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1 - THE NEIGHBOR’S PERFORMANCE

MFF / Cuckquean / Group Sex / Threesome / Age Gap / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Clean Up

The late afternoon sun poured over the backyard patio like warm honey, catching the flecks of dust in the air. Kate took a slow sip of her chardonnay, the crisp bite doing little to cut through the thickness in her throat. Ten years. A decade of predictable Saturday nights, of missionary position in the dark, of Nathan’s polite, efficient finish. The silence between them now was a living thing, fed by years of unspoken disappointments.

Her gaze drifted past the wooden fence, over to the adjacent yard. Melanie was there, of course. Stretched out on a lounger, a strip of neon-green fabric her only concession to modesty. Her skin was a deep, even gold, her blonde hair fanned out. And Nathan’s eyes were fixed on her. Not a glance, not a peek. A steady, unabashed stare. His glass was frozen halfway to his lips. Kate felt a familiar, sour twist in her gut—jealousy, sharp and acidic. But beneath it, a low, unwelcome thrum. A curiosity. How would he look on top of her… inside her?

“She’s out there every day,” Kate said, her voice flat.

Nathan didn’t even flinch. “Hmm? Oh. Yeah. Nice tan.”

The gate in the fence swung open with a creak. Kate’s spine straightened. Melanie walked through, barefoot, a smile on her full, glossed lips. She moved with a lazy, feline confidence that made Kate feel suddenly frumpy in her linen capris.

“Hope I’m not interrupting,” Melanie said, her voice a smooth alto. “Just saw you two out here and thought I’d finally say a proper hello.”

“Not at all,” Nathan said, too quickly. He stood, pulling out the third patio chair. “Can I get you a glass?”

“Love one.” Melanie settled into the chair, her long legs crossing.

She accepted the wine, her fingers brushing Nathan’s. A deliberate touch. Kate watched it happen, a spark jumping in the space between their skin. The thrum inside her grew louder.

They made small talk. The weather. The neighborhood. Melanie was twenty-six, a freelance graphic designer. She talked about her life with a breezy ease that felt both enviable and provocative. And her eyes kept finding Nathan’s. Holding. Smiling. A private joke played on her lips.

“You two seem so comfortable together,” Melanie mused, swirling her wine. “It’s sweet. Stable.”

“It is,” Kate said, the words feeling like dry crackers in her mouth.

“But stability can get boring, can’t it?” Melanie’s gaze slid to Kate, sharp and assessing. “I bet you would like a little excitement.”

The air stilled. Nathan shifted in his seat.

Melanie leaned forward, elbows on her knees, the neckline of her bikini top gaping slightly. She looked directly at Nathan. “I’ve seen you watching me, you know. From your kitchen window.”

Nathan’s mouth opened, but no sound came out. His ears turned pink.

A hot flush crawled up Kate’s neck. The kitchen window. She’d seen him standing there, too, pretending to load the dishwasher.

“It’s okay,” Melanie purred. “I don’t mind. I like being watched.” She turned her head, that piercing look landing on Kate again. “Do you like watching, Kate?”

The question hung there, obscene and electrifying. Kate’s heart was a trapped bird against her ribs. “Do I… what?”

“Watching.” Melanie’s smile widened. “Seeing what your husband wants. Maybe seeing him take it.” She took a slow sip, her eyes never leaving Kate’s. “I have a proposition. I’m very attracted to Nathan. Why don’t you share him with me? Just for an afternoon.”

Rage, white and pure, exploded behind Kate’s eyes. “How dare you—”

“You’re angry,” Melanie interrupted, not unkindly. “But you’re also wet. I can see it in your eyes. The conflict.”

The accusation was so brazen, so accurate, it stole Kate’s breath. The jealous heat in her stomach had molten, pooling lower, a secret admission her body was making without her consent. She looked at Nathan. His expression was one of stunned, desperate hunger. He wanted this. He wanted Melanie. The realization was a slap and a caress all at once.

“Only if I watch,” Kate heard herself say. The words fell from her lips, alien and certain.

Melanie’s smile was a victory. “Perfect.”

Inside, the house felt different. The familiar hallway to their bedroom was a tunnel toward something irrevocable. The air was cool, but Kate’s skin burned.

In the bedroom, the mundane details—the unmade bed, Nathan’s discarded socks—felt like artifacts from another life. Melanie closed the door with a soft click. The atmosphere shifted, charged and dense.

She didn’t look at Kate. She looked only at Nathan, walking up to him until their bodies were almost touching. She placed a palm flat on his chest. “You’ve thought about this,” she stated.

Nathan nodded, a jerky movement.

“Good.” Her hands went to his belt. The click of the buckle was loud in the quiet room. She undid his pants, pushed them and his boxers down in one motion. He sprang free, already fully erect, the tip glistening.

Kate’s mouth went dry. She hadn’t seen him that hard in years. She stood frozen by the dresser, a spectator in her own life.

Melanie sank to her knees without a word. She didn’t tease. She took him into her mouth in one slow, deep glide, her lips forming a perfect seal. Nathan’s head fell back, a choked sound escaping him. His hands fumbled, then settled on her head, fingers tangling in her blonde hair.

The sight was profoundly indecent. The wet, rhythmic sound of her mouth on him. The way her cheeks hollowed. The obvious, practiced skill of it. A bitter jealousy clawed at Kate, but it was smothered by a wave of sheer, voyeuristic arousal so intense it made her legs weak. She felt a slick warmth between her own thighs, a physical echo of the act she was witnessing.

Melanie pulled off with a soft pop, Nathan’s length shining with her saliva. She glanced over her shoulder, her eyes finding Kate’s. They were bright, mocking, triumphant.

“See how much he likes it?” she taunted, her voice a little rough. “He’s so much bigger than I imagined. He fits so well.” She went back down, this time adding a twist of her wrist at the base, her other hand cupping his balls.

A whimper escaped Kate. Her hand moved of its own volition, slipping under the waistband of her capris, beneath her underwear. Her fingers found the soaked, swollen flesh. The contact was a jolt. She was so sensitive, so ready. She pressed two fingers inside herself, a mimicry of the penetration she was watching, and a silent moan shook her shoulders. She leaned back against the dresser for support, her eyes glued to the scene.

Nathan was thrusting shallowly into Melanie’s mouth now, his hips moving with a rhythm Kate had forgotten he possessed. “God, Mel,” he groaned.

Mel. The intimacy of the nickname was a fresh sting. Kate rubbed her clit in tight circles, the pleasure building in a frantic, shameful tandem with the spectacle before her.

After a few more minutes, Melanie pulled away, standing up. Her lips were swollen, her chin damp. “I want him inside me now,” she announced, her words for Kate.

She pulled down the tiny green bikini bottom, leaving it on the floor. She turned, crawling onto the center of the marital bed on her hands and knees. Her slit was pink and glistening. She looked back at Nathan, arching her spine, presenting herself.

Nathan followed, his movements urgent. He positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping the generous curves of her hips. He didn’t look at Kate. His entire world was the woman in front of him.

He entered her in one solid, deep push. Melanie cried out, a sound of pure satisfaction. Nathan began to move, a steady, powerful piston motion. The bed rocked against the wall with each thrust. The sound of skin meeting skin filled the room, a brutal, honest music.

Kate’s fingers worked faster, her own breaths coming in short gasps. She watched Nathan’s hands, so possessive on Melanie’s hips, his knuckles white. She watched the muscles in his back coil and release. She watched Melanie’s face, pressed into the duvet, her features contorted in ecstasy.

“Yes, right there, god, don’t stop,” Melanie chanted, her voice muffled.

Nathan’s pace grew frantic, ragged. “I’m gonna… I can’t…”

“Do it,” Melanie demanded, pushing back against him. “Fill me up, right in front of your wife. Let her see you do it.”

With a final, grinding thrust and a raw shout, Nathan buried himself deep and stilled. His body shuddered violently. Kate saw the moment of his release in the tense line of his jaw, the way his grip on Melanie’s hips became a clutch. He stayed there, pulsing inside her, for a long moment before collapsing partly onto her back, spent.

The room was silent except for their heavy breathing. The scent of sex—musky, salty, sweet—hung in the air.

Melanie gently pushed Nathan off her. He rolled onto his side, dazed. She sat up on the edge of the bed, a thread of fluid trickling down her inner thigh. She looked at Kate, her expression now one of cool command.

“Clean up,” she said, her tone leaving no room for question.

Kate’s fingers stilled between her legs. Her own pleasure had plateaued, a frantic, unsatisfied buzz. The command should have enraged her. Instead, it felt like a natural, dark progression. She walked forward on unsteady legs, the taste of her own arousal and salty sweat on her lips.

She went to Nathan first. He was soft now, wet and messy. She knelt, taking him into her mouth. The taste was overwhelming—the sharp, familiar taste of him mingled with the tang of another woman’s saliva, the bitter edge of his release. She swirled her tongue, cleaning him, a servant’s act. Nathan made a soft sound, his hand coming to rest weakly on her head.

When he was clean, Kate turned to Melanie, who had spread her legs wider on the bed’s edge. The evidence of Nathan’s climax was there, a pearly streak against her skin. Kate’s stomach tightened, but the thrumming need was louder. She leaned in, her nose brushing Melanie’s inner thigh. The scent was potent, musky and feminine. She extended her tongue and licked a slow, firm stripe upwards, collecting the mixture of their fluids.

The taste was complex, foreign, and deeply erotic. Melanie let out a sigh, her hands coming to Kate’s head, not guiding, just resting. “All of it,” she murmured. “Make me come again. With your mouth.”

Kate obeyed. She buried her face between Melanie’s folds, her tongue seeking the hard bud of her clit. Melanie was incredibly responsive, her hips lifting off the bed. Kate licked and sucked, exploring her with a focus she hadn’t applied to anything in years. She fucked her with her tongue, drinking her in, lost in the sensation and the subjugation. The power had shifted completely; she was both participant and utensil.

Melanie’s thighs tightened around Kate’s head. Her breaths became sharp, staccato pants. “Right there, don’t stop, yes—fuck.” Her body bowed, a silent scream on her lips as the orgasm took her, a series of violent flutters against Kate’s tongue. Kate stayed with her, gentling her strokes until the last tremor passed.

For a moment, there was only the sound of their breathing. Then Melanie gently pushed Kate’s head away. She stood, retrieved her bikini bottom, and slid it on with unhurried grace.

Nathan was asleep, or pretending to be.

Melanie walked to the bedroom door. She paused, looking back at Kate, who was still on her knees by the bed, her face damp, her mind a white-noise void.

“That was fun,” Melanie said, her voice casual. “I’ll be back for more. Soon.”

The door closed softly behind her.

Kate stayed on the floor. The taste of them both was still in her mouth. The room smelled of sin and satisfaction. Her body was humming, alive in a way it hadn’t been for a decade. Disbelief warred with a terrifying, eager anticipation. She couldn’t believe what had just happened.

But she was already looking forward to Melanie’s return.

2 - A WIFE’S FORBIDDEN DEMAND

MFF / Cuckquean / Group Sex / Threesome / Age Gap / Teacher Student / Kissing / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The glow from Nick’s phone screen felt obscene against the living room’s warm lamplight. Mary’s thumb slid across the slick surface, past the boring faculty emails, the dull calendar alerts. It landed on the message thread with a name that had become a familiar, acidic refrain in her husband’s dinner conversation: Kayla.

His praise had been academic at first. Brilliant insight. A sharp analytical mind. Then it softened. Such a bright presence in the room. You should see her eyes when she debates. The shift had been a slow leak in their marriage, a cold drip down Mary’s spine she’d tried to ignore. Now, the shower thrummed upstairs, a white noise curtain. She tapped the thread.

It wasn’t the words that did it. It was the pictures.

The first was innocent—a selfie in what looked like a campus coffee shop, a smiling girl with autumn-brown hair and a gaze that held the camera with effortless confidence. Then another, later that evening. Thinking of your lecture today… and other things. The photo attached was of a bed, a sliver of bare hip and the curve of a waist against rumpled sheets. The next made Mary’s stomach drop. Kayla, topless, back arched, her breasts full and tipped with pale pink, captured in the unforgiving clarity of a modern camera. She was exquisite. A raw, youthful beauty that made Mary’s own reflection in the dark TV screen seem faded and dull.

A low, wounded sound escaped her. Horror, yes. A sharp, splintering pain in her chest. But beneath it, a treacherous, unwelcome heat. A slow, gathering pulse low in her body that felt like betrayal. She scrolled faster. Explicit plans. Hotel rooms. Times when Nick was supposedly working late. The final image was Kayla on her knees, looking over her shoulder, naked, a wicked, knowing smile on her face. Sent just an hour ago.

