax tore through me.

Afterward we collapsed into the moss, tangled and breathless. He rolled onto his side, still close, studying my face as if trying to understand what had just happened. I lay on my back, chest rising and falling, while he brushed his fingers lightly over my breasts.

“Thank you,” he said quietly. “That was… good. Completely unexpected. Did you enjoy it too?”

I smiled at him, slow and satisfied. “Yes. Very much. Didn’t you hear?” I let out a soft laugh. “It was exactly what I wanted. What I’d hoped for. Maybe we’ll do it again sometime. And don’t worry about your wife—she knows.”

The shock on his face was almost amusing, but before he could form a response, I was already up, gathering my clothes. I left him there and headed off.

I walked naked across the bog toward home, the air cool against my skin. Somewhere in the distance, I thought I heard faint cries—those unmistakable sounds of a woman lost in pleasure. I smiled to myself and hoped it was true.

When they returned late that afternoon, there was a strange shyness about them all. Conversation faltered, eyes didn’t quite meet. That evening, the woman sought me out. She was glowing when she spoke.

“I followed your directions and found the single man,” she said. “He was working hard. I asked if he wanted to share my refreshments, and he said yes. We sat together and talked for a while. Then I gathered my courage and told him I’d seen you two the other day—and that I wanted him to fuck me too.”

He barely had time to form a reply before I rose to my feet and let my clothes fall away. In seconds I was bare to the open air, standing before him without shame. His gaze traveled slowly, deliberately, taking me in as if he were memorizing every curve. I’ve always been quietly proud of my body, and the heat in his eyes told me he appreciated what he saw. He didn’t speak. He simply reached for me, strong hands closing around my hips as he drew me down onto his lap. I felt his need immediately, solid and urgent beneath me, while his hands roamed everywhere at once—my back, my breasts, my thighs—until my skin hummed with pleasure.

He stretched out on the moss and guided me forward until I was kneeling over his face. His mouth found me without hesitation, confident and skilled, his tongue working me with patient devotion. I melted under him, the world narrowing to sensation until release tore through me and I cried out, helpless and open. It was delicious—an intoxicating start—but it only sharpened my hunger.

I reached for him, unfastened him, freed his cock. It was already half-hard, thickening eagerly in my hand. I took him into my mouth and worked him slowly, drawing him deeper, coaxing him to full strength while keeping myself carefully in control. His breath hitched, his fingers tightening in my hair. When he was right on the edge, he touched my shoulder, silently asking me to stop.

I slid down his body and moved forward, bracing myself on my hands and knees, offering him my back. I waited, heart thudding, skin alive with anticipation. He came up behind me, stroking over my spine, my hips, my ass, making me shiver. I felt the blunt heat of him press into my cleft, and with one hand between my thighs I guided him exactly where I wanted him. He slipped inside with ease, filling me, and a low sound escaped me before I could stop it.

He began to move, slow and steady at first, setting a rhythm that undid me completely. I gave myself over to it, to him, my voice rising unchecked. Normally I hold myself back, keep quiet—but out there, alone among the hills, it felt right to let go. Safe. Necessary. I know I must have been loud.

“I heard you,” I said later, smiling. “It sounded like you enjoyed yourself.”

“Oh, I really did,” she went on. “We both came quickly that first time. But I wasn’t worried. I knew he’d be able to take me again.”

After we’d caught our breath, she told me, she lay back in the soft moss, thighs parted, utterly unguarded. He watched her for a moment, stroking himself, then knelt beside her head and offered her his cock again. She took him into her mouth, and to her delight he hardened again with astonishing speed. Soon he was between her legs, lifting them high, opening her fully before driving into her once more.

That time he didn’t rush. He took her long and deep, relentless and sure, until pleasure washed over her again and again, leaving her trembling and spent. Only then did he finally lose control himself.

She looked radiant as she finished telling me, relaxed and glowing with satisfaction.

“Well,” she said after a thoughtful pause, “what about your other suggestion? Are you still willing to go through with it?”

“Oh yes,” I replied without hesitation. “I liked your husband—and his cock—and I’d very much like to feel him inside me again.”

“Then it’s settled,” she said simply, and soon after she went off to sleep.

When morning came, mischief settled into me like a warm pulse. I decided to play with them a little. I stepped outside and lifted my long horn of birch bark, the one I use to call the cows home. When I blow it, the sound rolls low and deep, a dark vibration that travels straight through my body. I feel it bloom between my thighs, a steady hum against my clit that never fails to leave me damp. 

I was naked when I did it, feet planted in the grass, arms raised as I brought the horn to my lips. The position arches me open—breasts lifted, hips tipped forward, skin kissed by the cool air. I know how I look like that. I know the power of it. When they came out and saw me, surprise flashed first, sharp and startled. Then it softened into something heavier. Hunger. I watched it settle in their eyes and felt my own heat answer it.

By evening my body was already aching with anticipation. We ate well, lingering over the meal, the tension thick as the smells of food. When the dishes were cleared, the wife and I slipped into my hut together. We didn’t speak. We didn’t need to. When we stepped back out, both of us bare, the reaction was immediate. The men froze, breath caught, desire written plainly across their faces. 

We didn’t tease from a distance. We went straight to them, close enough to feel their heat. I wrapped myself around her husband while she claimed the other man. My skin buzzed all over; I had been wet all day with thoughts of this moment. Hands fumbled, then steadied. Soon cocks were free, thick and eager in our mouths. Any initial shock vanished as they responded, mouths and hands returning the attention with enthusiasm that made my toes curl.

Her husband lifted me easily, set me kneeling on the bench, and bent me forward over the table. The wood was cool beneath my palms, a sharp contrast to the weight of him behind me. When he pushed into me, his fullness filled me completely, tight and satisfying, a solid presence that made me groan. From where I was, I could see the other pair clearly—the woman astride the man’s thighs, rocking slowly as they watched us and forgot themselves in the same breath.

After that, time dissolved. He moved with a confidence that night, finding a rhythm that unraveled me again and again until pleasure blurred everything else. I remember coming more than once, my body loosening, surrendering, until I felt deliciously used, utterly sated. I loved that feeling—heavy, open, complete.

Later, as we caught our breath, the married couple settled together, talking softly. They looked content, relaxed, the easy closeness between them intact. The single man and I sat nearby, trading harmless words that felt almost absurd after what we’d shared.

I was perched on a bench when he stood and came back to me. He turned me so I straddled the seat, then pressed in behind me, his chest close to my back. His hands came up slowly, reverently, cupping my breasts, thumbs brushing my nipples until they tightened. He took his time, exploring, letting his touch wander over my stomach, my hips, down between my thighs. His mouth found my neck, kisses trailing downward until his fingers reached my pussy. I was already slick, already aching, and it didn’t take long before my pleasure crested. I cried out as it broke over me, my body shuddering.

The couple glanced up at the sound, smiling knowingly, and soon slipped away to their hut. He stayed with me, his fingers skilled and unhurried, drawing it out, making me tremble and ache for more.

I reached back for him then, finding his cock still soft but warming quickly under my hand. It thickened as I stroked him, responding eagerly. I stood and walked slowly toward my hut, every step a promise. I didn’t look back, but I knew he would follow. And he did.

I stretched out on the makeshift bed I’d laid on the floor, the simple blankets already warm from my body. He came down beside me, close enough that I could feel his heat before his hands even touched me. They resumed their slow exploration as if they’d never stopped—palms gliding, fingers lingering, learning me again. This time he entered me without hurry, rocking into me with a patience that made every inch feel deliberate, almost reverent. It was tender, unforced, and it unraveled me in a different way. Pleasure bloomed and ebbed, then rose again; I drifted from one soft, shuddering climax into another, until my body felt loose and glowing, utterly sated. When dawn crept in pale and quiet, he took me once more, gentle and sure, as if it was the most natural thing in the world. He was good—so very good.

The next day, the wife sought me out with a smile that said everything before her words did. She told me she and her husband had rediscovered each other during the night, had taken their time, had woken tangled together and made love again in the morning. There was warmth in her voice, an ease that hadn’t been there before. They were happy.

For the rest of those days, the single man slept in my hut—if sleeping was truly the right word. We dozed, touched, laughed, and reached for each other whenever the mood struck, which was often. Morning light found us joined and breathless; evenings ended the same way. He learned my rhythms, my hungers, and he met them eagerly, leaving me deliciously worn and smiling. It was an easy, indulgent time, full of skin and satisfaction.

Then the berries were gone, the pasture closed, and we returned home. Before parting, the wife confided in me again, her eyes bright. She told me they’d made love every night since, sometimes under the open sky, finding a freshness in each other they thought they’d lost. She thanked me with a sincerity that lingered long after her words.

I felt content in a deep, quiet way. I had shared myself with two good men and taken my pleasure without apology. My body still hummed with the memory of it, and I carried that warmth with me, satisfied and smiling.


A Retirement Gift


Chapter 1

After more than a quarter century devoted to one of Sweden’s industrial giants, I had finally earned my escape. Twenty‑five years of boardrooms, strategy sessions, and endless flights had carried me to the rank of executive vice president, a seat at the board table, and—according to corporate policy—the privilege of stepping away early. Sixty arrived quietly, but it arrived with a sense of completion. The chapter was closing.

Company procedure required a formal farewell: every departing senior officer was to be debriefed. For me, that task fell to Ylva—Senior VP, head of Human Resources. The date and hour had been fixed days earlier, carefully penciled in just before my final day. Her assistant had called as well, voice bright with practiced warmth, to let me know there would be a casual office gathering afterward. A send‑off. A toast. An ending.

We met in the executive suite, tucked away from the hum of the headquarters. Ylva had chosen one of the smaller conference rooms, intimate and inviting, with deep chairs that encouraged you to settle in rather than sit at attention. When I arrived at four sharp, she was already there, composed and luminous. A bottle of burgundy waited on the table, along with dark chocolate arranged as if it mattered—which, somehow, it did.

She poured the wine herself. We lifted our glasses, tasted, exchanged approving smiles. The ritual slowed time, softened the edges. Only then did we begin.

I had known Ylva for years—long before she stepped into her current role. She was roughly a decade younger than I was, but she’d been part of the company’s fabric even then. Five years earlier, she’d risen into the executive ranks, and she wore the authority naturally. We’d always worked well together. I’d praised her more than once, and always with sincerity. She was sharp, decisive, and unafraid to lead.

She was also beautiful in a way that never felt accidental. Her body bore the evidence of discipline—regular workouts, careful choices, the quiet pride of someone who knew she was strong and appealing. She took care of herself. And though she would never have said it aloud, I sensed she was particularly aware of her breasts. I had seen her in swimwear at company retreats—bikinis, sleek one‑piece suits—and the image had lingered. They were generous and rounded, still firm, lifted by nothing more than their own natural weight. Time had brushed against her, yes, but gently. What she carried, she carried well.

Ylva dressed with intelligence. She understood how to emphasize her figure without ever tipping into vulgarity. Tasteful, restrained—yet undeniably effective. She knew the subtle power of allure, especially when navigating rooms full of men who underestimated it.

Over the years, my compliments had not been limited to her performance. Occasionally, I’d remarked on a new haircut, the way a dress suited her. A few times—at formal dinners, when the wine flowed more freely and the lights were low—I’d let my gaze linger and spoken of her figure more boldly. Those evenings she wore plunging gowns that celebrated her curves without apology. I’d chosen my words carefully, never crossing the line. And she’d received them with a soft flush, a murmured thank you. Later, when we passed each other in the room, she would smile—and move in a way that made her breasts sway, just enough to be noticed.

Today, she wore a tailored suit in fine Thai silk. The fabric skimmed her body, fluid and light. The jacket hung loose, several buttons left undone, opening into a deep, tempting hollow at her chest. The glimpse of skin and curve drew my attention again and again, an unspoken invitation wrapped in professionalism.

As we sat across from each other, wine breathing in our glasses, I was acutely aware that this meeting was meant to be an ending. Yet everything about her—the warmth in her eyes, the soft rise and fall of her chest, the deliberate elegance of her presence—made it feel like something else entirely. Like a threshold.

We drifted through the remainder of the debriefing without any sense of urgency, letting the formalities dissolve into shared recollections and private jokes. The wine loosened us, the dark chocolate melting slowly on the tongue, sweet and faintly bitter, like the memories we revisited. After about an hour she excused herself, a casual comment about the restroom, nothing more. When she returned, the rhythm between us resumed effortlessly, as if she’d never left.

She began recounting an episode from a few years back, something that had clearly irritated her even now. As she spoke, her body followed her emotions—she leaned forward, elbows close to her knees, intent on making me understand. That was when I noticed it. Her jacket had shifted, buttons no longer doing their job. My gaze dipped before I could stop it, straight into the soft valley she was offering without quite meaning to. Then I realized the structure I’d seen earlier was gone entirely. Her breasts moved freely now, heavy and alive beneath the silk, responding to every breath, every emphatic word.

She noticed. Of course she did. My attention betrayed me, my eyes straying again and again from her face. She didn’t pause her story, didn’t call me out—not yet. Instead, a knowing curve touched her mouth, subtle and delicious, and her eyes gleamed with private amusement.

When she finished, she leaned back, reclaiming her composure. We both reached for our glasses, the bottle between us nearly drained. I began a story of my own, something harmless, and she listened with a focus that felt almost intimate. Absentmindedly, she smoothed the front of her suit, fingers brushing over hidden fastenings, as though deciding whether they were necessary at all. The truth was, the official business had ended long ago. What remained was simply the pleasure of being there together.

When she responded, she leaned forward again. This time the jacket fell open even wider, a deliberate surrender. I didn’t even pretend to resist. My eyes dropped, fixed on the generous curve of her breasts, the soft weight of them pressing against the silk. Her laughter—low, smoky—pulled my gaze back up. I must have looked like a schoolboy caught staring.

“You like them, don’t you?” she said, laughter dancing in her voice. “I know you always have.” Her smile sharpened. “Go on, enjoy the view. It’s a once-in-a-lifetime privilege. Retirement perks,” she teased.

I sat there, helplessly still, drinking in the sight she offered so freely.

“They’re beautiful,” I finally said. “Truly. I’ve always admired them. They suit you perfectly. You must know that—must be proud.”

A faint blush touched her cheeks, then she rolled her shoulders just enough to make her breasts sway, a slow, sensual motion that stole my breath.

“I am,” she admitted. “There aren’t many women my age, with breasts like these, who can go without a bra and still turn heads.” Her eyes held mine. “I’ve even done it here at the office now and then. Did you notice?”

I smiled. “Of course. That red blouse last week—you remember. They moved so beautifully. Your nipples were impossible to miss. And that blue dress before that, with the dangerously deep neckline. There have been… other moments. I assume you enjoy the attention.”

She laughed softly, pleased. “You are observant. And yes, I do enjoy teasing men.” Then she tilted her head, conspiratorial. “Though that blue dress cheats—it has support sewn in. Without it, even I couldn’t manage such drama,” she added with a giggle.

“I still remember that party last year,” I went on, my voice rougher now. “You wore that dark red, strapless dress—the one that plunged low in the back. Your shoulders, your spine… it was like your entire upper body was on display. You were breathtaking. I spent the whole night trying to figure out how the dress didn’t simply slide off you.”

Ylva closed her eyes for a moment, a soft, pleased sound leaving her throat. “Oh God, yes,” she breathed. “You have no idea how much courage that dress took. When I saw it hanging there in the shop, I knew it was dangerous. But I also knew I had to wear it—just once, at least once.” Her lips curved into a mischievous smile. “And you… you kept coming over with those compliments. Slightly improper, perhaps,” she teased, laughter flickering in her eyes, “but I could tell they were honest. Or at least not nearly as fueled by alcohol as you pretended.”

She shifted in her chair, the memory clearly washing over her. “It made me feel so feminine. So wanted. Exactly what I’d hoped that dress would do for me. I floated the entire evening. And the way the men stared…” She shrugged delicately. “I loved every second of it.”

As she spoke, her fingers moved to her jacket. Slowly, deliberately, she parted it—revealing that there were no buttons fastened at all. Her breasts were bare beneath, full and unapologetic, her dark nipples already tight, as if they’d been listening to every word.

She didn’t rush me. She simply sat there, quiet and confident, letting my gaze roam, letting the silence thicken with want.

“I wouldn’t scream if you touched them,” she said at last, her voice barely more than a whisper.

I looked up sharply, my heart hammering. For a split second I wondered if desire had finally started inventing things for me—but her eyes held mine, warm and daring, and her smile told me I’d heard her perfectly.

I reached for her then. My hands closed around her breasts, surprised again by their weight, their softness, the way they filled my palms so completely. A low sound escaped me as I kneaded them, helpless. I bent forward and pressed my mouth to her skin, kissing the generous curve, then closing my lips around one tight nipple. It hardened instantly against my tongue. I moved to the other, slow and reverent, savoring her.

Her hand slid into my hair, gripping my neck as she pulled me closer, guiding my face deeper between her breasts. She pressed them together from the sides, offering herself fully, generously, and I kissed wherever my mouth could reach, my cheeks, my lips, my nose surrounded by her warmth.

“I’ve wondered,” she murmured above me. “I’ve been curious for so long. I felt it when we danced—but I wasn’t sure.” Her fingers drifted down, brushing over my crotch, exploratory.

I lifted my head. She was smiling now, knowingly, as her hand returned, this time firm, tracing the shape of my erection through my trousers.

