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A fifty-two-year-old woman with a sudden abundance of empty space knows exactly how to fill it. Mrs Blake Blake did not regret selling the family estate, a sprawling Victorian relic that had become nothing more than a drafty museum of forgotten memories. Her children were grown and gone, living their own lives in distant cities, and her ex-husband was a distant afterthought. Downsizing to a sleek, modern townhouse closer to the city center felt like shedding a heavy, suffocating skin. What she craved now was not space, but density. She wanted the weight of young muscle, the smell of male sweat, and the electric thrill of a deliberate, shameless seduction.

The house was almost empty now, stripped of its heavy drapes and plush carpets. Without the furniture, every sound echoed off the bare plaster. The pale squares on the walls where paintings used to hang looked like ghosts of her past life. The scent of cardboard packing boxes, tape, and dust hung thick in the air. This was the clean slate she’d spent years waiting for.

From the top of the stairs, she leaned against the polished banister, her fingers tracing the cool wood as she watched the two men from the removal firm manoeuvre her heavy pine chest of drawers through the narrow front entrance.

Carlos came in first, backwards, his shoulder-length curls damp with sweat, framing a handsome, high-cheekboned face that knew exactly how attractive it was. He wore a sleeveless gray tank top that clung to his fit torso, exposing shoulders that rippled with every careful step. His trainers squeaked against the polished oak floorboards, a rhythmic sound that pulsed in the quiet house.

“Easy, easy, watch the door frame,” Marvin warned from the other end. Marvin was twenty-eight, with a muscular frame that filled the entire doorway. He possessed the quiet, supreme confidence of a man accustomed to taking charge. His dark skin gleamed under the hallway light, his chest pressing tight against his black cotton t-shirt as he anchored the weight of the chest. He didn’t just carry the furniture; he controlled it, his thick forearms tensing with an effortless display of power.

Mrs Blake let her eyes travel down Marvin’s thick thighs, then over to Carlos’s narrow waist. Her skin grew warm under her sheer cream blouse. Underneath, she wore nothing but a black lace bra that lifted her firm, perky breasts. She wanted them. She wanted the raw, youthful energy of Carlos and the dominant, controlling power of Marvin. Her thighs pressed together beneath her tight denim shorts, already slick with anticipation. She wanted to feel them both inside her, their heavy bodies pressing her into the mattress she’d intentionally left unplaced.

She’d spent decades starved of true passion. Her marriage had been a series of polite, scheduled encounters, her husband always too timid, too predictable. He’d asked permission for every touch, his hands soft and hesitant. She had grown tired of being treated like a delicate flower. She wanted men who looked at her with undiluted hunger, men who’d grab her hips with firm, unyielding hands.

The chest of drawers hit the floorboards with a dull thud. Carlos let out a sharp breath, wiping his forehead with the back of his arm. He looked up, his dark eyes locking onto Mrs Blake as she stood on the stairs. A slow, cocky grin spread across his face, his gaze traveling deliberately from her bare feet, up her legs, to the unbuttoned collar of her blouse.

“We’ve got the heavy stuff out of the parlor, ma’am,” Carlos said, his voice smooth, carrying a playful cadence. “But that staircase looks tight. Might need to get creative to get the bed frame down.”

“I’m sure a resourceful young man like you can handle tight spaces,” Mrs Blake replied, her voice low and deliberate. She descended the stairs slowly, her hips swaying with a practiced grace. Her bare feet made no sound on the wood, a silent, predatory approach that did not go unnoticed.

Marvin stepped forward, his massive frame dwarfing Carlos. He wiped his palms on his thighs and looked at her with a steady, searching gaze. He didn’t smile immediately; he assessed her. He saw the way her blouse hung open, the hint of lace, the confidence in her stance. He liked to be in control, and he could see she was playing a game. He decided to play along.

“We can handle whatever you throw at us, Mrs Blake,” Marvin said, his voice a deep, resonant rumble. “But Carlos is right. The bedroom furniture’s going to take some real effort. We might need to take a break first.”

“Of course,” she said, stopping on the bottom step so she was nearly eye-level with Marvin. The scent of him hit her, a mix of sandalwood cologne, clean laundry, and raw male pheromones. “It’s a warm afternoon. You must be parched. Come into the kitchen. I’ve got iced water, or perhaps something stronger if you’d prefer.”

“Water’s fine for now,” Marvin said, his eyes dropping to her lips, then down her neck to her collarbone. “We’ve still got a lot of heavy lifting to do.”

