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Her husband watched as his Mrs. Hendricks sauntered over to her younger tenant.  The two couldn’t have been more at odds.  Tori stood almost a foot taller.  She was younger, more attractive and decidedly less clothed.

Mrs. Hendricks looked over her spectacles, studying Tori as though she were up for purchase.  “I think my husband would enjoy himself,” she said.

“I’d make sure he did,” replied Tori.  She looked to David now.  “He can do whatever he wants to me.”

Mr. Hendricks dropped his shtick.  He stared at Tori as he smoldered in his sharp suit.  Even at forty-five he was suave and handsome.  He’d felt ill-at-ease outside, but a woman’s body was something Mr. Hendricks was well versed in.  He’d had his fair share before Marie.

“You remind me of a guy I dance for,” Tori said.

“Oh yeah?”

“Almost.  You have a nicer smile.”

Mr. Hendricks beamed as if to show it off.

“Don’t get too cocky, dear,” Mrs. Hendricks said.

“So how do we do this?” Tori said.

“Fairly simply,” said Mrs. Hendricks.  “You get on your hands and knees, crawl over there and start sucking my husband’s cock.”

Mr. Hendricks shot his wife an impressed look.  She was clearly in the mood.

“And the rent issue just goes away?” Tori asked.

“After he comes,” Mrs. Hendricks said.

“In my mouth?  On my face?” Tori asked, nonchalant.

“Inside you,” Mrs. Hendricks said.  “And I’m going to tongue it out.”

Tori laughed in shock.  Finally Mrs. Hendricks had said something that had shocked her.

“I’ve never done that before,” Tori said.

“It’s quite the experience,” Mrs. Hendricks said sagely, and Tori looked at her in a new light, realizing that the tidy, light-blue suit-jacket and pencil skirt were merely a façade.  Mrs. Hendricks could be as dirty as they come and it seemed she had something to prove.

Tori stared, amazed and silent.

“On your knees,” Mrs. Hendricks ordered.

Tori bit her lip again and quickly dropped to the floor, steeling her eyes on Mr. Hendricks’ crotch and stalking slowly towards him.

Mrs. Hendricks watched proudly.  The silken gown rode up over Tori’s ass and the mature landlady eyed at her pale, juicy flesh.  Her ass bounced and flexed with each stride forward.

She moved slowly, watching as Mr. Hendricks’ crotch started to swell.  She gave him ample time to get hard, but he didn’t need it.  The second his wife had even started to hint at what was to come, David’s cock had started to twitch.

“Ready for her, honey?” Mrs. Hendricks asked.

“Oh, I’m ready, Marie,” David said.

“He looks ready,” Tori laughed.

“Take him out of his pants,” Mrs. Hendricks said coolly, and she walked across to get a better view.

Mr. Hendricks kept his hands by his side and stared down as Tori tackled his belt.  She slipped it through his pant-loops and went straight for the button, opening it quickly and pulling down his zipper.

“She’s ravenous,” Mrs. Hendricks said, watching close.

The couple stared down as Tori fished excitedly inside her landlord’s pants, producing something that Mrs. Hendricks had seen countless times, but that still made her wet with excitement.

“My, oh my,” Tori said, holding the thick appendage.
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The apartment-complex wasn’t the most savory of places, and the well-dressed Mr. & Mrs. Hendricks looked somewhat out-of-place as they walked through the disheveled courtyard.

The empty pool told you everything you needed to know, but if you hadn’t quite made up your mind then the empty beer cans and bent spoons were on hand to help you out.

“It’s all just such a mess,” Mrs. Hendricks said, “but it intrigues me.”

“Intrigues you?” her husband scoffed.

“Their way of life, David.  I find it ... mysterious.”

“People do what they need to do to survive.”

“I suppose you’re right.”

“And part of surviving sometimes involves missing rent.”

“I do wish you’d let our agents take care of this,” his well-to-do wife said.  “Then we wouldn’t have to get all mixed up down here.”

“I thought you’d appreciate the day out.”

Mrs. Hendricks let out a laugh as the pair of them rounded the metal staircase and walked sheepishly up it to the second floor.  It groaned beneath them.

“Is this the first problem we’ve had with”—Mrs. Hendricks checked her clipboard—“Tori?”

“Second,” her husband replied.  “There was a slight issue after she installed a stripper’s pole in our living-room.”

Mrs. Hendricks gasped.  “You didn’t tell me about that.”

“I thought it best to keep quiet.”

“So she’s a stripper?”

“She certainly looks like she could be, Marie” Mr. Hendricks said.

“Honey!”

The pair of them walked to the door of the condo.  They’d bought it as an investment several years ago, but so far it was proving more costly than lucrative.

“I hope she has some clothes on,” Mrs. Hendricks said out the corner of her mouth.

“Just because she’s a stripper, it doesn’t mean—”

The door of the condo opened and the leggy frame of an attractive brunette appeared.  Her hair was down, flowing and lustrous, and her silk-looking dressing-gown was open far enough to draw the eye.  Her glamorous appearance didn’t seem to fit with the look of the place.

“Mr. Hendricks,” she beamed, rolling her tongue along her pristine, white teeth.

Mrs. Hendricks looked to her husband who wore a dreamy smile.  She nudged him gently with her elbow.

“And Mrs. Hendricks,” Tori said, trying to keep the same affectionate tone.  “To what do I owe the pleasure?”

“Well ...” Mr. Hendricks began.

“I’m afraid it’s the rent,” his wife interjected.  “You’re late.  Quite late.”

“Oh,” Tori said.  “How late?”

Mrs. Hendricks looked down at her clipboard, even though she knew the answer.  “Uhm, four months.”

“Gosh,” Tori said, covering a hand to her mouth and looking forlornly at Mr. Hendricks.  “I didn’t know you needed that every month.”

Mrs. Hendricks stood speechless.

“Come in,” Tori said.  “I’m sure we can figure something out.”

“There’s really nothing to figure out,” Mrs. Hendricks said, but Tori had already retreated back into her apartment.

Mr. Hendricks breathed a sigh and then nodded to his wife to cross the threshold.  She strode forwards and he followed dutifully, looking at her tight dress as it stretched across her big ass.  Mrs. Hendricks was no spring chicken—being almost twice Tori’s age—but she definitely hadn’t lost it.  Her husband knew all too well that she could be a little fire-cracker herself if she wanted to.

“So you’re a stripper,” Mrs. Hendricks said, jumping in with both feet.

Tori looked to Mr. Hendricks as though he’d betrayed her trust.  “I am, yes.”

“And that’s not paying very well?” Marie continued to probe.

“I do okay,” Tori said.

“And yet here we are,” Mrs. Hendricks said.

Her husband pulled out the collar of his shirt and cleared his throat.

