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Chapter 1

Maya

The bus stops and the doors open, revealing a view that takes my breath away. This place is wonderful!

Steep rocks rise into the sky, and mist coils above them, as if to make the scene even more mystical. The smell of wet earth and fresh air fills my lungs.

After a five-minute walk, I reach the house.

“Maya! God, it’s so good to see you here,” Kate exclaims, giving me a tight hug. “Come on, I’ll help you with your luggage.”

“You didn’t tell me you have a house in the middle of paradise,” I say, awe-struck wherever I look.

“Ha, wait until you experience a storm—you’ll tell me then if it still feels like paradise.”

We step into the house, its interior clad in warm, white wood.

“Thank you for letting me stay with you. My inspiration is already recovering!”

Kate turns to me. “I told you you’d love it. My mom moved here exactly for this reason. This is the only place she can write.”

“Where is she? I can’t wait to meet her.”

“Um, she’s currently in her office. We have a rule not to bother her when she’s in there. Don’t worry, she’ll probably pop out soon. Come on, let me show you your room.”

Kate leads me through the beautiful wooden interior. The house is clearly the work of an excellent architect.

“My grandpa painted this,” Kate says as we walk, pointing to pictures hanging on the walls. “And this is the guest room; I prepared the bed for you here. Is it okay?”

I step into a room with large, white floor-to-ceiling windows, offering a postcard-perfect view of the hills through the glass.

“Wow, Kate, this is insane,” I clap with excitement.

“Just make yourself comfortable; I’ll sort out a few more things in the meantime,” she says and disappears behind the door.

“Oh,” she turns back, steps closer so can I hear her whisper: “If my mom comes by, don’t forget—she’s a little weird, don’t take everything too literally.”

My body shivers. When Kate talks about her mom, she always becomes very mysterious—and I love mysteries! Even though she warns me about her, I can’t wait to meet her.

I place my treasure—Cosmo—on the bedside table. That’s what I call my laptop, my typewriter that goes with me everywhere. I sit down at the desk and pretend to type. I can’t wait to start working; I can already see the words flying out of me.

“A writer?”

I turn around abruptly. “Oh, good afternoon, ma’am.”

A woman’s face peeks from behind the wall. Her red-brown hair, dyed, wild, flows as she steps in front of the door.

“Kate says you write?”

“Yes, I try to.”

She bursts out laughing, and her whimsical silk coat ripples like a scene from some dreamy film. Total artist energy.

“Trying is the key to success,” she says, her eyes inspecting me. “Let me guess, you write about love?”

“Sometimes.”

“Why are you here?” she asks, coming closer.

“I’m hunting for... inspiration,” I stammer, feeling dumber with every step she takes closer. “At home, writing, it just doesn’t happen.”

“Hunting for inspiration... If anyone knows about that, it’s me. I built this house so I could finally write in it.”

She gestures with her hands, and her scent wafts past me. Roses.

“I made it more and more beautiful until it was—perfect! And now...” she looks me directly in the eye. “Now I hate it.”

“You hate it? Why?”

“Well, ‘hate’ is too strong a word. This house is beautiful, and there is always space in my heart for beautiful things.”

When she says ‘beautiful things,’ her gaze pierces me, and her perfume becomes stronger in my nose. I can’t help but feel something. Is this what Kate warned me about?

“But from this house, from this work of my life, I got something completely different than I expected.”

I listen to her with my mouth open.

“I learned that inspiration...” she makes a short pause, as if checking if I’m still breathing, “...is for amateurs.”

“For amateurs, ma’am?”

“There’s never enough inspiration. Even when you find it, it slips away from you. It’s a distraction, a pointless search that never ends.”

“Didn’t you write most of your works here?”

“Of course, I did. But not because I live in this perfect house, in this perfect nature.”

Her presence gently brushes me as she walks to the window and gazes into the endless view.

“I wrote them because I bled through the pen until the stories were finished. Hard work, dear. Hard work completes a novel—and nothing else.”

She turns around again and slowly walks toward me.

“Hard. Work,” she repeats, stepping so close I can see every detail of her mesmerizing face. “Are you ready to work hard?”

Her hands land on my collar and straighten it, treating me like a prop in her house that needs adjustment.

“I finally find inspiration and now... It won’t help me at all?” I ask, acting like it’s all normal, but her closeness actually freaks me out. This woman feels so familiar, like she’s bypassing my defenses with ease.

“Inspiration is like a cigarette,” she smiles. “The best part is lighting it, and then you just watch it die. In the end, you’re left alone—you and your story. You stare each other down until the loser is the first to give up.”

Her fingers slide over my shoulders as she releases my collar. She keeps staring as if challenging me. I won’t give her the satisfaction—I won’t be the loser, I won’t look away.

She pauses, then smiles, betraying how much she likes my resolute stance.

“But I understand that you have to come to this realization yourself,” she says and steps away again, taking her devouring gaze off me.

My heart is pounding wildly as I can finally breathe.

“If you want, I can help you. Not with the writing, just with easing the suffering,” she adds, smiles mischievously, and strides out of the room before I can react.

Okay, what just happened?

Even after she left, she is still in the room. Why do I feel like I’ve been visited by some higher power? I’m rooted to the ground as if I’d seen a ghost.

I can still smell her lipstick, that gentle, fairy-tale, autumnal presence. And the weight of her gaze is still on me. She looked at me like I was... special? Because I’m a writer, or was there something else?

“I hear you met my mom,” Kate’s voice snaps me out of my trance.

“Oh, yeah,” I laugh, confused, my gaze immediately dropping to the floor.

“She’s special, that’s all,” she tells me, as if I’m not the first or the last person who needs that explanation.

“I honestly don’t even know what hit me,” I admit frankly.

“Ha ha, don’t let her play with you. She loves to do that if you let her. She constantly jumps from one character to another, you’ll get used to it.”

“You said she was special, but you didn’t say she’s drop-dead gorgeous, like some movie star!”

“You could have guessed from me,” Kate laughs and throws a pillow from the bed at me, hitting me right in the head.

Even though she’s joking, she’s right, I could have guessed from her. Kate is a beauty who draws attention wherever we go. I’m used to all the boys being in love with her and me always being in the background.

But her mother... My God, her presence simply blew me away! Her beauty isn’t something you see, but something you experience. I feel like I’ve just met a celebrity. I absolutely need to read one of her books, as soon as possible.

I pick up the pillow and throw it back at Kate, but I miss miserably.

“Ha ha, pathetic attempt,” she laughs and sticks out her tongue. “Come on, I’ll show you where we can chill when you’re not writing.”

Kate rushes out of the room, and I slowly follow her—out of the room that still smells so lovely... of her mother.


Chapter 2

Maya

I wake up early and immediately go to work. Cosmo opens my latest document, my first novel, which absolutely refused to be written at home. I skim what I last wrote, and everything is so... bland, pointless. Maybe I should start from scratch.

An image of Kate’s mom intrudes into my mind, and I smile. I remember her penetrating gaze, her challenging lips, and... maybe it was all just my first reaction. Still, something in me wants to see her again.

It’s too early to make coffee; I don’t want to wake anyone up. It’s best if I just keep writing.

My fingers work on their own, ideas from my head automatically streaming into the story. What a flow! I feel like nothing can disrupt my creative stream.

My eye catches a figure. Outside, in front of the house, in a bathrobe... is it Kate’s mom?

I sharpen my gaze, and yes—barefoot, she walks on the grass, wrapped in a bathrobe. The sun gilds her reddish hair, and my heart starts beating faster all by itself.

She walks toward the stream. Is she going to bathe? Oh my god, is she going to take off her bathrobe? Does she have a swimsuit underneath, or will I see her naked?

Before I can guess any further, her coat falls to the ground. She stands completely naked in front of the babbling water.

I freeze and sink into the chair. I am too excited to react. I think I should hide, but my body is petrified.

Kate’s mom raises her arms and stretches. Her breasts are powerful, rising so magnificently along with her arms. My gaze goes lower, and I feel so naughty as I look at her neat little bush between her legs.

Heat and cold wash over me at once. Should I look away? Should I feel guilty for watching? I gather myself enough to stand up and hide beside the edge of the window.

Now I can observe her unnoticed as she steps into the water. First her ankles, then she sits down. Her breasts shake, and her face clearly indicates the water is ice-cold. She laughs and breathes deeply.

I notice that I’m smiling too. She’s so lovely.

Then she lies back in the water, and only her face is visible. Well, her face and two mounds with wet nipples on top. In the water, her rich breasts float, and now she is even more intensely breathing through the sensation of the icy water.

I clench my thighs, suddenly stunned by the amount of arousal I feel. This is definitely a girl-crush, and I don’t even know how to react to all this.

After a few seconds, this beautiful siren abruptly gets up, as if she can’t stand the cold any longer. She grabs the coat and runs nimbly, naked, toward the house.

Her breasts bounce left and right, and she giggles as if she were nineteen, just like me.

I hide even more carefully behind the window frame so I can clearly see her wet body in its last seconds before she disappears from view. Her little bush is definitely... neatly trimmed. Just like everything else in her house.

I giggle to myself. Kate’s mom is really quirky. She doesn’t care about anything or anyone. She lives freely and is comfortable in her own skin. When I’m her age, I’ll be a free spirit like her too.

I sit down at the desk and write frantically. My story is definitely getting a fresh, erotic touch. I laugh at myself for letting naughty thoughts hijack my train of thought.

As I write, the story keeps getting dirtier, and I stop, laughing. Is this the effect Kate’s mom has on me? Jesus!

Calm down, Maya. Make sure the situation doesn’t get weird!

I hear sounds from the kitchen and figure it’s the right time to make myself some coffee.

“Good morning, Miss Writer,” Kate greets me teasingly as soon as I step into the room.

“Well, thank you, how thoughtful of you,” I joke back as I take the cup of coffee that’s already waiting for me.

“I assume you’ll be using the morning for writing,” she says with a mischievous look, as if to test my resolve.

“That’s right, I’m already so productive, the words are just pouring out of me.”

“Well, okay. I’m used to no one having time for me in this house. I’m heading out; call me when you want a break. I won’t be far, probably somewhere in the square or at the cafe.”

“Thanks, Kate, I hope you understand...”

“Maya, of course, I understand. You’re here to write. I don’t want to bother you.”

“You’re a gem.”

“I’ve been coming here for vacations for years and have established methods for staving off boredom. See you at lunchtime.”

Kate grabs her purse, winks at me, and rushes out of the house. Through the window, I see her cycling along the path that leads across the endless meadow, adorned with an avenue of trees.

