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Spreading the Sitter





Claire Ashford let the heavy glass door of the restaurant swing shut behind her and stood on the sidewalk, breathing in the cold November air. She’d spent an hour getting ready for this dinner with a killer dress, perfect lipstick, the kind of heels that made her legs look endless, and now the whole thing had been cancelled with one polite text. Forty was still a year away, but tonight she felt every minute of the thirty-nine she carried. The black sheath dress she’d worn for the dinner clung in all the right places and sometimes she felt like it didn’t matter anymore. No one had looked at her like she was edible in so long she’d almost forgotten the sensation.

Almost.

The dinner had been cancelled after she had already ordered wine. So, here she was, overdressed and under-touched, sliding into the back of an Uber with a bottle of Pinot she hadn’t even opened. The driver asked if she wanted music. She told him silence was perfect.

In the dark window she caught her reflection: sharp cheekbones, the soft wave of dark auburn hair she paid too much to maintain, lips painted the same crimson she’d worn to her divorce signing. The lipstick had survived the evening untouched. Story of her life lately.

Two years since Daniel moved out. Two years since anyone had pressed her against a wall, dragged her skirt up, and made her forget her own name. She still had the body as long runs at 5:30 a.m. and spite were excellent motivators to keep it shape, but desire had become a private, shameful thing she fed in the dark with her own fingers and the low hum of a vibrator she kept hidden behind tax documents in her nightstand.

She thought about Mia Harper as the car turned onto her quiet, tree-lined street.

Sweet, responsible Mia who’d been watching Leo every Friday for the past year. Nineteen, home from college on weekends, all soft chestnut hair and earnest smiles. Mia still said “ma’am” and folded Leo’s tiny superhero underwear into perfect squares. Claire paid her twenty-five an hour. Too much, probably, but the girl never complained about late nights and always left the kitchen spotless. She was cute.

Claire had noticed other things lately, things she immediately scolded herself for noticing: the way Mia’s lower lip caught between her teeth when she concentrated, the curve of hip when she bent to tie Leo’s shoes, the faint scent of vanilla and something warmer that lingered after she left. Sometimes, Claire found herself oddly nervous excited at the thought of seeing Mia, and would make sure she always wore something nice when Mia was around. Stupid, she knew.

Tonight, Leo was almost certainly asleep; he’d been fighting a cold and had conked out at seven, Mia had texted. Claire pictured the girl curled on the couch with her organic chemistry textbook, highlighter tucked behind one ear, waiting politely for her ride.

The Uber pulled away. Claire let herself in through the side door, heels clicking across the heated travertine. The house was hushed, lit only by the under-cabinet glow in the kitchen and the faint night-light upstairs. She set her clutch and the unopened wine on the island, slipped out of her heels, and flexed her aching feet against the cool floor.

“Mia?” she called softly, not wanting to wake Leo.

Nothing.

Probably in the powder room. Or maybe she’d fallen asleep studying. Claire padded down the hallway in stockinged feet, the hem of her dress brushing her thighs. She was already calculating: pay the girl, send her home, pour that wine, and finally, finally, slide her hand into her own panties and let herself think about things she wasn’t allowed to want.

She was halfway to the stairs when she heard it: the soft electronic click of a phone camera.

Coming from her bedroom. What the hell?

The door was ajar, a blade of warm lamplight slicing across the hardwood. Claire’s pulse kicked hard. She told herself it was nothing. Mia was probably borrowing a charger, or stepping in to use the en-suite because the downstairs toilet was out of paper again.

Another click. Then a breathy, almost inaudible exhale that sounded nothing like studying.

Claire’s bare feet made no sound as she crossed the last few feet. She set her palm against the door and pushed.

The sight hit her like a slap and a caress at the same time.

Mia stood in front of the full-length mirror on the back of Claire’s closet door. Her back was half-turned, phone raised, lips caught between her teeth in concentration. She wore Claire’s midnight-blue La Perla set—the one Claire had bought in a fit of post-divorce recklessness and hadn’t even wore yet.

