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Chapter 1

Nathan

I wake to the sound of my alarm clock. It’s only seven. I linger in bed, reluctant to get up. I haven’t been a morning person since returning to Eastbrook a year ago. Last night, after I left Maddie’s house and returned to work, there was a party at the restaurant, and the guests wouldn’t leave. My mom and I didn’t get to lock up the restaurant until eleven, and I went to bed after midnight.

I snooze the alarm clock and try to return to sleep. Soon, I enter a semi-dreaming state, although I’m still awake.

“I’m all yours, Nathan,” a voluptuous blonde says in a sultry voice as she caresses herself.

I hold her magnificent boobs in my hands, marveling at their size and weight. When I pull one into my mouth, I hear another voice. “No, you can’t have her!”

A tall redhead with piercing green eyes pops into my vision as she grabs the blonde’s arm and pulls her away from me.

Damn. My eyes fly open. What the hell? Who were the women in my dream? Maddie and her stepdaughter Cindy. Right. I have to help them with their lawn, and I’ve got to go before it’s too late.

I spring out of bed and dash into the bathroom, quickly going through my morning routines. I put on a T-shirt and a pair of worn jeans perfect for gardening work and leave the house in no time.

But before heading to Maddie’s house, I stop by the bakery and get breakfast for the ladies and myself. Minutes later, I’m at Maddie’s door with a box of coffee and a bag of pastries.

The house is quiet on the outside. I guess the ladies aren’t up yet. I hesitate for a moment, wondering whether it’s wise to wake them, and then decide to go ahead and take the risk.

I ring the doorbell once and wait. Hearing no answer, I ring it again. And then again.

Finally, I hear noises inside.

When the door cracks open, I see Maddie in a bathrobe. “Goodness, it’s you, Nathan.” She removes the door chain and opens the door wide. Blinking, she asks, “What’re you doing? I thought you weren’t coming.”

“I brought breakfast, and I’m going to help you with gardening.”

“God. You’re so sweet,” she says, grinning as she closes the door behind us.

I follow her into the kitchen and put food and drink on the island.  

“Smells good!” Maddie says as she opens the pastry bag. “What have we got? Ooh, muffins, scones, and custard donuts? These are actually my favorites!”

“Great.” I chuckle like an idiot as I gaze at her. Not until then do I notice what she’s wearing. Her robe is silky and thin. Although not see-through, it clings to her curves and shows the contours of her round breasts. On top of that, her sash is tied loosely, tempting me with a slice of her creamy buns. Holy shit. No pastry is more delicious than what’s hidden behind her robe. I recall how good she felt from last night, and my cock twitches.

Maddie takes some coffee mugs out of the cabinet and lays them on the table. As she performs the simple task, her milky cleavage plays peekaboo with me as if teasing me.

She then stands on her toes in order to get something on the top shelf. “I need that platter,” she says while trying to reach it with her hand. “It hasn’t been used for a while. That’s why it’s so high up.”

“Let me help you. Which one?” I say and stand next to her.

“The largest one on the bottom of the stack.”

I take the platter out and give it to her.

“Thank you. Boy, I wish I were taller at a time like this,” she says, smiling as her eyes roam over me with appreciation.

“Well, you aren’t short yourself,” I murmur and take the opportunity to check her out again. It could be her earlier movement because the gap of her robe has widened. My cock jolts as my eyes zero in on her puffy areola and the nipple that looks like strawberry candy drop.

My willpower fails me. “These are my favorite pastry on earth,” I say while touching her generous swell over the silky fabric before tracing a finger over the pink crest.

Maddie shudders but doesn’t pull away. Her eyes follow the movement of my finger, and she gulps.

Thinking she obviously enjoys my caress, I slip my hand under her robe and cup her plump breasts. “You feel so good. Fluffy. Creamy. Just like custard donuts.”

“Oh God.” Maddie’s eyes turn dreamy. She hesitates for a moment before moving her hand to my crotch, and then she skims her fingers along my shaft. “I’ve missed my favorite Cream of Zucchini, too.”

“Maybe we should have each other for breakfast,” I murmur as my hand travels down to feel her wet panties.

“That’d be a fabulous idea,” she coos, squeezing my hard-on a bit.

