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      ROBERT

      I watched Diane stretch languidly on our bed, her body still impressive after three decades of marriage and three children. At fifty-four, I’d softened around the middle, but my wife had maintained her figure through disciplined workouts and careful eating. Now, with our youngest daughter, Emma, finally off to college, joining her siblings in the adult world, we had the house to ourselves for the first time since we’d bought it twenty-five years ago.

      “It’s so quiet,” I said, loosening my tie as I sat on the edge of the bed. “I keep expecting to hear footsteps on the stairs or music blasting through the walls.”

      Diane smiled, running her fingers through her hair—still as dark brown as it was when I first met her, but for the few elegant streaks of silver she refused to color. “I know. I took a shower this afternoon and just walked to the bedroom naked. I didn’t even need to think about grabbing a towel.”

      The image sent a pleasant warmth through me. “I’m sorry I missed that.”

      “You’ll have plenty of opportunities,” she replied with a wink. “Our empty nest means no more rushing to cover up.”

      I reached over and took her hand, feeling the familiar softness of her skin against mine. We’d been through so much together—the sleepless nights with newborns, the teenage rebellions, the career changes, and the inevitable shifts in our own relationship. Through it all, we’d remained solid, even as passion had sometimes taken a backseat to the necessities of life.

      “What are we going to do with all this space?” I asked, gesturing around our large suburban house. Four bedrooms suddenly felt like excess. “It feels enormous suddenly.”

      Diane squeezed my hand. It was a figurative question, but she answered it. “You know what we’re doing, we’ve been talking about that. The rental income from taking in a lodger will help with Emma’s tuition.”

      We’d discussed this possibility for months. With housing costs in the university area skyrocketing, we could command a decent rent for one of our spare rooms, and the extra income would ease the financial strain of having three kids in college simultaneously.

      “I know. I put up the listing yesterday,” I admitted. “And we’ve already got a response. A young man named Jason. Just finished his master’s in engineering, starting at Westfield Tech next week.”

      “That was fast,” Diane said, sitting up straighter. “What’s he like?”

      “Seems responsible. Good references. Everything checks out. He says he can move in this weekend if we approve.”

      Diane was quiet for a moment, her eyes distant. “It’ll be strange having someone else in the house again. Someone who isn’t family.”

      I understood her hesitation. Our home had always been our sanctuary, the place where we could be completely ourselves. Bringing in a stranger would change that dynamic.

      “We will set ground rules,” I assured her. “Keep the master bedroom and bathroom private. He’ll have his own space, and we’ll have ours.”

      She nodded slowly. “I suppose it makes sense. And it might be nice to have someone around. The house feels too empty.”

      I leaned over and kissed her softly, feeling a familiar stirring as her lips parted beneath mine. “Not too empty, I hope,” I murmured against her mouth.

      Diane’s hand came up to cup my cheek, her eyes darkening with desire. “No,” she whispered. “Not too empty at all.”

      As I deepened the kiss, I wondered how our lives would change with this new arrangement. After decades of putting our children first, we were finally free to rediscover each other, to explore aspects of our relationship that had been set aside during the busy years of parenting.

      What I couldn’t have anticipated was how the arrival of our young lodger would awaken desires I’d never known I had.

      DIANE

      I was nervous as I straightened the throw pillows on our living room couch for the third time. Robert had scheduled the interview with our potential lodger without consulting me about the timing, and I wasn’t prepared—mentally or physically—to meet a stranger who might soon be living in our home.

      “He’ll be here any minute,” Robert called from the kitchen where he was arranging a small tray with coffee cups. “His name’s Jason. Late twenties, just finished his master’s in engineering.”

      “You’ve told me twenty times already,” I replied, running my fingers through my hair. At fifty-two, I still took pride in my appearance. The grey strands were becoming more noticeable, but at least I’d maintained my figure. This was only an interview with a potential lodger, but I was still conscious about how I looked. I wanted to give a good first impression.

      The doorbell rang, and I smoothed my blouse before walking to the door. Taking a deep breath, I opened it.

      The young man standing on our porch was not what I’d expected. Tall with dark hair and warm brown eyes, he had the kind of lean build that came naturally at his age. He wore a button-down shirt tucked into well-fitting jeans. Casual, but striving to appear professional. But, most of all, he was handsome. Very handsome.

      “Mrs. Morgan?” His voice was deeper than I anticipated. “I’m Jason Keller. I’m here about the room?”

      “Yes, of course. Please come in.” I stepped back, suddenly aware of the flutter in my stomach. “My husband’s in the kitchen. We can talk in the living room.”

      Jason followed me inside, his eyes taking in our home with polite interest. I caught him glancing at the family photos lining the hallway—snapshots of our children at various ages, Robert and I on vacations, the five of us at Emma’s high school graduation.

      “You have a beautiful home,” he said, setting down a leather messenger bag beside the sofa as he took a seat.

      “Thank you. We’ve been here twenty-five years.” I sat across from him, crossing my legs at the ankle. “Our youngest just left for college last week.”

      “Empty nesters,” Jason nodded with understanding. “That must be a big adjustment.”

      “It is,” I admitted. “The house feels enormous suddenly.”

      Robert entered with the coffee tray, setting it on the table between us. “Jason, good to meet you in person. I’m Robert.”

      They shook hands, and I watched the interaction with interest. Robert seemed relaxed, confident in his role as the man of the house interviewing a potential lodger. Jason maintained eye contact.

      “So,” Robert began as he poured us all coffee, “Tell us a bit more about yourself. Your email mentioned you’re starting at Westfield Tech next week?”

      “That’s right. I’ve accepted a position in their engineering department—research focused on sustainable building materials.” Jason accepted the coffee with a smile of thanks. “The university housing is limited, and the apartments nearby are either rundown or ridiculously expensive.”

      As he spoke, I found myself studying him. There was something compelling about the way he expressed himself—articulate without being pretentious, passionate about his study without being overbearing. I could see why Robert had been impressed by his application.

      “Our arrangement would be pretty straightforward,” Robert explained. “The room is furnished, you’d have your own bathroom across the hall, and kitchen privileges, of course. We’re not the type to hover over our tenant’s comings and goings, but we would appreciate consideration regarding noise and guests.”

      Jason nodded. “That sounds perfect, honestly. I’m pretty quiet—mostly work and reading. I don’t party, if that’s a concern.”

      “Not a concern,” I said. “But good to know. Do you have a wife or girlfriend?”

      His eyes met mine, and a strange warmth spread through me. There was something in his gaze—appreciation, perhaps—that made me sit up straighter.

      “No,” he replied with a smile and a brief shake of his head. “You don’t need to worry about me bringing girls back. I’m happily single. Too focused on my grades.”

      I took a deep breath. Why was I blushing? “Would you like to see the room?” I set down my coffee cup.

      “I’d love to.”

      As I led him upstairs, I was acutely aware of him behind me. The house suddenly felt different with this young man’s presence—less empty, more… alive. I showed him the bedroom, watched him check out the space, and then the bathroom across the hall.

      “This is perfect,” he said, turning to face me in the hallway. “If you’re comfortable with me as your lodger, I’d love to take it. I’ve already agreed to a deal with Mr. Morgan on the rent, if that still works?”

      Standing there, closer to him than I’d been downstairs, I caught the faint scent of his cologne and the way his eyes crinkled slightly at the corners when he smiled. For a brief, disorienting moment, I imagined what it would be like to have this young man moving through our home each day, crossing paths with me in the hallway, perhaps emerging from the bathroom with just a towel around his waist...

      I blinked, pushing the thought away. “Yes, of course. I’ll need to discuss it with Robert, but I think it could work well,” I said, my voice steadier than I felt. “When would you want to move in?”

      “This weekend would be ideal, if that’s not too soon.”

      “Let me talk it over with him, and we’ll let you know by tomorrow.” I led him back downstairs.

      After Jason left, Robert turned to me with a raised eyebrow. “Well? I let you handle that because you’re going to be alone with him here more than I am. What do you think?”

      I hesitated, sorting through conflicted feelings. “He seems... suitable.”

      Robert’s smile suggested he caught something in my tone. “Just suitable?”

      “He’s polite, focused on his study, and doesn’t seem like a party animal.” I avoided my husband’s gaze. “He said he’s agreed to a rent amount with you.”

      “So that’s a yes?”

      I nodded, trying to ignore the flutter of anticipation in my stomach. “Yes. Tell him he can move in this weekend.”

      What I didn’t tell Robert was how Jason’s presence had made me feel—more alive, more aware of myself as a woman rather than just a wife and mother. It was probably nothing—just the novelty of having someone new in our space after so many years of routine.

      But as I went upstairs to prepare the room for our new lodger, I caught myself wondering what changes his arrival might bring to these, our ‘freedom years.’

      JASON

      I didn’t have much to unpack—just a single suitcase and a few boxes. After years of moving between student apartments, I’d learned to travel light. Standing in the doorway of what would be my room for the next six months, I took a moment to appreciate my good fortune. The Morgan house was in a quiet suburb, close enough to campus but far from the noise of student housing. The room itself was larger than I’d expected, with a comfortable queen-sized bed, a solid desk by the window, and built-in bookshelves.

