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This wasn’t part of the plan. Her arrangement with the boys next door—Chad, Chris, and Darren—was supposed to be simple. An escape. A release. A chance to rediscover the physical pleasure she had starved herself of for a decade. She wanted to play, to explore, to use her body in ways she only fantasized about.  She wanted to use the strong sexy boys next door to forget the quiet emptiness of her life, to forget about this lockdown, to forget about this Covid pandemic.

Then Chad happened.

She thought back to that morning. The way he’d woken up, confused and a little shy, and the way her own heart had tightened at the sight. It wasn't just the incredible sex, which had been phenomenal, even if he was extremely inexperienced. It was the feeling of his arms around her, the tenderness in his kisses, the earnestness in his eyes when he’d asked what time their next “lesson” was. A sensation of something warm and terrifying shot through her. She was catching feelings, and it was a complication she hadn’t accounted for.

She walked to her closet, the scent of Chad still lingering on her skin. Her hands ran over a row of dresses—a sleek black number, a fiery red mini, a soft blue sundress. Today, she needed something that said she was in control. Something that said this was still a game. She pulled out a simple, form-fitting dress, its deep crimson color a bold declaration. She'd get dolled up, put on her sexiest heels, and go over to their apartment. She'd fuck all three of them.  She knew she couldn't show favoritism. Not if she wanted to maintain the delicate balance of their arrangement. She couldn't let herself fall into the trap of a single, emotional connection. That’s what she told herself, anyway. Another day with all three of them would reset the game. It would remind her of the thrill of the hunt, the power of her own desire, and the uncomplicated pleasure of it all. This was about sex. Not love. Not feelings. Just a beautiful, chaotic, no-strings-attached release.

But as she applied her lipstick, her reflection stared back at her. Her eyes held a question she didn't want to answer: would nasty sex be enough to wash Chad out of her mind, or would it just complicate things even more?

I spent the next hour getting ready, applying make up and doing my hair. I wanted to look my best. No, that wasn’t right. I wanted to look irresistible.  I had a whole wardrobe full of dresses and skirts like this, all from a phase in my 20s when I’d wanted to feel powerful and sexy. Now, years later, I finally had an audience.  I had worked hard to keep my body in shape, it was time to show it off to young men who would appreciate it.  I decided to go without a bra, letting my breasts push against the thin fabric. The effect was immediate and intoxicating—my nipples hard with naughty thoughts of what was to come.  I looked in the mirror, turning from side to side. The dress was a work of art, molding to my curves and showing off my best features. I looked a decade younger, a confident, unapologetic siren. I ran my hands down my sides, feeling the soft fabric and my own taut skin. “This is going to be fun,” I whispered to my reflection.

The thought of going next door made my heart flutter with a mix of excitement and anticipation. I didn’t know what to expect, but I knew I was in control. My body was still sore from the day before, a delicious ache that only fueled my desire for more. I was a beautiful mess of lust and desire, and I was about to unleash it on three unsuspecting boys.

I took one last look in the mirror, a triumphant smile on my face, and then I headed out the door. The sun was warm on my skin, the air was crisp, and a sense of purpose filled me. I walked across the patio, my hips swaying with a confident rhythm. I didn’t even bother to knock this time. I just turned the knob and walked in, a silent declaration that this was now my second home.

The apartment was filled with the familiar sounds of a video game—the frantic button-mashing, the electronic sound effects, and the boys' excited shouts. Darren and Chris were glued to the TV, their backs to me. In the kitchen, Chad was making a sandwich, his back to me as he hummed a little tune to himself.

As I walked into the living room, their attention snapped to me instantly. Darren was the first to speak. “Wow, Ashley, you look amazing,” he said, his eyes scanning my body from head to toe. Chris, ever the blunt one, chimed in, “Yeah, she looks like she wants to get fucked.”

I just smiled, a slow, sensual smile that promised all that and more. “I’m sure there will be lots of that soon enough, boys,” I said, my voice low and teasing. “Don’t let me interrupt your game.”

I walked past them and into the kitchen, a little shiver of excitement running down my spine. Chad turned as I entered, a look of surprise and delight on his face. I went straight to him, wrapped my arms around his waist, and gave him a long, hard kiss. The taste of him was familiar and intoxicating. I pulled away and smiled, “Did you get to your chemistry zoom class in time?”

He was still a bit flustered from the kiss. “I was a little late, but it was fine. I have a huge test coming up and I’m really behind on studying.”
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