I’m contemplating carrying her to her bedroom when I hear a noise in the hallway. Damn. Cindy.

As if being awakened from a trance, Maddie jerks away from me immediately and tightens her sash. We stand in silence as we wait for Cindy to show up, but apparently, she’s gone into the bathroom instead because we hear the faucet running.

Maddie clears her throat and resumes the role of a hostess. “I’m going to use the bathroom, Nathan. Why don’t you sit down first?” Her voice is polite and distant, no longer the seductress she was just a minute ago.

“Sure, thanks,” I say, taking deep breaths to calm down.

Before leaving the kitchen, she pauses. “You know, Nathan,” Maddie says, the tremor in her voice betraying her nervousness. “I want to apologize about last night. I’ve done something abominable. But I probably wasn’t sober. I hope we can forget it and pretend nothing has happened. Otherwise, I wouldn’t be able to face your mom.”

I expected the speech on my way here but still find it difficult to accept. I inhale deeply to battle my disappointment. “No, Maddie. You aren’t at fault,” I say sincerely. “I seduced you. I wasn’t joking when I told you I had been in love with you since I was a teen. You shouldn’t worry about what my mom thinks. I’m a grownup, Maddie, and I know what I’m doing. I’m responsible for my own actions. No one can blame you for what we’ve done.”

Maddie blinks. “But Cindy said—”

“What did she say?” I blurt while she pauses.

“She was right. You’re so young. You can’t be serious about me. And I… don’t want a fling, not with my best friend’s son.”

I sigh. While cursing Cindy’s meddling, I remind myself Maddie has good reasons to be wary. Although she is older than me, she isn’t that sexually experienced. She’s a respectful lady and isn’t used to reckless behaviors. Shit. I must’ve scared her with my impulsive acts right after I confessed my crush to her. Instead of taking it slow, I overwhelmed her by making out with her in public the first time we were together. Damn. What an idiot. I can’t take back what I’ve done, nor do I want to leave her alone. But maybe it isn’t too late to start over and do it right. 

“Okay, Maddie,” I place a hand on her arm and lock eyes with her. “I won’t make you do anything you don’t feel comfortable doing. Let’s just have breakfast and get started with the lawn.”

“Sounds good,” Maddie says with a faint smile. “Give me just a minute. I’m going to use the bathroom and will be right back.”

“Take your time,” I sit down and reach for a muffin.

I’m almost finished with my muffin when I hear footsteps in the hallway again. Thinking it’s Maddie, I look up, only to be greeted by Cindy. She has on a halter top paired with shorts. Despite her slender build, both her arms and legs display beautifully defined muscles, indicating a regular workout routine. Rather than tied back, her fiery red hair flows freely. Fuck. She looks very different from the uptight woman in business attire I saw last night, but no less gorgeous.

“Good morning, Nathan,” Cindy greets me as I gawk at her. “I see you wear many hats. Last night, you were a chauffeur. Today, you’re a delivery boy.”

I ignore her snarky comment. “Good morning, Cindy. Would you like some coffee before we help Maddie with her gardening?”

Cindy narrows her eyes after she understands my intention. “I will help Maddie with gardening. You’d better get lost after breakfast.”

“Sure, then I’ll take Maddie to pick up her car.”

Cindy grits her teeth as she stares at me for a second, and then she nods. “Very well, Nathan. We could use a gardener today.” She then sits across the table from me. She pours some coffee and then helps herself to a cream-stuffed scone. She raises her eyebrows as she takes a bite of the pastry but says nothing. She taps on her phone and reads something as she eats, ignoring me, while I can’t help glancing at her from time to time. I admire her athletic torso and picture her running the treadmill or lifting weights in a gym, sweating and groaning. At the same time, I become aware of her spicy, cinnamon perfume wafting across the table, and my cock stirs. What the hell? I curse inwardly. I shouldn’t feel this way toward the annoying woman. She isn’t even my type— I can’t stand bossy women. But I can’t deny my attraction to Cindy at the moment. To say she’s gorgeous is an understatement. The redhead has more than looks. She’s also intelligent and driven, able to accomplish anything she sets her mind to.