The thought crosses my mind that I’m alone in the house with her mother. Burning hands grab the inside of my stomach and shake me like electricity.

Come on, Maya! What is happening? You just saw her naked, so what? You’ve seen other people bathing before, calm down.

The hot coffee warms my palms, and I walk into the living room toward the bookshelves. At my eye level is a collection of books, all written by Nora Lee Crawford.

I read the titles, and a shiver runs through me. All her books are dark with a touch of forbidden love.

I reach out my hand to flip through one.

“Don’t waste time on flimsy experiments,” a voice says from behind.

“Oh,” I gasp as I turn around and see the woman who was running naked on the grass just minutes ago.

“Better to learn from the real masters.”

Kate’s mom walks up to a special glass cabinet and takes out a book that looks like an old original.

“If you’re writing about love, take this as your inspiration.”

My hands are careful as she hands me the treasure.

“Thank you, ma’am.”

“Nora.”

“Thank you, Nora.”

“Don’t thank me too soon. The book not only teaches about love but also about loss. One unfortunately doesn’t go without the other. A difficult emotional journey awaits you.”

She heads to the coffee machine; her hair is still damp from bathing. She’s dressed again in a silk robe that flaps behind her like she’s a literary superhero.

My mind is overloaded with the fact that I saw her naked. I’d like to ask her something, but I only see her rich, wet breasts jumping in rhythm with her steps.

She speaks without turning to me. “Forgive the shallow question, but how is your search for inspiration progressing?”

I don’t dare tell her I’ve been awake for a long time. She might think I saw her naked in the stream.

“Oh, first I’m waiting for coffee to wake me up,” I try to twist the truth, but my cheeks burn and betray me.

She looks at me with s swift turn. “I saw your light on early; I was sure you were already writing fiercely.”

Ah, fuck! I knew she’d expose me. I can’t hide anything from this woman; she reads me like an open book.

She slowly walks toward me, and I cautiously sip my coffee, hiding my red cheeks behind the cup.

“Listen, Maya. Your stories, you can only draw them from your own life. That is the only way.”

“That’s true, ma’am. I mean... Nora.”

“So, don’t run away from life. Where there is truth, there is also your source. The closer you are to the truth, the more you can create.”

As she approaches, I see the outline of her breasts through the robe; her nipples are hard, definitely without a bra.

She is dangerously close to me again, and when she takes a sip, I smell the coffee on her breath.

“If something happens, it happens.”

“Abso... lutely,” I say dreamily as my eyes explore her face.

“Even if you deny it, it still happened.”

I laugh and get annoyed at myself because I don’t know how to respond.

“Are you going to say something, or will I be the only one talking?” she laughs, and her smile shakes me. I can’t help but notice how she’s becoming more beautiful with every word she says. She must be some kind of shapeshifter!

She turns away, as if she knew I was gasping for air. She walks to the refrigerator for milk, her steps as elegant as a ballet dancer’s.

My brain produces the first usable thought, and I seize the opportunity. “How many boobs have you written?”

“Boobs?”

Boobs?

Jesus!

“I mean, books, for God’s sake! Books!”

We both burst out laughing. The difference is that she is laughing genuinely, but I would rather sink into the earth. Damn it, Maya, what a stupid mistake!

“If you’re asking about books, I’ve published 23 titles. Haven’t published anything in the past seven years.”

“Oh, wow,” I say, now serious, to bury the previous slip-up as quickly as possible. “I hope you can show them to me sometime.”

“Books or boobs?”

We both burst out laughing again. God, she’s so beautiful when she laughs. If I weren’t so damn embarrassed…

“All my books are on that shelf you already discovered.”

“Oh, yes, I saw them, is that the full collection?”

“You saw them, right...” she looks naughtily at her chest, challenging me through her robe.

“Ha ha, please stop,” I laugh, my cheeks probably scarlet from embarrassment.

Kate’s mom definitely loves to joke, and she still doesn’t give up, waving her chest in front of me as if she wants to show me it’s available.

I don’t think she has any idea what that sight is doing to me. A desire ignites in me to pull open her robe and see what’s there. What would I find there? Are they as big and soft as they seem? Her maternal energy pulls me into her embrace, and for a second, I just stare helplessly at her divine tits.

She notices my gaze, and her eyes become serious. She grabs the edge of her robe and pulls it together, as if to hide them.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” I say, without even knowing what I’m apologizing for.

“In any case,” she says and strides away, “I think work awaits both of us.”

When she reaches the door, she turns and gestures with her eyes toward the book she lent me.

“Learn only from the best, sweetie.”

Only when she disappears do I feel my body again. Fuck, Maya! What am I doing?

I told myself, no complications! And now all this awkwardness, oh my god! What is even happening? Is Kate’s mom flirting with me? Or am I flirting with her?

Why did I stare at her boobs like that? Shit, she must have read my mind. But it’s her own fault too—she wiggled them! Where else was I supposed to look?

Damn, this whole thing is so messy!

I grab my coffee and the book, almost running to my room to hide.

How am I supposed to write now? My thoughts are chaos, my heart is pounding wildly. Thoughts of Nora are more and more exciting, so full of life. Everything she says, her words, her hints, everything has so much meaning, so much potential!

How am I supposed to handle this mess? Am I attracted to this woman? Jesus, I can’t desire my best friend’s mother—that’s fucking wrong!

This has to stop. Calm down. I’ll take a step back, behave properly, and... everything will be fine. I can fix this.

I take three deep breaths. Damn it, I can’t write in this state.

Okay, then I’ll read instead.

I lie down on the bed and start flipping through the book Nora lent me.


Chapter 3

Nora

“Breathe, Nora, breathe!”

I close the door behind me and only now dare to take a breath. Am I losing it?

My God, what is happening? The way I’m acting—this has gone way beyond all limits! You threw your boobs on her, Nora! Are you insane?

She’s Kate’s classmate, for heaven’s sake!

Nora, snap out of the dream. Stop trying to seduce a student, she’s off-limits. She doesn’t exist for you—get her out of your head!

I step to the window and gaze into the distance. I hate this view. Years and years of staring at the same damn mountain. I surrendered to this miracle, this paradise that holds me hostage. Day after day, it drains me with its fake perfection. Screw it!

And as if that wasn’t enough, now she shows up. Did you see her? Did you see her lips?! Did you see how her eyes betray her every time she looks at me? Did you see her cute little breasts?

Of course I saw. I saw everything.

The devil sent her. She’ll drive the final nail into my coffin. All these years of suffering weren’t enough. My career is a disgrace, my perfect little house in paradise is just an existential trap. And now? Now she had to come—the ultimate temptation that will destroy my pathetic existence.

Well, maybe this is a blessing in disguise. I’ve waited too long, and the time has come. Maybe she’s the drop that tips the scale. I’ll burn this damn house down. I’ll move to the city, where I won’t see a single hill or one more wretched tree canopy.

But before that, I’ll ignite one more sin.

Those damn little breasts that bring me to my knees, to pure despair… I’ll lick them, bite them, devour them! I’ll tease her so long that her naughty young pussy will drip, and she’ll beg me for mercy. She’ll plead for release!

There’s no turning back, Nora, enough is enough.

Too much loneliness. All this isolation from people, all these lost years. Now the devil has served me temptation on a platter, reminding me of everything I’ve missed.

Fine, I surrender, I’ll bite into this apple. The temptation is too great, the devil has won. And I hope I crash and burn… and die.

I turn toward the bed, and as I sit on the edge, I feel how sensitive my center is. Every slightest sensation sends shivers through me. And I only sat down!

What would it be like if I let her touch me…

Her hands on me…

Oh, Maya… What a beautiful name you have. In all these years, all these meadows haven’t produced a single flower as lovely as you.

Everything about you is so perfect. Your naive confidence, your curious, playful eyes… And your upright, untouched figure.

I slip my hand under my robe and glide between my thighs. A flood. My celibate pussy is soaked just from talking about books.

What will it be like when I sit on her face and ride her mouth? God, the rush of need that engulfs me just thinking about it. Sitting on her while I lower myself between her legs and kiss her naughty little pussy. She’ll beg for an orgasm, and I’ll delay… and delay.

Fuck, Nora! Get a grip.

Think carefully. Do you really want to risk so much?

What if it gets out? I’ll be done for. The newspapers will write about it, the internet will explode. Nora Lee Crawford has a nineteen-year-old lover. A scandal of epic proportions. I’d die!

Okay, calm down.

Breathe.

Slowly.

No one needs to know. She’s in my house, if nobody sees us, it didn’t even happen.

Be kind, keep talking to her and…

If it’s meant to be, it’ll happen, just as the universe pleases.


Chapter 4

Maya

Kate’s mom was right; this work is truly a masterpiece. I devour every word, terrified that the story must eventually end.

Forbidden love between two noblewomen, married to important men, risking everything to secretly meet in the castle garden. My head spins from the tension and sinful, forbidden love. The rhythm of the book is pure perfection, and the sophistication of these two ladies makes my pussy wetter than any story ever has.

“Lady Eleanor gently caressed the petal of a flower with her fingertips, and Lady Beatrice watched her every move. The air was thick with the scent of lilies, shrouding forbidden passion. Eleanor, knowing she was being watched, slowly turned to Beatrice. ‘The word beautiful was invented to describe this garden,’ she said. ‘Yes,’ Beatrice replied with a smile. She always admired Eleanor’s poetic tone. ‘But it’s still not perfect. Not without…’ Eleanor smiled, knowing what was coming. ‘What?’ ‘You,’ Beatrice answered, gently lifting Eleanor’s chin with her hand. ‘When you arrive, this garden fades into the shadows, and the word beauty takes on a whole new meaning.’ Their lips trembled as they delayed the fateful moment when they would kiss, as they had countless times before. A forbidden, scorching kiss, hotter than the hell surely awaiting them when their romance ends.”

I put the book down and collapse onto the soft bed. When will I be able to write something this beautiful? How much practice does such mastery require?

I touch my crotch, and my panties are… soaked. Completely.

Why did Nora give me this book? Was her intention to get me this aroused? Does she want to awaken my interest in making love with a woman? Making love with her?

The thought is so hot. I would make love with her, with the stunning Nora, without needing any extra hints. But how? How do I even approach such a magnificent woman? I’d die before I dared to make the first move.

There’s a chemistry between us that can’t be denied. It’s impossible that I’m the only one feeling this; something must be happening in her too. I saw her look—she’s undressing me with her eyes!

And earlier, she wiggled her boobs in front of me, almost touching me with them. I thought she was going to pounce on me. That was no accident, no way.

