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by Katie T. W.

I’ve been writing erotica since I was a teenager. Long before I had the nerve to say it out loud, and well before I had the vocabulary to explain why. I started before I even had sex, I think it made me much better prepared when I did have my first time. 

It was about finding a place where women could want loudly, fuck shamelessly, and come first (and second, and third). Where rules and reality didn’t matter and everything was under my control.

I write erotica because I believe desire deserves the spotlight. Because women deserve to want without apology. And because frankly, it’s hot.

You’ll find lumber camps soaked in sweat and innuendo, mothers who know exactly what they’re doing, and men who are just the right amount of dumb when they’re horny. And you'll find women who own their desire, who fuck on their terms, who come first—and then again.

Some of this is fantasy. Some of it is memory. Some of it is just the twisted little voice in my head.

I hope something here gets under your skin. I hope you find a scene that makes you press the book to your chest and just breathe for a second. And I hope, most of all, that you stop pretending these thoughts aren’t yours, too.

Thanks for reading. Thanks for getting wet with me.

xxKatiexx
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​Lumber Jill

​Chapter 1: New Growth
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I arrived just after dawn. Cold air, damp soil, and the deep hush of pine all around me. I tossed my bag off the back of the truck and rolled my shoulders. Ached to get to work. My last job had been good, but I needed distance. Space to breathe. To remember how it felt to be alone in my body, not twisted up with someone else's bullshit.

The boys noticed me right away.

They were clustered near the equipment shed, leaning on tools, sipping coffee. They clearly hadn’t seen a new face in months. Thick arms. Scarred knuckles. Grease-stained pants slung low on hips. 

One of them grinned. “Shit. Management sent us a girl.”

Another elbowed him. “You sure she’s not lost?”

A third, taller and broader than the rest, raised an eyebrow. “Place like this don’t need pretty.”

The first one said, "Speak for yourself; I wouldn't mind something nicer to look at than your fuckin' ass crack." Pull your damn jeans up, Luis!"

"Fuck off, Cole," Luis replied

I kept walking. Let them get it out of their systems. I'd heard it all before. More than once, I’d been mistaken for someone’s girlfriend on-site. Never bothered me. I was used to standing out. Long blond hair, thick in a braid. Curve to my hips. Tight jeans and a shirt that showed off my waist. I didn’t try to hide my body to be taken seriously. I just worked harder.

The teasing continued as they showed me around.

“Bridget’s the only woman here, and she doesn’t count.”

Bridget, already crouched under a fuel drum, stood up fast. Wrench in one hand, scowl on her face.

“Just because I prefer cunt to cock doesn’t mean I’m not a woman, you limp-brained twig, Zeke.”

She cracked him across the shoulder with the wrench. He yelped but laughed. The rest joined in. I liked that. No pouting. No defensiveness. Just rough-edged humor and a little blood. My kind of crew.

I smirked. “Don’t worry. I’m not a helpless bimbo. I’m here to cut trees and collect pay. Anything else is a bonus.” I added a wink; I knew how to get men onside.

That got a few low whistles. One of them muttered something about hardwood. I let it slide. I liked it when it was good-natured. I’d been on sites where the jokes turned mean. This wasn’t that.

“You got a name, sweetheart?” Cole asked, cocky and already sweating through his shirt despite the cold.

“Jill,” I said. “Been swinging axes since you were still figuring out which end to piss from.”

“Shit,” Zeke said, nudging Cole. “That means she started yesterday!”

“Fuck you!” Cole chuckled. "Well, a real Lumber Jill, aye. Let's see what you're made of, unless you need to go in and do your makeup."

I rolled my eyes and started unloading gear. I knew what I was doing. By the end of the first day, I was soaked in sweat and pine. My arms ached in the best way. The camp was small, the crew tight-knit. They worked hard. And they looked good doing it.

I hadn’t expected the itch. But watching them grind against heavy machines, hearing their grunts carry across the clearing, I felt a hunger grow within me. Low, hot, coiled between my legs. It started slow, just a dull hum. Then I caught one, Dean, the youngest in the camp, stripping his shirt off, wiping his brow with it, and the hum turned into something sharp.

The first few days were all about finding my rhythm. The work was good. We hauled and stacked, sharpened and split. My body ached in the right places. I slept deeply every night, curled under a thin blanket in the shared bunkhouse.

The bunkhouse was one open space. Eight beds, rough mattresses, no dividers. Bridget had her own corner out near the tool shed, which left me as the only woman inside. I didn’t mind. I’d slept beside plenty of snoring, farting men in other camps. 

Something I always noticed and always found fascinating in these scenarios was morning wood. Every damn one of them woke up rock hard. I’m not sure what filled their dreams every night, but without fail, the inside of the cabin looked like a campsite every morning with the amount of fabric tented over poles. 