When I attended Eastbrook Middle School, Cindy Davis was a legend. She participated in the New York Statewide Math Contest and won medals in Hudson School District’s outdoor track and field events. Her picture was on the school’s homepage for years, and her self-portrait, which she painted in eighth grade, has a permanent spot in the school’s art exhibition room.

Although talented, Cindy had never gone out with anyone in Eastbrook. I recall older boys in town calling her “Ice Queen.” Of course, she earned her right to be stuck up. Uncle Ron once told my dad, “No one is good enough for my daughter.”

I wonder whether she’s dated after she left town. I wouldn’t be surprised if she hadn’t.

Cindy suddenly looks up from her phone and glares at me. Damn. She knows I’ve been ogling. I clear my throat and force a smile. “How do you like the scone?” I ask, hoping to strike up a conversation.

She shrugs. “Not bad.” And then, as if to prove her point, she licks her lips slowly, her tongue swirling in a full circle along her full lips that look as delicious as the scone’s filling.

Shit. My mouth opens at the flirtatious gesture. Is she teasing me? She can’t be. She is the Ice Queen, for fuck’s sake. I sip my coffee to clear my mind, but Cindy’s smirk makes me think she is teasing me. Maybe she’s testing me to see how serious I am about her stepmom…Nah.

I look away and focus on my coffee. I’m feeling exceptionally restless today. Undoubtedly, it has something to do with my unreciprocated love for Maddie. I take a slow, deep breath and remind myself to behave. I’m here to help Maddie, not to make a fool of myself.

Maddie returns later in a cotton shirt and yoga pants, her blonde curls gathered into a loose bun, and takes the seat right next to Cindy. The view of two alluring beauties right before me quickly draws my attention and renders any pastry unattractive. I indulge the sight instead, discreetly rather than blatantly. The two look very different, although equally gorgeous. Maddie is ten years older than Cindy, but the latter’s confidence makes her appear more mature than her age.

Maddie doesn’t wait to taste her favorite custard donut. Taking a big bite, the cream leaks onto her fingers, and she licks them immediately. Shit. I recall what she did last night after the blow job and my cock twitches. While I swallow some coffee to stifle my groan, she grins at me. “Finger-licking good!”

Fuck me now. I force a laugh while sipping from my mug, wishing I’d brought iced coffee instead.

While Maddie doesn’t seem aware of my fluster, Cindy has obviously caught it, and she gives me a subtle eye roll. Damn. Does she know what I have in mind? To my relief, the woman has the manner to keep her mouth shut. She pours herself more coffee while glancing at the kitchen fixture with interest. “Are you still planning to remodel the kitchen, Maddie? You and Dad were talking about it for years.”

Maddie swallows her bite and nods. “I know. Yes, I am. I want a new kitchen counter and cabinets.”

“You should get an electric range, too, like the one in my condo. It’s so easy to clean and provides stovetop space, not that you need any in your spacious kitchen.”

“Oh, I do,” Maddie says. “And I would love to have one. I want the kitchen to have a completely fresh look. I’ll start looking for a contractor soon and then replace some appliances.”

“Great. Let me know when you find one. And you know what? Let me chip in. I’ll buy you the electric range.”

“What? Why? You don’t even live here.”

“But it’s still my house and I visit it often. Please, let me do something for you. I’ve made a partner and my salary will double soon.”

“Well, sure, if you say so, sweetheart. Thanks,” Maddie says, smiling. She gazes at her stepdaughter for a second and speaks again, “I’m so proud of you, honey. Becoming a partner in just five years. Your dad would be proud, too.”

Cindy shrugs. “Thanks. It’s a small firm. I’m sure Dad would think it wasn’t good enough.”

Both women become silent after that, and Maddie pats Cindy’s shoulder as if to comfort her. That sudden change of mood reminds me of the rift between Cindy and her dad.  

Cindy’s passion was in arts, but her dad insisted on her choosing a pre-med major. Cindy obeyed her dad’s wishes and majored in biology but also had a minor in art. Uncle Ron never failed to brag about how well his daughter did at Columbia, even though no one in Eastbrook was surprised by her being a straight-A student at the university. Needless to say, Cindy’s unexpected act of quitting college and moving to the West Coast was a heavy blow to her dad, and it might’ve been a reason for his rapidly declining health after that.

