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Roy & Jessica’s Thanksgiving

The hum of the office was a dull, familiar drone, a soundtrack to the graying days of Roy’s life. November had bled the world of color, and the view from his cubicle window, a panorama of concrete and damp, skeletal trees, did little to lift his spirits. Inside, the pre-holiday cheer felt forced, a garish splash of color on a monochrome canvas. Tinsel was draped over monitor screens, and a small, sad-looking tree blinked erratically by the water cooler. People chattered about travel plans, about in-laws and turkey brining techniques, their voices a painful reminder of everything he no longer had.

This was his first holiday season as a single man in nearly three decades. The divorce had been finalized in the spring, a quiet, anticlimactic end to a marriage that had died years earlier. A slow, creeping erosion of affection that left two strangers sharing a mortgage. His ex-wife, Susan, had been more of a roommate than a partner for the last five years, their conversations transactional, their touches accidental and brief. The silence in their house had grown so vast it had its own gravitational pull, drawing all warmth and light out of the rooms. The finality of the signed papers had been less a heartbreak and more a quiet, lonely relief.

But now, with Thanksgiving looming, the loneliness was no longer quiet. It was a roar in his ears, amplifying the emptiness of his new, smaller apartment. His son, Mark, was a man grown with a family of his own. They’d spoken on the phone, the conversation stilted but warm enough. Mark, his wife, and their two young children were going to her parents’ house for the day. “It’s just easier, Dad,” Mark had said, a gentle apology in his voice. “You know how it is with the travel and the kids.” Roy did know. He didn’t begrudge them their happiness, but the knowledge that he was no one’s priority anymore was a stone in his gut.

He was staring blankly at a spreadsheet, the numbers blurring into meaningless squiggles, when a soft voice cut through his reverie.

“Thinking deep thoughts, Roy?”

He looked up, blinking. It was Jessica. She stood by the flimsy wall of his cubicle, a mug shaped like a snowman in her hand, a wry, gentle smile on her lips. Jessica was a light in the drab office landscape. In his early fifties, Roy was acutely aware of the age gap between them; she was probably in her late thirties, full of radiance. She had warm, brownish hair that fell in soft layers around her face and intelligent, kind eyes that seemed to miss nothing. He had always noticed her. The way she’d laugh, a genuine, throaty sound that made heads turn. The way she’d concentrate, biting her lower lip as she studied a report.

And he had definitely noticed her body. Jessica was petite, but perfectly proportioned. She favored business-casual blouses and slacks that did an admirable but not entirely successful job of hiding the sexy little body beneath. He’d caught glimpses of a trim waist, the hint of round, firm breasts, and, on the rare occasions she walked away from him down the hall, he’d admired the sway of a truly gorgeous ass. It was a silent, harmless fantasy, a small spark of warmth in his otherwise cold existence. He harbored no illusions. She was beautiful, vibrant, and surely had better options than a divorced, slightly paunchy middle manager.

“Something like that,” he managed, trying to return her smile. “Just figuring out how to make these quarterly projections look less depressing.”

She chuckled, the sound like music. “Good luck with that. Listen, I was just wondering… what are you doing for Thanksgiving tomorrow?”

The question was casual, but it landed on him with the weight of a physical blow. The unspoken answer, nothing, felt pathetic. He felt a flush of embarrassment creep up his neck.

He cleared his throat, pushing his chair back slightly. “Ah, I don’t really have any plans, to be honest. It’s the first holiday since my divorce, and my son and his family are going to his wife’s parents’ house for the day.” He tried to say it matter-of-factly, as if it were a simple logistical statement and not the summary of his current state of desolation.

Jessica’s expression softened with an empathy that felt so genuine it almost made his eyes sting. She’d gone through her own divorce about six months ago, a fact the office rumor mill had circulated with morbid efficiency. He remembered seeing her in the breakroom around that time, her eyes a little red-rimmed, a forced brightness to her smile. They’d never spoken of it, but a shared, unspoken understanding had existed between them ever since.

She took a small sip from her snowman mug. “Well, in that case,” she said, her tone shifting from sympathetic to conspiratorial, “a few of us are getting together at my house for dinner and you’re more than welcome to join us if you want.”

The invitation hung in the air between them, shimmering with possibility. A house full of people. Laughter. Food. It was a life raft thrown to a drowning man. For a second, he was so stunned he couldn’t speak. He’d expected, at best, a sympathetic pat on the shoulder, not an actual invitation into someone’s life.

“Really?” he finally asked, his voice a little hoarse. “You don’t have to do that.”

“I know I don’t have to,” she said, her smile widening. “I want to. It’s no trouble, I promise. Just a few friends hanging out. It beats sitting home alone, right?”

“Yeah,” he said, the word coming out with a rush of air. “It really does.” A genuine smile broke across his face, the first one he’d felt in weeks. “I would love to. Thank you, Jessica. Really.”