The shower stopped. The silence upstairs was suddenly profound.

When Nick came downstairs, hair damp, smelling of her soap, she was still on the couch, the phone like a cold stone in her lap. “You left this,” she said, her voice strangely flat.

His face cycled through expressions—confusion, recognition, dawning terror. “Mary, I can explain—”

“Explain this.” She held up the phone, the image of Kayla’s triumphant smile glowing between them. “Explain how you’ve been fucking your twenty-two-year-old student while telling me about her analytical mind.”

He crumpled. The begging was pathetic, a torrent of excuses and self-loathing and promises. The marriage. The years. The mistake. It washed over her, but the image of that girl, that perfect, shameless body, wouldn’t leave. The heat inside Mary didn’t cool; it coalesced, forming a hard, desperate knot of want amid the ruins.

She cut through his pleading. “I have one condition.”

He stared, tears in his eyes. “Anything.”

“I want to see it.”

“Wh-what?”

“You and her. Together. I want to watch.” The words hung in the air, monstrous and undeniable. The shock on his face was almost comical. She was shocked. But the idea, once spoken, took root, throbbing with a dark, compelling logic.

“That’s insane,” he whispered.

“It’s that,” Mary said, the flatness gone, replaced by a new, steely certainty, “or I walk out that door with every screenshot sent to the dean. Your choice, Professor.”

He agreed.

—

Kayla arrived the next evening with the casual air of someone dropping by for a study group. She was even more stunning in person, dressed in simple jeans and a thin sweater that clung to every curve. Her eyes, that intelligent gaze Nick adored, swept over Mary with a flicker of curiosity, then settled on Nick with a possessive warmth that made Mary’s teeth ache.

“Kayla, this is my wife, Mary,” Nick said, the words stiff.

“Hi,” Kayla said, a small, cryptic smile playing on her lips. No shame. No surprise. Just a cool appraisal.

Mary had chosen the armchair, a throne of observation. She said nothing, just nodded, her hands clenched in her lap. Nick offered Kayla a drink. She declined. The pretense was paper-thin, tearing under the weight of the silence.

Kayla looked from Nick’s tense form to Mary’s rigid posture in the chair. Her smile widened. “So. We’re doing this.” It wasn’t a question.

She closed the distance to Nick in two strides, took his face in her hands, and kissed him. Not a tentative, guilty kiss. A deep, consuming one, her mouth open, her tongue claiming his. Mary watched Nick’s hands, which hung limply at his sides, slowly rise to grip Kayla’s hips. A soft groan vibrated from his chest into her mouth.

The sound unlocked something in Mary. A tightness in her own chest loosened, making room for a thick, syrupy arousal. She uncrossed her legs, letting her knees fall slightly apart.

Kayla’s hands slid down Nick’s chest, over his stomach, to his belt. The click of the buckle was loud. The rasp of the zipper was louder. She pushed his pants and boxers down over his hips, his cock springing free, already thick and hard. Kayla glanced over her shoulder at Mary, holding her gaze as she sank to her knees on the rug.

She didn’t start slow. She took the length of him into her mouth in one smooth, practiced motion, her lips stretching around his girth. Nick’s head fell back, a strangled cry escaping him. Mary’s breath faltered. She could see the detail: the shine of saliva, the way Kayla’s cheeks hollowed, the flutter of her throat as she swallowed him deeper. The wet, rhythmic sounds filled the quiet room. Kayla’s hand worked the base in time with her mouth, her other hand drifting to her own breast, kneading it through the sweater.

Mary’s own hand moved. Almost of its own volition, her fingers slipped under the waistband of her leggings, under the lace of her panties. The skin there was already slick, embarrassingly wet. She found her clit, a swollen, eager point, and pressed a circle around it. A jolt of pleasure, sharp and bright, shot through her. She bit her lip to keep silent.

Kayla pulled off with a slick pop. She stood, and with a fluid shrug, pulled the sweater over her head. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her breasts were just as they were in the photo—full, heavy, with dusky nipples that hardened in the cool air. She shimmied out of her jeans and panties, kicking them aside. She stood naked before them, a statue of carnal confidence. The lamplight gilded the smooth plane of her stomach, the gentle flare of her hips, the dark, neat triangle of hair between her legs.

“Come here,” she said to Nick, her voice a low murmur.

He stumbled out of his pants, his erection bobbing. He sat on the edge of the couch. Kayla straddled his lap, one knee on either side of his thighs. She guided him to her entrance, notched the head against her wetness, and then sank down, taking him inside her in one long, relentless slide.

Nick’s mouth fell open in a silent gasp. Kayla threw her head back, a sigh of pure satisfaction hissing through her teeth. She began to move, a rolling, grinding motion of her hips, using his body for her pleasure. Up and down, then in slow, deep circles, her inner muscles milking him. Mary’s fingers worked faster, matching the rhythm. She watched the place where they joined, watched the slick gleam of Nick’s shaft each time Kayla rose, watched the way her body clenched to keep him deep. The scent of sex, musky and sweet, began to permeate the room.

Kayla’s movements grew more urgent, less controlled. Her perfect composure cracked. Whimpers spilled from her mouth. She leaned forward, biting Nick’s shoulder, her nails digging into his back. “Fuck me,” she panted, the words raw. “Harder.”

Nick, unleashed, gripped her hips and drove up into her, his thrusts becoming powerful, piston-like jabs. The couch creaked in protest. The wet, slapping sound of skin on skin was obscene, glorious. Mary was close, so close, her own fingers a frantic blur, her hips lifting off the chair cushion to meet her hand.

With a guttural cry, Kayla stiffened. Her whole body seized, a tremor racing through her. Her cry was long and ragged, the sound of pure, unfettered release. The clenching of her around him was too much for Nick. He shouted, his body bucking, his fingers bruising her hips as he emptied himself deep inside her with a series of ragged thrusts.

They collapsed together, a tangled, sweaty heap, breathing in ragged unison.

Silence descended, broken only by the ragged sounds of their breath. The reality of what had just happened crashed over Mary in a cold wave, followed immediately by a second, hotter wave of shameful, residual desire. She was soaked, her fingers sticky. She had never, in all her years with Nick, felt that intensity of arousal.

Then Kayla stirred. She slid off Nick’s spent body, stood on slightly unsteady legs. Rivulets of sweat and other fluids traced paths down her inner thighs. She turned, not to Nick, but to Mary. Her face was flushed, her eyes heavy-lidded and dark. She walked, with a predator’s grace, until she stood directly before Mary’s chair.

She looked down, her gaze dropping to Mary’s hand, still tucked inside her leggings. A slow, wicked smile spread across Kayla’s face.

“Clean me up,” she said, her voice husky and low.

Mary’s blood ran cold. Horrified. Yet the command, the sheer audacity of it, sent another violent thrill straight to her core. Her heart hammered against her ribs.

Kayla didn’t wait. She climbed onto Mary’s chair. She bent forward, placing her hands on the back of the chair, caging Mary in. Her pussy was inches from Mary’s face. The scent of sex and Nick’s release was overwhelming this close. The evidence glistened on the soft pink folds between her legs.

A lifetime of propriety screamed in Mary’s head. But a newer, hungrier voice drowned it out. Her hands trembled as she pulled her own fingers free. She leaned forward, her nose almost touching Kayla’s skin. The musk filled her senses. Her tongue darted out, a tentative, fleeting touch.

A shock of taste—salty, musky, uniquely her—exploded on her tongue. Kayla made a soft sound, a hum of approval.

That sound broke the last restraint. Mary leaned in, her mouth opening. She licked a slow, broad stripe from bottom to top, gathering the mingled flavors. Kayla’s hips jerked. Mary did it again, firmer this time, her tongue exploring the swollen, sensitive flesh. She found the hard little nub of Kayla’s clit and circled it, lapping at it with a focus that surprised herself.

Kayla’s breathing turned into sharp, ragged pants. One of her hands left the chair arm and tangled in Mary’s hair, not guiding, just holding. “Right there,” she gasped. “Don’t stop.”

Mary didn’t. She feasted. She sucked, she laved, she buried her face in the wet heat, driven by a mix of humiliation and a desperate, clawing need to give this girl pleasure, to be the cause of it. Kayla’s thighs began to shake. Her moans climbed in pitch, tightening into a thin, desperate whine. She ground herself against Mary’s mouth, her movements becoming frantic, losing all rhythm.

With a cry that was half-sob, half-scream, Kayla came again. Her body convulsed, the muscles under Mary’s tongue fluttering wildly. She rode the waves against Mary’s face until she was spent, then slumped, her weight heavy against the chair.

Slowly, she straightened. She turned, looking down at Mary. Mary’s lips were wet, her chin slick. She felt utterly debased. And utterly, terrifyingly alive.

Kayla dressed in silence, her movements languid, satiated. She gave Nick a small, tired smile, then let herself out without another word.

The silence she left behind was thick, charged, and fragile. Nick looked at Mary, his expression a wasteland of guilt, confusion, and a dawning, unsettling curiosity. Mary wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. The taste lingered.

She stood, her legs unsteady. She looked at her husband, at the stranger he had become, at the stranger she had become.

“She’s…” Mary started, her voice rough. She cleared her throat. “She’s the spark our marriage needed.”

Nick just stared.

“We’re doing this again,” Mary stated. It wasn’t a request.

Nick swallowed hard, the weight of her words settling into the room like a heavy, permanent fog. The fear in his eyes was still there, but beneath it, Mary saw the flicker of a darker, hungrier relief. He had been caught, he had been shamed, and yet he had been granted the one thing he never dared to dream of: his wife’s permission to be the man Kayla had just unleashed.

Mary walked toward him, her footsteps silent on the rug where Kayla had knelt only moments before. She stopped inches from him, the scent of the girl still clinging to his skin, a sharp reminder of the younger, firmer body that had just owned him. She reached out, her fingers tracing the red marks Kayla’s nails had left on his shoulder.

"You're hers when she's here," Mary whispered, her voice a low, steady command that made his breath hitch. "And when she leaves, you’re mine. Do you understand?"

Nick nodded fervently, his hands coming up to grip her waist, his touch desperate and worshipful. The dynamic of their life had shifted on its axis. The academic, sterile world of the university was gone, replaced by a secret, three-way pact that thrived on the very betrayal that should have ended them.

3 - THE MAID’S SEDUCTION

MFF / Cuckquean / Group Sex / Threesome / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The house smelled of lemons and bleach, an astringent perfume that felt like an accusation. Maggie stood in the kitchen, the cold marble of the island pressing into her palms. She watched Paul. He wasn’t watching her. His attention was fixed on Lila, the new maid, as she polished the glass of the French doors with a meticulous, circular rhythm.

“See that, Maggie?” Paul said, his voice too loud in the quiet. “No streaks. She gets into the corners. Professional.”

Lila didn’t look up, but a small, knowing smile touched her lips. She was younger, her body a compact, graceful thing beneath the simple black uniform. Her dark hair was pulled into a sleek ponytail that swayed with her movements. Every motion was efficient, purposeful. It felt like a performance, and Paul was her rapt audience of one.

“She’s very thorough,” Maggie replied, the words tasting flat.

“Thorough?” Paul laughed, a short, sharp sound. “She’s a godsend. The place hasn’t looked like this since we moved in.”

The barb landed, a dull thud in her gut. Five years of marriage, five years of her efforts—her adequate efforts—dissolving under the scent of industrial cleaner and this girl’s silent competence. For two weeks, it had been this. Paul’s running commentary on Lila’s excellence. The way he lingered in rooms she was cleaning. The extra cash he’d slip her “for going above and beyond.”

Maggie’s suspicion was a cold, hard stone in her chest. He wanted to fuck her. It was obvious in the way his eyes followed the curve of Lila’s backside as she bent to wipe the baseboards. In the way he’d adjusted his stance, just slightly, when Lila reached for something on a high shelf.

Today felt different. The air was thicker.

Lila finished the doors and glided toward the living room, her cleaning caddy in hand. Paul followed, as if pulled by an invisible string. Maggie trailed behind, a ghost in her own home.

Lila stopped by the large leather sofa. She ran a cloth over its arm, then slowly, deliberately, traced the seam where the cushion met the back. Her fingers were slim, her movements almost caressing.

“Dust loves to hide here,” Lila said. Her voice was softer than Maggie expected, melodic. She looked directly at Paul. “You have to get deep into the crevices. Apply real pressure.”

Paul cleared his throat. “Right. Of course.”