      Mrs. Morgan—Diane—had left fresh towels on the bed and a printed sheet with the Wi-Fi password and house rules. Nothing restrictive: respect quiet hours after 10 pm, clean up after yourself if using the kitchen, give them notice when having guests. Standard stuff.

      I set my laptop on the desk and began unpacking my clothes into the empty dresser. Through the open door, I could hear movement downstairs—the soft murmur of voices, the clink of dishes. The Morgans were preparing dinner and had invited me to join them once I was settled.

      It was strange being in someone else’s home, especially a married couple’s. My previous rentals had all been shared student houses or apartments. This felt more comfortable, like I was being grafted temporarily onto an existing family.

      And what a family it was. Mr. Morgan—Robert—seemed decent enough. Straightforward and down-to-earth, with a dry sense of humour, something I appreciated. But Diane... I hadn’t expected someone like her. When I’d arrived for my interview and she’d opened the door, I’d been momentarily speechless. She wasn’t what came to mind when I thought ‘Mrs.’ I’d expected someone matronly, but Diane Morgan was striking—tall, brunette with a few silver highlights, and with curves in all the right places. Her eyes were pretty and intelligent, and her full lips transformed her face when she smiled. Her tits were large, and as for those lips and what she could do with them, well…

      I caught myself and shook my head. Inappropriate thoughts about my landlady weren’t going to lead anywhere good. Besides, they seemed like a solid couple. The way Robert looked at her, even after what must be decades of marriage, spoke volumes.

      After arranging my books on the shelf, I headed to the small bathroom to freshen up before dinner. The bathroom was right across the upstairs hallway from my room and was spotless, with new-looking fixtures and plenty of counter space. Another perk compared to my previous accommodations.

      Downstairs, I found the Morgans in the kitchen. Robert was opening a bottle of wine while Diane stirred something on the stove that smelled amazing.

      “All settled?” Robert asked, looking up.

      “Just about. The room is perfect, thank you.”

      “We hope you’ll be comfortable,” Diane said, turning from the stove. She was wearing a casual blue dress that highlighted the swell of her tits and the curve of her ass in a way that made me quickly avert my eyes. “It’s pasta primavera tonight. I hope you’re not vegetarian—there’s pancetta in the sauce.”

      “Sounds delicious. And no, I eat everything,” I replied, accepting the glass of wine Robert offered.

      “So, tell us about your course,” Robert asked as we moved to the dining room. “What are these sustainable building materials you mentioned?”

      I smiled, grateful for the neutral topic. Anything to drag my attention away from Diane’s body in that dress. “Well, that’s what I’m there to develop, so we don’t really know yet. It’s all about developing composite materials that have a lower environmental impact but maintain structural integrity. Less concrete, more recycled components.”

      “Fascinating,” Diane said, sounding genuinely interested as she served the pasta. When she leaned forward to fill my plate, I couldn’t help but glance down her top, admiring her deep cleavage. “What drew you to that field?”

      As we ate, the conversation flowed easily. I explained my research, they told me about their children, all successful and launched into their own lives. There was something about the Morgans that put me instantly at ease—a lack of pretension that made me feel welcome rather than like an intruder in their lives.

      “So, why does a handsome young man like you not have a girlfriend?” Robert asked casually as he refilled our wine glasses.

      I felt Diane shoot him a look, but he seemed oblivious.

      “Ah, well,” I replied. “My last relationship ended when I decided to take the position here. She didn’t want to relocate.”

      “Her loss,” Robert said with a smile that seemed to hold some private amusement. “Westfield is a great place to meet people, though. Lots of young professionals.”

      “I’m focusing on my studies for now,” I said. “The first year in a new field of learning is always demanding.”

      “Smart,” Diane commented. “You’ve got it all planned out.”

      As she reached for the salad, I couldn’t help noticing the graceful line of her neck, the way her hair fell forward slightly. That valley between her breasts. She caught me looking but rather than chastise me, she smiled—a brief, warm expression that slightly stiffened my cock in my pants.

      After dinner, I insisted on helping with the dishes despite their protests. Standing beside Diane at the sink, passing her plates to dry, I was acutely aware of her proximity. The kitchen wasn’t small, but we moved around each other smoothly—very smoothly, for people who had only just met.

      “Thank you for dinner,” I said as we finished. “And for making me feel welcome.”

      “We’re glad to have you,” she replied, and there was something in her voice—a warmth that seemed to extend beyond mere landlady politeness. Again, I shook off the feeling. I was imagining it. Besides, she was twice my age. Old enough to be my mother.

      Later, lying in bed in my new room, I listened to the unfamiliar sounds of the house settling. The Morgan home was different from my previous apartments—solidly built, but with the creaks and sighs that came with decades of standing. I tried to sleep, but my mind kept replaying dinner, particularly those moments in the kitchen with Diane, the subtle scent of her perfume when she’d reached past me for a dish towel, the numerous occasions I’d enjoyed a flash down the neckline of her dress.

      Around midnight, I got up to use the bathroom. The hallway was dark, lit only by a small nightlight near the floor. As I crossed it, I heard a rhythmic creaking, barely audible but unmistakable. Then Diane’s voice, a soft moan quickly muffled.

      I froze, not meaning to eavesdrop but suddenly unable to move. Another sound—Robert’s voice, a low murmur, too quiet to make out the words, followed by Diane’s breathless response. The creaking increased slightly in tempo.

      My body responded immediately, blood rushing south as I realized what I was hearing. They weren’t being loud—they probably thought they were being discreet—but in the silent house, sound carried.

      I forced myself to continue to the bathroom, quietly closing the door behind me. As I washed my hands, I caught my reflection in the mirror—flushed cheeks, a slight sheen of sweat. The thin walls did nothing to block the continuing sounds, now punctuated by Diane’s increasingly urgent gasps.

      I was tempted to walk closer to their door, just a few yards down the hallway, but I didn’t. Even so, by the time I made it back to my own room, I was painfully hard. I climbed back into bed, trying to ignore what I’d heard, trying not to picture what was happening in the other bedroom. But my imagination betrayed me, conjuring images of Diane—her head thrown back in pleasure, those curves I’d noticed at dinner now bare, her large tits bouncing, nipples erect as she writhed beneath her husband while he fucked her hard. I wondered if her pussy was hairy or if she shaved it even in her mature years.

      I reached into my boxers, knowing I shouldn’t but unable to resist. My cock was rock-hard. I wasn’t going to be able to sleep without release. As I stroked myself, I wondered again what she looked like naked, what facial expression she made when she came. The mental image of her—eyes closed in ecstasy, back arched—pushed me over the edge embarrassingly quickly.

      Afterwards, I lay there feeling a complicated mix of guilt and lingering arousal. This was their home. They’d welcomed me into it. Fantasizing about Diane was disrespectful at best, potentially disastrous at worst.

      I resolved to get myself under control. This was just a convenient living arrangement—six months, and then I’d move on. Keep it simple, keep it respectful.

      If only I’d known how complicated things would become.

      ROBERT

      I lay in bed watching Diane sleep beside me, her breathing deep and even, her body still flushed from our lovemaking. Three times in one week since Jason moved in—a frequency we hadn’t maintained since our early years of marriage. Something had changed since our lodger arrived, something I couldn’t quite name but definitely felt.

      Last night had been particularly intense. Diane had been insatiable, riding me with an abandon I hadn’t seen in years—her eyes closed and her head thrown back as she rubbed her pussy while grinding on my cock. I’d gripped her hips, watching her breasts bounce with each movement, wondering fleetingly what—or who—she was thinking about.

      Not that I minded. At fifty-four, having my wife suddenly rediscover her sexual appetite was a gift. The empty house had freed us in ways I hadn’t anticipated, but I suspected there was more to it than just the absence of our children.

      I’d noticed how Jason looked at Diane when he thought no one was watching. The appreciation in his eyes when she bent to load the dishwasher, the way his gaze lingered on her breasts when she wore a V-neck top. Most men would feel threatened, but I found myself... intrigued. There was something oddly arousing about seeing my wife through another man’s eyes, especially someone young and attractive like Jason.

      And Diane had noticed, too. She’d started wearing more form-fitting clothes around the house, taking more care with her appearance even when we weren’t going out. Small changes that might seem innocent enough, but I knew my wife. She was enjoying the attention.

      I slipped out of bed, careful not to wake her, and pulled on my robe. Sleep wasn’t coming, and I needed water anyway. In the hallway, I paused outside Jason’s door. No light showed beneath it, but I could hear the sound of music quietly playing. He was still awake.

      Downstairs, I poured myself a glass of water and stood by the kitchen window, looking out at the moonlit yard. The house felt different with a stranger living in it. Different in a good, hard-to-describe way.

      I’d never considered myself a voyeur or someone who would enjoy sharing my wife. The very thought should have repulsed me. Instead, I found myself imagining scenarios that both disturbed and aroused me: Diane with Jason, her experienced body teaching his younger one, while I...