“Great,” she beamed, and it was like the sun had come out from behind the clouds. “It’s very casual, don’t worry about dressing up or anything.”

“Okay. Should I… do I need to bring anything?” he asked, feeling a surge of normalcy, of participating in the world again. “I can pick up a pie, or some wine, or…”

She waved a dismissive hand. “We’re not having the traditional Thanksgiving dinner; we’re going to grill some steaks along with a baked potato and a salad. And I have plenty, so all you need to bring is whatever you want to drink.”

“Steak on Thanksgiving,” he chuckled. “I like your style.”

“I decided I’m done with traditions that just cause stress,” she said with a wink. She jotted her address down on a Post-it note and handed it to him. “Come over around three?”

“I’ll be there,” he said, taking the note. Her fingers brushed his, a fleeting touch that sent a jolt straight up his arm.

She gave him one last warm smile before turning to walk away. He watched her go, his eyes instinctively drawn to the gentle sway of her hips beneath her tailored pants. He clutched the Post-it note in his hand like a winning lottery ticket. Maybe, he thought, the holidays wouldn’t be so bad after all. He figured he’d go over there for a few hours, have some drinks and eat, enjoy the company, and then retreat back to his quiet apartment to watch football for the rest of the evening. It was more than he could have hoped for. It was a start.

The next day, Roy woke up feeling a nervous flutter in his stomach that he hadn’t experienced since he was a teenager going on a first date. He showered, took extra time shaving, and then stood in front of his closet for a solid ten minutes, trying to figure out what a 52-year-old man wore to a “casual” Thanksgiving get-together at the home of a woman he was secretly attracted to.

He pulled out a pair of pleated khaki pants and a button-down shirt, the standard uniform of his former married life. He looked at his reflection and sighed. He looked like someone’s dad. He looked… safe. Boring. He tossed them onto the bed. He tried on a newer pair of dark-wash jeans that Mark had convinced him to buy. They fit well, better than he remembered. He paired them with a soft, gray long-sleeved Henley shirt. It was simple, comfortable, and hugged his shoulders in a way that made him feel a little less like he was fading into the background. He looked at himself again. It wasn’t a radical transformation, but he felt more like himself. More like a man, and less like an obligation.

He stopped at the grocery store on the way, the aisles packed with last-minute shoppers grabbing Cool Whip and canned cranberry sauce. He felt a pang of something that wasn’t quite jealousy, but a deep nostalgia for the chaos of a family holiday. He pushed the feeling down and headed for the beer aisle, grabbing a twelve-pack of a decent craft lager. It felt good to be walking into her house with something in hand.

Her neighborhood was quiet and pleasant, the houses well-kept with neat lawns covered in a carpet of autumn leaves. He found her address, a charming two-story colonial with dark green shutters and a cheerful yellow door. A wreath made of fall foliage hung in the center. He parked on the street, took a deep breath to steady his nerves, and walked up the stone pathway.

He rang the bell, the sound of chimes echoing faintly from inside. He could hear footsteps approaching, and his heart gave a little thump against his ribs. The door swung open.

And Roy’s jaw nearly dropped open.

The woman standing in the doorway was Jessica, but she was a version of Jessica he had only ever constructed in his most private daydreams. The professional, buttoned-up colleague from the office was gone, replaced by a siren. She looked totally different from the way she looked at work.

She was wearing a top the color of deep burgundy, a soft, silky material that plunged into a rather low V-cut at the front. The fabric draped tantalizingly, revealing the swell of her breasts, which looked fuller and rounder than they ever did in the loose-fitting shirts she wore to work. A delicate silver necklace with a tiny, sparkling pendant rested in the hollow of her throat, drawing his eye right to the creamy skin of her décolletage. Below, she wore a short, black skirt, not scandalously short, but short enough that it showcased a pair of incredible, sexy legs. They were toned and shapely, leading his gaze on a very pleasant journey from her simple black flats all the way up to the tantalizing hem of that skirt, which hinted at the gorgeous ass he had so often admired. Her hair was down, falling in soft, touchable waves around her shoulders, and she wore a light, smoky eyeshadow that made her brown eyes look huge and mysterious. A subtle, intoxicating scent of vanilla and something floral wafted from her, and he had to consciously remind himself to breathe.

“Hi, Roy,” she said, her voice a low, husky purr. “I’m so glad you could make it. Come on in.”

He felt like a gawking idiot, his mouth hanging slightly agape. “Hi,” he managed, his voice cracking slightly. “Wow. You, uh, you look amazing, Jessica.”

A faint blush colored her cheeks, but she met his gaze directly, a knowing spark in her eyes. “Thank you. I decided since I wasn’t cooking a turkey for twenty people, I’d at least make an effort.” She gestured to the twelve-pack he was holding. “What have you got there?”

“Oh. Beer,” he said, feeling foolishly simple.