“Yes,” she murmured, almost to herself. “That’s what I thought. A nice, big, thick cock.” Her fingers closed around it, giving a slow, teasing stroke.

I groaned softly and returned my hands to her breasts, cupping them, kissing them again, overwhelmed by how warm and alive they felt—soft and heavy, yet still proud and firm in my hands.

Then, reluctantly, she sighed. “My, my… I think that’s enough.” There was regret in her voice, but also amusement. “We should stop now. The office party is about to begin.”

She gently lifted my head from her chest, her hands lingering for a final moment. I looked into her eyes—bright, amused, intimate. She let me touch her a second longer, then softly pressed me away. Standing, she leaned down and brushed a quick kiss against my cheek, leaving me flushed and aching as she turned to go.

The party itself drifted by in a warm, buoyant blur. Laughter, clinking glasses, too many goodbyes layered on top of one another. People wanted to wish me luck, to linger a little longer in my orbit—or maybe they just wanted another drink, another handful of snacks before the bar closed. I didn’t mind. I was floating, loosened, receptive.

The hugs came easily. Lingering. Full-bodied. More than polite. Women pressed close, arms wrapped around me, breasts fitting against my chest as if they belonged there. Each embrace lingered a fraction too long to be accidental. I felt it all, absorbed it, my body responding even as I smiled and thanked them.

Near the end of the evening, as conversations thinned and coats began to appear, I felt a subtle intrusion—a hand brushing my side, something slipped neatly into the pocket of my jacket. When I checked, my fingers closed around a folded piece of paper. On the outside, written with deliberate care, were two words:

Read in private.

Curiosity prickled through me. I excused myself and headed for the bathroom, locking myself into a stall like a conspirator. Inside, the note unfolded to reveal a short message, confident and teasing.

Sneak into the attic meeting room when the party breaks up. A few of us would like to say goodbye more intimately. In private.

I stared at the words longer than necessary, my pulse ticking faster with each reread. A continuation of the party? A joke? I knew more than a few people who loved elaborate surprises, and this had that same calculated flair. Whoever it was, they wanted suspense. And they had it.

I slipped the note back into my pocket and returned to the party, half-listening for the next thirty minutes as the crowd slowly thinned. When it finally dissolved into stragglers and empty glasses, I followed the instructions without hesitation.

The attic meeting room sat tucked beneath the old clock tower, its ceiling soaring high above, beams arching overhead like a secret kept for those who knew where to look. It wasn’t a place for stiff meetings or PowerPoint slides. No long table. Just clusters of deep, inviting chairs, designed for conversation that wandered and lingered. A high-end sound system gleamed discreetly along one wall, and behind another, a small kitchen waited in shadow.

Someone had been there already. An armchair stood alone, positioned deliberately, as if it had been chosen just for me. Candles flickered in the corners, their flames softening the space, warming the air. On a side table sat several bottles of champagne nestled in ice—and an envelope with my name written across the front.

Inside, the message made my breath catch.

We are a group of women who sometimes put together a show for private occasions. You know all of us, in one way or another. Tonight, we want to give you a farewell gift.

For reasons you will understand, our identities must remain hidden. We cannot speak. Sit down. Enjoy the wine. Shortly, our lingerie show will begin.

For a moment I simply stood there, the room humming softly around me. My mind raced, trying—and failing—to put faces to the words. A joke didn’t explain the candles, the care, the unmistakable charge in the air. If this was real, it promised something bold. Something dangerous.

I opened a bottle of champagne, the cork releasing with a muted sigh, and poured myself a glass. The first sip slid cool and sharp over my tongue as I settled into the waiting chair. I scanned the room, searching for clues, but the shadows kept their secrets.

The letter’s promise stirred me deeply. The idea of it—women I knew, choosing anonymity, daring intimacy—sent a pulse straight to my groin. My cock shifted, already awake, already impatient. It had been teased all afternoon, first by Ylva’s unmistakable boldness, then by the cumulative effect of soft bodies pressed against mine, whispered goodbyes, knowing smiles.

Time stretched. The music of the building—pipes, distant echoes—filled the gaps as I waited, anticipation tightening low in my belly. Nearly half an hour passed before a soft tap sounded at the door.

It opened just a crack. An arm slipped through, pale in the candlelight, holding a remote control. With a click, the overhead lights died, leaving the room bathed in flickering gold. Another press, and the stereo came alive, music rolling out slow and sensual, vibrating through the floor.

Then the door opened fully.

Beyond it was darkness—thick, velvety, alive. Shapes emerged from it, silhouettes gliding into the room one by one, silent and deliberate. They arranged themselves in a line at the center of the space, bodies reduced to curves and shadows by the candlelight.

The door closed behind them with a soft finality.

And whatever this was, it had begun.

There were five of them in total, gliding into the room like a living tableau. Each woman was wrapped in a Spanish-style cloak that brushed mid-thigh, the fabrics drenched in dark, sensual hues. Their heads were covered by matching caps, hair hidden, faces veiled so that only their eyes showed—dark, watchful, luminous, like something borrowed from an Oriental fantasy. From each cap trailed a tail, swaying gently with every step, teasing and unmistakably deliberate.

Without warning, spotlights snapped on, carving warm pools of light into the dim room. The music shifted, deepening into a pulsing, insistent rhythm that vibrated through my chest. The figures began to move, their bodies answering the beat as one.

The cloaks were made of the thinnest material, barely more than whispers of fabric. They were fastened only at the throat, and as the women turned and spun, the cloth billowed outward, exposing flashes of skin. With every swirl, it became undeniable: beneath the cloaks they wore nothing but elaborate lingerie, high heels, and stockings—no modesty, no protection, just intention. Silk, lace, leather, fur. A private exhibition designed to unmake me.

One stepped forward into the light, her cloak a soft beige, almost the color of sand. She moved slowly, deliberately, until she stood directly in front of me. Then she lifted her arms and let the cloak fall open. Her skin was astonishingly pale, nearly luminous against the darkness, and the black lingerie she wore seemed chosen to emphasize that contrast. The bra was cut low and simple, so low that her nipples rose just above the edge, dark and already taut. Her thong rode high on her hips, leaving no doubt that she was perfectly groomed, smooth and bare. Around her left thigh was a narrow strap of supple leather, and from it hung a matching tail, brushing her leg with every subtle shift of her hips.

She turned slowly, giving me the full view of her backside, and began to roll her hips. Her ass moved with hypnotic confidence, firm cheeks bouncing in time with the music. She circled my chair, close enough that I could have reached out and touched her, and then, just as I inhaled, she draped her cloak over my head. For a heartbeat I was enveloped in silk—cool, soft, scented faintly of her skin—before she pulled away again, leaving me exposed and aching.

Another woman slipped into the light, her cloak pure white. When it opened, her skin looked creamy, flawless. She had small, delicate breasts and wore no bra at all, just a narrow band of fabric crossing her chest. Tiny black panties clung to her hips, and around her waist was a garter belt made of white fox fur, lush and decadent. The tail attached to her cap matched it, a soft plume that swayed behind her. She was slender to the point of fragility, all sharp lines and control. As she turned and danced away, she showed me an ass that was tight and beautifully framed, every muscle defined as it flexed.

Then came the woman in red. The moment her cloak parted, the choice of color made perfect sense. Her pale skin was dusted with freckles, and I could almost see the red in her hair despite the cap. Her lingerie was red lace, sheer but tastefully cut, teasing rather than flaunting. She was full-bodied in the most intoxicating way—soft where it mattered, solid and womanly. When she turned, her ass rolled with a lush, confident rhythm that made my breath catch. The fox tail and garter were red as well, a fiery accent that matched her presence.

The brown cloak approached next, heavier, more opulent. The tail attached to her cap was unmistakable—a full mink pelt, rich and dark. Beneath it, she wore green lingerie that played beautifully against her warm, yellow-toned skin. Her bra was made of mesh, barely containing her breasts, allowing them to bounce freely as she moved. Her nipples were hard, deep brown, pushing through small openings in the fabric as if demanding attention. Her ass was full and generous, swaying with a life of its own, mesmerizing in its confidence.

I sat there, champagne forgotten in my hand, surrounded by candlelight, music, and the slow revelation of women who refused to be named—only felt.

At last, the black cloak glided forward, crowned with the lush tail of a blue fox. When she opened herself to the light, my breath caught. Her skin carried a warm olive glow, luminous against the darkness, and her body curved in a decadent hourglass—hips generous and confident, waist drawn tight as if shaped by desire itself, breasts full and heavy. She wore a leather harness that cradled and restrained at the same time, dark straps framing her bosom, lifting and presenting it with unapologetic precision. Everything about her spoke of command, of a woman who knew exactly what her body could do to a room.

The five of them re-formed their line, as if answering an unspoken signal. In perfect unison they shrugged the cloaks back, letting the fabric drape behind them like discarded secrets. Freed from concealment, they drifted away, heels clicking softly as they moved through the space, pouring champagne, lifting glasses, their laughter contained but unmistakably pleased. The air felt warmer, thicker.

That was when it truly struck me—they weren’t girls playing at seduction. These were women. Fully grown, fully aware. I would have placed them comfortably between thirty and forty, bodies honed by care and experience. There was nothing tentative about them, nothing unsure. Each had chosen lingerie that celebrated her particular strengths, and they wore it with the calm assurance of women who knew they were being watched and reveled in it.

A sharp knock at the door rippled through the room, a brief tension tightening every spine. It dissolved the moment the door opened. Two more women entered, dressed in the same ritual finery—but they didn’t merely walk in. They staged their arrival. One after the other, they stepped forward, turned slowly, and froze in deliberate poses, cloaks flung wide by extended arms. One shimmered in smoky gray, the other in deep black shot through with silvery veins. A tail of Persian lamb swayed gently behind one, while the other wore a dramatic black mink streaked with white. Beneath the cloaks, one revealed lingerie in cool silver, elegant and restrained. The other wore black cut daringly low, her generous breasts pushed high and proud, a thong that drew the eye shamelessly to the lush swell of her mons.

These two were unmistakably older than the rest—and unmistakably in charge. No one said a word, but the shift was palpable. The others responded instinctively, their movements subtly deferential, their glances seeking approval.

Soon the room loosened again. Champagne flowed freely—no, it was consumed with enthusiasm. Glasses were pressed into my hand, refilled before I could protest. Corks popped, bottles drained, and the women’s laughter grew brighter, more unguarded. Still, not a single word passed their lips. As they moved, they were careful to keep the cloaks swept back, bodies on display, giving me generous views of silk, lace, leather, and skin. I remained seated, rooted to my chair, a silent witness to the indulgent spectacle unfolding around me.

Someone changed the music, and a new rhythm took over. They danced again, cloaks swaying like living things, sometimes scattering across the room, sometimes drawing together in a tight, intimate cluster of bodies and color.

Then, as if summoned by the same invisible hand, they lined up once more, cloaks closed, faces veiled in mystery. The music softened into a slow, sensual ballad.

Another silent cue—and they moved. The cloaks billowed open, then slid back over their shoulders. The revelation was immediate and intoxicating: every bra had vanished. Bare breasts of every shape and size moved freely now, swaying with the music as they began to circle my chair. They shifted places constantly, a living carousel of flesh. From time to time one would stop directly in front of me, rolling her shoulders so her breasts bounced heavily, teasingly. Hands came up to cup them, fingers squeezing, thumbs brushing over nipples already hard. They pinched and rolled those stiff peaks until they stood out even more, daring my eyes, daring my restraint, while the others watched with knowing smiles.

The music faded into silence, and as if drawn by an invisible thread, they formed a line once more. Every veiled face turned toward me, expectant, almost challenging. For a heartbeat I just stared, overwhelmed, then instinct kicked in. I applauded, loudly, enthusiastically, a rush of cheers spilling from my mouth.

They responded like performers at the end of a premiere—graceful bows, deep, exaggerated curtseys, their cloaks sweeping the floor. The sight stirred something warm and restless in my chest.

They drifted apart again, reclaiming the room, and I kept clapping and praising them until, once more, they gathered into a line and repeated their bows, basking in the attention. When I finally quieted, I tried to shape my admiration into words, but the veils swallowed their expressions, making it impossible to tell how my compliments landed.

Then I noticed movement among them. The woman in white fur glided toward the one draped in black mink, speaking to her with animated urgency. The mink listened, then summoned the others into a tight, conspiratorial circle. The white fur spoke softly, firmly; I couldn’t catch a word, only the cadence of persuasion. One by one, heads nodded, shoulders relaxed, agreement spreading through the group. The red fox slipped away to the stereo and chose another track.

They loosened again, laughter soft and husky now, champagne flowing freely. Someone always seemed to be at my side with the bottle. The blue fox topped up my glass, her fingers brushing mine in passing, a small but deliberate spark.

When the music shifted, they aligned themselves once more. This tune was slower, syrupy with promise. They began to move, elegant and unhurried, drifting apart and then drawing together, bodies responding to the rhythm like it was a shared pulse.

Without warning, the woman in the light brown cloak danced straight toward me. She lifted her arms, spreading the cloak wide, and I saw at once that her panties were gone. She advanced, step by teasing step, until there was nowhere closer to come. My face was level with her sex—smooth, bare, glistening. Her mound was soft and full, her lips parted slightly, shining with her arousal, close enough that I could feel her heat.

Then her arms dropped. The cloak closed behind my head, plunging me into darkness. Her scent enveloped me—warm, musky, unmistakably that of a woman fully awake. She lowered herself, and her breasts brushed my face, a fleeting, intoxicating caress. Before I could react, she was gone, the air suddenly cool where she had been.

The red fox replaced her almost instantly. She left her cloak just barely open behind my head, a sliver of light revealing her thick, dark red curls framing her sex. She was lushly built, generous in every way, and her heavy breasts swayed above me as she sank down. She pressed them into my face, unashamed, confident. A firm nipple found my mouth—by accident or design, I couldn’t tell—but when my lips closed around it and I began to suck, she made no move to stop me.

In that moment, recognition struck. An image flared in my mind: a voluptuous woman with blazing red hair, someone who had always drawn my gaze whenever our paths crossed.

“Thank you, Margareta,” I murmured beneath her cloak when she finally lifted away. “You’re magnificent. I’ve always admired you.”

She went utterly still, then broke into a deep, throaty laugh. Bending close, she whispered in my ear, her breath hot and amused, “You’re not supposed to know who we are.” A pause, then softer, pleased. “But thank you. I do love the compliments. That’s why I’m here—to be seen.”

She drifted away from me and melted back into the moving circle, but something had shifted in her. There was a buoyancy to her steps now, a pleased, almost smug rhythm in the way she danced, as if she were carrying a secret warmth under her cloak.

By then I was starting to believe I’d cracked their private language—the subtle grammar of fur and movement. That suspicion hardened into certainty when the brown mink glided close. The color of her tail echoed the shade of the hair between her thighs, the same warm brown mirrored again in the garter hugging her leg. She guided herself nearer until my nose brushed the soft abundance of her sex, neatly shaped but lush, the scent unmistakably feminine and inviting. Then she pivoted, flicking her cloak aside with practiced ease, and suddenly her generous ass was right there, bouncing almost playfully in front of me.

Her hips rolled in slow, deliberate circles, her backside writhing as if it had a will of its own. When she spread her feet, her cleft opened, offering a glimpse of her glistening pussy, glossy with arousal, her musk rich and heady in the air. Acting on instinct, I lifted my hands and cupped her cheeks, feeling their weight, their heat. She startled, swaying away for a heartbeat—then she returned, pressing herself firmly into my palms, accepting the touch. Her laughter rumbled low and dark when she finally pulled free, a sound that lingered after she’d gone.

I couldn’t put a name to her, but a hunch tugged at me. Watching her from behind as she rejoined the others, the way she moved—those familiar, sinuous hip rolls—fed my suspicion. I’d seen that walk before. I just couldn’t quite place where.

Before I could chase the thought further, the white fox claimed my attention. There was no doubt she was a true blonde—her curls pale and fine, framing a narrow slit that peeked through like a secret half-revealed. She was slim, almost delicate, her breasts small and lifted, crowned with improbably long nipples that stood stiff with arousal. She leaned in and let them drag over my scalp, across my forehead and cheeks, scraping deliberately against my stubble. I expected pain, but she reveled in it, gasping softly, moaning under her breath as she ground them harder against me before finally pulling away.

She left me with no clues, no recognition stirring at all. Then again, the company was large—faces and bodies blending into a decadent blur.

The women flowed back into a loose circle, moving with the music, laughing and drinking, indulging themselves as fully as they indulged me. For a moment, I was allowed to breathe, to simply watch.

The formation tightened, bodies drawing closer, until the blue fox suddenly broke away. She turned toward me and flung her cloak wide, arms extended, her hips already in motion. Her shoulders rippled as she launched into a sultry, hypnotic belly dance, her entire body vibrating with controlled intensity. Her breasts bounced freely as she danced, and she punctuated the rhythm by thrusting her pussy forward in quick, hungry pulses.

She was all curves and confidence, mesmerizing as she hovered in front of me. The thick black hair between her legs looked impossibly soft, dense as velvet, and her scent was deep and raw, unmistakably aroused. As she writhed, her slit parted, revealing swollen outer lips and inner folds that pushed forward, slick with need, catching the light.