I bet her morning bath was a performance for me. She deliberately showed me her body, stirring desire in me, making me question everything. What a naughty woman, so mysteriously seductive!

Why me? Am I just a new person in her lonely house? Or does she see something in me? I don’t know—I’m the same age as her daughter, how could we even be compatible in any way?

This is all so very wrong, but what else can I do? My heart is screaming, and I have to listen. It’s pulling me toward her, and my soul won’t rest until I feel her…

I sit at the desk and try to write. Beautiful sentences from the book invade my thoughts.

“Her body trembled as Beatrice caressed her…”

“Her fingers wandered into the rich swamp under Eleanor’s skirt…”

“If this is a dream, I don’t want anyone to wake me…”

My reality is blending with the book’s story, and I can’t tell what’s happening to the characters and what’s happening to me. Are they in love, or am I? And then the images of naked Nora, her naughty breasts, her little bush.

So much excitement… I can’t handle it!

I stand up to go to Nora. I need her help. I need her guidance. I need her closeness. I need more of her!

I walk quietly through the house, not wanting to disturb. Everything here is so silent and mysterious, tailored to let Nora write undisturbed. She’s probably in her office upstairs. Will I dare to go to her?

I head to the kitchen; maybe it’s best to make another coffee. As I set the water to boil, I feel my pussy still dripping. This is too much; I’ll have to change my panties.

Something in me yearns for Nora to walk into the kitchen, like this morning. Let her come to me and slip her hand into my ‘swamp.’ Let her see what she’s caused.

The water starts boiling, and at that moment, I see Kate on her bike through the window. Oh, Kate! Right, she’s here too—how could I forget?

Thank God she’s back—Kate will help me gather my thoughts and get back to solid ground. Okay, I got this!

A divine voice snaps me out of it.

“Coffee. The only reliable driving force of humanity.”

Nora.

I give a deliberate, slow turn, pouring all my intent into the movement.

“Did you come for another dose too?” she asks with a knowing look, and I catch the scent of her roses again.

It’s tough, but I hold the eye contact. “I don’t wonder where the path leads. I take steps in the dark, guided by hope.”

“Oh, I see you’re already reading the book,” she says seductively, recognizing the quote while stepping closer and closer.

“I’m getting lost in it—I don’t know what’s real and what’s fantasy anymore,” I say, watching her pass me, her beautiful hands pouring boiling water into a cup.

I deliberately step half a step to the right, closer to her. I’m challenging her to feel my presence. If this is meant to be, let it happen.

“When you write, a part of you is always living in the story,” she says with calm that crushes mountains. “Over the years, it only gets harder to separate reality... from fiction.”

She leans in, taking half a step toward me too. Our shoulders brush for a moment, and no, none of this is an accident. This fantasy is really happening. There’s electricity between us, and Nora, please, take the lead—my body is frozen, my voice will start trembling, and from here on, I’m just a helpless stone waiting for you to pick me up.

“Every day is a grand mess, a tangle of worlds you simultaneously want to explore and escape.” As she says this, her gorgeous face turns toward me, and her lips are closer than ever.

“Right now… I wouldn’t escape anything,” I whisper back, “only explore.” God, I’m so proud I managed to say that. Those are my last words before I faint.

Our shoulders are touching fully now, and none of us breaks the contact. Her eyes light up, her smile hesitates mid-way, and her lips twitch. I swear she’s thinking about a kiss.

“Your abilities are greater than you give yourself credit for,” she says hypnotically, and my God, her eyes drop to my lips. “Even if they seem forbidden, all those worlds are open to you.”

Nora, kiss me! I can’t make the first move, please, touch me, I’m pulsing for you like for no one else!

Her head tilts toward me, and my lungs try in vain to breathe as I struggle to stay still. I’d throw myself at her, into her, but I don’t dare. And she—she’s just testing what I’ll do. I mustn’t pull away; let her know I’m waiting on the other side of this sin.

“Oh, a writers’ meeting,” I hear a voice from behind as Kate enters the living room.

Nora closes her eyes and takes a deep breath, as if trying to inhale as much of my presence as possible before slowly pulling away.

“I hope I’m not interrupting too much, I brought treats from the bakery.”

“Oh, wonderful,” Nora says, while I’m only thinking about the state of my crotch. Is it leaking?

“I’m starving,” I say with wide eyes, surprised at how well I hid my inner earthquake.

Kate’s mom grabs a croissant from the table and leaves. “Enjoy, you two, I’m going to sunbathe on the roof.”

“Mom?” Kate says meaningfully, as if Nora broke some agreed-upon rule.

“Don’t worry,” Nora says, “no one will see anything. Just the sun,” she jokes and winks.

“Don’t be alarmed,” Kate tells me as we bite into the croissants, “my mom loves to sunbathe and swim… and everything else involving nudity. But we have a deal—she promised me—she won’t embarrass anyone during visits.”

“Got it,” I laugh, pretending to be clueless while calming the wild pulsing between my legs.

Nora’s body basking in the sun… That image sends another sweet, stinging wave through my crotch.

“These are great,” I say with a full mouth, pointing at the croissant, all to divert attention from Kate’s naked mom.

“I knew you’d like them. You’ll love the party we’re invited to tonight even more. Wanna go?”

“Party?”

“Yeah, of course, in the next town at my friend’s place. Don’t worry, we’ll be back in two days, and then you can write as much as you want.”

I try to respond, but I can’t find an answer that wouldn’t sound at least a little suspicious.

“My God!” Kate says. “Okay, don’t even say anything.”

“What?”

“Your face, ha ha,” she laughs freely. “You looked at me like you saw death!”

“Oh, really? Ha ha, sorry, in my head… I don’t even know where I am.”

“Not time for a little fun yet?”

“Fun isn’t even on my radar.”

“I get it, you’re in the middle of it all. I won’t disturb your wave of inspiration, but I’m telling you, you’ll miss a damn good party!”

“Oh, wow, Kate, you understand me so well,” I say, relieved.

“Of course I do, I’ve been watching my mom my whole life. I have to say, you two are kind of similar sometimes. And I don’t mean that in a bad way—artists are just a special breed, and you fit together.”

We fit together? That sounds so beautiful.

“I’m getting more here than I could’ve expected,” I reply, but I don’t dare meet her eyes, feeling like a traitor.

“I know. I’ll let you off this time since it’s your first visit. Next time, you won’t get away so easily. Our parties are something special—you’ll find inspiration there too.”

When she says “inspiration,” she makes air quotes with her fingers, and I know exactly what she means. Boys. That’s just Kate—just as I love books, she loves attention.

I don’t need boys. My heart is already beating double-time, and it’s for one person only. One person I can’t talk about, especially not with Kate. My dear Kate, my best friend for years, is sadly the last person I could confide in about this love.

I feel alone, alone in this new passion that has me in its grip. And in some strange way, this loneliness is enough. It’s all I need in life. As long as Nora is here. What happens when my visit ends, I don’t even dare think about.

Right now, in this moment, I can’t think of anything except that I’ll soon be alone in this house with Kate’s mom. Two days!

“Damn it,” I say as my hand shakes so much I spill my coffee.

“How many coffees have you had already?” Kate laughs and grabs a cloth.

“Too many or not enough,” I laugh back, stuffing the rest of the croissant in my mouth so I don’t have to talk.

Kate has no idea what’s happening in this house. And I feel horribly guilty about it.

“I’m going to pack,” Kate says as she wipes up the spilled coffee. “My bus is at four. Will you see me off? Or will that eat up too many words from your new chapter?”

“Ha ha, stop it, Kate,” I say with a full mouth. “Of course I’ll help you when you’re heading off into the sunset—to the party of your life.”

“Party of my life, you’re not wrong!” she says grandly, flashing me a cute smile, and for the first time, I notice it’s just as beautiful as her mom’s.

Of course I’ll see you off, Kate.

And I pour all my energy into suppressing the excitement smoldering inside me… at the thought of what happens after her bus leaves.


Chapter 5

Maya

Kate waves at me through the window, her face beaming with a smile that stretches ear to ear. She’s as excited about her trip as I am about the next two days.

But the further the bus drives away, disappearing into the distance, the more panic grips me. What the hell am I doing? What awaits me when I get back to the house?

The five-minute walk from the bus stop to Nora’s estate passes too quickly, and I deliberately slow my steps. Even though my heart craves complete surrender to Kate’s mom, fear courses through my body. This is all so new, so much bigger than me.

A beautiful sunny day is spiced up by a strong wind, prematurely conjuring the feel of approaching autumn. In the distance, over the mountain, it darkens, looking like rain in the hills.

When I open the door, the wind pushes against the house, and the wood creaks faintly. Yeah, something’s definitely brewing.

I quietly step into my room, and the moment is perfect—I sit down and write.

I write, write, and write.

Worlds flow through me, and the approaching storm heightens the tension, not just in the air but in my story too. My creative force has a momentum I’ve never experienced before. The story writes itself; I’m just lending my fingers so it can spill from the ether into the computer.

Then, all of a sudden…

Crack!

Something snaps, and my desk lamp goes out. Did the power go out?

I step into the hallway, and the house is even eerier than usual. It’s getting dark outside, and without light, it’ll be creepy here, especially when night falls completely.

“Nora?” I say softly.

I walk to the kitchen, and the fridge isn’t working. The power’s really gone.

“Nora?” I say, more firmly now.

“Upstairs, sweetheart,” I hear her muffled voice from the upper floor.

Her voice sends shivers through me.

I climb the stairs, and an emergency light glows upstairs.

“Did the power go out?” I ask while walking. I’ve never been to the upper floor.

“No worries, it’s normal,” Nora says, and I can’t tell where her voice is coming from.

“Will it be back soon?”

“Probably not during the storm. I’m in here, in the bathroom.”

I turn left and see the bathroom door. A flickering light glows from within.

“Don’t worry,” her voice says, now clear, “I’m prepared; storms like this are a regular thing here.”

As I reach the door, I see Kate’s mom in the bathtub, surrounded by candles placed all around the bathroom.

“Oh, sorry,” I say and turn away immediately.

“No, no, come here so we can finish talking.”

I want to go to her, but something holds my body back, draining all my strength.

“Candles are forbidden in the house,” she says as I turn back toward her.

“For obvious reasons,” she adds with a smile, gesturing around the house. As she lifts her hand from the water, an inch of her large breast emerges for a second.

“Except when I’m bathing,” she laughs and sinks back into the water up to her chin. “I always bathe by candlelight because… life is a movie.”

The scene in the bathroom is truly cinematic, fairytale-like. The candles illuminate the room and her beauty. Her hair is pinned up in a bun to keep it dry, and a thick layer of foam floats on the water.

