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Tracy smears her lips together after applying the peach lipstick. She doesn’t know I’m watching, but I always watch. Or maybe she knows and doesn’t care. Whatever, I can’t get enough of the beautiful woman. I’m jealous of her. She meets all kinds of men and the thought of her doing anything with them drives me wild. Her job as a book rep for the national libraries has her on the road every day. She has to look her best, normally in a tailored business outfit, many skirts and jackets, and a few pant suits. She knows how to strut her stuff.

We moved in together two months ago. It happened quite naturally. We were together so much before anyway. Each of us lived in separate apartment complexes far apart. She’s the one that brought it up.

“Let’s go for a drive,” she says.

“Your car?”

She’s already sitting behind the wheel. “Yeah, come on, Derrin.”

I climb in sensing she’s up to something. We drive to the Hill Country, the area in the suburbs where new residential homes are being erected.


“What gives?”



“Oh, I don’t know. I hear the Feldmon Company is leasing condos. I thought we’d take a look,” she says as she steers up the street where the condos stand.

I laugh. “And you couldn’t have said that? Going for a ride, huh?” I say.

“Well, we did. We drove to the Hill Country.”

“So, what have you done?”

“You’ll see. You know, six months and we’re either at Taylor Place in my apartment or at The Vista in yours. Apartments, blah,” she says.

“You don’t like access to the pools?”

“This place has a pool and a conference center, plus a golf course. We’d be surrounded by more upscale folks and not the crazy college kids.”

“We’re barely out of college age,” I say.

“Speak for yourself. I’m 29 and ready to move on up,” she says.

The entrance has a basement garage for each unit, and covered stairs that leads to the private front porch. The door has an oval etched glass giving it a formal feel. Inside, it’s open and airy. The first floor has the open concept kitchen, dining and living room. Outside, the private deck expands, partially covered with stairs leading to the bedroom deck above. Tiled floors span the entire downstairs. We’d need rugs for sure. Upstairs, the room master bedroom and master bath have cream-colored plush carpet, a set of French doors that open to the deck, and plenty of windows. There’s a guest room with a small bath with a shower only.

“We can use this as our office,” I say.

“And we can get a sectional with a pull out bed for guests.”

“Or use a daybed with a trundle to convert it to a king sized bed in the guest room.”

“Actually, there’s a small den downstairs, which has a third toilet and sink,” Elsie says. The real estate lady handles the leases for the Feldmon Company.

Sure enough, the small den and bath could be a guest room as well, or the office. 

“You planned this all along, when were you going to clue me in on the decision to move in together?”

Tracy laughs. “Um, right now. I wanted to make sure this was doable. It’s more expensive than our apartments, by $300, but if we move in, it’s less expensive than us living separately.”

“And it’s a good price for a year lease, that can convert into a longer lease if you wish.”

I walk around the place, admittedly falling in love with it. Everything is nice, though both of us live in nicer apartments, it’s still apartment living. These are condos, with firewalls between the units, so you can’t hear your neighbors, which would be stupendous. 

“Well? What do you think?” Tracy grabs my hand as she bounces up and down.

I nod. “Yeah, I can see us living here,” I say.

She flings her arms around my neck, and squeals. “Oh, thank you!” She turns to Elsie. “I think we’ll take it.”

Elsie smiles. “Derrin? You good with it?”

“Um, yeah. I think so. I think it’s time we move in together and move up in the world,” I say as I catch Tracy’s enthusiasm.

“Great. Come by the office to sign the lease and grab the key,” Elsie says.

“Now? Today?” Tracy asks.

lsie turns back to us. “Unless you plan to look elsewhere. Signing the lease now makes it yours. If you wait, someone else could snatch it up.”

We follow Elsie to the realtor’s office and sign the lease. The next thing I know, we’re leasing a moving truck and discussing which furniture will go with us and which we’ll sell. Tracy has a very unique style and the condo fits her perfectly. I let her take over, because my furniture was pieced together from here and there with no true design to it. It’s a flurry of events over the week, between our jobs. I work odd hours, but I can do a lot at my home office. Being an investment specialist I take on clients and help build their portfolios. I work for a top investment company who allows us to work from home since the pandemic hit. 

Two months later I’m still completely in love and in lust with Tracy. Being in the same home knowing we’re together like this drives me wild. It’s like my sexual urges have intensified. I thought I’d relax a bit with her being around all the time, but it’s had the opposite effect. I drive her nuts constantly wanting to have some hanky panky. I’m trying to calm down so I don’t drive her completely away.

I grab her as she’s heading for the door. We’re supposed to go out for dinner and dancing. But I’m horny now.

She whips around, giggling. “Derrin, we’re supposed to go out to eat. I’m hungry,” she protests.

“So am I,” I say my brow lifts. I drag her back into the living room and push her onto the sofa.

“Honey, let’s do this when we get back home.”

“Come on, we can do it then too,” I say as I undo my pants and pull out mister long and hard.

She shakes her head as she pulls me to the sofa and settles between my legs. “I want to eat you out first,” I say.

She groans under protest, but pulls her silky red panties down. I grin as I snuggle in between her sexy thighs. Her muff smells of a fresh shower, glistening with excitement. My tongue swipes through her soft warm folds, causing my cock to harden even more. She moans as I swirl over her swollen clit. Oh, she tastes so good.  Soon, she’s arching her back and grinding into the sofa, while the soft moans escape her painted lips. When she’s done, I perch on the sofa beside her, my mouth moist with her fresh dew.

“I don’t want my make up messed up.” She climbs on my lap, hovering her hot pussy over my stiff cock. I groan as she settles on me, engulfing my cock within her slick tunnel. She moves perfectly, grinding into me. The cum settles in the base of my cock as I moan while she moves. My hands help her shimmy up and down my stiff pole, she groans as she leans forward. Her sensitive clit rubs against my cock, sparking pleasure in her pelvis once more. She moves over me fast and hard as my cock lengthens and fills her tunnel with my hot cum. She moans and grinds into me while we ride through the waves of pleasure together. Finally, she stops and grins.

“Don’t you dare,” I say. My cock is out, but my pants are still pulled up.

She grabs a tissue on the end table and thrusts it between her legs when she lifts. Thankfully, I stay clean.

Tracy dives into the giant lobster on her plate. She’s not shy about eating. I grin as I slice into the medium steak and lobster tail on my plate. 

“Mmmm, I could eat here every night,” she says as she dips the lobster meat in the hot melted butter.

“If only we could afford to,” I say.

“Oh pooh. You’re so involved in our finances. We have plenty of funds,” she says.

We keep separate accounts, but she happily hands me her paychecks every week letting me manage her account. I have retirement funds and investment funds set up for each account. We equally pay the utilities and lease. She has an allowance as do I. Her clothing
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