She took the twelve-pack of beer I had brought from his hands, her fingers brushing his again, this time for a lingering second. The spark was stronger, undeniable. “Perfect,” she said. “I’ll put this in the fridge.”

She turned and led the way. Roy followed her into the kitchen, his eyes glued to her, mesmerized by the hypnotic sway of her gorgeous ass as she walked. The black skirt moved with her, clinging and swinging in a rhythm that made his blood heat. It was a private show, and he felt a thrill of guilt and excitement course through him.

Her kitchen was bright and modern, with white cabinets, stainless steel appliances, and gleaming granite countertops. It was immaculately clean. She opened the twelve-pack on the island and, without asking, twisted the cap off a bottle and handed it to him.

“Here you go,” she said. Her eyes held his for a moment before she turned to the refrigerator.

Then, she bent over to put the rest of the beer in the bottom shelf of the fridge. The motion was fluid, natural, and utterly devastating. Her short skirt rode up high on her thighs, giving him an excellent, unobscured view of her gorgeous ass, perfectly framed by a pair of sexy, cherry-red lace panties. The vibrant color was a shocking, delightful secret against her smooth skin. The sight was so overtly erotic, it felt like a deliberate act, a gift being presented just for him. His throat went dry, and he took a long swallow of his beer, the cold liquid doing nothing to cool the fire igniting in his veins.

She straightened up, seemingly oblivious, and closed the refrigerator door. She then grabbed a half-empty bottle of white wine from the counter and topped her glass off. The silence stretched for a moment, punctuated only by the hum of the refrigerator. Roy looked around the kitchen, then glanced toward the living room. It was quiet. Too quiet.

“So,” he began, trying to sound casual, “where is everyone else?”

Jessica took a slow sip of her wine, her eyes watching him over the rim of the glass. She set it down gently on the counter, a small, nervous smile playing on her lips. “Okay,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “I have a confession, Roy.”

He waited, his heart starting to beat a little faster.

“There’s not going to be anyone else here,” she said, her gaze unwavering. “It’s just us. I was just afraid you wouldn’t come if I told you it was just going to be the two of us.”

The confession landed in the quiet kitchen with the force of a thunderclap. His mind reeled, trying to process the information. This wasn’t a pity invite. This wasn’t a friendly get-together. This was… something else entirely. The image of her red panties, the low-cut top, the scent of her perfume, it all clicked into place, forming a picture that made his pulse hammer in his ears.

“Why?” he asked, his voice soft. “Why would you think that, Jessica?”

She looked down at her wine glass, tracing the condensation with a fingertip. “I don’t know why I thought that,” she admitted, her vulnerability a stark contrast to the confident siren who had opened the door. “I guess it’s just so soon after your divorce, and I… I didn’t know if you would be interested in being alone with another woman. Or if you’d think I was being too forward. I’ve been out of the game for a long time, Roy. I’m not very good at this.”

He took a step closer to her, closing the distance between them at the kitchen island. He reached out, hesitating for a fraction of a second before gently placing his hand over hers. Her skin was soft and warm.

“Jessica,” he said, his voice low and earnest. “My marriage was over a long, long time before the papers were signed. And for what it’s worth… I would be an absolute fool not to want to spend the day with such a beautiful woman.”

She looked up at him, her eyes shining with relief and something more, something deeper. A slow, genuine smile spread across her face, melting away the last of her nervousness. “Thank you for the compliment,” she said softly. She gave his hand a gentle squeeze before pulling hers away, the absence of her touch leaving his skin tingling.

“Now,” she said, her tone suddenly brighter, more business-like, as if she needed to shift gears. “How about you do me a favor? Would you mind going outside and starting the grill? It’s on the back deck.”

“Of course,” he said, grateful for a task, for a moment to let his brain catch up with the rapidly escalating situation.

He slid open the glass door and stepped out onto a spacious wooden deck. The air was cool and crisp, smelling of damp earth and woodsmoke from a distant fireplace. Her backyard was peaceful, bordered by a line of tall evergreen trees that offered complete privacy. And there, in the corner of the deck, was a large, steaming hot tub. He noticed it immediately. The cover was on, but tendrils of steam escaped from the sides, hinting at the warm, bubbling water within. His mind briefly fantasized about sinking into that water with her, then he quickly pushed the thought away.

One step at a time, Roy.

She also had a very expensive, impressive-looking stainless steel gas grill. He found the ignition button and, after a couple of clicks, the burners roared to life with a satisfying whoosh. He closed the lid to let it preheat and turned to go back inside, his mind still buzzing.

When he walked back into the kitchen, he was greeted with another heart-stopping view. Jessica was bent over again, this time getting the stuff for a salad out of the crisper drawer in the refrigerator. It was a repeat performance of the earlier display, giving him another great, lingering view of her gorgeous ass, the red lace of her panties a vibrant slash of color beneath the hem of her black skirt. He was beginning to wonder if she was deliberately trying to turn him on or just teasing him mercilessly. Either way, it was working. His body was responding with an eagerness that was both thrilling and slightly alarming.