      While I what? Watched? Participated? The thought should have been absurd, but my body responded to it with an intensity that surprised me. I adjusted my erection in my boxer shorts and took a long drink of the cool water.

      The sound of footsteps on the stairs startled me. I turned to see Jason entering the kitchen, wearing only pajama bottoms that hung low on his hips. He stopped short when he saw me.

      “Sorry,” he said, his voice low. “I didn’t realize anyone was up.”

      “Just getting some water,” I replied, lifting my glass. “Couldn’t sleep.”

      Jason nodded, moving to the refrigerator. The kitchen light illuminated the defined muscles of his chest and shoulders as he reached for the orange juice. He was in excellent shape—the kind of body I’d had twenty years ago. Maybe better.

      “I noticed you had your music playing but kept it low. That was considerate of you.”

      Jason poured his juice, his movements deliberate. “Well, I’ve noticed the walls in this house are quite thin. Sound tends to carry.”

      I froze. Our eyes met briefly before we both looked away. He’d heard us making love. The unspoken acknowledgement hung in the air between us.

      “I should probably ask Diane to be a bit quieter,” I said, feeling an unexpected warmth creep up my neck. “I hope we didn’t disturb you.”

      “Not at all. It’s really fine,” Jason replied quickly, as if he regretted saying anything. “It’s your home. You two obviously have a strong marriage, which is nice to see.”

      The way he emphasized strong carried subtle implications that didn’t escape me.

      “Yes,” I agreed, swirling the water in my glass. “Having the house to ourselves again has been... good for us. Diane has been particularly... eager lately, since you arrived.”

      Jason took a sip of his juice, his eyes meeting mine over the rim of his glass. “That’s understandable. New situations can be stimulating.”

      I nodded. The silence stretched between us, charged with unspoken possibilities.

      “Well,” I said finally, setting my glass in the sink. “I should get back to bed.”

      “Goodnight, Robert,” Jason replied, his tone casual but his eyes carrying a hint of something else.

      As I climbed the stairs, I wondered if I’d imagined the subtle undercurrent to our conversation, or if we’d just taken the first tentative step toward something neither of us was ready to name.

      In our bedroom, Diane had rolled onto her side, the sheet slipping down to reveal the curve of her heavy, naked breast. I slid in beside her, my mind racing with possibilities.

      She stirred, pressing back against me. “Everything okay?” she murmured sleepily.

      “Yes,” I whispered, wrapping an arm around her. “Just had an interesting conversation with Jason.”

      “Mmm? About what?”

      “He heard us having sex tonight.”

      Diane was silent for a moment. Then she turned in my arms to face me, fully awake now. “Oh, no. Have we embarrassed him?”

      I traced a finger along her collarbone. “He says no. He didn’t mind. He said we have a strong marriage, and that’s nice to see. You know, you’ve been more... passionate lately.”

      “Have I?” she murmured.

      “Definitely. We’ve had sex three times this week. That’s more than we’ve managed in months.”

      She turned in my arms to face me. “Is that a complaint?”

      “Not at all,” I said, smiling in the darkness. “Just an observation.”

      Diane was quiet for a moment. “I’ve just been trying to enjoy having the house to ourselves.”

      “That’s part of it, I’m sure,” I agreed. “But I wonder if there might be another factor.”

      “Like what?”

      I brushed a strand of dark hair from her face. “Like our young lodger. I’ve noticed how he looks at you. You must have too.”

      “Robert!” she protested, but I felt her body tense slightly.

      “It’s natural. He’s young, you’re an attractive woman. And I’ve noticed you’re more aware of your appearance since he arrived.”

      Diane was silent for a long moment. “You think I’m trying to... what? Impress him?”

      “I think his appreciation reminds you that you’re not just a mother or a wife. You’re a desirable woman.”

      She sighed. “Maybe. Is that terrible?”

      “Not at all,” I softly replied. “In fact, if it’s contributing to our more active sex life, I’d say it’s a positive thing.”

      Diane shifted, pulling back slightly to see my face in the dim light. “You’re not jealous?”

      “Of appreciative glances? No.” I stroked her cheek. “Actually, I find it rather flattering that my wife still turns heads.”

      “You’re being very understanding about this.”

      I shrugged. “We’ve been married thirty years, Di. I know where your heart is.”

      She studied me for a moment. “So, you’re not upset that I might... enjoy his attention a little?”

      “Not at all,” I said, tracing patterns on her shoulder. “In fact, I’ve found myself thinking about it more than I probably should.”

      “Thinking about what exactly?” Diane asked, her voice cautious.

      I hesitated, but decided on honesty. “About what it might be like if he saw you naked. Or even the thought of you with another man. Someone young and attractive, like Jason.”

      Her sharp intake of breath made me wonder if I’d gone too far. “You’ve thought about that?”

      “It’s just a fantasy,” I said quickly. “But yes, I have. Particularly lately.”

      Diane was quiet for so long, I thought she might be upset. Finally, she whispered, “I didn’t know you had thoughts like that.”

      “Neither did I,” I admitted. “It surprised me, too. He’s young, attractive, clearly interested in you. It’s hard not to imagine when I catch him staring at you.”

      She pressed her warm body closer to mine. “Just a fantasy, though.”

      “Of course,” I agreed, even as I felt her breathing quickening slightly. “Just a fantasy.”

      “You surprise me, Robert Morgan,” she whispered, her lips finding mine in the darkness.

      “Good,” I replied between kisses. “After thirty years, we should still be able to surprise each other.”

      But as she rested her head on my chest and went to sleep, I wondered if we were both being entirely truthful. The way she responded to my confession suggested she wasn’t entirely opposed to the idea. And fantasies had a way of taking on lives of their own, especially when the object of those fantasies was sleeping just down the hall.

      DIANE

      The conversation with Robert last night had left me feeling liberated and unnerved. After thirty years of marriage, I thought I knew everything about my husband’s desires. Now I was discovering a side of him—of us—that I hadn’t known existed.

      I poured myself a second cup of coffee, alone in the kitchen on Saturday morning. Robert had left early for his golf game, and the house was quiet. Jason told me he liked to sleep in on weekends, which gave me time to think.

      Why was last night’s talk so much on my mind? At fifty-two, the idea of being intimate with someone other than Robert was both thrilling and terrifying. I’d noticed Jason’s glances, of course. The way his eyes lingered when I wore more revealing clothes, how he found excuses to be in whatever room I occupied. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t enjoy it—if I hadn’t played into it. The attention was intoxicating after years of being seen primarily as someone’s mother and wife.

      And Robert... His reaction surprised me most of all. Not just acceptance, but enthusiasm. Almost as if he wanted me to enjoy Jason’s attention, perhaps even to take it further.

      The sound of the shower running upstairs interrupted my thoughts. Jason was awake. I rinsed my cup, suddenly oddly nervous. After our conversation, everything felt different—charged with possibility and permission.

      I was halfway up the stairs when I heard the bathroom door open. He emerged, a white towel wrapped low around his hips, water droplets still clinging to his chest and shoulders. He was more defined than Robert had been, even in his youth—broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, his stomach ridged with muscle. I felt a tingle I hadn’t felt in such a long time at the sight of our almost naked tenant.

      He stopped short when he saw me, one hand holding the towel in place. “Morning, Diane. Early start?”

      “Just heading up for a shower myself,” I managed, my voice steadier than I felt. “Robert’s gone golfing.”

      Jason smiled, stepping aside to let me pass in the narrow hallway. As I moved past him, I caught the clean scent of soap on his skin, felt the heat radiating from his shower-warmed body. The towel shifted slightly with his movement, revealing the cut of muscle disappearing beneath the fabric. I thought I saw the shape of his penis for a moment as it brushed against the inside of the towel. I tried not to think about it.

      “Enjoy your morning,” he said, his voice lower than usual.

      In our master bathroom, I leaned against the counter, my heart racing. The mirror reflected a woman I barely recognized—cheeks flushed, eyes bright with something more than just embarrassment. A light sheen of sweat on my forehead.

      Before I could overthink it, I got into the shower. As the water cascaded over me, I found myself imagining Jason in his bathroom minutes earlier, naked and wet. My hands moved over my body, lingering on my breasts and then between my legs, where the tingle had emanated from. I wanted to masturbate, but it felt wrong, so I washed and hoped the hot water would push the thoughts of Jason from my mind.

      But it didn’t work. By the time I finished, I’d made a decision. There was something in Robert’s voice the night before, like he wanted me to explore this possibility. He was out. This might be the perfect time to… I don’t know what. I had no idea what I was doing, but something inside me clicked. I simply wanted to know—with certainty—that Jason’s interest was real. That Robert and I weren’t imagining it.

      I wrapped myself in a towel and returned to our bedroom, deliberately leaving the door ajar. I positioned myself where I would be visible from the hallway, and dried my body slowly, dragging it out, before letting the towel drop to the floor.

