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1. REYA

“Ouch!” I yelp, rubbing my head where the ball smacked me.

“You were supposed to catch it with your arms, haha!” Katie laughs, bending over in the grass.

It’s a hot summer day, and here we are, four girls at Katie’s, messing around with—what even is this sport? We’re tossing a ball like we’re six years old, and honestly, it’s the best.

School’s almost over, and there’s this crazy energy in the air, like we could do anything—run away, start a band, whatever. I’m eighteen, totally free, and so damn happy. No stress, just sun on my skin and laughs in my chest. Except one problem—I really need to pee.

I look at Katie’s house, a cute two-story with flowers out front, and decide to slip inside.

“Be right back!” I call, jogging to the glass door, but the girls are too busy to notice.

The cool air hits me as I step into the kitchen, and my hot skin tingles—God, so refreshing. I shiver, instantly feeling my stiffened nipples graze the inside of my t-shirt.

Where’s the bathroom? I look around, and my eyes catch on a gorgeous cake sitting on the counter, all creamy frosting and chocolate swirls. It looks amazing. My bladder’s yelling, but my stomach’s begging for a bite.

I check around—no one’s here. A few slices are already missing, and… I can’t do this. Or can I? Just a small slice, nobody will know.

I grab a knife from a drawer, but it slams shut with a loud bang. My heart jumps, I look around again, feeling like a thief—but that damn cake... It's screaming my name.

I hold the knife, ready to cut a sneaky slice, my mouth watering.

“Oh, hello,” a voice says, calm but sharp, and my blood turns to ice.

I turn, and there’s Katie’s mom in the living room doorway, arms crossed, a knowing smile on her face.

“Oh, I’m… I thought no one was… I’m so sorry, ma’am!” I stammer, the knife dropping to the counter.

My face burns, my stomach twisting. I’m caught, totally busted, trying to steal her cake like I own the place. I want to disappear—this looks so dumb.

She walks toward me, and my stomach tightens. She’s wearing a half-see-through robe, the kind only a super elegant woman would glide around her house in, all soft and ladylike.

“Don’t worry, honey, you can have the cake,” she says, her voice smooth, but it’s awful—God, make it go away. Make her go away!

“It’d be nice if you asked first, though,” she adds, her tone so gentle it’s like she knows exactly how mortified I am and is twisting the knife with kindness.

Katie’s mom is absolutely gorgeous. Not just her looks, but her wild presence, she's stunning. I’ve glimpsed her before a few times, picking Katie up in her car, but up close? Her dyed blonde hair’s in a loose ponytail, her skin looks rich and velvety, and her curves… Even at home, with zero effort, she’s just—hot.

She steps closer, and a sweet scent hits me, making my shaky knees even weaker.

“I’m so sorry, ma’am,” I mumble, my face on fire. “I’m way out of line, I just… couldn’t stop myself. What was I thinking?”

“It’s okay, honey,” she says, her voice too comforting, stepping right up to me.

She picks up the knife, slow and careful, and cuts a perfect slice of cake.

“Sometimes you want something too bad to stop. The desire is just too strong to control, right? I get it.”

Oh, I believe her—this woman, with her tantalizing vibe, always having so many eyes on her, must be dealing with desire all the time.

“You were very active outside,” she says, her voice low, sliding the plate to me, “why not have a little treat?”

Her words are warm, almost flirty, and it makes my embarrassment worse, my cheeks burning. I’m stuck, gripping the counter, wanting to run but I'm trapped in her piercing gaze, sinking under the weight of my reckless mistake.

“Yeah, we… went hard out there,” I mumble, cringing at how dumb I sound. Hard? Jeez...

What do you even say when you’re caught red-handed like this? Acting chill is my only shot, but with her standing so close, her enchanting body radiating with mine, chill is just not an option.

Katie’s mom has me trapped, and it’s not just shame hitting me—there’s this strange, tingling feeling I’ve never felt before. She’s so grown-up, so in charge, like she could undo me with a look. Yet for some reason everything she does is soaked with sex.

“Hard? Oh, I could tell,” she says, her smile oddly naughty, her bright green eyes locking on mine.

Then her words hit me—she could tell? I look down, and crap—my t-shirt’s all sweaty, sticking to me, my nipples hard and showing through.

“Y-yeah,” I stammer, crossing my arms to hide my chest, my face burning even hotter.

“Sorry, it’s… so crazy hot outside, and it’s cool in here.”

"No need to be sorry, little one," she tries the cake with her finger, "I'm a woman, I know how it is."

Her finger goes to her mouth and, God, she’s not just pretty—she’s unreal, like a damn goddess of some kind.

She makes this cute face as the cake nearly drops from her finger, before she catches it with her lips. We both laugh, and at last, a small sense of relief courses through me.

Her vibe draws me in, and I’m suddenly wondering what it would be like to have a soothing mother like her. What would it feel like to curl up in her arms, rest my head on those full, gorgeous breasts, while she pets me and tells me everything will be alright?

Her curves peek through that see-through robe, her meaningful smile messing with my head in a weird way. Why is she so open? Why is she so interested in me?

She smiles, her lips sexy and teasing, and her words end me instantly, “Seems to me like you need a little refreshment.”

Refreshment? Oh God, this can’t be happening. This lands like a slap—she smells me, doesn't she?

I was hoping she'd never notice. In this cool air, my armpits are betraying me, radiating that post-sports funk, and I just want to crawl under the table and die.

“Oh, you mean…” I gesture vaguely at my armpits, my voice breaking. “I’m so sorry, ma’am, I didn’t… ugh, this is even more embarrassing!”

I’m fucking done. There's no easy way out of this. I seriously consider the idea of running out without a single word.

But I'm powerless and something in me doesn't even want to leave. If my smell’s bad, why’s she still here? Why does she seem like she wants even closer, her face glowing with a tiny, amused smile? Her green eyes slide to my armpits, linger on my chest, then flick back to mine. Did she just... bite her lip?