But looking back, I don’t know why everyone was even surprised at the girl’s rebellion because Cindy has always had a defiant streak. What intrigues me is why she quit art and, even more so, became an accountant. I still have trouble picturing the fiery woman sitting at her desk for forty-plus hours a week, crunching numbers—it’s simply too mundane for Eastbrook’s prodigy. Is she passionate about her job or just doing it for money? I hope she hasn’t given up painting altogether.

As if she’s read my mind, Maddie asks her stepdaughter, “Actually, there’s one more thing I would like to do while you’re here today. Why don’t we organize your old paintings in the attic?”

Cindy stiffens. “What? You’re still keeping them? I told you to throw them away.”

“You know I would never do that. You put in years of hard work. They are expertly done, even the unfinished ones. I’m hoping you can have an exhibition one day…”

“Nah. I’m done with art,” Cindy says, pressing her lips together.

Soon after breakfast, I find myself in Maddie’s front yard, pushing the mower over her lawn. Maddie and Cindy are out working as well. Maddie is wearing a broad-brim hat and long-sleeved shirt for sun protection, while Cindy can’t wait to display her tanned body in her halter top and shorts.

Maddie’s lawn isn’t large, and I could finish it in ten minutes, but I take my time to do a nice job.

From the corner of my eye, I feel the ladies’ frequent gazes. I’ve also gotten attention from people walking by.

The two women work on the rose bushes while chatting. “Watch out for thorns. Are you sure you don’t want any gloves?” Maddie asks her stepdaughter.

“No thanks. I’m fine. These Peace Roses are gorgeous,” Cindy says while marveling at the large flowers with pinkish-yellow petals. “Did someone water the garden for you while you were away?”

“Yes. Mrs. Rizzo next door did it for me.”

As they speak, the door of the house next to Maddie’s opens, and an elderly woman steps out. She waves at the ladies and walks toward them, stopping at the fence. “Good morning, Maddie and Cindy. A fine day for some gardening.”

“Yep,” the mother and daughter respond in unison. 

“How are you doing, Mrs. Rizzo?” Cindy asks. “I was just telling Maddie how nice the roses were. Thanks for taking care of the plants for her.”

“Oh, you’re very welcome, sweetie,” Mrs. Rizzo says, smiling. “I see you got a helper over there, too. Who’s that handsome young man? Your boyfriend, Cindy?”

As I look up and wave at Mrs. Rizzo, Cindy laughs. “Oh no. He’s just Mom’s gardener.”

Shit. Evil woman. I ignore the comment and move farther away from them.

“No kidding!” Mrs. Rizzo shouts over the rumbling of the mower. “I need a gardener, too. May I speak to him after he’s done, please?”

I turn around to avoid any interaction with the nosy woman, but I can still hear the conversation. Maddie chides her daughter and informs her neighbor, “I’m sorry, Mrs. Rizzo. Cindy is just joking. He’s Nathan, my friend Adele’s son. He isn’t a gardener. He’s just helping me with the lawn.”

Mrs. Rizzo pauses for a moment. “Adele’s son? Mine. He’s got a fine ass.”

What the hell? Dirty old bat. I resist the urge to glare at her and pretend I didn’t hear her compliment.

“Oh, Mrs. Rizzo,” Maddie chides with a giggle.

The women chat until Mrs. Rizzo returns to her house.

Despite my intentional delay, I finish mowing the front lawn in twenty minutes.

I empty the mower and push it toward the backyard when Maddie stops me. “I got it,” she says, handing me a bottle of water. “There isn’t much in the backyard. Why don’t you rest awhile?”

“Thanks,” I take the water from her hand and take a large gulp before walking to the patio chair.

Cindy is still working on the roses, removing dead buds and straggly bits from a bush while keeping it a ball shape. She does it with intense focus and precision, carefully gauging the branch’s length and the shear’s angle before she clips as if she were crafting an artwork—or auditing a financial statement. As much as I hate to admit, I find her meticulosity admirable.