I’d roll over in the half-light, and there it was. Cocks straining against elastic waistbands. The occasional glimpse of skin when someone stretched and his blanket slid off. Dean, the youngest, always woke up flustered, palming at his cock through the sheets like he was trying to hide it. Cole, cocky as ever, sat up proud with his tented boxers on full display, scratching his chest and smirking if he caught me looking. Zeke pretended not to care, lying flat with his cock pointing up, reading his trashy poetry like it wasn’t growing with every page. I didn’t need to read the verses. I could tell his dick was hard enough to etch the words into the ceiling.

Luis was always first up. He moved slowly in the mornings, so normally woke before everyone else so he could be ready on time. That had the added benefit of meaning he got to use the one loo without having to wait.

There was only the one toilet for the whole crew. That meant in the morning a whole line of men trying to act casual while their cocks stood at full attention. Some crossed their arms. Some crossed their legs. I heard muttering more than once.

“Fuckin’ thing won’t go down.”

“Christ, hurry it up; I’m about to burst.”

Bridget didn’t help. She’d walk by and say, “Whole damn camp’s full of standing timber. Somebody better bring an axe.” Which made some of them wince. 

On day four I woke early. Someone was in the loo; I assumed it was Luis, so I went outside to enjoy the morning and wait for him to finish. 

The mist hadn’t cleared yet. My boots crunched softly in the frost. I paused, scanning the tree line, hoping to see some wildlife. Then I saw him.

Luis. Shirtless. Standing just past the edge of camp. One hand braced on the trunk of a pine. His other hand hovered at his fly. He was trying to piss, but his cock wouldn’t settle. It stuck out hard and twitching. Long, thick, proud.

My breath caught.

He adjusted his balls, shifted his grip, and muttered under his breath. Still no stream. Just that cock, pulsing with every frustrated breath. I licked my lips without thinking. My pussy clenched tight. That ache inside me flared hot, soaked through my panties before I could even shift my weight.

I should’ve gone back inside. I didn’t.

I stood there, watching. Heat flushed through me, sharp and immediate. My nipples tightened under my shirt. The pressure between my legs flared, soaking through my panties before I even shifted my weight. I didn’t just want to touch him. I wanted to taste him. I wanted to own that moment. Take it into my mouth and leave him speechless.

His cock deserved better than a cold piss and a frustrated sigh.

I stepped forward. Slowly. Quietly. My fingers drifted to the buttons of my shirt, undoing the top two without a word. My skin was hot despite the cold. I wasn’t trying to tease. I was claiming the moment.

He turned, startled, cock still hard and upright.

“Jill, shit, I didn’t know anyone was out. Someone’s in the bathroom. I was trying to piss, but...” He gestured helplessly at the thick length between his legs. “This thing won’t quit.”

“Lucky for you, I’m a Lumber Jill. I know exactly how to deal with wood.” I chuckled as I dropped to my knees in front of him.

His jaw moved, but nothing came out.

I reached up and took him in hand. His cock was warm and heavy, firm in my grip. He didn’t move, didn’t breathe. I leaned in and kissed the head. Then again, slower, letting my tongue drag over the tip. He trembled.

There was something about offering this blow job to a near stranger that flooded me with desire but also grim determination. As if I was showing that I could suck cock better than that redheaded skank I saw gobbling my ex’s cock when I arrived back from a job early. I’d show him what he was fucking missing.

His breath caught as I took more, stroking the base with one hand while the other slipped under the waistband of my pants. The cold air bit at my skin, but I was burning. I needed relief. I couldn’t wait. My fingers slid between soaked folds and pressed in deep.

He groaned, low and unsteady, hips twitching forward. I swallowed him deeper. My tongue worked along the underside as I moaned, letting the sound vibrate against him. I curled two fingers inside myself and pumped, hard and fast. My palm ground against my clit with every thrust. Every suck on him sent a pulse straight through my core.

Luis stood near motionless, clearly shocked by the turn his morning had taken. I sucked him harder, faster. My fingers fucked myself deep, wet sounds mixing with my moans and the soft, breathless curses tumbling from his lips. My body tightened. The pressure built in my gut. My legs trembled.

I bobbed faster. My saliva coated him, dripped down my chin. I worked my mouth up and down, tongue flicking, jaw flexing, my hand wet between my thighs as I fucked myself with my fingers. My moans grew louder, sloppier. I didn’t care if the whole camp heard. I wanted him deep in my throat. I wanted him to lose control.

He gasped.

“Jill, I’m close!”

His cock jerked in my mouth, and I pulled back, lips wet, hand still wrapped tight around him. I stroked him hard and fast, twisting at the top with each motion. His whole body tensed above me, thighs tight, breath caught in his throat.