“Do you need something?” she asks, her gaze mischievous, as if she wants to erase my hesitation.

“I… Maybe a… light?”

“I have plenty of lamps in the house. We won’t be in the dark, don’t worry. Need anything else?”

My God, what does that “else” mean?

“If there’s a storm… I wouldn’t want to be alone,” I say, and a distant rumble of thunder echoes outside.

“Come closer,” she says seductively, and my legs, surprisingly, obey.

“If you need company, stay with me. Want to take a bath?”

“A bath?”

“Come here,” she says warmly, her elegant hand emerging from the water. “Feel the water.”

Okay, this is really happening.

I take one last step and bend forward. As I reach for the water, she gently takes my hand and dips it in.

“Can you imagine how fantastic it is in here?”

The water is hot, and yes, I can imagine. Wherever her divine body is submerged, it’s bound to be pure bliss.

“Isn’t it too hot for you?”

“You’d get used to it quickly, Lady Maya.”

When she says my name, my head spins. Lady Maya? I can see where this is going.

“I don’t doubt that, esteemed Lady Nora. Seeing you enjoy it so much makes my heart dance.”

“You have a very pleasant hand, Lady Maya. I bet it would feel delightful washing my back.”

“Would that please you, gracious lady?”

I laugh inwardly at how silly we are.

“Only if it’s not a bother, little lady. Would you do that for me? Of course, I’d return the favor threefold, you can count on that.”

“Oh, no bother at all, Lady Nora. Your back deserves every touch of mine; no favor in return is needed.”

“I’m curious if your touch is as soothing as your words,” she says seductively, leaning forward.

We both giggle quietly; our game is delightfully quirky. Oh, thank God, role-playing has eased all the tension. Now that I’m in the middle of this theatrical act, I can forget my real-life embarrassment. Lady Maya will gladly wash Lady Nora’s back.

Nora leans forward, and my eyes roam over her beautiful, wet back, foam trickling down it.

“I’d hand you a sponge, lady, but I’d rather feel your silken fingers.”

“That’s exactly what I had in mind,” I say, giggling as I sit on the edge of the tub and roll up my sleeves.

My fingers sink into her yielding skin. Is this really happening? Am I really massaging Kate’s mom?

“Oh, wow, I didn’t expect such a noble touch,” she says in a pleasant tone.

My fingers know what to do on their own, but my thoughts are racing in every direction. As I caress her shoulders, I move toward her spine and slide down its length, under the water.

“Your touch… Lady Maya, you didn’t mention you were this talented.”

“Oh, such praise is unwarranted, my lady,” I giggle. “You’ll make me blush.”

“I mean it sincerely, young lady. Your touch is like fire… and I don’t know if you’ll set me free or destroy me.”

“I’m not indifferent either, dear lady; your skin is so velvety. More pleasant than Persian silk.”

Nora bursts into laughter. She clearly loves my game, it’s obvious. But I’m not sure if she loves the touch too.

“Join me in the tub, bathe with me.”

As she says this, she turns her head, and her breasts gaze at me too.

“To sink into the water with you?”

“Why not? The tub is big enough. You’d be doing me a great favor, young lady.”

A part of me wants to go wild with excitement.

“To undress in front of you?”

Nora looks at me with the most beautiful expression her face can muster. Lit by candlelight, it’s truly angelic. How could I resist those eyes?

“You can’t get in the tub clothed,” she laughs and reaches toward me, as if to help.

I let her grab the hem of my shirt with her wet fingers and lift it a little.

“Start here,” she says smoothly, “then move to the lower part.”

I smile shyly—I’m not sure if I really dare.

“Don’t be embarrassed,” she giggles and sinks back into the water. “Sit here in front of me so I can wash your back too.”

Her breasts disappear into the water, and I have a moment of clarity. What the hell am I waiting for? There’s nothing in the world I want more than to end up against her divine breasts, in her embrace.

I lift my shirt, and my bare breasts quiver before her eyes. A short gasp escapes her. It’s surreal to think I could possibly appeal to this goddess.

My sweatpants hit the floor, and now I’m only in my panties.

“The panties too, Maya. Before the water cools.”

I love her encouragement. I need it; I’m lost in this mess on my own.

I pull my panties down to my knees, and my God, so much sticky juice stretches from my pussy to the fabric! My cheeks burn instantly.

“Mmmm,” Nora says, unable to hide her excitement.

I let the panties drop to my ankles and step out of them, and Nora makes room for me in the tub.

“Right here,” she says, almost commandingly, her arms shaping my new seat.

I step into the water, and it’s really hot.

“Ugh.”

“You’ll get used to it, little one.”

I step in with my other foot and lower my hips into her lap.

“Ahhhh,” I shudder as the hot water embraces my sensitive skin, her hands ensuring my descent is slow, gentle, and perfectly placed.

“That’s it,” I hear her voice from behind as my body settles into her embrace.

“Oh, wooow,” I say slowly, as my body realizes it’s landed in a weightless paradise.

“Yes,” she whispers, “just lean your head back, rest on me.”

I tilt my head back and feel her face against my hair, near my ear. Her arms pull me closer to her body, her legs wrapping around me.

I hear my own gasp as I sink into the most beautiful sensation I’ve ever felt.

“That’s it, close your eyes, rest a little,” she murmurs pleasantly into my ear, and I melt like chocolate forgotten in the sun.

I can’t speak, but words would be redundant anyway.

This woman has decided to take me, and I surrender to her with all the desire, passion, and love I can muster. This embrace in hot water, against her breasts, in her yielding skin, is more beautiful than all my past moments combined.

Her hands gently, respectfully slide to my stomach, pulling me even closer, pressing me tighter to her.

“Is this okay?”

“Please, never let me go.”

Another loud roar suggests the storm is much closer now, making the house creak under the stronger wind.

“Don’t worry,” she whispers into my ear, “we’re safe. Just a little storm. Perfect for hiding from the whole world.”

“Oh, how lovely,” I say, and my entire body shudders.

Raindrops start falling on the roof, thick and heavy by the sound.

“When it rains like this, no one can come visit,” she jokes, sparking a ticklish laugh in me.

I finally muster the courage to move my hands from my body to her legs. I slowly caress her calves, her ankles, which she presses into me as much as the tub allows.

“I’m happy, Maya,” she says into my ear, and I realize we’ve stopped playing our game for a while now.

Everything has become so personal; everything she says, everything she does, is meant just for me.

Her fingers begin to explore, her thumbs brushing the underside of my breasts.

A long sigh escapes me, and I’m embarrassed by how weakly it trembles.

“I’m happy too,” I tell her, trying to sink my back even deeper into her rich, soft breasts.

“I hope you don’t mind if I comment on how beautiful your breasts are, young Lady Maya.”

Oh, we’re back in the game.

“If you could see my face, gracious lady, you’d see how much I’m blushing.”

“I can feel your hot cheeks,” she says as her lips move forward and lightly nip my cheek.

Her palms slide up and envelop my breasts, greedily, completely.

Her sigh is long, trembling, and her response to my breasts makes me so damn needy.

“I wish they were bigger,” I say helplessly.

“No!” she exclaims, too loudly, and we both laugh.

“Sorry,” she giggles and calms down, her palms firmly squeezing my breasts. “They’re perfect, exactly as they are.”

There’s more and more lust in her voice, more uncontrolled desire.

“I never thought they could be perfect for anyone.”

“They are for me, little lady,” she says passionately, her hands growing hungrier, greedier.

I feel my nipples catching on her fingers as she deliberately caresses them to tease.

I dig my fingers more roughly into her soft skin, my touch is becoming more passionate too.

Outside, lightning flashes brightly, followed by a loud clap of thunder, and the rain pours heavily now. The storm has begun in full force. Water practically cascades down the roof, its loud patter giving us intimacy, a soft shelter for just us.

“Have you read the book?” she whispers into my ear as her right hand releases my breast and grabs my stomach.

“Only halfway.”

“Did you like it?”

“It’s the most beautiful book I’ve ever read.”

Her hand caresses my stomach, her left hand roams over both my breasts, as if wanting to feel as much of my skin as possible at once.

I tremble as I sense her hand near my pussy, eagerly waiting for what’s next. I know I’ll feel her on my most sensitive spot sooner or later, and the thought is so warm and soft.

“Can I wash your pussy?”

“Please, don’t ask for permission.”

Her hand slides over my mound, her palm enveloping my entire pussy.

“Oh, what a lovely kitty you have. I bet you touch it a lot.”

“Oh…” is all I can manage as her fingers gently press against me, no teasing, just the weight of her hand.

“Tell me, little lady, do you caress yourself here often?”

“Only when I have a good reason.”

“Such a beautiful, firm pussy. If I were you, I’d have it in my hands all the time.”

I laugh, but my trembling lips interrupt the smile. Her hand is destroying me, her touch is so personal.

“Such a naughty pussy must love being caressed.”

“Yes, she likes it.”

“Mmm, lovely. I’d love to see how you do it sometime.”

Now her hand presses ever so slowly on my core, her tenderness in the hot water shaking me like I’m plugged into electricity.

“You’re panting…” she whispers into my ear as her fingers press on my clit, just a gentle pressure, and I’m losing it.

“Oh, Lady Nora…” I sigh, because I don’t know what to say, I don’t even know what’s happening.

“I feel such a naughty button between my fingers,” she whispers, “I feel how it’s grown.”

“Lady…”

“Slowly, little one, we’ve only just begun.”

“Oh, I can’t… hold back…”

I don’t know what’s wrong with me, but her hand on my pussy, just resting there, is enough to make me come. How is that possible?

“You can’t come yet,” she says, but doesn’t move her hand. “Hold it.”

“I can’t…”

“You must,” she whispers, and her fingers are relentless, pressing on my clit again.

“This naughty button will only orgasm when I say so.”

“Ahhhh, no!”

“Are you that sensitive?”

“Never before now,” I whimper weakly.

“Oh, so sensitive just for me, little Lady Maya?”

“Just for you, Nora!”

“Such a naughty girl! You’ll need a thorough washing.”

Her pressure on my clit eases, and I can finally breathe; one more second, and she’d have pushed me over the edge. My body trembles, desperate for an orgasm, but in this hot embrace, enveloped in Nora’s skin, I can’t do anything but surrender completely. I’d do anything for her, even deny my release.

Her palm grabs my inner thigh while her left hand still caresses my breasts, teasing my nipples.

“Can I wash you? Will you hold out?”

Her voice, her lips at my ear, are driving me wild.

“I can’t promise; your touch, gracious lady, my body is responding to you so unexpectedly.”