I am so exposed under her naughty look, but something in me just doesn't want this to ever go away.

“Don’t worry,” she says, her voice sweet, “it’s not… I mean, the smell’s nice. Or... Well, it doesn’t bug me.”

Nice? My smell is nice? Okay, this is getting out of hand. My brain goes into full tilt mode; I have absolutely no response for this wild woman in front of me.

“If you wanna freshen up, I can show you,” she says, looking away as her calm slips—calling my smell nice was surely not on her list.

"Freshen up..." I mutter, because my brain can only repeat simple words right now.

"Come," she says playfully, like she wants to camouflage nervousness, and starts gliding away.

I follow, half-lost, glancing out the window at my friends, still playing, completely clueless about the mess I’ve stumbled into.

Her hips sway, sexy and smooth, and my dumb brain wanders to places it shouldn’t. Why do I feel so much attraction around her?

And why can’t she let me go? She could just let me take the cake and leave. But no, she's taking me to the bathroom? For what, to refresh? Whatever that means.

I was caught sneaking cake, smelling bad, and now this... Damn, I should’ve just peed, and none of this would’ve happened.

Instead, now she’s making a whole deal out of my wet t-shirt and armpits. Please kill me.

“Here we are,” she says, all chill, as we hit the bathroom.

“You’ve got a really nice house,” I blurt, trying to be polite, praying my face isn’t as red as it feels.

She just smiles, and I’m dying, hoping I’m pulling off some kind of normal.

“We’ll need this,” she says, almost to herself, grabbing a towel and setting it on the sink.

We? Why’d she say that? My stomach flips as she steps closer—way too close.

“Arms up,” she says, like it’s nothing, taking my wrists and lifting them above my head.

My brain stops.

“Uh, ma’am?” I mumble, my voice shaky.

She grabs my t-shirt hem, and—God—she’s pulling it up, taking it off. Dear lord, she yanks my t-shirt up, my breasts pop out, and I just… let her?

I’m frozen, staring at her full, hypnotic lips, wanting her closer even as my brain screams, "Get out!"

Every cell in me is shaking as I can't deny how much I need this. This woman's presence is undoing me, making my clit twitch suddenly, her elegant moves hypnotizing.

Part of me wants to pull away and run, but another part—God help me—craves her care so badly.

A whisper is all I manage. “What are we doing?” My voice shakes, needing an answer that’ll either snap me out of this or pull me deeper into her spell.

“Don’t worry, honey,” she says, her voice soft as she tugs the shirt over my head. “We’re in the same team, right? Women help each other out.”

Her tone is so convincing, I just can't help myself and give in, wondering what it would be like to end up in her warm embrace.

I let her undress me, trusting her like my own mother, her presence so strong, so safe. Her eyes hit my exposed armpits as I start to lower my arms, instinctively hiding, not wanting this radiant, commanding woman to make me feel any more exposed than I already am.

“No, no,” she says softly, “keep them up.”

Her palms brush my breasts, sending a shock through me, her hands sliding up to my damp armpits, her head tilted like she’s found a cute dress in a boutique. She glides higher to my elbows, then back down—lingering over my pits again, down to my nipples.

I’m shaking, caught in her touch.

“You’re a very beautiful woman,” she says, and my knees almost give out. Woman. The word, coming from her, with our age gap, feels like the sexiest thing I’ve ever heard, like she’s seeing me in a way I’ve never seen myself.

Her hands slide lower, touching my waist, and my body twitches, begging her to keep going. I’m numb, staring at her, questioning it all, but dying to let this sexy, older woman find whatever she wants.

She hooks her fingers into my skirt, pulling it down my thighs, and it falls to my feet, my defenses gone with it. A soft moan slips from her lips as she looks at me, bare in front of her, and her calm cracks—just enough to make her feel real, like someone I could touch if I was brave enough.

My arms are still up, and I’m too scared to lower them, afraid I’ll ruin this moment she’s built so seductively. I need to stay in her control, I want her to lead, my breath catching as I wonder what’s next.

Why is she going down there? Do I need a refreshment there, too?

With my arms up, my own smell hits me—not too strong, yet obvious—but she said it doesn’t bother her, and I believe her. Sometimes it’s bad, sure, but other times it’s… okay, maybe even better than okay, and right now, that’s not my worry. My heart’s pounding because her fingers are at my panties, slipping under, tugging them down.

“Oh?” I gasp.

“Shh, don’t worry,” she says, her voice calm, “you’ll get fresh ones.”

It’s like she had this planned, and I’m too caught in her pull to argue. My body buzzes, a shameful heat as I know I’m about to be bare. I should stop her, but her hands are on me, touching me like I’m special, and why would I want to stop that? If she wants this, I let her have it.

Her will’s stronger than mine, and all I want is for her to hold me when I’m naked, to warm me with her full, motherly arms.

In one quick move, my panties slide to my knees, and she stops, her eyes on my shaved mound, a flash of surprise in them.

A surrendered “Mmmm” escapes her lips, and I can feel it making me just a bit wetter.

She keeps going, pulling my panties to the floor, leaving me totally naked. I swear I hear her inhale as her face gets close to my pussy, softly breathing me in, checking me, looking for god knows what.

“Sorry, but… what are we doing?” I ask again, my voice a whisper as she stands, her warm hands sliding over my skin, leaving tingles.

“Just a little comforting, little one,” she says softly, her smile calming, “you know, how women look out for each other.”

“Oh… yeah,” I mumble, not sure if I’m playing it cool or just caught in her spell, acting on autopilot.

She grabs soap and rubs it into my armpit, her touch slow, like it’s her job. Then she moves to the other, her breathing getting heavy, a quiet focus in her eyes.

“See? Just like this,” she says, her eyes meeting mine for a second before dropping to my chest, like she’s hiding a spark of want.