The silk robe hung open and useless, a dark puddle of fabric framing Mia’s body. The lace bra—delicate, balconette, absurdly expensive—clung to breasts fuller than Claire’s own, the swell of them pushing obscenely against the cups. The matching thong sat low on Mia’s hips, a thin strip of lace disappearing between the rounds of an ass that definitely hadn’t looked that criminal in sweat pants.

Click.

Mia shifted her weight, arched her back just a fraction, and the mirror reflected her face: flushed, eyes glittering, nothing like the shy college girl who still blushed when Claire complimented her highlights.

Claire’s mouth went dry. Heat, unwelcome and undeniable, slammed low in her belly. She must have made a sound, because Mia spun, phone clattering to the rug.

“Oh my God—Mrs. Ashford—” The robe fluttered as Mia snatched at it, clutching the silk to her chest like it could hide what Claire had already seen. Her cheeks blazed crimson. “I’m so sorry, I—I didn’t hear you come in, I thought you’d be late, I—”

Claire couldn’t speak. The words stuck behind the sudden, ferocious thud of her heartbeat. Anger should have been first. Betrayal. Outrage that this girl had rifled through her drawers, stretched her most private things over that gorgeous, lush body.

But what Claire felt was hunger. Raw, humiliating, and instantaneous.

Mia’s eyes filled, actual tears, glistening on her lashes. “I’ll take it off, I swear, I just—” Her voice cracked. “I don’t know… I guess I just wanted to feel pretty. I thought it wouldn’t matter.”

The sentence hung in the air between them, fragile and far too heavy.

Claire found her voice, but it came out rougher than she intended. “You can’t just… put on someone else’s things, Mia. Especially not—” She gestured, helpless, at the lingerie currently molding itself to every curve the girl had. Fuck, she was sexy. So soft and smooth. It fit her perfectly.

Claire’s gaze dragged down the length of Mia’s body like a physical touch, slow and deliberate. The midnight lace cupped those full, perky breasts so perfectly the scalloped edges bit softly into tender skin. A faint sheen of perspiration glowed at Mia’s collarbones; the girl was trembling, but not from fear. Claire could see it in the stiff peaks of her pink nipples pressing against the bra, in the way her thighs pressed together like she was already aching.

Silence stretched, thick enough to taste. Claire felt her heart hammering, and a wetness forming on the tiny slit of fabric between her legs. It was like the sitter sensed it.

Mia’s voice came out small, breathy, laced with something far too knowing for the girl who folded superhero underwear. “Do I… look okay in it, Mrs. Ashford?”

Claire’s pulse thundered in her ears. Did she just fucking ask me that? She should speak. Should scold. Should do anything except stand here drowning in the sight of this nineteen-year-old poured into her most secret lingerie.

“Wh-what?” Claire croaked.

Mia took one tiny step closer, silk robe still clutched uselessly against her chest. Tears shimmered, but those wide hazel eyes never left Claire’s. “I can take it off,” she whispered. “Right now. Or… I can keep it on if you want.” A swallow, delicate throat working. “Please don’t be mad. Please don’t fire me. I’ll do anything. I’ll make it up to you… any way you want.”

The last five words fell into the room like a match struck in dry grass.

Claire felt it ignite low in her belly, a white-hot bloom that spread outward until her fingertips tingled. Two years. Two fucking years since anyone had looked at her like they were starving. And here was Mia…sweet, responsible Mia, begging in Claire’s own bedroom, wrapped in lace and desperation and something that felt dangerously like power.

Claire took a single step forward. The carpet was plush beneath her stockinged feet, but the distance between them shrank like it was nothing.

“Anything?” Claire heard herself ask. Her voice sounded scraped raw. She felt something come over her, a need, a desperation. Fuck it. If fate was going to hand her this needy, desperate 19-year-old wrapped in a bow and waiting in her bedroom, she was going to finally have some goddamn fun.

Mia’s nod was small, eager. The robe slipped lower in her nervous fingers, revealing the soft upper curve of one breast, the delicate lace barely holding her in. “Anything,” she breathed. “Just… tell me what you want me to do. Please.”