“I just don’t have the money right now,” Tori said.  “But I’ve made some good investments and I’ve got some returns coming my way soon, I promise.”

“Promises don’t count for rent,” Mrs. Hendricks said.

“What does?”

“Money, mainly,” Mr. Hendricks said.

Tori sauntered over to the smooth, shining pole in the middle of her lounge.  It shot up from the floor and hit the ceiling.  She took a grip of it and swung around it, tossing her hair.  She faced away from the pair of them and arched back until she was looking at the pair of them upside-down.  “You don’t take any other form of payment?”

Mr. Hendricks stared to her open, inviting cleavage, his eyes wide.  Mrs. Hendricks looked from her husband to Tori and back again.

“What did you have in mind?” Mrs. Hendricks asked, curious.

Tori stood up and leant against the pole, looking back to the pair of them.  “I wouldn’t like to say ... ”

“If you don’t say then how can we negotiate?” Mrs. Hendricks said.  “Just remember that this condo is owned by my husband and me.”

Tori narrowed her eyes and stared a sultry stare at Mrs. Hendricks.  She was well versed in the ways of subtext.

“Something for both of you?” Tori said.

Now it was Mr. Hendricks’ turn to double-take at his wife.

“That might work,” Mrs. Hendricks said.  “Depending on what was on offer of course.”

“How should I know what to offer?” Tori asked.

Mrs. Hendricks made a show of drinking her tenant in.  She ran her brown eyes up over Tori’s little feet and up her long, smooth legs, settling finally on her dazzling, blue eyes.

“If it was me making an offer,” Mrs. Hendricks said, “then I’d bear in mind that I owed four month’s rent.  I would want to make a fitting offer.”

Tori bit her lip.

“But that’s just me,” Mrs. Hendricks said, knowing that she’d planted the seed.

Mr. Hendricks grabbed his wife by the elbow and turned away from Tori for a moment.  He spoke in a hushed growl.  “Honey.  What are you doing?”

“Having some fun,” his wife replied.  “We’re not getting the rent, so we might as well get something.”

“What did you have in mind?” Mr. Hendricks hushed back.

“You can fuck me,” came Tori’s voice, having overheard the exchange.

The pair of them turned to her.  She was stood with her legs astride, looking as confident as ever.  With a body like that it was easy to be.

“I’m sorry?” Mr. Hendricks began.

“I think what my husband meant to say was: ‘That sounds good.’”

Tori smirked and Mr. Hendricks shot a look of shock to his wife.  “Marie!”

Mrs. Hendricks shrugged.  “I should very much like to watch,” she said.  “Perhaps there’s a thing or two I can learn.”

“Marie!” Mr. Hendricks cried again.

“Come on, honey.  You’re about to fuck a damn model.  Most guys would be chomping at the bit.  This whole ‘pretend to be appalled’ thing isn’t washing.”

“A model?” Tori said, looking hopefully at Mrs. Hendricks.

“You need to look in the mirror more,” she replied.

Her husband watched as his Mrs. Hendricks sauntered over to her younger tenant.  The two couldn’t have been more at odds.  Tori stood almost a foot taller.  She was younger, more attractive and decidedly less clothed.

Mrs. Hendricks looked over her spectacles, studying Tori as though she were up for purchase.  “I think my husband would enjoy himself,” she said.

“I’d make sure he did,” replied Tori.  She looked to David now.  “He can do whatever he wants to me.”

Mr. Hendricks dropped his shtick.  He stared at Tori as he smoldered in his sharp suit.  Even at forty-five he was suave and handsome.  He’d felt ill-at-ease outside, but a woman’s body was something Mr. Hendricks was well versed in.  He’d had his fair share before Marie.

“You remind me of a guy I dance for,” Tori said.

“Oh yeah?”

“Almost.  You have a nicer smile.”

Mr. Hendricks beamed as if to show it off.

“Don’t get too cocky, dear,” Mrs. Hendricks said.

“So how do we do this?” Tori said.

“Fairly simply,” said Mrs. Hendricks.  “You get on your hands and knees, crawl over there and start sucking my husband’s cock.”

Mr. Hendricks shot his wife an impressed look.  She was clearly in the mood.

“And the rent issue just goes away?” Tori asked.

“After he comes,” Mrs. Hendricks said.

“In my mouth?  On my face?” Tori asked, nonchalant.

“Inside you,” Mrs. Hendricks said.  “And I’m going to tongue it out.”

Tori laughed in shock.  Finally Mrs. Hendricks had said something that had shocked her.

“I’ve never done that before,” Tori said.

“It’s quite the experience,” Mrs. Hendricks said sagely, and Tori looked at her in a new light, realizing that the tidy, light-blue suit-jacket and pencil skirt were merely a façade.  Mrs. Hendricks could be as dirty as they come and it seemed she had something to prove.

Tori stared, amazed and silent.

“On your knees,” Mrs. Hendricks ordered.

Tori bit her lip again and quickly dropped to the floor, steeling her eyes on Mr. Hendricks’ crotch and stalking slowly towards him.

Mrs. Hendricks watched proudly.  The silken gown rode up over Tori’s ass and the mature landlady eyed at her pale, juicy flesh.  Her ass bounced and flexed with each stride forward.

She moved slowly, watching as Mr. Hendricks’ crotch started to swell.  She gave him ample time to get hard, but he didn’t need it.  The second his wife had even started to hint at what was to come, David’s cock had started to twitch.

“Ready for her, honey?” Mrs. Hendricks asked.

“Oh, I’m ready, Marie,” David said.

“He looks ready,” Tori laughed.

“Take him out of his pants,” Mrs. Hendricks said coolly, and she walked across to get a better view.

Mr. Hendricks kept his hands by his side and stared down as Tori tackled his belt.  She slipped it through his pant-loops and went straight for the button, opening it quickly and pulling down his zipper.

“She’s ravenous,” Mrs. Hendricks said, watching close.

The couple stared down as Tori fished excitedly inside her landlord’s pants, producing something that Mrs. Hendricks had seen countless times, but that still made her wet with excitement.

“My, oh my,” Tori said, holding the thick appendage.

Mr. Hendricks was well put together.  His thick, mature cock looked a pretty picture in Tori’s slender, younger hand.  She stared down her nose at the target as her landlady-come-mistress sucked a deep breath.

Mrs. Hendricks felt her nipples stiffen with excitement.  She moved her hand beneath her suit-jacket and squeezed at her breast, watching as another woman tackled her husband’s cock.

“Get him in your mouth you naughty slut,” Mrs. Hendricks ordered, and the insult struck Tori like riding-crop to the ass.

She sucked a quick breath and pounced on him.  Tori relished the attention.  That was why she had become a stripper; on stage in front of all those guys who wanted but couldn’t touch ... and now here she was, touching someone else at his wife’s request.  It was a sordid affair.

