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Chapter 1: ‘Oops, my towel’
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The sun rose over Willow Creek, casting golden rays across the tidy lawns and pastel-colored split-level homes.

Helen and Rob’s house stood at the end of Maple Drive, a charming suburban relic with rosebushes blooming vibrantly along the fence.

Inside, however, their master bathroom was a time capsule of bad decisions: avocado-green tiles, a chipped porcelain sink, and a shower that sputtered like a tired old man.

After fifteen years of marriage, the couple decided it was time for a change—not just for the bathroom, but for the spark that had dimmed in their relationship.

They hired Sullivan’s Home Improvements, a local outfit with a reputation for quality work and reasonable rates.

On the first morning of the renovation, a dusty pickup truck pulled into their driveway at 7am sharp.

Three workmen spilled out: Mike, the foreman, a broad-shouldered man in his late forties with a salt-and-pepper beard and a no-nonsense demeanor; Dave, the plumber, stocky and jovial with a perpetual grin that hinted at mischief; and Tim, the apprentice, barely twenty, with wide eyes and a nervous energy that betrayed his inexperience.

They hauled toolboxes and sledgehammers into the house, their boots thumping on the hardwood as Helen greeted them with a tray of iced tea and a smile that lingered just a touch too long.

Helen, 38, was a graphic designer who worked from home, her fair hair often swept into a messy bun, her yoga pants and tank tops accentuating her curves.

She’d always been confident in her body—full breasts, toned legs from daily jogs, and a playful glint in her green eyes.

Rob, 40, a high school math teacher with a lean build and a boyish charm, was at work that day, leaving Helen to oversee the crew.

As the men began demolishing the old bathroom, the house filled with the cacophony of hammers and the crunch of shattering tiles.

Dust swirled in the air, coating everything in a fine white powder, and Helen found herself drawn to the chaos.

She lingered in the hallway, watching Mike swing a sledgehammer with controlled precision, his biceps flexing under a sweat-dampened T-shirt.

Dave knelt nearby, prying up floor tiles, his jeans stretched tight over his thighs.

Tim, tasked with hauling debris, kept stealing glances at Helen, his cheeks flushing when she caught him.

The raw physicality of their work stirred something in her—a restless, primal urge she hadn’t felt in years.

Her marriage with Rob was solid, but routine had dulled their passion. The presence of these strangers, tearing apart her private space, felt like an invitation to break free.

By mid-afternoon, the bathroom was a skeleton of its former self, pipes exposed and walls stripped bare.

Helen decided to act on her impulse. She showered in the guest bathroom, the warm water sluicing over her skin, heightening her senses.

She chose a small white towel, barely large enough to wrap around her body, knowing it would accentuate every curve.

Her heart raced as she padded barefoot down the hall, the towel knotted loosely above her breasts, her damp hair clinging to her shoulders.

As the workmen were packing up for the day, stacking tools in the bathroom, Helen staged her moment.

She “tripped” near the doorway, her hand catching the frame as the towel slipped, unraveling completely to the floor.

Her naked body was fully exposed: her pink nipples hardened instantly in the cool air, her full breasts swaying slightly, the neatly trimmed patch of dark hair between her thighs glistening from the shower, and the smooth curve of her ass catching the light.

She froze for a deliberate ten seconds, letting their eyes devour her.

Mike’s sledgehammer clattered to the floor, his jaw slack.

Dave let out a low whistle, his grin widening as he leaned against the wall. Tim’s eyes widened to saucers, his pants visibly tightening as he shifted awkwardly.

“Oh my God, I’m so sorry!” Helen exclaimed, her voice a mix of feigned shock and amusement.

She bent slowly to retrieve the towel, giving them a final view of her backside before clutching it to her chest—though she left her lower half bare a moment longer, her pussy lips just visible.

The men stammered apologies, Mike muttering something about privacy, but their gazes lingered, hungry and unapologetic.

Helen retreated to the bedroom, her pulse pounding, arousal pooling between her legs.

She hadn’t planned to go so far, but the thrill of their attention was intoxicating.

When Rob came home that evening, she recounted every detail over dinner, her voice low and husky.