Claire’s hand rose before her brain caught up. She watched her own trembling fingers brush a stray lock of chestnut hair back from Mia’s flushed cheek. The girl’s skin was fever-hot. What a little slut…

“I want,” Claire said, low and deliberate, “To see exactly how my lingerie looks on you. If you’re gonna wear my things and take pictures in my room, you can’t hide it from me. Lose the robe. Or, you can go change and go home, and we will forget this ever happened. Up to you. Fair?” She heard her own voice like it belonged to a stranger.

Mia’s breath hitched and she nodded. The robe slid from her fingers and pooled at her feet.

There she stood. Nineteen, trembling, and utterly bare except for midnight-blue lace that now looked obscene in all the best ways. The bra cupped her luscious breasts, the thin straps cutting delicate lines into her shoulders. The thong sat low on her hips, a tease of fabric barely covering the soft swell between her thighs. Claire could see the faint shadow of arousal darkening the lace there, and thought she could smell the faint, intoxicating sweetness of it in the warm air between them. She must be so wet already.

Claire circled her slowly, predator-still, letting her gaze linger on every inch. When she stopped behind Mia, close enough that the heat of her body radiated against the girl’s back, she let her hands settle lightly on Mia’s hips, her thumbs tracing the lace edge of the thong.

Mia shivered hard enough that Claire felt it travel through both of them, and it spurred her on. She decided she was going to take Mia for all she was worth, and she grinned wickedly. Mia’s breath stuttered as Claire’s thumbs traced slow, deliberate circles along the lace at her hips. The girl’s skin was velvet-warm, gooseflesh rising under Claire’s palms like she was a live wire.

“Look at yourself,” Claire murmured, lips brushing the shell of Mia’s ear. She nudged her forward until they both faced the mirror again, Mia’s reflection flushed and trembling between Claire’s arms. “Look how fucking perfect you are in my things.”

Mia’s gaze flicked up, met Claire’s in the glass. Her pupils were blown wide, lips parted on tiny, shaky exhales. Claire watched the girl take in the picture they made: the elegant older woman in her sleek black dress and stockings, the half-naked college sitter trembling in midnight lace, Claire’s hands possessive on those sexy hips.

“Mrs. Ashford—” Mia started, voice cracking.

“Claire,” she corrected, low and rough. “You’re in my bedroom wearing my lingerie and begging to make it up to me. You don’t get to call me Mrs. Ashford tonight.”

A soft whimper escaped Mia’s throat. “Claire,” she whispered, tasting the name like it was candy. “I—I’ve thought about this. About you. So many times.”

The confession hit Claire like a shot of whiskey. Her pussy tingled, her panties now unmistakably soaked. She slid one hand up Mia’s ribcage, stopping just beneath the swell of a breast, feeling the frantic thud of the girl’s heart.

“Have you?” Claire asked, letting her thumb graze the underside of the lace bra, teasing the soft skin there. “When you’re folding Leo’s laundry? When you’re supposed to be studying on my couch? Tell me, baby.”

Mia’s knees buckled slightly; Claire tightened her grip to keep her upright.

“I touch myself after I leave here,” Mia breathed, cheeks scarlet but words tumbling out like she couldn’t stop them. “In my car sometimes. I think about you coming home early and… catching me. Touching me. Telling me what to do. Now it… now it’s fucking happening. I can’t believe it…”

Claire’s control snapped like a frayed thread. She imagined Mia in her bedroom at night, her hand rubbing herself until she came and moaned under her blanket. Holy shit.

She spun Mia around and backed her up until her thighs hit the edge of the bed. Then Claire kissed her—hard, filthy, two years of pent-up hunger poured into one bruising crush of mouths. Mia made a desperate little sound and opened for her instantly, tongue sliding against Claire’s like she’d been starving for it.

Claire’s hands were everywhere: cupping that lace-clad ass and hauling Mia closer, sliding up to fist in soft hair, tilting the girl’s head exactly where she wanted it. Mia’s arms wound around Claire’s neck, pressing those lush breasts against Claire’s chest, nipples hard points through silk and lace.

When they broke apart, both were breathing like they’d run miles.

“On the bed,” Claire ordered, voice ragged. “Sit.”