She kept me there, suspended in that teasing torment, until a moan slipped from her throat. Then, abruptly, she snapped her cloak closed around us, enclosing us in warmth and darkness. She pulled my head into the softness of her belly, and when I reached back to caress her ass, she answered with a rough, satisfied grunt. Just as suddenly, she slipped away again, retreating with slow, deliberate steps, her dancing easing as she rejoined the others, leaving the heat of her behind.

I waited, nerves humming, for the black mink streaked with silver to step out of the swirl of bodies. She made me wait just long enough to sharpen the ache—and then she glided forward as if she’d always known I was watching.

Her sex was a lush spill of midnight hair shot through with pale threads, thick and unapologetic, rising over a full, generous mound. Above it, her breasts rose high and heavy, impossibly firm for their size, swaying with exaggerated abandon as she rolled her shoulders. The way they moved tugged at something in my memory, a familiarity I couldn’t quite place, though it stirred uneasily in my chest.

She closed the last inch between us and took my hands as if they belonged to her, guiding them behind her, spreading them wide over the curves of her ass. Then she leaned in, pressing her heat to my face without hesitation. Her scent bloomed around me—deep, musky, unmistakably aroused. She was slick and warm, already open. I couldn’t resist. My tongue traced her slit, slow and deliberate, tasting her. Her legs wavered, a soft gasp tearing from her throat. I tightened my grip, holding her steady, and licked her again, more firmly this time. She ground herself against my mouth, demanding more, until I slipped my tongue inside her, flicking up to tease her clit.

Her response was raw—a low, broken sound that vibrated through her—but just as suddenly she pulled away. She looked down at me then, eyes bright, mouth curved in a knowing smile. And in that instant it clicked. I knew exactly who she was. I knew the shape of those breasts, the feel of that body. I had held her, touched her, only hours earlier. The realization hit me hard, dizzying, almost absurd.

She was gently edged aside as the Persian lamb stepped forward. Her bush was a soft gray echo of the fur she wore, thinner now, though it hinted at a past where it had been dark and lavish. Her breasts were modest, neat, still proud on her chest. There was a maturity to her that mirrored my own, something quietly assured.

Recognition dawned on me with a jolt. The president’s secretary. A woman I’d known for years, in passing, in meetings, in polite smiles. She drew close and pulled my head against the smooth roundness of her belly, her hand stroking through my hair.

“I’ve always liked you,” she murmured, the confession intimate and unguarded. “More than you know.”

Then she slipped away as the music shifted, quickening into a fevered rhythm. The women burst into motion, laughter and movement spilling everywhere. Cloaks flew open, bodies gleaming, and they danced in a loose, wild circle, utterly free. I sat back, overwhelmed, drinking in the sight of them—every curve, every sway, every flash of heat and confidence.

When the music finally cut off, they re-formed into a line, breathless and glowing, clearly waiting for approval. I gave it to them with enthusiasm, clapping hard, shouting encouragement. They bowed and dipped, skirts and cloaks falling open, offering tantalizing glimpses as some sank into deep curtsies that made my pulse jump.

They broke apart again, but I kept applauding, laughing with delight, until they lined up once more. Another round of bows. This time uncertainty rippled through them—until the Persian lamb nudged the red fox forward.

She approached and curtsied low. On pure instinct, I reached out, grabbed her full, ripe ass, and pressed my lips to the soft swell of her mons. She startled back, but the room erupted in cheers. Emboldened, I applauded again as another fox stepped up. I repeated the ritual—hands squeezing, mouth kissing, inhaling her intoxicating scent. She didn’t retreat. She leaned into me, eager.

One after another, they came. Each curtsy an invitation. Each body offered to my hands and mouth. I squeezed, kissed, tasted, until the moment blurred into something heady and unreal. It was overwhelming, decadent, and utterly unforgettable.

The Persian lamb lingered until she was the only one left in line. She made no effort to hide how badly she wanted more—her body angled toward me, her hips subtly rocking, her breath uneven beneath the veil. She let the moment stretch, savoring it, before bending close enough that her lips brushed my ear.

“Give us fifteen minutes,” she murmured, her voice warm and coaxing. “We need time to change and slip away once it’s over. Stay here. Relax. Have another drink.” A pause, a smile I could hear. “I’ll see you later.”

She straightened, then deliberately pressed herself against me again, closer than before, close enough that instinct took over. I darted my tongue out, just a teasing flick against her clit. The reaction was instant—soft, broken cries escaping her as her knees trembled beneath her. She pulled back only with effort, breathless, unsteady, clearly affected.

The women formed their line one last time. This time I stood as well, returning their bows, my body still humming from the contact. They filed out together, cloaks open, hips swaying with confidence and promise.

I escaped to the adjoining restroom, splashed cool water on my face, and stared at my reflection, trying—and failing—to calm the images replaying in my mind. The performance had been stunning, intimate in a way I hadn’t anticipated, and it had left me aching.

When I returned, she was there, waiting for me as if she’d always known I would come back.

“Hello, Tom,” she said softly. “I hope you enjoyed yourself. We wanted to give you something special before you leave—a memory.” Her eyes searched mine. “It became rather pleasant for all of us. I trust you understand how much affection there is for you.” A small, knowing smile. “You recognized a few faces, I’m sure. You are a gentleman, though. You won’t speak of this.”

“I won’t,” I assured her without hesitation. “It was incredible. Truly. I’ve seen a lot in my life, but nothing like that. Every one of you was extraordinary.”

She seemed genuinely pleased. “Thank you. We usually perform on a stage, with distance. Never like this. Never for just one man.” Her gaze darkened slightly. “But I enjoyed it very much.”

She tilted her head, pretending casualness. “I was wondering… if you might finish what you began earlier.”

I frowned, not quite following.

“When we said goodbye,” she clarified gently. “You kissed my mons. You touched me with your tongue.” Her voice dropped, intimate now. “It felt wonderful. You must have noticed how I reacted.” A breath. “I’m divorced again—fourth time. I’m alone, Tom. Very alone.” She met my eyes, open and hopeful. “Please.”

My answer came easily. “Yes. Of course. It would be my pleasure. You’re beautiful.”

Her face lit up. “You will?” She exhaled, almost a laugh. “You have no idea how happy that makes me. I know you’re skilled—I felt it.” She reached for me. “Come.”

She threw her cloak back as she moved to the chair, settling on the armrest, legs spreading without hesitation. I reached for her breasts, full and warm in my hands, but she guided me firmly downward, unmistakably directing me where she wanted me.

I knelt between her thighs and kissed her mound, breathing in the clean, musky scent of her gray-flecked hair. She pressed my head closer, urging me into her slit. She was already slick, already open, her clit swollen and proud, waiting for my mouth.

I set my mouth to her, slow and deliberate, learning her heat and the slick promise waiting for me there. My tongue circled her clit, teasing first, then pressing harder, and her body answered instantly. Soft moans spilled from behind her veil, little cries that broke into sharp, breathless sounds as she began to rock against my face. Her hips lifted, chasing every stroke of my tongue, the music of her pleasure climbing higher, thinner, more urgent.

Then she went rigid. Her whole body locked, a cry tearing out of her as she froze, suspended in that blinding instant.

I pulled back, startled by how fast she’d come apart, my lips still tingling. But she didn’t let me retreat for long. Her hands were suddenly in my hair, firm and insistent, dragging me back between her thighs.

“No,” she gasped, almost laughing with need. “Don’t stop. That was only the beginning. Please… keep going. Lick me. Kiss my clit.”

The hunger in her voice erased any hesitation. I went back to her, slower this time, luxuriating in the way she shuddered at the first touch. She twisted beneath me, her legs lifting, her body opening wider, and then she was coming again—loud, wild, unrestrained—buck­ing so hard I had to brace myself to avoid a broken nose. I didn’t stop. I kissed, I licked, I breathed her in, letting her ride the edge again and again.

Time blurred. She seemed endlessly responsive, cresting over and over, each orgasm pulling sharper cries from her throat, each one leaving her more desperate for the next.

She hooked her legs over my shoulders and crossed them behind my neck, locking me to her. She yanked me hard against her, and I changed tactics, drawing her swollen flesh into my mouth, sucking instead of licking, grazing her gently with my teeth. Her moans deepened, turned husky, almost rough. Then her clit pressed perfectly against my tongue, and when I flicked it, she screamed.

I didn’t stop. I kept that precise rhythm, my tongue working her relentlessly, and her cries rose into a thin, keening pitch. Suddenly her voice cut off completely as her thighs clamped around my neck. I was crushed against her, unable to move, barely able to breathe, my tongue trapped. When she loosened her grip just enough, I flicked her clit again.

This time she squeezed even harder, my tongue pinned right where she wanted it. The sound she made was piercing and long, a single sustained cry that seemed to wring her out completely. When it finally faded, her legs fell away and she collapsed back into the chair, boneless, spent.

I was just lifting my head when I heard clapping behind me.

I jumped. Strangely, she didn’t.

“Well,” she said calmly, almost lazily, “haven’t you learned not to sneak up on people?”

“Oh—well,” the other woman replied, stepping closer, still wrapped in black mink streaked with silver. “I heard someone screaming and thought someone might be hurt. Clearly, I was mistaken. I should have known it was you who beat me back to Tom.”

The Persian lamb straightened, tugged me up to her, and wrapped her arms around me in a fierce, grateful hug.

“Thank you, Tom,” she said, laughing softly now, utterly content. “That was exactly what I needed. You made me so happy.”

“The pleasure was entirely mine,” I answered, holding her close. “But don’t you think it’s time I finally see your faces?”

She smiled beneath the veil. “Oh, yes. Of course. You already know who we are anyway.” She lifted her cap, revealing flushed cheeks and glowing eyes. “Hi. I’m Anne.”

“Did you tell Tom about our little spectacle?” the woman in black mink asked, her voice amused as she slipped free of her disguise. The dark fur parted, and she revealed herself with an unapologetic grace. “I’m Ylva,” she added, her smile teasing, eyes bright with mischief.

“Only that he’s already been treated to a very… personalized remix of our floor show,” Anne replied lightly, her mouth curving in a knowing grin.

Ylva tilted her head, studying me for a moment, then decided I was worth the truth. “All right. Here it is. Anne and I began this years ago. We’d known each other forever, long enough to admit what thrilled us. We liked being seen—no, needed it. Not just vanity. It was an itch under the skin. This”—she gestured lazily around us—“was a way to scratch it without ruining our lives by choosing the wrong place or the wrong audience. And, as it turned out, there was money in it. Very good money.”

Anne picked up the thread, her tone warm, almost nostalgic. “Over time, other women found us. Some from the company, some from outside. Many had been models once—women who missed the electricity of being watched after the cameras stopped caring. Now we put on three or four shows a month, different combinations, different moods. Usually lingerie. Sometimes…” She paused, eyes glittering. “Sometimes we go further.”

“But not us, not so often anymore,” Ylva said, shrugging elegantly. “Our positions make it dangerous. And despite what you may think, we’re not exactly young girls.”

“Oh, come on,” I said immediately. “You’re stunning.”

The compliment pleased her; it showed in the slow, satisfied smile she didn’t bother to hide. She rose to fetch champagne, and as she moved, her cloak swung wide, exposing her naked body without ceremony. Pale skin, confident curves. She didn’t rush to close it, didn’t blush—just let me look.

“There’s also a very specific clientele,” Anne continued, her smile turning sly. “Men who’ve made it to the top. Old money, power, influence. They want something discreet. Something wicked. Private shows, nakedness by the end, and sometimes… more.” She laughed softly at my expression. “No touching,” she added quickly. “That’s the rule. They want women like us—women with reputations. No one wants rumors, so everyone holds everyone else hostage. Mutually assured destruction.” Her eyes danced. “It pays obscenely well. And honestly? It’s fun.”

Ylva settled back down, crossing her legs slowly. “And Tom, you should know—every woman here volunteered. You’ve helped us all more times than you realize. The idea didn’t even come from us originally. Two of the women suggested you. Separately.”

Anne leaned forward, curious now. “So,” she asked, “how many did you recognize?”

I smiled, letting my gaze drift as I counted. “You two, obviously. Then Margareta—the redhead from accounts. Absolutely breathtaking. Redheads like that are rare. I suspect the white and blue foxes work in IT, though I wouldn’t swear to it. The only ones I couldn’t place were the woman with the shaved pussy and the brown mink—the one with that soft, dark silk of hair.”

Anne laughed, a little too loudly, a flicker of nerves beneath it. “Well, so much for anonymity. Yes—you’re right.”

The room fell suddenly quiet. Champagne glasses caught the light, bubbles rising soundlessly. Ylva shifted in her chair, a restless movement, and glanced at Anne, who only sipped her drink slowly, unbothered, her expression unreadable.

“Well,” Anne murmured at last, breaking the hush, “I suppose it’s time to move on. You’ll look after Tom?” Her gaze slid to Ylva, knowing and amused.

“Of course,” Ylva replied, her smile slow and promising.

Anne exhaled softly as she stood. She leaned toward me, pressing a lingering kiss to my cheek. As she bent, her cloak fell open and her breasts swayed into my space, full and unapologetic. Instinct took over—I cupped them briefly, warm and heavy in my hands. Anne laughed, a low, delighted sound, then straightened and slipped out of the room, leaving the air charged behind her.

Ylva shifted again, deliberately this time, and her cloak slid completely off her shoulders, pooling behind her. She didn’t bother to close it.

“You know,” she said, her voice light but threaded with nerves, “I’ve told you before—I wouldn’t scream if you touched me.” A little giggle escaped her, then faded into something darker. “Actually… I want you to. I want your hands on my breasts again. I want your mouth between my thighs.” Her eyes held mine, glossy with intent. “And I want to decide for myself whether the stories about you are true.”

There was no mistaking the hunger now. It roughened her voice. “You probably don’t realize it, but women talk. They’ve asked men to report back from the locker room. When they dance with you, they feel something—something they want explained.” She swallowed, breath shallow. “I’ve felt it too. More than once. And I want to know.”

She waited, naked and unguarded, her breasts swaying slightly with every restless movement. Pride stirred low in my belly—hot, alive. I’d always known I was well endowed, but knowing it had become a whispered obsession made my pulse throb harder.

I reached for her.

My hands closed around her breasts, thumbs brushing over tightening nipples before I pinched them gently. She gasped, impatient, and tugged my head down. I kissed her flesh, then took a nipple between my teeth, biting just enough to make her cry out. Her moan deepened as I drew more of her into my mouth, sucking until her fingers clenched in my hair.

I trailed kisses down her stomach, over the smooth dip of her navel, to the dark, coarse curls between her thighs. She slid down onto the sofa, hips at the edge, feet braced wide apart on the floor, offering herself without hesitation. Her sex glistened, swollen and open, the scent of her thick and animal.

I buried my mouth against her, licking slowly along her slit. Her clit stood firm and eager, her inner lips flushed and protruding. Juice flooded my tongue, salty and sweet, unmistakably aroused. I worked her with my mouth, unhurried but relentless, and her reactions told me everything—her broken moans, the way her hips rocked helplessly, the sharp cry when I flicked my tongue over her clit.

As the tension coiled tighter, she grabbed my head with both hands, guiding me, pleading without words. Her back arched violently when she came, her orgasm tearing through her in shuddering waves as she cried out, unrestrained, body trembling against my face.

Eventually she collapsed back into the sofa, chest rising and falling, a wide, satisfied smile spreading across her lips.

“My goodness,” she breathed. “The office rumors never mentioned that tongue.” She laughed softly, eyes still bright with heat. “I suppose that’s a good thing. Means you haven’t been giving it away.” Her gaze drifted downward, slow and deliberate. “At least not at the office.”

She licked her lips.

“But now,” she said quietly, “I want to see the snake.”

She pushed herself upright, eyes dark with intent, and reached for me as if she’d decided waiting was no longer an option. Her fingers went first to my tie, loosening it with a tug that felt more intimate than any kiss, then to the buttons of my shirt. Each one popped open under her hands, exposing skin inch by inch until she shoved the fabric from my shoulders and let it fall away. My trousers were next, unfastened and pushed down my hips with brisk impatience.

She paused before the final barrier, her fingers tracing the unmistakable shape straining beneath my boxers. She stroked me through the cloth, slow and deliberate, savoring how hard I already was. Then her palm closed around me, squeezing just enough to make me hiss, before she hooked her thumbs in the waistband and dragged the fabric down, laughing low and rich as she set me free.

“Oh… my God,” she breathed, awe stripping her voice of any humor. She bent closer, studying me like a decadent secret finally revealed. “That’s not a rumor—that’s a revelation. So long. So thick.” She swallowed, eyes flicking up to mine. “How am I supposed to take all of you? It has to hurt.” A beat, then a wicked smile. “But I can’t not try. I absolutely have to.”

She took the head of me between her fingers, rolling the skin back and forth, exploring with reverent curiosity. Her grip slid down my length, firm and confident, and then she leaned in and pressed a kiss to me—soft at first, then more certain. The simple contact sent heat roaring through me, and within moments I was fully, achingly hard.

“Tom,” she murmured, straightening again, her smile bright and hungry. “You’re magnificent. Terrifyingly big.” She laughed softly. “I’m scared it’ll hurt… but I want you anyway. Just—be gentle with me.”

“I will,” I said, my voice rough. “And you’ll be fine. No one’s ever complained.” I tilted my head. “Tell me how you want me.”

Her eyes lit up. “From behind,” she said without hesitation. “Always from behind. And I want your hands on my breasts while you’re inside me. Come on.”

