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DEAR READER: THIS NOVELLA contains erotic content intended for mature readers aged 18 and over. All characters are fictional and over the age of 19. The story depicts consensual adult experiences. The story content includes the following themes: Age gap, MFM dynamics, and elements of dominant and submissive power exchange.
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Chapter 1
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ANGELA STOOD GAZING out the bay window of her kitchen, wearing nothing but a red satin bra and panties, as the antique wall clock marked 2:30 on a Friday afternoon.

She slowly sipped a glass of red wine, savoring the aftertaste on her tongue, and the heady rush of eager anticipation for a thrilling erotic weekend ahead.

Her son Roger was coming home for the summer, having just completed his second year of university. She looked forward to seeing him but was glad he wouldn’t be arriving until Sunday evening. Like with the wine, she planned to savor every moment of her time alone.

After the weekend, the summer break would keep her busy, with the house filled with visiting friends and family. There would be no chance to indulge in the kinds of physical activities that required discretion and privacy.

It was the cusp of summer. New leaves adorned the trees, and the grass was already lush enough to mow. Some nights were still cooler than they would be at the height of the season, but after the day’s unseasonable heat, a warm evening was in the forecast.

Her house sat in a rural neighborhood. The trees that lined her driveway and surrounded her backyard added to the privacy of her home. The only witness to her current state of undress was a squirrel climbing the tree closest to her window.

Thoughts of fulfilling sexual fantasies had distracted her throughout the day. Earlier that afternoon, while her colleagues scrambled to finish tasks before the Friday rush hour, she’d stared at the overflowing pile of paperwork on her desk, muttered “fuck it,” and left.

The air conditioning in her car was acting up again, and the last thing she wanted was to be stuck in traffic in sweltering heat. Especially when she was already feeling a building desire to experience the heat in more intimate ways.

The moment she had walked through her front door, she dropped her laptop bag, kicked off her high heels, and released a long sigh of relief. She peeled off her blouse, shimmied out of her skirt, and wiggled free of her pantyhose.

After tossing her clothes into the laundry hamper and letting her honey-blond hair loose from its ponytail, she had poured herself a glass of wine.

Her air-conditioned house was a soothing balm for her flushed, sweaty skin, and she reveled in the cool relief of the kitchen tiles beneath her aching feet.

Now she stood where the mid-afternoon sun streamed through the bay window, fantasizing about the many erotic ways she could make the weekend memorable. She sighed contentedly, feeling the stress of the work week melt away with every exhale.

Looking up at the blue sky, she hoped it would remain cloudless through to the evening. She hadn’t yet decided whether her plans would include outdoor activities—but if so, it would be the perfect night for stargazing with a sex partner.

She took a sip of the wine and contemplated calling a man she’d met at a local concert. Their backstage encounter had been intensely erotic. As his Mistress, their shared release was electric, and two roadies had witnessed every charged moment.

With her sheltered backyard, she could step into a dominant role again, this time under the night sky. She felt a thrill at the promise of conquest, and her panties became damp with arousal.

After separating from her husband, Bruce, in January, Angela had worried about potentially lonely nights in an empty house without him or their son.

But Roger’s absence, and her agreement with Bruce to stay in the house while he rented an apartment nearby, turned out to be one of the best things that ever happened to her.

Barely two weeks after Bruce moved out, she began pursuing the sexual fantasies she’d only dreamed of during their marriage. And she had many.

Bruce had been a gentle, caring, and attentive lover, but was never interested in spicing up their sex life. Even if they had tried something new in the bedroom, the waning passion between them wouldn’t have changed. They had simply drifted apart after twenty years of marriage, and the separation was a mutual decision.

Her weekend escapades were about more than sexual exploration. Suddenly, she felt liberated from the burden of hiding her true self.

While she had helped Bruce pack, they’d discussed divorce and what to do about the house.

“Why hurry it?” Bruce had asked. “Let’s wait until after the summer to decide. We can both afford to put off selling for a while. You stay here, and Roger gets one more summer in the house he grew up in before he goes back to university in September.”

Angela’s thoughts drifted to the list of activities she was considering for an enjoyable weekend.

Her body flushed hot as she remembered the erotic night of the concert — the glisten of sweat on her muscular partner, the desperate plea for permission, the intoxicating power of playing Mistress.

She drank the last of the wine in her glass and decided she’d shower before calling the man who had rocked her world in front of an audience of two.

She smirked at that thought.

Just as she turned to leave the kitchen, the sound of her cell phone ringing made her pivot toward her laptop bag, where she’d tucked it away.

“Hello?” she answered, her body buzzing with the thrill of anticipating hearing the husky voice of an eager partner.

“Angela, it’s Kate. Have you got a minute to talk?”

The sound of her best friend’s voice pulled her from her lust-filled thoughts.

“Sure, hun. I left work early. What’s up?”

Kate’s sigh was heavy and uncertain. “I need your help.”

Angela frowned at the note of anxiety she heard in Kate’s voice.

“Are you okay?”

Kate hesitated. “I’m still at work, but I really need to talk about something... delicate.”

Angela breathed a sigh of relief. So, no emergencies. Kate’s use of the word delicate in that tone of voice was code for any topic revolving around sex or intimacy.

“Give me a sec,” she said.

She walked back to the kitchen, placed her phone on the table, and put the call on speaker. Then she picked up her empty wineglass and poured herself another drink.