I rubbed my clit faster, fingers deep inside me, the pressure peaking sharp and hot. My eyes locked on his, my mouth open, breathing hard.

He let out a deep, guttural groan, then spilt over my face.

Thick ropes hit my cheek, my lips, and my chin. Another landed on my neck, then lower, hot against my chest. My hand never stopped pumping, milking every drop from him.

I came hard. My hips bucked against my fingers, my pussy clenched around them, slick and pulsing. I bit back a cry and let the pleasure rip through me, wave after wave, as the last spurt from his cock dripped onto my skin.

I stroked him slower, coaxing the last pulse from his tip, breath ragged, body shaking, every nerve lit up. His cum clung to my face, warm and thick, steaming in the early morning chill.

I looked up at him, still stroking myself, chest rising fast as I came down from my peak.

He stared down at me, wide-eyed, chest heaving.

Neither of us said a word.
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​Chapter 2: Second Cut
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The whole day, I kept wondering if anyone knew.

Luis didn’t say a word. No awkward stares. No weird tension. He moved through the day steady as ever. If he told anyone, he was more discreet than I gave him credit for. Still, I couldn’t shake the heat that clung to me. Every glance from the guys made me wonder. Every passing smirk felt a little too long.

I worked through the burn in my thighs and the ache in my arms, pushing harder just to burn off the tension between my legs. It didn’t help. Every time I bent forward, I thought about the way his cock felt in my mouth. The taste of him. The way my orgasm had crashed through me while he spilt down my throat.

I wanted more.

The next morning couldn’t come fast enough.

I got up before first light. Pulled on my boots, wrapped a flannel around my waist, and skipped the bra. The cold bit through my shirt, but I didn’t care. I was already warm.

I stepped outside expecting to find Luis. Instead, I saw Cole.

Leaning against the same tree, arms crossed, cock already standing tall under his boxers. He wasn’t hiding anything.

“Hell of a way to start the day,” he said, grinning. “Thought I’d get in line early.”

I stopped a few paces away.

“You need to queue to piss in the woods?”

“Nah. Pissing isn’t what interests me this morning.”

My stomach churned. “So you heard? Did Luis tell you?”

He shook his head. “I saw. I was up early yesterday, and when I finished my morning skin care routine,” he said, gesturing at his rough skin mockingly, “I wandered out of the toilet, and what do I see out of the window? Why, I see you letting Luis cover you with his load!”

I folded my arms under my chest, cocking one hip. “Enjoy the show?”

“More than I should’ve. “Didn’t think you had that in you.”

“I’ve got a lot in me. Depends who’s asking.”

He nodded toward his tented front. “Well. I’m asking.”

I walked forward slowly. “You think just showing up with your dick out gets you a turn?”

“Worked for Luis.”

I stepped closer, close enough to smell his sweat. “I had a craving yesterday,” I said. “I was generous.”

“I’m really appreciative of generosity.” He unzipped his trousers, letting his cock free.

I looked down at his cock. It was thick and throbbing; the veins in it were standing out and pulsing. It wasn’t as big as Luis’, but I couldn’t deny it was a truly beautiful cock. “Tell you what,” I said. “I’ll make you a deal.”

“I’m listening.”

“You want your wood worked?”

He nodded, eyes fixed on my mouth.

“Then I need my bush sorted first.”

His eyes lifted. Confused.

“You heard me. On your knees. "Face in the brush.” I untied the flannel and pushed my pants down. I hadn’t shaved since I left civilisation. My soaked blond curls were wet with need. I spread my legs and sat on a log.

He dropped without hesitation, hands on my hips, beard already rough against my skin as he pressed in.

The first pass of his tongue made me gasp. Broad, slow, no rush. He licked through my folds like he meant to taste everything. My bush was soaked, dripping, the scent of me heavy in the cold morning air. He groaned low into me. The vibrations sent a throb deep into my gut.

His beard scratched where it met the top of my thighs, coarse and wild. Every movement of his face dragged it across sensitive skin, rough and raw in the best way. I spread my legs wider, letting him bury himself deeper.

He worked me like he was starving. Mouth open, tongue moving with steady rhythm. His nose pushed into the curls at the top of my mound. His tongue circled my clit, then flattened to press harder. Every breath he took fogged hot against my cunt. He didn’t come up for air. He didn’t speak. He just groaned and sucked and licked until I was shaking.

My thighs trembled. My hands gripped the back of his head, fingers knotted in thick hair. I pulled him in harder, grinding on his mouth, grinding on his tongue.

The forest around us faded. I could hear my breath, sharp and shallow. Could feel every flick, every press, every wet sound from below. His beard was slick with me now, chin soaked, lips working me open. His hands gripped my ass, fingers digging in, holding me steady while he worked deeper, firmer, tongue-fucking me until my knees buckled.