Mr. Hendricks threw his head back and groaned, looking down in disbelief as the full lips of Tori slid down over his thick pole, drinking in every inch.

She pressed herself deep down on him, forcing him right to the back of her throat and beyond.  Ordinarily such party-tricks were kept in the locker, but this felt to her like a special occasion.  More than anything she found herself wanting to impress the more experienced onlooker.

“Good,” Mrs. Hendricks nodded.

“Are you seeing this?” Mr. Hendricks said, looking down in awe as Tori’s lips inched down to the hilt of his sizeable cock.

“I don’t have plans to look anywhere else,” Mrs. Hendricks said, and as if to make the point she dropped to her knees to join her tenant.

Tori looked out of the corner of her eye to Mrs. Hendricks and then she slowly peeled back her lips, revealing the stiff, wet cock like the dirtiest magic-trick.

She slid all the way back off him and then giggled, wiping some drool off her chin before pointing the cock in Mrs. Hendricks direction.

“While you’re down here?” Tori shrugged.

Mrs. Hendricks curled a lock of hair behind her ear and leaned forward.  It was a strange sight to behold.  The well-to-do, smartly-dressed lady was gradually swallowing the second-hand cock of her husband as their new plaything watched on.

“Good,” Tori said slowly.  “That’s hot.”

Tori leaned underneath and started to suck on the hanging balls of Mr. Hendricks.  A heady groan left him now and his knees became weak.  He’d never had two women before.

“You’re spoiling me, girls,” David said, looking down on the both of them.

His wife pulled back and blinked up at him, leaving Tori to roll his balls through her lips.  “She’s not finished yet.”

Tori gnawed her way up along the shaft of her new lover, bouncing the tip of his cock on her tongue playfully before rising on her knees and sinking him back into her throat.

Mr. Hendricks groaned louder now, pulling back his suit-jacket and tossing it aside.  He was in the mood.

Mrs. Hendricks opened Tori’s gown and pulled it back off her shoulders to reveal the lingerie beneath.  In an effort to save money, Tori had made sure all of her underwear was ‘fit-for-work.’

“Look at her, honey,” Mrs. Hendricks said, and she reached her hands down from Tori’s shoulders and squeezed at her full breasts.

Tori moaned and David felt the vibrations of it along his shaft.  She stroked her tongue on the underside of him as she slowly released his cock again, then she took it in her fist and gasped.

“I want it,” she said, pumping along it.  She looked up to Mr. Hendricks and then back to his wife.  “I want it inside me.”

“Have it,” her mistress said, and she took off her own suit-jacket now to show-off her sizable charms.

“I want you too,” Tori said, standing up and breaking rank.

Mrs. Hendricks breathed calmly and looked to Tori’s attractive face.  Her eyes slipped down to glance at Tori’s full lips that second earlier had been wrapped around her husband’s girth.

“Have me,” Mrs. Hendricks said, shrugging.

Tori put her hand behind her landlady’s head and pulled her in.  The pair started to kiss and Mr. Hendricks watched on, steadily jerking his hard cock and wondering just where things were going to wind up.

Their kiss blossomed and turned even more passionate and soon Tori was fingering at the buttons of Mrs. Hendricks’ freshly-ironed shirt.

“Show me those big, mature tits,” Tori said, snarling like an animal.

Mrs. Hendricks finished opening the shirt, then she pulled it back off her shoulders and pushed her chest forwards.

Tori instantly sank her face into the full cleavage, kissing and biting on the soft flesh.  Not to waste time, Mrs. Hendricks quickly unfastened the clasp at her back.

“Good girls,” Mr. Hendricks said.  “Good girls.”

He jerked his cock and watched as his wife’s bra slipped off her.  Tori kissed her way quickly to her nipples and soon she was sucking hard over the node.

Mrs. Hendricks let out a giddy cry and held the younger slut against her, letting her feast for the moment.

Mr. Hendricks—feeling somewhat left out—moved behind his tenant.  His hands gripped at Tori’s tits as she sucked on his wife and then he unclasped her bra too.

Tori whipped it from her shoulders and turned around, wondering just what to do with herself.

She started to kiss Mr. Hendricks now, pushing her body against him and feeling the hard slab of flesh settle against her thigh.

Mrs. Hendricks was quickly on hand.  As her husband’s eyes stayed closed in the embrace, Mrs. Hendricks started to pull down Tori’s tiny panties.

Tori continued to wrestle with Mr. Hendricks’ tongue, stepping out of her panties with no sign of bashfulness.  She knew just how good she looked naked.

When Mr. Hendricks finally pulled away from her he was surprised to be staring down at the thin landing-strip of hair that sat above her pussy.

“Looks good, doesn’t she?” Mrs. Hendricks said, eyeing her from the back.

“Let me check,” Mr. Hendricks joked, and he moved away to walk a full-circle around her.  As he did so he stepped somewhat clumsily form his pants and kicked off his shoes.

“Does she meet your standards?” Mrs. Hendricks asked, tongue-in-cheek.

“She no Mrs. Hendricks,” David said, “but she’ll do.”

Tori giggled and turned back to face them as the pair shared a brief, romantic kiss.  “Cute,” she said.

“Fuck her honey,” Mrs. Hendricks said, decidedly less cute.

Tori clapped and dropped her ass to the rug, opening her legs wide.  She pointed her pussy right at the pair and relished the shocked, impressed look that flashed briefly on their faces.

“Good enough to eat,” Mrs. Hendricks said wryly.

“Be my guest,” Tori offered, sliding a finger along her petals.

Mrs. Hendricks took a look to her husband.

“Go ahead, honey,” he said.

Mrs. Hendricks unzipped the side of her skirt and let it drop.  Tori’s eyes widened at the sight of her mistress’s high-stockings and lady-like suspenders.  She was like a mature centre-fold—a far cry from the stiff suit that had walked in.

“Come here, you,” Tori said, curling a finger in Mr. Hendricks’ direction.  “I want you back in my mouth.

He hurried his shirt off and walked to her in only his socks, dropping to his knees and angling his dick quickly towards her waiting, open mouth.

Mr. Hendricks slotted himself home and felt that now-familiar, warm embrace.  He looked down as his wife got in position between Tori’s legs, bending forward and pointing her ass back towards the apartment door.  It cut a fantastic shape from his vantage point.

“We’ve not done something like this for a while,” Mr. Hendricks said suggestively, looking down at his wife as she stared at her target.

“No we haven’t,” Marie said, and Tori could feel her breath on her sex.

She hummed contently, groaning louder when she felt the mature, experienced lips envelop her dampening pussy.

She drove deep over Mr. Hendricks’ cock, putting him back in her throat and dining-out on the sudden lack of oxygen.

Mr. Hendricks took a grip of her neck and squeezed at the sides, pinching hard and giving Tori a giddy, heady sensation.