Mia scrambled back obediently, perching on the edge of the mattress, thighs pressed tight together. Claire stood over her, drinking in the sight: flushed cheeks, swollen lips, chest heaving so hard the lace bra strained with every breath.

“Spread your legs,” Claire said.

“Yes…”

Mia hesitated only a second, then let her knees fall open. The thong was soaked through, the delicate fabric clinging to every soft fold beneath. Claire’s mouth watered. She had never licked another woman’s pussy before, but she had fantasized about it sometimes while watching porn. Now, her sitter was spread on her bed in a tiny pair of panties, needy and wet and aching for her. She licked her lips.

“Look at you,” Claire murmured, stepping between those spread thighs. She braced one knee on the bed, leaning down until her lips brushed Mia’s ear again. “Nineteen years old and dripping all over my thong like a desperate little slut. Is this what you wanted when you went through my drawers?”

Mia whimpered, nodding frantically. “Yes—God, yes—Claire, please—”

“Please what?”

“Please touch me. I’m so wet it hurts.”

Claire’s smile was slow and wicked. She dragged one manicured finger up the center of that soaked lace, pressing just hard enough to make Mia jerk and cry out.

“Ahh…” Mia moaned.

“Like this?” Claire asked innocently, circling the swollen bud of Mia’s clit through the fabric. “Or do you want my mouth?”

Mia’s head fell back, exposing the long line of her throat. “Mouth—please—your mouth—”

Claire dropped to her knees without another word.

She hooked her fingers in the thin straps of the thong and dragged it down Mia’s trembling legs, revealing slick, pink perfection. The scent of her—sweet and sharp and fresh—made Claire dizzy. She pressed Mia’s thighs wider, thumbs spreading her open, and looked up the length of that gorgeous body.

“Eyes on me,” Claire commanded.

Mia lifted her head, gaze glassy and desperate.

Claire leaned in and licked one long, slow stripe from entrance to clit.

Mia’s back arched off the bed, a broken moan tearing from her throat.

Claire didn’t tease after that. She devoured—tongue plunging deep, lips sealing around Mia’s clit and sucking hard, two fingers sliding inside tight, wet heat and crooking just right. Mia’s hands flew to Claire’s hair, hips rocking helplessly, thighs shaking around Claire’s ears.

It took less than a minute.

Mia came with a sharp, shocked cry, entire body seizing, pussy clenching hard around Claire’s fingers. Claire worked her through it—slow licks, gentle thrusts—until Mia collapsed back against the duvet, chest heaving, thighs still trembling.

Claire rose slowly, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She looked down at the wrecked girl spread out on her bed with her lips bitten red, lace bra askew, pussy glistening—and felt something feral and triumphant bloom in her chest.

“Take the bra off,” Claire said, voice husky. “Then lie back properly. We’re nowhere near done.”

Mia’s dazed, blissed-out smile was pure sin.

“Yes, Claire,” she whispered, already reaching for the clasp.

Claire stood at the foot of the bed; eyes locked on Mia while the girl fumbled with the clasp of the midnight-blue bra. The lace fell away, and those perfect, full breasts spilled free… her rose-pink nipples tight and begging. Mia’s chest rose and fell in shallow, eager breaths, her gaze never leaving Claire’s face.

“Lie back,” Claire ordered, voice rough with want. “Head on the pillows.”

Mia scrambled to obey, sliding up the bed until her chestnut hair fanned across Claire’s Egyptian cotton sheets. She looked like sin incarnate: thighs still trembling from her orgasm, pussy glistening and swollen, nipples hard enough to cut glass.

Claire reached behind herself and drew the zipper of her black sheath dress down in one slow pull. The fabric whispered off her shoulders, down her arms, and pooled at her feet. No bra tonight (she’d been feeling reckless when she dressed for the cancelled dinner). Only sheer black thigh-high stockings and a scrap of lace panties that were now soaked straight through.

Mia’s eyes went huge, pupils blown wide. “Claire…” she breathed, the name trembling on her lips like a prayer.

Claire hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties and dragged them down her legs, stepping out of them deliberately. She let Mia loo, let her see the trimmed auburn curls, the slick shine on her inner thighs, the way her clit already peeked swollen and needy from its hood.

