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*************************


I'm a sassy woman that people love to meet.
I'm thirty years old, and I exude a vibrant personality and
infectious enthusiasm. I am a divorced lady who has learned to
balance taking care of my small daughter Lily while also paying the
bills. I draw many admirers due to my engaging personality and
amazing beauty. I might easily capture the attention of someone
like the good-looking butcher at the Richwood butcher shop who has
been eyeing me ever since I decided to end my marriage with my now
ex-husband. The butcher has always been open and honest with me
about his intentions, even going so far as to give away several
pounds of free sausage simply to get a smile out of me while
allowing him to ogle my tight body. And yet, with all these
possible choices, I’ve made a conscious decision to focus on my
role as a mother and provider, dedicating most of my time and
energy to ensure a stable and comfortable life for Lily.


I get up before dawn every day, ready to take
on the challenges of the day with optimism, driven by my passionate
love for my daughter. I would meet the problems of the day head-on
and never let the weight of my obligations depress my mood. Each
bill demanded attention and careful evaluation as they appeared to
come in an endless stream. Even so, I developed great budgeting and
resourcefulness skills, managing to get by without sacrificing my
standard of living. But despite the financial difficulties, I have
never let them overwhelm the joy of being a mother. I've instilled
perseverance and tenacity in my daughter Lily by teaching her the
importance of hard work and thankfulness.


As I accepted the job of a single mother and
dealt with the difficulties that came my way, my life has been a
tribute to courage and independence. However, beneath this
confident exterior, exist a hidden desire, one that I’ve tried to
suppress but can’t ignore—the growing attraction I feel for the
young man living next door, Damien Mitchell, which just happens to
be my daughter’s intimate friend.


“Mom, I'll be late tonight. I have to go and
finish a history paper with Denise” Lily announces her intentions
while picking up her keys from the key bowl we have in the living
room,

“Ok, but make sure to come home as soon as
you finish” I keep washing a small load of dishes that were left in
the sink, feeling the cold water emanate its temperature up my arms
and into my body,

“Are you seriously thinking about wearing
that?” Lily has never liked my fashion taste, especially when I
choose to dress in slutty outfits,

“I’m not going anywhere, so it doesn’t matter
what I wear inside my house. You got a problem with that?” I splash
some water toward her, seeing how she jumps back while
giggling,

“I guess you’re right” She kisses me on the
cheek before rushing out of the house.


As I continue with my mundane activities, I
can’t help but fall into deep thought in which my mind forces me to
think of that person that I know should be off limits. Damien, with
his tousled hair and piercing blue eyes, has an undeniable charm
that draws my gaze whenever we cross paths. He exudes youth and
vitality, a stark contrast to my own mature responsibilities. He
often compliments me whenever he sees me walking down the street
wearing a new outfit, indicating just how good I look. I know I
look incredible, but listening to him say it only makes me blush
uncontrollably. I knew that my feelings for Damien were risky, a
forbidden path that could disrupt the delicate balance I had
created for myself and Lily.


My heart flutters every time I catch a
glimpse of Damien, allowing my mind to wander into uncharted
territories. I find myself longing for these encounters, cherishing
even the briefest conversations or friendly exchanges. I know this
is dangerous, and yet, playing with fire would only make things a
tad more interesting.


“Who could that be?” I hear the doorbell from
my front door, which only means a solicitant is bothering me with
my alone time.


I wipe my hands on my shirt, soaking it to
the point where it becomes a see-through shirt, allowing my bra to
be shown to anyone lucky enough to gaze upon my terrific-looking
rack. I open the door, only to see a familiar face standing on the
other side of the door. I didn’t know if I was still imagining it
or if this was really happening, especially since he was holding a
rose in his right hand while wearing a tight-fitting shirt and
tight-fitting pants.


“Damien?” I had to ask to see if it wasn’t my
imagination playing tricks on me,

“Hello Miss Thompson. Can I come in?” he
gives me the rose, waiting for me to permit him access to my
home,

“My daughter isn’t here,” I tell him as I
move to allow him to walk into my house, quickly looking outside to
ensure that no one is watching towards my home before locking the
door,

“I know. I came to see you” The way he says
this only makes my heart skip a beat.



Hearing Damien talk like this is almost too
good to be true. These naughty dreams I’ve been enjoying in secret
are intoxicating, fueling my imagination, and igniting a fire
within me that I have long suppressed. But there is a difference
between dreaming and being in the presence of the one person that
has made me quiver with carnal delight from afar. I remind myself
of my priorities and the potential consequences. I knew that giving
in to these hidden desires would come at a great cost—a disruption
to Lily's stable environment, potential judgment from others, and
the uncertainty that came with pursuing an unconventional
relationship.


“Listen, it's getting late, and I don’t want
anyone…” My lips are shut with Damien’s puffy lips, cutting off my
train of thought,

“This isn’t a social call. I wanted to tell
you just how I feel” he puts his hands on me, embracing me hard
while trying to shove his tongue in my mouth, which I enjoyed for a
couple of seconds before pushing him away,

“Wait, this isn’t right” I start walking into
my living room, pacing back and forth with confused feelings.


This internal struggle is growing more
intense as I battled these desires that should not be tampered
with. I look to my side and see a young man with unwavering
intentions next to me, which only makes things even more
complicated. I know that this is something I want, but at the same
time, I know this cannot go any further. This young man is sporting
an incredible aura of self-confidence that only makes him even more
attractive, not to mention the obvious bulge he has inside his
pants.


“You should leave” I finally tell him,
turning to face him, only to see that he is already a few inches
from my face,

“I want you Miss Thompson” He takes me again,
putting his hands behind my back so I don’t move away again,

“You know this can’t happen. I’m too old for
you, besides, what will people say, especially Lily” I’m trying to
make this handsome man come to his senses, trying to make him see
the truth of this forbidden encounter,

“There is nothing wrong with this. You know
how I look at you whenever you pass by my house and how it makes me
look at you with sexual desire. I also know that you love when I
give you such compliments” he caresses the lower part of my back,
sending chills down my spine,

“Listen, you are a great guy, and any girl
will be lucky enough to be with you” I attempt one last time to
push away, but feeling his erection pulsating between my legs only
makes me go weak in the knees,

“Yeah, and I’m with that girl right now”
Damien shuts my mouth with his lips once again, forcing me to
succumb to such temptation.


I walk this tightrope between the allure of
forbidden desires and my unwavering commitment to my daughter, only
to realize that I have carnal needs that need to be quenched. The
flames of my hidden passions burned quietly in me as I suck on
Damien’s naughty tongue, making unflattering sounds as we perform
such a lewd thing in my living room. He begins to shove his hands
inside my tight pants, touching my derriere for the first time,
which only makes me want to continue to do this forbidden act of
sexual debauchery.


I started thinking about how Damien and I
started talking a bit more
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