Her scalp prickled and her whole body tingled with ecstasy as Mrs. Hendricks’ tongue wound up towards her stiffening clitoris.  She searched it out with ease and flicked over the bean, listening as Tori groaned loud.

She unsheathed the cock from her gullet and suddenly the condo became a chorus of groans as Tori instantly started to come.

Mrs. Hendricks ate faster, encouraged by her subject’s reaction.  Mr. Hendricks started to beat his cock over the young beauty, enjoying the show.  The orgasm gripped her, possessing her like a demon.

“Yes!” she grunted, writhing on the rug.  “Oh, fuck, yes!”

Mrs. Hendricks was like an animal too.  She fought hard to keep herself clamped over Tori’s drooling pussy, riding her crotch like it was an unruly feedbag.  Her tongue lashed down the crease and she tasted the sweet juices as they slowly slid from Tori’s pussy.

“Oh, fuck!” Tori groaned, enjoying the climax to the fullest.

She writhed wildly and then appeared to come back to earth, opening her eyes and catching sight of Mr. Hendricks’ hard cock.

She launched on it and started to suck feverishly, gripping the shaft and jerking him.  Her mouth tongued and kissed at the bulbous, sensitive head whilst her hand worked fiercely below.

Mrs. Hendricks vacated Tori’s sex and wiped at her mouth, watching the ravenous fashion with which she tackled her husband.

“Steady now,” she warned.  “Remember where I want his cum.”

Tori pulled back, tempering her excitement.  “Then do it,” she said.  “Fucking cum in my pussy.”

She said the words with such certainty that Mrs. Hendricks started to wonder who wanted it more.

“Fuck her, honey,” Mrs. Hendricks said.  “Fuck her and shoot a load in that tight body.”

He needed no second instruction.  He worked his way from his spot at her side and moved in between her legs.

Tori looked down and watched as Mrs. Hendricks was replaced by Mr. Hendricks.  He angled his cock towards the wet, soaked groove and pressed against her, dipping his cock into the mix of his wife’s saliva and Tori’s cum.

“Yes!” Tori groaned, feeling the thick girth stretch her.

The muscle of her pussy sprang open over the intruder and then she took the next few inches quickly.  Mr. Hendricks was immediately enamored by the warm, wet embrace as her pussy pinched around him.

“Put yourself on my face,” Tori said, looking to Mrs. Hendricks.  “Ride my mouth.”

Mrs. Hendricks bit her lip.  “You sure know how to excite a lady,” she said.

Tori closed her eyes and her stomach tightened as Mr. Hendricks drove the last of his inches into her.  She could feel the tip of him tease at her cervix, opening her eyes just wide enough to see her approaching mistress.  Mrs. Hendricks had slipped her panties down and was wearing only her stockings and suspenders now.

“Yes!” Tori whimpered.  “Sit on my fucking face.”

Mrs. Hendricks straddled the whining damsel and Tori stared up as the round butt of Mrs. Hendricks dropped over her.  Those delicious curves framed the equally delicious, mature pussy and Tori watched as it approached from above.

It came so near that she could no longer focus on it, then she felt the soft flesh smudge against her waiting lips.

Tori groaned and so too did Mrs. Hendricks.  Her tongue lashed up into the core of her mistress and Mrs. Hendricks let out a moan, leaning back and staring into the eyes of her husband.

Their gaze met lovingly, but there was nothing romantic about what was happening beneath.  Tori’s tight pussy was gripping the adulterer close and at her other end her busy tongue was ravaging the shaven folds of Mrs. Hendricks.

“Fucking use me!” Tori cried from beneath, briefly finding air.

Mrs. Hendricks started to grind over her face, rubbing her wet pussy over her nose and treating herself to Tori’s pointed tongue.  It probed deep and fed on the sweet juices that began to roll free.

“How are you doing there, honey?” Mrs. Hendricks asked.

“I’m not gonna be much longer,” he said, wincing with an ecstatic, breathless look on his face.

“Shoot it,” Tori demanded.  “Shoot your fucking cum.”

Her words echoed up off the wet flesh of Mrs. Hendricks, who continued to ride.  She wriggled her hips back and forth and gave her final commands.

“Come in her, honey,” she said over and over.  “Come in that young, pretty pussy.  Fill her right up.  Fill her up with that hot cum and let me lick it out of her.”

The words were a turn on for all of them.  Mr. Hendricks couldn’t believe what was being asked of him, but he had no intention of doing anything else.  He knew better than to disappoint his wife.

“Shoot it, Mr. Hendricks,” Tori begged, opening her legs wide.

Mr. Hendricks doubled his efforts, pounding down on Tori’s pussy like he owned it.  He put his hands either side of her and held himself above, working hard from the hips and drilling into the wailing damsel.

“Yes, honey,” Mrs. Hendricks continued.  Her fingers worked busily on her clit as she watched her husband have his fill.  “Shoot it.  Fucking shoot it.”

He gave her the final few pumps.  Mrs. Hendricks spotted the familiar, pained expression.  She knew what it foretold.  He was ready.

“Fucking shoot it,” Mrs. Hendricks declared, and right on cue her husband let out a tremendous, aching groan that lurched from the pit of his stomach.

The whole room fell deeply silent.  All that could be heard was the fast, excited breaths of Tori as she waited to be filled.

She felt his cock throb, greeting it with a moan before feeling the sudden rushing heat as it blasted into her.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Tori groaned, and Mrs. Hendricks kicked her legs off her to give her some space.

The mistress stroked at her tenant’s hair, dropping her face and talking close to her ear.  “Take his cum,” she said, soothingly.  “Take his fucking load.”

Mr. Hendricks worked his cock steadily, slowly rocking it in the drenched core of Tori.  It turned slippery and sticky, filling to the brim with his seed.

“Every drop,” Mrs. Hendricks said.  “Every last drop.”

She watched her husband fall back to earth.  His focus came off the ceiling and he stared down at the ravaged pussy of Tori.  Gradually he pulled backwards, revealing his slick, glistening cock and the cum that filmed it.

“Good,” Mrs. Hendricks said.  “Now it’s my turn.”

Mr. Hendricks scooted away, but kept himself close.  He wanted to see this.

Tori took several deep breaths, staring up at the ceiling.  Her face and chest were flush with a red hue.  She propped herself up on an elbow and looked down as Mrs. Hendricks got into position.

“Eat him out of me,” Tori said.

Mrs. Hendricks felt as though she was the slut now.  She stared into soft-pink petals.  The cum inside was easy to spot.  It was slowly oozing outwards, looking all pearly and white.

“Fuck,” Mrs. Hendricks whispered, and she moved her face between Tori’s legs.

