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My name is Mathilde. At thirty-five, I carry the marks of a femininity I take pains to maintain with a certain rigor. My chestnut hair frames a face that has kept its youthful glow, but it is my curves that truly seem to command attention. I am well aware of my breasts—heavy and full—and my generous hips, which carve out a silhouette I am more than a little proud of. I spend a lot of time in front of the mirror or at the gym, making sure this body remains an asset. Yet, despite this polished image, my private life is on much shakier ground. Married for ten years to a man I still love deeply, I am at the mercy of his constant business trips. He trots the globe, leaving me alone every other week in this cavernous, far-too-quiet house. Frustration piles up, creating a gap between my needs and the reality of my daily life.

In the middle of this marital loneliness sits Johanna, my fifteen-year-old daughter. She is going through that thankless, volatile phase of adolescence. Her grades are tanking, and she’s started hanging around boys whose look and attitude worry me to no end. To try and pull her out of this spiral, I finally called Alexandre, our young neighbor. He is an eighteen-year-old prepping for his graduation exams. He is a far cry from the typical scrawny, bespectacled straight-A student. Alexandre is athletic, charismatic, with an angel’s face and a razor-sharp mind. He is the exact opposite of the types Johanna has been seeing. Despite having a body that would make every head turn at school, he seems more invested in his books than in chasing girls. So, I asked him to tutor Johanna in math, secretly hoping the young man’s charm would motivate my daughter to get back to work.

Alexandre agreed immediately. We set the first session for a late Friday afternoon. My husband had already left for the weekend, leaving me alone with my motherly worries. Alexandre rang the doorbell with perfect punctuality. When I opened the door, I was struck by his politeness and natural charm. I showed him in while calling up to my daughter, hoping she’d finally decide to come down.

"Come on in, don't just stand in the doorway. You can set up right here in the living room on the big table; you’ll have more space to spread out your books. Johanna will be down in a second, once she manages to tear herself away from her phone. Tell me, do you have any plans tonight? What time do you need to head out for dinner?"

Alexandre gave me a calm smile, setting his bag on a chair with a confidence that left me unsettled.

"Oh, don't worry about that, ma’am. To be honest, I have absolutely nothing planned tonight. My parents won't be home until late, and I don’t have anything else on. I can stay as long as you like—at least as long as Johanna needs help with her work."

The session began. From the kitchen, I watched the scene. To my surprise, Johanna suddenly seemed fascinated by linear functions. She couldn't take her eyes off Alexandre, hanging on his every word with a docility I hadn't seen in years. But I couldn't really blame her. Even standing back, I found myself staring at the young man. There was something magnetic about his smile, almost unintentionally provocative. A low heat began to rise within me. It was absurd—he was the neighbor's kid, nearly old enough to be my own son, and I had a husband. But the attraction was there, raw and undeniable.

Unable to sit still, I decided to head upstairs and draw a scalding hot bath. The image of Alexandre—his broad shoulders and his hands guiding my daughter's—looped in my mind. Once in the bathroom, I locked the door. The silence of the room was a stark contrast to the internal turmoil racing through me. I started undressing with a feverish slowness. When I unhooked my bra, finally freeing my breasts from the cage of lace, I let out a sigh of relief that sounded like a moan.

I was burning up. My husband hadn't touched me in over two weeks, and the deprivation was becoming physical, like a gnawing hunger. Soon, my cunt started to tingle, waves of heat rising from my lower belly to my throat. I massaged my breasts for a moment, feeling my nipples harden under the pads of my fingers, before my hand slid naturally toward my crotch. Spreading my thighs, I felt the wetness already coating my fingers. I realized my bush was particularly thick; the hair had grown out since I hadn't taken the time to wax lately. My pussy was soaking, drenching my hand in thick, hot juices.

I was just starting to slide a finger inside my vagina, trying to soothe the burn devouring my insides. Electric pulses shot through me, making me arch my back against the cold bathroom tile. I needed to feel a man inside me, to feel the power my husband only offered in fits and starts. But just as I was about to surrender to the pleasure, a shout from downstairs froze me solid, my heart hammering in my throat.