Her nails dig into my thigh, my buttock.

“I love that you’re so sensitive just for me.”

Her fingers move, brushing my swollen core, and I let out a loud whimper.

“You’ll have to hold out, little one. I don’t want you to come yet.”

“Ohhhhh,” I let out a long sigh, hoping breathing helps at least a little.

“We’re just washing,” she whispers into my ear, her palm landing on my pussy again.

“I’ll wash you nicely, take care of you.”

“I could cry from the beauty…”

“Yes, it’s so beautiful, I’m enjoying it too.”

Her fingers wiggle, and my aroused core catches her middle finger in its fold.

“Ahhhh,” I moan, breathing deeper to fend off the orgasm.

“Look how much we have to wash. Feel how wet it is? So slick.”

“Since I got here, I’ve been leaking, constantly wet.”

“How lovely,” she says, her voice trembling sinfully, betraying her arousal, just as intense as mine.

“Every little spot, just like this. Nice and slow,” she says, her fingers gently circling my dripping center.

“Oh, my God.”

My body shudders, and she stops her hand.

“There’s so much juice here, I’ll wash it all, but you can’t come, hear me?”

“I can’t, Nora,” I say as her finger eases and then slides along my entire length.

“Shhh,” she soothes, but her lips at my ear have the opposite effect.

“Oh, what a lovely pussy you have, feel how it fits in my hand?”

“Yes… Nora, caress me… Ahhh… Stop, I can’t!”

“No, you can’t come.”

Her hand stops, but it’s too late; my body surrenders, shaking entirely, an orgasm overtaking me, and I don’t even know where I’m coming—down there or all over my body?

“If you come, I’ll have to punish you.”

“I… I’m coming!”

“Oh, you naughty girl!”

Her hand presses my mound again, her full palm on my over-swollen clit.

Her mischievous fingers wash me, explore me, but so lightly I barely feel them.

“I’d wash you all day, every day, this naughty, dirty little pussy!”

“Ahhh, ahhh!”

Screams escape me, and she’s not even teasing. She pulls her hand back and barely brushes me, as if to ruin my orgasm. But her naughty words, her touch, her skin wrapped around me—only make my orgasm even stronger.

I tremble so hard the water splashes around us, and I moan, surrendering to this mature woman who feels me so well, who knows me better than I know myself.

“How adorable; I haven’t even finished washing you, and you’re already orgasming on my fingers. Your juices are spilling into the water, and I can bathe in how naughty you are!”

“Ahhhhhh, Nora, too much!”

“Now I’ll have to spank you for not obeying.”

Her fingers press harder into my core now, but no more than that, still just an innocent pressure that drives me insane. I feel her Venus mound on my back, her naughty pussy grinding against me.

“You’ll remember what it was like visiting me.”

“Forever, my lady, I’ll remember forever!”

“Will you come again?”

“Anytime, Nora, I’d never want to leave.”

“Really? Would you live here with me? I’d take good care of you.”

“Oh, that sounds so wonderful!”

“We could bathe every day.”

“Yes, take me as yours, wash me as much as you want,” I say, knowing she loves it because her fingers respond.

Now she presses harder, as if wanting to penetrate me, but she doesn’t. She stays in control, neither rushing nor lagging. She squeezes my pussy again, as if claiming it for herself.

“Where did you come from, Lady Maya, my impudent guest who tempts me into sin with her sweetness?”

It’s pouring outside, and her hands caress my entire body while I don’t even know if I’m still coming or if it’s all just endless pleasure. Her mouth moves along my cheek toward my lips. I tilt my head, and as I stick out my tongue, meeting hers.

How crazy—I’m kissing Kate’s mom, how very, very wrong!

Thunder roars loudly, and my heart races with excitement. The edge of Nora’s lips is on me, and we playfully lick each other, teasing with outstretched tongues. Her hands cradle my breasts, and I drown in this intimate paradise, more beautiful than dreams.

“God, you’re so mine. Do you feel it too? So very mine!”

“I’m only yours, Nora, I only want you. I’ve never felt anyone like I feel you. Only you, Nora, in the whole world, only you!”

My love confession is sincere, and she knows it. Her hand returns to my shaved mound, her fingers now more boldly venturing into my core.

“If you want to be mine, you’ll have to obey a bit better,” she says, and the intent of her fingers is clear. One more moment, and she’ll be inside me.

“As you wish, Lady Nora. Your desire is my command.”

“You can’t just come all over the place every time I touch you.”

“Ohhh,” I moan as her finger slides so beautifully into me.

“Your pussy will have to learn some manners, Lady Maya.”

“Everything… Everything for you, gracious lady.”

“Look at it, pulsing so brazenly around my finger.”

And it’s true—my needy pussy is in spasms, gripping her finger like it wants to kidnap it.

“Shhh,” she hushes into my ear as her middle finger joins the index.

“Ohhh, fuck!”

“No, not yet!”

“Sorry, I won’t, sorry, my lady!”

Nora’s two fingers fill me so insanely well, and as lightning flashes and thunder roars in the same moment, it’s like God sent a bolt for the two greatest sinners in the world.

The rain pounds the roof, but the candles still burn, casting a golden veil over our sin.

My moaning grows louder as I feel her firm tongue at the edge of my lips again. Her delicious lips kiss me, sucking my tongue, while her fingers gently penetrate me, filling me, living inside me.

“How beautiful you look like this,” she says as I writhe in her embrace, with no control over my body.

“Ohhh, lady… I can’t… I can’t!”

“You can’t come yet,” she says, her fingers pausing inside me, “I want to watch you a little longer… watch you move on my hand, taking my fingers so perfectly.”

“Ahh, ahhhhh…”

“Look at this needy thing, about to come again,” she laughs, seeing I can’t help myself.

The water ripples from my trembling, and Nora pulls her fingers out, breaking contact as if to punish me for another orgasm.

“Such insolence,” she says lustfully, plunging her two fingers back into me, and, my God, that thrust is almost fatal!

“Ahhhhhhahahhhhhhh!!”

I didn’t know I could come this intensely, spilling into pleasure, my back pressed against her naughty pussy, which she now grinds roughly against me.

“You’re such a needy nuisance,” she hisses, her fingers masterfully massaging my insides, as if she knows where my buttons are to prolong the pleasure.

“Ohhhh, I can’t, it’s too much, too much!”

My screams are actual cries for help; this pleasure is overwhelming. I’m lost in the ether between the physical and mental world, unable to distinguish my body’s edge from the surroundings. Everything is just pleasure and Nora, her aura, in which I melt, dissolve.

“You have such a good pussy; I can’t wait to taste it. Would you like that, little one? If I kissed this wet, naughty vixen?”

“You can lick me wherever you please, Lady Nora,” I say breathlessly, still in spasms, still riding the wave of ecstasy.

“Anywhere?”

“Anywhere! Anytime!”

Her fingers slip out of me and make a cautious circle around my sticky core. Then I feel them travel lower, across my perineum, and she’s at my anus.

“What if I get too naughty?”

“Impossible. Anywhere, anytime, Lady Nora. I’m your property; do with me as you wish.”

“As I wish?”

Her voice is naughty but with a hint of doubt. Does she really think I’m not ready for everything? She clearly underestimates my devotion. I’m ready to give this naughty, dirty woman everything. And more, as long as she wants me.

Her finger begins circling my forbidden little hole.

“Are you this sensitive here too?”

“Ohhh…”

Her touch is so intimate, forbidden, no different from our entire romance.

Her mouth returns to mine, her tongue teasing the edge of my lips, her wet breath arousing me further. The tip of her finger washes me, gently, slowly, sensitively.

“Would you really surrender to me so completely? Let me do absolutely everything?”

I can’t even respond, her caresses intoxicate me, her passion, her closeness, her naughtiness.

“Everything… Everything, Lady Nora, everything on me is yours. Take it. I want this, take me…”

“Shhh,” she soothes again, probably because I sound frantic, begging so inconsolably.

“Have you ever been like this, I mean with a woman, like now?”

“No… never.”

“What about with anyone else?”

“Never.”

“My God, completely untouched and you already know so much about love?”

She groans with pleasure and pulls me tightly to her, her finger naughtily teasing my hidden entrance.

“You have a true writer’s spirit, little one. But don’t think that’s enough for success. It’s just the soil, the ground from which a tree must grow.”

“I don’t assume I’m a writer yet. My stories are rubbish.”

“That’s what I love about you… So strong, yet so humble.”

Her naughty touching intensifies, passion building in her again.

“If you want to write, you have to experience life,” she says, her finger determined, surely about to enter me.

“Exactly, please, show me life,” I say, ready for anything.

“You’re clearly as naughty as you are smart. A true unpolished diamond.”

“Please polish me, shape me to your will, to your desire.”

“I like you, little one; I don’t know if I’ll be able to let you go these two days.”

“Ahhhhh…”

“Does it feel good?”

Her finger gently enters me, and I melt under her touch. So personal, so intimate.

“I’m happy with you, Lady Nora.”

“Happy?”

“Yesss…”

Oh, what a naughty feeling, Kate’s mom penetrating my ass.

“What about this?”

Now she goes a bit deeper.

“Ohhh, lovely, so very lovely…”

“Maya…”

“Nora…”

I’d tell her I love her, but it’d sound too impulsive, too pathetic. Though… who lets someone put a finger in their ass if it isn’t love?

“Please kiss me,” I say as my heart races with pleasure, with all this closeness.

“Come to me, sweetheart, you deserve every kiss,” she says, her soft kisses nearing my lips.

Meanwhile, her finger gently circles inside me, and I feel how tightly I grip it. The sensation is so different, naughty, just ours.

“Have you ever done this?” I ask, closing my eyes and dreaming on.

“You mean this?” she asks playfully, pushing her finger a bit deeper into my ass.

“Ahhhh, Nora!”

“Just lift your legs; I’ll go deeper.”

“How naughty you are, you naughty mom!”

“You have no idea,” she hisses into my ear, and I feel a determination in my ass that only fuels me more.

With her other hand, she grabs my pussy and starts massaging it, and my mouth involuntarily lets out lustful sounds I’m hearing for the first time.

“My God, how perfectly you fit in my hands.”

I don’t even know what’s happening, only that I feel her everywhere, and her fingers move inside me with clear intent, driving me wild.

Energy builds in my pelvis, about to explode too soon in this lesson on orgasming. In these few minutes of bathing, I’ll have more orgasms than I did in an entire week before.

“Ohhh, ohhh, can I… can I come?”

“How nice that you ask,” she says, her breath wet against my ear.