If only she wouldn’t stick her nose in other people’s business, I could get to know her more. My eyes wander onto her athletic body again. Namely, her long legs and firm buttocks. I had a girlfriend who was on the swim team in college, and her legs weren’t nearly as long as Cindy’s. Recalling how those legs wrapped around me when I fucked her standing makes my cock twitch.

“Ouch,” a cry from Cindy breaks my dirty thoughts.

I pull my mind back to the present and see the shear drop to the ground as Cindy curses.

“Are you all right?” I rush toward her. “Did you get pricked?”

“I’m fine,” she says despite the blood oozing out of her finger.

She’s going to return to her trimming, but I stop her. “You have to treat it right away. Otherwise, you’ll get a fungus infection,” I tell her, recalling what my mom got years ago.

Cindy rolls her eyes. “Give me a break. Since when are you a doctor?”

Despite my urge to curse, I say to her patiently, “My mom got pricked by a rose thorn when I was in fifth grade, and it became really ugly. She had to take prescription medicine, and it took her months to heal. The doctor said she could have prevented it by simple care. Starting with washing your hands.”

My serious tone must scare Cindy. As she lowers her gaze, I grab her arm and drag her into the house.

I step into the bathroom with her and turn on the sink faucet for her. She cleans her hands with some soap and rinses it off quickly.

Before she reaches for a towel, I stop her. “It isn’t enough. At least five minutes.”

“Are you serious?” she asks, frowning.

“Yes,” I say with a firm nod.

She mutters something under her breath but does what I say, sticking her hand under the running faucet until I tell her to stop. Cindy flinches again as she dries her hands. “Shit. Something must be stuck there,” she says.

I take her hand and examine the wound. “Right. I see a bit of debris. It could be the tip of the thorn. You got tweezers? I can remove it for you.”

Cindy doesn’t speak but opens the medicine cabinet and finds a pair of tweezers.

Although I’ve seen my mom do it many times and I’ve done it for myself, removing splinters is quite a challenge at the moment, mainly because I don’t want to hurt Cindy. Our physical contact and proximity also make it difficult for me to focus. Unlike earlier at breakfast, her spicy perfume has an extra pungent note to it due to her perspiration, and I find it arousing. My hand trembles, and my heart races as I hold my breath and grasp the tiny thorn tip. Despite my efforts, I fail to pull the bastard out after a few attempts.

“I’m sorry,” I say to Cindy, worried that she might be getting impatient.

To my surprise, she says softly. “It’s okay. Try it again.”

I take a deep breath and try again. I spread the skin around the puncture wider this time and grasp the debris firmly before slowly pulling it out.

“Whew,” I let out an audible sigh of relief and rinse the twizzle.

“Thank you,” Cindy says, avoiding eye contact with me.

“You’re welcome,” I say with a light chuckle. “But we’re not done yet. We need to put some ointment and bandage it.”

“Okay.” Cindy finds a first-aid kit from the vanity cabinet and hands it to me. I take out a tube of Neosporin and some bandages.

The fiery woman becomes quiet as I apply the ointment to her wound. I can hear our heartbeats echoing each other in the small bathroom.

“Geez, you’re so good at it. Are you a nurse or something?” Cindy cracks a joke as I bandage her.

I chuckle and focus on my task until it’s complete. “No, but I guess I should become one,” I say as I look up, meeting her brilliant green eyes.

The world suddenly disappears, and I’m sucked into the pools of emeralds.

My heart hammers in my ribcage as I become aware of her heaving bosom and loud breathing. She looks nervous, or is she excited? Why? I feel hot all of a sudden — because Cindy Davis radiates heat. When her eyes fall on my lips, I check out hers. They’re full and pouty, begging to be kissed. As I hesitate, Cindy leans in and kisses my lips. I freeze for a second before kissing her back. Our lips suck on each other urgently for a second before our tongues meet. As a tiny noise escapes Cindy’s throat, I place a hand on her back and pull her to me, my cock hardening as our bodies touch.

Cindy tenses as I grunt, and then she breaks the kiss. “Oh my God. I’m…sorry!” she pushes me away and dashes out of the bathroom.

Goddamn. I stand where I am, dazed and disoriented for a moment. What just happened? Did I just kiss the Ice Queen? She tasted like fire, if anything, not ice at all.