Lila’s gaze slid to Maggie, holding it for a beat too long. There was no apology in it. Only a bright, challenging curiosity. “A beautiful home needs consistent, hands-on care. Don’t you think, Maggie?”

Maggie’s mouth went dry. She managed a nod.

The flirtation became brazen. As Lila wiped down the coffee table, she bent over, her ass on full display. When Paul offered her a glass of water, her fingers lingered on his during the exchange. She laughed at his bland jokes, tilting her head so the column of her throat was exposed. And she did it all with Maggie standing right there, a frozen statue.

A strange heat began to uncoil in Maggie’s abdomen, cutting through the cold jealousy. It was shameful, electrifying. She was being humiliated, and her body was responding, a traitorous pulse awakening low and deep.

The final task was the master bedroom. Lila entered, with Paul and Maggie hovering in the doorway. She made the bed with military precision, her hands smoothing the duvet with a sensuous slowness. Then she turned to face them.

The professional demeanor fell away like a discarded coat. Her posture relaxed, her smile turned intimate, predatory.

“Such a big bed,” Lila mused, walking her fingers across the linen. “It looks… lonely.” Her eyes found Maggie’s again. “All this space. A lot could happen in a bed this big.”

Paul made a choked sound. Maggie couldn’t breathe.

Lila took a step closer to Maggie. The clean, soapy scent of her was overwhelming. “He talks about you, you know. When I’m cleaning. About how things have become… routine.”

“Lila…” Paul warned, but there was no force in it. Only a raw, hungry tension.

“I see the way you watch me,” Lila continued, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper meant for all three of them. “Both of you.” She reached out, not for Paul, but for Maggie. Her fingertips, cool and dry, brushed a stray strand of hair from Maggie’s cheek. The touch sent a jolt straight through her. “Would you like to break the routine?”

The question hung in the air, immense and terrifying. Maggie’s heart hammered against her ribs. She looked at Paul. His face was flushed, his pupils wide. He gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

This is insane. The thought was distant, smothered by the roaring need that Lila’s simple touch had ignited. The need to be the focus of that intense attention. To feel something—anything—other than the dull ache of inadequacy.

“Yes,” Maggie heard herself say. The word was a breath, a surrender.

Lila’s smile bloomed, triumphant. Without another word, she reached for the buttons of her own uniform. She shrugged it off her shoulders, let it fall to the floor. Beneath, she wore simple black lace. A moment later, that too was gone.

Her body was a revelation. Sleek and toned, her skin the color of honeyed tea. Small, perfect breasts with dusky nipples that peaked in the cool air. The graceful dip of her waist, the flare of her hips, the neat triangle of dark hair between her thighs. She stood before them, utterly confident.

“Your turn,” Lila said, her eyes on Maggie.

Maggie’s fingers fumbled with her blouse. Lila moved closer, gently brushing her hands away. “Let me.” She undressed Maggie with the same efficient care she’d used on the house. Each button released, each zip lowered, was a deliberate act of unveiling. The fabric whispered away from Maggie’s skin, leaving her exposed and trembling. When she was naked, Lila guided her to the edge of the bed.

“Sit. Watch,” Lila instructed Paul, pointing to the armchair in the corner. He obeyed, moving like a man in a dream, his eyes devouring the scene.

Lila knelt on the plush rug, positioning herself between Maggie’s spread knees. For a long moment, she just looked, her gaze a physical warmth on Maggie’s most intimate skin. Then she leaned in, but not to touch. She exhaled, a soft, warm stream of air that made Maggie’s muscles clench.

The first contact was the barest swipe of Lila’s tongue. A teasing line from the sensitive base of Maggie’s entrance up to the aching peak of her clit. Maggie cried out, her back arching off the bed.

Lila didn’t rush. She explored with a languid, focused curiosity. Her tongue was flat and broad, then pointed and precise. She laved at Maggie’s folds, drinking in her wetness, humming with approval. The vibrations sparked through Maggie’s nerves, a continuous, delicious shock.

Maggie’s hands fisted in the duvet. She was already close, the coiling tension in her belly tightening with obscene speed. The sight of Paul, frozen in the chair, his erection straining against his trousers, the feel of Lila’s expert mouth—it was too much. Pleasure, sharp and bright, began to crest.

“I’m… oh god, I’m going to…” Maggie gasped, her hips lifting off the bed.

Lila pulled back instantly. Her mouth glistened. Her eyes were dark pools of command. “No,” she said, her voice firm. “Not yet.”

A whimper of frustration tore from Maggie’s throat. The edge receded, leaving her trembling on a brutal precipice.

“You can come,” Lila said, her thumb making slow, maddening circles on Maggie’s inner thigh. “But I’m going to fuck Paul. Is that okay with you?”

“Okay,” Maggie panted. “Just let me come.”

“Say it,” Lila demanded. “Tell me I can fuck your husband. Say it, and I’ll let you come.”

The ultimatum shattered the last of Maggie’s resistance. The jealousy, the curiosity, the desperate need for release—they fused into a single, molten demand. She wanted to climax, and Paul would be the price of admission.

“Yes,” Maggie moaned. “You can fuck my husband. You can have him.”

Lila’s smile was wicked. She didn’t return to her task immediately. Instead, she leaned in again, her tongue delving deep inside Maggie, fucking her with slow, penetrating thrusts that made Maggie sob. Then she focused on Maggie’s clit, sucking the bundle of nerves into her mouth, applying a rhythmic pressure that was utterly relentless.

The orgasm detonated. It wasn’t a wave; it was a white-hot burst that ripped through Maggie’s core, radiating down her thighs and up into her chest. She screamed, her body bowing off the mattress, her vision spotting. Lila stayed with her, gentling her strokes, drawing out every last spasm until Maggie collapsed, boneless and gasping.

Before the aftershocks had even faded, Lila was moving. She rose, a sleek panther, and crossed the room to Paul. Wordlessly, she unbuckled his belt, freed his erection. He was thick, fully hard, a bead of moisture glistening at the tip.

Lila sank to her knees before him, maintaining eye contact with Maggie over his hip. Then she took him into her mouth.

Maggie watched, mesmerized. Lila’s technique was artful, obscene. She used her tongue in swirling patterns around the head before taking him deep, her throat working. The wet, sucking sounds filled the room. Paul’s head fell back, a guttural groan tearing from him. His hands came up to tangle in Lila’s hair, not guiding, just gripping.

After a minute of this, Lila stood. She turned, presenting herself to Paul, and climbed onto the bed on her hands and knees. The position was blatant, an invitation. Her back was a perfect curve, her rear elevated.

Paul needed no further instruction. He positioned himself behind her, one hand on her hip, and pushed inside.

Maggie, still slick and throbbing from her own climax, propped herself up on an elbow to watch. The sight was brutally intimate—the stretch of Lila’s body accommodating him, the solid, rhythmic slap of his flesh against hers. Lila met every thrust, pushing back, a low, continuous moan spilling from her lips.

“Harder,” Lila urged, looking back at Paul. “Don’t hold back. Let’s give your wife a show.”

Paul’s movements became frantic, piston-like. His breathing was ragged. Lila’s moans climbed in pitch, becoming sharp, desperate cries. Her inner muscles fluttered around him, and her body went rigid as her own climax took her. She shook with it, her cries muffled in the duvet.

The sight of her coming, the sound of it, pushed Paul over the edge. With a final, driving thrust, he buried himself deep inside her and stilled. A raw shout was ripped from his chest as he spent himself.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths. Then, with a soft sigh, Lila pulled away. She slipped off the bed, collected her clothes, and dressed with the same efficient calm she’d used to clean. Paul sat on the edge of the bed, looking dazed, spent.

Lila quickly got dressed, smoothing her uniform. She tucked her ponytail back into place. She looked at Maggie, then at Paul, her expression now politely professional once more.

“Same time next week?” she asked, her tone as casual as if she were confirming a grocery delivery.

Maggie, her body humming with sated exhaustion and a strange, new hunger, nodded. “Yes,” she said, her voice hoarse. “Next week.”

Lila gave a small, satisfied nod and let herself out. The click of the front door was the period at the end of the sentence. Paul finally looked at Maggie, his expression a complex mix of guilt, awe, and satiation.

Maggie didn’t speak. She just lay back on the tangled sheets, the phantom sensations of Lila’s mouth still dancing on her skin.

4 - A WIFE’S SPECIAL GIFT
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The doorbell chimed at exactly eight o’clock. Clara’s stomach did a slow, weightless flip. She smoothed her hands over her simple silk dress, a gift from Mark for their last anniversary. He said he loved this color, she thought, the pale blue now feeling insipid against her skin. She glanced at Mark, who was staring into his scotch, the ice cubes nearly melted. He’s nervous, she realized with a strange, sharp thrill.

Mark cleared his throat. “Last chance to cancel.”

“I don’t want to,” Clara said, her voice firmer than she’d expected. She wanted this. Needed this.

When she opened the door, the air in the hallway shifted. It carried a scent—clean, expensive perfume over something warm and utterly female. And then, there she was. Jade.

The website photos hadn’t lied, but they’d failed to capture the aliveness of her. She was Clara’s height, Clara’s basic bone structure, but every detail had been refined, polished, elevated. Where Clara’s hair was a tame chestnut, Jade’s was a rich mahogany, swept over one shoulder in a heavy, glossy fall. Clara’s acceptable figure was mirrored in Jade’s body, but sculpted—tight, defined curves that strained against the fabric of a tailored black dress. Jade’s smile wasn’t hesitant; it was a slow, knowing curve.

“Clara,” Jade said, her voice a low, smooth hum. “Mark. A pleasure.” She stepped inside, her movements fluid, owning the space immediately.

Mark’s glass stopped halfway to his lips. He stared. A flush crept up his neck. He’s not looking at me, Clara thought, and the thought wasn’t bitter. It was electric.

Jade didn’t waste time. She placed her small clutch on the hall table and turned to Mark. “Shall we move to somewhere more comfortable?” Her gaze swept over him, appraising, approving. “The bedroom, perhaps.”

In their room, with the soft lamplight casting shadows, the ordinary felt profane. Jade stood before Mark. “Let me,” she murmured, her fingers going to the buttons of his shirt. Clara sat on the velvet bench at the foot of their king-sized bed, her knees pressed together, hands clasped in her lap. A spectator. A witness.

Jade’s fingers worked deftly. She peeled the cotton away from Mark’s shoulders, her knuckles brushing his chest. Clara saw the muscles in his abdomen tighten. Jade knelt. Her eyes, a darker, more intense version of Clara’s own, held Mark’s as her hands went to his belt. The buckle clicked, loud in the quiet. The zipper’s rasp was a slow, tearing sound. She hooked her fingers in the waistband of his trousers and briefs and drew them down in one smooth motion.

Mark’s cock sprang free, already thick and hardening. Jade didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward, her lips parting, and took him into her mouth.

Clara’s own lips parted in a silent gasp. She’d done this for Mark, of course. But she’d never… like that. Jade’s mouth was a hungry, wet welcome. She used her tongue in swirling patterns along the underside, her cheeks hollowing with a deep, practiced suction. A low, guttural sound escaped Mark—a noise Clara hadn’t heard in years, if ever. His hands came up, fingers tangling in Jade’s perfect hair, not guiding, just holding on.

Jade pulled back, a silver string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening tip. She looked up at him, her expression one of pure, focused hunger. “You taste so good,” she whispered, the words muffled, intimate. Then she took him deep again.

This time, she didn’t stop. Clara watched, mesmerized, as Jade’s head bobbed, her throat working. She was taking him, all of him, the length disappearing into that beautiful, ruthless mouth. Mark’s head fell back, his eyes clenched shut, a sharp curse tearing from him. “Fuck.” His hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk, pushing deeper.

Jade took it. She took all of it, her nose buried in the coarse hair at his base, her throat relaxing in a way that seemed impossible. She held him there for a long, breathless moment, her eyes watering slightly before she drew back with a wet, obscene pop.

That was the moment Mark broke. The hesitation, the husbandly concern, it vaporized. A raw, naked need replaced it. He shoved his pants and briefs the rest of the way off, kicking them aside. His hands went under Jade’s arms and he hauled her to her feet, then turned her, his palm landing on the curve of her ass with a soft smack that made Clara jump. He walked her backward toward the bed, his mouth on her neck.

Jade laughed, a throaty, delighted sound. She reached back, her fingers clawing at his hip. “Yes,” she urged, “like that.”

