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  Chapter one
A Peep into Forbidden Heat


The shore house smelled of salt and sunscreen, a cramped little haven by the ocean where family and friends piled in for a ten-day escape. I, Ethan, had been dragged along on this vacation, expecting nothing more than sunburns and awkward small talk. The house was a chaotic mess of laughter, sandy flip-flops, and too many people for too few rooms. By some stroke of misfortune—or, as I’d soon discover, fortune—I was shoved into a tiny bedroom with two other boys and my mom’s longtime friend, Lena. The room was a tight squeeze, with four beds crammed in like puzzle pieces. My bed faced hers directly, while the other two were angled toward the windows and the balcony. No privacy, no space, and worst of all, no shades on the windows. The morning light would be a brutal alarm clock, I thought, rolling my eyes as I tossed my bag onto the mattress. 
I’d never given Lena much thought before. She’d been around forever, just another adult in the background of my life. But that first night, as I lay in bed, restless from the sticky heat and the unfamiliar creaks of the house, I had no idea that everything was about to change. It was 6:00 AM when the sunlight blasted through the bare windows, painting the room in a harsh, golden glow. I didn’t want to wake up, not yet, so I kept my eyes shut, peering through the slits of my lids to avoid the glare. That’s when I saw her.
Lena was awake, her bed directly in my line of sight. She was buried under a thin blanket, covered from head to toe, but something about her position caught my attention. Her right hand was tucked beneath the fabric, resting somewhere near her hips, and it was moving. Slow, deliberate circles. My breath caught in my throat. I knew exactly what that motion meant—I’d done it myself a hundred times in the privacy of my own room—but seeing it, right there, from a woman I’d never even considered in that way? My mind spun. I froze, every muscle locked in place, my heart hammering so loud I was sure she’d hear it. My cock twitched under my shorts, already straining against the fabric, and I couldn’t tear my eyes away.
Her face was a mask of quiet pleasure. Her eyes fluttered open and shut, dark lashes casting shadows on her cheeks, and her lips parted as she licked them, slow and sensual, like she was savoring something sweet. The blanket hid most of her body, but I could see the shapeless lump of her hand working beneath it, teasing and rubbing over what I could only imagine was her pussy. The movements grew more insistent, more desperate, and I watched, mesmerized, as she squirmed. Her legs shifted, trying to spread wider, but the blanket was wrapped too tightly around her. A flicker of frustration crossed her face, and she turned her head toward me, her gaze sharp and searching.
My heart stopped. I slammed my eyes shut, pretending to be asleep, even letting out a fake snort and tilting my head slightly for a better view through my barely-open lids. I held my breath, waiting. She must’ve bought it because a moment later, I heard the soft rustle of fabric. Peeking again, I saw her flip the blanket off with her left hand, revealing herself in a thin, pale nightgown. She lay flat on her back, her right hand still pressed between her thighs, and in one swift motion, she yanked the nightgown up to her chin. My virgin mind exploded. I’d never seen a woman naked in person before, and now here she was, bared before me in the early morning light.
Her body was a revelation. Slim and tight, with perky tits that jiggled slightly as she moved, topped with nipples so hard they looked like they could cut glass. And below, a wild, dark bush that framed her mound, untamed and raw. I didn’t know why I’d never thought of her as hot before—maybe it was the taboo of her being my mom’s friend—but in that moment, she was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen. My cock throbbed painfully, begging for release, but I didn’t dare move. I couldn’t risk her catching me.
Her fingers danced over her body with practiced ease. She teased her nipples first, pinching and rolling them between her thumb and forefinger, her breath hitching silently as she did. Then her right hand slid lower, parting her legs just enough to give herself access. I watched, transfixed, as her fingers dipped into her folds, probing and exploring. She lifted her head off the pillow, gazing down at herself, her eyes half-lidded with lust as she watched her own fingers disappear inside her. A moment later, she pulled them out, slick and glistening with her arousal. She held them up, studying the sticky strands that clung to her skin, then brought them to her nose, inhaling deeply. My jaw nearly dropped when she slipped those fingers into her mouth, sucking them clean with a look of pure, unadulterated bliss. Her head fell back onto the pillow, her expression one of ecstasy as she savored her own taste.
What came next was a frenzy of raw, primal need. She worked herself with a silent intensity, every move calculated to avoid waking the rest of us. Her lips parted, tongue darting out to lick them again and again, as if she couldn’t get enough of the taste lingering on her skin. Her left hand squeezed her breast hard, the flesh spilling out around her fingers, her nipple peeking through, red and swollen. Her right hand moved with purpose now, fingers lined up straight as she used them like a dildo, fucking herself deep and hard. She’d pull them out, glistening with her juices, then slam them back in, all the way to her thumb, her hips bucking slightly with each thrust. I could hear the faint, wet sounds of her pussy, the slick friction of skin on skin, and it drove me fucking wild. She was spreading herself open, relishing the stretch, and I could tell she loved every second of it.