I came hard.

The orgasm tore through me, ripping the breath from my lungs. I gasped, jaw clenched, hips jerking against his face. My pussy clenched and pulsed against his tongue, drenching him in the aftershocks. My legs gave out, and I dropped to a squat, thighs trembling, body burning hot against the morning cold.

He looked up, beard soaked, eyes wide, mouth still open like he wasn’t ready to stop.

I was still panting.

“Fuck,” I breathed. “You needed that almost as bad as I did.”

He nodded, licking his lips, tongue dragging slow across his soaked beard.

My legs were still shaking, but I didn’t wait. I pushed him back against the tree and dropped to my knees.

His cock was already out, thick and pulsing, flushed deep red at the tip. I wrapped my hand around it, felt him twitch, then looked up.

“You better hold on.”

I opened my mouth and took him deep. No teasing. No soft warm-up. Just my throat, wet and hungry, pulling him in with purpose. He swore under his breath, one hand bracing on the bark behind him, the other tangling in my hair.

I set the rhythm fast. My lips stretched around him; my throat swallowed him down. My spit ran over my knuckles and dripped from my chin. I pumped with my fist and drove him deeper with every stroke. He groaned, hips jerking forward, trying to keep up.

I didn’t give him the chance.

I grabbed his ass and pulled him into each thrust, taking him to the base, holding him there until his legs trembled. My throat clenched around him, wet and tight, dragging another curse from his lips.

He moaned loudly when I pulled back, lips slick, eyes locked on his.

“Don’t hold back,” I said, voice rough. “Use me.”

He did.

He grabbed both sides of my head and fucked my mouth with hard, uneven thrusts. My tongue worked under him. My throat opened to take the full length. I moaned around him, spit flying, my own arousal still pulsing between my legs with every snap of his hips.

His breathing turned ragged. His grip tightened. His cock swelled in my mouth.

“Fuck, I’m gonna fucking cum in you, you dirty bitch!”

I stopped and pulled off him, “Is that any way to talk to a lady?” I asked, cocking an eyebrow at him. A shadow crossed over his face, thinking he had gone too far before I started chuckling and continued stroking his cock. “Got ya!” I dived back on to finish him off

“You cheeky fucking bitch!” he growled

I sucked harder.

He groaned, loud and broken, then came. Thick shots hit the back of my throat, more spilling past my lips, down my chin, onto my chest. I kept sucking until he twitched with overstimulation, legs shaking, hands loosening in my hair.

I pulled off, mouth wet, chest heaving. My face was streaked. My shirt stuck to my skin.

He looked down at me, eyes glassy.

“Holy shit.”

I stood, wiped my mouth, and gave him a slow smile.

“You’re welcome.”

Then I walked back toward camp, cum cooling on my skin, hips sore, throat raw, and already wondering who’d be waiting tomorrow.
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I stopped pretending this was one-off accidents. Luis hadn’t said anything. Cole definitely had. I could hear the shift in the way the boys talked. The teasing got bolder. The looks lasted longer. There was weight behind the way they greeted, that edge of expectation just below the surface.

I didn’t mind. And the truth was, I needed it. The ache hadn’t gone away since that first time in the trees. My muscles burnt from work, but the need inside me was worse.

The next morning I woke early again.

The bunkhouse was dim, filled with slow breathing and the occasional shift of sheets. My eyes drifted across the room. Cole was already awake, sitting up in bed, arms behind his head. When he saw me look, he smirked and nodded once toward Zeke’s empty bed.

I didn’t need to ask. They had clearly agreed it was Zeke’s turn, and I suspected that Cole would be watching through the window.

I rolled my eyes and pushed back the blanket. My body was already warm, thighs damp with the slow build of need that never left me anymore. I had slept naked. It excited me to be so exposed in this cabin full of men. I crossed the room and grabbed a shirt. It wasn’t mine. It was too big, the sleeves loose, the hem brushing the top of my thighs. No bra. No panties. Just skin under borrowed flannel and the scent of sweat and man still clinging to the fabric.

The cold hit me when I stepped outside. My nipples tightened under the shirt. My pussy throbbed with every step. I didn’t walk fast. I knew he was waiting.

Zeke stood at the edge of the clearing, arms crossed, grinning like he’d been planning this moment since the second he heard about it.

“Morning,” he said.

Zeke didn’t waste time before cracking a joke. “I brought you some new wood to work with.” I gave him a look, unimpressed if faintly amused by his corniness. He nodded down. “Standing timber. Needs some expert handling.”

I stared at his crotch. The bulge was far more impressive than his jokes. While that didn’t require much, the bulge was legitimately impressive. 

“And you expect me to help with that? 'I thought you said this was no place for a girl like me,' I said.