He spun her at the edge of the mattress and pushed. Jade fell back onto the duvet, her dress riding up her thighs. Mark followed, a predator descending on perfect prey. He grabbed the hem of her dress and yanked it up, over her hips, her stomach, her breasts. He pulled it over her head and tossed it aside. She wore only a black lace thong. Her body was a masterpiece of taut skin and defined muscle, her breasts full and high, nipples peaked and dark.

Mark didn’t worship it. He devoured it. His mouth closed over one nipple, sucking hard. Jade arched off the bed, a sharp cry tearing from her. Her hands scrabbled at his back, nails digging in. He moved to the other breast, biting gently, then laving the sting with his tongue. His hand slid down her stomach, fingers slipping beneath the lace at her hips. He tore the flimsy fabric away.

Clara was frozen, heat flooding her, a throbbing ache settling deep between her own legs. She was wet, soaking through her panties. She watched Mark’s hand disappear between Jade’s thighs. Jade’s legs fell open, a wanton, welcoming sprawl. Mark’s fingers moved, a blur of deliberate motion. Jade’s back bowed, her heels digging into the mattress. “Please,” she moaned, “Mark, now. I’m ready. I’m so ready.”

He positioned himself, kneeling between her splayed legs. He didn’t look at Clara. His eyes were only for the woman beneath him, this polished, fearless version of his wife. He gripped his cock, guiding himself. The broad head nudged at her entrance, slick with her wetness and his saliva. And then he pushed.

He entered her in one deep, relentless thrust.

Jade screamed. It was a sound of pure, shattered pleasure. Her legs wrapped around his waist, locking him in. Mark began to move. There was no tender rhythm, no slow build. It was a hard, driving pace from the start. The bed rocked with the force of it, the wooden frame tapping a frantic rhythm against the wall. Each thrust produced a wet, fleshy sound, a lewd symphony.

Clara’s hand crept between her own legs, pressing hard against the silk of her dress. The friction was maddening, not enough. She was mesmerized by the sight: the flex and bunch of Mark’s back muscles, the way Jade’s perfect breasts bounced with each powerful drive, the sheen of sweat already gleaming on their skin.

Mark’s face was turned toward Jade’s, his expression one of fierce, uncomplicated rapture. He was looking at her like she was the only woman in the world. Like she was a miracle. Clara drank that look in, let it sear her. He doesn’t look at me like that, she thought. That’s the passion I couldn’t unlock.

“Harder,” Jade chanted, her voice broken. “God, just like that. Don’t stop.” Her hands were everywhere—clawing his shoulders, gripping the sheets, then sliding down to cup his ass, pulling him deeper into her with every stroke.

The pace became punishing. Animalistic. Mark’s breaths were ragged grunts. Jade’s cries climbed higher, tighter. Clara saw the moment it began to crest for her. Jade’s entire body stiffened, her eyes flying open, staring blindly at the ceiling. A long, keening wail was ripped from her throat as her hips bucked wildly against his. Her inner muscles clenched, rippling around him, and Mark groaned, the sound torn from his gut.

“I’m gonna come,” he gasped, the words thick. “Jade—“

“Inside,” she demanded, her voice a raw command. “Do it. Fill me up.”

That was all it took. Mark drove into her one last, deep time, his body shuddering violently. He buried his face in her neck, his shout muffled against her skin. Clara saw the tension drain from him, replaced by a heavy, spent stillness. He collapsed on top of her, both of them panting, slick and tangled.

The room was thick with the smells of sex and sweat and perfume. Slowly, Mark rolled off, lying on his back beside her. Jade turned her head on the pillow, her eyes, heavy-lidded and satisfied, finding Clara’s.

A slow, wicked smile touched Jade’s swollen lips. She didn’t move from her sprawled position. Instead, she lifted one leg, bending it at the knee, opening herself completely to Clara’s view. The evidence of Mark’s climax was a pearly, glistening trail on her inner thigh, seeping from her used, flushed sex.

“Your turn, Clara,” Jade said, her voice husky but clear. “Come here. Clean up your husband’s mess.”

The command landed in Clara’s core like a lit match. She stood, her legs unsteady. She approached the bed, her eyes fixed on the slick, spent proof of Mark’s passion. She knelt on the floor beside the bed, her face level with Jade’s parted thighs. The scent was musky, potent, overwhelmingly intimate.

She leaned forward. Her tongue touched Jade’s skin, just above her knee. It tasted of salt and perfume. She trailed it upward, slowly, following the path Mark’s release had taken. Jade made a soft, encouraging sound. Clara’s mouth reached the source.

She pressed her mouth to Jade’s pussy.

The flavor was complex—Mark, unmistakably, and beneath it, Jade’s own unique, tangy essence. Clara closed her eyes and licked, a long, slow stroke through swollen, sensitive folds. Jade’s hips lifted off the mattress with a jolt. “Oh, fuck,” she breathed.

Clara found a rhythm. She licked and sucked, exploring with a focus she’d never applied to her own pleasure. She teased the hard, eager nub at the apex, then dipped her tongue inside, tasting the deep, combined flavor of them both. Jade’s hands fisted in Clara’s hair, not gentle, pulling her closer, holding her in place. “Yes, right there,” Jade moaned, her voice climbing again. “Don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop.”

Clara obeyed. She serviced Jade with a desperate, devoted hunger, lapping up every last drop of her husband’s seed, feeling Jade’s body tighten and coil beneath her mouth. It was shockingly intimate, more so than watching. This was participation. This was claiming a piece of the frenzy for herself.

Jade’s climax built fast, a second, sharper peak. Her thighs clamped around Clara’s head, her whole body seizing. A choked, guttural cry tore from her as she pulsed against Clara’s tongue, wetness flooding Clara’s mouth anew. Clara swallowed, drinking her down, until Jade finally went limp, her grip in Clara’s hair loosening to a tender caress.

For a long moment, the only sound was ragged breathing. Jade sat up, swinging her legs over the side of the bed. She dressed with the same efficient grace she’d arrived with. She leaned down, kissed Mark softly on the mouth, then walked over to Clara, who was still on her knees. Jade cupped her chin, tilting her face up. She kissed Clara too, deep and slow.

“Thank you,” Jade said, her smile genuine now, softer. “Both of you. It was perfect.”

She left as quietly as she’d arrived. The door clicked shut. Silence, thick and charged, settled back into the room.

Mark sat up on the edge of the bed. He looked at Clara, her dress rumpled, her lips swollen and glistening, her eyes wide. He reached out, his thumb wiping a stray bit of wetness from her chin.

“Clara,” he said, his voice rough with spent passion and something new—awe, gratitude, a rekindled fire. “Thank you. That was… incredible.” He paused, his eyes searching hers. “I want to do it again. Soon.”

Clara looked at him, really looked at him. The satisfied glow on his face, the relaxed set of his shoulders. The man who had just fucked a stranger with abandon in their marital bed. The man who was looking at her now with a heat that had been absent for years.

A slow smile spread across her face. She couldn’t wait for the next time.

5 - A HUSBAND’S INTERRACIAL FANTASY
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The secret wasn’t a secret, not really. Beth had always known. The history on David’s laptop, the specific type of magazine folded under his gym bag, the way his gaze would follow a certain woman in the grocery store with a kind of reverence. Black women. His fascination was a living, breathing thing in their home, a ghost she could feel but never quite touch. It should have made her feel small. It did. But in the quiet dark of their bedroom, it also made her slick with a shameful, confusing heat.

So when he hired Kiki as his new executive assistant, Beth felt the final puzzle piece click into place. Kiki was everything she was not. Tall, with skin the rich, warm tone of maple syrup, and a confidence that seemed to radiate from her core. David’s voice had a new lightness when he spoke about work. Beth watched him, her own pulse a frantic drum against her ribs. The jealousy was a sharp, cold knife. The arousal was a slow, thick syrup, pooling deep and warm. One fed the other.

She didn’t plan the words. They simply spilled out one evening over a tense, silent dinner.

“You’re going to sleep with her,” Beth said, her voice surprisingly steady. The clink of his fork against the plate stopped.

David’s head snapped up, his expression a mask of guilty shock. “Beth, that’s—”

“Don’t.” She held up a hand. The warmth between her legs was undeniable now. “Just… don’t lie. I see how you look. I know what you want.”

He stared, his throat working. “It doesn’t mean I would ever—”

“I’m telling you it’s okay.” The words felt foreign, powerful. “But I have a condition.”

His silence was her permission. She leaned forward, the table cool against her elbows. “I want to watch.”

The air in the room changed. David’s eyes widened, then darkened. The shock melted into something else entirely—a raw, hungry curiosity. “You’re sure?”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything.”

The following evening was a strange, suspended hour. Beth sat on the living room couch, wearing a simple silk robe she’d cinched tight. Every nerve was a live wire. When the key turned in the lock, her entire body clenched.

David entered first, his face flushed. Kiki followed. She wore a sleek black dress that hugged every stunning curve. Her eyes found Beth immediately, not with surprise, but with a knowing, smoldering appraisal.

“Beth, this is Kiki,” David said, the formality absurd.

“Hi, Beth,” Kiki said. Her voice was a low, melodic rumble. “David explained… the arrangement.”

Beth could only nod, her mouth dry. Kiki smiled, a slow, devastating thing, and walked toward David. She didn’t hesitate. Her hands went to his belt, the leather sliding free with a soft snick. David’s eyes were locked on Beth’s as Kiki unzipped his trousers.

The first touch was electric. Kiki’s fingers, long and elegant, wrapped around his length, already hard and straining. She gave him a few firm strokes, her thumb swirling over the head. David’s jaw tightened, a low sound escaping him. Then Kiki sank to her knees right there on the plush rug, her eyes holding Beth’s captive.

She took him into her mouth.

It wasn’t timid or exploratory. It was a claiming. Her lips stretched around his girth, taking him deep. Beth watched, mesmerized, as Kiki’s throat worked, as she pulled back until just the tip remained, glistening on her full lips, then plunged down again, her nose pressing into the coarse hair at his base. A wet, sucking sound filled the quiet room. David’s hands fisted at his sides, his hips giving tiny, involuntary thrusts. The sight of this beautiful woman, this object of her husband’s deepest desire, servicing him with such skilled abandon… it hollowed out Beth’s insecurities and filled the space with pure, molten lust.

Kiki pulled off with an obscene, wet pop. She stood, her dress whispering as she moved to the couch. She sat beside Beth, so close their thighs almost touched. The heat from her body was immense.

“Your turn,” Kiki murmured, not to Beth, but to David.

David followed, dropping to his knees before Kiki on the couch. He pushed the hem of her dress up, revealing long, powerful legs. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties and pulled them down. Kiki lifted her hips to help, then spread her legs, granting him access.

Beth smelled her first—a musky, sweet, intensely feminine scent that made her own core throb in sympathy. David buried his face between Kiki’s thighs without preamble. Kiki’s head fell back against the cushions, a sharp, ragged gasp tearing from her. David’s hands gripped her thighs, his shoulders working as he feasted on her. Beth heard the wet, rhythmic sounds of his tongue lapping at her, exploring her folds, finding her clit. Kiki’s hand came up, tangling in David’s hair, holding him there. Her other hand landed on Beth’s leg, fingers digging in.

The contact was a jolt. Beth looked down at Kiki’s elegant brown hand on her pale thigh. She looked at Kiki’s face, eyes closed, mouth open in a silent cry of pleasure. The permission, the inclusion, was explicit. A wave of dizzying possessiveness and submission washed over Beth. This was her husband making this woman feel this way. And she was letting her watch. Letting her feel it.

Kiki’s hips began to roll, grinding against David’s mouth. Her breathing became loud, punctuated by sharp, panting cries. “Yes… right there… fuck, David…” The crude language, the raw need in her voice, pushed Beth over an edge she didn’t know she was approaching. Her robe fell open. She didn’t care.

David rose, his face slick and shining. He was rock hard again. He positioned himself at Kiki’s entrance, his tip nudging against her wetness. He looked at Beth, a question in his eyes. She gave a tiny, frantic nod.

He pushed in.

Kiki cried out, a full-throated sound of pure satisfaction as he filled her. Beth was close enough to see the stretch, the way Kiki’s body welcomed him. David began to move, slow, deep thrusts that rocked Kiki’s body into Beth’s side.

The urge was instinctual. Beth leaned in, her mouth finding Kiki’s neck, tasting salt and perfume. Then lower. Her lips closed around one of Kiki’s nipples, hard and dark against the lace of her bra. Beth sucked, her tongue circling. Kiki moaned, her back arching, pressing her breast deeper into Beth’s mouth. “Oh god… yes…”

Beth worshiped her. She licked and sucked, her hands coming up to knead Kiki’s other breast through the fabric. She was an active participant, a co-conspirator in her own cuckqueaning. David’s pace increased, his thrusts becoming harder, faster. The slap of skin against skin, the creak of the couch, Kiki’s escalating moans, the taste of her skin—it was a symphony of debauchery.