      I took my time selecting underwear from the dresser, hyper-aware of my naked body reflected in the full-length mirror. Over fifty, I wasn’t perfect. There were areas of my body that weren’t as tight as they used to be, subtle signs of age. My breasts were no longer small and pert, but full and heavy, not as high as they used to be. But I kept fit, and I had the confidence that came from decades of being comfortable in my own skin.

      I chose a black lace bra and matching panties, setting them on the bed without putting them on. Then I began to moisturize, running my hands slowly over my arms, my legs, my stomach. The hallway beyond my door remained silent.

      Was I being silly, wanting Jason to see me? Would he be turned off by my mature body if he did? Was he even watching? Even if he did come out and see me, would he stop to look? I felt ridiculous suddenly, standing naked in my own bedroom, hoping to be seen by this younger man, like some desperate older woman trying to recapture her youth.

      Then I heard it—the soft creak of a floorboard in the hallway. Through the mirror, I saw the partially open door, and beyond it, a shadow lurking. My heart leapt into my throat, but I continued my routine, pretending not to notice as I ran my hands over my breasts, applying lotion with deliberate sensuality. My nipples stiffened. Could he tell?

      I turned, giving my silent voyeur a profile view of my body. The shadow remained, unmoving. I reached for my underwear, stepping into the panties slowly, making sure he could see my pussy, before drawing them up over my thighs. As I fastened my bra, I glanced casually toward the door.

      Jason moved, but it was too late, our eyes meeting in silent acknowledgement. He stood there, frozen, caught.

      “I’m sorry,” he said, stepping back from the doorway. “I was just passing by...”

      Instead of covering myself, I reached for my robe, putting it on without hurry. “No, you weren’t,” I said quietly, my heart thumping in my chest.

      He swallowed visibly. “Ah, damn. No. I wasn’t. I’m really sorry, Mrs. Morgan.”

      We stared at each other for a long moment, the air between us electric with unspoken possibility.

      “No, it’s my fault,” I said finally, tying my robe loosely. “I should apologize.”

      “For what?”

      “I should have closed the door, knowing you might walk by.” The admission made my cheeks flush, but I held his gaze. “I hope I haven’t embarrassed you.”

      “Embarrassed me?” Jason’s eyes widened slightly. “Not at all. Forgive me for watching. I shouldn’t have looked. I hope you don’t mind me saying so, but you have a beautiful body, Mrs. Morgan.”

      “Thank you. And please, call me Diane,” I nodded, surprising myself with my boldness when I didn’t blush at his compliment. “You don’t need to apologize. I’ve noticed you staring at me sometimes. You’re a young man. You’re going to look. It’s natural. And, in a way, it’s quite…nice. It’s been a long time since anyone but Robert looked at me that way.”

      “I’ve tried not to be obvious about it.” His voice was rougher than usual.

      “As I said, I quite enjoyed it.” I smiled, my stomach tightening, my palms sweaty, my heart hammering.

      He nodded slowly. “I should probably give you privacy to finish dressing.”

      “Probably,” I casually agreed, making no move to close the door.

      Jason straightened, his eyes meeting mine one last time. Something passed between us—an understanding, unspoken but clear. The recognition that we were on a path neither of us had planned, but both wanted to follow.

      I was strangely disappointed when he left. As I finished dressing, I thought about what had just happened. I hadn’t admitted wanting him. He hadn’t declared his desire for me. Yet somehow, we’d communicated more clearly than if we’d spoken our feelings aloud.

      JASON

      I stared at my cereal, not really tasting it. Sunday morning, and I was in the kitchen alone with my thoughts. The image of Diane standing in her bedroom, completely naked, kept replaying in my mind. Her body was different from the younger women I’d been with—fuller, imperfect, but she had a confidence that was incredibly arousing. Her breasts were larger than I’d imagined, with pale stretch marks that somehow made them more enticing. And the dark, tidy triangle between her thighs—I’d never been with a woman who didn’t wax or shave completely. There was something sexy about it that had left me hard for hours afterward.

      That night had been torture. Robert and Diane had gone to bed early, and within an hour, the sex sounds had started again. The rhythmic creaking of their bed, Diane’s muffled moans, Robert’s occasional deeper groans. I’d lain in my bed, hand around my dick, matching my strokes to their rhythm, imagining it was me making Diane gasp like that. When I came, spilling into my hand, I’d felt a confusing mix of satisfaction and guilt.

      The sound of footsteps on the stairs pulled me from my thoughts. I straightened, trying to look casual as Diane entered the kitchen. She wore yoga pants and a loose T-shirt, her hair pulled back in a ponytail. Even dressed down, she was beautiful.

      “Good morning.” Her voice was carefully neutral. “Sleep well?”

      “Fine, thanks,” I lied, watching as she moved to the coffee maker. “Is Robert still asleep?”

      “Mmhmm. He likes to sleep in on Sundays.” She poured herself a cup, then turned to face me. “Jason, about yesterday morning...”

      We’d managed to avoid talking about it the day before, but here it comes, I thought. The awkward conversation where we agree to pretend it never happened.

      “I want you to know that I spoke with Robert about it last night.”

      My spoon clattered against the bowl. “You told him?”

      Diane nodded, taking a sip of her coffee. “I didn’t want there to be any misunderstandings. We don’t keep secrets from each other in this house.”

      “Is he angry?” I asked carefully, trying to read her expression.

      “No. Not at all. He understands it was an accident.”

      But it wasn’t an accident, I thought. We both know that.

      “He’s not upset?” I pressed.

      A slight smile curved her lips. “No, he’s not upset. In fact, he was quite... understanding.”

      The way she emphasized the word quickened my pulse. I remembered those sounds from their bedroom last night. Had they started after Diane told Robert about our encounter?

      “That’s good. I wouldn’t want to cause any problems. I really enjoy living here.”

      “Don’t worry. You haven’t,” she assured me, leaning against the counter. The position showed off the curve of her breasts beneath her T-shirt. “Robert and I have been together a long time. We’re secure in our relationship.”

      The silence stretched between us, charged with unspoken implications.

      “I’m going to take a shower.” She set down her cup. “Robert will probably sleep for another hour at least.”

      Her words hung in the air, an implied invitation, but I couldn’t be sure. I felt a conflicting surge of desire and uncertainty. Things were moving too fast, in a direction I wasn’t sure I understood. I wanted her—God, how I wanted her—but I needed to regain some control of myself.

      “Actually, I was about to shower, too,” I said, standing up. “I have some errands to run this morning.”

      Something flickered in her eyes. Disappointment? Relief? “Oh. Well, you go ahead.”

      We climbed the stairs together, the air between us thick with tension. I was acutely aware of her presence behind me, the soft sound of her breathing, the faint scent of her perfume. At the top of the stairs, we paused awkwardly.

      “I’ll see you later,” Diane said, gesturing toward the master suite at the end of the hall. Did she want me to see her naked again? I felt unsure, not knowing what to do.

      “Okay.” I nodded, watching as she walked away, the sway of her hips in those yoga pants making my mouth go dry. My bathroom was directly across from my bedroom, while theirs was adjacent to the master bedroom, further down the hall.

      I stripped and stepped into the shower, turning the water ice cold in a futile attempt to calm my body’s response. It didn’t help. And then as the water warmed, I found myself imagining Diane in her own shower, water cascading over her naked body. My hand moved to my erection, but I stopped myself. Not now. I was curious what Diane wanted and if I should save it for her.

      I finished quickly and wrapped a towel around my waist, not bothering to dry off completely. My heart pounded as I opened the bathroom door, half-expecting—hoping—to find Diane waiting in the hallway.

      She wasn’t there, but I could hear water running in the master bathroom. She was still in the shower. I hesitated, moved toward my bedroom, then paused, uncertain. What was I doing? What did I expect to happen? This wasn’t like me—lurking in hallways, hoping for glimpses of a naked married woman. Yet, I couldn’t make myself walk away.

      Just then, the water shut off in the master bathroom. I should go, I thought. This is crossing a line. But I didn’t. The bathroom door opened, and Diane emerged, a white towel wrapped around her body, her hair wet and slicked back from her face. She stopped when she saw me standing in the hallway, her eyes widening slightly. Her gaze dropped to my chest, then lower, to where my towel failed to hide my obvious arousal. I saw her throat move as she swallowed, her eyes darkening.

      “I should...” she began, gesturing vaguely toward the bedroom where her husband slept.

      “Yeah,” I agreed, but neither of us moved.

      We stood there, two people barely covered by our towels, water droplets running down our bodies, the air between us charged with sexual tension. I was painfully hard now, the towel tenting embarrassingly outward. Diane’s eyes flickered down again, lingering this time.

      “I’m sorry about that,” I finally apologized, my voice rough with need. “I’ll get dressed.”

      She nodded but made no move to leave as I turned toward my bedroom. I walked slowly, deliberately, feeling her eyes on me. At my door, I hesitated, glancing back over my shoulder. Diane remained in the hallway, watching me with undisguised interest.

      My heart hammered against my ribs as I made a decision. I left the door partially open—wide enough to see through but not so obvious as to seem like a blatant invitation. Then, with my back to the door, I let my towel drop to the floor.