Her finger is now deep in my ass, and I clearly feel it circling. It’s touching a spot I never knew was there, but it’s causing pleasure I never even dreamed of.

Meanwhile, her fingers on my swollen pussy greedily grab and slide in and out of my pussy, as if wanting to draw out every drop of juice I’ve ever produced.

“Go ahead and come, you little vixen; I want to hear your moans again,” she says in a dirty tone, her voice undoing me.

The orgasm is otherworldly as I try to catch my breath while she masterfully massages my insides, every millimeter she reaches.

“Ahhh, ahhhhhh, AHHHHH!!!”

“Yes, you’re so beautiful when you come on my fingers.”

“Norrraaaaaaaa!”


Chapter 6

Nora

This is really happening… I have Kate’s classmate in my bed, an aspiring writer, the beautiful, untouched, painfully stunning Maya.

It’s not right. At my age, I should know better. What if this gets out? That a woman so much younger than me is sleeping in my bed?

But look at her, this angel sleeping beside me. For so many years, an eternity, I slept alone in this bed. And now, a warm body breathes next to me, such a sweet, lovely being.

Maya is an old soul in a young body, that was clear from our first glance. There’s so much maturity in her, more than many people my age possess. So much discipline, so much self-awareness. And all that desire for mastery, a real hunger to succeed in writing, to achieve the life goal she’s set for herself. So sexy!

On the other hand, her youthful spirit is such a delightful refreshment for my world. My imagination isn’t rich enough to dream up such an endearing character. When I look at her, all my stories feel dull and uninspired.

And on top of it all, all this erotic allure. How can she be so damn captivating? And so naughty? My God, the way she came in the tub. I barely laid my hand on her, and she was trembling, uncontrollably orgasming in my embrace.

It’s more beautiful than any dream. Her closeness will kill me, I don’t even know if I can continue what we’ve started.

Now she lies beside me, our bath having exhausted her. Poor thing, she was worn out from orgasms, drained from too intense a bath.

When I brought her to my bed, she curled up against me and fell asleep within a minute. She’s so warm against me, so soft and innocent.

I’m afraid of the feelings stirring in me, they’re too close to love. I would make love to her, care for her, spoil her. I can’t even imagine taking my hands off her.

Outside, the rain has calmed, the slow dripping on the roof soothing as I stroke her hair. I bask in her fresh scent, melting in the warmth she gives me.

I lift Maya’s hand so I can turn away from her. On my side, I close my eyes and try to fall asleep. It’s hard when I know she’s beside me. I feel her breathing on my back, and her closeness drives me to obsession. I want her, I want her so badly!

You can’t do anything, Nora. I made the most of this evening, now fall asleep in this pleasant closeness. This is the only night you’ll have Maya in your bed.

Just as I start sinking into sleep, Maya’s hand moves. Her warm palm lands on my hip but doesn’t stop, traveling lower to my backside.

My heart leaps wildly. Is she awake?

Half-asleep, she caresses me slowly, and I immediately shift my hips to show her I’m awake. I push my backside back into her embrace, feeling her hot stomach against my back.

My breathing quickens, and I laugh at myself for how much this young woman’s touch means to me. This is exactly what I wanted—just a little more tenderness with her. Just a bit more.

I hear her breathing deepen, her touch infused with urgency. Her lips appear in my hair, and her hand boldly slides down my backside to my crotch. Her touch is firm, so naughty that it draws a soft moan from me.

“Maya?” I say softly, as if to check if it’s really her.

“Make love to me, Kate’s mom,” she says, her voice needy.

I can’t believe how determined she is. Earlier in the tub, she was completely surrendered, utterly helpless, but now…

“I want you so much, little one,” I tell her with all the warmth I can muster.

Her hands are small, but there’s strength in them. Her fingers press into my crotch, the silk of my robe gently pushed into my pussy.

“Ahhh,” I moan, surprised again by her boldness.

Her lips appear at my ear, her wet breath carrying a contagious need. “I’d go down on you, I want all of you.”

I immediately turn my head and offer her my lips. Her wetness envelops me, her need dripping over my lips, flowing down my cheek.

Her small, fragrant mouth strips me bare; her kiss is so hot. Her tongue misses my mouth, licking my cheeks, my nose, my closed eyes.

“Oh, Maya, what’s happening,” I moan, heat pooling in my stomach.

My juices cling to the silk as her fingers keep pushing it into my heated pussy. My God, how needy I am.

I have to hold her in my arms. Her hand finds my pussy again, this time past the robe, skin on skin. I lift my leg slightly to give her enough space between my thighs for this young explorer to do what she intends.

Now I can use my hands on her too—I slip under the nightgown I lent her and land on her sinful little breasts, which I can never get enough of.

“Just grab me, my pussy is yours,” I tell her, encouraging her to continue.

“Oh, it feels so good in my hand. I can’t wait to smell it.”

“Smell it? You little minx.”

“I’m sure it’s delicious too. Tasty. Divine, like everything else about you.”

I’m shocked by her naughtiness, this girl just keeps surprising me.

I feel her hand spreading my juices over my heated pussy, my thighs, my pubic hair, as her tiny fingers get lost in my soaked folds.

“You’re destroying me, look how wet I am for you,” I admit weakly.

I let go of her breast and move to her hot armpit, clinging to her intoxicating skin as if it’s the last thing I’ll ever touch.

“Lick me more,” she says, and our lips meet again.

Our tongues get acquainted in the most intimate way, her breath choking me with raw, unfiltered passion. Her young mouth smells so good.

Now my lips go wild over her face; I bite her nose, nibble her entire face, lick every inch of her skin, and she just moans, sighing softly.

Her hand grows bolder, and now her fingers dare to enter. There’s nothing I want more than her fingers inside me.

“Push them in already,” I breathe into her.

Her fingers are small but fill me so wonderfully, while my chest goes wild. I breathe in heavy sighs into her, and she returns it—the same air from her mouth back into mine.

“How can you know me so well,” I say, surprised, shocked by her touch.

“Sorry,” she says, her lips curling into a smile, “I’m bluffing, I have no idea what I’m doing. Teach me what feels best for you.”

“Don’t ask, just fuck me!”

“I don’t know how…”

“Trust yourself already, Maya, you got this!”

Her fingers guide me so beautifully, but her insecurity makes me think I need to take the lead. I get it, she’s young, inexperienced. I can’t expect her to master everything on her first try. She’s already shown far more than I’d expect from such a young girl.

I turn to the nightstand and pull my favorite toy from the drawer.

“This will make it easier, I’ll show you.”

Her face breaks into a sweet smile. She rises, and I flip her to the other side of the bed so she lands on her back, the nightgown falling open on its own.

“My God…” escapes me as I see her fully naked, bathed in the candlelight.

I saw her in the bathroom, but now, lying before me, willing, surrendered, available… now I truly see her in all her beauty.

“The most beautiful sight I’ve ever seen.”

“It’s because of the candles,” she giggles sweetly, rubbing her thighs as if her pussy can’t contain the anticipation.

“Like this, spread them,” I say, parting her legs.

I dive face-first into her crotch, and as I approach her shaved young pussy, I feel her heat. Her scent gently envelops my cheeks, and I can’t stop myself; I keep lowering until my face lands on her.

We both groan with pleasure as I roll my cheeks in her heat, smearing myself, bathing in her already spread juices.

“Your pussy smells so good,” I tell her, barely restraining myself from pouncing like a hungry lion.

“It’s yours,” she whimpers softly, like a frightened doe.

I reach for her stomach with my hands, moving up to her firm, protruding breasts, while my lips envelop her little pussy.

“Mmm, yummy,” I mumble into her wet flesh, pinching her hardened nipples.

“Oh no, oh no,” she starts moaning, and it doesn’t surprise me anymore, I know now she can come without me even trying.

I pull my mouth from her pussy, my cheeks sticky from our wet collision.

I pick up the dildo and place it against her center. I slide it up and down to coat the toy.

“I’ll be very gentle.”

“I know… You’ll take such good care of me, Nora.”

She always knows what to say to hit me in the heart.

The tip of the dildo is wet, and I gently place it at her entrance, her little pussy eager to swallow the tip.

“How beautifully you’ve opened for me.”

“My pussy wants you, Nora, you have no idea how much!”

Maybe I won’t be as gentle as I promised. I push the dildo deeper and finally feel resistance. Her vagina tightens quickly, and it takes some pressure to stretch her, to go deeper.

Maya moans so beautifully as I slowly add force, the dildo disappearing into her wetness inch by inch.

“Oh, wow, it’s so big,” she says, her breathing shallow.

“I won’t force anything, only as much as feels good, little one.”

“You’ve filled me so nicely.”

“Dear Lord, Maya... Such a lovely little pussy.”

I slowly pull the dildo out to repeat the process. The sight of it disappearing into this young pussy is simply hypnotic.

“I could do this all night,” I tell her as I push into her again, this time a tad faster and bolder.

“It feels so good because I can completely trust you,” she says, hitting me in the heart again.

She has no idea how much I want to care for her, give her shelter, support her in every way. I’d keep her at home, caress her, feed her, put her to bed.

“Want to try it too?”

I lie on my back, and for a moment, I feel shy clamping my thighs before this young girl.

But when I see her turn, focused on my pussy, all doubts vanish. She dives between my thighs as if she’s been waiting all night for this moment.

“I have to taste you first,” she says—as I expected.

I can’t take my eyes off her angelic face, curiously exploring my pussy with naughty interest. How could I even describe what’s happening? I’ve spent my life collecting words, but now I’m completely speechless.

“Ohhhhh, you’re doing it perfectly,” I groan with pleasure as her tongue starts exploring my core.

She’s just gentle enough and just bold enough that my eyes begin to close, and I can relax.

“How… how?” I ask in a whisper, barely audible.

I can’t believe her mouth feels so right on me. Isn’t she just a young girl, my daughter’s classmate? How can she know a woman’s body so well, play me so beautifully?

“I want this so much,” she says, and I melt even more.

Her voice trembles, just like her breathing. Maya is visibly aroused but continues her work with focus, like a true master.

“You’ll be an amazing writer,” I tell her, noticing my breathing shorten.

“You have a delicious pussy, Nora Lee Crawford!”

“Ohhh, you naughty apprentice! With licking like that, you’ll earn extra privileges.”

“Yes, like what? Will you bathe me again? Or something worse?”

We both laugh, both surrendered to pure pleasure.

I feel the dildo positioned at my entrance, and I grab my knees, pulling them back.

“What are you going to do now, young lady?”

“Dive into you, into this hot fucking pussy in front of me.”

“Maya! Language!”