Kiki’s body went rigid. Her internal muscles clenched around David, a pulsing, rhythmic grip he later described as unbelievable. Her cry was long and loud, a release that seemed to shake her entire frame. David groaned, a deep, guttural sound. “I’m gonna… Kiki…”

“Inside,” she panted, her eyes flying open to lock with Beth’s. “Give it to me.”

With three more brutal thrusts, David stilled, his body shuddering as he emptied himself into her. The sight of his release, the knowledge of where it was going, sent a violent, silent climax tearing through Beth. She trembled, her own pleasure a private, searing echo of theirs.

For a moment, there was only heavy breathing and the scent of sex. David softened and slipped out. Kiki lay spent, a sheen of sweat on her glorious skin.

Beth moved without thought. She slid off the couch and onto her knees between David’s legs. He was still wet, glistening with Kiki and his own release. Beth took him into her mouth. The taste was complex, salty, musky, other. She cleaned him meticulously, her tongue tracing every vein, lapping at the base, swallowing the mingled flavors. It was an act of submission, of reclamation, of worship. David watched, his expression one of stunned awe.

When he was clean, Beth turned. Kiki was still splayed on the couch, her dress rucked up around her waist, David’s spend beginning to trickle from her. Beth moved between her thighs. The scent was overpowering now, rich and potent. She lowered her head.

Her tongue found Kiki’s clit, swollen and sensitive. Kiki gasped, her hips jerking. Beth laved at her, tasting herself, tasting David, tasting the unique, intoxicating essence of the woman who had just been fucked by her husband. She focused her mouth, sucking gently, tracing circles with the tip of her tongue. Kiki’s hands came down, cradling Beth’s head, not forcing, but guiding. “Right there… don’t stop…”

Beth didn’t. She drove Kiki toward a second peak, this one slower, deeper. Kiki’s thighs tightened around Beth’s ears, her moans rising in pitch until she broke again, a series of sharp, breathy cries as she spasmed against Beth’s relentless mouth.

Silence descended, thick and complete. Beth sat back on her heels, her lips tingling, her entire body humming. David had sunk into an armchair, watching them both with a dazed, satiated expression.

Kiki slowly sat up, smoothing her dress down. She picked her panties up off the floor, quickly pulling them up her long legs. She looked at Beth, her eyes soft, then at David. “Tomorrow?” she asked, her voice husky.

David glanced at Beth. She felt the answer surge through her, a need so profound it scared her. She nodded, unable to speak.

Kiki smiled. “I’ll see myself out.”

The door clicked shut. The scent of their encounter hung in the air. David walked over, crouching before Beth. He cupped her face. “You… that was…”

“I know,” Beth whispered. Her mind was a riot of images, sensations, tastes. The insecurity was a distant memory, burned away by a fire she had willingly stoked.

David’s thumb brushed her lower lip. “I’ve never been more turned on in my life.”

Beth leaned into his palm, her eyes finally meeting his with a newfound, terrifying clarity. The hesitation that had haunted their marriage for years had finally been stripped away, replaced by the heavy, lingering reality of what they had just shared. Seeing him fully claimed by a woman like Kiki hadn't broken her; it had awakened a hunger she couldn't ignore.

“She’s incredible, David,” Beth whispered, the words no longer hurting to say. “She’s so powerful... and watching you take her... it was the first time I felt like I truly saw what you needed.”

David’s breath hitched, his fingers tangling in her hair as he pulled her closer. The house was quiet again, the secret that had lived in the corners of their lives finally given flesh and blood. They both knew that nothing would ever be the same. As they sat together on the floor, surrounded by the scent of their shared encounter, Beth realized that her husband’s deep-seated fantasy had become her own addiction.

“She’s coming back tomorrow,” David reminded her, his voice low and hopeful.

Beth nodded, a slow smile spreading across her lips. “I'll make sure the door is unlocked.”

6 - VACATION SEDUCTION
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The tropical air clung to Iris’s skin, thick with salt and the perfume of night-blooming jasmine. It should have felt like a paradise. It felt like a trap.

From their table at the beachside bar, she watched Ned. His gaze, usually so steady on hers, drifted again. It followed the sway of a sarong tied low on sun-browned hips, the bounce of unencumbered breasts under a thin halter top, the confident stride of a woman whose body seemed like a celebration. A hollow ache formed just below Iris’s ribs, cold despite the heat.

“Another round?” Ned asked, his voice pulling her back. His eyes met hers, and she saw the flicker of guilt before he looked away, toward the bar.

“Sure,” Iris murmured, tracing the condensation on her glass. The laughter of other women was a bright, sharp sound. She felt dull. Wrapped in a sensible sundress that suddenly felt like a shroud.

That’s when she appeared. Jemma. The name floated to Iris on the warm breeze as the woman greeted the bartender. She was a local, her skin the color of dark honey, her hair a wild tumble of curls. She wore a simple red wrap dress that did nothing to hide the lush, impossible curve of her breasts or the powerful swell of her hips. She moved with a languid, animal grace that made every other woman seem like a hurried sketch.

Iris’s stomach tightened. She saw Ned’s head turn, his attention caught and held. He wasn’t even trying to hide it now. A strange, sick fascination took root in Iris as she watched Jemma accept a drink, her full mouth curving into a smile as her eyes scanned the crowd. They landed on Ned.

She’s coming over here, Iris thought, a spike of pure panic lancing through her. But she didn’t look away. She watched, paralyzed, as Jemma navigated the scattered tables, a predator with a friendly smile.

“Evening,” Jemma said, her voice a low, melodic rumble. Her eyes, a startling light brown, went from Ned to Iris and back. “You two look like you could use a little more… fun.”

Ned cleared his throat, a faint pink rising on his cheeks. “We’re, uh, having a nice time.”

“Are you?” Jemma’s question was innocent, but her gaze on Iris was anything but. It was an appraisal, warm and direct. “You have beautiful eyes. Sad, but beautiful.” She pulled a chair over without invitation, the scent of coconut oil and vanilla wrapping around them. “My name is Jemma. I saw you watching the waves. And watching each other. And,” she added with a tilt of her head toward Ned, “watching everything else.”

Iris’s mouth went dry. She couldn’t speak.

Jemma leaned forward, her cleavage a deep, shadowed valley inches from the tabletop. “When you’re on the island,” she said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial hum, “you’re free to truly explore your desires.” Her eyes locked with Iris’s. “The ones you’ve been too scared to indulge at home.”

The words hung in the air, shimmering and dangerous. A threesome. The unspoken offer was clearer than the crystal-clear water. Iris’s heart hammered against her sternum. Jealousy warred with a dark, swelling curiosity. She looked at Ned. His expression was stunned, his pupils wide. He wasn’t saying no. He was waiting for her.

Jemma reached out, her fingers—long, elegant, tipped with coral polish—brushing the back of Iris’s hand. The touch was electric. “Oh, come on,” Jemma whispered. “Your husband wants this. Don’t you want him to be happy? It’ll be fun.”

Iris heard her own voice, small and far away. “Our room is up the path.”

—

The hotel room smelled of clean linen and the sea. The door clicked shut, and the world outside vanished. The only sounds were the hum of the air conditioner and the triphammer beat of Iris’s pulse in her ears.

Jemma didn’t hesitate. She turned to Iris, that warm, commanding gaze holding her in place. “You’re thinking too much,” she murmured. Her hands came up, fingers deftly finding the ties of Iris’s sundress at the shoulders. She pulled, the fabric loosening and slipping down Iris’s body in a whisper of cotton, pooling at her feet. Iris stood there in her plain beige bra and panties, exposed.

“Beautiful,” Jemma breathed, not looking at her body, but at her face. Her own hands went to the knot of her red dress. A single pull and it fell open, revealing a body that was a masterpiece of generous curves. Heavy, perfect breasts with large, dark areolas. A narrow waist flaring into powerful hips. She wore nothing underneath.

Iris couldn’t look away. Her insecurity didn’t vanish; it transformed. It became a kind of awe.

Jemma stepped forward. “Lie down,” she instructed softly, guiding Iris backward toward the king-sized bed. Iris obeyed, the cool sheets a shock against her heated skin. Jemma’s hands hooked into the sides of Iris’s panties and drew them down her legs, then unhooked her bra, casting it aside. Completely naked now, Iris shivered, not from cold, but from the intensity of Jemma’s focus.

Out of the corner of her eye, Iris saw Ned. He’d sat heavily in a chair by the window, his own clothes still on, but his hand was pressed hard against the growing bulge in his trousers. He was watching, his face a mask of rapt hunger.

Then Jemma’s mouth was on her. Not on her lips, but lower. She knelt between Iris’s legs, her hands spreading Iris open, and without ceremony, her tongue found the center of her.

Iris cried out. The sensation was nothing like Ned’s cautious, familiar licks. This was expert. Jemma’s tongue was flat and firm, painting broad, wet strokes from her opening to her clit, then circling that swollen nub with a precision that made stars burst behind Iris’s eyelids. Jemma didn’t just lick; she consumed. She used the flat of her tongue, the tip, the soft pressure of her lips. She hummed, the vibration traveling straight into Iris’s core, a deep, thrumming pleasure that built with terrifying speed.

One of Jemma’s hands slid up Iris’s torso, her palm rough and warm against Iris’s stomach, then cupping her breast. Her thumb rolled over Iris’s nipple, pinching it gently, then harder, sending a jagged bolt of pleasure-pain downward to meet the relentless rhythm of her mouth. The other hand stayed between Iris’s legs, a finger, then two, sliding inside her with an easy, wet push.

Iris’s back arched off the bed. Her fingers tangled in Jemma’s wild curls. She was making sounds she didn’t recognize—guttural, pleading moans. The jealousy was gone, incinerated in this furnace of sensation. All that remained was a raw, desperate need for more. She came suddenly, a shocking, full-body convulsion that ripped a scream from her throat. Jemma stayed with her, drinking her in, until the last tremor faded.

As Iris lay panting, boneless, Jemma lifted her head, her chin glistening. She looked over at Ned. “Your turn,” she said, her voice thick.

Ned was already fumbling with his belt, his pants shoved down around his thighs. His cock sprang free, thick and flushed with blood, standing rigid against his stomach. Jemma rose from the bed with that fluid motion and crossed to him. She didn’t touch him with her hands first. She knelt again, her face level with his erection, and looked up at him. Then she leaned forward and took him into her mouth in one slow, deep glide.

Ned’s head fell back against the chair, a choked groan escaping him. Iris pushed herself up on her elbows, watching, mesmerized. Jemma’s technique was just as masterful here. She used her tongue in swirling patterns along his shaft, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked. One hand cradled his balls, rolling them gently, while the other worked his base in a tight, twisting motion. She established a rhythm that was both urgent and controlled, her eyes closing in apparent bliss.

Iris felt a fresh surge of wetness between her own legs. She wasn’t jealous. She was entranced. Seeing Ned like this, lost in a pleasure she hadn’t given him, was the most arousing thing she’d ever witnessed.

“On the bed,” Jemma commanded, releasing Ned with a wet pop. He stumbled to the bed, lying back beside Iris. Jemma followed, climbing over him, straddling his hips. She guided him inside her with one hand, sinking down onto his length with a deep, satisfied sigh.

The sight was obscene and beautiful. Jemma’s body, a lush landscape rising and falling. Ned’s hands gripped her hips, his knuckles white. Jemma set a punishing pace from the start, riding him with the powerful thrusts of her thighs, her breasts swaying heavily. Her head was thrown back, cords standing out in her neck. The room filled with the slick, rhythmic sound of their joining, Ned’s ragged grunts, and Jemma’s escalating cries—not words, but pure, unrestrained vocalizations of pleasure.

“I’m close,” Ned gasped, his eyes squeezed shut.

“Inside,” Jemma ordered, her voice a strained rasp. “Give it to me. Now.”

With a final, shuddering roar, Ned obeyed. Iris saw his whole body stiffen, his hips jerking upward as he emptied himself into the woman riding him. Jemma’s own climax followed instantly, triggered by his. She ground down hard, a raw, soaring scream tearing from her lips as her body clenched around him, milking him dry.

For a moment, there was only the sound of their harsh breathing. Then Jemma, still seated on Ned’s softening cock, turned her head. Her eyes, glazed with pleasure, found Iris’s. A wicked, satisfied smile touched her swollen lips.