“I have re-evaluated the value you could bring to the team here,” he said smirking. “If you handled that big tree yesterday, you should just be able to manage what I am packing.”

I snorted. He stepped closer, unbothered by the cold, the early hour, or the fact that I hadn’t said yes yet. His confidence held him upright. “I’m all ready for harvest; I’m leaking sap already.” He would have kept going, but I reached down and unzipped him.

His cock sprang out, hard and already leaking. I wrapped my fingers around it and stroked him once, slow. His breath caught, but then he just started right back talking again.

“I’d been thinking about a poem to commemorate the occasion. I had a couple of verses in mind. Nothing too long. Just something about morning dew and supple...”

I jerked him harder.

“Fuck,” he breathed, smirk wavering.

I kept stroking. Long pulls from base to head, squeezing just a little tighter. His cock throbbed in my hand. His eyes drifted half-lidded, but his mouth kept working.

“Hope you don’t mind undergrowth. Been a long season without trimming.”

I reached up with my free hand, grabbed his jaw, and kissed him.

He shut up.

His lips were warm, eager. Tongue pushing against mine. My hand kept moving on his cock, slow and steady, until he started groaning into my mouth instead of speaking. That was better.

He fumbled with the buttons on the borrowed shirt. He got it open enough to expose my breasts. His hands cupped them fast, rough and greedy. His thumbs dragged over my nipples. My legs trembled. My fist worked his cock faster. He moaned into the kiss, panting now.

His fingers dropped between my legs. He found my pussy soaked and aching. Two fingers slid inside and curled. I broke the kiss with a sharp inhale, hips jerking.

He opened his mouth to say something clever. I grabbed his head and shoved his face to my chest.

“Suck.”

He obeyed.

His mouth closed over my nipple, sucking hard while his fingers pumped into me, my hand still jerking him off in time. His moans were muffled against my skin. His cock pulsed in my grip. My breath came faster, knees shaking, heat building.

His tongue circled. His fingers stroked. My palm worked the head of his cock, wet and slick and pulsing harder with every stroke.

His mouth sucked harder, tongue circling the tight point of my nipple. His fingers pumped deeper, curling just right, soaked from my cunt. I groaned, louder now, hips rocking against his hand, wrist working his cock with a grip that made his jaw twitch against my skin.

I dragged my hand down to his balls, cupping them as I stroked, squeezing just enough to pull another moan from his throat. He moved faster, his fingers pressing up into the heat inside me, thumb brushing over my clit with each motion. My thighs clenched around his wrist. My knees trembled.

I ground my breast harder against his mouth. He grunted as my grip around his cock twisted at the top, slick and rhythmic, matching the pulse in my own body.

I was soaked. His fingers slid in and out with no resistance, every curl hitting the spot that made my back arch. My hand kept pumping. His cock throbbed harder with every stroke. I could feel him getting close. My own orgasm rose with it, slow and hot and relentless, tightening everything inside me.

We rocked together. Wet sounds filled the space between us. My breath came faster. My moans turned to gasps. His hips bucked into my fist, his hand jerking against my cunt, thumb locked on my clit, working in tight, steady circles.

His thumb circled my clit just right. My muscles locked. The pressure deep inside pushed up fast, blinding and sharp. My thighs clenched around his hand. My breath caught in my throat, then broke.

The moan tore out of me, raw and open, louder than I meant. It echoed through the trees. I didn’t care. My pussy pulsed around his fingers. My whole body quivered, legs shaking, hips grinding into his hand while the orgasm crashed through me, wave after wave, wet and overwhelming.

I didn’t stop.

I kept stroking his cock through every shudder. My fist worked him fast and tight. I felt his hips twitch. His breath came out in broken gasps. His cock jerked once in my grip. Then again.

He came hard.

Thick ropes of cum hit his stomach first. The next spurt coated my fingers, then streaked across the front of the shirt I’d borrowed, hot and wet against the fabric. I kept stroking. Another shot spilt over my hand, slick and warm, dripping down his shaft. His body trembled. His jaw clenched. His knees almost gave.

I slowed my hand, letting the last few pulses drag out while he sagged forward, chest heaving, forehead pressed between my tits.

My thighs were still twitching. My cunt still fluttered around the ghost of his fingers. I looked down at the mess between us. My hand was soaked. His cock twitching. My shirt was stained. Then I glanced toward the bunkhouse.

One of the windows was fogged up, with a small gap in the condensation where it had been wiped away so someone could see through. Cole. Elbow on the sill, head tipped forward, eyes locked on us. His other arm moved out of sight, clearly moving fast. His jaw was clenched, lips parted.

I didn’t say anything. Neither did Zeke. He shifted his head just enough to see what I was looking at. He huffed against my skin, half a laugh, half a groan.

We watched.