I’m shaking, her close touch breaking me down. It’s like no one’s ever cared for me like this. So special, so hot, like I’m caught in some sacred, tantric ritual at its peak.

She wets a washcloth, adding more soap, and her free hand rests on my thigh—casual, like it’s nothing, like washing girls like me is normal for her.

I feel a soft push on my thigh, and I know what she wants. I spread my legs a bit, not wanting to seem too into it, but enough to let her in. Her hand moves between my thighs, the soapy cloth brushing me, slow and on purpose.

And yup, there she is. Her hand on my pussy. Direct and full of intent.

I have no idea what she sensed down there, but she clearly thinks it needs a refresh, and for some reason, I agree now too. Her movements on my pussy feel almost clinical, but I can’t help it—it’s so much more than just washing.

I’m so aware of my body, every nerve on fire. I’m wet, I know it, and her gentle touch—firm but careful—makes me pulse like never before.

She’s so good, but—God—she’s Katie’s mom!

The thought hits me hard, a fact I’d forgotten in this haze, and it’s so wrong, so dirty, it lights me up beyond reason. No soap could ever clean this.

“Just like this,” she whispers, as her mouth nears my ear, and I want her to kiss me, but I’m too frozen to move. Soft moans slip out as her fingers stay, cleaning me more than needed, and I’m quietly begging her to keep going.

Her breathing gets deeper, pulling me in, and my mind races—is she getting wet from this, too?

An image of her pussy intrudes on my brain and I almost fall.

The thought is so nasty it instantly pushes me close to the edge. I’m shaking, my body trembling under her soapy touch, but no—I can’t lose it now, not like this, not after all the shame.

It’s too much. I’d never get over falling apart in her bathroom, under her naughty care.

She stops, and I almost collapse with relief—I was so close to coming under her hand... Fuck! She’s Katie’s mom, for God’s sake! What if Katie walks in? What if anyone sees us? This would ruin me, and panic grabs me.

“Don’t worry,” she says, like she reads my mind, “I locked the door. Just a quick rinse with hot water, and we’re done.”

Done? I'm not sure I want that.

She starts the shower, her eyes pushing me into the glass stall.

I reach for the showerhead, but she stops me with a soft, “No, let me, okay?”

My heart skips as she aims the hot water at me, standing outside, her robe getting wet, sticking to her curves. Her other hand slides over my bare skin, a risky, electric touch, grazing my mound, her fingers getting lost in my wetness like it’s an accident—but it’s not.

“Relax,” she purrs, her voice betraying her, her hand shaky on my labia.

I’m trembling, caught in her rhythm, unable to do anything but let her take over. Hot water pours over me, but all I feel is her experienced touch, carefully washing every inch of me.

She moves the water up, and I know to raise my arms. Her touch is amazing, sliding through my armpits, washing off the soap with slow, careful moves. Her hands stay, rubbing my breasts, slipping back to my pits, then down again, way more than needed, like she loves every inch of my wet skin.

“Good girl,” she moans, her hands insatiable on my breasts, cupping me with deep breaths like I’m some kind of treasure.

My body’s buzzing, alive under her greedy fingers. She’s in charge, her moves bold, owning me, and I’m falling apart, stuck between fear of what’s next and needing her to keep going with her comforting care.

“Nice and tidy,” she murmurs, her voice low as her hand slides lower again, focusing on the soap still on my crotch. She’s all in, like she’s been waiting for this, her hand impatient as it moves between my thighs.

“Let me finish,” she says, her fingers firm on my mound, sliding over, parting my lips, teasing my soaked entrance with a touch that’s careful but bold.

Her soft moan pulls one from me too—this is so wrong, but so damn hot.

“Wash me, you naughty mom,” I blurt, finally able to say something, and I say this?

The words fire us both up, and her calm breaks.

“Oh, I’ll wash you good, you dirty girl,” she whispers, her voice sharp with want, her lips too far as I ache to kiss her.

I sense her breath on my face, and my knees buckle. I sink into a squat on the shower floor—a mistake—now I’m wide open, helpless to her.

She's with me, going down with me, her careful touch never letting me go.

Her finger slips over my clit and I see stars, the rush hitting fast from a place I never knew existed. She slides further, her fingertip on my second hole, no way it's a mistake.

"Oh..." I breathe out, and she catches it.

"Yes, here too, little one," she purrs, no smile now, just pure, raw want.

I am so open in this position, a slightest push would penetrate me, but she doesn't, she's gentle and so ladylike, taking care of me in this most intimate moment.

She circles around my asshole, and I’m breathless, secretly wishing she’d wash me in detail. And she does, moving back and forth, lingering in the wrong places, moaning like my pleasure is hers.

"Mmmmhhh," I mutter, my voice telling her to never stop her meticulous cleaning.

"Oh, you're such a fucking mess," she suddenly snaps, not able to contain it any longer.

Fucking mess? Where did that come from?

Her eyes lock on mine and her indecent finger starts tick-tacking over my swelling clit, razor sharp jolts intruding on my body.

She barely touches me and my body gives in, shaking, soft whimpers slipping out as I start to lose it way too early.

"Oh, is that so?" she asks, clearly just as shocked as me at my responsiveness.

"Please," is all I manage, hoping she'd continue this sinful dance on my folds.

“Shh,” she hushes, her eyes sharp, but her hand goes wild, moving over me with a fierce rhythm.

She doesn’t stop, this wild woman, sliding two fingers inside me with a force that steals my breath, my hand over my mouth to muffle my cries.

“That’s it, let it out,” she whispers, her words hissing, her voice a mix of control and excitement as I come hard, shaking against her naughty fingers.

I have no idea what she’s doing, but I feel her both inside and out, making me throb like never before.

“Please,” I whimper helplessly, no idea why, as her skilled fingers keep going, fucking me, comforting me in a way I never knew I needed.