She lifted herself off Ned, a strand of glistening fluid connecting her to him for a second before it broke. She turned on the bed, presenting herself to Iris, kneeling on all fours. The evidence of Ned’s release was already beginning to seep from her.

“Clean me up,” Jemma said, her tone leaving no room for refusal. It was a command, but also an offering.

A fierce, shocking hunger roared to life in Iris. She didn’t hesitate. She moved behind Jemma, her hands spreading the other woman’s flushed, wet folds. She bent her head and tasted them—a complex, musky flavor of sex, of Jemma, and underneath it, the salty, distinct taste of her own husband. A fresh, violent surge of lust shook her. She licked deeply, eagerly, sucking and lapping until every trace was gone, until Jemma was shuddering again under the ministrations of her tongue.

Finally, Jemma pulled away. She stood, seemingly unsteady for only a moment, and began to dress with the same effortless grace. She pulled the red dress back on, tied it, and smoothed her hair. She looked like she’d just come from a stroll, not the most carnally intense experience of Iris’s life.

“Thank you,” Jemma said, her voice normal again, warm and polite. “A very good time.” With a last, slow smile that took in both of them, she slipped out the door.

Silence descended, broken only by their breathing. Ned lay spent on the bed. Iris sat beside him, her body humming, every nerve ending alive and screaming for more. The hollow ache from the bar was gone, replaced by a deep, throbbing emptiness that demanded to be filled. She looked at her husband, saw the same stunned, satiated wonder in his eyes. But for her, satiation was a lie. The experience hadn’t quenched her thirst; it had revealed a desert.

She turned to him, her voice low and surprisingly steady. “Ned.”

He looked at her.

“I don’t want this to be a vacation thing,” she said. The words felt inevitable, falling from her lips like stones. “When we go home… I want to open our marriage. I want to do this again. I want to bring other women to our bed. And I want to watch you with them.”

7 - SHARING HER HUSBAND WITH THE NANNY

MFF / Taboo / Babysitter / Cuckquean / Polyamory / Group Sex / Threesome / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The silver-and-glass expanse of the penthouse had never felt so narrow. Richard sat at the head of the mahogany dining table, his thumb tracing the rim of a crystal scotch glass, while Carol watched him from the shadows of the kitchen island. They were a couple who had everything—pedigree, a sprawling estate, and a successful architectural firm—but lately, the air between them had grown stagnant, thick with the bored comfort of a decade-long marriage.

Then came Natasha.

She was more than just a live-in nanny for their three-year-old, Danny; she was a sudden, vibrant intrusion. As Natasha moved through the living room to retrieve a stray toy, the silk of her emerald robe fluttered, momentarily revealing the long, tanned line of a thigh. Carol caught the way Richard’s gaze didn’t just linger—it anchored. He didn't look away when Natasha leaned over the sofa, her dark hair cascading like a curtain that shielded her face from everyone but him.

“Danny is finally down for the night,” Natasha murmured, her voice a low, melodic hum as she stepped toward the table. She didn't stop at a professional distance. She leaned against the chair beside Richard, her shoulder brushing his sleeve. “He’s such a sweet boy. He has his father’s eyes.”

Richard offered a rare, boyish grin, the kind Carol hadn't seen in years. “And his mother’s stubbornness, I’m sure.”

“Perhaps,” Natasha whispered, her fingers trailing idly along the back of Richard's chair, dangerously close to the nape of his neck. “But the charm? That’s all you, Richard.”

Carol felt a sharp, electric jolt in her chest. By all rights, she should have felt a surge of territorial ice, a wife’s instinct to protect her hearth. But as she watched Natasha’s bold flirtation and the slow, heat-drenched smile spreading across her husband’s face, Carol felt something entirely different. Her breath hitched, and a slow, liquid warmth began to pool deep in her abdomen.

She wasn't jealous. She was captivated.

Over the next few days, Natasha began dressing for the house as if it were a runway for a singular audience. She traded her sensible knits for form-fitting yoga sets that left nothing to the imagination and silk camisoles that slipped provocatively off her shoulder whenever Richard entered a room.

The tension reached a breaking point on a humid Thursday evening. Richard was loosening his tie in the foyer when Natasha descended the stairs, wearing a sheer, white sundress with nothing but lace underneath. She looked like a vision of debauched innocence.

“Oh, Richard,” she said, her eyes wide and shimmering with a playful, predatory light. “You're home early. I was just about to start a bath. The heat today... it's simply unbearable, don't you think?”

From the top of the landing, hidden by the turn of the banister, Carol watched her husband's throat move as he swallowed hard. She felt her own pulse thundering against her ribs, her heart a frantic drum. The secret was out, even if they hadn't spoken it yet: Natasha was no longer just a hire, and Carol secretly found watching this woman flirt with her husband extremely erotic.

—

The silk of Natasha’s robe whispered against the doorframe. Carol’s stomach twisted. She’d been expecting this. Natasha was finally making her move. She stood in the doorway, backlit by the hall light, the robe doing nothing to hide the curves beneath.

“I couldn’t sleep,” Natasha murmured, her voice a low hum. Her eyes, dark and knowing, flicked from Carol’s flushed face to Richard’s stunned, eager expression.

Carol’s breath caught. This was it. The line they’d been dancing around for weeks. Her own voice sounded foreign, thick with desire. “Come in.”

The door clicked shut. The room felt smaller, charged. Carol moved first, driven by a need she didn’t fully understand. Her fingers found the silk tie at Natasha’s waist. A gentle pull, and the robe sighed open. Natasha stood, gloriously bare, her skin glowing in the low light. Carol’s mouth went dry. She leaned in, her lips finding the hollow of Natasha’s throat, tasting salt and jasmine. Natasha’s head fell back, a soft sigh escaping her.

Carol kissed a path downward, over the swell of a breast, her tongue circling a taut nipple. Natasha’s fingers tangled in Carol’s hair, not pushing, just holding. She’s so soft, Carol thought, the sensation a shock of pure pleasure. She looked up, meeting Richard’s gaze. He was propped against the headboard, his erection straining against his boxers, his eyes wide with hungry disbelief.

“She’s beautiful,” Carol heard herself say. “Isn’t she?”

Richard could only nod.

Natasha moved then, a fluid, confident slide onto the bed. She knelt between Richard’s legs, her eyes locked on his as she hooked her fingers in the waistband of his boxers and drew them down. His cock sprang free, thick and ready. Natasha didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward, her pink tongue flicking out to taste the bead of moisture at the tip. A low groan ripped from Richard’s chest.

Carol watched, mesmerized. She’d never seen this—her husband, utterly undone. Natasha took him into her mouth, slow and deep, her cheeks hollowing. Her hand worked the base in a tight, twisting rhythm. The wet, sucking sounds filled the room. Richard’s hips jerked. His hands fisted in the sheets.

The sight ignited something raw in Carol. She crawled onto the bed, her own need a sharp ache, and settled beside Natasha at the foot of the mattress. The mix was intoxicating. Instead of pulling him away, Carol leaned in, her mouth finding the base of Richard’s cock. She could taste Natasha’s lip gloss. Natasha continued to take the head deep into her throat.

Together, they began to worship him. Their tongues moved in a frantic, wet harmony, licking up the length of his shaft in long, flat strokes that made Richard’s hips jerk off the bed. Carol shifted lower, her hands cupping his heavy weight as she began to suck his balls, her mouth warm and insistent. Above her, Natasha maintained a rhythmic, relentless suction, her dark hair brushing against Carol’s cheeks. The sensation of both women—his wife and the nanny—working in unison to bring him to the brink was more than Richard could handle; he let out a guttural groan, his fingers tangling in both of their hair as he surrendered completely to their shared claim.

“God, yes,” Richard choked out, his eyes rolling back.

After a few minutes, Natasha pulled off with a soft pop. Her lips were swollen, glistening. She looked at Carol, a challenge and an invitation in her gaze. Then she lay back against the pillows, her legs falling open. The sight was blatant, perfect. Her sex was neatly trimmed, glistening already.

“Your turn,” Natasha breathed.

Carol didn’t need telling twice. She settled between Natasha’s thighs, the musky, sweet scent of her filling Carol’s senses. She used her thumbs to part the soft folds, then lowered her mouth. The first touch of her tongue made Natasha gasp, her back arching off the bed. Carol explored, licking broad strokes, then focusing on the tight, swollen bud of her clit. Natasha’s hips began to move, a slow, grinding rhythm against Carol’s face. Carol lost herself in the taste, the texture, the little cries falling from Natasha’s lips. She slid two fingers inside, curling them, feeling Natasha clench around her. So wet. So ready.

“Richard,” Carol moaned, lifting her head, her chin slick. “She’s ready for you.”

Richard moved like a man possessed. He positioned himself over Natasha, his hands gripping her hips. He didn’t ask, he just pushed, burying himself inside her in one long, deep stroke. Natasha cried out, a sound of pure satisfaction. He set a punishing pace immediately, each thrust driving the bed into the wall with a solid thump.

Carol knelt beside them, her hand between her own legs, rubbing frantic circles as she watched. The sight of her husband’s body slamming into the beautiful young woman they’d hired to care for their son was the most erotic thing she’d ever witnessed. Natasha’s nails scored Richard’s back. Her legs locked around his waist. Her cries grew higher, sharper.

“I’m… I’m going to…” Natasha’s words dissolved into a shattered moan. Her body went rigid, then convulsed, a series of violent tremors wracking her frame. Richard drove into her through it, his own control fraying.

As Natasha’s climax subsided into shudders, Richard pulled out, his cock gleaming. His eyes found Carol’s, blazing. Without a word, she straddled him, guiding him back inside her. The feeling was electric, different—hotter, tighter, charged with the energy of what they’d just done. She rode him hard, using her thighs for leverage, taking him deep. She could feel Natasha’s wetness on him, mixing with her own. The thought sent her spiraling.

Her orgasm built fast, a coil of white-hot pleasure tightening in her core. She ground down on him, her cries mingling with his ragged breaths. When it broke, it was blinding, a wave that stole her vision and her breath. As her contractions pulsed around him, Richard gripped her hips and thrust up one last, hard time, his own release surging into her with a guttural shout.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their panting breaths. Carol collapsed onto his chest, spent.

Slowly, Natasha rose. She retrieved her robe from the floor, sliding it on with a grace that seemed impossible. She paused at the door, looking back at them, a small, knowing smile on her lips.

Carol found her voice, hoarse but clear. “We should do this again.”

Natasha’s smile widened. “I’d like that.”

Richard’s arm tightened around Carol. “Absolutely.”

The door closed softly. In the sudden quiet, Carol felt Richard’s heart still pounding against her ear. Her own skin hummed. She knew, with absolute certainty, that sleep was a long way off. The memory of Natasha’s taste, the sound of her pleasure, the feel of Richard inside her right after… it played on a loop behind her eyes. She couldn’t wait for the next time.

8 - A HUSBAND’S EROTIC SUGGESTION

MFF / Cuckquean / Group Sex / Threesome / Blowjob / Masturbation / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Clean Up

“You’re going to watch, Anna,” Kaylee said, her voice a low, amused thrum. “And you’re going to love it.”

Brett’s hand was on the back of Kaylee’s head, his eyes closed, a groan ripping from his throat as her mouth moved on him. Anna stood frozen by the bedroom door, her own husband’s cock disappearing between the lips of a stranger. A beautiful stranger. A younger stranger. The sight should have shattered her. Instead, a liquid, traitorous warmth spread through her veins, settling with a heavy, insistent throb between her legs.

The idea had been a poison pill, just a week ago.

“What if we brought someone else into the bedroom?” Brett had asked over dinner, his tone casual, as if suggesting a new brand of coffee. “Another woman.”

Anna’s fork had clattered against her plate. “What?”

“Just to try. For fun.” He’d reached for her hand, but she’d pulled back. The rejection felt like a physical blow.

“I’m not enough?” The words were a whisper, sharp with hurt.

“You’re everything,” he’d insisted, his eyes earnest. “This isn’t about you lacking. It’s about… adding. An experience. For us.”

The fight that followed was quiet, tense. She’d cried in the shower, hot water mixing with salt on her face. He’s bored of me. He wants something I can’t give. But in the dark of their bed that night, his question replayed. Another woman. The image, unbidden, flickered behind her eyelids. Brett’s hands on smooth, unfamiliar skin. Another woman’s mouth on his chest. A strange, twisting sensation coiled in her stomach—not just dread, but something else. Something hungry and dark. Her own hand had slid down her belly, her fingers finding her clit with a familiar, shameful pressure. She’d pictured it. And she’d come, biting her lip to stay silent, horrified and electrified.