While she was still bent over, her voice slightly muffled by the refrigerator, she asked, “Are you ready for another beer?”

“I am,” he said, his voice a little tight.

She straightened up and turned back around, a head of lettuce in one hand and a cucumber in the other. As she faced him, the cool air from the fridge or the general atmosphere of raw arousal in the room had done its work. He could clearly see the distinct, firm peaks of her hard nipples poking against the thin, silky fabric of her burgundy top. That detail, combined with the fresh memory of her red-lace-clad ass, was the final straw. He could feel himself starting to get a full, undeniable hard-on. He shifted his weight, trying to adjust his jeans to be less restrictive, his mind racing. He couldn’t help it. It had been over six months since he’d been with his ex-wife, and years since he’d been with a woman who actually desired him. He was extremely, painfully horny.

“Everything okay?” she asked, noticing his slight shift.

“Perfect,” he said, hoping his smile didn’t look as strained as it felt. “Grill’s heating up.”

The small talk over the next half hour was a strange mix of mundane and electric. They discussed the steaks, the merits of different salad dressings, and the weather, all while a powerful undercurrent of unspoken questions and potent sexual tension flowed between them. When the potatoes she had baking in the oven were about done, they went out on the deck together to put the steaks on the grill.

The sizzle of the thick cuts of beef hitting the hot grates filled the air. He stood beside her, the heat from the grill warming his face, intensely aware of her proximity. She smelled incredible.

He gestured with his beer bottle toward the steaming Jacuzzi. “I mentioned that I noticed you had a hot tub,” he said, trying to keep his tone light. “I’ve been thinking about getting one myself. Do you enjoy it?”

She turned to him, leaning her hip against the deck railing. The setting sun caught the highlights in her hair, framing her in a golden glow. “Enjoy it?” she repeated, with a low, throaty laugh. “Roy, I’m obsessed with it. Every day when I get home from work, I pour a glass of wine, get in it, and let the day just melt away. It makes me feel so relaxed. I love it.” She paused, her eyes locking with his, a playful, challenging glint in their depths. “You’re more than welcome to come over sometime and give it a try.”

The offer was layered with meaning, a direct follow-up to her earlier confession. This was no longer subtext; it was text. He took a slow sip of his beer, matching her gaze. “You better be careful,” he said, his voice dropping an octave. “Because I might just take you up on her offer.”

She gave him a slow, incredibly sexy grin, a deliberate and confident smile that reached all the way to her eyes. “I hope you do,” she said softly.

The steaks were perfect, seared on the outside, juicy and pink on the inside. They went inside and ate at her small kitchen table, the intimacy of the setting feeling more potent than any fancy restaurant. The conversation flowed easily now, the initial nervousness replaced by a comfortable rapport. They talked about their kids, their failed marriages, their hopes for the future. He found himself opening up to her in a way he hadn’t with anyone in years, and she listened with an attentiveness that made him feel seen, heard, and valued.

When they finished eating, he immediately started gathering the plates. “Let me help you clean up,” he offered.

She placed a hand on his arm, stopping him. “Absolutely not. You’re my guest,” she insisted. “And besides, it’ll only take a few minutes.”

He sat back down, watching as she moved around the kitchen with an efficient grace. When she was finished, she went to the fridge, grabbed him another beer, and retrieved her bottle of wine. As she bent down one last time, giving him another breathtaking view of her ass, he knew with absolute certainty that it was no accident. She was putting on a show, and he was her captivated audience of one.

She returned to the table and then suggested, “Let’s go sit out on the back deck. It’s a nice night.”

They settled into comfortable patio chairs, the silence between them no longer filled with tension, but with a simmering anticipation. The sky was a deep, velvety indigo, pricked with the first stars of the evening. The only sounds were the chirping of crickets and the gentle hum of the hot tub.

As they were talking, he found his gaze kept drifting over to the hot tub, its steaming surface looking more and more inviting. Jessica noticed. Of course she did. She’d been noticing everything all night.

She took a sip of her wine, her eyes sparkling in the dim light from the house. “You keep looking at it,” she said, her voice a low murmur. “Do you want to get in it? Give it a try?”

The directness of the question made his breath catch. This was it. The moment of truth.

“I’d love to,” he said, his voice sounding rough to his own ears. “But… I didn’t bring a pair of shorts to wear.” It was his last, flimsy shield, his final chance to retreat.

What she said next took him completely by surprise, shattering that shield into a million pieces.

She gave him another one of those devastatingly sexy grins, her eyes full of undisguised mischief and desire. “I usually get in without anything on,” she said, her voice a sultry caress. “If you want… we could do that.”