I'm wiped out by this raw, forbidden moment, her touch taking me over in a way I never thought possible. Her movements slow, perfectly in tune with the fading waves of my arousal, like she knows my pussy better than I do.

I envy her hand—she can do this to herself anytime, and the thought of it nearly knocks me unconscious.

I’m a mess under her touch, lost, barely knowing where I am or what happened. Suddenly, she shuts off the shower, hands me a towel, and grabs fresh panties from the dryer.

She shots a quick wink before slipping out of the bathroom, on her tiptoes, quiet as a ghost. And just like that, she's gone.

What. The. Actual. Fuck?!

I’m alone, staring at the tiles, my mind racing to catch up, my breathing echoing off the walls.

I need to get out—now. The girls are probably wondering where I am. I forgot to pee, but no way I’m doing it now. I can’t stay here another second.

How long was I here? Minutes? Hours? My hands shake as I dry off and pull on the panties, checking myself in the mirror, trying to act normal.

I run outside, and the girls are still laughing, tossing the ball, oblivious to my absence—let alone the earth-shattering moment I just lived through.

I sit on a stair, and... Katie’s mom just washed me!

She took me apart like it was nothing. My whole world changed in that bathroom; there’s no going back from here. I just let Katie’s mom give me the wildest orgasm, and it was wrong, so inappropriate… How do I even process that?

My bladder starts complaining and it hits me—I never touched that damn cake. Screw it. I can’t stay, I'm not entering this house again, and I really need to pee! My face is screaming what happened, and if the girls see it, I’m done.

“I gotta go home,” I mumble, barely waiting for their shrugs before I’m walking fast, my heart pounding.

"Wait," Katie yells after me, waving.

"I'll be back, no worries," I reply just loud enough.

Back? Will I ever be able to come back to Katie's house?

Every time I'll look at Katie, I'll see her mother—the eyes, the lips, the fingers. Will I ever be able to act normal around Katie again?

I'm in my house, slamming my butt onto the toilet and finally letting it all out.

What the hell was that? And why am I dying... to feel it all over again?


2. JENNIFER

Oh my god, what just happened today? I had my daughter’s friend in the shower, for crying out loud! What am I doing? What is wrong with me? I shouldn’t have done this—it was wrong. What if she didn’t like it? What if she tells someone? What if the school finds out?

Jeez, okay, relax, breathe. She liked it, didn’t you see how she looked at you with those innocent eyes? Her naughty little moans were soaked with desire. She was actually begging me to do it, that little mess.

That dirty girl needed washing badly, smelling naughty like that. She can’t be walking around squirting her pheromones like that—it’s dangerous. Guys won’t ever leave her alone. And girls for that matter.

Who else would teach her manners? It needed to be taken care of right there, right that moment. She’s a naughty little thing, and I had to do something about it.

I’m so damn lonely. It’s been three years since Greg walked out, and I haven’t touched a soul since. This bedroom feels like a tomb, cold and empty, and I’m desperate to spice things up.

But not with men. Fuck men. They don’t do it for me anymore. After all the crap with Greg, I’m not signing up for that mess again.

But that little schoolgirl today? God, she flipped a switch in me like I was a toy! Who am I? I don’t even recognize myself. Since when do I crave a girl’s perky little breasts like that?

My goodness, those little, perfect miracles, they were right in my face. And I’m kicking myself for not holding them, for not washing her longer.

Yup, I’m hooked. I’m dying to touch her again, to breathe in that sweet, naughty scent of hers.

What now? I’m scrambling to find my vibrator because I need to get this out of my system, fast. It’s like she’s taken over me, and I don’t know how to stop wanting her.

I flick on my toy, and it hums weakly in my hand. So pathetic. I shouldn’t be doing this alone—I want someone to hold it, to tease me, to run it over my skin and make me feel wanted. My body’s too familiar, just the same old routine, over and over.

But the second I think of her, my heart leaps. Reya—so new, so fresh, so damn sexy. That name, Reya, it’s perfect for a girl like her. I’d have her in my home, and not just to stare at, that’s for sure. I want her here, pressed against me, on top of me, her juices all over me.

She said, “Wash me, you naughty mom,” haha!

Oh, she wanted it badly, make no mistake about that. Jesus Christ, why is this so hot? Because it’s wrong? Do I like women? Do I like girls?

The buzzing jolts through me, sparking pleasure as the vibrator grazes near my panties. Reya, where are you? I need you.

No vibrator in the world can satisfy this ache. God, I need to find a way to see her again.


3. REYA

My head’s a total mess. The weekend’s finally over, and school’s keeping me busy, which feels like a relief after two days of trying to shake what happened at Katie’s house.

Well, I wasn’t exactly trying to forget—I went over it so many times it felt like an obsession. Katie’s mom opened something in me, and now I’m lost, not sure what to do with it.

I think I like girls, but it’s not just any girl I want—it’s her, that woman who already knows me. She wants me, doesn’t she? Why else would she have touched me like that? She had me naked, her hands everywhere, even my pussy—she didn’t have to do that. But she did, making me come so intensely I can’t stop replaying it. Shit, I’m stuck in this loop again. School, focus!

Those fresh panties she gave me are in my school bag, washed and ironed, and I’m freaking out about how to return them. No way I’m going back to that house. My body still hums when I think of her, the way she made me feel so wanted, so alive. I don’t know if she really wants me like I want her, but the way she touched me, so deliberate, so intimate—it felt like she did.

God, I’m burning up just thinking about it, but I’m scared to face her again. What if it was just a one-time thing? What if she regrets what happened? I can’t stop craving her, and it’s driving me crazy.

“Mom said you two got along on Friday,” Katie says sharply, and my heart pumps from 50 to 200 in a second.

Wait, what? I’m barely holding it together, stammering, “Umm… Really? Yeah?” I can’t even know if I said these words or not.