“I’m all ears.”

Returning to the window, she leisurely gazed out, anticipating juicy girl talk.

“Remember me telling you about my administrative work with the company focusing on new medication trials for women who are... you know...?” Kate trailed off, sounding uncomfortable with what she was asking.

When she spoke, her words reverberated with a hollow echo.

“Where are you calling from?” Angela asked.

She could hear the fatigue in Kate’s voice when she replied. “A bathroom stall, two floors up from my office. My entire department is in chaos with everyone prepping to impress the Regional VP when she visits on Monday.”

She heaved a weary sigh. “This is the only place I could think of where no one would look for me. Someone knocks on my office door every five minutes. I can’t possibly talk about private things in there.”

Angela smiled, shaking her head. Only Kate would hide in a bathroom stall to make a private phone call. She and Kate had very different definitions of private things.

In her twenties, Kate had been two weeks shy of taking her vows to become a nun when her brother and sister-in-law died in a car accident. Their son, Eliot, was four, and Kate gave up her relationship with the Church to become his guardian.

A couple of years after establishing a promising career at a pharmaceutical company, she and Eliot moved into Angela’s neighborhood.

Roger was the same age as Eliot, and Angela watched the two boys become inseparable over the years. Almost immediately, she and Kate formed an equally close friendship.

Kate may not have become a nun, but she often remained reserved when it came to sex. Among their friends, Angela was considered the ‘naughty’ to Kate’s ‘nice’.

Sometimes Angela couldn’t keep a straight face during their conversations. Like the time they were at a restaurant and Kate verbally spelled “S-E-X” instead of saying the word aloud.

Angela sifted through her memories of their recent conversations about their jobs, searching for anything Kate might be wary of others overhearing.

“I remember you mentioned trials for a medication to help women who are lactating. You said that heightened arousal could be a potential side effect.”

Kate had only briefly mentioned the trials, but that last bit of information was an aspect of the research that Angela found intriguing.

“That’s the one.” Kate exhaled, clearly relieved at not having to elaborate.

“Does the VP’s visit have anything to do with the trials?” Angela ventured.

“Yes, it’s going well. I’m helping present the updated data on Monday,” Kate said, her voice tinged with pride.

Then she blew out a steadying breath. “But I don’t know if I can do the presentation. I did something, and I may be in trouble because of it.”

Angela’s eyebrows rose in surprise at how genuinely miserable Kate sounded.

“You? In trouble? You’re a model employee. Everyone in the company loves you. I doubt you could do anything that would change that.”

Even though Kate couldn’t see her, she waved her hand in a dismissive gesture that implied ‘as if’.

“You don’t even bring pens home from your office, hun. I think your definition of trouble at work differs vastly from that of your colleagues.”

Kate didn’t respond. As the silence stretched on, a feeling of unease came over Angela. She frowned deeply. Turning away from the window, she moved closer to where her phone rested on the table.

“Kate,” she said slowly, “what’s going on?”

Her best friend’s reply was barely audible.

“Say that again?” Angela asked.

After a deep and fortifying breath, Kate spoke in a rush of words. “When I told you I was assisting the research department in compiling their findings, I didn’t mention that I spent a lot of time with the women taking part in the trials. Many of them shared their experiences of arousal.”

She hesitated before continuing. “They were very candid. A lot of them were explicit. And... um... what I found out made me curious.”

In a sheepish tone she confessed, “I joined the trials so I could take the medication too.”

Angela jolted in surprise and spluttered the wine she was sipping, the glass nearly slipping from her grasp. The liquid sloshed over the rim, and some of it spilled onto the floor. She scrambled to get a cloth to wipe up the mess.

“Who are you, and what have you done with my friend Kate?” she asked, stunned by her best friend’s admission.

Like a woman unburdened, Kate exclaimed, “I know! I don’t know what came over me. I told myself I would only do it once. But, Angela, it made me feel good. Like, really good.”

A growing smile curved Angela’s lips. As surprising as Kate’s confession was, she felt proud of her for doing something so far outside of her comfort zone.

Remembering what Kate had told her about the criteria for the trial participants, she asked, “But, don’t you have to be breastfeeding to qualify?”

“When they discovered that any woman can take the medication just for... enhancing pleasure, I volunteered and passed the screening to be one of the new participants.”

Angela laughed. “So, what you’re saying is that you found out how gratifying your job can be.”

Kate groaned, “You’re hopeless.”

“But you’ll always love me,” Angela countered with a wide grin.

“Anyway,” Kate drawled, and Angela pictured her rolling her eyes dramatically. “At first, I just wanted to see what all the fuss was about. So, I joined the trials temporarily. I took the medication and recorded my experience.”

She cleared her throat. “It made sex very pleasurable. So, when the opportunity to join the next round of trials came up this week, I took it.”

“It was that good, huh?” Angela asked in a mischievous tone. “Spill the tea, girlfriend. How can I sign up? I’ll be happy to come for the cause.”

“Angela! Be serious,” Kate whisper-shouted, sounding mortified, as if afraid of being overheard.

“All right, all right.” Angela laughed before she relented. Time to get the conversation back on track and switch into her reassuring-my-modest-best-friend mode.

“Kate, you saw an opportunity to have a new sexual experience and you took it,” she said. “I’m being serious when I say that it’s okay to find your job gratifying, no pun intended. Are you worried the VP will find out about your participation in the trials?”
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