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      Liliana was stark naked, her toned body still damp from the shower. Her long, dark hair hung in slight waves down her back, dripping beads of water down the length of her spine. One caressed the curve of her ass before falling to the ground with a splash.

      Her muscles still ached from her morning run, her bronzed flesh flushed from the heat of the shower.

      She dug through the supposedly clean laundry basket. It did not smell at all fresh. Her boyfriend, Robert, had sworn up and down that he washed her clothes, and then growled at her to get off his back.

      She grabbed a pair of pink panties, only to hold them up and realize, no, they had not been washed.

      Of course not.

      She was completely out of clean underthings, and her pretty face glowered at the basket.

      “Robert?”

      No answer.

      Of course not.

      He was never home, despite his on-again, off-again job situation. When she’d moved in with him, he told her he’d take care of everything - rent, bills, chores. He promised to treat her like a goddess. At the time, she didn’t realize that they’d be living in his father’s basement apartment, or that he’d recently gotten fired again.

      Their relationship had grown icy since then. She’d been sleeping on the couch and apartment searching in her free time.

      The laundry room was upstairs, in Robert’s father’s space, and so Robert had promised he’d take care of it.

      Liliana had seen the man once. She was coming back from her morning run when she caught sight of a gorgeous older man in a tight shirt and shorts that revealed muscular legs. His hair was a beautiful, dusty blonde, his brown eyes expressive and warm.

      The morning sun had glinted off his chiselled cheekbone, and Liliana had lost her footing. Even though he was still several metres away, he’d somehow managed to catch her mid-stumble. His strong arms held her, the gentle scent of his soap fresh and inviting.

      “You okay, darlin’?” he’d asked in such a warm way. She thought maybe he had a bit of a small town twang that entranced her.

      Liliana’s heart was in her throat, and embarrassment flushed her cheeks as she lingered against his body for just a moment too long.

      “Yea, I’m okay. Of course I’d trip right in front of my place.”

      She’d laughed, before wondering if she shouldn’t be a bit more cautious about telling random, hot men where she lived.

      “That place? What a coincidence. You must be Liliana, then. I kept telling Robert to introduce us. I’m Mr. Edwards, but you can call me Reed.”

      The rest of the meeting was a blur as she rushed home. It was only after she rubbed one out that she chided herself for getting horny over her boyfriend’s dad. After that, she’d doubled down on avoiding the man, but she needed clean clothes, urgently.

      She paused to listen and heard silence.

      Unlike her boyfriend, his father had a good job and was usually gone during the day. Still, she was going to have to put on a load of laundry, and she didn’t want to risk running into him wearing what she was currently wearing.

      Which was to say absolutely nothing.

      She rooted around in her drawers, finding them almost empty. A mismatched sock, a tank-top with a hole in the stomach, and a skirt that was two sizes too big. She kept meaning to hem it, but the time was never right.

      It would have to do.

      She looked at herself in the mirror, her skin peaking through the hole in her top, her skirt drooping down her left hip as it struggled to stay on.

      “Well, hopefully no one will see me,” she muttered as she grabbed the basket. Walking up the stairs, she started a load. A notification buzzed on her phone. Her credit card was used at a convenience store on the other side of town.

      The washer rocked and vibrated behind her as her face flushed with anger. Robert had taken her card again.

      She texted him.

      
        
          
            
              
        “Where are you?”

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        “Work, babe.”

      

      

      

      

      

      She hated when he called her babe.

      Especially when he was lying to her.

      
        
          
            
              
        “You took my credit card.”

      

      

      

      

      

      He read the message. No dots appeared. She hopped onto the washer, pulling her skirt up to prevent it from falling off. Her bare foot dug into the edge of the machine, the dull spin beneath her soothing, in contrast to the rage she felt at her boyfriend.

      
        
          
            
              
        “When are you getting home?”

      

      

      

      

      

      She was so distracted, staring at the phone, her eyes burning into it as if she could will a response that just would not come. The laundry room was small, just to the left of the main floor bathroom. The sound of the machine surrounded her.

      It was a sudden clean, fresh scent that alerted her to a change. At first, she thought it was just the detergent being released. Then there was a shift in the air.

      She glanced up to find Mr. Edwards peering in at her.

      She was too slow to realize that with her leg angled as it was, her thighs parted as they were, that she was flashing her freshly shaved pussy to him. Sitting on the vibrating machine, her nipples were stiff beneath her thin, tattered tank top, and her mouth parted in shock.

      Her phone vibrated with Robert’s response, and her hand trembled, dropping it with a clatter to the tiled floor.

      “Whoa, didn’t mean to startle you, darlin’,” he said, in that smooth, deep voice of his.

      He bent down to pick up her phone. It would’ve put him at an even more advantageous angle to peer up her loose skirt, but he was a gentleman about that, at least. He didn’t stare.

      Just stole a glance.

      “Heard sounds here, and was hoping you were my boy. Been trying to track him down for ages now. You wouldn’t think that was so hard, seein’ as we live under the same roof and all,” he remarked with a wry smile. He was trying to be lighthearted about it, but he was annoyed.

      “Here you go,” he said, glancing down at the phone as he offered it to her.

      Liliana was still speechless with shock, though she did manage to lower her leg and press her thighs together. Her bare skin was pressed to the warming metal of the vibrating washing machine, and she was becoming painfully aware of the excitement it was drumming up in her. When was the last time she’d gotten laid?

      Too long.

      In fact, the last time she could recall cumming was with this man’s face and scent on her mind.

      “Oh, uh, no, you didn’t startle me. This is your house. I should’ve expected you might be around. Sorry, Robert didn’t do the wash like he said, and I’m all out of clothes.”

      Reed was a handsome man, looked so calm and in control. But there was a very obvious tick of annoyance on his face as she said about his son not doing the laundry. A corner of his lips raised into his cheek, and he gave a sort of half-cluck of distaste. The disappointment was palpable.

      “That boy,” he said with an edge of gravel. She hadn’t yet taken the phone from him in her embarrassed stupor, so he looked down at it again. This time, he saw the text.

      “He went and took your credit card?”

      If she thought the disappointment couldn’t get any worse, well, there was an edge of anger.

      “Tell me, what’s that boy do with money? I charge him almost nothin’ for rent, with full intentions of givin’ it all back to him when it’s time to buy a house. And he’s still not paid it in months! Now I learn he’s stealing from his own woman?”

      Mr. Edwards’ anger was matched by her own. He’d bummed rent money off her the week before, telling her he’d pay it back.

      “He’s not paid rent?”

      Liliana couldn’t tell if it was the rage that was causing her entire body to grow heated and vibrate, or if the washing machine was helping it along. It was a strange sensation, her blood boiling, even as her body was responding with a different type of passion. Things were getting confused in her as she stared at Mr. Edwards with his righteous anger and his smoldering gaze.

      She squirmed on the lid of the washing machine, her pussy pressed against the metal lewdly.

      The machine changed its tempo, beginning to spin and buzz more rapidly.

      Reed was dressed real nice, in a quality shirt and tailored pants. He must’ve come
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