The image that flashed through his mind, her sexy little body, completely naked, glistening in the steaming water, was so powerful it was like a physical shock. He could feel his dick, which had been in a state of semi-arousal for hours, surge to full, throbbing hardness inside his jeans. The pressure was intense, almost painful.

“Are you… Are you serious?” he whispered, needing to hear her confirm it, to be absolutely sure he wasn’t misreading the most blatant signals a man had ever received.

She didn’t answer with words. Instead, she said, “Let me show you just how serious I am.”

She stood up with fluid grace. Her eyes never left his as her hands went to the hem of her burgundy top. With one smooth motion, she pulled it up and over her head, tossing it onto the empty chair beside her.

She was wearing a simple, black lace bra. No, that wasn’t right. He blinked again. She wasn’t wearing a bra at all. She was completely bare from the waist up. His gaze fell upon the most beautiful, firm breasts he had ever seen. They weren’t large, but they were perfectly shaped, high and round with dusky rose areolas crowned by hard, pink nipples that seemed to beckon him closer. The sight was so stunning, so much more perfect than his imagination had ever conceived, that he felt his already hard cock give a powerful throb inside his jeans.

But she wasn’t finished. Her hands moved to the waistband of her short black skirt. With a confident, deliberate movement, she pushed it down over her hips, taking her sexy red panties down with it in one fluid gesture. The skirt and panties pooled at her ankles, and she stepped out of them, kicking them aside.

And then she was standing in front of him, on her softly lit deck, completely and gloriously naked.

She was magnificent. Her waist was slim, her hips flared out in a gentle, womanly curve. A neat, dark triangle of hair nestled between her thighs. She stood there for a long moment, allowing him to look his fill, her expression a mixture of confidence and vulnerability. Then, with a small, self-assured smile, she walked over to the hot tub and, with a grunt of effort, folded back the heavy insulated cover before climbing the small steps and sinking into the steaming water with a soft sigh of pleasure.

The bubbling water swirled around her, covering her to just below her breasts. She leaned back against the smooth acrylic, her hair fanning out behind her, her head tilted back. She then looked over at him, her eyes dark and heavy-lidded with invitation.

“Well?” she said, her voice a smoky challenge. “Are you just going to sit there and stare at me, or are you going to take off your clothes and join me?”

He was still reeling, his mind struggling to accept the reality of the situation. “Jessica, are you sure?” he asked one last time, his voice thick with awe and desire. “Are you absolutely sure about what you’re suggesting?”

She reached for her wine glass, which she had placed on the edge of the tub, and took a slow, deliberate sip. She licked a drop of wine from her full lower lip before she answered, her voice resonating with a deep and profound certainty. “Roy,” she said, “I have never been more sure of anything in my entire life.”

That was all he needed to hear. The last of his doubt, his insecurity, his loneliness, evaporated in the cool night air. He stood up, his movements feeling both clumsy and incredibly purposeful. He pulled his Henley over his head, an echo of her own movement, and tossed it aside. Then he unbuckled his belt, the sound of the leather pulling free unnaturally loud in the quiet night. He unzipped his jeans and pushed them, along with his boxer briefs, down over his hips.

His hard cock sprang free, thick and fully erect, jutting out from his body like a compass needle pointing directly at her. As the dim light from the kitchen window fell upon him, he heard a sound from the hot tub. It was a low, throaty moan, a sound of pure, unadulterated appreciation.

He looked at Jessica. She had propped herself up on her elbows, her eyes wide and fixed on his erection. She never took her eyes off his cock as he walked the few steps to the tub and climbed in with her. The hot, bubbling water was a shock to his system, enveloping his skin in a blanket of pleasure. When he sat down on the bench beside her, the water level rose, sloshing over the side.

She reached over under the churning water, and her hand closed around his shaft. Her touch was electric. He gasped as her fingers wrapped around his length, her thumb stroking the sensitive ridge of his glans. “Oh,” she breathed, her voice filled with wonder. “I’m going to enjoy this even more than I imagined.”

She then leaned towards him, closing the small gap between them. Her face was inches from his, her eyes dark pools of want. He met her halfway, and their lips met for the first time. It was a kiss born of hours of anticipation, a thousand unspoken thoughts. It was soft at first, a gentle tasting, and then it deepened, her mouth opening under his, their tongues probing and dancing, exploring each other’s mouths with a desperate hunger. The taste of her, a mix of wine and pure Jessica, was intoxicating.

While they kissed, he moved a hand up through the warm water, finding one of her beautiful, firm breasts. It felt even better than he had imagined, buoyant and soft in his palm. Jessica moaned into his mouth, a deep, guttural sound of pleasure. He found her hard nipple with his thumb and forefinger and pinched it, gently at first, then a little harder. She moaned even louder, arching her back and pressing her breast more firmly into his hand.

All the while, her own hand was still working its magic on him, stroking his cock with a steady, maddening rhythm. The combination of her hot mouth, his hand on her breast, and her hand on his cock was an overwhelming sensory assault. He was losing control, the pleasure building with terrifying speed. He was scared she was going to make him cum too fast.