After a dozen or so pumps, her fingers shifted, focusing on her clit. She rubbed in tight, fast circles, her body tensing, her breath coming in shallow, silent gasps. It didn’t take long. I saw the first wave hit her—her thighs clamped around her hand, her mouth fell open, tongue lolling out, and her entire body shook with the force of her orgasm. She convulsed, wave after wave, her fingers trapped between her legs as she rode it out. When it finally subsided, she lay there, panting silently, her chest rising and falling. But she wasn’t done indulging herself. She pulled her hand free, dripping with her cum, and brought it to her mouth again. She licked and sucked every drop, her eyes closed as if she were imagining cleaning a cock after a good, hard fuck. The sight of her, so shameless, so hungry for her own taste, nearly made me lose it right then and there.
She glanced around one last time, checking that we were all still asleep, then pulled the blanket back over herself. She turned on her side, facing me directly, a small, satisfied smile curling her lips as she drifted off. I watched her breathing slow, becoming steady and rhythmic, and assumed she was out cold. But I wasn’t. My cock was a fucking steel rod under my blanket, aching so bad it hurt. I couldn’t hold back anymore. As quietly as I could, I tugged the blanket down just enough to free myself, wrapping my hand around my throbbing shaft. I jerked off fast and hard, replaying every second of what I’d just seen—her fingers in her pussy, her tongue on her slick digits, that look of pure ecstasy on her face. It took maybe thirty seconds before I exploded, hot cum shooting all over the blanket, the best orgasm of my damn life. I bit my lip to keep from groaning, my body trembling with the aftershocks. I glanced at Lena, expecting no reaction, and saw her face still peaceful, unmoving. She was asleep. Or… was she? That tiny smile on her lips—had it been there before?
I cleaned up as best I could, my heart still racing, but the rest of the day was torture. My cock felt raw by noon—I couldn’t stop sneaking off to jerk off, finding any private corner I could to relive that morning. The bathroom, the shed out back, even behind a damn dune on the beach. I must’ve cum fifteen times, and still, it wasn’t enough. Every time I saw Lena, my mind flashed back to her naked, writhing body. And at breakfast, when our eyes met across the table, she gave me this playful little smirk, like she knew something I didn’t. My stomach flipped. Did she know I’d seen her? Had she caught me jerking off after? No words were exchanged, just that look, and it left me buzzing with a mix of fear and desperate, aching want.
I spent the day distracted, barely hearing the chatter around me, my thoughts consumed by her. Every brush of her arm as we passed in the narrow hallway, every laugh that spilled from her lips, felt like a tease. I couldn’t get her out of my head—those fingers, that bush, the way she’d licked her own cum like it was the sweetest thing she’d ever tasted. By the time night rolled around, I was a wreck. I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, my cock already half-hard just thinking about her. Would she do it again? Would I have the guts to do more than watch if she did? The room was dark, the other boys snoring softly, and across from me, Lena’s bed was still. But I couldn’t sleep. I didn’t want to. I wanted to see her again, to hear those wet, filthy sounds, to maybe—fuck, I didn’t even know what I wanted. But I knew one thing for sure: I was hooked, and whatever happened next, I was in way over my head.
The tension hung thick in the air, a secret shared between us—or at least, I thought it was a secret. Tomorrow couldn’t come fast enough. I needed to know if this was a one-time thing, or if Lena, my mom’s unassuming friend, was about to drag me into a game I wasn’t sure I could handle. But damn, did I want to play.






  
  Chapter two
A Touch of Forbidden Fire


The second night at the shore house felt like an eternity in the making. After the mind-blowing spectacle of the first morning, I, Ethan, hadn’t been able to think of anything but Lena. My body was a live wire, buzzing with need, every thought consumed by the memory of her fingers dipping into herself, her tongue lapping at her own arousal. I’d spent the entire day in a haze, jerking off in stolen moments, but nothing sated the hunger she’d ignited in me. As the house settled into silence that night, the other boys snoring softly in their beds, I lay wide awake, my heart pounding with anticipation. I couldn’t sleep even if I wanted to. I needed to see if she’d do it again. I needed more. 
The room was bathed in the pale glow of moonlight streaming through the unshaded windows, casting long shadows across the beds. Lena’s bed was directly in my line of sight, and I watched her every move, my breath shallow, my cock already stirring under the thin blanket. She’d been quiet since we all piled into the room, but there was a different energy about her tonight—a knowing, teasing edge I couldn’t ignore. As she got ready for bed, she stood near the edge of her mattress, her back to me at first, fiddling with the hem of her nightgown. Then, as if by accident, she let the blanket she’d draped over her
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