      I took my time drying off, running a second towel over my shoulders, down my back, between my legs. The silence from the hallway was absolute, but I sensed her presence. I turned slightly, offering a profile view, my erection jutting proudly from my body.

      A soft intake of breath confirmed she was still there, still watching. I turned fully then, facing the door, exposing myself completely to her gaze.

      Diane stood in the doorway, her eyes travelling over my naked body with open appreciation. She stared brazenly at my cock, throbbing almost painfully under her gaze. She reached for the knot in her towel and let it fall.

      Time seemed to stop as we stood naked, facing each other across the threshold of my room. Her body was even more beautiful close-up, full breasts with pale pink nipples, the soft curve of her stomach, the dark triangle between her thighs, where I could see the outline of her pussy lips, dripping wet with water from the shower.

      Our eyes met. Neither of us spoke. Neither of us moved to touch the other. This moment existed in some liminal space between fantasy and reality, where looking was permitted but anything more would break the spell.

      Finally, Diane spoke, her voice barely above a whisper. “Thank you for letting me see your body.”

      I nodded, unable to form words for a long moment until I finally found my voice. “It only seems fair,” I managed.

      Another long moment passed before she bent to retrieve her towel, wrapping it around her body with deliberate slowness. “I should go.” A small smile played at the corners of her mouth as she turned to leave. “I’ll see you downstairs.”

      I watched her walk away, then slowly closed my door. My entire body was electrified, every nerve ending alive. I leaned back against the door, taking my cock in my hand, the image of Diane’s naked body burned into my mind.

      It took only a few strokes before I came, harder than I had in recent memory, shooting over my hand and onto the floor as I bit my lip to keep from crying out.

      As I cleaned up, my mind raced with questions. What game were we playing? What did Diane want from me? And what did Robert know about any of this?

      One thing was certain. There was no going back now. Whatever was happening between us had just escalated beyond plausible deniability. The only question was where it would lead next.

      ROBERT

      I noticed it immediately at dinner—the way Diane and Jason avoided direct eye contact with each other. The slight flush that reddened my wife’s cheeks when he passed her the salt. The tension in his shoulders when their fingers accidentally brushed while reaching for the bread. Something had happened between them.

      After Jason excused himself to meet some friends for drinks and a game of pool, I helped Diane clear the table, watching her movements with curiosity. Thirty years of marriage had taught me to read her body language. She was distracted, slightly flustered. Something was up.

      “So,” I said casually as I loaded the dishwasher, “Are you going to tell me what happened today?”

      Diane froze, a plate suspended midair. “What do you mean?”

      “Between you and Jason. The atmosphere at dinner gave it away.”

      She set the plate down carefully, her back to me. “Nothing happened. Not really.”

      I closed the dishwasher and moved behind her, reaching around her waist and hugging her gently. “Di, come on. I know you better than that.”

      She turned in my arms, her eyes searching mine for anger or jealousy. Finding neither, she sighed. “We kind of… bumped into each other. After our showers this morning.”

      “Bumped into each other?”

      “Naked,” she clarified, her cheeks flushing. “Not physically bumped. We just saw each other naked. He left his door open, and I watched him dry off. Then I dropped my towel so he could see me, too.”

      I felt a surge of heat at her words, imagining the scene. “He looked at your body again? Did he see everything?”

      “I was naked.” She shrugged, her eyes twinkling mischievously.

      “And that’s all that happened?”

      “That’s all. No touching. Just... looking.”

      I guided her to the living room, sitting beside her on the couch. “Tell me everything.”

      Diane described the encounter in detail—how she’d lingered in the hallway, how Jason had deliberately left his door open, the silent exchange of gazes as they’d both dropped their towels.

      “What was he like?” I asked, surprised by my own curiosity.

      “What do you mean?”

      “His body. His...” I gestured vaguely at my crotch.

      Diane’s lips curved into a small smile. “Are you really asking about his penis, Robert?”

      “I guess I am,” I admitted.

      She was quiet for a moment, then said, “It’s big. Veiny. And it was very hard.” Her eyes took on a distant quality. “Bigger than yours. Thicker.”

      Instead of jealousy, I felt a surprising surge of arousal. “And you liked what you saw.”

      It wasn’t a question, but she answered anyway. “Yes. I did.”

      “But no touching…. Did you want to?” The question hung between us, heavy with implication. “Did you want to touch his cock? Did you want him to touch you?”

      Diane met my gaze directly. “I did. But it’s not as easy as that, Rob. We’re talking about crossing a line we can never uncross.”

      I took her hand, tracing the wedding ring she’d worn for nearly three decades. “What if I told you I want you to? And not just touch. What if I want you to have sex with him?”

      “You can’t mean that.”

      “I do,” I insisted, surprising myself with how certain I felt. “I like that another man—a younger man—desires you. I’d enjoy seeing you expose yourself to him. I’d like to see the look in his eyes when he looks at your breasts, at your pussy.”

      Diane studied my face. “Where is this coming from? We’ve never talked about anything like this before.”

      I considered the question, trying to understand my own desires. “I don’t know exactly. Maybe it’s the empty nest thing. Suddenly, we have all this freedom to explore who we are beyond parents. Maybe it’s seeing you through his eyes—remembering how desirable you are. Or maybe it’s just that after thirty years, we’ve found something new that excites us both.”

      “Both?”

      “Don’t pretend you haven’t been thinking about it,” I said gently. “You’ve been more horny, more uninhibited since he moved in. After what you’ve described happened this morning… You can’t tell me you don’t want him.”

      She didn’t deny it. “Showing him my body is different from having sex with him, Rob.”

      “I know,” I admitted, feeling my cock hardening in my pants as she said that. “But I know you’d enjoy it. He certainly would, and I would, too. So, what’s the harm?”

      “What exactly are you suggesting? That we invite him into our bed?”

      “Not exactly,” I said, an idea forming. “If he watched you get dry through the open bedroom door yesterday and then he watched you again today, he’s obviously a bit of a voyeur. He likes to watch. So… What if we just... leave the door open tonight? When we go to bed.”

      “You mean…” Diane’s breath caught. “You want him to watch us have sex?”

      “I want him to have the opportunity,” I clarified. “Whether he takes it or not would be up to him. And what happens after that... we’ll see.”

      “And if he does more than watch?” Her voice was barely above a whisper. “If he wants to join us?”

      The image sent a jolt of arousal through me. “Then we decide in the moment. Together.”

      Diane was quiet for a long time. Finally, she looked up at me. “You’re really okay with this? With the possibility of me having sex with someone else?”

      “I’m more than okay with it. I want it. I want to watch you get fucked by a young man… Like I used to fuck you, back when I was young.”

      She leaned forward, kissing me deeply. When she pulled back, her eyes were dark with desire. “You continue to surprise me. When did you become so full of surprises, Robert Morgan?”

      “Around the same time Emma moved out,” I replied with a smile. “When I discovered there’s more to life than being a parent.”

      We didn’t talk much about it after that. We exchanged a look, a silent agreement passing between us, and then spent the rest of the evening watching TV, but I knew that—just like me—Diane was thinking about it all night.

      Tonight, we’d leave our bedroom door open. And whatever happened after that would change all three of our lives.

      DIANE

      I sat on the edge of the bathtub, razor in one hand, Robert’s electric trimmer in the other, contemplating my next move. At fifty-two, I’d never been particularly adventurous with my pubic grooming habits. Unlike many younger women, I’d kept things natural, although I’d almost maintained some basic trimming for tidiness. Robert had never complained. In fact, he’d once mentioned he liked that I maintained some evidence of my womanhood.

      But tonight was different. Tonight, we were taking things to a never-before-explored place, and suddenly, I wanted to surprise both my husband and the young man who was the target of our plan.

      “Am I really doing this?” I murmured to myself as I plugged in the trimmer.

      The buzz of the device seemed unnaturally loud in the quiet bathroom. I carefully shaped and trimmed the hair between my thighs, leaving a neat landing strip. I used the razor to make the sides and the areas around my slit soft and smooth. As I finished and examined my handiwork, I felt a strange mixture of embarrassment and exhilaration. It was such a deliberate act of seduction, so far outside my normal behavior.

      Jason. The thought of him sent a flutter through my stomach. What were we doing? Was I really considering this?

      I stepped into the shower to rinse away the trimmed hair, my newly exposed skin hypersensitive under the warm water. Robert and I had been married for nearly thirty years. We’d built a life together, raised three children, weathered countless storms. And now, as we moved onto the next stage of our lives, we were contemplating something that might irrevocably change our relationship.

      When I came out of the shower, I applied moisturizer to my face and neck, my movements deliberate as I tried to calm my racing thoughts. The strangest part was Robert’s enthusiasm. I’d never seen this side of him before—this desire to watch me with another man. Yet instead of feeling objectified, I felt... powerful. Desired. Alive in a way I hadn’t in years.

      I slipped into the silk nightgown I’d chosen—midnight blue, with thin straps and a neckline that dipped low between my breasts. Not too obvious, but certainly more alluring than my usual cotton pajamas. As I applied a touch of perfume to my wrists and behind my ears, I heard Robert moving around in the bedroom.