He broke the kiss, gasping for air. “Jessica… slow down,” he pleaded, his voice ragged. “If you don’t stop… you’re going to make me cum.”

She looked him directly in the eyes, a predatory, confident smile on her face. Her hand stilled on his shaft, but didn’t let go. “I plan on making you cum several times before we are finished,” she whispered, her voice a husky promise that shot straight to his groin. “But I don’t want to waste any of your hot cum.” And with that, she released him.

The relief was so intense that he felt weak. They continued to make out in the hot tub for a while longer, a slow, decadent exploration of hands and mouths, letting the anticipation build back up to a fever pitch. Her hands roamed over his chest and back, while his explored every curve of her body he could reach beneath the water. Finally, she pulled back slightly, her breath coming in short, hot puffs against his cheek.

“As much as I love this,” she murmured, “I think we’d both be more comfortable in my bedroom.”

He didn’t need any convincing. “Lead the way,” he said, his voice thick with lust.

After they climbed out of the hot tub, dripping and flushed, she opened a wooden storage cabinet on the deck and pulled out two large, fluffy towels. She handed one to him, and they dried off, their movements unselfconscious and intimate in the dim light. After they had towel off, she picked up their discarded clothes from the chairs.

“We won’t be needing these for a while,” she said with a sly smile.

He followed her inside, his bare feet silent on the cool hardwood floors. She led him through the living room and up a carpeted staircase to her bedroom. It was a sanctuary, dominated by a huge king-size bed piled high with pillows and covered in a soft-looking duvet. The only light came from a small lamp on the nightstand, casting a warm, golden glow over everything. She threw their clothes unceremoniously onto a chair in the corner. Then, she turned to the bed, pulled back the covers, and lay down on her back, stretching out like a cat. She looked even sexier lying there, completely naked against the crisp white sheets, her body an invitation, an offering.

After he lay down next to her, the mattress dipping under his weight, she immediately rolled over on her side to face him. She started kissing him again, a deep, languid kiss full of promise, as her hand found him once more, resuming its expert stroking of his still-hard cock.

They were both moaning into each other’s mouths, lost in a tangle of limbs and rising passion. The reality of the moment hit him again, the sheer improbability of it. “Jessica,” he whispered against her lips. “It’s… It’s been a very long time since I’ve made love to a woman. I honestly don’t know how long I’m going to be able to last.”

She pulled back just enough to look at him, her eyes soft and understanding, but with a confident, almost wicked gleam in them. She smiled. “Don’t you worry about that, Roy,” she purred, her fingers tightening around his shaft. “Because I have a feeling I am going to be able to get you hard several times before I am finished with you tonight.”

Her words were a potent aphrodisiac. She started to kiss her way down his body, a slow, deliberate journey of exploration. She ran her soft tongue over his nipples, making him gasp as a jolt of pleasure shot through him. She continued her way down his stomach, her hair tickling his skin, her lips leaving a trail of fire until he could feel her hot breath on his cock. The anticipation was agonizing, exquisite.

The next thing he felt was her soft, wet tongue circling the sensitive head of his cock. He groaned, his hips bucking off the bed. She then ran it down the underside of his shaft before she moved lower, gently taking his heavy testicles into her warm mouth. The sensation was so intense, so unexpected, it caused him to cry out her name, a strangled moan of pure ecstasy.

After a few seconds of lavishing attention on his balls, she licked her way back up to the head of his cock and looked up at him, her cheeks slightly hollowed, her eyes dark with concentration. “If you enjoyed that,” she murmured, her voice husky, “you’re really going to love this.”

And then he watched, mesmerized, as she lowered her head and slowly, deliberately, sucked his entire cock inside her warm, wet mouth.

He threw his head back against the pillows, his fingers tangling in the sheets. As she began to move her mouth up and down on his shaft, a primal groan rumbled in his chest. “Oh, God, Jessica… that feels so good,” he gasped out, his control shattering. “I can already feel myself getting ready to cum.”

His admission just seemed to make her suck all the harder, her pace quickening. She wrapped her free hand around the base of his shaft, starting to pump his cock into her mouth with a steady, relentless rhythm. He was lost, completely at her mercy. He couldn’t hold back any longer.

“Jessica! I’m cumming!” he moaned, his body tensing as the inevitable, explosive climax washed over him. He exploded inside her mouth, his hips thrusting uncontrollably off the bed as he shot his load down her throat.

Jessica didn’t stop. She continued to suck his cock, milking every last drop from him. He couldn’t remember the last time he came so much, so hard. It felt like he shot a gallon of hot cum down her throat, and to his amazement and delight, she swallowed his entire load without hesitation.

When she finally took her mouth off his now-softening cock, she licked her lips, a satisfied, cat-like smile on her face. “Damn,” she said, her voice a little thick. “I haven’t felt a man cum like that in a long time.”