Tori’s eyes closed again as she felt Mrs. Hendricks tongue anew.  This time the sensation was different.  The cum was like silk, sliding over her primed pussy majestically.

She could hear the lapping, sticky mess as Mrs. Hendricks tongued out her husband’s love.  Mr. Hendricks watched, awe-struck.  His hand tugged slowly as he sat, hypnotized by the sight of it all.

Mrs. Hendricks felt a delightful depravity grip her.  She loved the sensation.  It was like a drug to her, coming down off her pedestal and relieving herself of the business-woman-like persona.

“You naughty slut,” Tori giggled, watching as Mrs. Hendricks continued in earnest.

She lapped, licked and sucked until there was nothing more to be had, cleansing Tori’s pussy to the extent where it looked as though nothing had happened.  Afterwards Tori curled a finger to Mrs. Hendricks, staring at her lips.

“Come here and kiss me,” she said sweetly.

Mr. Hendricks watched on as his wife shared his cum, passing it across on an outstretched tongue that Tori sucked passionately on.  The two sent his love back and forth and the volume of it lessened as they did so as each of them swallowed it down.

Mr. Hendricks walked over in one final act, sandwiching his cock between the wrestling lips of his wife and new lover.

They obliged gladly, kissing at either side of him and lapping up the last of his cum until Mr. Hendricks too was cleansed of the evidence.

“Consider your rent paid,” Mrs. Hendricks said, rolling her tongue over her teeth.

“I think maybe we can come to a new arrangement,” Mr. Hendricks said.

“Works for me,” replied Tori.  “I’d do that for free.”

“You really shouldn’t be telling us that,” Mrs. Hendricks said, offering one last bit of advice.  “We just might hold you to it.”

THE END
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Carnival Fever
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Ewan, Chloe and I were beyond excited when we made the flight down to Brazil.  It was a once-in-a-lifetime trip, and the three of us had won tickets at a gala dinner that our company had organized.

I had to take a minute before I agreed to go, as it’d mean leaving my family for a couple of weeks, but things were rocky with my husband anyway and I needed the space.  Ewan and Chloe didn’t even think before they said yes.  At nineteen and twenty-years-old respectively, they had the carefree kind of attitude that I wished I’d had in my youth.  I was too busy settling down at their age.  Oh, well!  I hoped I could reignite some inner passions on the trip, especially considering that it coincided with Carnaval.

For the uninitiated, Carnaval is a festival at Easter where everyone in Brazil gets together and has one big party that lasts almost an entire week.  I’d been doing my research and watching the rowdy online videos of proceedings.  Chloe and I had even invested in sequined outfits for the big day.

Ewan wasn’t usually the sort to get involved in dressing-up, but he made an exception for this.  He’d bought a traditional feathered head-dress and a very tight pair of shorts, and what I can only describe as a decorative bib!  It wrapped around his neck and flowed down his torso to encase his crotch a bit like underwear.  It was certainly something to look at!

We’d done a dress rehearsal in the office and found ourselves in hysterics as we paraded in front of everyone.  I guessed it wouldn’t look so out-of-place when February rolls around and we’re surrounded by people in similar garb.

Well, I can tell you now, Rio de Janeiro didn’t disappoint.  We arrived a few days before everything got going.  They were putting up scaffolding in the streets and bleachers that lined the route of the main parades.

In the meantime, the three of us got to exploring the sights, taking cable cars to Sugar Loaf Mountain and getting iconic photos with Christ the Redeemer.  It was such a profound experience, but it wouldn’t be the only one that we’d have that vacation.

The three of us had never gotten along so well.  Arguments were at an absolute minimum and compliments were at an all-time-high.  I couldn’t believe it when Ewan told Chloe she looked nice at breakfast.  She’d been rightly suspicious, of course, but he’d been sincere.

The locals too weren’t shy in telling us we looked beautiful.  I’d never been complimented so much in my life, and it was starting to give me a sense of confidence that I hadn’t felt in a long time.

In bars the guys would come over and, if they weren’t telling Chloe she looked like an angel, they were fawning all over me instead.  It was insanely flattering, especially since these twenty-somethings were half my age.

Ewan too was getting attention from both sexes.  The gay guys there were running their eyes all over him on the day he wore a loose basketball jersey.  I must confess, I was staring too.  I hadn’t quite realized that he was so muscly.  He was really becoming a man and it was a sight to behold.  He didn’t know how to handle all the attention as Brazilian women wolf-whistled him in the street.

In the build-up you could feel the energy everywhere.  There was a buzz about the place, and not a single frown to be seen.  It rubbed off on all of us in the best of ways.

Before we knew it, it was time for Carnaval.

We didn’t really know what we were going to do specifically and had all agreed to kind of let the day take us wherever it may.  We wanted to stay together all night, but we were all adults and agreed that getting split-up wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world.

The streets were a raucous cauldron of high-octane partying.  Everywhere there was a beat, whether it was someone hammering a huge drum as they paraded through the city, or a local tapping on a metal table as he sat enjoying a beer and watching the show.  It was just electric.

The sounds, sights and smells really overwhelmed the senses and the delirium was infectious.  We’d sunk a few Caipirinhas—Brazil’s famous drink—during the day and latched on to one or two parades.  With the three of us dressed-up we were often confused for locals.  Again, the compliments came thick and fast, with men making obvious glances at both mine and Chloe’s cleavage, and women actively rubbing Ewan’s powerful chest.  Everyone seemed in-touch with their sexuality in a way that most other cultures would never be.

People moved between each other freely, rubbing bodies and transferring sweat.  It made no sense to fight against it, and instead we embraced it.

At some point Chloe got whisked away by a handsome man who started dancing with her in the street.  A crowd formed around them, and Ewan and I watched from the sidelines, with the party flowing all around us.

We got swept up in a passing procession, dancing along with the revelers and trying to wave to Chloe in the meantime.

She looked like she was enjoying herself immensely and was savvy enough to navigate the city on her own.  I wasn’t concerned, but I didn’t have chance to be even if I was.  There were so many other things to snatch your attention that it was tough to focus on any one thing at once.

“Let’s take a break for a bit, Amanda,” Ewan said after several hours of partying.  “Maybe we can get in touch with Chloe.”

We slipped off down a side-street where the party continued but at a quieter, slower pace.  There were drums echoing off the buildings that lined the narrow road, and the street had tables of people drinking as well as a bigger crowd at the far end.

“I’ll text her and tell her where we are,” Ewan said, looking up for a street-name.

“Drop a pin,” I told him, sounding much more tech-savvy than I was.

Ewan did just that and put his phone back in the little pouch that was fastened around his waist.  He took a look down the street and furrowed his brow.  “What the hell is going on down there?”

At this point I thought nothing could surprise me, but as we ventured closer the two of us were in for one hell of a surprise indeed.