She moved quickly, circling the sofa and bending over the high, padded back. She arched herself deliberately, wriggling her hips in a shameless tease, feet spread apart. Her breasts hung heavy and free, swaying with each movement. I was already more than ready, but the sight of her like that—open, offering—made my pulse hammer.

I stepped in close. The tip of me brushed her ass, accidentally nudging the wrong place, and she jolted.

“No—no, not there,” she said quickly, half-laughing, half-breathless. “Absolutely not. Stick to my pussy; that’s going to be challenge enough for me. And—wait.” She glanced back at our height difference and shook her head. “You’re too tall.”

She darted away, grabbed two firm cushions from across the room, and placed them behind the sofa. Standing on them, she bent forward again, settling back into position with a satisfied hum. When I moved in close this time, my cock slid naturally along her slick folds.

“Oh yes,” she sighed. “That’s much better.” She drew her feet a little closer together. “Now come on. Give it to me. I need to feel that monster inside me.”

I drew back and then guided myself along her slit, once… twice. She was soaked, hot and slippery, her arousal unmistakable. Each pass made my head brush her swollen clit, and she shuddered every time, her knees buckling slightly as a broken sound left her throat.

Ylva’s patience snapped. She reached back, wrapped her hand around me, and guided me unerringly to the slick heat between her thighs. She held me there, anchoring me, as I began to press forward in shallow, testing thrusts. Each careful push drew a rough sound from her throat—half breath, half growl. Little by little, she accepted more of me, her body opening in increments, until the strain made her pitch forward and clutch at the sofa. I stayed close, gripping her, waiting until she rocked back again, hungry, insistent, her breath coming fast.

I started moving again, firmer now, and she met me stroke for stroke, pushing back with her ass, taking me deeper each time. With one final, determined drive, I filled her completely. Her reaction was instant—raw and loud, a deep, helpless sound that ripped from her chest.

“That’s it,” I murmured, breathless. “All the way. God, you feel incredible—like you were made to take me.”

Her head fell back as she laughed, dazed and breathless. “You’re… you’re really all the way inside me?” Her voice shook with awe. “Every inch? Oh God, yes. I can feel you so deep, stretching me, filling me. It’s overwhelming—and perfect. Don’t stop. Fuck me.”

She rolled her hips back, forcing me nearly out before drawing me in again, setting a rhythm that was impossible to resist. I answered her, driving into her with long, deliberate strokes, my hands tight on her hips. She reached back and tore my hands away, pressing them to her breasts instead.

“Here,” she demanded. “Touch me. Hard.”

I did—grasping, kneading, my fingers digging into soft weight, thumbs finding her nipples and pinching until she cried out. Her moans never stopped, a constant, broken music, but the force of my thrusts made her lose balance, her body pitching forward again.

To brace herself, she shuffled closer and folded deeply over the sofa, pressing her hips firmly against the padded back. When I thrust again, the solid resistance held her steady, and the change made her gasp.

“Yes—like that,” she screamed. “That’s perfect. Fuck me harder. As hard as you can.”

I took her hips again and gave her everything I had, driving into her with a roughness that bordered on savage. I’d never taken a woman like that before, but she begged for it, cried for it, her voice climbing higher and higher until it shattered. Suddenly she clenched around me, fierce and unrelenting, her body locking tight as she screamed—a sharp, piercing sound that seemed to go on forever. She went rigid, every muscle pulled taut, then collapsed bonelessly over the sofa, spent.

I was still hard. Still inside her. I’d been so focused on pushing her over the edge that I hadn’t followed her there.

She realized it when she started to move again, wriggling her hips as if to free herself. “Oh my God,” she breathed, twisting to look at me, eyes bright and wicked. “Tom—you didn’t come?” She laughed, delighted. “This is a very good day for me. I’ve come twice—beautiful, shattering orgasms—and you still get another round.”

She slid away from me before I could answer, turning with a lazy, satisfied grace. For a moment she just stroked me, slow and possessive, looking up with a radiant, knowing smile. Then she straightened, tugged the cushions down from the sofa, and arranged them on the floor. When she stepped back and faced me, her gaze was hazy, intent, full of promise—her body poised, waiting.

I stretched out on my back, heart still hammering, and she didn’t hesitate for a second. Ylva climbed over me with fluid confidence, settling astride my hips as if this position belonged to her. Rising onto her knees, she guided me to her slick entrance, the head of my cock nudging, testing. She closed her eyes, breath slowing, and sank down inch by deliberate inch, as though she’d slipped into some private, sensual trance. 

The moment she took me fully, everything changed. Her lashes fluttered open, heat flashing in her eyes, and she began to move. Ride wasn’t even the word for it—she claimed me. She drove herself down hard, again and again, unrestrained, powerful, until I was certain I could feel her around me everywhere, impossibly deep. Each impact knocked the breath from my lungs, but she loved it. Her cries grew louder, more ragged, until she slammed herself down and shattered. Her body shook violently, thighs quivering, her slick muscles clenching and pulsing around me in fierce waves that nearly sent me over the edge with her.

“Oh my God, Tom… I’m coming again,” she gasped, laughing breathlessly as the tremors faded. “That was incredible.” She smiled down at me, wicked and warm. “Now I think it’s time I take care of you. Just wait.”

Her pace changed completely. She began to move slowly, almost tenderly, rocking her hips with controlled precision. I let my hands roam her breasts, touching her the way I’d learned she liked—firm, reverent, teasing. She slid up and down my cock in long, luxurious strokes, and with each rise and fall she flexed around me, deliberately tightening, releasing, playing my body like an instrument. When she lifted herself high, she trapped the head of my cock inside her, squeezing it with a possessive grip before rolling back down, her muscles rippling along my shaft. 

It didn’t take long. Heat coiled low in my belly, that familiar, urgent tension building fast. I groaned her name, telling her how good she felt, how perfectly she was working me, and she answered by doing it even better. Soft moans spilled from her lips, punctuated by sharp cries when my hands slid lower, cupping her ass, then finding her clit. She bucked once, wild and breathless, then steadied herself, intent on finishing this exactly the way she wanted.

When I was right on the edge, she felt it. I circled her clit harder, letting her know I was close. She stopped suddenly, frozen halfway down, clamping around me with a firm, deliberate hold. She grabbed my wrist and guided my hand, showing me precisely how she wanted to be touched. Then she began to move again—short, fast strokes this time—and it broke me. I spilled inside her in hot pulses, each spurt driving a raw groan from my chest. 

The instant she felt it, she screamed, her orgasm crashing over her just as hard. Her body convulsed, her pussy milking every last drop from me, squeezing until I was utterly spent.

She stayed there, seated on me, breathing slowly as she looked down with a soft, satisfied smile. I traced lazy circles over her breasts, lifting their weight in my palms, teasing her nipples until they tightened. She leaned forward, eyes shining, and pressed one into my mouth.

“You still like them?” she murmured. “Now that you’ve really seen them… touched them.” Her voice purred with pleasure. “That makes me so happy.” She smiled again, smug and affectionate. “And your cock—mm. It’s even better than the office rumors. Not just long. So thick. It stretches me beautifully, just like you said it would. And no pain at all. I love it.”

She brushed her breasts over my face one last time before bending down to kiss me slow and deep. Then she slipped off me, graceful even in her exhaustion, and padded away toward the adjoining restroom, leaving me sated, breathless, and smiling at the ceiling.

I must have drifted off for a moment, because the next thing I knew there was weight on my chest again, warm and deliberate. Darkness swallowed me as a cloak slid over my head, sealing out the light. Then heat—slick, unmistakable—pressed against my mouth. I jolted in surprise, breath catching as instinct took over.

This wasn’t Ylva.

But it was a body I knew.

“That was quite a show,” a familiar, husky voice murmured. “You made me wet all over again. Think you could help me with that?” 

Anne.

She drew the cloak aside just enough for me to see her face hovering above me, flushed, eyes bright with want. She smiled, slow and coaxing. “Please?”

“How long have you been here?” I asked, but the question softened as my tongue traced her, a long, confident stroke that made her gasp and roll her hips forward.

“Oh… since you first slid into Ylva,” she admitted on a breathy laugh. “I had to see for myself if the rumors were true. I’ve felt you before, dancing—felt that thickness. Ylva wasn’t exaggerating.” She shuddered. “Shame I can’t take you properly tonight. I promised her your come. And really”—she smiled down at me—“you’re not the kind of man who goes twice in a row anymore, are you?”

I chuckled against her, the vibration pulling a groan from her throat. “No. Those days are behind me. But my mouth?” I flicked my tongue again, slower this time. “My mouth is very much at your disposal. Like this?”

“Yes—oh God, yes. Just like that. Don’t stop.” Her voice fractured as pleasure took over, her fingers tightening in my hair.

I settled into her, tasting her fully, unhurried and intent. Her responses came quickly—sharp cries, low moans, her thighs trembling as the first wave hit. Then another. And another. I lost count as her body tightened and released again and again, each climax ripping through her with less warning than the last.

Suddenly, hands wrapped around my cock. Warmth spilled over me, then a mouth closed around me, hot and eager. Ylva had returned, trying to coax life back into me with lips and tongue, but it was too soon. Even with two women working me, my body refused. After a moment, Ylva laughed softly and withdrew, understanding without a word.

So I focused on Anne.

I gave her everything I had left, using my mouth with purpose, adjusting as she shifted. She moved restlessly—first straddling my chest, then turning onto all fours, angling herself so I could reach her in new ways. Every change brought fresh sounds from her lips. She never stopped moaning. At regular intervals she cried out, her whole body shuddering as another orgasm tore through her.

Finally, she sank back onto my chest and swept the cloak open. Light flooded in. She looked down at me, hair mussed, skin glowing, a satisfied smile curving her mouth.

“For the finale,” she said softly, eyes dark with promise, “I want something truly unforgettable.”

She leaned closer. “Please.”

She tossed the cloak aside so the dimness lifted and I could finally see her—open, flushed, unguarded. She settled back on her knees and leaned into her hands, chest arched, thighs parted with a deliberate slowness that made my mouth water. Inch by inch she guided herself closer, until the heat of her was right there, hovering, tempting.

When I brushed my tongue over her clit she shuddered hard, a sharp inhale tearing from her throat. I held her hips, anchoring her, and began lazily—long, unhurried strokes that traced her slick folds from bottom to top, savoring the taste of her, the way her body answered me. She rocked against my mouth, needy, pushing and pulling, her ass lifting and falling as if she couldn’t decide whether to flee the sensation or drown in it.

When her movements grew frantic, when she started to grind against my face without rhythm or mercy, I tightened my grip on her ass, forcing her to slow. My palm slid over her belly, taut and warm, and my fingers found her clit again, circling, pressing just enough. She cried out, a broken sound, her moans splintering into sharp little screams that climbed higher and closer together, like she was being pulled apart by pleasure.

Then it hit her. Her whole body locked, breath stolen. Only her hips moved now, trembling in quick, desperate pulses against my mouth as she sobbed out the release. I stayed with her, tongue firm and steady, feeling the waves roll through her as her body shook and shuddered under my hands.

Eventually the tension drained from her limbs. She slumped forward and sank down onto my chest, boneless and glowing. A laugh spilled out of her—loose, satisfied, almost disbelieving.

“Yes,” she murmured, voice thick with aftershocks. “God, yes. That was incredible. Exactly what I needed. I can still feel it.”

Ylva’s laughter drifted in as she stepped back into view, her own cloak falling open to reveal her nakedness—those beautiful breasts rising proudly as she knelt beside us. “From the sounds of it,” she said warmly, “I’d say he did a very thorough job.”

I lay there between them, my hands roaming lazily over smooth skin, bellies and breasts, the three of us basking in that soft, drowsy calm that follows intense pleasure. I felt loose, content, quietly overwhelmed by how natural it felt to be held in their orbit.

After a while, not wanting the night to slip away just yet, I smiled and said, “What do you say to something to eat—and a beer?”

We ended up at our usual place, the three of us tucked into a corner, laughing easily, the evening stretching on in that gentle, satisfied way that made it feel like nothing in the world needed to hurry.


Chapter 2

The next morning I didn’t delegate the task. I went to the flower shop myself, wanting the weight of the choice in my hands, the quiet intimacy of deciding. I lingered among the buckets until I found the right roses—lush, velvety red, their scent heavy and unmistakable. Two generous bouquets: one for Anne, one for Ylva. Then, almost without thinking, I added four dark, almost wine-colored blooms to Ylva’s bundle, their petals thick and dramatic, undeniably suggestive. For Anne, I slipped in a single stem of polyanthus, crowned with clusters of small, delicate blossoms—soft, charming, quietly intimate. I had both arrangements delivered straight to their offices.

At lunchtime, they stormed into mine.

Anne planted her hands on my desk, her expression carefully severe. “You wicked man,” she scolded, voice low and theatrical. “Sending roses like that. They were lovely, truly—but a proper gentleman wouldn’t expose us so shamelessly.” Ylva stood beside her, mirroring the stern look, both of them hovering close enough that their perfume curled around me.

The façade cracked almost immediately. Ylva’s lips twitched, then she broke into a wide, luminous smile, and within seconds they were both laughing, the sound warm and unrestrained. They leaned in, hugging me, thanking me, their bodies soft and familiar against mine. Ylva pressed close, her embrace generous, playful—my face drawn briefly into the lush valley of her cleavage as she squeezed me. It was impossible not to grin. We ended up sharing a long, easy lunch together, the kind that left a pleasant hum in my body long afterward.

Later that afternoon, I crossed paths with Margareta in one of the quieter corridors. She had joined the company years ago as a trainee, and while she’d been pretty enough then, time had honed her into something far more deliberate. She’d grown into her look, embraced it—her red hair a declaration, her curves unapologetic. Now she was a striking redhead, full-breasted and confident, keenly aware of the effect she had. I’d watched her more than once in meetings, leaning forward at just the right moment, her neckline dipping deep enough to unsettle the men across the table and give her the upper hand.

Her competence more than matched her allure. She’d excelled in every rotation, climbed quickly, and by thirty-four she was already heading accounts—young for our firm, but undeniably earned. I had no doubt she was destined for the CFO chair when it eventually opened.

She smiled when she saw me, that familiar, knowing curve of her lips, then lowered her gaze, lashes shadowing her cheeks.

“Thank you for the show last night,” I said softly as we paused. “It was breathtaking. You were stunning—truly, ravishingly beautiful.”

She looked up, color blooming across her face, the blush deep and genuine. “I’m glad you recognized me,” she admitted, her voice quieter now. “I was afraid you might… and at the same time, I wanted you to. You’ve been so kind, so supportive over the years. I wanted you to know it was me—me thanking you, showing my gratitude.” She smiled again, still flushed. “I’m happy you enjoyed it.”

The next day I was chairing a steering committee for one of our larger IT initiatives, the kind of meeting that usually demanded iron focus and a carefully neutral expression. Halfway through the agenda, my attention snagged on something entirely unexpected. Karin, the project manager, sat a few seats down from me, apparently absorbed in the discussion—yet her fingers were busy. She was toying with a tiny scrap of white fur pinned deliberately to the lapel of her jacket.

As if she felt my gaze, she lifted her eyes. Our looks locked. She gave the slightest nod, a secret acknowledgment meant only for me, and a wash of pink bloomed across her cheeks.

My pulse jumped.

Moments later, as if the universe had decided to test my self-control further, I noticed Britt across the table. Around her neck hung a thin chain, and suspended from it was a small tuft of black fur, dark and unmistakable. She caught me staring and, with infuriating calm, slid her fingers down the soft length of it, stroking it slowly while holding my gaze. Her mouth curved into a confident, knowing smile. Unlike Karin, she didn’t blush at all.

I had to fight to keep my face composed, my voice steady as I guided the meeting forward. Inside, my thoughts were anything but professional. Images surged up uninvited—Karin’s slim, pale body, that honest blonde hair framing her sex so intimately that it revealed her delicate slit, her small breasts tipped with long, tight nipples that begged for attention. And Britt—lush, generous, her curves moving with hypnotic grace, that silky black hair between her thighs swaying as she danced for me, her body all heat and promise.

It was torture to stay focused. I somehow brought the meeting to a close without revealing just how undone I was.

Afterward, I asked them quietly to come to my office. No hesitation, no false modesty—they agreed at once. As I waited for them to enter, another memory surfaced: how years ago I’d stepped in at a critical moment and saved both their projects—and their careers. I’d championed them, put their names forward again and again. Only now did I fully appreciate just how stunning those asses I’d metaphorically saved truly were.

The door closed behind us, sealing the space.

“I wanted to thank you,” I said, my voice low, deliberate, “for an exceptionally enjoyable performance last night.” I let my gaze move between them. “And now that you’ve made it clear you wanted to be recognized… I can only say you were breathtaking. Both of you. Same temptation, different colors.”

They exchanged a glance, then looked back at me, blushing and smiling all at once, clearly pleased that their message had landed exactly where they intended.

“You’ve always been so good to us,” Britt said, her tone warm, sincere. “Karin and I have talked about it more than once. We wanted to show our gratitude, but we didn’t know how—at least not at first. Then I had an idea.” Her smile widened. “I suggested to Ylva that we give you a more private version of our show. It turns out we weren’t the only ones who felt that way. So… thank you. And whatever comes next for you—good luck.”