Two years. Two fucking years without a mouth on her, without anyone aching for her.

Claire crawled onto the bed, knees sinking into the mattress on either side of Mia’s shoulders. She braced one hand on the headboard and looked down at the girl beneath her - flushed, eager, lips parted and wet from nervous little licks of her tongue.

“You wanted to make it up to me,” Claire said, voice low and dangerous. “Here’s your chance, sweetheart. You’re going to eat my pussy until I come all over that pretty face. And you’re going to love every second of it.”

Mia whimpered, nodding frantically. “Yes—please—let me taste you—”

Claire lowered herself slowly, savoring the way Mia’s breath hitched, the way her hands immediately came up to grip Claire’s thighs like she was afraid she’d float away. When Claire’s knees settled on either side of Mia’s head, the girl’s first tentative lick sent a bolt of pure electricity up Claire’s spine.

“Fuck,” Claire hissed, hips jerking forward. “Oh, fuck…”

Mia moaned against her, hot, wet, and desperate. She dove in like she’d been dreaming of this for months. Her tongue was soft and eager, lapping broad stripes through Claire’s folds, circling her clit with shy little flicks that quickly turned bold. Claire rolled her hips, grinding down, smearing wetness across Mia’s lips and chin.

“That’s it,” Claire groaned, fingers tightening on the headboard. “Lick me just like that—fuck—use your whole mouth, baby—”

Mia obeyed instantly, sealing her lips around Claire’s clit and sucking hard while her tongue flicked fast and filthy. Claire’s head fell back, a low, guttural moan tearing from her throat. She reached down with her free hand and tangled her fingers in Mia’s hair, holding her exactly where she wanted her.

“Inside,” Claire demanded, voice ragged. “Tongue-fuck me—”

Mia thrust her tongue deep, curling it, pumping in and out while her nose rubbed Claire’s clit with every motion of Claire’s hips. The wet sounds were obscene. Slurping, gasping, the creak of the bed filled the room as Claire rode her face harder, chasing the edge that had been building forever.

Mia’s hands slid up to grip Claire’s ass, pulling her down, encouraging her to grind harder. Claire looked down and, God, the sight. Mia’s eyes were closed in bliss, lashes dark against flushed cheeks, mouth buried in Claire’s cunt, chin slick and shining.

“I’m close,” Claire panted, thighs trembling. “Don’t you dare stop—fuck—right there—”

Mia hummed against her, the vibration shattering what little control Claire had left. She came with a sharp cry, hips bucking hard, flooding Mia’s mouth as wave after wave crashed through her. Mia drank her down greedily, tongue still moving, drawing it out until Claire was shaking and gasping for air.

Finally, Claire lifted herself off, collapsing to the side and dragging Mia up into a messy, desperate kiss. She tasted herself on the girl’s tongue, the taste salty, sharp, and perfect, and groaned into her mouth.

Mia was trembling, lips swollen, face streaked with Claire’s release. She looked wrecked and triumphant all at once.

Claire cupped her cheek, thumb brushing over that wet, shiny mouth. “Good girl,” she whispered, voice hoarse. “Such a good fucking girl.”

Mia’s smile was slow, filthy, and utterly unrepentant.

“My turn again?”

“Oh, sweetheart,” she said, “You needy fucking thing…”

Claire rolled them in one smooth motion, pinning Mia beneath her for a heartbeat before shifting. She hooked one of Mia’s legs over her hip, slid her own thigh snug between Mia’s, and settled her weight so their slick, swollen pussies pressed flush, hot skin on hot skin.

“Like this,” Claire breathed, guiding Mia’s knee higher until the angle was perfect. “Feel how wet you made me?”

Mia’s answer was a broken whimper. Claire started slow, a lazy roll of her hips that dragged her clit up the length of Mia’s slit and back down again. The first glide tore a gasp from both of them.

“Look at me,” Claire whispered.

Mia’s eyes fluttered open, glassy and huge, locking on Claire’s. Claire held that gaze like it was the only thing tethering her to earth and began to move.

Slow, filthy circles at first, just enough pressure to make them both tremble. Claire could feel every slick fold, every pulse of Mia’s clit against her own. Their wetness mingled, obscene and perfect, coating both their thighs.