His eyes darkened with desire, and he pulled her onto his lap, his hands sliding under her shirt.

“You little tease,” he growled, kissing her deeply.

They made love that night with a ferocity they hadn’t felt in years, Helen’s moans echoing as she imagined the workmen watching.

The towel incident had ignited something dangerous—and they both wanted more.
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Chapter 2: Live sex show
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The second day of the bathroom renovation dawned with a crisp October chill, the sunlight filtering through the maple trees that lined Willow Creek’s quiet streets.

Helen and Rob’s suburban home, with its white picket fence and neatly trimmed rosebushes, hummed with anticipation as the workmen’s pickup truck rumbled into the driveway at 7:30am, the crew arriving early ready to install the new plumbing.

But the air was thick with something more than the dust of demolition, a lingering charge from Helen’s deliberate towel slip the day before.

Helen  had spent the morning preparing for this moment.

She chose a floral sundress, short enough to graze her thighs, the thin fabric clinging to her curves.

She skipped the bra, her full breasts swaying freely, her nipples hardening against the material in the cool morning air.

The memory of the workmen’s hungry stares had kept her awake half the night, her body thrumming with a restless arousal she hadn’t felt in years.

Rob, forty, a high school math teacher with a lean build and a boyish charm, had taken the day off, sensing the escalation in their shared fantasy.

He sat at the kitchen table, sipping coffee, his eyes following Helen as she moved through the house, her hips swaying with purpose.

The crew set to work in the master bathroom, the space now a skeleton of exposed pipes and bare walls.

The clank of tools and the low murmur of their banter filled the house, mingling with the scent of sawdust and fresh paint.

Helen brought them cold beers around noon, leaning over just enough to give Mike a clear view down her dress as she handed him a bottle.

Her breasts, heavy and unconfined, strained against the fabric, her nipples stiff and visible. Mike’s eyes lingered, his lips curling into a smirk as he tipped the bottle in thanks.

Dave chuckled softly, nudging Tim, who blushed and fumbled with a wrench, nearly dropping it.

The tension had been building all morning, a slow burn that Helen could feel in her core.

Every glance from the men, every brush of Rob’s hand against her arm, stoked the fire.

By early afternoon, she couldn’t wait any longer. She found Rob in the hallway, his grading papers abandoned, his eyes dark with the same desire she felt.

“They’re watching us,” she whispered, her voice low and husky, nodding toward the bathroom where the men were wrestling with a new shower frame.

Rob’s grin was wicked, his hand sliding to her waist.

“Let’s give them something to see,” he murmured, pulling her close, his lips crashing against hers.

The kiss was hungry, their tongues tangling, hands roaming with urgency. Helen’s body pressed against Rob’s, her breasts flattening against his chest, her thighs rubbing together as arousal pooled between her legs.

She could hear the men’s voices falter in the bathroom, the clatter of tools slowing. The thrill of being so close to exposure made her dizzy.

She tugged Rob into the master bedroom, deliberately leaving the door wide open. The bed, with its crisp white sheets, was in direct view from the bathroom, a stage for their performance.

Helen pushed Rob onto the bed, her hands trembling with excitement as she yanked his shirt over his head, revealing his lean torso, the faint trail of hair leading down to his waistband.

She straddled his thighs, her dress riding up to expose her lace panties, already damp with her need.

Rob’s hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh as he kissed her neck, his teeth grazing her skin.

“You’re such a tease,” he growled, his voice thick with lust, and Helen laughed, the sound carrying to the bathroom.

She glanced over her shoulder, catching Mike’s eye as he stood frozen in the doorway, a drill dangling from his hand.

His jeans bulged unmistakably, his gaze locked on her. Dave and Tim hovered behind him, their work forgotten, their faces a mix of shock and fascination.

Helen smiled wickedly, her confidence surging. She pulled her dress over her head, tossing it aside to reveal her naked body—her breasts full and flushed, her nipples hard as pebbles, her pussy glistening through the sheer lace of her panties.

She slid the panties down her legs, kicking them off, her bare skin glowing in the afternoon light.

Rob groaned, his hands cupping her breasts, thumbs circling
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