Katie keeps going, “Yeah, you made quite an impression, you must have done something right, she’s usually not like that.”

My head’s spinning, but I force a smile, hoping my outside doesn’t show the chaos in me right now.

“If stealing cake was the right thing to do, then…” I say, desperate for her to change the subject.

Then she hits me with, “Haha, listen, she asked if you could give her singing lesson sometime.”

I’m having a stroke, must be red and completely white at the same time.

“She… what? How does she know…”

Katie’s oblivious. “I told her, you’re a great singer. I’m so sorry, if this is awkward, I just blurted it out and it seemed like a good idea…”

I manage an “Oh…” and she adds, “You don’t have to, it was just a quick talk…”

“No, no, it’s okay.”

Katie’s all excited now, “Really? She wants to try some kind of coaching for so long, I really wish she’d do something about it, she has a lovely voice, you’ll see.”

My mind’s back in that bathroom, her mom’s hands, that heat…

“Yes, I noticed that, just didn’t know she… sings too.”

I’m totally screwed. I know I’ll have to face Katie’s mom again, and I’m freaking out. Just minutes ago, I’d have killed for another chance to see her, but now it’s like I weigh a thousand pounds, the thought overwhelming me.

My stomach’s in knots, and I’m trying to keep it together.

“You alright?”

Damn, I can’t let Katie get suspicious. I force myself to focus.

“Yeah, yeah… just tell me when, and I’ll see.”

She grins, oblivious. “That’s cool, she’s picking me up today after school, so you can come with me and you two can make a plan.”

“Sounds… great,” I manage, but my lip’s literally trembling as I fake a smile.

“You sure you’re alright?”

“A little nervous, haha,” I say, hoping it sounds casual.

Katie laughs. “Ah, don’t be silly. My mom won’t bite you.”

Dear Katie, you have no idea. I’m screaming inside because biting is exactly what your mom might do to me!

My mind’s racing back to that bathroom—her hands on me, her greedy eyes watching me. Does she really want a singing lesson? Or does she just want to see me again? For what? To wash me again? Do I need to show up dirty?

Dear Lord, this is too much. My mind’s a mess, this wild mix of panic and craving tearing me apart.


4. JENNIFER

I pull over, my eyes already scanning for Reya as Katie waits by the road. Jeez, relax! My heart’s pounding at the thought of seeing her again.

“Hey, sweetie,” I greet my daughter, keeping it light as much as I can.

“Hey, Mom, I told Reya about the lesson. She’s up for it if you want to talk to her,” Katie says, clueless that the mere mention of Reya's name sends a rush of heat through me.

“Sure, let her come over,” I reply smoothly, barely keeping my racing heartbeat in check.

“Reya!” Katie calls out, and there she is, approaching the car with a shy, “Oh, hi…”

I grin, unable to help myself. “Hey, Reya, great to see you again!”

“Hi, ma’am,” she mumbles, barely meeting my eyes, and it’s so damn cute how she’s trying to hold it together.

“Katie told me you’re a fantastic singer,” I say over the car seat, seeing that same innocent look from the shower in her eyes.

“Katie’s a liar,” she laughs, brushing it off, “I just know a few nice songs.”

“Oh, shut up!” Katie jumps in. “Mom, she’s amazing, you’ll see.”

I smile, letting my voice drop low, “I know… I mean, I’m sure you’re amazing. I’d love to hear it and learn from you. I know a few nice songs as well.”

“Sounds good, let me know when and I…”

“Can you come to our place?”

She hesitates, then nods, “Uh… sure.”

“I think that would be most comfortable. Today at six?”

Katie chimes in, “Mom, we can’t. At six, I have dance class.”

“Yes?” I nod and she adds, “Oh, sure, you’ll do just fine without me, I guess.”

I catch Reya watching me, breathing heavily, and I ask, “Reya, how does six o’clock sound to you?”

She looks shocked.

“Perfect,” she blurts, her eyes dropping to the floor.

“Oh my god, amazing, I really look forward to that!” I say, beaming, as Katie hops into the car, my pulse racing at the thought of Reya alone in my house—tonight!

My eyes must be blazing, inner fireworks practically bursting through as my heart tries to leap out of my chest. Just like that, I’ve got a date with Reya, Katie’s schoolmate? It’s unreal.

“Mom?” Katie says, pulling me back as my shaky foot presses the gas pedal.

“Yes, sweetie.”

“Reya’s a little nervous, that’s why she’s acting like this.”

“Really? Acting like what?” I ask, playing it cool.

“You know, she’s a little… reserved around you. But otherwise, she’s the best, you’ll see when she loosens up.”

I smile, a thrill running through me.

“Oh, I know. Don’t worry, honey, I’ll be gentle…”


5. REYA

I press the doorbell, and a melody chimes, my nerves buzzing like crazy. I got here five minutes early, hiding across the street, too anxious to be late—not wanting to miss a single second of this.

I have no clue what’s coming. Katie’s mom invited me, and thank God, because I’d never have shown up without that. But the more I think, the more I wonder if she really just wants a singing lesson.

The door swings open, and there she is, standing in black silky bedroom attire, and nope, this is definitely not about singing. She doesn’t say a word, just steps aside, her eyes urging me to hurry inside. I step in, and as soon as the door clicks, the house’s scent, mixed with her fresh shampoo, hits me, reigniting those bathroom memories in a flash.

“Hey, Reya,” she says, her breath trembling—God, she’s as excited as I am, I can tell.

That pull hits me again, her heavenly green eyes stealing my presence, drawing me into her world.

“Hi, ma’am,” I mutter.

“Call me Jennifer, okay?” she says.

“Okay… Jennifer.”

“You’re so cute,” she purrs.

“You… are cute, too.”

Kill me now—how pathetic is that? I can barely speak.

She steps closer, pinning me by the door, the air from her brushing over me like a summer memory.