Karin shifted her weight, eyes bright, breath a little quick. “I felt that the regular performance wasn’t enough,” she added softly. “Not to express how thankful I am. I think you noticed when I suggested extending it.” A mischievous spark lit her face. “I had to push a bit, but once they understood, everyone was eager. It was thrilling… being that naughty.”

“And I backed you instantly,” Britt cut in with a laugh, eager and unashamed. “I agree—it was incredibly fun. And honestly? Being completely naked while performing was such a powerful turn-on.”

I exhaled slowly, letting my appreciation show. “I loved it,” I said simply. “Your bodies are magnificent, and your dancing—extraordinary. I don’t think I can ever thank you enough.”

Karin stepped toward me then, a provocative smile playing on her lips. She wrapped herself around me in a full-body embrace, pressing against me with lingering intent, her softness unmistakable. Britt laughed and nudged her aside, determined not to be left out, clearly intent on claiming her own moment just as intimately.

They left together, shoulders back, smiles bright and unmistakably proud, as if they were carrying a delicious secret between them.

The next morning my secretary announced Eva and ushered her in. She worked in PR and had brought the draft of the press release about my retirement. Efficient as ever, she settled into the chair opposite me, crossing her legs, the faint scent of her perfume drifting across the desk. We went through the wording line by line, smoothing phrases, weighing headlines, finally choosing a photograph that felt dignified without being stiff.

When we were done, she didn’t rise immediately. Instead, she lingered, fingers clasped in her lap. Then she looked up at me with a curious, almost playful seriousness.

“You don’t recognize me, do you?” she asked, her tone light, almost teasing.

I frowned, confused. “Of course I do. You’re Eva. You’ve done excellent work in PR these last years, and before that in Marketing.” I smiled, still unsure what she was getting at.

Her cheeks warmed, color blooming slowly. “Thank you. Your support has meant more to me than you know.” She hesitated, then lifted her gaze and held it. “But I meant… you didn’t recognize me from the show the other night.”

As if to punctuate her words, her hand drifted to a small piece of soft nappa leather she was wearing, worrying it gently between her fingers.

Understanding hit me all at once. “Oh—” I laughed softly, then cleared my throat. “It was a stunning performance. Truly. You looked… incredible.” My voice faltered despite myself. “I can’t remember the last time I saw a woman like you. Not since my wife left, years ago. You were—” I stopped short, suddenly worried I’d crossed a line.

She didn’t look offended. Quite the opposite. A slow, knowing smile curved her lips. “You mean you liked my shaved pussy,” she said, sweet and direct at the same time. “The others have such beautiful, lush bushes. I knew I had to be different if I wanted to be noticed… remembered.”

Her voice softened, grew more intimate. “Being bare like that makes me feel so exposed. There’s nothing to hide behind. Every look feels like it goes straight into my cunt. The skin on my mound becomes unbearably sensitive.” Her eyes darkened. “When you kissed me there… I felt it all the way down, in the deepest place where I feel like a woman.”

She fell quiet, caught in the echo of her own memory, breathing a little faster.

Then she straightened, composure returning. “I didn’t want you to remember just a shaved pussy from the show. I wanted you to know it was mine. That it was me.” She stood, smoothing her skirt. “Thank you—for everything.”

For a moment I could only stare, stunned by her candor, by the confidence with which she owned her desire and her ambition. Times had changed; women like Eva knew exactly what they wanted, and they weren’t afraid to say it.

I rose to see her out. She stepped easily into my arms, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. She was petite, her body fitting against mine, and when she looked up at me her smile was warm, almost affectionate, before she turned and left.

That evening I stayed late, sorting through papers, emptying drawers, trying to make sense of the end of an era. The office was quiet, the kind of quiet that settles only after everyone else has gone home. A soft knock sounded at the outer door, then it opened and closed again.

My own door stood ajar. Caroline from HR appeared, pausing when she saw me. She smiled.

“Hi. I was hoping you’d still be here,” she said lightly. “People about to retire often stay late their last evenings. Hard to let go, I suppose.” She held up a folder. “I’ve got some pension documents ready for your signature. It can wait until tomorrow, of course—but it would help if we could take care of it tonight.”

She remained in the doorway, watching me, waiting for my answer.

“Caroline, come in,” I said, motioning her closer. “Please. It’s actually nice not to be alone for a moment. You’re right—it’s harder than I thought to tear myself away. Let’s go through the papers now, and stay. I’ll need you to walk me through the more… creative parts.”

She smiled and stepped inside, closing the door softly behind her. Caroline had always been easy to be around—warm, competent, the kind of woman who made even tedious bureaucracy feel manageable. We’d worked side by side for years, long enough that her presence felt familiar, almost comforting.

She placed a neat stack of documents on my desk and took a seat opposite me while I began reading. It didn’t take long before the legal phrasing tangled itself into knots. I asked a question, then another, and she leaned forward, forearms resting on the desk as she pointed out clauses and footnotes. When it became too awkward from across the table, she rose and came around to my side, bending closer so we could read together.

She stood just behind my shoulder, close enough that I could feel the gentle heat of her body. Her perfume—something understated and feminine—curled into my senses, distracting in a way I hadn’t expected. Each time she shifted, the soft brush of her presence made it harder to focus on the numbers in front of me.

It took a while to get through everything.

At last I leaned back, exhaling. “All right. I think I’ve got it now. Thank you. Truly. Impeccable work, as always. Where do you want me to sign?”

She gathered the papers, arranged them carefully, and guided my hand from page to page, summarizing each document with practiced efficiency. When she finished, she stacked them neatly and remained standing, one hand braced on the edge of my desk.

“That’s everything,” she said. “I’m glad we could do this tonight. I’ll process it first thing in the morning. If there’s any issue with the pension payments, call me directly.”

“Thank you,” I replied. “I will. Though I doubt there’ll be a problem with you overseeing it. And I have to say—the pension is better than I expected.”

She didn’t move right away. Instead, she stayed where she was, watching me with a small, knowing smile that made me shift in my chair.

“Is there… something else?” I asked gently.

She hesitated, then sighed. “No. Well. Maybe one thing.” Her expression softened, almost wounded. “I’m disappointed that you didn’t recognize me. We’ve worked together for so long. You’ve always been kind to me. And still—you didn’t recognize me.”

I frowned, genuinely unsettled. “Caroline, of course I recognize you. I would anywhere.”

“Not the other night,” she said quietly. Then, with deliberate slowness, she reached into her blouse and drew out a hint of rich brown mink fur from her cleavage. Her sadness vanished, replaced by a radiant, teasing smile.

“Oh—” I swallowed. “You were the brown mink. The woman with that incredible body, the silk against her skin—” I stopped myself, flustered. “You were… stunning. But you can’t fault me for not placing you. Your face was veiled.”

She laughed softly. “But you recognized some of the others,” she said, eyes sparkling. “Margareta, for instance.” Her voice dropped into something lower, more intimate as she moved around me, coming to stand just behind my chair.

“Yes, I did peg Margareta,” I admitted, a little sheepish. “There aren’t that many flame-haired women with curves like that. It narrowed the field.”

She made a soft, teasing sound behind me. “Oh? So you admire her figure. Voluptuous, you said.” Her voice dipped, playful but edged with curiosity. “And what about mine? And you still haven’t explained that ‘silky’ detail you mentioned earlier.” She laughed lightly. “Go on. I’m listening.”

I swallowed, heat creeping up my neck. “The silky part,” I said carefully, “was your hair. Down there. I’ve always loved a woman with a lush softness between her thighs—the fuller, the better. And you…” I hesitated, then decided honesty suited the moment. “You have an incredible body. Those hips, that generous ass, breasts that move like they enjoy being noticed. More than a handful, really. Trust me, you have absolutely nothing to envy in anyone else. You’re stunning.” 

I meant it. Every word.

“Oh wow,” she breathed, clearly delighted. I heard her giggle, low and pleased. “You have no idea how good that is to hear.” Then, teasing again, “So tell me—do you think you’d recognize me next time? I should make very sure of it, whether we meet clothed… or not.” Her laughter deepened as she reached for my chair.

She turned me to face her.

Caroline stood there, the buttons of her dress undone from collar to hem, though the fabric still clung together as if pretending at modesty. She paused, as though giving me a moment to catch my breath, then stepped back and let the dress fall open.

The air left my lungs in a sharp gasp.

She wore stockings—sleek, elegant stay-ups—but nothing beneath them. No panties at all. For a split second I wondered if she’d somehow slipped out of them while standing behind me, or if she’d walked into my office already bare. One look told me the truth: the dark, abundant softness between her thighs had been carefully brushed, fluffed into a silky, luxurious halo. There was no way fabric had been anywhere near it. She’d come to see me like this on purpose.

Her gaze dropped, lashes lowered, suddenly shy.

Then the dress slid completely to the floor.

She still wore her bra, but only for a heartbeat. Her hands moved behind her back, a soft snap sounded, and the straps loosened. The cups slipped down her arms and joined the dress at her feet. Caroline straightened slowly, rolling her shoulders back, presenting herself without apology. Her breasts were full, heavy, alive in a way that made my fingers ache. She began to touch herself, palms moving over the curves she knew so well.

When she lifted her eyes to mine, she smiled—warm, intimate, confident. She shifted her weight, just enough to make everything sway.

“Describe me,” she murmured. “Really look at me. Put me into words so you won’t forget.” She took a small step closer, her voice softening. “You can touch me if it helps,” she added, almost bashful, shivering as she closed the distance.

“Oh my god,” I breathed. “You’re breathtaking. It feels impossible to do you justice—but I’ll try.”

I let my gaze travel slowly, reverently. “You have rich brown hair, always styled just a little differently—modern, confident. I’ve noticed how you change it, like you enjoy reinventing yourself. Your eyes are curious, intelligent, always taking things in. High cheekbones, a generous, expressive mouth that seems made for smiling.” My hand lifted without conscious thought, brushing gently over her cheek. “Your skin is smooth, warm… made to be touched.”

Caroline’s expression softened, the last tremor leaving her body as if my words had anchored her. She looked calmer now, almost languid. I set my hands on her shoulders, letting my palms linger, sliding over warm skin, down the firm lines of her upper arms, appreciating the quiet strength there.

“Well,” I murmured, letting my thumbs trace slow circles, “those shoulders… strong, capable. And your arms too. I’d wager you lift weights now and then. Not obsessively—just enough to feel powerful in your body. Am I right?” I paused deliberately, wanting to feel her response, to give her space to breathe into the moment.

She laughed, light and pleased. “I do, actually. Once a week or so. I don’t want to end up looking like a bodybuilder.” Her giggle carried no embarrassment. If anything, she stepped closer, closing the distance she’d been pretending to keep. When my hands drifted lower, cupping the fullness of her breasts, I saw it in her eyes—the unmistakable spark of expectation.

“And then,” I went on, my voice dropping, “there’s this.” I cradled her breasts properly now, feeling their weight settle into my palms. “Heavy, lush, undeniably real. No surgeon’s hand here—just nature being generous. And those nipples…” I brushed over them with my thumbs, watched them tighten, darken. “Perfectly made. They move when you do. They sway because they’re alive.”

Her breath hitched. That was all the permission I needed.

I let my hands travel downward, unhurried, following the gentle slope of her torso. “A narrow waist,” I said softly, “and a softly rounded belly. Strong, but feminine. That’s the training again—working with your body, not against it.” She laughed again, a little breathless this time, as my fingers traced her shape.

Then I slid my hands down the outside of her thighs, all the way to her knees, before taking my time on the return journey, slower now, more deliberate. “Beautiful legs,” I said, kneading the muscle there, feeling how firm they were beneath my touch. “Powerful thighs. I imagine you can do quite a lot with these.”

My left thumb brushed dangerously close along her inner thigh while my other hand stayed at the back of her leg, grounding her. She shivered when my thumb reached the very top, hovering just shy of where she wanted it most. “And your skin,” I added quietly, lifting my thumb away at the last second, “so impossibly soft.”

I caught her by the ass then, both hands closing over her cheeks, squeezing, testing their weight. “Yes,” I said with a slow smile, “just as I remembered. A perfect heart-shaped ass. Full, firm, beautifully trained. The kind that begs to be watched when it moves. When it bounces.”

I held her like that for a moment, my fingers digging in just enough to make her gasp, before nudging her back a fraction, forcing her to stand on her own again.

“And now,” I said, deliberately solemn, letting the words hang, “we come to the most exquisite adornment of the female form.” My gaze dropped between us. “Your pussy hair.”

I described it as if it were art. “Thick, dark brown. Long, silky. Clearly cared for, but not overmanaged. You’ve left it lush, generous. I love that. It blankets your mons completely, hiding the entrance like a secret meant only for the worthy.”

I drew her back to me, my hands returning to her buttocks, pulling her close until my face met the softness there. I pressed my cheek into her bush, breathing her in. Her body trembled again, helpless this time.

“So soft,” I murmured against her, inhaling deeply. “And that scent… warm, unmistakably you.” I kissed her mons through the silk of her hair, squeezing her ass harder as I did. “When I look at you like this, all I see is a woman utterly at home in her body. Gorgeous. Confident. Incredibly sexy.”

To break the intensity before it swallowed us both, I gave her ass a playful smack. She startled, laughing as she jumped back.

She stood there, naked and glowing, looking at me in silence. Then, slowly, starting in her eyes and spreading to her lips, a smile bloomed—wide, satisfied, and full of promise.

“Oh my God… I loved that,” she breathed, a little breathless, a little dazed. “No one has ever looked at me—or talked about me—like that before. It was such a turn-on. Even stronger than dancing onstage.” Her smile turned wicked. “Heart-shaped, you said?”

She turned her back to me and gave her hips a slow, teasing shimmy, her ass swaying deliberately as if she were letting me admire a favorite secret all over again.

Then, without warning, she spun my chair and positioned herself behind me. I felt her presence before I heard her voice, warm and close.

“There’s… something else,” she said softly, uncertainty threading through her tone. “The girls sent me on another assignment.” A pause. “They said I’d be the right one to ask. Experienced, apparently.” She hesitated, then confessed, “I volunteered.”

Silence stretched, thick and loaded.

“Well… we just want to know if it’s true,” she murmured, fumbling slightly now. “The rumors, I mean. Office gossip.” Her voice dropped even lower, lips nearly brushing my ear. “They want to know if your cock is really as big as everyone says.”

She went still behind me, the boldness draining away as quickly as it had come. After a moment, she whispered, almost pleading, “Please don’t make me go back empty-handed. I promised them I’d find out.” A beat. “And… I’ve already shown you mine, haven’t I?”

I swallowed, buying myself time. “Well… yes. You have. More than once,” I admitted. “If you really insist… all right. But don’t build it up too much.”

Her relief was immediate and radiant. “Oh, thank heavens,” she laughed, the familiar sparkle rushing back into her voice. “You have no idea how scared I was you’d say no.” She clapped her hands once, energized. “So—shall we? May I help?”

She spun the chair again so I faced her. Leaning over me with sudden purpose, she went to work before I could protest—loosening my belt, popping the button of my trousers, sliding the zipper down with practiced ease. My tie came off next, then my shirt, her fingers efficient, confident, almost clinical in their focus.

She straightened and stood there, eyes shining. 

“The moment of truth,” she announced solemnly, then giggled. “I’ve been dying with curiosity.”

She bent again, grasped my waistband, and I lifted my hips to help. In one smooth motion she tugged my pants and underwear down. Then she stepped back.

She stared.

For a fleeting second, something like doubt crossed her face—followed by uncertainty, calculation. She didn’t say a word. One hand drifted absently to her own mound, fingers sliding through the thick, dark curls there as if grounding herself. Her other hand closed gently around my cock, still soft, still resting.

She watched closely as it responded to her touch, thickening, lifting, waking slowly beneath her fingers. Her expression shifted as the seconds passed—from concern to concentration, from concentration to cautious hope.

When I reached a half-hard state, the tension in her face finally eased. She kept stroking, eyes widening as the change continued, her mouth falling slightly open as realization dawned.

“Oh… good Lord,” she whispered. Then, softer still, reverent and relieved, “Oh… goodness gracious me.”

I understood her reaction all too well. I’d seen it before, that flicker of doubt followed by stunned recalculation. Soft, I never made a convincing first impression—unassuming, even disappointing. But once stirred, I changed, swelling far beyond expectation, growing in a way most men didn’t. It always caught people off guard.

At first glance she’d clearly assumed the office chatter had been wildly inflated, the kind of fantasy gossip women traded for amusement. I could almost hear her scrambling for something kind to say, something to soften the letdown. But her face betrayed her before her mouth could. The surprise was written too plainly. She simply hadn’t believed a body could do this.

“Oh… oh yes,” she breathed, wonder creeping into her voice. “So it’s true then. The rumor, I mean. And even more than we imagined. My goodness… yes. It really is big.”

She studied me openly now, no pretense left, her gaze flicking over my length with growing appreciation, a slow smile curving her lips. Then she sucked in a sharp breath and bent toward me, drawn as if by instinct. Her mouth brushed the tip in a tentative kiss that sent a jolt straight through me. A soft moan slipped from her as she took just the head between her lips, stretching to accommodate me, savoring me for a brief, delicious moment.

She pulled back and looked up at me, eyes bright, cheeks flushed, clearly pleased with herself. Rising, she stood before me with her feet slightly apart, one hand drifting back to her mound, stroking herself through the fabric as if grounding herself. Her expression shifted again, thoughtful now, almost troubled.

