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Chapter 1: The Request

Mia Thompson wiped sweat from her forehead with the back of her wrist, the late-afternoon sun still clinging to the suburban street like it had nowhere better to be. At twenty-one, she was back home for the summer after her sophomore year, the kind of limbo where college felt distant and her parents' house felt smaller every day. She pushed the lawnmower into the garage, the engine's rumble fading into the quiet hum of sprinklers and distant kids on bikes.

Next door, Elena Vasquez's silver SUV sat in the driveway, polished and sleek, like everything about her. Elena was thirty-five, divorced for two years, and ran some kind of freelance graphic design business from home. Mia had known her since she was a kid-back when Elena was still married, back when Mia used to wave shyly from the porch. Now, Elena was the one who waved first, always with that easy, knowing smile that made Mia's stomach flip in ways she tried not to examine too closely.

Mia had been doing odd jobs for her since spring: mowing the lawn, weeding the flower beds, picking up groceries when Elena's schedule got tight. It paid decently, and it gave her an excuse to be around. Elena paid in cash, always with a little extra, and sometimes with coffee or leftover takeout. Small things that felt intimate in the quiet way neighbors could be. Today, Mia had finished trimming the hedges along the shared fence when Elena stepped out onto her porch in yoga pants and a loose tank top, dark hair pulled into a messy bun, a glass of iced tea in her hand. 

She looked tired-shoulders slightly hunched, the way she got after long hours staring at screens. "Hey, Mia," Elena called, voice warm and low. "You're a lifesaver with those hedges. They were starting to look like they had a personal grudge. "Mia laughed, wiping her hands on her shorts. "No problem. Anything else today?" Elena hesitated, then leaned against the porch railing. "Actually... yeah. If you're not in a rush to get back." Mia's pulse kicked up a notch. She told herself it was just the heat. "What's up?" Elena set the glass down and rolled her shoulders, wincing. "I've been hunched over my desk for days. My neck and back are killing me. I was going to book a massage, but the soonest appointment is next week, and I don't think I can wait that long."

She gave a small, self-deprecating smile. "Any chance you'd be up for giving it a try? Nothing fancy-just shoulders and back. I'll pay double your usual rate. "Mia's mouth went dry. A massage. Touching Elena. Her mind flashed to the curve of Elena's neck, the way her tank top clung slightly to her skin in the humidity. She swallowed. "Uh, sure. I mean, I've never done a professional one, but I can try. My mom makes me rub her shoulders sometimes after gardening." Elena’s eyes crinkled at the corners. "Perfect. Come on in. I’ve got oil and a towel set up in the living room." 

Mia followed her inside, the cool air of the house hitting her like a relief. The place smelled like citrus and something faintly floral-Elena's perfume, maybe. The living room was bright, sunlight slanting through sheer curtains, a plush area rug in the center. Elena had already laid out a thick towel on the floor, a bottle of massage oil on the coffee table, and a couple of pillows. "Here," Elena said, handing her the oil. "Lavender. Supposed to be relaxing." 

She pulled her tank top over her head in one smooth motion, revealing a simple black sports bra that hugged her curves. Then she lay face-down on the towel, arms at her sides, dark hair spilling across her shoulders. Mia's hands shook as she knelt beside her. She squirted oil into her palms, rubbing them together to warm it. The scent filled the room, sweet and heady ."Just start with my shoulders," Elena murmured. "Firm pressure. Don't be shy."

Mia placed her hands on Elena's skin. Warm. Softer than she expected. She pressed her thumbs into the tight muscles at the base of Elena's neck, working in slow circles. Elena let out a low sigh, almost a moan, and Mia's core clenched involuntarily. "God, that's good," Elena breathed. "Right there. Harder." Mia obeyed, digging deeper. Elena's body responded-muscles loosening under her touch, a subtle arch in her back. Mia's thumbs traced down the line of her spine, oil slicking the way. She could feel the heat radiating from Elena's skin, the faint rise and fall of her breathing. Her own heart hammered against her ribs.

She moved to the shoulder blades, kneading the knots there. Elena shifted slightly, her breath hitching when Mia's fingers brushed the edge of her bra strap. "Sorry," Mia whispered. "Don't be." Elena's voice was huskier now. "Feels incredible." Mia kept going, losing herself in the rhythm. The room felt smaller, the air thicker. Every glide of her hands sent sparks up her arms. She noticed the way Elena's hips shifted once, twice-like she was pressing into the towel. Or maybe that was just wishful thinking. 