“I’m sorry, Reya,” she says, her voice soft. “Last time… I shouldn’t… I mean, I just wanted to help.”

“Last time?” I echo, my heart sinking.

Is she saying it was a mistake? My mind’s racing, torn between the heat of her closeness and the fear she’s pulling away.

“I’m sorry too, I made so many mistakes…” I stammer, my voice shaky.

“No, no, honey, you made absolutely no mistakes,” she says, her tone soft but firm.

“It was embarrassing, I still… I needed to refresh,” I mumble, hoping I make sense.

“Oh, you smelled perfect,” she counters, her eyes locked on mine, flaring as she speaks.

“Perfect…” I echo, barely processing.

“I just wanted… to wash you. It seemed like the right thing to do at that moment, you know, to nurture you a little,” she explains softly, her finger grazing my arm.

I bite my cheek, heart racing, “Yeah… I mean, if you felt that, then it probably was the right thing to do.”

“You think so?” she asks, a spark in her gaze, daring me to admit I liked it.

I can’t even nod. Something in me wants to scream, let’s do it again! But I’m numb, not wanting to seem too eager. She’s so much older than me, I feel like I have no authority here, like it’s her way or no way.

“I forgot… to bring the panties,” I blurt out, trying to change the subject.

“Oh…” she says calmly, and I rush on, “I have them prepared in my school bag, clean and ironed.”

She looks at me like the panties are the least of her concerns.

“Come,” she says softly, guiding me into the house.

I walk behind her, her bare calves knocking me out, her divine figure in front of me, like I’m being led straight to heaven.

“I’d like to have those back sometime. Just make sure they’re not fresh.”

“Ma’am?”

“Jennifer.”

“Jennifer, you want me to… Not fresh?”

“Yes, wear them again,” she says, and my head explodes with heat.

We move past the living room, climbing the stairs, her thighs teasingly revealed with each step.

“And then?” I ask cautiously, my eyes glued to her.

Her voice steadies, commanding now, “I want you to bring them to me after two days. Can you do that for me, sweetheart?”

“Wearing them for two days? I change them every day.”

“Well, I thought you could make a little exception for me?” she purrs.

“Oh, yes… Sure. But… Why?” I ask, feeling helpless, dying to hide in her embrace, safe under her silky coat.

We reach her bedroom, cozy with a big, inviting bed, and she turns to me, her gaze intense.

“Why? So I can clean them myself. You know by now that I like cleaning, don’t you?” she smiles, like it’s a playful joke.

“Well… yes, I guess, if you want them worn…” I trail off.

“Yes, I’d love that. You have any idea what I’ll do with them?” she asks, her voice dripping with intent.

My heart’s pounding so loud I can barely hear her, and though I have an idea, I’m dying for her to spell out her naughty reason.

Jennifer grabs a chair from her makeup table and sets it in the center of the bedroom, in front of her big bed, fluffy with silky sheets.

“I’ll show you. Sit,” she commands, and I sink down, numb, letting her take charge because she clearly knows what she’s doing.

She sits in front of me on the bed, her bedroom attire slipping open just enough to reveal her skin—the most delicious sight I’ve ever seen—her fresh scent making my vision spin.

“I’m very lonely here. This bedroom,” she waves around, “is so damn boring, it makes me lose my mind. No love’s been between these walls for years.”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” I murmur.

“It looks much better now.” She smiles, her eyes locked on mine.

My heart skips—does she mean because I’m here?

“I love having you here,” she says, hesitating a bit before adding, “but you’ll be gone soon… and I’ll need to keep the memory fresh as long as possible. You know?”

Her words hit me hard—she wants me here, more? I squeeze my thighs together, realizing I’m dripping, my vision blurring, my head spinning in front of this mesmerizing woman.

It’s not stress; it’s an endless rush of arousal, every word, every lip movement, every breath from her so unstoppably sexy. I’m losing myself.

“I know,” I mumble, sounding like I’m clueless.

She smiles, her eyes narrowing like what’s coming next is crucial. “Do you even want this, Reya?”

Hearing my name from her lips makes me wetter, and I’m screaming inside for her to just do something.

“Yes,” I manage, barely a whisper.

“You do?” she presses.

God, I’ve got to try harder.

“Ma’am, I didn’t wash today…” Jesus, that’s what comes out?

Her face lights up, her smile so painfully beautiful.

“I mean… I thought we’d do that… again,” I stammer, hoping she gets it.

She reaches for the edges of her robe and slowly opens it. The silk slides down her skin, grazing her body just like my eyes. Second by second, I'm drinking in the world’s biggest secret, revealing before me.

No bra, no panties—just her. And fuck, her breasts are so much more beautiful than I imagined.

“I like that,” she purrs, her eyes searching mine, gauging my reaction to her sudden reveal.

“I like… that, too,” I choke out, shivering as the scent of her skin hits me, pulling me deeper.

“You can come here to take a shower anytime you want, Reya. Today, though, I have something else in mind.”

Her voice is steady, commanding, and my heart’s banging so loud I can barely think, dying to know what she’s planning next.

“But you’ll need to lose your clothes too,” she says, standing up, her pussy right in front of my face, so beautifully feminine, meticulously groomed with a rich stripe, just as a stunning mature woman like her would have.

She pulls my t-shirt up, her soft touch grazing me again, warm and motherly, just as perfect as I remember.

“Like this,” she purrs as my breasts are bared, and I feel no shame—she’s naked, and I’m dying to be close to her, just as bare, just as she wants me.

“Skirt too,” she adds, nodding for me to straighten my legs so she can slide it off.

“And panties too,” she smiles, like it’s obvious.

Of course, panties too, I think, gripping the chair and straightening my legs again. She peels my panties off slowly, a line of slickness trailing from my pussy, catching on the fabric.

“Oh,” she gasps, visibly shaken by the sight, her scent flooding my senses as she leans closer.