We laugh again as the toy penetrates me. I’m used to it; this dildo has been my longtime companion. But now, with Maya using it, the sensation is entirely new.

I groan with pleasure as this gorgeous student plays with me, gentle, her movements still slightly unsure. But that makes her even sweeter. Her character, her determination, are still blossoming, but her raw essence is already clear.

“My desire for you is overwhelming, Maya. I’d protect you, teach you, care for you…”

“As soon as you come,” she says, boldly pushing the dildo all the way in, so I feel it deep inside.

“Ahhh, you little vixen, you’ll have to do that again.”

“Do you like it?”

“Yes, sweetie, fuck me, everything you do I love, just keep going! Keep writing, exploring life, you’re an amazing girl. Above all, keep going with that dildo… Ahhh!”

As she fills me, her lips land on my clit. Her wet mouth is the best thing my pussy has ever felt.

“Come here, sit on my face. I want to eat you while you lick me.”

Her young body quickly turns, and her hot peach lands exactly where I want it—on my face.

“Oh, yesss.”

“Is this okay?”

I can’t believe I’ve been missing this stunning view all this time. The scent of an aroused young woman wafts before me, and for the first time, I see Maya’s pussy up close. Well, the first time I’ve seen any pussy this close.

“Oh, Maya…” my voice is full of awe; I can’t finish the sentence.

“What, the writer’s out of words?” she laughs before her lips return to my throbbing clit.

“With you, I’m losing everything, not just words, my sweet little one.”

Her scent is divine, and I can’t wait to dive into her glistening pussy above me. I grab her buttocks and lift my head, nearly crashing into her soft flesh. An animalistic hunger overtakes me; her young pussy is so wicked, so naughty, I can’t control myself.

“Ahhh, yesss,” I groan as she eagerly licks me, and I feel the dildo preparing to enter again.

Our sixty-nine position is perfectly synced, our energies flowing from our vaginas to our mouths, circulating between us.

“This is so naughty; I could come from this right now,” I tell her, and it’s true—I’ve never been this turned on.

Maya seizes the moment and pushes the dildo into me, all the way, her lips sucking on my clit.

“If you come, I will too,” she says, smacking into my heat, and I lose myself in her delicious pussy.

Her words ignite me, and I lick her naughty lips even more eagerly, pushing my tongue into her, drinking her fresh, youthful juice.

“Oh, ohhh,” cries escape me too soon, and she, this naughty young writer, starts sinfully moaning, just like me. “Ah, ahhh.”

It all becomes a haze as I surrender. The dildo thrusts into me, and her mouth is a fairytale, taking my clit on the most wonderful journey.

“Yes... Ahhh... coming together, yes, yesss,” she mumbles into my flesh, and I don’t even know where I am.

We’re both coming, and our moans so beautifully fill this bedroom, which has longed for such a loving scene for years.

Maya’s juices cling to my face, and I don’t want this shower of her elixir to ever end. I didn’t know I needed this so badly in my life—her young pussy on my face. I’ve never tasted anything so delicious.

As our orgasms fade, her body collapses onto me, her warmth like a blanket, fragrant, sweaty, one I’d never take off.


Chapter 7

Maya

I’m breathing, and that’s all I can do, lying on this divine woman as she caresses my pussy, which today has experienced… I don’t even know how many orgasms.

Her pussy before me is soaked, fragrant, and I slowly pull the dildo out, freeing her from the fullness. Her slick arousal clings to the toy. This beauty has produced so much juice for me.

“You’re so wet,” I tell her, brushing my lips against her swollen clit one more time.

“I can feel it, I don’t even know when it was last this soaked. I can’t get it this wet on my own.”

Her tone is light, telling me she’s completely relaxed with me. This must be a dream. This mature, successful woman is relaxed with me, like we’re lifelong friends. Her closeness is all-encompassing, letting me in deep, where I feel completely safe and accepted.

Her lips still caress me from behind, and I do the same to her pussy. It’s so much bigger than mine, different. I want to explore it, uncover all its secrets.

“What do you want? I’ll fulfill all your wishes,” she says from behind.

“How generous.”

“For such a delightful girl, anything.”

I lift my leg and roll off her body.

“I’d rest on your beautiful breasts, let them cradle me.”

Nora laughs and gestures with her hands for me to come into her embrace.

“That sounds exactly like my greatest wish. Come here.”

Her ample breasts cradle my head, her arms pulling me close. I’m enveloped in warmth, as if it was made for me—both in shape and in the sweet sensation flooding through me.

“Better than love,” I whisper to her, and she gently strokes the hair by my ear.

“Better than love,” she repeats, caressing me until I drift into sleep.


Chapter 8

Maya

Golden sun rays wake me, streaming into the bedroom past the curtains, as if to lure me into a new day.

It takes my body only a few seconds to remember last night—the love session in the storm, by candlelight. Did that really happen?

My heart quickens, and I’m instantly wide awake. I turn, but I’m alone in the big bed. What a beautiful bedroom! Bright, perfectly decorated, facing the morning sun.

Nora must have already gotten up, probably bathing in the creek, I think with a smile.

I slip on the nightgown she lent me yesterday. It smells of her, that distinct Nora scent, like everything in this fairytale house.

I hope the power’s back so we can make coffee.

I walk down the stairs, and when I reach the ground floor, I see the most beautiful day through the large windows. The storm has swept through the valley, clearing the air so one can see for miles.

“Nora?”

I move from the living room to the kitchen, where the coffee machine has already been used. The power’s back, and Nora’s been here. I make myself a coffee and step onto the terrace.

The wind has calmed, but the air feels noticeably cooler, and though it’s perfectly sunny, it’s not as warm as the past few days.

This crisp air stings, like a love fading with summer’s end. It smells of endings, the inevitable close of every story, every chapter, every sentence.

My body shudders as I realize for the first time that I’m in the middle of a secret romance doomed to end too soon. Just like this summer. Just like every summer. Nothing on this planet lasts forever, but my affair with Nora will end almost as soon as it began. Kate comes back tomorrow, and then what?

Maybe I should just run away from here before she’s back. How could I even hide what’s been happening? Kate will read me in a second.

The sweet memories of yesterday take on a bitter aftertaste, and the whole experience feels even more real, more tangible. For the first time, I sense that at the end of all this beauty, pain awaits. So much pain it’ll be hard to survive. Will I even manage? To leave this house, to leave Nora?

Stop it, it’s not time for that yet. Focus on the beauty while it lasts. It’ll be over too soon anyway, and then I can suffer as much as I want.

I sip my coffee, but Nora is nowhere to be seen. Maybe she went to the market? Maybe she’s writing in her office?

These thoughts are light, perfectly logical, but darker ones quickly creep in.

What if she’s avoiding me? What if she’s realized this was all a mistake?

I head toward my room, determined to push away the panic and use last night’s passion to fuel my creative energy. I could write an entire book in one day right now, if only… these doubts in me would go away.

I open the door and see Nora on my bed!

My God, what a shocking sight!

Nora, this warm, wonderful woman who let me fall asleep on her divine breasts last night, is on all fours, completely naked, her backside vulgarly raised high in the air.

“Nora?”

“Oh, I’ve been waiting for you forever, little one.”

Her naked backside sways in the air, her slightly hairy pussy calling my name.

“My God, what a wicked sight,” I say as I step slowly to her, drawn like a moonwalker. “Now that it’s daylight, I can really see how insanely hot you are.”

“I hope I’m still right for you in the light, little one,” she says needily, her glance over her shoulder naughtier than ever.

I fall to my knees, and her divine ass opens before me, glistening arousal filling her enticing center.

“I can’t get over last night. I’m still horny, aren’t you?” she asks as her scent hits me again—dark, thick, hot as hell.

“I’m so glad you asked. I’d lick you again, can I?”

“I was hoping you’d ask,” she says lustfully. “My pussy’s dying for your tongue right now.”

I approach her pussy, and in this morning light, I see it clearly for the first time.

“You’re so beautiful from behind.”

“Don’t exaggerate.”

“You have the most gorgeous hairy pussy!”

“So vulgar, little one!”

“Sorry,” I giggle, “I don’t even know why I act like this around you.”

I bury my face in her core, her pussy enveloping my nose, her sticky juices smearing my cheeks.

“I… Ahhh… I lose all control too, little one. And that’s not good.”

“Of course it’s good, Lady Nora,” I mumble into her delicious, fragrant swamp.

“No, it’s not good, ahhh… This pleasure is stronger than us, and that’s not okay.”

She abruptly pulls her backside away and sits on the bed. Her large breasts bounce before me, her gaze trying to be serious.

“My plan today was to lure you into temptation, then leave you. I want you to keep writing. That was my lesson for you today.”

“Sounds like torture,” I joke, though I know what she means. If you keep giving in to pleasure, you run out of time and energy for work.

“But the moment I see your cute little nose, your juicy lips… I lose my mind. I’m wet again, and I want you on me, in me.”

“Oh, I understand that part very well.”

“No!”

We both laugh.

“Maya, listen to me. This pleasure is the greatest enemy of your art. How many books you write depends on this. Whether you’ll be a writer or writing will just be your hobby—depends on this!”

“Teach me, Nora, I’ll follow all your advice.”

“That’s the problem, Maya. I can’t be your teacher if I can’t live the words I preach. All I can think about is…”

Her gaze travels down, from my breasts to my thighs.

If life is a movie, let this scene be cinematic too, I think, and I let the nightgown fall.

I’m completely naked underneath, and as the silk hits the floor, Nora’s eyes turn glassy, teary.

“Relax, Nora. We only have today. Maybe we’ll never see each other again. Save the lessons for another time. Let yourself live a little.”

Her gaze lifts to my eyes, then drops back to my pussy. “All morning, I’ve been thinking about having your pussy on my face. Just that.”

“I’ll sit on you again, I’ll make you dirty,” I say, taking half a step forward so she can reach me more easily.

Her hand slowly approaches my pussy.

“Okay, I give in, just for today. I’m a terrible example.”

“And I’m a bad influence,” I joke, but my voice trembles with passion as her finger touches my lips.

“You’re the most beautiful thing that’s ever happened to me, Maya. And that always comes with a price.”

“You’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever experienced too. And I’m ready for the pain when it comes.”

“You’re clearly stronger than me,” she says with a smile, a tear nearly spilling from her eyes.

I step to her and hug her head, pressing it to my breasts, and she clings to me as if afraid she’ll lose me soon.

“Are you scared of our separation too?”

“Of course I am. Probably even more than you,” she says sincerely, her lips caressing my breasts.

“I thought with time you get more resilient to emotional breakdowns.”