“Now I seem to have a little problem,” she said gently, meeting my eyes. “And I was wondering if you might help me solve it.” She tilted her head, polite to a fault. “You see, I also promised the girls something else. Accurate measurements.”

The sight of her touching herself, combined with the calm, professional way she said it, made me throb hard. She noticed immediately.

“May I take that as a yes?” she asked, grinning. “It would make me very happy.”

She didn’t wait for confirmation. Dropping to her knees, she wrapped her hand around me and glanced up, smiling as if we were sharing a private joke.

“I know I can coax a bit more out of you,” she said softly. “Harder too. We should probably wait for that before measuring, don’t you think?”

She didn’t pause for an answer. Her hand began to move, slow and knowing, her mouth joining in with practiced ease. I responded eagerly, thickening and lengthening until even her generous grip couldn’t quite circle me anymore, her fingers no longer meeting around my shaft just as she’d predicted.

Then, abruptly, she stopped.

“I think that’s as impressive as it’s going to get,” Caroline said, eyes dancing with mischief. “Wouldn’t you agree? Which means it’s time.”

“All right,” I said, swallowing. “But don’t you need a ruler or something?”

I hadn’t seen her bring anything like that.

“Well, if you insist on a ruler, I can use one,” she replied lightly. “But I do have other methods. Very reliable. Very precise, I’d say.” She laughed, low and delighted.

“Oh,” I said, trying to match her tone, my pulse racing. “In that case… what sort of measurement did you have in mind?”

Caroline tried first to span me between her thumb and forefinger, her brows knitting when the distance fell short. She adjusted, swapped fingers, stretched again, her touch careful and oddly reverent, as if she were afraid of misreading something precious. When she finally found a combination that worked, she sucked in a sharp breath, eyes widening with unguarded astonishment.

Then she shifted her focus to my girth. Both hands came into play now, palms sliding, fingers struggling to meet. Her lips parted in a helpless little sound as she completed the circle.

“Oh… oh my,” she murmured, awe thick in her voice. “You really are enormous. Truly. And—God—you’re beautiful too.” She laughed softly, already glowing with anticipation. “Just wait until I tell the girls about this.”

She remained kneeling, but leaned back onto her heels, studying me as if she’d uncovered a delicious secret. Her smile was wide, satisfied, and openly hungry.

“Is that really the reliable method you were talking about?” I teased, unable to keep the grin from my own face. “It doesn’t strike me as particularly scientific. I still think you need an actual ruler. Maybe a tape measure.”

She went still, a private smile playing at the corners of her mouth as she considered me. After a moment she lifted her gaze, calm and composed again.

“You’re absolutely right,” she said lightly. “That wasn’t accurate at all.” Her eyes sparkled. “That was only a preliminary assessment. I needed it to calibrate the real instrument.” A soft giggle escaped her. “An exceptional device, always within reach. Very precise. Never lets me down.” Her laughter deepened, then faltered, her breath wavering. “Are you ready for it?”

Her voice trembled now, and so did her hands—but her resolve didn’t waver. In one decisive motion she spread her knees wide and tugged my chair forward, positioning me squarely between her thighs. She wrapped her hand around me, guiding me to the slick heat waiting for me. Without hesitation, she lowered herself, taking me in one smooth, urgent descent until I was buried deep inside her.

“Oh my God,” she cried, a shudder racing through her. “It fits the meter perfectly.”

She began to move, long, confident strokes, riding me with a rhythm that quickly unraveled us both. Her excitement surged, breath breaking into sharp cries, until suddenly she slammed herself down hard, climax ripping through her. She stayed there, trembling, head tipped back as the aftershocks rolled through her body.

When she finally lifted herself, I braced for more—already aching for it—but she surprised me. She stood fully, stepping back with bright, triumphant eyes and a radiant smile.

“You’re done?” I asked, unable to hide my disappointment. “You’ve got everything you need?”

She laughed, rich and wicked. “Oh no. Not even close. That was just warming up the meter.” Her giggle bubbled over. “Now it’s time for the real measurement.”

She moved briskly around my desk, sweeping aside the few items resting there. Then she climbed onto it, settling herself confidently on top.

“Come,” she called softly, her voice trembling again, thick with promise. “The meter is ready for you now.”

I circled the desk, and as I drew near she scooted forward until the edge pressed beneath her. Her legs opened with deliberate ease, heels braced wide, toes firm against the floor. She leaned back on straightened arms, lifting her hips in a silent, unmistakable invitation. Every line of her body said she was waiting for me—open, ready, unashamed.

“What a wonderfully generous desk you have,” she murmured, laughter threading through her words. “Plenty of space for such… precise work.” Her eyes glittered. “Go on. Step into my meter. I promise, it’s perfectly safe.”

There was nothing to misread in that. I’d been moments away from asking, from checking myself out of habit, but she had already cleared the path. She knew exactly what she was doing—and exactly what she wanted.

When I moved in, her breath caught in pleased little sounds as I eased into her inch by inch. She welcomed me with a warmth that stole my focus, drawing me deeper until there was nowhere else to go. I paused there, surrounded by her, and let my gaze wander over her flushed skin, the rise and fall of her chest, the soft abandon in her expression.

She lifted herself then, fingers threading into my hair, and pulled me down into a kiss that erased any remaining restraint. It was slow at first, then hungry—mouths open, tongues tangling, the kind of kiss that left no doubt about what followed.

“Mmm… wonderful,” she breathed against my lips. Then, with a playful seriousness that barely masked her desire, she added, “Now stop admiring and start using the equipment. It’s built for endurance.”

I gripped her hips, anchoring myself, and began to move. She met me eagerly, rocking into each motion, her body responding with intuitive ease. This time she lingered in the pleasure, savoring the rhythm, letting it build rather than rushing toward the edge. The way she held me, the way she shifted around me, kept changing—tightening, yielding—until sensation blurred into something intoxicating.

Her breathing grew uneven, soft sounds slipping free each time I pressed deeper. I didn’t need words to know where she was headed; she made it beautifully clear. For a fleeting second I marveled at how natural this felt, how effortlessly she guided us, as if we’d done this before—even though we hadn’t.

I stayed with her, matching her pace, helping her climb when she leaned into it and waiting when she paused simply to feel. Then her body went taut, a shudder passing through her, and with a sharp, breathless cry she tipped over the edge. Pleasure tore through her, leaving her trembling and undone as she collapsed back against the desk, chest heaving.

I was still deep inside her, feeling every aftershock ripple through her. Slowly, deliberately, she tightened again, coaxing, drawing me further in with subtle movements that made my breath hitch. She looked up at me then, eyes bright and satisfied, and tugged me closer until there was no space left between us.

“My meter is fully charged now,” she said, her tone composed but threaded with unmistakable delight. “As deep as it goes. Measurements complete.” A slow smile curved her lips. “Lovely, isn’t it?”

After lavishing my cock with that unhurried, indulgent attention, she finally nudged me back and slid off the desk. Before I could even miss the heat of her, she stepped straight into me, wrapping herself around my body as if she belonged there. Her breasts pressed to my chest, her thighs snug against mine, and her mouth claimed me in a slow, lingering kiss that tasted of sex and satisfaction.

She pulled back just enough to smile. 

“Oh, we’re not finished,” she murmured, her voice low and amused. “A proper metering requires a second method. You know… for verification.” Her gaze dipped pointedly between us. “But first, we should make sure you’re still good and hard.”

With deliberate grace, she sank to her knees in front of me. I was already thick and heavy, but she treated me as if it were a personal ritual, taking her time, sealing her lips around me and drawing me in slowly. Her mouth was warm, knowing, unhurried. She suckled and teased, her tongue tracing familiar paths, her hand cradling my balls as if she were reminding them of their duty. I stood there, jaw tight, breathing shallow, letting her do exactly what she pleased.

When she finally rose, she wiped her mouth with a satisfied little smile. 

“Lovely,” she said softly. “I adore how you taste after you’ve worked hard inside me. Different. Better.” Her eyes glittered. “So… shall we proceed with the proof?”

She hugged me again, close and confident, and it struck me then—she seemed utterly certain I wouldn’t lose control this time. Maybe she knew men like me needed a pause between storms. Or maybe she’d been monitoring everything from the start. Either way, it only sharpened my curiosity.

She stepped away and turned her back to me, moving with purpose. Facing the desk, she bent forward, planting her hands, presenting herself without a hint of hesitation. Her ass lifted toward me, full and inviting, and she gave it a slow, teasing wiggle that made my cock jump.

“Well?” she laughed over her shoulder. “The meter’s ready again. Come in—well, mount might be the better word. Either way, you’re welcome.”

I moved in, eager, but my aim slipped and the head of my cock brushed against the wrong place. 

“Oh no, not the back entrance,” she exclaimed, swaying forward with a laugh. “It’s not that I don’t enjoy a cock in my ass now and then—it can be quite nice.” Her tone turned mock-serious. “But the meter isn’t there. And besides, you’re far too big for that particular door.”

She straightened suddenly. “Wait. I’m missing something.”

She walked around the desk, leaving me standing there, confused and watching. She knelt, rummaged through her clothes, and when she rose again, the answer became clear. She slipped into her high heels, fastening them with practiced ease.

I’ve always loved women in heels—the way they change a woman’s posture, sharpen her confidence, exaggerate every curve. When she walked back toward me, taller, sleeker, utterly composed, my cock twitched hard in response. She was a stunning sight, perfectly aware of the effect she was having—and clearly enjoying every second of it.

She slipped back into place with practiced ease, her heels clicking softly before she bent forward again, presenting herself. Her hips rolled in a slow, teasing rhythm, wordless now, and she glanced over her shoulder with a wide, knowing smile that sent heat straight through me. That look was invitation enough. I stepped in close, breath caught, and this time the head of my cock brushed exactly where she wanted it—warm, slick, waiting.

The heels had lifted her just enough. I realized it with a rush of appreciation: I didn’t have to crouch or strain. My body lined up perfectly with hers, my hips flush to her ass, her pussy offered at just the right height. For my pleasure. For control. A stray thought flickered through my mind—those heels were far higher than any reasonable office wear. She hadn’t grabbed them on a whim. She’d planned this. The realization only made me harder.

I pressed forward once, slowly, feeling her open around me, welcoming, already molten and ready. She let out a low sound, half encouragement, half relief. Another deliberate thrust and I was buried halfway, her heat gripping me snugly, greedily, just as she’d promised. When I pushed the third time, deep and sure, I slid fully inside her. Her response was immediate—a deep, unguarded moan that vibrated through her body and straight into mine.

I began to move in long, unhurried strokes, testing, learning, savoring the way her pussy responded to each inch. I wanted to know what made her gasp, what made her tense, what made her melt. I reached around her, my hands closing over her breasts as they hung heavy and exposed, kneading them with intent, thumbs brushing her nipples until she shuddered. She pushed back against me, firm on her heels, matching my rhythm, and it didn’t take long to feel it—that unspoken demand for more. Harder. Faster. Deeper.

When I gave it to her, she unraveled beautifully. Her breathing turned ragged, her composure cracking as soft moans spilled from her mouth, then sharper cries that she didn’t bother to restrain. I slid one hand down between us, finding her clit slick and swollen, and touched her there with purpose. That was all it took. She came hard, her body clenching around me, but she didn’t stop moving, didn’t pull away. She stayed with me, chasing the sensation.

I kept driving into her, relentless, and soon another orgasm tore through her, shorter, sharper, but still hungry. It wasn’t enough to slow me. I stayed buried in her, fucking her through it, knowing she wasn’t finished yet.

The third one hit her like a wave she hadn’t braced for. Her entire body tightened, her pussy spasming around my cock in long, rolling contractions that stole my breath. I thrust deep and held myself there, pressing into her with everything I had, just as instinct demanded. The rippling continued, intense and drawn out, until suddenly she clenched down hard, gripping me with surprising strength, and let out a high, piercing cry that echoed in the room. She held me like that for long seconds, tight and unyielding, before her body finally softened and slowly, luxuriously, let go.

“Cut and print!” she shouted abruptly, breathless, pushing back just enough to force me out of her. She straightened and turned to face me, her expression radiant—flushed with triumph, lust, and sheer satisfaction all at once.

“That,” she said, glowing, “was flawless metering. You’re a quick study. You drove into me hard and then held perfectly still at exactly the right moment—just before I was even going to say anything. Absolutely splendid. Now let’s see how the readings compare.”

She grew quiet then, a private smile curving her lips, and absentmindedly tapped her clit with two fingers, as if she were entering data on an invisible keyboard, still riding the aftershocks of what we’d just done.

“Yes—yes,” she murmured at last, voice soft with satisfaction, as if reading a screen only she could see. “The numbers line up beautifully. Perfectly, really.” She gave a thoughtful hum, tapping an imaginary interface. “There’s a small margin of uncertainty in the absolute measurement, though. Your cock is… well, it’s larger than anything my meter has ever had to process.” Her lips curved with pride. “The true calibration range doesn’t quite extend that far. I had to rely on an auxiliary device—long, technical, helpful, but not ideal—so the system compensated. A bit of calculation, some extrapolation.” She shrugged lightly. “The final figure is accurate within a quarter inch or so.”

Her eyes flicked up to mine, bright with triumph. “The second reading came out three-quarters of an inch longer, exactly as expected. You penetrate deeper from behind.” She nodded, pleased. “That gives us a very solid result. Reliable. Stored safely in my meter.” Her smile turned wicked. “The girls are going to love hearing about this tomorrow.”

She practically glowed, relief and arousal braided together. She took a few light, almost dancing steps, then closed the distance between us, her body warm and open, her smile promising more.

“We’ve earned a reward, don’t you think?” she said softly. “All this strenuous… metering.” Her gaze dropped meaningfully. “You’re still hard. So let’s stop working and start enjoying.” A happy, unguarded grin. “This time, it’s only about pleasure. No readings. No precision.”

She sank gracefully to her knees and gave my cock a brief, indulgent attention—just enough to remind me how sensitive I was—before turning and bracing herself against the desk.

“As ready as I can possibly be,” she said brightly. Then, almost as an afterthought, she glanced back at me, eyes suddenly intent. “One more thing. Don’t even consider anything foolish—no condoms, no pulling away.” Her tone was playful but firm. “I want all of you. Every drop, buried deep inside me. I love feeling your heat fill me, right to my core. Understood?”

She bent forward, palms flat on the desk, offering herself without hesitation. I stepped in close, but my aim was off. Instantly her hand slipped between her thighs, wrapping around me. She guided me with slow, deliberate strokes, rubbing my head along her slick slit, circling her clit until her breath hitched. When she finally held me poised at her entrance and waited, unmoving, the message was unmistakable.

I pushed forward, and she took me completely.

This time was different. I realized then how much she’d held herself back before, careful, controlled, making sure I didn’t lose myself too soon. Now she was unapologetically active, her body alive around me. Her pussy seemed to change constantly—tightening, opening, gripping me in waves. When I paused to catch my breath, her inner muscles answered for her, massaging me slowly, deliberately, until my knees nearly buckled.

She came quickly, crying out, her body shuddering hard against mine—but she didn’t want me to stop. So I didn’t. That orgasm was only the first. Another followed, then another, each one sending ripples along my cock, each one accompanied by breathless sounds that went straight to my spine.

I fucked her as well as I knew how, driven by the way she responded, by the way she seemed to teach me with every movement. I helped her along, kneading her heavy, swinging breasts, finding her clit again and again, matching her rhythm. Together we built it higher, better—two bodies locked in, learning each other through pure, relentless pleasure.

But nothing, no matter how intoxicating, lasts forever. A low, insistent heat gathered in my groin, that unmistakable tightening that warned me I was losing the battle. She felt it too—of course she did. Her body answered before my mind could, her inner muscles turning lush and greedy, gripping me in a way that dragged the orgasm out of me inch by inch. When I finally spilled inside her, she cried out, a raw, broken sound of pleasure, and didn’t stop until I was emptied completely, spent and trembling.

I stayed there, pressed close, my cock still sunk deep in her warmth. She didn’t release me right away. Her body kept working me with slow, indulgent pulses, milking every last aftershock from me. It was exquisite, almost unbearable, and for a moment I wished time would simply stall, leave us locked like that forever.

Eventually, reality returned. Caroline shifted, rolling her hips in a teasing little wiggle until I slipped free. She straightened and turned into me, wrapping her arms around my body and holding me tight. When she leaned back, her hands settled on my shoulders, nudging me just far enough away so she could look at me properly. Her smile was radiant, her skin flushed and glowing, her eyes bright with satisfaction.

“Lovely, wasn’t it?” she said softly, clearly pleased. “Now I truly have something to report to the girls. My mission is completely accomplished—an entire set of excellent readings.” Her smile turned wicked. “And what a reward we gave ourselves. Absolutely delicious, if you ask me.”

I crushed her against me in a bear hug, and she melted into it without hesitation. She felt impossibly soft and warm, like she belonged there. Then, just as suddenly, she slipped free, all efficiency again. Reaching for the purse she’d left beside the desk earlier, she pulled out a thick wad of tissues and briskly dealt with what was slowly slipping from between her thighs.

She dropped to her knees in front of me, clearly intending to tidy me up as well. But halfway there she paused, reconsidered, and instead took me into her mouth. She cleaned me with slow, deliberate care, her lips and tongue leaving me sensitive and breathless all over again. Her hand cupped my balls, giving them a fond, knowing squeeze before she rose.