Chapter 2

Cindy

Holy crap. What the hell have I done? I can’t believe it. I just kissed the jerk who made out with my stepmom! What the hell is wrong with me?

As I rush out of the bathroom, I can’t stop cursing. I’ve been a nun for too long. I thought I could live without a guy, but obviously, I was wrong. It’s been five years since I slept with a man, and I’ve been fine. But that was before I saw Nathan making out with Maddie. Yes, I saw Maddie sucking Nathan off. When I opened the front door last night, I immediately heard moaning. When I saw what happened from the house’s entryway, I was supposed to leave, but I didn’t. I stood where I was and watched them for a full minute. I still remember Nathan’s cock pulling in and out of Maddie’s mouth. Even from a distance, it felt like a monster. A beautiful monster that I couldn’t take my eyes off. I was so aroused I hated myself. I was shocked to see my stepmom doing such a thing even though nothing was wrong with that. Hell, the good woman deserves the treat. After they were done, I had to gasp for air for a minute before I could pretend I had just come in and had seen nothing.

But afterward, I acted like a bitch toward Nathan, warning him and warding him off like a plague because I knew he would be the death of me.

I return to the rose bushes and pick up the shear again. I snip the branches carelessly, nearly ruining my painstaking work done earlier. My mind can’t focus on the simple job because I keep thinking about Nathan’s touch and our kiss.

I’m out of my mind. Nathan Valenti is a nobody. Okay. Maybe he’s good-looking and has got an impressive dick. But other than that? The guy is twenty-five and still living with his parents. Loser. I don’t know much about him, except he went to NYU. Did he even graduate? It doesn’t matter. He’s helping out the family business. How good can he be?

And yet, I can’t deny that I’m attracted to him. My feelings don’t seem to be purely carnal. He’s quite a gallant young man. Despite my unfair treatment, he remains a gentleman toward me. What the hell? So he played nurse, and he treated my wound. What big deal? It could be just a trick he uses to get into women’s pants.

Yes, that’s it. That cunning jerk. He knows how to charm a woman’s pants off. Giving them rides and helping them with gardening, playing nurses, etc. I can’t believe I almost fell for that.

Shit. I should put myself out there and meet guys again. It’ll be good for my sexual health. But I cringe at the thought of dating. The whole thing is a big waste of time. Getting to know people just to find out they aren’t the one. I recall the numerous attempts I’ve had in the past. Countless boring dinner conversations filled with the same topics, predictable men who wanted the same thing but pretended they didn’t, and the ridiculous sexting that made me want to throw up.

I finally push the matter out of my mind and move on to another rose bush. Soon, I’m able to focus again. I cut down each branch by a third while keeping the stems in the center longer than the rest. It’s funny how much I enjoy the simple task. Maddie taught me the art of trimming roses when I was twelve. Yes, she called it art. Everything is art to Maddie. Gardening, cooking, cleaning the house. I smile as I recall my happy moments with my beautiful stepmom. My parents divorced when I was ten, and my biological mom left us and ran off to Mexico with her Latin lover. It took my dad five years to remarry, and I was his and Maddie’s matchmaker.

After taking an art class with Maddie, I fell in love with her. She wasn’t just an inspiring teacher. She was also a friend and a caring big sister. I invited her to our house for dinner. After that, my dad also fell in love with her. Getting the two of them together was not my intention because my dad was much older than Maddie.

I knew Dad wasn’t good enough for Maddie, but I was thrilled when I sensed the spark between them and wanted to have Maddie as a stepmom. Looking bad, it was selfish of me. Have I ruined Maddie’s life? She’s all alone now. I know how much she loves children, but Dad didn’t even leave her any sperm. I have no doubt she’ll find a guy who deserves her better and will give her what she wants. But is Nathan the right man for her? Maybe he isn’t so bad…

“Are you almost done, honey?” Maddie’s voice startles me out of my reminiscence.

I look up and smile. “Yes, Maddie. I’m almost done.”

“Wow, that’s beautiful, Cindy. It’s perfect. You should become my personal landscaper,” Maddie says.

“I would.” I chuckle as I glance at my neatly trimmed bushes, knowing she’d probably do an even better job than this. “If you don’t have any other candidate in mind.”