"Mom! Mom, where are you? We're done here, you coming down? We finished all the exercises!"

I cast a frantic look at the wall clock. Two hours had slipped away without me noticing, lost as I was in my fantasies and the heat of the water. Panic instantly replaced my arousal. I stumbled out of the tub, drying myself in a rush with a coarse towel that scratched my still-sensitive skin. In my haste, I grabbed the first clothes I could find: a flimsy little tank top and a pair of skin-tight white leggings. I didn't even take the time to pick up my underwear from the floor. The feel of the synthetic fabric directly against my bare, damp skin made me shiver, but I had no choice; I had to get downstairs before Johanna came looking for me.

When I reached the living room, I saw that my daughter had already closed her textbooks and packed her bag with unusual efficiency. Alexandre was standing in the center of the room. He had a relaxed posture, hands shoved into his jeans pockets, and an enigmatic smile played on his lips the moment our eyes met.

"Alright, we're all set," he announced in a calm voice that seemed to vibrate all the way down to my stomach. "We went over the two full chapters for her test on Monday; she seems to have a solid handle on it. We've even already scheduled the next session for next Friday, if that still works for you."

"Oh, and I forgot to tell you, Mom," Johanna chimed in, "I'm not eating here tonight. I'm staying over at a friend's place to finish a project, so don't wait up."

Johanna didn't give me time to protest. She gave me a fleeting kiss on the cheek and scrambled up the stairs to her room to grab her overnight bag. Silence fell heavily over the living room, leaving me alone with this young man whose presence suddenly seemed to take up every inch of the space.

"So, Alexandre..." I began, trying to regain my composure despite being short of breath. "I hope it went well and she wasn't too difficult for you."

"No, not at all. She catches on very quickly when she decides to focus. There’s really no need to worry about her grades if she keeps this up."

"That’s perfect then. Listen, just come upstairs with me. I’ll grab my purse from my room and give you the money for the session."

"Oh no, really, don't go to the trouble," he replied, shaking his head with a humility that felt almost feigned. "I don't do this for the money; it's a pleasure to help out a neighbor."

"No, I insist, Alexandre. Every job deserves its pay, and you’ve had the patience of a saint with her. Come."

"Well, alright... Thank you, that's very kind. And if I may say so, you're very nice... and particularly stunning tonight."

The compliment hit me like a physical blow. I felt the heat rise to my cheeks, flattered and unsettled by the sheer confidence of this eighteen-year-old. I noticed then that his eyes didn't stay on my face; they drifted down with blatant persistence toward my chest. As I started to climb the stairs ahead of him, I realized with a mix of dread and excitement that my tank top, pulled over skin still wet from the bath, had become nearly transparent in spots. Without a bra to hold them, my breasts moved freely under the thin fabric, and my nipples, still hard from the residual arousal in the bathroom, poked through obscenely. Alexandre didn't miss a single detail of the show.

Once inside my bedroom, I headed toward the bed where my handbag was lying. In a gesture I knew deep down was provocative, I didn't bend my knees. I leaned forward, keeping my chest low, giving Alexandre—who had stopped at the threshold—a prime, unobstructed view of my ass, molded into the white leggings that had turned translucent under the strain of the fabric.

The kid was certainly getting an eyeful. When I finally stood back up to hand him his cash, I found him literally petrified, eyes fixed and pupils dilated by what he had just seen. I felt a fleeting sense of embarrassment at my own lewdness, but the smile that stretched across his lips swept away my last scruples in a heartbeat. I looked down at my own crotch and saw, with a mix of terror and triumph, that a dark wet spot was already marking the pristine white of my leggings. My cunt was flooding through them, and the electric atmosphere between us was only making it worse. Alexandre was literally devouring me with his eyes, taking me in from head to toe with a fervor that made me vibrate to my core. What a thrill it was to be admired like this by such a gorgeous young man. I then noticed an impressive bulge straining against the fabric of his jeans, stretched to the breaking point. He was rocking a massive hard-on, while
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