Cole’s breath caught, body tensing. His shoulders jerked once. Then again. His head dropped. A beat later, he flopped back out of view.
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​Chapter 4: Split Down the Middle
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The cold hit more than usual that morning, but I didn’t care. I was already half-wet before I stepped out the door, the flannel shirt sticking to my skin where it brushed bare curves. My nipples ached under the fabric. I wanted to feel him shiver when I slid the shirt open and pulled him in.

I stepped out into the clearing. Empty. The mist clung low over the frost. Trees stood still. But no one was waiting.

I stood there, arms folded, the quiet wrapping around me tighter than the shirt. My pulse thudded in my throat.

I waited another minute. Still nothing. I had expected Dean this morning. The others had been joking with him about it last night. 

The ache in my stomach twisted as I turned back toward the bunkhouse, jaw tight, heat still thrumming between my thighs.

So much for patience.

The bunkhouse was quiet, heavy with sleep and the chill of early morning. I crept in, the air sharp against my skin where the shirt didn’t cover. My eyes went to his bed. Dean’s back was to the room. Covers drawn high. Too still to be asleep.

I stepped close and lifted the edge of his blanket, slipping in behind him. The warmth of his body hit me right away. I pulled the covers over both of us, tucking us in tight, our breath caught in the dark space between fabric and skin.

He didn’t say anything, but I could feel the tension in his back.

I whispered close to his ear. “You weren’t outside.”

A pause. Then, quietly, “I meant to be.”

I brushed my fingers along his arm, soft and slow.

“Got cold feet?”

He gave a small breath. Nervous. “I got dressed. Stood by the door. Then I thought about you waiting. What if I... what if I’m shit at it? What if I mess it up?”

I shifted closer, our legs brushing, my hand gliding down to his hip.

“You worried I’d laugh?”

He nodded against the pillow.

“I wouldn’t”, I said. “I wouldn’t let anyone else, either.”

Another silence. I let it hold.

Then his voice, quiet. “I want to. I just haven’t. Not with anyone like you.”

I smiled against his neck. My fingers moved lower, brushing along the outline of his cock beneath the thin fabric. He was already hard.

“You have nothing to worry about.”

His hips tensed under my touch. I slipped my hand into his boxers, wrapped my fingers around him, and stroked once, slow and full.

He groaned under his breath, barely audible.

“You want this?” I whispered.

“Yes.”

Under the blanket, it was all breath and heat. The air between us smelled of pine and sweat and something sharper. Want.

My hand stayed on him, slow strokes, steady. He didn’t tense anymore. He exhaled, full and quiet, like he’d been holding something in for days.

His hips started to move with me. Small thrusts into my palm. No hesitation now.

“I’ve wanted this since the first day. I just... didn’t want to mess it up.”

I kissed his jaw, soft, slow. “You’re not. Just listen to me. I’ll show you.”

His hands moved over my skin, more confident now. I guided them, one higher, one lower. I told him where to touch lightly, where to squeeze. He listened.

And then he moaned, quiet and shaky, when I pressed my body tight to his.

His mouth met mine like he’d been waiting to get lost in it. Hands on my waist. My thighs parted easily over his. He didn’t hesitate now, not even a little. Just grabbed, guided, touched where I needed him.

I reached between us again, angled him up. His breath caught.

No more teasing.

I shifted my hips, letting him feel just how wet I already was. He groaned low in his throat, hand tightening on my thigh.

“Now?” he asked.

I nodded, kissed him again, and pushed my hips down.

The world narrowed to heat, pressure, breath. The mattress creaked faintly. He filled me slow, deep, his hands steady on my hips.

Under the covers, we moved in rhythm, our skin hot and slick in the chill morning air, the world beyond the bunkhouse already forgotten. It was hot. Sticky hot. Breath hot. Dean’s chest was against mine, bare and flushed, his mouth on my throat, his hand sliding over the back of my thigh.

I had one hand shoved into his boxers, fingers wrapped around him, feeling him throb and swell with every stroke. His hips kept twitching up into my hand, needy, eager. I gave him a squeeze and grinned when he sucked in a sharp breath against my collarbone.

“You’re gonna get us caught,” he whispered, voice fraying at the edges.

“Then be quiet,” I murmured, and pumped him slow and tight from root to tip.

He gritted his teeth and grabbed a handful of my ass, pulling me closer. My thighs slipped over his, and the thick flannel shirt I’d slept in rode up, bunched around my hips. I wasn’t wearing anything under it. His hand slid up between my legs and found how wet I was.

“Jesus,” he breathed. “You’re soaked.”

I dragged his boxers down, just enough to free him, and pressed my hips against his. My soft curls and wet lips dragging across his shaft. This was further than I had gone with the others. Further than I had planned to go with him, but I couldn’t help it. Couldn’t stop myself. Didn’t want to stop myself. 