Dazed and spent, he reached for her, starting to pull her up the bed towards him. “I haven’t cum like that in years,” he said, his voice weak with pleasure. “That felt… amazing.”

As he kissed her, tasting himself on her lips, he rolled them over so that he was on top of her, looking down at her beautiful, flushed face. He was still in awe. “I still can’t believe this is actually happening,” he confessed.

She looked up at him, her hands coming up to cup his face, her thumbs stroking his cheeks. “Believe it, baby,” she whispered. “Because this is going to be the first of many.”

He kissed her again, deeply, before he moved his mouth down her body, intent on returning the incredible pleasure she had just given him. He began to suck her hard pink nipples, laving them with his tongue, and she moaned how good it felt, her fingers digging into his back.

After a few seconds of this, she began to push his head down, her movements becoming more urgent. “I need you to make me cum, Roy,” she panted, her hips starting to writhe beneath him. “Please.”

He needed no further encouragement. He moved down between her spread legs, burying his face in her heat. As he moved further down, he could smell her heady, musky scent of excitement, and to his utter astonishment, he could already feel himself starting to get hard again.

As he began to run his tongue over her smooth, wet outer lips, she was moaning, “Oh, yes… I love your tongue on my pussy.”

He pushed his tongue inside her slick folds, tasting her unique, delicious flavor. Then, he used his fingers to gently pull her lips apart, fully exposing her swollen, glistening clit. He began to run his tongue over it in slow, deliberate circles before sucking it into his mouth, flicking it with the tip of his tongue.

The effect was instantaneous and electric. Within just a few seconds she was bucking beneath him, moaning that she was going to cum.

“Oh, Roy! I’m so close!”

He plunged two fingers deep inside her tight, juicy cunt and began to pump them in and out, stretching her, filling her, while his mouth continued its relentless work on her clit. She cried out, her body going rigid. “I’m cumming, Roy! Oh, baby, I’m cumming so hard!”

He felt her inner muscles clench around his fingers as her body shook with the force of her orgasm. A flood of her warm, sweet juices covered his mouth and fingers, and he stayed right where he was, determined to taste every last drop.

As her body was still shaking with aftershocks, he quickly pulled his fingers out of her so he could drink all of her sweet juices from her pussy. When her powerful orgasm finally began to subside, she started pulling at his shoulders, her voice a desperate plea. “Now, Roy. I need you inside me. I need to feel your hard cock inside me. Now.”

She pulled his mouth to hers and practically shoved her tongue inside his mouth, kissing him with a wild, possessive hunger that thrilled him to his core. It was a world away from his ex-wife, who would never have dreamed of kissing him after he had gone down on her. The raw, animalistic passion from Jessica was everything he had been missing for so long.

As they were still kissing, he felt her move her hand between their slick bodies, her fingers closing around his miraculously hard cock. She helped guide him to her entrance, positioning the thick head against her smooth, wet lips.

He began to slowly push his cock into her tight, juicy cunt. She felt incredible, hot and wet and impossibly tight. She moaned loud and long. “Oh, baby… oh, God, I love how you feel inside me. Make me cum again with your hard cock buried deep inside my pussy.”

He started to move his cock in and out of her with slow, deliberate thrusts, savoring the feeling of being sheathed inside her, watching her face, contorted in an expression of pure bliss. But she wanted more.

“Harder, baby,” she moaned, grabbing his ass with both hands. “Fuck me harder.”

He obliged, abandoning his slow pace and starting to slam his cock into her with a driving, powerful rhythm. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the room, a primal beat that matched the pounding of his heart. She was soon moaning incoherently, her head thrashing on the pillow, crying out that she could feel herself getting ready to cum again.

He continued to slam his cock deep inside her, pushing her closer and closer to the edge. A few seconds later, he could feel her tight pussy starting to contract violently around his cock, and she cried out, her voice raw with ecstasy, “I’m cumming again, Roy! I’m cumming with your cock inside me!”

As her orgasm peaked, the powerful, fluttering clenching of her muscles around his shaft was too much for him to bear. He couldn’t hold back any longer. “I’m going to cum again,” he gasped, his own release imminent. “Do you want me to pull out?”

Jessica wrapped her legs tightly around his waist, locking him in place. He could feel her hands on his ass, her fingers digging in, pulling him even deeper inside her as she moaned, “No! Cum inside me, baby! I want to feel your hot cum shooting deep inside my pussy.”

Her words sent him over the edge. He managed to last a couple more desperate seconds before he slammed his cock as deep as it would go inside her and shot another huge load, this time deep inside her tight, hot pussy.

As he was cumming, his body convulsing, she moaned rapturously, “I can feel it, Roy! Oh, God, I can feel you cumming inside me…oh yeah… I’m cumming with you!” Her body shuddered in a sympathetic orgasm, her inner walls pulsing around him as he emptied himself completely inside her.