She pulls the panties over my feet and lifts them to her face, her finger brushing the soaked inside, just as I’d imagined—there’s so much slickness she can dip her finger in it. She does, the wetness glistening on her fingertip before she slips it onto her tongue, closing her mouth and eyes, ecstasy washing over her face as she tastes me. No one—no one—has ever wanted me like this in my entire life.

I’m naked, pinned to the chair, watching her devour my panties, my slickness spilling onto the seat, cold against my skin.

“You must have an idea by now,” Jennifer says softly, my panties pressed to her face, smelling them, tasting them, “what I need your panties for.”

“Ohhh,” I exhale, desperate for her to stop teasing and touch me. I have so much to give, so much to feel for her.

“Do you?” she smiles, amused by the shock on my face.

“I think so, ma’am. I mean, Jennifer…”

“You called me naughty mom last time,” she says, smiling, no longer as cautious as before.

“I remember that.”

“I like that, little one, love it very much,” she purrs.

“Me too,” I whisper, my voice shaky.

“Oh, you’re a mess, I can see it,” she says, a new wave of determination in her tone.

She slips her hand under the blanket on the bed, pulling out pieces of silk.

“Put your arms behind,” she commands, and I obey instantly, my arms back on the chair, my breasts popping out.

She ties my wrist to the chair with a piece of silk. Yeah, I figured something like this was coming. I want to touch her so bad, but it’s clearly not happening.

“Now the other one,” she almost sings, moving to my other wrist.

“Is this really necessary?” I ask, feeling a bit lighter, seeing her so into it, playing her game.

“Oh, this is super necessary,” she smiles, tying my ankle to the chair’s leg.

“Why? I’d stay here if you told me to,” I mutter.

“I don’t think so,” she replies, her gaze locked on my pussy as she ties my second ankle.

I don’t know what to do with my thighs—should I open them? For now, I keep them close, unsure why I’m holding back when I want to give her everything.

“Oh, I like you like this,” she purrs, standing in front of me, arms crossed, clearly amused.

I want to say me too, but instead, I lower my face, giving her a naughty look through my lashes, hoping she’ll like it.

“Oh, you’re such trouble,” she snaps, my look working.

She moves behind me, her hands going straight to my breasts, cupping them in one swift motion and squeezing, like she’s testing their firmness.

“Oh, dear God,” she exclaims, “I was dying to do this!”

My breathing gets loud.

“Ahhh,” I exhale, as her palms circle my breasts, pressing them against my body. Her touch is rough but with such delicate care, I can’t help but melt, wanting her to go harder on me.

I look down, watching her skilled hands devour my titties, gliding over my nipples, then squeezing again, my mounds lost in her grip, her palms cupping me completely.

There’s so much pleasure coursing through me, I could explode—it’s unreal to see this mature woman, a goddess, so into me. I’d let her do anything to me. But then she pulls her hands away and steps back.

“Huh?” I turn my head, searching for her as she moves to the bed, her hand slipping under the blanket again.

She pulls out a sleek vibrator, not shaped like a dick but something feminine, perfect for a goddess like her. She sits on the bed, locking eyes with me, leaning back on her elbows, spreading her legs wide shamelessly right in front of me.

“Holy fuck,” escapes my mouth, and I only know I said it because I hear myself.

Her naughty, naughty pussy is spread out before me, displayed like it’s nothing, like I paid for this show and she’s ready to give her all.

“I want to show you, Reya,” she says, her voice thick with arousal.

“I wanna see,” I breathe out, ready for what ever’s coming.

“You wanna see?” she smiles, her thighs spread wide, offering a path to heaven or hell—I’m ready to die there either way.

“This is how I think about you here, when I’m lonely,” she says, so naughty it makes me squeeze out another rush of juices. No idea how I’m producing so much.

Her vibrator slides to her pussy from the side, gliding up to the top of her mound, her clit perfectly visible in her spread-out, naughty center. She starts circling her sensitive button as the device hums to life.

“Now you understand why I tied you up,” she smiles, shivering as the vibrator grazes her clit, like it’s almost too much too soon.

She’s right—I want to leap onto the bed, onto her.

“So you don’t run away seeing this,” she says, her mouth falling open as she hits a spot she likes.

“Run away?” I smile, “I would never.”

“You wouldn’t?” she asks, her voice even hornier, the vibrator clearly working its magic.

“Never,” I whimper, “from you, never.”

“You like this?” she asks, closing her eyes briefly as the device slips lower, parting her abundant lips, spreading her mature slickness everywhere.

“I like it very much,” I whisper, mesmerized by the naughty view.

“Very much?”

She opens her eyes, lifting her knees, pulling them back toward her face, opening herself even more—I didn’t know it was possible.

“You like moms doing dirty things in front of your naughty eyes?” she teases, her pussy swallowing the tip of the humming toy, her tone dripping with wicked intent.

“I like to watch you. Just you,” I say, hoping she gets it—I’m in love with her. I barely know her, but she’s all I need in my life.

“Just me?” she says weakly, thrusting the vibrator deep into her wet warmth.

“Ohhhh,” she purrs, “You’re making me come way too soon, you little trouble.”

She pulls it out, her slickness gleaming on the device, its tip sliding back up near her clit, near that dark fur I’m aching to taste.

“Put it back in,” I blurt, no idea where that came from.

“You see?” she snaps, her hand instantly lowering, the tip at her dripping entrance again. “That’s why you’re such trouble!”

She slides it back into her pussy, moaning with sounds I’ll never forget. She grabs my panties lying beside her, pressing them to her face.

“Fuck,” I say slowly, unable to touch myself but feeling like one stroke would set me off. This is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

“Faster,” I tell her... and she obeys?

This stunning, ripe woman, tying me up like her doll, playing with me, now fucking herself on my command?

“Ohhh, you dirty mess,” she mumbles into my panties, “you smell so vicious! Dirty fucking mess!”