In the middle of the street there was a woman dressed in all the regalia of the Carnaval, twerking mercilessly on the waist of man who was sat down on a chair, clapping his hands.

We moved behind and looked at her big, jiggling ass and then noticed that neither of them was wearing underwear.

She was covering the guy’s hard cock in all her juices, and she was doing it right in the middle of the street as people watched on and danced.

I put a hand to Ewan’s eyes, and he batted it away.

“I thought we were soaking in the culture?” he said, unable to take his eyes off the act.

“This isn’t the kind of culture I imagined needed soaking up.”

“Speaking of soaking ...” Ewan said, and he nodded to the pair.

The woman had lifted herself up off the guy’s cock and she had reached a hand between her legs to jerk him.  Her cum was slathered along his length and she smoothed it down over him until his dick glistened beautifully.

I couldn’t turn away either, as much as I wanted to.  I stood there beside Ewan and we both watched the sinful act.

“Welcome to Rio,” a man beside us said, sensing we weren’t locals.

I looked back and he gave me a nod, then he looked to my breasts and down my body.  I bit my lip, but I didn’t want him to think I was single.  Down this street, it felt like anything goes, and dressed in a similar get-up I could be confused for being some part of a sex-team.

I put my arm out and grabbed Ewan’s hand.  He looked down, confused.

“Just play along,” I whispered.

Ewan turned back and saw the guy eyeing me.  He put his hand on my ass and pulled me closer to him.

My eyes bulged and I looked up at Ewan.  “I’ll look after you,” he said.

I felt safe in his grasp and insanely proud that he’d done the right thing, in his own way.  He nodded again to the couple in front of us and we watched as she got to her knees and jerked the guy off in her mouth.

He punched the air and looked up through the narrow building to the blue Rio sky.  His face was a picture of pleasure.  I felt myself become wet just from watching.

“Here it comes,” one of the revelers said, and he looked right at me.

I stared back at the cock and watched the sequined beauty pull out his cum all over her mouth, rubbing it about her face and then chomping back down over his cock.  She sucked him with a smile, basking in the cheers and applause from those around us.

“She’s a pro,” Ewan said, mesmerized.

She stood up and pushed the cum into her mouth, then she fixed her eyes on Ewan who couldn’t stop staring.

“You,” she said, and the pair of us jolted.

She started to dance in his direction and Ewan looked to me.

“No, no, no,” I told her, shaking my finger.

I turned to Ewan, and he turned to me.  The both of us seemed to have the same naughty idea at exactly the same time.

He put his lips to mine, and we kissed.  The crowd cheered and Ewan’s tongue ventured into my mouth.  He squeezed my ass and pulled me onto him.  I could feel the bulge in his pants that had no doubt arrived when he’d seen the live-action blowjob.

To feel his stiffness against me like that and to have his tongue in my mouth made me giddy with excitement.  The festivities had consumed us, but they weren’t done digesting us yet.

The wannabe porn-star danced her way over and took my hand.  I took my lips off Ewan and looked to her.  She started to dance, and I joined, although I didn’t give it my all.  She looked to Ewan and noticed his bulge, then she took my hand and put it right over it.

“Party!” was all she said, and then she started to rub my hand against Ewan.

He swallowed and then started to dance too.  The only people there who knew we were just colleagues were us.  We could act like we were a horny couple with a big age-gap and no-one would know the truth.

“Lucky guy,” one of the crowd said, and they seemed to know now that we weren’t natives.

The dancing Samba queen tugged at Ewan’s pants, trying to release him.  At first, I protested, but Ewan didn’t seem to mind.

“Let her, Sheryl,” he hushed.

I realized then that I just might be ruining Ewan’s fun.  If he was riding solo, he could well be getting the craziest blowjob of his life right now, but there I was, ruining his party.

I watched in amazement as she pulled down Ewan’s shorts and took out his hard cock.  I’d never seen him like this before, but the second I did I found a strange compulsion to claim him.  For whatever reason I felt a jealousy mounting.  I didn’t want to share him.

I dropped quickly to my knees and swallowed Ewan’s cock before he had a chance to protest and before I had a chance to think about what I was doing.  The response from the crowd was one of cheers and approval.

Ewan stood there and let me claim his cock.  I hadn’t yet looked up, so I couldn’t attest to the expression on his face, but I felt his hand come to the back of my head and guide me onto him.

I drove my lips down over his shaft and tickled my tongue around his bulbous crown.  I heard him groan above me, then I heard the raucous cheer of our Brazilian mistress.  She danced off in a different direction and was soon at the pants of another reveler who looked lost.

Even though she was gone, I didn’t stop.  I moved my tongue around him and then opened my eyes to look up.

He met my gaze with his and a smile broke on his lips.  I turned bashful, but I didn’t stop.  I felt almost trapped down there.  I mean, how did you exit a blowjob?

“What the hell?” came a voice.  My ears had picked out the English language like it was a fly in my mushroom soup.

I pulled Ewan from my mouth and looked to where it had come from.  There stood Chloe with a shocked look on her face.

The alleyway’s mistress danced over in her direction with that infectious energy that was tough to ignore.  It was time to put Chloe to the test.

She grabbed her hand and started to dance, and soon Chloe’s shocked frown turned to a smile, although she kept looking to me on the floor with Ewan’s cock in my hand.

“What now, Sheryl,” he asked, looking down.

“I should go over to her.”

“But we’re not finished,” Ewan said.

I shot him a look of surprise.  He wanted to come, and I didn’t want to deny him the good time.  I thought about grabbing the party queen and having her finish him off.  She danced towards us with Chloe in tow.

“Suck,” she said, nodding and Ewan’s unclaimed length.

I put my lips to it again and Chloe watched as I sank him into my mouth.  Her eyes sparkled with excitement and fear.  She knew as well as I did just how wrong it was, but fuck, it felt so right.

“Good,” the Samba slut cheered, and then she led Chloe in our direction too, flinging her against us.

Chloe stumbled into Ewan who put an arm around her.  He held her ass just like he’d held mine.  She put a hand to his chest and looked down.  Now I was blinking up at the both of them with a mouth full of Ewan’s cock.

“Sheryl,” she hushed.  “What are you doing?”

I popped Ewan from my mouth and swallowed.  “Enjoying the party.”

“You found us then?” Ewan said.

Chloe raised her eyebrows.  “I’m wondering if I should have.”

“Get involved,” Ewan said.  “It’s crazy down here.”

“I don’t know any of these guys!” she protested.

“Then come join me down here,” I told her.

Chloe scoffed and then looked around before looking back to Ewan’s cock.  “That’s kinda big,” she said.

“There’s enough to share,” I told her, waggling his stiffness.

Chloe looked like she really wanted to, but she needed some more encouragement.  With our mistress off jerking someone else’s cock, it was up to me to guide her towards sin.