“That’s it, baby,” Claire crooned, voice velvet and rough. “Grind that pretty pussy on me. Show me how bad you need it.”

Mia’s hips jerked, chasing the friction. Claire rewarded her with a harder roll, clit catching clit, sparks shooting up her spine.

“God, you feel so fucking good,” Claire groaned. “My sweet girl, dripping all over me. You’re going to come again, aren’t you? Going to come just from rubbing your cunt on mine like a desperate little thing.”

Mia sobbed, nodding frantically, nails digging into Claire’s shoulders. “Claire—please—don’t stop—”

“Never,” Claire promised, and the rhythm turned frantic.

Hips snapped, thighs burned, breath came in ragged gasps. The room filled with the wet slap of skin, the creak of the bed, the raw, broken sounds spilling from both their throats. Claire kept her eyes on Mia’s the entire time, watching every flicker of pleasure, every tear that slipped free.

“Come with me,” Claire rasped, feeling the coil snap tight low in her belly. “Right now, baby—come on my pussy—”

Mia shattered first, a high, keening cry muffled against Claire’s neck as her whole body seized, pussy pulsing hard against Claire’s. The clench and throb of it dragged Claire over the edge a heartbeat later; she buried her face in Mia’s hair and came with a low, guttural moan, hips jerking helplessly through the waves.

They clung together, shaking, sweat-slick and trembling, riding the aftershocks until the world came back in pieces.

Minutes or an hour later, (Claire couldn’t tell), they lay tangled in the ruined sheets. The room smelled of sex and vanilla and the faint trace of Claire’s perfume. Moonlight striped across the bed through half-closed blinds.

Claire stroked damp strands of hair from Mia’s forehead, fingertips tracing the delicate curve of her temple, the flushed shell of her ear.

Mia’s voice was small again, shy and drowsy against Claire’s collarbone. “Was that…I mean… that was my first time with a woman.”

Claire’s laugh was soft, fond. She pressed a slow, lingering kiss to Mia’s forehead. “Sweetheart, you just made me come so hard I saw stars. You were perfect.”

Mia’s smile was sleepy and radiant, even in the dark. She nuzzled closer, lips brushing the swell of Claire’s breast.

“Next Friday,” Claire murmured, tracing idle circles on Mia’s bare back, “Leo has a sleepover at his Grandma’s. All night.”

Mia’s answering hum was pure bliss. She tucked her face into the warm curve of Claire’s neck, one leg sliding possessively between Claire’s, and let out a contented little sigh that sounded like home.

Claire held her tighter, feeling the steady beat her heart against her own, and smiled into the dark.

Friday couldn’t come soon enough.

∞∞∞

The doorbell rang at 7:02 p.m. Claire opened it wearing nothing but a short black silk robe, loosely belted, the fabric clinging to every curve she hadn’t bothered to hide. Mia stood on the porch in a little sundress and sneakers, cheeks already pink from the November chill, or maybe from the memory of what Claire’s mouth had done to her a week ago.

“Hi,” Mia whispered, eyes flicking down to the deep V of Claire’s robe and back up, nervous and starving all at once.

Claire didn’t speak. She simply caught Mia’s wrist, pulled her inside, and kissed her so hard the girl stumbled back against the closed door. By the time they broke apart, Mia’s sundress straps were sliding off her shoulders and her breath came in tiny, desperate pants.

“Leo’s at Grandma’s until Sunday afternoon,” Claire murmured against her lips. “That means I have you for forty-eight hours, and I’m not wasting a single one.”

She took Mia’s hand and led her down the hallway, straight to the bedroom. The lights were low, candles flickering on the dresser, and in the center of the king bed waited the surprise: a sleek black leather harness and a thick, realistically veined silicone cock. It was seven inches, curved just right, and gleaming with promise.

Mia’s sharp inhale was the most delicious sound Claire had ever heard.

“Strip,” Claire said softly.

“Yes ma’am.”

Mia obeyed instantly, dress pooling at her feet, revealing she’d worn nothing underneath but a tiny white thong already soaked at the crotch. Claire let the robe slide off her own shoulders and stepped forward, naked and unhurried, drinking in the way Mia’s gaze devoured her.