“With time, you see more darkness, emptiness, and horror. When you leave, it’ll be desolate here again, like a desert. It was barely bearable before you. Now, a heartbreak of epic proportions awaits me.”

Poor Kate’s mom. I feel sorry for her, and my eyes grow misty too. I stroke her head, her lips traveling over my skin, my nipples hardening from her gentle touches.

“I was going to suggest I could visit you every holiday. But seeing how unhappy you are in this paradise, maybe it’s better if you visit me?”

Her gaze lifts, her teary eyes locking onto mine.

“Visit you in the city?”

“Why not? Anytime! Come, our love doesn’t have to end tonight.”

“You’re crazy, Maya, young, bold, limitless. I adore that!”

“You make me this way. Until yesterday, I didn’t know what to do with myself. Now I know I want to write, experience life, draw energy from it, pour it into stories. You’re the best example for me, a divine gift that saved me.”

She laughs, and her lips latch onto my nipples again.

“You’re naive, Maya, but that’s okay. Stay naive. When you leave here, your world will change. Our romance will fade, and reality will slap with its harsh hand. Then you’ll need support, and I promise I’ll always be available. You can call me anytime, okay?”

“Make love to me, Nora…”

I push her onto the bed and climb onto her divine body.

She laughs, as if I’m too young to understand her world, but at the same time, her gaze holds a desire that draws me to her like a magnet.

“Kiss me, Lady Maya,” she says as I approach her ample breasts, my hand already sliding toward her fur.

“Of course, Lady Nora, my lips live for your kiss,” I joke, and my fingers feel how ready her sinful pussy already is.

Our mouths meld together, as if this is our last kiss. We’re probably both thinking that these kisses will soon end, and we want to squeeze every drop out of them.

“Your fingers on me… I’ll have a hard time forgetting this,” she gasps into me, her hand grabbing my crotch too.

“I can’t stop rubbing you here… feels too good,” I breathe into her mouth as our kiss continues, my hand more intensely gripping her slick femininity.

“Please, don’t move, make love to me just like this,” she says, her sincere invitation a song that moves my heart.

“I’d never let you go, I’d always hold you like this,” I reply, my fingers parting her lips so I can push inside.

“You smell so good, Maya.”

“Ohhh…”

Her hand on my pussy speeds up, just like mine, and our saliva flows from one mouth to the other, accompanied by the smacking sounds of our wet pussies.

“Oh, Maya, I could come so fast like this. Your lips… they’re destroying me.”

I give her an even wetter kiss on purpose, my saliva spilling around her mouth, and her passion visibly intensifies.

“Oh, Maya…”

I push two fingers inside her and pull out, so I can slide lower and caress her asshole too.

“Ohhh,” her loud moan escapes as she greedily lashes at my mouth.

I push my fingers back inside and massage her from within, pressing my palm on her clit, remembering how good it felt when she did it to me.

“You make love so beautifully,” she breathes, just as that sweet, fated tremor begins to bloom inside me.

“Only with you, Nora, I only want you this much.”

She likes my words; she starts licking, nibbling my face, as I press harder against her pussy, fucking her with my hand.

Meanwhile, she circles my core, and tingles spread through my belly—maybe an orgasm is coming, or maybe it’s just the warmth of the love I relentlessly feel for this enchanting woman.

In our touches, our wet kisses, there’s no longer yesterday’s caution, now we’re like old friends who know, accept, and thrill each other.

My fingers leave her pussy again and slide to her anus, because I simply must have every piece of Nora, her divine body.

“I can’t get enough of you,” she whispers as her fingers slide to my asshole, teasing me shamelessly.

“We’ll never be sated with this,” I gasp into her as her finger slides into me before I can prepare.

Her move emboldens me, and I push a finger into her naughty hole, both of us now moaning louder and breathing faster.

Her ass is so tight, so narrow, my finger struggles to move forward.

“Oh, Maya, ohhhh!”

I press my palm on her core, her clit, while my finger tries to wiggle in her tight hole.

“I love you Nora!”

“Ahhh, Maya, I’m coming!”

“Nora, please, please come for me,” I say, her spontaneous orgasm flooring me, stealing my senses.

I start coming too as she pulls her finger from my ass and circles my pussy, because she’s a kind lady who always gives when she takes.

“You have such a naughty ass,” I tell her, my saliva still flowing into her mouth as she licks, consumes me, her eyes wild as her orgasm lingers.

My pussy surrenders, crashing into an orgasm synchronized with Nora’s, and we both moan loudly, pant, breathe the same sex-scented air.

I collapse onto her breasts, which become my pillow again. I suck her massive nipples as she hugs me, passionately caressing, pressing me to her.

“I’d lick you again, dive into your fragrant pussy,” she says passionately as I knead her breasts, squeeze them, pull them like dough.

“But I won’t; it’s time for you to write,” she says firmly, almost pushing me off.

This woman, this goddess who teaches me about life, wants to prioritize work again instead of allowing herself pleasure.

I turn and slam my ass into her face.

“Lick this pussy, now!” I tell her, because I’ve had enough.

“Maya!”

I push back, pinning her head to the bed.

“Oh, yesss,” I hear her muffled voice from below.

Of course she’s pleased; it’s exactly what she wants.

“Don’t be so proper and take what’s yours,” I snap as her mouth greedily devours my core, just as it did my lips before.

“You taste so exquisite.”

“Lick me, Nora, oh yes, just like that…”

“It’s easy to lick such a delicious young pussy,” she says so vulgarly I almost fear where this could lead.

“Just a little slower, Nora…”

“No!”

“It’s… I’m going to… come, Nora!”

I don’t know how she does it, but my pussy surrenders before it’s even properly begun. This woman has such power over me, Kate’s mom, she just sticks out her tongue, and I’m orgasming all over her.

“Yesss, oh Maya, yesss,” she speaks into my pussy as I come wildly.

Her lips masterfully suck everything in their path, while she thrusts her tongue into me, literally fucking me with it, her hands roughly spreading my buttocks.

“Ohhhh… Ohhhh…”

My final sighs fill the room, accompanied by her smacking.

I collapse onto her body again, wrecked, exhausted. Her hands travel all over me, her moves passionate, no signs of cooling down.

“Oh, today… I’ll sleep through it,” I say, already knowing this won’t meet her approval.

“No!”

She pushes me off again, standing this time so I can’t attack her with my still-needy pussy.

“Now you’ll pull yourself together and write. Hear me? This afternoon, you’ll show me what you’ve done. If there are no results, there’ll be consequences.”

I love her strictness, just like everything else about her.

“You’re right, Kate’s mom,” I tease, and she fixes her hair as if she’s just come out of a storm.

“You’re beautiful,” I say as she wraps herself in her robe, giving me that naughty look that’s her trademark. I’ll remember it forever.

“Write!”

She storms toward the door, her steps a mess, her face bright, youthful, as if reborn.

At the door, she turns and winks playfully.

All I can do is return a smile and watch her disappear behind the wall, feeling so much gratitude for what’s happened to us.

A heavenly warmth washes over me—love, passion, euphoria, all at once. Kate’s mom is such a fascinating person; I want to know her better, not just her body’s secrets but her character, her past, her soul.

I pick up the nightgown and slip it on, a grin stretching across my face, not suspecting that I’ve just seen Nora… for the last time.


Chapter 9

Maya

I head to the kitchen for some water. Nora’s silk nightgown caresses me so wonderfully, as if I still have her on my skin.

This morning ‘workout’ did me good, but now it’s really time to work. I tilt the glass and drink it all in one go. I was so thirsty. As I set it down, my eyes gaze into the distance and… I see a figure walking along the gravel path.

Kate?!

I squint, trying to sharpen the image, and it’s true—Kate is striding toward the house in the distance.

Shit!

I sprint toward the stairs, tearing off the nightgown as I run.

“Nora, Nora!”

I reach the upstairs, but Kate’s mom is nowhere, so I just toss her nightgown into the bathroom and race back downstairs naked.

I lock myself in my room and dress in record time, make the bed, tidy the room, fix my hair in the mirror.

Phew, that was close!

Thank goodness I saw Kate in time. What would’ve happened if she’d caught me in her mom’s nightgown? And completely naked underneath! I hope Nora and I didn’t leave traces all over the house.

Oh, my God, what’s even happening?

Am I panicking over nothing? Will Kate suspect anything? Can she see on my face that I’ve been making love to her mom?

I look out the window, and she’s already so close.

Fuck.

I check myself in the mirror again, trying to remember how I acted before this transformation. What did I look like before Kate’s mom turned me into a whole new person? Is this even me?

I take a deep breath, trying to calm down. Everything’s fine. I’m here on a visit, writing my first book.

Right, of course—I’m writing!

I sit at the computer, pretending to work. I open files, trying to recall where I left off. My heart is pounding, I’m not ready to face Kate. What if she sees through me? What if I have to confess everything? God, I’m not ready for this!

I hear her enter the house.

I have no choice but to go to her and greet her. The less I hesitate, the more natural it’ll seem.

I step into the hallway and…

“Kate? Are you okay?”

“Hey, Maya,” she says with teary eyes and hugs me. “I thought I was, until I walked in.”

“What’s wrong?”

Kate lets go of me and wipes her tears.

“It’s nothing. I’m sorry I went to that stupid party. I met a jerk I don’t even want to talk about.”

I take her hand.

“Come, I’ll make you tea, and you can tell me everything so we can roast him together.”

Kate laughs, and it seems she’s a little relieved. It’s hard to see her so upset, but honestly, I’m glad she’s too preoccupied to notice any change in me.

Kate sits at the table, and I put on water.

“I’ll stay here as long as you’re visiting, then we’ll go home together.”

“Oh… about that,” I say, trying to sound as natural as possible, “I was thinking of leaving this afternoon?”

“Really? Oh, awesome! I can’t wait to get back to the city, to normal people.”

“Haha, tell me everything, darling—who was this jerk, and what did he do?”

As Kate starts her story, I secretly wonder if I’m making the right decision. Will I really leave this dreamlike house? Will I end everything Nora and I started?

Well, I don’t have much choice. I definitely don’t want to face Kate and her mom in the same room; that would be way too weird. And knowing Nora, she probably won’t come out of her office while Kate’s here.

It seems fate has decided it’s time for our romance to pause—at least for now.
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As Kate and I board the bus, I take one last look at the gravel path leading to Nora’s house. We didn’t even say goodbye.

The bus pulls away, and a grin stretches across my face. Don’t worry, Nora, I’ll find you again. I’m already writing an email in my head.












Thank you so much for reading!







Did you enjoy the story? Please consider leaving a rating or a review. Your stars keep me going ;)

Thank you!
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