Oops. I shouldn’t allude to the jerk.

Maddie blinks for a second and blushes. “No, Cindy. I don’t have any other candidates.”

“Are you sure? Nathan is dying to become your personal assistant, not just your gardener.” I should drop the topic, but I can’t resist the urge to continue. I want to know what Maddie’s plan is with the man.

After Nathan left her house last night, I asked Maddie how serious she was about Nathan. She looked embarrassed and was reluctant to talk about him. She confirmed what Nathan had told me, telling me it was all an impulsive act. She was touched by the man’s infatuation with her and felt the need to reciprocate his feelings. We both agreed that Nathan was too young for her, and Maddie didn’t intend to see him again. But from the way she behaves around Nathan, I doubt her statement. Her eyes seldom left him when we were all in the front yard.

“Silly girl,” Maddie says, her blush deepening. “I told you nothing serious is between us. He isn’t going to be here again in the future.”

I pause, knowing she isn’t honest with her own feelings. But I don’t want to point it out. I need to give her space. Maddie and I are close, but it doesn’t mean we have no secrets. Hell, I haven’t told her about my accidental voyeurism either. “I see. In that case, I’ll be here when you need me again,” I say, letting the topic slide.

“Thank you, sweetie,” Maddie pats my arm. “You’ve been a great help. This is still your house even though your dad is gone. You’re welcome here anytime, and you don’t have to do anything for me. I can handle the housework. I was just not myself for the past year. But I’m back. I promise. I don’t plan to go on long trips anytime soon and won’t let weeds grow in the yard again.”

The sparkle in Maddie’s eyes cheers me. She was pretty dispirited after my dad passed away, and I’ve seldom seen her laugh since then. But now, she looks like she finally got over the grief and is hopeful about her life again. I guess the trip to Italy helped. Or perhaps it’s because of Nathan Valenti?

“I’m so glad,” I say and hug her. The reasons don’t matter. What matters is that the optimistic woman is back in my life.

Pulling away, Maddie smiles. “I’m going to shower if you don’t mind. After that, Nathan will take me to pick up my car, and then I’ll get us lunch.”

“Oh, sure,” I say. “Or we can eat out after you come back.”

She hesitates for a moment. “You know what? The three of us can go in Nathan’s car, and then we can decide what to do later.”

“Oh, no problem, Maddie. Whatever you like,” I say even though I don’t want to be close to Nathan again.

“Good. I’d better go. Don’t want to let Nathan wait too long. He’s resting in the living room.” 

“Okay.” I watch her return to the house, mixed emotions rising in my gut. Despite her denial, Maddie clearly has fallen for the young man. Otherwise, what could explain her cheerful mood? I hope Nathan will treat her right. I hate to see Maddie get hurt again.

I rinse the tools in the backyard and put them back in the storage shed. And then I return to the house. I need to grab a shower before going out as well.

I expect to see Nathan in the living room, but I only see a soda can on the coffee table. The man isn’t there. Where the hell is he? I check all the rooms downstairs and the front yard but see no sight of him. He hasn’t left yet because I see his car parked on the street from the living room window.

I frown and head upstairs to my bedroom. A thought flits across my head when I hear the sound of water running in Maddie’s bathroom. My heart hammers with the possibility— No way!

With bated breath, I walk toward Maddie’s bedroom. The door is closed. I knock on it but hear no answer. I turn the doorknob and peek. No one is inside. I strain my ears to listen to sounds from the bathroom and hear a woman’s whimpers and a man’s grunts over running water. Holy shit. I guessed it right.

Maddie and Nathan are in the shower together. I shouldn’t be surprised—the jerk isn’t here to do just gardening. He’s here to seduce Maddie. The thought doesn’t upset me as much as earlier. I should be happy for Maddie. I remind myself as I turn around and head for my own bedroom. But a sharp cry from Maddie makes me stop in my tracks. Shit. What are they doing? I return to her bedroom, and this time, I go straight to the bathroom door. I need to make sure Maddie is all right.

The bathroom door is cracked open. My thighs clench as soon as I see the erotic picture slightly blurred by condensation on the glass door.

Nathan is kissing Maddie and palming her ass at the same time. Maddie moans softly with her eyes closed. One of her hands grips Nathan’s back while the other presses against the shower door.