Once they had both recovered, their breathing ragged, their bodies slick with sweat, his now-soft cock slipped out of her. He collapsed beside her, utterly spent, and rolled over. “That was… that was amazing, Jessica,” he murmured, his voice filled with awe.

She rolled over on her side to face him, a languid, satisfied smile on her face. “You were amazing, Roy,” she said, her voice husky. “I haven’t had multiple orgasms in years.” She snuggled closer, her breast pressing against his arm. “And I could go again, if you think you can get it up again.”

He laughed, a weak but happy sound. “I haven’t cum more than one time in the same night since I was in my twenties,” he admitted. “I seriously doubt I could get hard again tonight.”

She moved her hand down between their bodies and started stroking his limp, soft cock. “Would you mind if I tried?” she asked, her voice a playful whisper.

She leaned towards him and they kissed, a long, slow, tender kiss, as she continued to gently stroke his flaccid member. And then, to his complete and utter surprise, he could feel himself starting to get hard again. A flutter of life, then a slow, steady thickening that was completely surprising to him.

As she continued to stroke his cock, she murmured against his lips, “I think somebody wants to play some more.” She then moved her mouth down his body and started sucking his cock with practiced expertise until she had him just as hard and throbbing as the first time.

She moved back up and straddled his hips, looking down at him with an expression of pure, sensual power. “This time,” she said, her voice a low command, “I want to make love to you, Roy. All I want you to do is lie back and enjoy the ride.”

She moved on top of him, positioning herself carefully, and then slowly eased her tight, wet pussy down on his erect cock, moaning the entire time how much she loved his hard cock inside her. The sight of her taking him, her beautiful face a mask of concentration and pleasure, was lethally erotic.

Once she was fully impaled on his cock, she started to move, not up and down, but with a slow, grinding motion, her hips rotating, rubbing her pussy against his shaft in a way that sent waves of pleasure through them both. She moaned that she could already feel herself getting ready to have another orgasm.

He moved his hands up to play with her firm tits as she rode him, cupping their weight, teasing her nipples. When he pinched both nipples between his thumbs and forefingers, she moaned for him to pinch them harder, which he did.

A second later, he could feel her warm juices covering his crotch as she cried out, her back arching, as another strong, rolling orgasm shook her entire body.

He wasn’t sure how long she was riding him after that, lost in a timeless haze of pleasure, before he felt his own climax building for the third time that night. He cried out her name as he came, his hips bucking up to meet her, a final, explosive release that left him completely and utterly exhausted.

After Jessica rolled off him, she curled up in his arms, her head on his chest. “I have never been so completely and totally satisfied, Roy,” she whispered into the darkness. “Spend the night with me.”

He tightened his arm around her, pulling her close. “I feel the same way,” he told her, his voice thick with emotion and sleepiness. “I’d love to spend the night lying in your arms.” And they held each other, their bodies tangled together in the sheets, until they both fell into a deep, contented sleep.

The next morning, Roy woke up slowly, drifting up from a dreamless sleep. The first thing he became aware of was an incredible, warm, wet sensation. He opened his eyes to find Jessica’s head between his legs, her hair spread out on the pillow as she was diligently sucking his morning hard-on. When she realized he was awake, she looked up, a wicked grin on her face, and then climbed on top of him again. Without a word, she sheathed herself on his cock and rode him with a slow, lazy morning rhythm until they were cumming together again, a perfect, synchronized start to the day.

He ended up spending the next three days and nights with her. It was a long weekend of discovery. They made love more in those three days than he and his ex-wife had in the last five years of their marriage. But it was more than just sex. They talked for hours, cooked meals together, went for a long walk in the crisp autumn air, and simply enjoyed being in each other’s company. It was easy, comfortable, and exhilarating all at once.

On Monday morning, they took a shower together, their bodies soaping each other with a new, comfortable familiarity. Since she had washed his clothes for him, he had something clean to wear to work.

They rode to work together in her car, her hand resting on his thigh the entire way. The office environment felt completely different. The drab gray had been replaced by a vibrant world of possibility. He could feel the secret they shared, a warm, buzzing energy between them that no one else could see. That afternoon, they went to his apartment so he could get some more clothes for the next few days. They fell into his bed and made love again, christening his new life. Then they went back to her house, where she cooked a delicious dinner for them.

As he sat across the table from her, watching her laugh at something he’d said, her eyes sparkling, he felt a profound sense of peace and rightness. This wasn’t just a holiday fling or a rebound. It was real.

He had a feeling this was the beginning of a wonderful relationship.
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About the Author

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

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

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

Enjoy the story responsibly.
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Frost & Flame Holidays

https://mybook.to/FrostandFlameHolidays

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

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

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

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

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

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

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

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

[image: Lavender Seductions]

Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

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

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

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

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

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

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

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

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

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