I stood up and grabbed her hand, then I leaned in and kissed her soft lips.  “Come on,” I hushed.  “We can be anything here.”

She dropped with me to the floor as though I was dragging her down into hell, only our hell was filled with delicious, forbidden cocks and there was no-one around to tell us we couldn’t have them.

I gripped the hilt of Ewan’s dick and steered it to Chloe’s mouth.  She put her hair behind her ear daintily and opened her mouth.  She started to giggle as Ewan pressed inside.

I smiled with her and watched his cock slide into her mouth.  She brought her hand to mine and we both jerked him as she tickled the tip of him with her tongue.

“Good,” I told her.

Some of the crowd watched us, but there were quite a lot of debauched acts to choose from.  The Carnaval queen had inspired several other sex-acts down the sinful alleyway.

Chloe continued to tongue over Ewan’s cock and I decided to go for his balls, licking them and pushing my face underneath him.

There was a saltiness to them that was far from unpleasant.  It was the taste of sex, and it was really starting to whet my appetite.

Chloe’s cheek rubbed against me as we each fought for more of Ewan.  After a moment Chloe stood back up and left me down there with Ewan’s hard packet.

I looked up to see if she was going to leave.  Instead, she started to kiss Ewan, and his hand touched at her bare midriff.

I sucked on him and put a hand on Chloe’s calf, moving it up her leg slowly until I was at her crotch.  The sequined underwear covered it beautifully, but I knew it hid a sight far more wonderous.

I could feel the heat of her pussy against my fingers as I started to stroke her.  She kissed Ewan and I watched their tongues dance together as the Samba music filled the street.

I jerked and sucked him, but my curiosities were turned elsewhere.  Gradually I pulled off him and I started to pay more attention to Chloe.

At first, I hooked my finger beneath the crotch of her panties and ran it along her soft, smooth flesh.  I pulled the garment to the side and some of the sequins fell off to the floor.

Her pussy was right in front of my face.  It was a delicious shade of pink and it looked so clean and inviting.  Ewan was oblivious, but Chloe knew what was happening, and she wasn’t stopping any of it.

I sucked a breath through my teeth and stared at her pretty pussy as my finger started to toy with it.  There was a beautiful web of cream that stretched across her tight O.  It begged to be tasted.

I moved my face to her and pressed my mouth between her legs.  She stumbled and parted her feet.  I held her steady, and Ewan looked down to see what had happened.

His stiff cock lay unclaimed, but right beside it was my desperate face, tonguing up into the groove of his wild coworker.

She looked down now and nodded, then she reached out and started to jerk Ewan.  The three of us were part of it now.  We’d surrendered to the act and signed an unspoken contract of secrecy.  No-one could ever know what happened to us all in Rio.

The more I tongued at Chloe the fiercer she jerked Ewan’s cock.  His hands clenched into fists and then stretched out.  It looked like it all might get a bit much for him, but then the Samba stunner that had started the party returned to us to check in.

“Her too,” she said, and she pointed at me on the floor.

She grabbed a chair and put it beside me.  “Here,” she said, and she offered it to me.

I sat in it, and she began a sultry dance in front of me, shaking her tits right in my face.  I wanted to get back to Ewan and Chloe, but for now I was trapped beneath this buxom beauty.

The two of them watched with a smile.  Chloe’s hand stroked gently along Ewan’s cock.  It seemed as though they were waiting for me.

My Brazilian entertainment was now reaching down to the waist of my panties and tugging at them.  I felt silly protesting, what with everything that had already happened.

I lifted my ass and bit at my finger as she pulled my panties all the way down to my ankles.  She split my knees and nodded in approval at my exposed pussy that I styled with a triangle of kempt fur.

“For you,” she said, and she motioned to Chloe and Ewan.

She grabbed Chloe and swung her in front of me.

Chloe went quickly to the floor and set about repaying the favor that I’d given her earlier.  Her mouth pressed over my pussy and enveloped it completely.  She kept her eyes on me and fluttered her tongue up and over my sex.  I stared down and my face filled with euphoric pleasure.

My eyes closed and I moaned.  When they opened again it was to the sight of Ewan’s cock hanging right beside my shoulder.

I turned my head and started to swallow him, but the pleasure that Chloe was delivering was too much.

I moaned and felt a spasm that shot a tingle of bliss radiating up my spine.  It was like a tiny explosion that led to more, until all the pleasure in my body was combusting at once.

My cry rose above the music and Chloe ate more ferociously, keeping her mouth on my wriggling pussy and tonguing at the contractions.

I took Ewan’s cock and jerked it fiercely, trying to give him a modicum of the pleasure that I was feeling.  He moaned with me.

“That’s it, Sheryl,” he said.  “Let it all out.”

It was a joy to have them please me like that and want me to enjoy myself.

Chloe lapped at my pussy in long licks before pulling away and wiping at her mouth.

“Get in there, Ewan,” she said, and she pointed to my pussy.

Ewan moved in between my legs, but he didn’t kneel to the floor.  Instead, he bent his knees and steered his cock towards my pussy.

Chloe looked surprised, but she didn’t say anything.  Her mouth opened wide, and she watched as Ewan pressed the head of himself to my soaked folds and started to swash it up and down.

I could feel his stiffness running up along my groove.  I felt like such a naughty girl sat in that chair in the street, but there were things equally as naughty happening around us, including a woman who had started to masturbate while watching us.

“Fuck her,” Chloe said, and she put her foot up on the chair and started to masturbate over the two of us.

I looked to her delicious pussy and her pretty, slender fingers that slid along it.  She was so beautiful that the act seemed out of place, but not in that street.  I wondered if there were streets all across the city with people fucking in.  Had we uncovered a counter-culture of Carnaval, or was this just a one-off?

Shit, I didn’t care.  All I wanted in that moment was for Ewan to lunge his waist forwards and give me those inches of his.

“Fuck me,” I told him now, nodding.

Chloe strummed her clit and watched as Ewan set his cock at my sticky O and pressed forwards.

The three of us moaned as our bodies became one.  Chloe started to come with such force that the juices of her pussy started to run free and string down onto my arm.

She used them to flutter her hand over her pussy faster, urging the climax on for as long as she could.

Ewan hit his stride and pumped his cock into me.  I coated him in my wetness, but he was having difficulty giving me everything.  A chair alone was no great set-up, but I had an idea.

“Fuck me from behind,” I told him.

Ewan moved off me and I led Chloe to the seat where I was sat.  She sat in it, and I put my hands on her knees and faced her.

Ewan knew his place and he went there, holding my hips and waiting for me to bend forwards.

Chloe gave me a look up and down.  With a smirk I grabbed the two cups of my outfit and pulled them down so that my tits sprang out the top.

Chloe was inspired.  She did the same and we shared the strangest moment of bonding as the two of us appreciated each other’s breasts.