He groaned again, louder this time, and I clamped my hand over his mouth, laughing. He bit gently into my palm and looked up at me through the dark as his fingers found my clit, rubbing tight circles while I stroked him, both of us squirming in the small space under the blankets. My thighs were shaking, and his cock kept jumping in my hand, leaking over my knuckles.

I couldn’t wait anymore. I reached between us and guided him to my entrance, grinding down against the head until he slipped inside. My breath hitched. I sank down slow, taking all of him, feeling every inch stretch and fill me. My legs were trembling, but I didn’t stop until my hips met his.

We both froze for a second, breathing hard.

Then I started to move. The fabric of the flannel dragged across my nipples as I moved. His hands slid up under it, cupping my breasts, thumbs brushing over my skin.

I rocked my hips, grinding him deeper with every roll. The pressure was perfect. His cock throbbed inside me, hot and hard, rubbing right where I needed it. I leaned forward, hands on his chest, keeping the rhythm slow and tight.

Dean's hands gripped my ass, guiding me, pulling me down harder on each thrust. I clenched around him and he cursed, trying to keep quiet. I could feel him holding back, teeth clenched, every muscle in his stomach flexing under my palms.

I bounced faster, the slap of our bodies barely muffled by the blankets. Wet sounds filled the space between us. I couldn’t stop moaning, not loud, but helpless. My thighs were burning, the ache growing deep and tight.

He slipped a hand between us again, rubbing my clit while I rode him. That sent me over. My body clenched down hard, waves of heat rolling through my core. I kept moving, desperate, grinding through every pulse.

His fingers were relentless, circling my clit just right while I rode him. My thighs were shaking, slick and aching, but I kept grinding down on him, each roll of my hips hitting deeper. The pressure was building sharp and tight, pulsing with every thrust. I could barely breathe.

I clenched around him, hard, and the pleasure snapped. My vision blanked. My whole body locked up and then shuddered as the orgasm tore through me. Heat flooded my core, rippling out in waves, each one stronger than the last. I kept moving, hips jerking uncontrollably, trying to drag it out.

My mouth was open but I couldn’t make a sound. I was holding the noise in my throat, feeling it pulse there with the rest of me. My nipples were so sensitive I couldn’t stand the brush of the flannel. My muscles squeezed down again and again, milking every last twitch out of him.

Dean groaned into my shoulder, low and broken. His hands were gripping my hips so hard I knew I’d have bruises. He thrust up into me once, twice, then buried himself deep. His whole body tensed under mine.

He came hard, cock pulsing inside me in thick spurts, filling me. I felt every twitch, every throb. His breath was ragged in my ear, chest heaving, hips still jerking involuntarily as I kept grinding against him, dragging it out, keeping him deep while I squeezed around him.

We stayed like that, locked together, both of us shaking, skin flushed and wet. I could still feel aftershocks rolling through me, slow and warm, every little movement making me gasp again. His cock was still twitching, softening inside me as I settled against him.

The covers clung to our sweaty skin. The cold outside didn’t stand a chance.

I laughed softly against his collarbone. “You good?”

He nodded. “Very.”

I shifted to my side, pulling the covers up to wipe the heat from my chest.

Then I heard it.

A muffled cough. Not from Dean. Not from me.

Dean’s eyes went wide.

I grabbed the edge of the blanket and threw it back.

Around us, Luis, and Cole were all very suddenly pretending to be asleep. Badly. Cole had one arm thrown over his eyes. Luis’s chest shook with silent laughter. Zeke didn’t even bother; he just grinned and gave me a slow thumbs-up. All three were clearly still suffering from their morning wood. 

I rolled my eyes. “You fuckers are terrible at stealth.”

“Say’s you, as if we couldn’t hear what you were doing under the covers. It’s a blanket, not a soundproof barrier.” Cole guffawed. 

Dean groaned and buried his face in the pillow.

I stretched, unabashed, still flushed and glowing. “You want a show; next time you can bring snacks.”

Luis laughed into his blanket. “You can’t blame us, you were right there!”

“Get in line,” I muttered, pulling the covers back over Dean and me. “Clearly there’s demand.”

​
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​A Visit From My Roommates Mum

​Chapter 1
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The unexpected knock came about mid afternoon. Jamie padded to the door in socks and a faded uni hoodie, expecting a package or maybe a neighbour complaining about music. He had been focusing on one of his assignments, a particularly dull essay on the spread of cutlery through the British empire and what that said about changing societal standards. So he was happy for the distraction.

He was even more happy when he opened it to an elegant woman who looked very out of place among the battered student flats and cracked walkways. Tall, poised, maybe mid-forties. Long, dark chestnut hair swept over one shoulder in loose, effortless waves. She wore a wool coat that hugged her waist, black jeans, heeled boots

She looked Jamie up and down with the kind of measured gaze that made him stand up straighter without knowing why. “Hi,” she said, smiling. “I’m Nina. Elliot’s mum.”