“Nicely cleaned,” she giggled. “You really did give me everything. I’ll be leaking for a while, I expect. It was wonderful—being so completely filled. I can still feel it.”

She kissed me once, softly, then turned away to gather her clothes. As she left, she exaggerated the sway of her hips, a playful display meant just for me. At the doorway she glanced back, flashing a broad, satisfied grin before disappearing.

Of course, I sent her flowers the next morning.

Just before lunch, Ylva stormed into my office, slamming the door shut behind her. 

“What have you done?” she demanded. “I just saw the flowers. It had to be you who sent them to Caroline—they looked just like mine. You’ve been fooling around with my staff without asking me.”

She leaned over my desk, her face inches from mine, eyes sharp and accusing. She held the pose, unblinking, waiting.

“Well, I… I mean…” I stammered, completely at a loss.

Then her stern expression cracked, breaking into a wide, triumphant smile. She grabbed my head and pulled me straight into her generous cleavage, holding me there for a long, luxurious moment.

“Well, no real damage done,” she said lightly, waving it off with a tilt of her head. “Caroline was glowing when she spoke to me. According to her, the readings were… exceptionally thorough.” Her lips curved, knowing, indulgent. “And of course, she didn’t have to go through with it. You could have given us the results without all that.” 

She laughed then, low and rich, shoulders shaking. “But I chose not to interfere. She wanted it. Desperately, from what she told me. Practically pleaded for the chance.” Her eyes flicked over me, dark with amusement. “And she made it very clear that not only were the measurements impressive, but that she herself was left more than satisfied. Deeply so.” 

She let the silence stretch just long enough to make my skin prickle. “And really,” she added softly, “I know exactly what you’re capable of, don’t I?” 

Then she straightened, smoothing invisible creases from her clothes, businesslike once more. “So,” she said, bright and casual, “what about lunch?” 

Lunch turned out to be far too pleasant for my own good. Over wine and warm food, she kept circling back, teasing, probing with an almost lazy persistence, trying to coax details out of me about Caroline. I protested, said it wasn’t appropriate to share something so private. She only smiled and kept at it, until little truths slipped out despite my better judgment. It was obvious Caroline had already painted her a vivid picture—women, I reflected, seemed to exchange these confidences far more freely than men ever did. 

What she truly wanted to know was how I’d experienced Caroline. And that, at least, felt harmless enough. I spoke of her generosity, her eagerness, her responsiveness—perhaps with more color than strictly necessary. Ylva shifted in her chair as I went on, thighs pressing together, her breath changing ever so slightly when I let one or two juicier impressions slip. 

When we finally parted, she paused and turned back to me. “Pick me up later,” she said. “The chairman is hosting a dinner in your honor tonight. All senior staff will be there.” 

She leaned in a little closer, her voice dropping. “Come a bit early. We’ll have a drink before we leave.” 

“I’d like that,” I replied. “Very much. And tell me—what will you be wearing? The red dress, perhaps?” 

Her smile widened, slow and teasing. “You would enjoy that, I know. But no. That one’s far too… bold for this occasion.” She tapped a finger against her lip. “I have something else planned. Something I hope you’ll appreciate. It is your evening, after all, and I intend to look the part.” With that, she turned away, leaving the promise hanging between us. 

Back at the office, I buried myself in paperwork, working through the final stacks of documents, deciding what would be archived, what would be discarded. A few boxes were already set aside to be sent to my home in the next day or two. The quiet was almost meditative. 

So when the phone rang, I nearly startled out of my chair. It had been silent for days. Margareta, head of accounts, was on the line. Efficient as ever, she wanted to know if I had any remaining expenses to be reimbursed. She handled such matters personally for senior officers. 

“Yes,” I said. “I’ve got a few receipts. I’ve just put them in my out basket, but I can bring them to you right away if that works?” 

“That would be perfect,” she replied. “Then we can settle everything immediately. I’m working on your file just now. See you in a couple of minutes. Ciao.” 

I gathered the papers and headed down the hall to her office. Her secretary—an institution in herself, a woman who’d given her entire working life to the company—looked up and smiled. Impeccably organized, fiercely loyal, she nodded toward the door. 

“Go right in,” she said warmly.

Margareta rose from behind her desk the moment I stepped inside, closing the distance with an easy confidence. She wrapped me in a brief, warm embrace and brushed a kiss against my cheek, the kind that lingered a heartbeat longer than strictly necessary. Her office opened up around us—large, airy, elegant in a restrained, deliberate way. Nothing cluttered, nothing accidental. This was a room designed by someone who knew exactly what she wanted and had the authority to claim it. Unlike the rest of us, she hadn’t surrendered her space to an internal decorator; this was unmistakably her.

Just as quickly, she slipped back into her chair and into her role. All composure, all precision. My folder lay open before her, already waiting. I passed her the receipts and watched as her fingers moved over the keyboard with practiced speed. Keys clicked, the printer hummed to life.

“There you go,” she said, sliding the paper toward me. “Sign here, and the money will be in your account next Wednesday. Same routine as always.” A smile curved her mouth—small, professional. It occurred to me then that it was the first real sentence she’d spoken since I arrived.

“Thank you,” I replied, lingering over the moment. “Efficient as ever.” I signed, slower than necessary, searching for a reason not to leave just yet. When she said nothing more, I pushed my chair back and stood.

“Wait.” The word burst from her before I’d taken a step. “There’s… one more thing.” She hesitated, then looked up at me. “You’re not in a rush, are you?”

“Not at all,” I said, meeting her gaze. “I have time. Especially for you.” I sat again, curiosity tightening low in my belly.

She didn’t speak right away. Instead, she faltered—Margareta, of all people—her confidence wavering as if her thoughts were colliding faster than she could order them. I stayed silent, letting her find her footing. Then she straightened, drawing in a breath, and a tentative, almost girlish smile touched her lips.

“Caroline told me,” she began softly, though her voice betrayed a tremor, “that you spoke about her body. That you described her… beautifully.” She swallowed. “I was wondering—no, hoping—if you might do the same for me.” Her eyes searched mine. “Would you? Please?”

For a fraction of a second, the request stunned me. I managed not to show it, but I couldn’t help thinking how direct these women were once they decided what they wanted.

“You certainly don’t waste time communicating,” I said lightly, buying us both a moment.

She laughed, relief loosening her shoulders. “Oh, we’re very efficient in that too. We email—never through the company, of course. Hotmail. And we have a private chat group.” She leaned back now, warming to the confession. “News travels fast when there’s something worth sharing. Don’t worry, we’re discreet. No real names—only aliases.” Her smile turned playful. “I’m Redfox. Caroline is Brownmink. You can probably imagine the rest. And when we talk about others, it’s always aliases only.” She tilted her head. “You’re Big Bear, by the way. Any guesses why?”

The shyness had vanished completely, replaced by a bright, delighted grin. She laughed, open and unguarded, clearly enjoying herself.

“So that’s how,” I said, shaking my head with a smile. “I suspected you compared notes, but I couldn’t imagine how you managed it so quickly. You’re all incredibly busy women.” I looked at her again, really looked—and saw the anticipation in her eyes.

And I remembered exactly what she’d asked of me.

“Well,” I said slowly, letting the moment stretch, “you asked me to put you into words. I’d be delighted.” I let my gaze linger on her, already seeing her in my mind. “I suppose I’d begin at the top. Your hair, for instance—it has this striking warmth to it, like—”

“Wait.” She lifted a hand, interrupting me, a nervous spark flashing in her eyes. “I should take my clothes off, shouldn’t I? You can’t really describe what you can’t see.” Her lips curved with tentative amusement, but beneath it was unmistakable intent.

I hesitated, suddenly aware of how quickly the air between us had thickened. “I thought you meant from memory,” I said, carefully. “I remember very well how beautiful you were then.” I offered the words gently, as if giving her an exit she might want.

She smiled, color rising in her cheeks. “Thank you. That was… fun. Truly fun, showing myself like that.” Her voice dipped, turning huskier. “But if we’re going to do this, I want it done properly. The lighting wasn’t ideal before, and you missed things—especially when I wrapped that cloak around you.” She broke into a soft giggle, the sound betraying her excitement.

She stood and moved around the desk toward me, her heels whispering against the floor. Stopping just an arm’s length away, she began to undress. There was no rush, no exaggerated theatrics—just a calm, elegant confidence, as if she were unveiling something precious. Fabric slipped from her shoulders, slid down her hips, pooled at her feet. She didn’t look at me while she did it, her lashes lowered, but that only made it more intimate. In moments, she was completely bare.

She stayed that way, still and exposed, letting the silence hum. Then she lifted her head.

“Here I am,” she said softly. “As naked as I can be.” There was uncertainty in her tone, but her eyes held mine without flinching.

“You’re stunning,” I replied honestly. “Describing you will be a pleasure.” I paused, a practical thought intruding. “Shouldn’t you lock the door? It wouldn’t be great for your reputation if someone walked in—although,” I added with a faint smile, “your reputation as the most desirable woman in the company would certainly skyrocket.”

She laughed, relaxed now, her body easy in its nudity. “I doubt that. And there’s no need. My secretary won’t let anyone in without my say-so.”

“And if she steps out for a moment?”

Her smile widened, turning playful. “Then that’s part of the thrill, isn’t it?” She straightened, shoulders back, utterly unashamed. “Go on. Start.”

I could no longer pretend reluctance. I began as promised, painting her with words, moving slowly from her face downward, letting my hands follow my descriptions. Her fiery hair framed her features perfectly, her body lush and generous, impossible not to admire. As I spoke, she responded—soft laughter, breathy little sounds of pleasure—especially when my hands lingered, exploring the curves she so proudly offered.

By the time I reached the end, my voice had dropped, thick with want. When I lowered my head to her, my chin brushing the soft, abundant warmth between her thighs, she inhaled sharply. Her hands slid into my hair, firm and decisive, guiding me closer. She pressed my face against her, rocking gently, insistently, her breath catching as she rubbed herself against me, lost in the sensation, holding me there for long, delicious moments.

“Beautiful. No—utterly beautiful,” she breathed when she finally released me, her voice thick with wonder. “Caroline didn’t embellish a single detail. Being described like that… I never imagined it could feel so intoxicating. I doubted her, I admit it, but curiosity got the better of me. I had to experience it myself.” She laughed softly, radiant with pride and a very personal satisfaction. “Thank you. Truly. You have no idea what you just gave me.”

She stepped closer, closing the last inch of space between us, then leaned forward until her bare breasts hovered near my chest. Her arms slipped around my neck, warm skin and the faint scent of her filling my senses. She held my gaze from impossibly close range, eyes bright, intent.

“There was something else Caroline mentioned,” she continued, her tone shifting into playful seriousness. “She was quite diligent in her… investigation. Very thorough. And she came back with rather impressive findings.” One eyebrow arched. “But you see, I’m an accountant to the core. I don’t accept claims without documentation. I need evidence—receipts, verification, signatures if possible. Words alone don’t satisfy me.” Her lips curved slowly. “So I’d like proof that her conclusions were accurate.”

She eased back just enough for me to see her fully again, giving me an unfiltered view of her breasts swaying gently with the movement. The sight stole my breath. When I lifted my eyes, she was watching me closely, amused.

“You have a fondness for breasts,” she said knowingly. “Ylva told us. And I could tell when you were describing mine—you lingered.” She rolled her shoulders, deliberately setting them in motion, a slow, hypnotic sway. “But back to my proof. In science, results aren’t accepted until they’re replicated. Same method, same outcome, different researcher. Only then are they considered valid.” She straightened, standing tall and naked, meeting my gaze without hesitation. “I think it’s a very reasonable approach to confirming Caroline’s measurements.”

For a heartbeat I didn’t quite grasp what she was proposing. Then comprehension settled in, warm and heavy. I looked at her, at the expectation written plainly across her face, the challenge and invitation intertwined.

“Well,” I said carefully, a smile tugging at my mouth, “how could I possibly refuse a woman like you?”

That was all it took. Her face bloomed into a wide, unabashed smile, threaded with hunger and delight. She surged forward again, arms looping around my neck as she kissed me—deep, grateful, demanding.

“Thank you,” she murmured against my ear. “You’ve made me so happy.”

Things moved quickly after that. Nimble fingers worked at my belt, the soft rasp of the zipper following. She pushed my shirt open, hands sliding inside, then tugged insistently at my trousers. She nudged me with her hip until I lifted myself to help her, laughing under my breath. She dropped to her knees to free my shoes, then drew my trousers down in one smooth motion, taking my underwear with them.

When she rose again, she stood before me in all her naked confidence, a picture of desire made flesh. But then, abruptly, her expression shifted. A flicker of doubt crossed her face, sharp and unhidden—nothing like Caroline’s careful restraint. She studied me closely, suspicion plain in her eyes.

“I can see we’ll need a little assistance,” she murmured, a wry smile tugging at her mouth. “All in the name of research, of course.”

She sank to her knees in front of me, unhurried, deliberate. Her hands wrapped around me with confident familiarity, thumbs brushing, fingers testing, as if she were truly calibrating an instrument. The skepticism lingered in her eyes as she stroked me, steady and knowing, coaxing heat and weight from my body. It didn’t take long. Under her touch I thickened, lengthening into her grasp, until there was no room left for doubt. Only then did the tension leave her face, replaced by quiet satisfaction.

She leaned in, lips parting, taking me into her mouth just long enough to confirm her findings. A soft hum vibrated through me before she pulled back, clearly pleased.

“Good,” she said. “Now we can warm up the meter. That was step one, wasn’t it?”

She rose without waiting for an answer and immediately straddled me, her skirt riding up as she settled over my lap. Guiding me with her hand, she dragged my length slowly through the slick heat of her slit, letting me feel just how ready she was before positioning me properly. Then she sank down on me, lifting and lowering herself in quick, hungry motions that stole the breath from my lungs.

She rode me with growing abandon, her hips finding a rhythm that spoke of experience and confidence. Soft sounds slipped from her at first—little sighs, murmurs of pleasure—then sharper cries as the pace built. Her body shuddered, movements turning erratic, until she finally collapsed against my chest, spent and trembling. I wrapped my arms around her, holding her while she rode out the last waves of her orgasm.

“That was an excellent warm-up,” she said once she caught her breath, straightening again. Her eyes gleamed. “Now I’m ready for the actual measurement. The desk comes next, doesn’t it?”

She pulled me to my feet and led me across the room. I paused as she climbed onto the desk, settling herself near the edge in the same inviting position Caroline had taken before. The surface was immaculate—no papers, no folders, nothing to interrupt the view. She had planned every detail.

“Come,” she beckoned softly, inching closer to the edge, thighs spreading wider. Her feet planted firmly on the desktop, she was open and unmistakably ready, her sex glossy with need.

I stepped in, lining myself up without effort. Just as I began to push forward, her hand stopped me. She reached down, circling her clit with practiced pressure, drawing another breathy sound from her lips before guiding me back to her entrance. This time I thrust hard, sliding deep inside her in one powerful motion. Another drive of my hips buried me completely, and she cried out, head tipping back.

I set a steady rhythm, long, deliberate strokes that made the desk creak beneath us. She hooked her legs around my waist and reclined fully, and the change in angle forced me to shorten my thrusts, quickening them. She loved it—her moans turned frantic, breaths coming in sharp pants, each thrust pulling another small cry from her throat.

Suddenly her legs locked around me, dragging me tight against her. She held me there as her body clenched, her sex spasming around me in strong, pulsing grips. Her cry rang out long and unrestrained, and she stayed wrapped around me, holding me deep inside her as the orgasm tore through her.

Margareta slowly came back to herself, the fierce hold of her thighs easing, the velvet clamp of her body loosening around me inch by inch. She tilted her head back and looked up at me, a satisfied, almost radiant smile curving her lips.

“Check and print,” she murmured, breathless but pleased. “That was a very promising result.”

She collapsed against the desktop, boneless and open, the aftershocks still rippling through her. I didn’t give her long to rest. My hands closed over her breasts, kneading them with deliberate pressure, thumbs circling before I bent down and drew one nipple into my mouth. It hardened instantly. I teased it with my tongue, then caught it gently between my teeth. Her back arched at the sharper sensation, a low moan spilling from her throat. I switched sides, biting a little harder this time, savoring the way her body reacted—how she tensed, how her breath stuttered. I alternated between lips and teeth, slow torture and sudden sting, until she cried out and her slick heat clenched around me again, tight and demanding.

I lifted my head and met her gaze. Her eyes were dark and bright all at once, glazed with pleasure, hungry and unashamed.

“Maybe we should run another reading,” I said, half-joking, half-desperate.

She gave a thoughtful hum, as if considering a serious proposal. “I think the data is already quite solid,” she replied primly. “But you’re right—equipment can be unpredictable. A malfunction is always possible.” The corner of her mouth twitched. “Yes. A second reading would be… prudent. We just have to be careful not to disrupt the measurements in this position. That would compromise the entire experiment.”

Her tone was solemn; her eyes were anything but. They sparkled with naked anticipation.

As soon as her legs loosened around me, I drove into her again. The desk creaked softly beneath us. I set a hard, relentless rhythm, and when her legs slipped from my waist I lifted them, pushing them higher, opening her completely to me. I thrust without mercy, reading her body, giving her exactly what she was silently begging for. Her moans grew louder, fractured by sharp little cries, until she hooked her knees over my shoulders, surrendering to the angle.