I bent at the waist and went for her nipples.  My mouth opened to envelop one of them just as Ewan pushed into me.  I moaned onto Chloe’s tits and latched my lips around them.

I sucked and felt her nipples turn stiff in my mouth.  I could see her arm working busily as she continued to masturbate while Ewan started to fuck me.

He slapped down on my ass and gripped my hips firmly, pulling me back onto his thrusts as he burst forwards.  Our flesh clapped together like the beat of the city, hitting rhythmically along with the drums.

“Oh, Sheryl,” he hushed.

“He’s gonna come,” Chloe said, looking to him.

“Tell him I want it inside me,” I said to her.

Chloe flashed me an impressed look.

“Come in her pussy,” she told Ewan.

I dropped further down her body and held her knees open.  My face moved to her pussy and Chloe moved her hand away.  I tasted her sweetness again as Ewan lost himself behind me.

He was pumping his hips so fast that I was trembling.  Again and again, he pounded me.  The grip of his hand on my ass was so strong that I thought he might tear completely through my flesh.

Instead, I felt him relax as his cock stiffened harder than I’d ever known it.  It cruised through me slowly now, like hard rock.  It pulsed and Ewan let out a moan.

“Oh, he’s coming,” I spoke into Chloe’s pussy, and the words bounced back all wet.

I felt the heat of Ewan pour into me.  Chloe held my hand as he filled me.

“Good boy,” she told Ewan.

He had a lot to give.  It poured back out of me and fell messily to the floor.  Some of our crowd spotted it and started to cheer even more.

Chloe stroked beneath my chin and guided my face back up to hers.  I stood carefully, pulling forwards off Ewan’s hard cock.

His cum spilled out the back of me as I kissed Chloe.  It felt so loving and gentle that it was difficult to come to terms with the fact it might be a one-off.  She felt like a lover, and so did Ewan.

The kiss was brief and soon it was interrupted by a still-hard, cum-soaked cock that Ewan moved between us.

“Naughty boy,” I told him, but I kissed at his shaft anyway and Chloe did the same from the other side.

The Samba queen danced her way over and gave my ass a slap.  More cum fell out from me and she moved her hand to smother it back against my pussy.

“Good!” she said, shaking her tits.

She sucked Ewan’s seed off her fingers and twerked her way over to another couple who were losing themselves to the magic of the street.

Ewan’s cock softened between us, and he pulled up his shorts to hide his modesty now.  Chloe and I kissed for a moment longer and then separated with a lingering look that suggested things weren’t going to end there.

“Let’s get off this street,” Chloe said, putting her pretty tits back in her dress.

She moved the crotch of her panties over and I dressed too.  Our Brazilian mistress gave a faux cry-face at our departure, but she was quickly smiling again and playing with another couple.

We left the street and danced our way back into the Carnaval.  No-one had any idea of what the three of us had just done, and for the next few hours we didn’t feel the need to address it.  Instead, we basked in the atmosphere some more.  At intervals the three of us would share a look, or a moment that hinted at what we’d done, but none of them were negative.

I’d gone to Rio to rediscover myself, but instead I had uncovered a part of myself that I didn’t know existed.  Chloe and Ewan had been more than happy to discover it with me, and that was only day one of Carnaval!

I wondered what the rest of the week had in store ...

THE END
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My First Time Lesbian Sex Then My First Threesome
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My younger employee Isla and I were connecting.  She’d worked for me for over a year, but I never really felt like I’d got to know her.  I decided spontaneously that a vacation together might help, and what’s more the business was going to pay for it.  Isla couldn’t say yes fast enough.

We’d picked an island called Madeira that belonged to Portugal but was much closer to Africa than anywhere else.  The photos looked mesmerizing, and the pace of the island seemed slow enough for Isla and I.  Even though she was nineteen, Isla could still appreciate the quiet side of life sometimes, and Madeira had that in spades if that’s what you were looking for.

We took it easy the first couple of days.  The landing had been so bumpy that we felt like we deserved some lazy days on the beach after all that stress.

Our base was a village called Machico that sat on the eastern side of the main island.  They’d shipped in soft sand to replace the large pebbles that formed the beach naturally, but Isla and I were a-okay with that.  We set up our towels and just soaked up all the sunshine, taking regularly dips in the bay to cool off, much to the delight of the locals.

They weren’t shy in admiring us.  They’d fold their arms and watch from the beach in their tiny speedos and Isla and I would giggle under their scrutiny.  I felt like a nineteen-year-old all over again at times, although I didn’t quite have the toned body that Isla did.  I tried to keep in shape, but there’s no defying age, unfortunately.

It went like that for a couple of days.  The locals kept up the flattery as we walked through quiet villages or ordered drinks in bars.  Their attention was flattering.  Even Isla, who wouldn’t stand for this kind of stuff back home, was smitten by it.  It really started to drive up our confidence, and eventually we started talking like we might act on some of their approaches.

“I’d go for an older guy,” Isla said.

“Then who the hell do I go for?”

“That guy near the church looked interested.”

“He looked ninety, is what he looked!”

Isla started laughing.  “Then go younger?”

“I’d love to, but my husband ...”

“We’re on vacation, Melissa.  That’s a break from life.  It’s our chance to do things we wouldn’t normally do at home.”

“Speaking of ...” I began, then I slid my phone across the table to her.  “What do you think of that?”

Isla looked down on a photo of a series of waterfalls trickling into a boulder-laden pool.  “It looks like paradise,” she said, her eyes wide.  “Where’s that?”

“A drive up into the mountains and along a few pathways, if you’re interested?”

“Yes, I’m interested!” Isla said.  “The beach is going nowhere, and Pedro can wait.”

“Pedro?”

“I’ve just decided that’s what all the locals are called.”

I hummed and tried not to say more, focusing instead on the image on my phone.  “It looks incredible, doesn’t it?  We could drive up there tomorrow if you like.  Get an early start?  It’s supposed to be beautiful when the morning light breaks through, and it’s quieter then too.”

“Deal,” Isla said.

And it was as easy that.  Neither of us knew it but making that quick decision would wind up being life-changing.

I woke Isla up the next morning at around five.  The sun on Madeira doesn’t rise until around eight, so I figured we had plenty of time.

We showered and drove out to the start of the hike.  It began by descending several hundred meters into the valley.  The longer we walked the more we realized we’d have to end our hike by conquering a huge hill.

On the way to the waterfall there was a conveniently placed café before the paths got narrower and more treacherous.  We followed the levadas—they’re like irrigation channels—all the way along the hillside pathways.

There were some testing parts, I’ve got to be honest.  Isla was on good form and tackled them well.  I kept a firm grip of the pathway cables that prevented you from toppling over the mountainside.

It took us around an hour and a half to make it to the
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