“On your back, sweetheart. Legs up.”

Mia scrambled onto the bed, lying in the middle, knees drawn to her chest. Claire climbed between them, pushing those slim thighs over her own shoulders until Mia was folded nearly in half, completely exposed. The full-length mirror on the closet door gave the girl a perfect view of her own glistening pussy and Claire’s wicked smile.

“Look at you,” Claire crooned, dragging one finger through slick folds. “Already dripping for me again. Such a greedy girl.”

Mia whimpered, hips twitching.

Claire slicked two fingers and pressed them slowly inside, watching Mia’s face in the mirror as that tight heat swallowed her inch by inch. “So fucking tight,” she praised, curling her fingers, stroking that spot that made Mia’s back arch. “Relax for me, baby. Let me open you up before I fuck you.”

She worked her slowly - three fingers now, scissoring, stretching, leaning down to lick soft circles around Mia’s clit every time the girl started to tense. The room filled with wet sounds and Mia’s broken pleas.

“Claire—please—I need—”

“Need what?” Claire asked, voice velvet and cruel. She crooked her fingers hard, making Mia cry out. “Tell me exactly.”

“I need you inside me—please—fuck me with it—”

Claire withdrew her fingers, wiped them on Mia’s trembling thigh, and reached for the harness. She stepped into it like armor, buckling the leather snug around her hips, adjusting until the thick silicone cock jutted proud and heavy from her body. Mia watched, wide-eyed, lips parted, a steady stream of soft little noises escaping her throat.

Claire crawled back over her, the head of the dildo nudging Mia’s entrance. Their eyes locked.

“Breathe,” Claire whispered, and pushed.

The first inch breached her slowly, stretching that slick, virgin-tight heat. Mia’s head fell back, mouth open on a silent scream. Claire paused, letting her adjust, then slid deeper, steady and relentless, until she was buried to the hilt and Mia was shaking around her.

“Good girl,” Claire breathed, dropping to her elbows so they were chest to chest. “Taking every inch like you were made for it.”

She started to move with long, slow strokes that dragged the curved head across Mia’s front wall with every thrust. Their mouths met in messy, open-mouthed kisses, tongues sliding, breath shared. Mia’s legs tightened around Claire’s shoulders, heels digging into her back.

“Harder,” Mia gasped against her lips. “Please—”

Claire pulled out, flipped her over in one smooth motion. Mia landed on hands and knees, ass high, face turned so she could still watch in the mirror. Claire fisted a hand in that chestnut hair, pulled her head back gently, and drove in again.

“Ah, fuck…”

The new angle was devastating. Claire fucked her deep and hard, hips snapping, the slap of skin-on-skin echoing. The thick cock dragged over Mia’s g-spot with every thrust, relentless, perfect.

“Look at yourself,” Claire growled, meeting Mia’s eyes in the mirror. “Look how gorgeous you are taking my cock.”

Mia sobbed, pushing back to meet every thrust, tears of pleasure streaking her cheeks. Her arms gave out; she collapsed to her elbows, ass still high, completely surrendered.

Claire reached underneath, fingers finding Mia’s swollen clit, rubbing fast, tight circles. “Come on my cock, baby. Let me feel it.”

Mia shattered a raw, broken cry, pussy clamping down on the cock as she saw stars. A hot gush of wetness soaked Claire’s thighs, the sheets, the base of the dildo. Mia squirted, again and again, shaking through the most intense orgasm of her nineteen year old life.

Claire followed seconds later, grinding deep, the pressure on her own clit from the harness sending her over. She collapsed forward, covering Mia’s trembling body with her own, both of them panting and wrecked.

Eventually Claire eased out, unbuckled the harness with gentle hands, and gathered Mia close. She grabbed a warm cloth from the en-suite, cleaned them both with slow, reverent strokes, kissing every patch of skin she touched.

Mia was boneless, glowing, eyes heavy-lidded.

Claire pulled the duvet over them, tucking the girl against her chest.

“Amazing,” Claire whispered into soft blonde hair, “That was so beautiful, Mia.”