After ten minutes, Elena turned her head to the side, cheek against the pillow. Her eyes were half-lidded, lips parted. "You're a natural, Mia. Where'd you learn to touch like that?" Mia flushed. "Just... instinct, I guess." Elena smiled slowly. "Instinct is dangerous sometimes." Mia's hands stilled for a second. Dangerous. The word hung between them, heavy with possibility. Elena rolled onto her side, propping herself on one elbow. The sports bra rode up slightly, exposing a strip of smooth stomach. 

"Think you could do my lower back next time? If you're free tomorrow?" Mia's throat clicked. "Yeah. Tomorrow works." Elena sat up fully, reaching for her tank top but not putting it on yet. She looked at Mia-really looked. "You're flushed. Hot in here?" Mia nodded, unable to lie. "A little."Elena’s gaze dropped to Mia's lips, then back up. "Good. Means you're doing it right."

She stood, offering a hand to help Mia up. Their fingers brushed, electric. Elena didn't let go right away. "Same time tomorrow?" Elena asked softly. Mia squeezed her hand once before releasing. "Same time." As she walked back to her own house, the evening air cooling her skin, Mia could still feel the ghost of Elena's warmth under her palms. Her body hummed with something new-sharp, insistent, terrifying in the best way. She didn't know what tomorrow would bring. But she knew she couldn't wait to find out.

Chapter 2: Skin on Skin 

Elena led Mia back into the living room the next afternoon, the blinds half-drawn against the golden slant of late sun. The air smelled of lavender oil and something warmer-Elena's skin, maybe, or the faint trace of her arousal already building. Mia's heart thudded so hard she was sure Elena could hear it. "Same setup?" Elena asked, voice low and smooth, like velvet dragged over gravel. Mia nodded, throat tight. "Yeah. Whatever you need." 

Elena smiled-that slow, knowing curve of her lips-and peeled off her tank top without hesitation. No bra this time. Her breasts spilled free, full and heavy, nipples already peaked in the cool air. Mia's gaze dropped involuntarily, heat flooding her cheeks, her core. Elena didn't cover up; she just hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her yoga pants and slid them down, stepping out of them gracefully. No panties. Just smooth, toned legs, the dark triangle between her thighs, and the subtle sheen that said she was already wet.

Mia's breath caught. Elena was breathtaking-curves that begged to be touched, skin glowing in the dim light. She lay face-down on the towel again, but this time she spread her legs slightly, hips settling with a soft sigh. "Start wherever feels right," Elena murmured. "No holding back today. I want to feel every bit of it." Mia's hands trembled as she warmed the oil. She started at the shoulders again, thumbs digging into the knots, but her touch was bolder now-sliding down the length of Elena's spine in long, firm strokes. 

Elena arched subtly, a low hum escaping her throat. "Fuck, yes," Elena breathed. "Lower." Mia obeyed, palms gliding over the small of Elena's back, fingers splaying wide. She could feel the heat radiating from Elena's skin, the way her body responded-hips lifting just enough to press into the pressure. Mia's own arousal throbbed between her legs, insistent and slick. She shifted on her knees, thighs pressing together for friction. Elena turned her head, cheek on the pillow, eyes dark and heavy-lidded. "You're good at this, Mia. Really good." Her voice dropped. "Your hands feel... hungry." Mia's pulse spiked. "I... I like touching you. "Elena's lips parted on a soft laugh. "Then don't stop." 

Mia poured more oil, letting it drizzle down Elena's back in warm rivulets. She chased the trails with her palms, massaging deeper, bolder-thumbs tracing the dimples above Elena's ass, fingers brushing the swell of her cheeks. Elena moaned outright this time, hips rocking once, slow and deliberate. "God, right there," Elena whispered. "Spread it lower. Don't be shy." Mia's bravery surged. She let her hands slide over the curve of Elena's ass, kneading the firm flesh, thumbs dipping into the cleft just enough to tease. Elena's breath hitched, legs parting wider. 