      “Are you almost ready?” he called.

      “Just a minute,” I replied, taking one last look at myself. My cheeks were flushed, my eyes bright with anticipation. I looked younger somehow, energized by the possibility of what might happen tonight.

      When I entered the bedroom, Robert was already in bed, the covers pulled to his waist, his chest bare. He’d lit the bedside lamps rather than the overhead light, casting the room in a warm, golden glow. His eyes darkened as they took in my appearance.

      “You look beautiful,” he said softly.

      I glanced at the bedroom door, still closed. “Should we...?”

      “Not yet.” He patted the bed beside him. “Come here first.”

      I slid under the covers beside him, immediately enveloped in his familiar warmth as he pulled me close. His lips found mine in a tender kiss that quickly deepened, his hand sliding up my thigh, pushing the silk nightgown higher.

      “Are you sure about this?” I whispered against his mouth.

      “I’m sure,” he murmured, his fingers sliding higher up my inner thigh. “The question is, are you?”

      I considered it. Was I ready to cross this line? To potentially invite another man—a much younger man—into our marital bed?

      “I think so,” I finally answered.

      Robert’s hand moved higher, finding the heat between my legs. I gasped as his fingers slipped beneath my panties, then he paused.

      “Well,” he began, his voice dropping lower, “what do we have here?” His fingers explored my newly exposed skin, tracing the neat landing strip I’d left. “You shaved for him.”

      “For both of you,” I corrected softly, cheeks flushing.

      Robert’s fingers continued their exploration, sliding between my lips, discovering how wet I already was. “I like it.” He circled my clit with gentle pressure. “So smooth.”

      I arched into his touch, my body responding instantly to the new sensation. “I’m so nervous,” I admitted breathlessly.

      “Doesn’t feel like nerves to me.” He had a knowing smile, his fingers gliding effortlessly through my slickness. “Feels like excitement.”

      “It’s Both.”

      Robert kissed me again, his fingers continuing their skilled exploration. After so many years together, he knew exactly how to touch me, how to build my pleasure gradually. But tonight was different—charged with the knowledge of what might follow.

      The sound of the door came from downstairs. Footsteps downstairs made us both freeze. Jason was home.

      “I think,” Robert said, between kisses, reluctantly moving his hand away, “We’re ready.”

      My heart skipped a beat. “Okay.”

      He slid from the bed, crossing the room with confident strides. At the door, he paused, looking back at me with a question in his eyes. I nodded, and he opened it—just enough that Jason would have a clear view of our bed if he chose to look.

      Robert returned to bed, his movements unhurried, as if we weren’t potentially inviting a spectator to our most intimate moments. He pulled me close again, and his hands resumed their exploration of my body as we heard noises from the staircase.

      “He’s coming up,” I whispered.

      “Good,” Robert replied, his voice husky with desire. “Then he might take the invitation.”

      His mouth found my breast through the silk of my nightgown, the fabric dampening as he sucked gently on my nipple. I closed my eyes, giving myself over to the sensation, trying not to think about whether Jason would come. Whether he would watch. Whether he would join us.

      Robert pushed my nightgown up to my waist, then slid my panties down my legs. The cool air on my exposed pussy made me shiver—or perhaps it was the thought that at any moment, we might no longer be alone.

      “I want to lick you,” Robert murmured, moving down my body. “I want him to see you come.”

      The words sent a shock of arousal through me. Robert settled between my thighs, his breath warm against my pussy before his tongue found my clit. I gasped, my hands grabbing the sheets as he began to lick and suck with deliberate patience—not wanting to rush anything until Jason arrived. If he arrived.

      Lost in the sensation, I almost didn’t hear the soft creak of the floorboard outside our door. My eyes flew open, meeting Robert’s. He’d heard it too, but didn’t stop his attentions. Instead, he redoubled his efforts, his tongue circling my clit with increased pressure.

      I turned my head toward the door, my breath catching when I saw him there. Jason stood just outside, partially visible, watching as my husband pleasured me. Our eyes met, and I saw the naked desire in his gaze, the way his chest rose and fell with rapid breaths.

      Instead of embarrassment, I felt a surge of exhibitionistic pleasure. I kept my eyes locked with Jason’s as Robert’s tongue pushed me closer to the edge, my hips beginning to move against his mouth.

      “Hello, Jason,” I gasped, the words escaping before I could consider them.

      For a moment, Jason didn’t move, perhaps unsure if he’d heard correctly. Then, slowly, he stepped into the doorway, fully visible now. He’d changed into grey lounge pants, the outline of his erection clearly visible through the thin fabric. His chest was bare.

      “I’m sorry,” he murmured. “I was just passing by and... I couldn’t help but see. I’ll leave you to it.”

      Robert looked up from between my legs and turned, his chin glistening with my arousal. “Don’t apologize,” he said calmly. “We left the door open for a reason.”

      “You did?” Jason’s eyes moved from Robert to me and back again, obviously confused.

      “Of course,” I replied, making no move to cover my nakedness, my nightgown still bunched around my waist, my legs spread, my wet pussy on full view. “We wanted you to see.”

      “It’s natural for a young man to be curious,” Robert added, his hand resting possessively on my thigh.

      Jason took a tentative step into the room. “I don’t understand. You’re... okay with this?”

      “More than okay,” I said softly. “Robert knows everything—about this morning, about how we’ve been looking at each other. He’s fine with it.”

      “Better than fine,” Robert corrected, his eyes dark with desire. “I want you to watch us. Diane finds it exciting. So do I.”

      “I’ve never...” Jason hesitated, taking another step closer. “…done anything like this before.”

      “Neither have we,” I admitted, feeling a surge of power as his eyes traveled over my exposed body, coming to rest between my spread thighs.

      Robert moved to sit beside me and rested possessively on my thigh. “Why don’t you come closer? If you want to, that is.”

      Jason approached the bed, his eyes locked on my body. “You’re beautiful, Diane.” His voice was rough. “Both times I’ve seen you naked… I haven’t been able to think about anything else since.”

      Encouraged, Robert gently pulled my nightgown up and off, leaving me naked on the bed. I resisted the urge to cover myself, instead letting both men have their fill.

      “Jesus,” Jason breathed, his eyes roaming over my body.

      Robert smiled, proud. “Thirty years, and she still takes my breath away.” His hand moved to cup my breast, thumb brushing over the nipple. “Would you like to touch her?”

      Jason swallowed. “Yes, if that’s okay...”

      Robert looked at me, waiting for my consent. I nodded, my heart pounding so hard I was sure both men could hear it.

      “Come here,” I said, patting the bed on my other side, trying not to appear as nervous as I felt. “Sit.”

      Jason sat carefully. The mattress dipped under his weight. For a moment, no one moved. Then, slowly, he reached out, his hand hovering just above my breast.

      “It’s okay,” I whispered, my breath catching in anticipation of his touch.

      I felt my breath catch as Jason’s hand hovered above my breast, his fingers trembling. This moment was surreal—me lying naked on my marital bed, my husband of thirty years watching intently as this young man prepared to touch me for the first time.

      “It’s okay,” I whispered, my eyes locked on his, encouraging him.

      When his fingers finally made contact with my skin, I nearly gasped aloud. His touch was different from Robert’s—tentative yet eager, his hands smoother, younger. I’d been fantasizing about this moment since I first noticed the way he looked at me, imagining those strong hands exploring my body late at night when I touched myself.

      Jason cupped my breast, and I watched his face as he felt its weight in his palm. My nipple hardened against his thumb, sending sparks of pleasure through my body. There was something profoundly exciting about being touched by someone new after decades with only Robert—the novelty of it, the forbidden thrill.

      When Jason leaned down, his eyes seeking permission, I nodded eagerly. The first touch of his mouth on my nipple sent a jolt of pleasure straight between my legs.

      “Yes,” I breathed, my back arching slightly as he sucked gently.

      “If you like her tits, wait until you play with her pussy,” Robert urged, moving his hand from my thigh. “She’s been thinking about your fingers inside her all day.”

      My cheeks flushed at the truth he exposed. I had been thinking about it—obsessively, shamelessly. I parted my legs in invitation. My heart hammered against my ribs. I’d never been fingered by anyone but Robert since our wedding day. The anticipation was almost unbearable.

      Jason traced fingers slowly down my stomach, his touch reverent. When he encountered the soft, smooth skin there, and then the strip of fine hairs, he quietly marveled, “You shaved. I like it.”

      “Good,” I sighed. When his fingers reached my clit, my breath caught. He paused, and I feared he was reconsidering everything. “That’s it. Don’t stop,” I whispered, my hips nudging toward him of their own accord.

      His fingers slid through my folds, finding me embarrassingly wet. I’d been aroused since dinner, knowing what we were planning. The extended foreplay had left me slick and ready.

      “She’s so wet,” Jason said, sounding awed.

      “She gets like that when she’s really turned on,” Robert replied with a knowing smile. “Show her what you can do with those fingers.”