“Speak for yourself, Marv,” Carlos chimed in, leaning against the door frame with an easy, fluid posture. “I could go for something sweet.”

Mrs Blake chuckled, a rich, throaty sound that made both men adjust their stance. “I think I’ve got exactly what you need, Carlos.”

She led them into the kitchen, acutely aware of their eyes on her backside. Her denim shorts were short, hugging her firm, rounded ass. She felt the heavy gaze of both men like a physical touch, a warm weight that made her skin tingle. In the kitchen, the afternoon sunlight poured through the bare window, illuminating the dust motes dancing in the air. The room was mostly packed, empty cardboard boxes stacked against the walls, leaving only the refrigerator and the marble counter-top.

She opened the refrigerator, reaching inside. She took her time, bending over slightly to give them an unobstructed view of her curves. Behind her, Carlos let out a quiet whistle, low enough to be polite but loud enough to ensure she heard it. Marvin remained silent, but the sudden change in his breathing gave him away. She turned around, holding a pitcher of ice water and two tall glasses. She set them on the counter.

“Only two glasses?” Carlos asked, stepping closer. He was near enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his chest. His handsome face was tilted down, his frizzy hair falling slightly over his eyes.

“I’ve already had my fill,” Mrs Blake murmured, pouring the water. Her hand was steady, but her pulse hammered in her throat. “But please, help yourselves.”

Marvin reached for a glass, his large, calloused hand brushing against her fingers. The contact was brief but electric. He drank the water in long, thirsty gulps, his throat moving rhythmically. She watched his chest expand and contract, the fabric of his t-shirt straining against his muscles. He set the glass down with a firm click on the marble.

“You live here alone, Mrs Blake?” Marvin asked. His tone was casual, but his eyes were sharp, probing. He leaned against the counter, his massive frame radiating authority.

“I do,” she said, leaning back against the counter, crossing her legs. “It gets very quiet. Too quiet, sometimes. That’s why I’m moving. I need more excitement.”

“Where are you heading to?” Carlos asked, taking his glass of water but not drinking yet. He swirled the liquid, his eyes locked on her.

“A luxury apartment overlooking the marina,” she said. “A sleek place with big windows. But it’s empty right now. It needs life. It needs energy.”

“The marina’s a nice area,” Marvin said, his voice low. “Lots of boats. Lots of people looking to enjoy themselves.”

“I like to enjoy myself,” Mrs Blake said, keeping her gaze on Carlos’s lips. “And I like to watch others do the same.”

“Excitement,” Carlos repeated, a cocky spark in his eye. He finally took a sip, his gaze never leaving her face. “What kind of excitement are you looking for?”

“The kind that keeps me awake at night,” she said, her eyes locked on his. “The kind that leaves me breathless.”

Marvin took a step closer, closing the distance between them. The power dynamic shifted instantly. He was taller, broader, and his presence demanded her full attention. He stood so close she could feel the heat radiating from his broad chest, a solid wall of muscle.

“A woman like you shouldn’t have any trouble finding that,” Marvin said, his voice dropping an octave, becoming a gravelly whisper. “But sometimes, you don’t have to wait until you move to find it.”

Mrs Blake felt a rush of heat pool low in her belly. Her sex throbbed, wet and demanding, reacting to the sheer masculinity of the two men. She looked down at Marvin’s shorts. The fabric was tight, and she could clearly see the outline of his cock resting against his thigh, thick and heavy even at rest. He was already semi-hard, aroused by her blatant flirting. She glanced over at Carlos, whose eyes were darkened with desire, his own fit body tense with anticipation. She could see the prominent bulge in his shorts too, a thick, impressive shape that promised incredible pleasure.

“Is that a promise, Marvin?” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly with genuine excitement.

“I don’t make promises I can’t keep,” Marvin said. He reached out, his large hand resting on the counter right next to her hip. His knuckles brushed the denim of her shorts, the warmth of his skin penetrating the fabric. “We’re here to do a job. We want to make sure you’re completely satisfied with our service.”

“Customer satisfaction’s very important to us,” Carlos added, stepping up on her other side. He was so close now that his shoulder brushed hers. The scent of his youthful energy, sweet and musky, mingled with Marvin’s sandalwood. “We like to go above and beyond. Real hands-on service.”

Mrs Blake felt trapped between them, a delicious, thrilling trap of her own making. Her breath came in shallow sips. “I’m a very demanding customer.”

“Good,” Marvin said, his gaze dropping to her chest, where her













d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