Mia could see the glistening evidence of her arousal now-pink folds slick and swollen. "You're so wet," Mia whispered, voice shaky with want. Elena lifted her hips slightly, offering more. "Because of you. Keep going." Mia's fingers ventured farther-sliding along the inner thighs, brushing so close to Elena's center that she could feel the heat, the pulse. Elena whimpered, hips circling subtly, chasing the touch. "Touch me," Elena said, voice raw. "Please." Mia hesitated only a second. Then her hand slipped between Elena's thighs from behind, fingers gliding through slick heat. Elena gasped, back arching sharply. "Yes-fuck, like that."

Mia explored tentatively at first-circling the entrance, then sliding up to brush Elena's clit. Elena shuddered, thighs trembling. Mia grew braver, pressing two fingers inside slowly, feeling the tight, wet grip. Elena's moan was deep, animal. "Deeper. Don't stop." Mia pumped slowly, thumb finding Elena's clit in steady circles. Elena rocked back onto her hand, breaths coming in short, desperate pants. Mia's free hand roamed-cupping Elena's breast from the side, thumbing the hard nipple, pinching lightly. Elena turned suddenly, rolling onto her back in one fluid motion. Her breasts heaved with each breath, nipples dark and straining. Legs spread wide now, she locked eyes with Mia. "Look at me," Elena commanded softly. "See what you do to me." Mia's gaze dropped-Elena's pussy glistening, clit swollen, inner thighs slick. 

Mia's mouth watered. Elena reached up, tugging Mia's tank top. "Your turn to feel it." Mia stripped quickly-shorts, panties, everything-until she knelt naked too. Her body was flushed, nipples tight, core aching. Elena's eyes raked over her, hungry. "Beautiful," Elena murmured. "Come here." Mia straddled Elena's thigh, gasping at the contact-hot, slick skin against her own wetness. Elena's hands gripped Mia's hips, guiding her in a slow grind. "Feel how wet I am for you?" Elena whispered, voice thick. "All because your hands were on me." Mia rocked harder, clit dragging against Elena's thigh. 

Elena's fingers slid between them, finding Mia's entrance, pushing inside with one smooth thrust. Mia cried out, head falling back. "Elena-""Shh. Let it build." Elena curled her fingers, hitting that spot that made Mia's vision white. "You're dripping on me. So fucking hot." They moved together-grinding, fingering, breaths mingling. Elena's other hand pinched Mia's nipple, rolling it until Mia whimpered. Mia leaned down, capturing Elena's mouth in a desperate kiss-tongues sliding, teeth nipping. 

Elena broke away, panting. "I want to taste you. But not yet. I want us both to come apart like this first." Mia's hips bucked faster. Elena matched her rhythm, fingers thrusting deep, thumb circling her clit. Lust consumed them-raw, consuming, no room for thought. Just heat, slick skin, moans echoing in the quiet room. Elena came first-body tensing, inner walls clenching around nothing as Mia's fingers worked her relentlessly. She cried out Mia's name, hips jerking, wetness flooding Mia's hand. The sight pushed Mia over. She ground down hard, Elena's fingers curling inside her, and shattered-waves crashing, thighs shaking, a keening moan tearing from her throat. They collapsed together, slick and trembling, breaths ragged. Elena pulled Mia down, kissing her softly now-slow, lingering. "Tomorrow," Elena whispered against her lips. "We go further." Mia nodded, still dazed, body humming. "Tomorrow."

Chapter 3: Devoured

The next evening, Mia barely made it through dinner at home before slipping out the back door. Her skin still buzzed from yesterday-Elena's moans, the slick grip around her fingers, the way they'd come apart grinding against each other. She needed more. Needed Elena's mouth, her taste, her everything. Elena opened the door before Mia could knock, wearing only a silk robe loosely tied at the waist. Dark hair loose, eyes smoldering. She didn't speak-just pulled Mia inside, shut the door, and pinned her against it with a bruising kiss. 

Tongues tangled immediately, desperate and wet. Mia tasted coffee and heat on Elena's lips. "Bedroom," Elena growled against her mouth. "Now." They stumbled down the hall, shedding clothes. Mia's tank top hit the floor; Elena's robe pooled at her feet. Naked skin met naked skin in the hallway-breasts pressing, hips grinding, hands everywhere. By the
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