      Jason’s fingers caressed my swollen bud. It was so different from Robert’s familiar touch. Where my husband knew exactly which patterns made me respond, but Jason’s tentative exploration was incredibly arousing. When he slipped a finger inside me, I clenched around him, my body welcoming the intrusion.

      “More,” I gasped. One finger wasn’t enough—not when I’d been fantasizing about having all of him inside me.

      He added a second finger, curling them forward in that come-hither motion that always hit precisely the right spot. I arched sharply, a moan escaping me before I could contain it.

      “Right there,” Robert encouraged him, his voice rougher now. “Keep doing exactly that.”

      Jason established a rhythm that had me writhing within minutes, his fingers moving in and out while his thumb found my clit. The dual stimulation was exquisite. I’d forgotten what it was like to be played with by someone who was still learning my body—the intensity of it, the freshness.

      “God, Jason,” I moaned, gripping his forearm. “That feels amazing.”

      Robert leaned down to kiss me, his familiar taste grounding me even as my body responded to being finger-fucked by another man. When he pulled back, I saw only love and desire in his eyes.

      “I want to see you go down on her,” he told Jason.

      His words sent a thrill through me. In our thirty years together, Robert had always been an enthusiastic and skilled lover, but watching him direct another man in pleasuring me was a whole new level.

      Jason slid between my thighs without hesitation, replacing his fingers with his mouth. The first broad stroke of his tongue drew a shudder from me, my hands instinctively finding his hair. “Yes,” I encouraged, guiding him to the right spot. “Just like that.”

      I was lost in the sensation of his mouth on me, his tongue alternating between broad strokes and focused attention on my clit. Robert continued caressing my breasts, whispering in my ear—how beautiful I looked, how much he was enjoying watching me with someone else.

      “Show him how much you like it,” Robert encouraged. “Let go, Di. Let him make you come.”

      My thighs began to tremble as Jason found just the right rhythm, just the right pressure. When he slid two fingers back inside me while sucking gently on my clit, the dual stimulation pushed me over the edge. My orgasm crashed through me with unexpected force, my body arching off the bed.

      “Oh god, yes!” I cried out, waves of pleasure radiating outward from my core.

      Jason continued his attentions through my climax, gentling his touch as the intensity subsided. When I could focus again, I found both men watching me—my husband with loving familiarity, Jason with triumph in his eyes.

      “Come here,” I said, my voice husky with satisfaction and renewed desire.

      Jason moved up my body, and I reached for the waistband of his sweatpants, suddenly desperate to see his cock again, to pleasure him as he’d pleasured me. He helped me, pushing them down and kicking them off.

      When his erection sprang free, I couldn’t help but stare. His dick was significantly larger than Robert's—both longer and thicker, with a pronounced upward curve. The sight sent a fresh wave of arousal through me. I’d never been with anyone so well-endowed, and the prospect was thrilling but also slightly intimidating.

      “Oh my,” I breathed, unable to tear my eyes away. His cock stood proudly in front of him, the head flushed and glistening with a bead of pre-cum. I glanced at Robert -and saw that he was clearly impressed.

      I reached out, wrapping my hand around him experimentally. He was hot and hard, yet the skin was incredibly soft. Jason groaned at my touch, his hips jerking involuntarily.

      A powerful curiosity overtook me. I wanted to taste him, to feel that impressive length stretching my lips, filling my mouth. After so long with only Robert, I was suddenly ravenous to experience this new body and discover how different he might feel inside me. Would he stretch me more? Would that curve hit spots Robert couldn’t reach?

      I glanced at my husband, seeking final permission. Robert nodded, flushed, his eyes burning for her.

      With that silent approval, I leaned forward, my mouth watering with anticipation as I prepared to take Jason between my lips and discover precisely how he tasted.

      JASON

      “My turn,” she said, pushing me onto my back.

      Before I could process what was happening, Diane had straddled my thighs and was bending down, her hair tickling my stomach as her mouth approached my cock. The first touch of her lips against the head sent a shock of pleasure through me.

      “Fuck,” I gasped when she took me into her mouth.

      Robert moved closer, sitting beside us and watching his wife suck my cock with the skill of a mature woman. There was no hesitation in her actions, no shyness—just the confidence of a woman who knew exactly what she was doing.

      “She’s amazing, isn’t she?” Robert said, his hand stroking Diane’s back as she continued to work me with her mouth.

      I could only nod, words failing as Diane took me deeper, her tongue swirling around the head before sliding down my shaft. The wet heat of her mouth was incredible, her technique perfected over decades of experience.

      “If she keeps that up, I’m not going to last,” I confessed, my hands clenching the bed sheets to keep from grabbing her head.

      Robert chuckled. “Di, I don’t think our young friend is used to getting his cock sucked so well.”

      She released me with a final, teasing lick, looking up with a satisfied smile. “We can’t have that, can we? Not when there’s so much more I want to do with him.”

      The promise sent another surge of blood to my already throbbing cock. Diane moved up my body, her tits brushing against my chest as she leaned down to kiss me. I tasted my salty pre-cum on her lips.

      “I want to watch you fuck,” Robert growled, low and intense.

      Diane and I broke our kiss, both turning to look at him. There was no jealousy in his expression—only desire.

      “Is that what you want?” Diane asked, her hand wrapping around my length, wanking me off slowly. “Would you fuck an older woman like me?”

      “Hell, yes,” I managed, my hips involuntarily thrusting into her grip.

      She smiled, then looked at her husband. “And you’re sure you’re okay with another man’s cock going inside my pussy?”

      Robert nodded, his own erection showing through the sheet he’d drawn across to cover his lower half. “I’ve never been surer of anything.”

      Diane straddled me, her dripping-wet pussy hovering just above my throbbing cock. She reached between us, positioning me at her entrance.

      “Please,” I whispered, my hands coming to rest on her hips, trying to pull her onto me. I was beyond pride or pretense.

      “Please what?” she teased, rubbing the head of my cock through her wetness.

      “Please let me fuck you. I want to fuck you so much, Diane.”

      Robert moved even closer, his hand resting on Diane’s lower back. “Give him what he wants, Di. Fuck the guy.”

      With agonizing slowness, Diane lowered onto me. The first stretch of her pussy lips around the head of my cock drew groans from both of us. She was tighter than I expected, enveloping me slowly, inch by inch.

      “Oh, yes,” she moaned, her head falling back as she took me fully inside. “You feel so good.”

      I could barely breathe as she took me completely, my cock buried to the hilt inside Robert’s wife. “Please,” I moaned, fingers digging into her hips. “Ride me.”

      Diane began to rock against me, her inner muscles gripping me with each movement. Robert watched us intently, his hand stroking his cock beneath the sheet.

      “Fuck me, Jason,” Diane begged, her pace increasing. “I need you to fuck me.”

      As I thrust up into her welcoming body, I caught Robert’s eye over Diane’s shoulder. I saw no jealousy or regret, but pure excitement at seeing his wife with someone else.

      ROBERT

      I was transfixed by the sight of my wife of thirty years lowering herself onto another man’s cock. Jason’s face contorted with pleasure. His hands gripped Diane’s hips as she took him inch by inch. I should have been filled with jealousy, rage even, but instead I felt an overwhelming arousal unlike anything I’d experienced before.

      “How does he feel?” I asked, voice rough with desire. He was so much bigger than me. His cock must have been hitting her cervix or at least pressing deeper into her than I’ve ever been.

      Diane turned to me, her eyes glazed with pleasure. “Big. So big, Rob. Big and hard. It almost hurts, but in a good way.”

      I was unable to resist touching her as Jason thrust up into her, the sound of their bodies connecting filling the bedroom. My hand found her breast, teasing her nipple the way I knew she loved. Diane cried out, her thighs tightening as she slammed up and down on Jason’s shaft.

      “That’s it,” I encouraged, my free hand pushing away the sheets that I’d used to cover my smaller cock. I was so horny I ceased caring what he thought of my more modest cock. “Just fuck her like I’m not here.”

      He nodded, his face strained with the effort of maintaining control. When Diane began to tremble, her movements becoming erratic, Jason showed surprising patience. His pace slowed, while he ground upwards, prolonging her pleasure.

      “Oh fuck, I’m coming!” she cried, her body arching as the orgasm took her.

      I watched in awe as my wife came on another man’s big cock, her face transformed by ecstasy, her body shuddering with release. It was the most beautiful, most erotic sight I’d ever witnessed.

      As her climax subsided, Jason gently lifted Diane off him and positioned her on hands and knees. He looked to me for permission, which I granted with a nod.

      “Fuck her hard,” I urged, kneeling beside Diane’s head. “As hard as you can. She likes it rough after she’s come.”

      Jason moved behind her, his cock glistening with her juices. With one powerful thrust, he buried himself balls deep, drawing a sharp cry from her.

      “Yes!” she gasped, pushing back against him. “Don’t hold back. Just fuck me.”

      I guided her head toward my own neglected erection. “Suck me while he fucks you,” I commanded softly.