He’d brought Kaylee home two nights later. She’d been at the bar, he said. Up for anything. Kaylee was all sun-streaked hair and confident smiles, wearing a simple black dress that clung to curves Anna’s own body had lost to time and childbirth. Her laugh was easy. Her gaze, when it landed on Anna, was appraising. Not hostile. Curious.

“She’s stunning,” Anna had murmured to Brett in the kitchen, her voice tight.

“But you’re the one I come home to,” he’d whispered into her hair, his erection already pressing against her back. The duality of it—the reassurance and the blatant arousal for another—made her head spin.

Now, in their bedroom, the spin became a whirlwind.

Kaylee pulled back from Brett with a soft, wet sound. She looked over her shoulder at Anna, a smirk playing on her swollen lips. “Clothes are just in the way, don’t you think?” Without waiting, she stood, the dress falling from her shoulders like a shadow. Her body was a masterpiece of taut muscle and soft swell. Brett’s eyes devoured her.

Anna couldn’t move. Couldn’t speak.

Kaylee stepped toward her. “Your turn.” Her fingers found the hem of Anna’s blouse. The touch was impersonal, efficient. Anna raised her arms, a doll being undressed. The cool air hit her skin, raising goosebumps. Her sensible bra and panties felt absurd next to Kaylee’s naked perfection. Kaylee unhooked the bra, let it fall. Her eyes weren’t on Anna’s face; they were cataloging her body. Anna wanted to cover herself. She also wanted Kaylee to look forever.

“On the bed,” Kaylee instructed, pointing to the edge beside Brett. Anna obeyed, the mattress dipping under her weight. Brett’s hand found her thigh, squeezed. His skin was fever-hot.

Kaylee knelt on the floor in front of Brett again, but this time her eyes stayed on Anna. She took him back into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing. A deep, guttural sound came from Brett. Anna watched, mesmerized, as Kaylee’s head bobbed, her hand working the base. The obscene, slick rhythm of it filled the room. Every pull of her lips, every stroke of her tongue was a performance. For me, Anna realized. She’s showing me how a real woman does it.

A whimper escaped Anna’s throat. Her own need was a live wire, sparking under her skin. Without conscious thought, her hand moved. Her fingertips brushed over the damp cotton of her panties, and a jolt, white-hot and desperate, shot through her. She pressed the heel of her hand against herself, a muffled, broken noise catching in her chest.

Kaylee saw. Of course she saw. She released Brett with a final, lingering lick and crawled across the carpet toward Anna. She moved like a predator, all sleek intent. She stopped between Anna’s knees, her hands pushing Anna’s thighs apart. The air in the room grew thick, charged.

“Let’s see what he gets to come home to,” Kaylee murmured, her voice husky. She hooked her fingers in the sides of Anna’s panties and dragged them down. Anna lifted her hips, allowing it, her breath coming in short, sharp pants.

Kaylette’s gaze was direct, unflinching. “So wet. And just for watching.” The words weren’t a taunt. They were a fact, stated with a kind of reverent awe that made Anna’s stomach flip. Then Kaylee lowered her head.

The first touch of her tongue was a lightning strike.

It wasn’t like Brett’s eager, broad strokes. It was precise. Surgical. A flat, warm press right against Anna’s clit that made her back arch off the bed, a strangled cry tearing from her lips. Kaylee hummed, the vibration traveling straight into Anna’s core. She retreated, then returned with the tip of her tongue, tracing slow, maddening circles around the sensitive bud, avoiding the center.

“Please,” Anna gasped, the word ripped from somewhere deep and forgotten.

Kaylee ignored her. She shifted lower, her tongue delving into the soaked heat of Anna’s entrance. The sensation was so profound, so utterly foreign—another woman’s mouth on her most intimate place—that Anna saw stars. Kaylee’s tongue fucked into her, slow and deep, then shallow and fast. Her nose nudged Anna’s clit with each thrust.

Anna’s hands fisted in the duvet. Her legs trembled. Pleasure, sharp and sweet, built in a relentless crescendo. She was babbling, a stream of “yes” and “there” and “don’t stop.” Brett’s hand was on her breast, pinching her nipple, his own breathing ragged as he watched.

Kaylee pulled back, her chin glistening. She looked up the line of Anna’s body, her eyes dark. “You want to come?” she asked, as if discussing the weather.

“God, yes.”

“Then ask properly.”

Anna’s mind blanked. “What?”

“Ask me to make you come. Tell me what you want.”

Humiliation and desire fused into a single, molten urge. “Please… Kaylee. Please make me come. Use your mouth. I need it.”

A slow, victorious smile spread across Kaylee’s face. She lowered her head again. This time, she focused entirely on Anna’s clit, sucking the throbbing pearl into her mouth, her tongue fluttering against it with a relentless, rapid rhythm.

It was too much. It was everything. The coil inside Anna snapped. Her climax crashed over her in a violent, silent wave that stole the air from her lungs. Her body bowed, rigid, as raw, pulsing ecstasy tore through her in endless, shuddering waves. She made no sound, her mouth open in a silent scream, as the pleasure scorched every nerve ending clean.

When she finally collapsed, boneless and dripping sweat, Kaylee was already moving. She climbed onto the bed, straddling Brett, guiding him inside her with a smooth, practiced roll of her hips. She sank down onto him in one fluid motion, her head falling back.

Anna, still gasping, turned her head to watch. Kaylee rode Brett with a fierce, controlled grace. Her muscles flexed in her thighs and abdomen. Brett’s hands gripped her hips, his thrusts meeting hers. The sound of skin on skin, of their joined wetness, was obscenely loud. Kaylee’s eyes were open, locked on Anna’s. She bit her own lip, her pace increasing, becoming frantic.

“I’m gonna…” Brett growled, his voice strained.

“Do it,” Kaylee commanded, her own rhythm stuttering.

Her body clenched around him, a series of internal spasms that made her cry out, a sharp, beautiful sound. Brett followed, his own release punching a groan from his chest, his hips jerking up as he emptied himself deep inside her.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths. Kaylee slowly dismounted, Brett’s softening cock slipping from her with a wet sound. She turned, kneeling on the mattress, and looked at Anna. Her skin was flushed, her chest heaving. Brett’s spend began to trickle down her inner thigh.

She leaned close to Anna, her breath hot on Anna’s ear. “Clean me up.”

The command hung in the air. Anna’s mind, still fuzzy from her own orgasm, tried to process it. She looked at the glistening evidence on Kaylee’s skin. Looked at her husband, watching with heavy-lidded, satiated eyes. A fresh, shocking bolt of arousal, sharper than the first, stabbed through her.

She didn’t hesitate. She pushed herself up, her body moving on its own accord. She leaned in, her tongue finding the salty, musky trail on Kaylee’s thigh. Kaylee gasped, her fingers tangling in Anna’s hair.

Anna’s tongue worked upward, through the damp, tangled curls, finding Kaylee’s swollen, sensitive flesh. The taste was complex—Brett, Kaylee, sex, sweat. It was the most potent thing she’d ever tasted. She licked into her, savoring the flavor, feeling the aftershocks of Kaylee’s orgasm still fluttering around her tongue. Kaylee’s hips began to move again, a slow, grinding rhythm against Anna’s mouth.

“Yes… just like that…” Kaylee moaned, her voice trembling. Her hands tightened in Anna’s hair, guiding her. Anna obeyed, her tongue circling and probing, until Kaylee’s body went rigid again. A second, softer climax trembled through her, a series of gentle pulses against Anna’s seeking tongue. A long, satisfied sigh left Kaylee’s lips.

She gently pushed Anna’s head away and slid off the bed. She dressed in silence, the same easy movements as before. She didn’t look at Brett. She leaned down and kissed Anna, deep and slow, letting her taste herself on Anna’s lips.

“See you again soon,” Kaylee whispered, a promise and a threat, before she walked out, closing the bedroom door softly behind her.

Anna lay back on the ruined sheets. Her body hummed, alive in a way it hadn’t in years. Decades. Brett reached for her, his hand finding hers.

“Well?” he asked, his voice rough.

Anna turned her head to look at him. Her heart wasn’t broken. It was pounding a wild, frenzied tattoo against her ribs. A slow smile touched her lips, born of a new, terrifying knowledge.

“When,” she said, her voice clear and sure, “can we invite her back?”

9 - A BEAUTIFUL, BLACK TENANT
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The air in their dining room thickened the moment Imani crossed the threshold. Brittany watched her husband, Gabriel, his movements stiff as a marionette’s, his eyes skittering away from the tall, elegant woman who filled their small kitchen with the scent of vanilla and expensive perfume. When he poured the Malbec, his knuckles were white on the bottle’s neck, the tremor in his hand sending a crimson tremor through the glass. Imani accepted it with a slow, knowing smile, her dark eyes missing nothing.

Brittany’s own pulse was a steady, insistent drumbeat between her legs. She’d watched Gabriel’s terror for weeks—a palpable, vibrating thing every time their tenant’s footsteps echoed from below. That fear wasn’t repulsive; it was a match thrown on kindling. Their secret, the one they whispered in the dark, was now a living, breathing presence at their table.

“The basement is wonderful,” Imani said, her voice a low hum that seemed to stroke the air. “But it’s quiet. I hear… everything.”

Gabriel’s fork clattered against his plate. Brittany reached under the table, her fingers finding his thigh, squeezing through the stiff fabric of his chinos. A silent signal.

The confession spilled from Brittany then, over the remains of dessert, clumsy and hot. “We talk about you. About how… intimidating you are. How beautiful. We have this… this fantasy.” Her gaze held Imani’s, unwavering. “Gabriel’s never been with a woman like you. A real woman. We both want to see it.”

Imani set her wineglass down with a soft, final click. The sound seemed to stop time. Her gaze traveled from Brittany’s flushed face to Gabriel’s, which had gone the color of parchment. She didn’t speak. She simply stood, the movement fluid and commanding, and walked to the open space beside the sofa.

She looked at Gabriel. “Stand up.”

He did, his chair scraping loudly.

“Now,” Imani said, the single word dropping into the silence like a stone. “Get on your knees. And crawl to me.”

A sound escaped Gabriel’s throat—not a protest, but a surrender. He sank down, the hardwood floor cool against his palms and knees. Brittany’s mouth went dry as she watched him move, a slow, shameful procession across the dining room floor. His shoulders hunched, his head bowed. He stopped before Imani, his face level with her thighs.

Imani gathered the hem of her simple black skirt in her fingers. She didn’t hike it up with drama; she lifted it with a slow, deliberate roll of fabric over her hips, revealing long, powerful legs, the shadowed apex between them. She wore nothing underneath.

The sight was a physical blow. Her pubic hair was a neat, dark triangle, her lips already glistening faintly in the low light. Gabriel made a choked noise, his eyes wide, fixed.

“Sit,” Imani commanded, nudging his shoulder with her knee. He shuffled back, collapsing onto his haunches between her spread feet. “Look at you,” she murmured, almost to herself. She placed a hand on the top of his head, fingers tangling in his hair, and guided his face forward. “Taste.”

His first contact was hesitant, a closed-mouth press against her outer lips. Imani’s breath came out in a soft sigh. She tightened her grip on his hair. “Use your tongue, Gabriel. Or do you need instructions for that, too?”

The taunt worked. His shoulders lost some of their tension, a low groan vibrating from his chest into her. His mouth opened, his tongue sweeping a broad, wet path along her seam. Brittany’s own body clenched in sympathy, a sharp, sweet ache blooming deep inside her. She could hear it—the slick, intimate sound of his mouth on her, the wet friction.

Imani threw her head back, a column of elegant throat. Her free hand came up to cup her own breast through her silk blouse, her thumb circling a nipple. “Deeper,” she instructed, her voice gaining a husky edge. “Find the little bud. Suck on it.”

Gabriel obeyed, his nose buried against her, his tongue working in frantic, then rhythmic, circles. Brittany saw the moment he found her clitoris; Imani’s whole body tightened, a shudder running from her ankles up through her torso. A genuine, guttural sound ripped from her throat. “Yes. Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Her hips began a subtle, rolling motion, meeting the rhythm of his mouth. The hand in his hair became a rudder, steering him, controlling the pressure and pace. Her pleasure wasn’t a secret; it was a performance, a demand. She was using his face, and the raw, desperate sounds he made were of a man utterly consumed.

Imani’s eyes, heavy-lidded and dark with need, found Brittany’s across the room. “Some wine, please,” she said, the words slightly slurred. “Pour me another glass. I’m thirsty.”