Her hand moves faster, and I’m like a stone, unable to move, just dripping with endless want, aching to taste everything I see, from her feet to the top of her head.

“I need to taste you,” I say as her hand keeps fucking the vibrator into her heavenly body, her indecent scent filling my nose, this dirty woman spread out like this.

“Taste me? I’m gonna taste you!” she yells, nearing climax, shoving the panties against her face while her eyes lock on mine, burning with the same hunger I feel.

“I’d lick you whole, every inch of your body,” I confess, laying it all bare, “your feet, your legs, your tits, your kitty, your face, until you’re dripping with my drool.”

I don’t know where this comes from, but for once, my words match my inner fire, and she explodes with loud moans, my words hitting just the right spot.

Her mouth hangs open, a silent scream, her eyes lost on me as she forgets my panties, fucking her dildo into her pussy, starting to come. Katie’s mom, spread out in front of me, her scent filling the bedroom, coming ferociously—because of me? Because of my panties?

“Ohhh, you fucking little messsss!” she yells, too loud, her hand still banging, and I melt, sitting in a puddle of my own juices, desperately hoping she’ll show mercy and let me touch her.

“Coming to my house smelling like this!” she exhales, her movements slowing, her body trembling with orgasmic aftershocks, so much experience and maturity in every motion.

I don’t know what I want more—to have sex with her or to hold her tight, connect with her so intimately, and never let go.

“You see now?” she says, a smile breaking through as she comes back to herself. “What you made me do?”

Her hand moves gently now, the vibrator’s tip, switched off, soothing her ruined folds for little aftershocks.

“I’m sorry,” I say, knowing she’ll like it.

“Sorry?” she snaps, tossing her rich, curved legs to the floor, standing up, practically jumping behind me.

“Ohhhh,” I exhale, unable to hold back as she moves behind me, hugging me again where I can’t see her, only feel her hands cupping my breasts, her full, bare breasts pressing against my head.

I’m overwhelmed, not knowing which sensation to focus on as she squeezes with one hand, her touch insatiable, while her other hand slides lower. No hesitation, her finger slipping straight into my slick, dripping slit.

“Fuck,” she whispers in my ear, “I’ll never get enough of you, I can see it already.”

Her hand presses my mound, so familiar from the shower, like this hasn’t happened once but a thousand times.

Her lightest touch sends jolts of electricity through my pelvis, an inner thunder begging to break free.

“Look how well you fit into my palm.”

Her hand is cupping my pussy, and her fingers are knocking on my door, almost entering me.

“I’m glad you feel this way,” I tell her, my eyes wide open, staring at her angelic face beside me.

“You like this?”

She starts circling my lower lips, then moves higher to my clit. Softly, gently.

“Ohhh,” I gasp. “Will you kiss me?”

I’m dying to taste her, and she shows mercy, leaning in to give me a kiss. I suck on her tongue—Lord, it’s just unbelievable how alive her presence feels. I feel her fingers entering me for a second, just as her kiss grows bolder.

“Thank you,” I tell her, and she smiles.

“You’re very polite for such a naughty girl,” she says, and her grip intensifies. Her fingers enter me again, now deeper, firmer.

“Ahhhh,” I moan, trembling, and Jennifer knows I’m teetering on the edge. She starts strumming, her breath hot against my ear, her closeness alone enough to push me over.

But her fingers move so tenderly, expertly, stretching my pleasure, making the moment endless before I’m shoved off the cliff.

And it all begins.

“F-f-fffuck!” I mumble, shaking so hard the chair creaks against the floor.

Her breath hushes me, “Yeah, Reya, I want you like this. Coming on my fingers, I love it.”

“I love… you!” I cry, pathetic, her fingers playing the sweetest song on my body, ruining me completely, my orgasm spilling over her naughty fingers as she keeps going, giving me pleasure beyond anything I can comprehend.

“Next time, you’ll show me,” she purrs into my ear as I shake, my body wrecked under her touch, the image of masturbating for her igniting me further, like this sinful pleasure could go on and on and on.

I’m helpless, unable to move, but she moves for me, claiming me completely, like she knows exactly how much I want to be hers—forever.

My climax finally starts to fade, and her movements slow, lingering, her damp breath teasing my ear, her lips nipping at it, sending tingles through me as we come down to earth. But I’m so undone, nowhere near satisfied, craving so much more of her.


6. JENNIFER

Her scent is intoxicating, this dirty girl—I could strum her like this until eternity fades away. I’m dying to dive between her young, fresh, tasty thighs and taste what she brought me today. She didn’t wash, just to make me do it? Fuck, what did I do to deserve her?

“I’m so sorry, we need to stop,” I whisper in her ear, “I’d wash you again, with my tongue this time, little one.”

“Just do it then, Jennifer!” she begs, so eager, so cute, and God, it’s killing me.

“I’m sorry, Katie’s coming home, we can’t be like this. We need to make it look like a singing lesson, remember?”

“Oh, right!” she smiles, so adorable, clearly having forgotten completely.

I start untying her, and her greedy hands land on my tits.

“I’m sorry, Jennifer, but these tits, can I touch them?” she asks politely, this poor thing—I know I tortured her, keeping her from doing anything.

“You’ve got ten seconds,” I say with a smile as her small hands fumble at my breasts, desperate to cup them but too tiny to manage in one go. I just grin.

“I’ve been dying to do this,” she says, her mouth watering, her eyes starry. And I know she wants, needs, so much more than she got today. I’m thrilled—she’s hungry, and I need her to stay that way, to come back again.

I untie her ankles and rush out of the bedroom, “Dress quickly,” I order, “you’ve got one minute.”

“Jeez,” she mutters, so lost, adorable, fumbling for her clothes, not knowing which way to turn.

Fuck, I’d eat that little pussy right now if I could.

“Oh, and leave your panties here,” I wink from behind the door, “you only get them back when you bring the other ones.”
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