      Diane took me into her mouth eagerly, her technique made sloppy by the force of Jason’s thrusts behind her. Watching my wife service me with her mouth while another man pounded into her was almost too much to bear.

      “Jesus, she’s tight,” Jason groaned, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. “So fucking wet.”

      “Pull her hair,” I suggested, knowing one of Diane’s secret pleasures. “Not too hard, just enough to⁠—”

      Jason gathered Diane’s dark hair in his fist, pulling gently. The effect was immediate—she moaned around my cock, her eyes rolling back with pleasure.

      “That’s it,” I encouraged, watching Jason find the perfect rhythm, the perfect angle to make my wife whimper with each thrust. “Make her take all of that beautiful big cock of yours.”

      Diane released my dick, gasping for air. “Harder,” she begged, looking back at Jason over her shoulder. “Fuck me harder. Make me feel it tomorrow.”

      Jason needed no further encouragement. He increased his pace, his hips slamming against her ass with each thrust. The bed creaked beneath us, the headboard knocking against the wall with a steady rhythm that would have embarrassed us if the kids were still home.

      “Change position,” I commanded after several minutes. I wanted to see him take my wife from a different angle. “Jason, on your back. I want to see her face while she fucks you.”

      They moved, Jason on his back with Diane straddling him reverse cowgirl style, facing me. I had the perfect view of his cock sliding in and out of her, her labia stretched around his considerable girth.

      “Touch yourself,” I demanded, stroking myself as I watched. “Show him how you like to play with your clit while you’re being fucked.”

      Diane’s fingers found her swollen bud, circling it as she rode Jason with increasing urgency. Her breasts bounced with each movement, her nipples hard and begging for attention. I leaned forward to take one in my mouth, sucking hard the way she liked.

      “Oh god,” she moaned, her movements growing more frantic. “I’m going to come again! You’re going to make me come again!”

      Jason gripped her hips, thrusting upward with powerful strokes. “That’s it,” he growled. “Come on my cock. Let me feel you squeeze me.”

      Her third orgasm was even more intense than the first, her entire body going rigid before shuddering violently. She cried out, the shriek of pure pleasure echoing off the bedroom walls.

      When she collapsed forward, spent, Jason carefully moved Diane onto her back. He looked at me like he wanted to know what came next.

      “My turn,” I said, moving between my wife’s thighs.

      Diane looked up at me with heavy-lidded eyes, her large tits still heaving from her orgasm. “Yes,” she whispered. “I want you both.”

      I entered her in one smooth thrust, groaning at the sensation. She was incredibly wet, her inner walls still pulsing from her climax. The knowledge that I was feeling the effects of another man’s attentions only heightened my arousal.

      “How does she feel?” Jason asked, echoing my earlier question.

      “Looser,” I confessed. “Your cock has stretched her out. I love it.”

      I established a rhythm different from his—slower but harder, the way I knew Diane needed it after intense orgasms. She reached up and caressed my chest, her eyes locked on mine with such love and gratitude that any lingering doubts I might have had evaporated completely.

      “I love you,” she whispered, for my ears alone.

      “I love you too,” I replied, bending to kiss her deeply.

      Jason watched us from beside the bed, wanking himself back to life as I made love to my wife. After a few minutes, Diane reached for him, guiding him to kneel beside her head.

      “I want to suck that big cock again,” she moaned, turning to take him into her mouth.

      Watching my wife sucking another man’s dick while I was inside her pushed me dangerously close to the edge. I slowed my thrusts, not wanting this to end too quickly.

      “Change again,” I demanded, withdrawing reluctantly. “I want to watch you finish her off.”

      Jason nodded, moving between Diane’s legs as I took his place by her head. She welcomed him eagerly, wrapping her legs around his waist as he entered her with a single powerful thrust.

      “Fuck!” she cried out, her back arching off the bed. “You go so deep.”

      I guided my cock to her lips, which she parted eagerly. The dual penetration—Jason in her pussy, me in her mouth again—seemed to drive her wild. She sucked me with renewed enthusiasm, her moans vibrating around my shaft as he relentlessly pounded into her.

      “I’m getting close,” Jason warned, his movements becoming erratic.

      “Me too,” I admitted, the sight of them together pushing me toward the brink.

      Diane released my cock, looking up at both of us with fire in her eyes. “Come all over me,” she begged, her voice husky with need. “Both of you. I want to see you both come.”

      The request—so dirty, so unlike the Diane I’d known for thirty years—nearly made me come on the spot. Jason withdrew from her, stroking himself rapidly as he moved up her body.

      “Where do you want it?” he asked, his voice strained.

      “Everywhere,” she replied, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. “My face, my tits, wherever you want.”

      I positioned myself on her other side, jerking my cock so quickly it was a blur. Diane looked from Jason to me, her expression one of pure desire.

      “Yes,” she panted, her hands moving to her breasts, pushing them together, offering them to us. “Give it to me! I want it all!”

      Jason came first, with a guttural groan that seemed to come from his toes and ripple right through his body. The first rope of his release landed across Diane’s cheek, the second on her parted lips, the rest decorating her neck and tits in pearly strands.

      “So much cum,” Diane gasped, just as another jet hit her in the mouth. She swallowed it, sluttily licking her lips.

      The sight of my wife marked by another man’s semen pushed me over the edge. My orgasm crashed through me with undeniable force, my release joining Jason’s on her upturned face and heaving breasts.

      Diane moaned with satisfaction, her tongue darting out to taste the mixture of both our loads on her lips. Her fingers trailed through the evidence of our pleasure, rubbing it into her skin like some obscene lotion. She was like… a porn star. What had I unlocked in my lovely wife?

      “That was...” I began, words failing me as the last drips of cum left me, along with all the testosterone-fueled energy in my body.

      “Fucking amazing,” Diane finished for me, her smile radiant despite—or perhaps because of—the mess we’d made of her.

      Jason collapsed beside her, his chest heaving with exertion. “I’ve never had such incredible sex,” he admitted.

      I moved to the bathroom to get a warm washcloth and returned to gently clean Diane’s face and body. The tenderness of my devotion seemed to touch her deeply. She caught my hand, pressing a kiss to my palm.

      “Thank you,” she whispered. “For everything.”

      As the three of us lay together in the afterglow, I marveled at the unexpected turn our empty nest story had taken. What had begun as a practical solution to an empty house had evolved into something none of us could have anticipated—something that, against all odds, felt right.

      SIX MONTHS LATER

      “Are you sure you have everything?” Diane asked, watching Jason load the last of his boxes into his car.

      “I think so,” he replied, closing the trunk. “If I’ve forgotten anything, I know where to find you.”

      The past three months had transformed our lives in ways none of us could have anticipated. What began as a single night of exploration had evolved into a regular arrangement. Three or four times a week, Jason would join us in our bedroom—sometimes with me participating, sometimes with me simply watching as he and Diane had sex in endless positions. The sounds of their lovemaking had become as familiar to me as my own heartbeat. The sight of my wife’s pleasure at his hands became a gift I never tired of unwrapping.

      “We’re going to miss you,” I said, extending my hand. “The house will be too quiet without you.”

      “Especially the bedroom,” Diane added with a meaningful smile that made Jason blush.

      He shook my hand, then pulled me into a brief hug. “I’ll miss you both, too. This has been... well, life changing. You’ve taught me so much.”

      Diane giggled at his thinly veiled double entendre and stepped forward, embracing him tightly. “Thank you,” she murmured against his chest. “For making me feel like a woman again. For making me feel desirable. For some of the best orgasms I’ve ever had in my life. And remember, if you’re ever passing by, call in. You’re always welcome here.”

      Their kiss was deep and passionate. The kind of kiss that spoke of how close they’d become. I watched without jealousy, only appreciation for how Jason had helped my wife rediscover aspects of her sexuality that had lain dormant for years.

      As he drove away, Diane leaned against me, her hand slipping into the back pocket of my jeans in a gesture that had become more frequent since our arrangement with Jason began. She was more tactile now, more overtly sensual in her body language.

      “I’m going to miss having him in our bed,” she sighed. “In my pussy.”

      “And your mouth. And your ass.” They’d had anal sex, something I’d never done with Diane. I kissed her temple. “I know. But remember what we talked about?”

      She looked up at me, her eyes brightening. “The new applicant? Is he coming today?”

      “Any minute now,” I confirmed, checking my watch. “His name’s Alex. Twenty-seven, doctoral student in marine biology.”

      A car pulled up, as if on cue. Diane smoothed her dress—a sundress she’d chosen deliberately for its low neckline and the way it hugged her curves—and gave me a quick, conspiratorial smile.

      The young man who stepped out was even more attractive than his photo had suggested—tall and broad-shouldered, with sun-kissed skin and bright blue eyes that widened appreciatively as they took in Diane.

      “Mr. and Mrs. Morgan?” he asked, extending his hand. “I’m here about the room. Alex Peterson. Thank you so much for the chance to interview.”

      “Please, call us Robert and Diane,” my wife said, her hand lingering in his longer than necessary. “Come in. We’re very interested in getting to know you better.”
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