Mia’s answering smile was sleepy, sated, and utterly shameless. She pressed a soft kiss to the swell of Claire’s breast and whispered, “Can I… stay the whole weekend?”

Claire’s arms tightened around her, lips brushing her temple.

“Baby,” she murmured, “we don’t have to leave this bed until Sunday night.”

Mia’s blissful little hum was the last sound before they both drifted off, tangled together, candlelight flickering over bare skin and the promise of so many more nights to come.

∞∞∞

The front door had barely clicked shut before Mia was on her.

Claire dropped her keys on the console, kicked off her heels, and found herself backed against the hallway wall by a very eager twenty-year-old in one of her old college T-shirts and nothing else. Mia’s mouth was hot and demanding, hands already sliding under Claire’s pencil skirt.

“Leo’s at that birthday sleepover until tomorrow noon,” Mia whispered between kisses, teeth grazing Claire’s jaw. “We have fourteen hours.”

Claire laughed, low and delighted, and let the girl drag her upstairs.

The bedroom had changed in small, delicious ways: a second pillow permanently dented on the left side of the bed, a spare charger coiled on Mia’s nightstand, a locked drawer that held three harnesses, two plugs, and a growing collection of toys they’d christened one by one.

Claire let herself be pushed onto the duvet. Mia crawled over her, straddling her hips, chestnut hair loose and wild.

“Missed you,” Mia breathed, peeling Claire’s blouse open button by button. “All week I kept thinking about your mouth.”

Claire arched up, capturing those lips again. “Show me how much.”

They undressed each other slowly this time with no frantic rush, just the quiet certainty of two women who knew exactly how to unravel the other. When they were naked, Mia stretched out on top of her, skin on skin, hearts hammering in the same rhythm they’d found months ago and never lost.

Claire traced the faint marks on Mia’s inner thigh and smiled against her shoulder.

“Still the best secret I’ve ever kept,” she murmured.

Mia lifted her head, eyes soft and shining. “The best,” she said, pressing a gentle kiss to Claire’s lips. “Just ours.”

Claire rolled them so Mia was beneath her, fitting their bodies together the way they’d learned felt like home.

Hours later, tangled and breathless, moonlight spilled across the bed where they lay wrapped around each other. Mia’s head rested on Claire’s breast, one leg hooked possessively over Claire’s thigh.

Claire stroked lazy circles along Mia’s spine and felt the last piece of her lonely old life click quietly into place.

It turned out that Happily Ever After tasted like warm skin, Mia’s wet mouth, and the soft, steady beat of their delicious little secret.

And every Friday (and most Tuesdays, and half the Sundays), it tasted even better.

The end!
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Personal Training: A First Time Age Gap Lesbian Short Story (ff erotica)

When eighteen-year-old Lila signs up for personal training, she’s expecting squats and cardio… not a smoking-hot trainer who makes her body ache in all the right ways. Jordan is confident, strong, and sinfully gorgeous — and when the gym’s heat turns to something far more dangerous, Lila discovers what it really means to push her limits.

A soaked, breathless, and deliciously dirty first-time lesbian short about crossing the line, giving in, and getting taken apart by a woman who knows exactly what her body needs.

A Box of Pleasures: A First Time Best Friend Lesbian Short Story (ff erotica)

When their roommate suddenly moves out, college best friends Emily and Kayla have to clean up all the boxes she left in her room.
They expect junk.
They find toys.
What starts as teasing and laughter turns into something hotter, heavier, and impossible to ignore. Curiosity becomes touch. Touch becomes craving. And soon, neither girl can remember where the line between “just friends” and something more ever was.
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A delicious and sweet first-time lesbian erotic romance dripping with heat...

One twisted ankle on a straight girl. One pair of warm, confident hands that were never supposed to wander.

Zoe lives for the track: disciplined, focused, always in control, until one wrong step on a muddy trail sends her limping into the university sports therapy clinic… and straight into Maya’s warm, confident hands.

Soon, the straight-A runner discovers the only finish she craves is when Maya is between her thighs.

Scorching tension. Explicit sapphic awakening. The slow turning of a straight woman, and a happily ever after!
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