Then it hit her—sudden and overwhelming. She cried out, a long, broken sound, lifting her hips off the desk as she clung to me. Her body seized, gripping me fiercely, spasming in waves that stole the breath from both of us.

This time it took her longer to come down. She stayed wrapped around me, trembling, while I gave her slow, shallow thrusts just to keep the connection alive. Each small movement earned me a soft smile, a lazy, contented look. Eventually she pressed a hand to my chest and gently but firmly pushed me away, sitting up with a satisfied sigh.

“You really do take your time,” she said warmly. “That’s perfect. The second reading will be just as reliable. The first two align beautifully, by the way.” She slid off the desk, glowing, utterly pleased with herself. “Shall we proceed?”

She looked almost giddy as she straightened, her face lit with triumph and lust. Then she laughed softly.

“From behind, wasn’t it?” she said, bending forward invitingly—only to straighten again with a sudden gasp. “Oh! I nearly forgot the shoes.”

She shook her head, amused. “Caroline insisted I keep them on. Something about not wanting my ass… speared,” she added with a wicked grin as she crossed to the small closet. She disappeared for a moment, then reemerged swinging a pair of sharp, sky-high heels in her hand, her smile broad and unmistakably eager.

“Caroline told me she wears four-inch heels,” Margareta said lightly, weighing the shoes in her hands. “I’m a bit shorter than she is, so I figured I should add an inch. And then she mentioned—very seriously—that one more inch would have been even better.” Her mouth curved with mischief. “So I thought, why stop there? If I end up too high, I can always spread my feet a little wider. Seven inches it is. What do you think?”

She laughed, low and delighted, as she slid her feet into them. The heels transformed her instantly—longer lines, prouder posture, her body lifted and offered in a way that made my chest tighten. She was breathtaking, and I told her so without restraint.

“Yes,” she murmured, following my gaze as it dropped shamelessly to my cock, which had softened only briefly and was already thickening again under her attention. “I can tell you approve.”

She gave me a slow, teasing turn around the room, hips swaying with practiced confidence. In those towering heels she moved like she owned gravity itself, every step deliberate, every glance a promise. They didn’t just accentuate her curves—they celebrated them.

“Well,” she said, laughing softly, “it’s probably unnecessary, but let me make sure you’re fully prepared.” She sank to her knees in front of me, eyes bright with anticipation.

Her mouth closed around me, warm and eager, while her hand cupped and stroked my balls with intimate familiarity. She brought me back to full hardness in moments, but she didn’t rush—she lingered, savoring, sucking slowly while looking up at me, pleasure and hunger glowing unmistakably in her eyes.

“I love doing this,” she said simply before rising again. “There. As ready as you’ll be. And so am I. Let’s begin.”

Laughing deeply, she turned and bent forward. The sight stopped me cold—her legs spread wide, her ass lifted high by those impossible heels, a subtle wiggle betraying her impatience. She was magnificent, offered and powerful all at once.

I stepped in close. My cock slid along the slick heat of her slit, and she cried out immediately, a sharp sound of pleasure. Her hand guided me, angling me upward so the length of me brushed harder against her clit. She moaned, rocking back into the sensation, her body speaking before her words could.

Then she went still, a small, breathless cry escaping her. She glanced back at me, smiling with pure satisfaction.

“I knew it,” she said happily. “Seven inches makes it perfect. And if I open my legs just a little more…” She did, slowly, deliberately. “…you won’t have any trouble at all.”

She rocked back again, taking just the head of me inside, holding me there. For a few suspended seconds she stayed like that, her muscles working around me, milking and teasing, making my pulse hammer. Then her hips rolled insistently, demanding more.

I obliged.

I drove into her, and the rhythm took us both. Her body answered mine again and again—tightening, yielding, changing around me as she moaned without pause, sometimes crying out when the pleasure spiked too sharply to contain. Suddenly her hand shot back, gripping my balls and pulling me deep inside her. The sound she made then was higher, rawer, her whole body going rigid as she held me there, refusing to let me retreat.

When she finally loosened, it was with a long, satisfied breath. She turned her head again, her face glowing, eyes bright, a wide, triumphant grin spreading across her lips—utterly pleased, utterly spent, and undeniably hungry for more.

“Excellent readings,” she murmured, her hand wrapped around me, slow and deliberate, coaxing life and heat back into my cock. The lazy stroke made my breath hitch. I leaned over her back, fitting myself to her, and cupped her breasts, kneading them with the same intent she showed me. Her nipples hardened quickly under my thumbs. We stayed there like that, bodies aligned, sharing warmth, friction, and the thick promise hanging between us.

“Do you want another reading?” I asked, even though my hips were already betraying how badly I wanted more.

She laughed, low and satisfied. “God, no. I don’t need one more number.” She glanced back at me, eyes bright and wicked. “I’ve had plenty already, and they all say the same thing.” Her smile turned hungry. “I don’t want measurements anymore. I want to be fucked. Properly. This is my favorite position, and I want all of it—hard, deep, no stopping. Don’t you dare pull away until you come. I want you filling me, right there, deep inside.”

The words spilled out fast, breathless, as if she couldn’t contain them. Then she straightened a little and added, more sharply, “Now. Move.”

A beat later, softer, almost teasing, “Please.”

“My pleasure,” I said, and meant every word.

I drove into her, finally giving in to what I’d been holding back for far too long. The change in her was instant. No restraint now—she opened herself to me completely, taking every thrust without yielding an inch, bracing her hands on the desk as if inviting the impact. Her moans came quickly, rough and unfiltered, each one answering the force of my hips.

She wanted it hard, and I gave it to her, setting a relentless pace. Soon every thrust tore a short cry from her throat.

“Faster,” she panted. “Shorter. Faster—yes.”

I adjusted, snapping into her just the way she asked. Her sounds fractured, no longer matching my rhythm, just spilling out as her body took over. Inside, she tightened and softened in waves, milking me, driving me higher. I reached for her breasts again, pinched her nipples sharply, and she gasped, pushing back into me. When my hand slid down and found her slick, swollen clit, one touch was enough. I pressed, circled, just enough.

That broke her.

Her cries melted into a constant, trembling whine as her body clenched around me. Spasms rolled through her, her muscles gripping and fluttering, meeting every thrust with desperate urgency. The way she reacted—so open, so undone—sent a surge of heat straight through me.

It felt too good, impossibly good. Her pleasure fed mine, magnified it, until the tension in my loins turned sharp and insistent. I shifted my angle, chasing the edge, and when I did, she answered with a broken moan, clearly loving it too.

Then I was gone—past restraint, past control. My thrusts turned frantic, betraying me. Her body seemed to know, tightening around me, offering just enough resistance to push me over.

With a deep, ragged groan, I came, the first pulse spilling into her. The next followed with a hard, final thrust that buried me completely. I stayed there, pressed tight against her, emptying myself fully into her warmth, holding her as the last waves tore through us both.

Her sounds climbed higher and higher, thinning into something almost musical as they stretched toward the ceiling. By the time I emptied myself for the last time, her voice had risen into a sharp, trembling note that she held as if she couldn’t let it go. Inside her, she was still working me—soft, rhythmic contractions that lingered, coaxing, drawing out every final pulse until there was nothing left to give. Only then did her cries taper off, her body gradually easing, the tight heat around me settling into a slow, satisfied calm.

I stayed exactly where I was, still sheathed deep inside her, breathing her in, feeling the gradual melt of her tension. She pressed back against me, not to pull away but to close the last inch of distance between us, fitting herself to me as if she wanted to memorize the shape. After a moment, her muscles drew in again, a gentle, almost playful squeeze, as though her body wasn’t quite ready to let go.

I’d felt the way she’d gone rigid at the peak, how the pleasure had locked her in place before finally releasing her. It took her time to come back to herself. When she did, she turned her head and smiled at me—slow, glowing, deeply satisfied. It was the kind of smile that carried warmth and triumph and something tender beneath it. She nudged back once more, easing me out as my body softened, then straightened and turned fully to me, stepping right into my arms. She held me tight, grateful and unguarded.

We stayed that way for a long while, breathing together. Her cheek rested against my neck; my chin brushed the crown of her head. I kissed the delicate curve of her ear and murmured how much I’d enjoyed her, how full and content she made me feel, how deeply I appreciated what we’d just shared. I thanked her softly—for her body, her trust, the memory she’d given me.

Margareta leaned back enough to really look at me.

“Don’t,” she said with a small shake of her head and a smile that still glowed. “I loved every second of it.” Her eyes shone as she spoke, words tumbling out. She was glad she’d allowed herself this, glad she hadn’t walked away from the chance. She told me it was unlike anything she’d ever experienced—that the pleasure seemed to stretch on forever, crest after crest, each one stronger than the last until it finally shattered into something almost unreal. She said she felt vivid, awake, intensely alive. Rising onto her toes, she kissed me again, slow and sure, and I kissed her back without hesitation.

She laughed then, light and relieved, and slipped out of my arms to grab some tissues from the closet, quickly taking care of herself before returning her attention to me, hands gentle and efficient as she cleaned me. When she finished, the room fell quiet—one of those pauses where neither of us quite knew what came next.

She moved around the desk to collect her clothes from the chair, then turned back and caught me watching her, my interest impossible to hide. She burst out laughing, delighted, and began to move with deliberate exaggeration, hips swaying, shoulders rolling. She turned slowly, offering herself from every angle, playful and unapologetic. When she finished her little display, she came back to me and wrapped her arms around me once more, her body warm, her smile lingering.

“You do enjoy me, don’t you?” Her eyes glittered with mischief as her fingers traced the line of my jaw. “Or more accurately—my body.” She smiled, slow and unapologetic. “I can’t pretend I don’t like that. You know I’ve always enjoyed displaying myself.” A softer note crept in as she exhaled. “But every performance ends. It’s time for us to separate now, however much I wish we didn’t have to.” Her thumb brushed my lip, lingering. “Duty calls. I have my observations to put into a report, and the girls are already buzzing with curiosity.” She laughed quietly, conspiratorial. “And yes—before you ask—the numbers line up perfectly with Caroline’s. Officially speaking, it’s the largest either of our instruments has ever recorded.” 

She cupped my face between her palms and pressed a brief, almost chaste kiss to my mouth—tender, deliberate. That small, controlled gesture shattered the intimacy like glass.

Reality rushed back in. We dressed without ceremony, exchanging one last lingering embrace, bodies fitting together as if reluctant to forget. When I turned toward the door, she circled behind her desk and pressed a discreet button. A soft mechanical click answered. The new electronic lock. So much for secrecy and stolen thrills, I thought with a private grin as I stepped out. The secretary looked up, her smile knowing, warm. “All the best,” she said lightly, as if she knew far more than she let on.

With time still stretching ahead of me, I wandered into a florist and chose something lush and extravagant—flowers that echoed Margareta herself. I arranged for them to be delivered in the morning, then returned to my office to shower, letting hot water rinse away the scent of her from my skin. Clean clothes, steady breath. Dinner awaited.

Unsure what else to do with the restless energy humming through me, I headed to Ylva’s office earlier than planned.

“You’re ahead of schedule,” her secretary said with a friendly smile. “But that’s perfectly fine. Ylva’s alone, and the champagne is already chilling. Enjoy yourselves.”

I knocked once and stepped inside. Ylva stood behind her desk, then rose immediately, crossing the room to greet me with a confident hug and a kiss against my cheek. She hadn’t changed clothes, but her hair had been freshly styled, her makeup renewed—subtle, intentional. She gestured toward the bottle. “Would you do the honors?”

We settled into plush chairs, glasses in hand, clinking them together before taking generous swallows.

“So,” she said at last, eyes bright with curiosity and amusement, “how did things go with Margareta? Quite a woman, wouldn’t you agree?”

“She’s… nice,” I answered, suddenly cautious.

“Nice?” She laughed, arching a brow. “That’s a very restrained word for someone you described as breathtaking, overflowing, impossible to ignore—if I recall correctly.” Her smile turned teasing. “Hardly just nice.”

“You already know, then?” I asked. “How? It only happened a couple of hours ago.”

She waved a hand dismissively. “Oh, that was simple. A preliminary report landed on my desk within the hour. The detailed version will come later, of course, but the essentials were unmistakable.” She lifted her glass in salute. “She was thoroughly satisfied. Multiple climaxes. Exceptionally content. Your performance scored very high.” Her gaze lingered on me, amused and intimate. “I can’t say I’m shocked. I’ve conducted my own… research, after all.”

She took another long drink, laughter dancing in her eyes, her smile wide and knowing.

“Did you think our little performance was clever,” she asked lightly, swirling her champagne, “or just ridiculous?” Her eyes sparkled with mischief. “Probably a bit of both, I imagine.”

She leaned back, crossing her legs with deliberate ease. “The truth is, Caroline and Margareta were both desperate to satisfy their curiosity about you. Neither of them could agree on who should take the initiative. They were equally infatuated, equally hungry. And neither had the nerve to simply come out and say they wanted you in their bed.” Her smile deepened. “So they designed that whole scenario instead. They adore role‑playing—planning it, rehearsing it, committing to every detail. From what I’ve heard, they carried it out flawlessly.”

She lifted her glass to me. “You enjoyed yourself, I’m sure. And they were more than satisfied. Radiant, actually. They’re delighted it unfolded exactly as they hoped.” Her gaze dipped briefly, wicked and knowing. “And yes, they were especially appreciative of how… thorough you were.”

My tongue stuck to the roof of my mouth. “I—well—yes,” I managed, heat rushing to my face. “It was… very good.”

Ylva laughed, a warm, unmocking sound that wrapped around my embarrassment and made it bearable. She coaxed details from me with gentle persistence, teasing them out one by one. The part about the high heels made her grin outright. “Of course they planned that,” she said. “They wanted you relaxed, comfortable, confident.” Her brow arched. “And if you’re comfortable, you perform better. That benefits everyone, doesn’t it?”

Eventually she glanced at the clock and sighed. “I should change.” She stood, smoothing her dress. “No need to leave. I’ll just use my bathroom.”

I’d half risen out of politeness, but at her words I sank back into the chair. Her office was spacious, indulgent—one of the few with a private bathroom, a perk she’d clearly fought for and won.

She turned her back to me, tilting her head slightly. “Would you mind helping me with the zipper?” she asked, smiling over her shoulder.

I stepped closer, fingers suddenly clumsy as I searched for the pull. It took me longer than it should have, but finally the zipper slid down. The dress loosened and slipped, pooling at her hips.

“And the bra too,” she added with a soft giggle. “Please.”

The clasp resisted me for a moment, my hands unsteady, but then it gave way. The bra slid down her arms and dropped to the floor. She didn’t rush away. Instead, she took my wrists and placed my hands exactly where she wanted them.

Her breasts filled my palms—warm, heavy, unmistakably alive. I caressed them slowly, reverently, thumbs circling until her nipples tightened beneath my touch. I pinched them gently, feeling her breath hitch, her body respond without restraint.

She laughed then, low and satisfied, and simply turned away, walking into the bathroom as if nothing in the world pleased her more.

When she returned a few minutes later, I stared, stunned. She wore nothing but a whisper‑thin pair of panties and her high heels. Her body was lush, unapologetic, her breasts swaying freely as she crossed the room toward me, confident and inviting, utterly aware of the effect she was having.

“Could you help me with this?” she murmured, lifting a bra I hadn’t even noticed she was holding.

She turned her back to me, bare skin warm and close, and slid the straps up her arms with deliberate slowness. The fabric hugged her as she settled the cups in place, giving a small, satisfied shimmy. I stepped closer, my fingers clumsy with awareness as I searched for the tiny hooks at the back. My breath hitched; her scent filled my head. After a brief, humiliating struggle, the clasp finally surrendered beneath my touch.

“There,” she said softly, and then she turned around.

The sight stopped me cold.

The bra was nothing like the sensible lingerie I’d expected. It was daring, architectural—an underwired half-cup that lifted her breasts proudly, leaving her nipples framed, cradled, and impossible to ignore. She looked lush, indecently full, her body offered up with playful confidence. My reaction must have been written all over my face because she threw her head back and laughed, low and rich, the sound vibrating straight through me.

“You told me you wanted that red dress,” she went on, eyes glittering. “And I told you it was far too much for a dinner like this.” She stepped closer, letting me really see what she’d chosen instead. “So I’ll behave. I’ll wear something appropriate. But this—” she glanced down at herself, fingertips grazing the edge of the cups “—this is just for you.”

She leaned in, voice dropping. “No one will know. It won’t show through the fabric. But you’ll know exactly what I’m wearing underneath. And I will too.” Her smile turned intimate, conspiratorial. “It’s delicious, sharing a secret like that.”

Before I could respond, she slipped away, retreating into the bathroom with a sway of her hips that promised far more than it gave.

When she returned, she was transformed—buttoned into a tasteful, conservative dress that spoke of meetings and manners. Yet she hadn’t erased herself. The neckline dipped just enough to hint, to tease, to draw the eye inevitably downward. The memory of what lay beneath made the sight almost unbearable.

I told her she looked stunning, and she preened, clearly pleased that I understood exactly what I was admiring.

“Come,” she said at last, slipping her arm through mine. “We shouldn’t keep the car waiting.”

Together we left her office, her body warm against me, the unspoken promise between us humming as we walked toward whatever came next.
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