“Oh, right. Yeah, of course, I see the resemblance!” Jamie stepped back, a little flustered. 

She stepped through the doorway with easy confidence, her eyes flicking around the small living room. “He didn’t mention I was coming, did he?”

“Uh... no,” Jamie admitted. “He’s actually not here. He went to his—um... friend’s place for the weekend.” That friend was actually Elliot's boyfriend but Jamie didn’t know if Elliot's mum knew that.

Her expression didn’t change, but she gave a light exhale through her nose. “Well. That’s new.”

Jamie offered a sheepish smile. “Want to come in and wait? I ‘ll give him a call.”

“That’d be great. Thank you.” She stepped further inside. “First time I’ve been here. I was expecting it to smell like socks and cheap beer like his past place.”

“Well Elliot is out currently, he takes the smells with him.” Jamie joked, already pulling out his phone and calling Elliot. No answer. “He isn’t picking up. I'll send a message.”

She nodded and slipped off her coat, folding it neatly over the back of the couch.

“Can I get you a coffee?” he offered, moving toward the kitchen.

“Love one. Black, please.”

A few minutes later, she was perched on the edge of the sofa, her legs crossed, one arm draped casually over the back. She looked so at ease, like she belonged in a designer lounge and not their half-tidy student flat.

Jamie handed her a mug and sat in the nearby armchair.

They chatted for a while, nothing heavy. Talked about Elliot’s cooking disasters, the strange neighbours upstairs, her long drive in. Jamie found himself relaxing. She was funny. Sharp. And far too good at slipping compliments into ordinary sentences.

Time passed without him noticing.

Eventually, Nina set her mug down and glanced around the room, clean, if a little worn-in. Blankets folded. Dishes away. “This place is cleaner than I expected,” she said, raising an eyebrow. “I know my son, and he isn’t the one keeping this room looking so tidy is he?”

Jamie chuckled. “Yeah, that’d be me. I do most of it.”

“Oh?”

“Basically feels like I’m cleaning for three, most nights.”

She gave him a curious look over the rim of her mug. “Three?”

He hesitated, then shrugged. “Elliot’s boy..partner over a lot.”

She raised an eyebrow, amused. “They that serious?”

“Serious enough to be together nearly all the time. It’s rare they are out to be honest. Most nights I have to wear noise canceling headphones”

Nina looked away first. “This is good coffee.”

She undid a button.

Jamie noticed. Hesitated. But tried not to react.

They sipped in silence for a moment, the only sound the quiet hum of the fridge and the occasional creak of the cheap sofa springs under Nina’s slow, deliberate movements.

“So do you make him have to wear noise canceling headphones?”

“Nah,” he said. “No parade of dates, if that’s what you’re asking.”

“I wasn’t. But now I’m curious.” Her tone flirted with the line.

He gave a sheepish shrug. “I don’t really, do well with women, I struggle to talk to them.”

Nina tilted her head. “That surprises me. You’re tall. Handsome. Broad shoulders. Not hard to look at. You seem to be doing OK talking with me.”

He blushed, laughing awkwardly. “Thanks. I err, well, you’re...” 

“I’m just a withered old hag who isn’t sexually intimidating?” She said, grinning at his discomfort.

“No! I didn’t mean, no, not at all you’re very attractive. Very intimidating.”

Nina leaned forward slightly, elbows on knees. The dip of her blouse revealed just a little more.

“How sweet of you to say” she went on, almost purring, casually fingering the next button on her blouse, “Elliot never mentioned his roommate was so easy on the eyes.”

Jamie met her eyes, slightly out of his depth. “Um... are you warm?”

Nina smiled.

“Jamie,” she said, sitting back. “Sweetheart. I’ve been hitting on you for the past ten minutes.”

He froze, eyes widening just enough to make her smirk.

“I, really?”

She tilted her head. “Darling, I undid my shirt and called you ‘easy on the eyes.’ What do you think this is?”

Jamie opened his mouth, closed it, then huffed a breath of nervous laughter. “I thought maybe I was imagining it.”

“You weren’t.” She stood slowly, walking the few steps to where he sat. She didn’t stop until she was standing right in front of him.

“I’m here. You’re here. I’ve finished my coffee and it doesn’t seem like my son is coming home tonight.”

She reached down and gently tugged the mug from his hands, setting it aside.

“You want me to spell it out again?”

He looked up at her, wide-eyed, heart thudding.

“Please do.”

She leaned in close, her breath warm against his cheek.

“I want you to fuck me Jamie. I want you to make me scream. But first, I want to do this...”
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