Brittany moved on legs that felt like water. She fetched the bottle, her own fingers trembling now, but with a different kind of tension. She filled Imani’s glass nearly to the brim. As she approached, Imani took it without looking, her focus on the man between her legs. She took a long swallow, her throat working, a drop of wine escaping to trace a path down her neck.

She looked down at Gabriel’s devoted, working mouth. “He’s good,” Imani stated, as if assessing a tool. “Eager to please.” She took another sip, then set the glass on the side table. “Enough. On the chair. Now.”

Gabriel pulled back, his chin slick and shining. He stumbled to his feet, his pants visibly strained at the front. Imani pointed to the armchair. “Sit. And take your clothes off. I want to see what I’m working with.”

He fumbled with his belt, his shirt, shedding them in a heap on the floor. He was fully erect, his length curving up against his stomach. Imani approached him, a predator assessing prey. She didn’t touch him yet. She simply looked, her gaze a physical weight. Then she unbuttoned her blouse, let it slide from her shoulders. Her breasts were full, her nipples dark and taut. She stepped out of her skirt, standing before him in nothing but her elegance.

She placed her hands on his shoulders. “Hands at your side. Don’t move them.” Then she swung one long leg over him, straddling his lap, as she reached between her own legs to grasp him. Brittany watched, mesmerized, as Imani guided the head of his cock to her entrance. She hovered there, the tip just barely pressing against her wetness, making them both gasp.

Then she sank down.

It was a slow, inexorable descent, a sheathing that made Gabriel cry out, a raw, broken sound. Imani’s head fell forward against his shoulder, her eyes closing as she took every inch, her inner muscles fluttering around the invasion. Once he was fully buried inside her, she went still, letting them both feel the shocking, complete fullness.

“Oh, fuck,” Gabriel whispered, his voice shattered.

Imani began to move. It wasn’t frantic; it was a powerful, rolling grind, her hips circling, rising and falling with a fluid, athletic grace. She used him like a saddle, finding the angle that served her, the friction she needed. Her hands braced on his shoulders, her biceps corded with effort and pleasure. The sound of their joining was obscenely wet, a rhythmic slap of skin that filled the room.

Brittany couldn’t look away. She watched the muscles of Imani’s back, the sweat beginning to gleam on her skin. She watched Gabriel’s face, twisted in ecstasy, his knuckles white where he gripped the chair, obeying her order not to touch. He was a vessel for her pleasure, and his own was a secondary, overwhelming bonus.

Imani’s pace quickened, her breaths coming in sharp gasps. “You’re going to come inside me,” she commanded, her voice thick. “You don’t have a choice. You come when I tell you.”

He was nodding, whimpering, his body taut as a bowstring. Imani grabbed his hair, pulling his head back to expose his throat. Her other hand slid between her own legs, her fingers working in quick, urgent circles on her clit as she rode him.

Her climax hit her silently at first—a sudden, rigid arch of her spine, her mouth open in a soundless cry. Then the sounds came: deep, ragged moans that shook through her and into him. The clenching of her body around his was the final trigger.

“Now!” she snarled.

Gabriel obeyed. A broken shout tore from his lungs, his hips jerking up off the chair as he emptied himself into her in deep, pulsing waves. Imani milked him through it, her own movements slowing to a sensual, undulating clench, drawing out every last drop.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breathing. Imani finally lifted herself off him, his spent cock sliding free with a soft, wet sound. She stood on shaky legs, turned, and looked at the evidence of him glistening on her inner thigh, trickling from her.

Her eyes, dark and satisfied, landed on Brittany. She crooked a finger.

“Come here.”

Brittany approached, her heart hammering against her ribs.

“On your knees,” Imani said, her voice a low, post-coital purr. “In front of me.”

Brittany sank down to the floor. Imani spread her feet, opening herself. The musky, salty scent of sex and Gabriel’s release filled Brittany’s senses.

“Clean him out of me,” Imani instructed, her tone leaving no room for discussion. “Every last drop. I want to feel your tongue.”

A dizzying rush of heat flooded Brittany’s core. She leaned forward, her own desire a sharp, screaming need. She pressed her face into the warm, soft junction of Imani’s thighs. The taste was complex—Imani’s own tang, layered with the bitter-salt of Gabriel’s semen. She licked slowly, thoroughly, her tongue seeking the source, lapping up the spend that had pooled inside. Imani’s fingers returned to her hair, not guiding, just holding, as a low, appreciative hum vibrated in her chest.

When Brittany finally pulled back, her lips and chin wet, Imani looked down at her with an unreadable expression. She stepped back, gathered her clothes with a regal air, and began to dress without a word. She finished her wine in one last swallow, picked up her blouse, and walked to the door. She paused, glancing back at the wrecked, naked man in the chair and the kneeling woman with her husband’s taste on her mouth.

“The rent will be on the counter tomorrow,” Imani said simply. Then she was gone, the door clicking shut behind her.

The silence she left behind was deafening. It was a silence thrumming with the echo of slapping skin, choked commands, and the taste of completion. Gabriel was still in the chair, staring into the middle distance, his body slack. Brittany slowly got to her feet. She walked to him, placed a hand on his damp, heaving chest. The desire coiling inside her was a live wire, hotter and more urgent than anything she’d ever known. She looked at the closed door, then back at her husband’s stunned face.

“Gabriel,” she breathed, her voice husky with want. “I want to do that again.”
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“He’s got so much potential,” Skye purred, her voice like silk in the quiet of the bungalow, “but he needs a younger touch to unlock it.”

Jennifer watched from the couch, her throat tight. Skye stood before them, all long limbs and moonlit skin, and she began to move. Not a yoga pose now, but something else. Something that made Jennifer’s own breath falter.

And then Skye stripped.

—

It had begun with a sun-drenched stupor. The luxury retreat was Greg’s idea, a gift for their twentieth anniversary. A chance to reconnect, he’d said. But as Jennifer unrolled her mat in the pavilion overlooking the sea, her focus splintered. It wasn’t the view. It was the instructor.

Skye moved like liquid. Twenty-two, with a body that seemed to defy physics, poured into leggings that were a second skin. Her voice was a low hum, guiding them into poses. Jennifer, at forty-three, felt every one of her years. Felt the stiffness in her hips, the softness at her waist. Felt invisible.

Her eyes kept drifting to Greg. He was trying, his brow furrowed in concentration. During a forward fold, Skye glided over. “Let me help you,” she murmured, her hands landing on his lower back. Her palms pressed, then slid down, fingers splaying over the swell of his glutes. It was too much. Too intimate. A correction that lingered into a caress.

Jennifer’s stomach clenched. Skye looked up, her gaze finding Jennifer’s across the room. A small, knowing smile played on her lips before she turned back to Greg, whispering something in his ear that made his ears turn pink.

After class, Skye approached them. “Greg, you’re holding a lot of tension. I could offer a private adjustment? A deeper stretch?” Her eyes flicked to Jennifer. “Both of you, of course.”

Jennifer wanted to say no. The word sat on her tongue, sour. But Greg was already nodding, a dopey, flattered grin on his face. And something in Skye’s expression—a challenge, an invitation—made Jennifer’s pulse stutter in a way that wasn’t entirely unpleasant.

—

Now, in the secluded bungalow, that fluttering turned into a frantic drumming against her ribs. Skye peeled her tank top off, revealing small, perfect breasts with dusky nipples. The leggings followed, shimmied down endless legs. She stood before them, naked. Not shy. Not brazen. Just present, like a work of art.

“Watch,” she commanded, her voice soft but absolute.

She bent, placing her palms flat on the polished wood floor. Then, with impossible grace, she lifted her legs over her head, folding her body in half until her toes touched the ground behind her ears. She held the pose, her sex on full display, a neat strip of blonde hair glistening. Jennifer could see everything. The delicate pink folds, the slight sheen of moisture. A low sound escaped Greg, a choked gasp.

Skye unfolded, fluid as mercury. She walked to Greg, who sat frozen beside Jennifer. Her fingers went to his belt buckle. The click of the release was obscenely loud.

“Skye—” Greg started, but her hand was already inside his pants, wrapping around him. He went rigid, then slumped back against the cushions with a shuddering sigh.

“See?” Skye said, not to Greg, but to Jennifer. “So much… tension.”

She sank to her knees. Took him into her mouth in one smooth, deep slide. Jennifer’s own mouth went dry. She’d never seen Greg like this. His head thrown back, eyes squeezed shut, a muscle jumping in his jaw. Skye’s head bobbed, a rhythm that was both practiced and hungry. Her lips stretched, her throat working. A wet, sucking sound filled the room, mingling with Greg’s ragged breathing.

She’s better, Jennifer thought, the humiliation a hot coal in her gut. She takes him deeper. She looks perfect doing it.

After a minute, Skye pulled off with a soft, wet pop. She rose, straddled Greg’s lap in one effortless motion. She guided him inside her, sinking down slowly, a long, low groan vibrating in her chest. Her eyes never left Jennifer’s.

“He feels so good,” Skye whispered, beginning to move her hips in a slow, circular grind. “So thick. You’re a lucky woman.” The words were a taunt, wrapped in honey.

Jennifer couldn’t look away. She watched the muscles in Skye’s thighs flex. Watched where their bodies joined, the slick evidence of her arousal glistening on Greg. Watched Skye’s hands roam over her own breasts, pinching her nipples into hard peaks. The scent of sex—musky, sweet—began to permeate the air.

Skye’s movements became more urgent, her breath coming in sharp little pants. “He’s so deep,” she moaned, her gaze locked on Jennifer’s. “See how much he likes this? It’s right there. He’s gonna come.” She rode him harder, faster, the couch creaking beneath them. Her perfect composure shattered. Her face contorted, a raw, beautiful mask of pleasure. “Oh god, I’m close. I’m going to—!”

Her body went taut. A sharp cry tore from her throat, and she shuddered violently, her inner muscles milking him. The sight, the sound, it triggered Greg. He gripped her hips, his own release surging up from him with a guttural shout. Jennifer saw his entire body stiffen, saw the tremors rack him as he emptied himself inside the younger woman.

For a moment, there was only the sound of their harsh breathing.

Then, Skye lifted herself off him, a thread of white fluid trickling down her inner thigh. She turned, her movements languid and satisfied, and climbed onto the couch directly in front of Jennifer, putting her sex inches from Jennifer’s face. The smell was potent, intimate. The evidence of Greg’s climax was visible, seeping from her.

“Clean it up,” Skye said, her voice husky but firm.

Jennifer’s mind screamed. No. Never. But her body was humming, a strange, electric current of shame and arousal tightening her own core. She felt damp between her own legs. The command was a violation, but it was also a door swinging open onto something dark and thrilling she didn’t recognize in herself.

She leaned forward. Closed her eyes. And pressed her mouth to Skye’s slick flesh.

The taste was complex—salty, musky, with the bitter tang of Greg’s release. Skye let out a soft sigh and tangled a hand in Jennifer’s hair, not forcing, but guiding. “That’s it,” she murmured. “Taste him. Taste what he gave to me.”

Jennifer’s tongue moved, tentatively at first, then with a desperate curiosity. She licked along Skye’s folds, gathering the mingled fluids, swallowing. The humiliation burned, but beneath it, a deep, shocking heat spread through her pelvis. She heard Skye’s breathing shorten, felt the muscles under her tongue begin to flutter.

Skye’s hips gave a small, involuntary jerk. “Right there,” she gasped. “Don’t stop.”

Jennifer didn’t. She focused on the swollen bud at Skye’s center, circling it with her tongue. Skye’s thighs tightened around Jennifer’s head. Her moans grew louder, less controlled. She came again, a shorter, sharper climax that made her whole body quake and her juices flow freely against Jennifer’s mouth.

When it was over, Skye gently pushed her away. She stood, her body gleaming with a faint sheen of sweat. She dressed with the same unhurried grace, as if she’d just finished a workout. Greg sat stunned, his pants still open, a dazed look on his face.

Skye walked to the door. She paused, looking back at them with that same infuriating, captivating smile.

“That was a wonderful release of energy,” she said, her tone now purely professional. “I’ll see you both at the next lesson. We’ll work on opening your hips further, Jennifer.”

The door clicked shut behind her.

Silence descended, thick and heavy. The taste of them both was still on Jennifer’s tongue. Her face flamed with shame. Her body throbbed with unmet need. She looked at Greg, who finally met her eyes. His expression held shock, guilt, and a wild, unmistakable hunger.

Jennifer was humiliated.

And somehow, impossibly, she was already wondering when they would see Skye again.
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