She’s obviously enjoying what he’s doing to her. My worries aren’t necessary. I should go away instead of turning into a habitual voyeur. But my feet are glued to the floor. I watch Nathan trail kisses down Maddie’s neck and collarbone and, eventually, her cleavage. His tongue darts adeptly, lapping up the water running down her snowy valley.

Their moans are muffled as if they don’t want to alert anyone, but the effect is just as arousing. I’m horny as I’ve never been before. I’m so turned on by the act that I can hardly stifle my moans. To tell the truth, I’ve always been fascinated by my stepmom’s gorgeous body. I’ve only caught glimpses occasionally whenever Maddie’s in bikinis. This is the first time I have seen her completely naked.

I stare at her magnificent teardrop behind the glass door, masked by water rivulets’ intricate patterns. As I watch with fascination, Nathan, the lucky bastard, finds his way to Maddie’s gorgeous breasts. He licks her areola, making Maddie whimper, before he wraps his lips around her nipple and sucks.

Maddie murmurs between moans, “Oh, you’re a bad boy, Nathan. And I’m a fallen woman. We really shouldn’t be doing this…”

“Want me to stop?” Nathan asks gruffly, pausing from what he’s doing.

“Hell no, sweetheart,” Maddie says. “But this will be the last time…”

She doesn’t get to finish her sentence because Nathan covers her mouth with his. He kisses her hungrily, pushing her against the wall and pressing his massive length into her belly. My legs feel so weak I have to lean against the doorframe to steady myself.

“Oh, Nathan!” Maddie cries out. “Oh, baby. Yes. I love it.”

Holy Mother of God. I can’t help but slip my hand under my top and unclasp my bra. I stroke my own breast and squeeze my nipple, imagining Nathan is doing this to me—Shit, what? No, not the jerk.

But do I have a choice?

I should look away, but I can’t. My eyes devour the love-making scene hungrily as I touch myself. Fuck. I can’t deny what I want—I want Nathan Valenti. I want him bad.

Nathan spreads Maddie’s legs and cups her sex. “You’re so wet, Maddie,” he murmurs with a groan.

Maddie gasps. “Of course I am, honey. We’re in a shower.”

I nearly laugh at my stepmom’s reply. Maddie’s humor is one of the many things I love about her.

Nathan chuckles. “You’re funny, Maddie.” And then he kisses her again.

He might be finger-fucking her as well because Maddie cries out as she shudders. “Oh my God, your fingers feel so good. I love them.”

Nathan chuckles. “You’ll love my cock even more, baby.”

Shit. So cocky. I curse silently as I thrust my own finger into my pussy.

“Yes, there, Nathan,” Maddie whimpers. “Stay there. It’s my G-spot. Yes. Repeat that spiral thing. I want more.”

Shit. Spirals? I could only imagine how good it feels. I can’t reach my own sweet spot using my finger while standing. And I nearly curse aloud.

“You like it? You want more?” Nathan asks softly, like some annoyingly sweet asshole.

“Yes, please. I’m so close. Make me come, please.”

I also feel my tension building, and I close my eyes in anticipation.

“Oh no,” Maddie’s protest halts my attempt. “What’re you doing? Come back, please.”

Apparently, Nathan has pulled out his fingers to tease Maddie. “Don’t be mad, sweetheart. I’m only edging you. Here we go again.”

He hasn’t finished speaking when Maddie squeals. “Ohmygod. Yes. Deeper, harder.”

She’s so loud Mrs. Rizzo next door could hear her. Nathan’s upper body presses against Maddie as he fingerfucks her, and he kisses her again until Maddie trembles in his arms. My own orgasm hits me, my cum rushes down in a mighty stream.

I stand limply, my legs trembling. The couple in the shower is also quiet.

“Oh my God. That was amazing,” Maddie says. “You’ve got magic fingers.”

Nathan chuckles. “You’ll love my magic wand even more, I promise.”

Shit. That nearly gives me another orgasm.

“Wow,” Maddie says, gazing at Nathan’s cock.

From my angle, I can only see the blurry outline of his cock standing proudly, pointing at Maddie, but it’s enough to make my pussy clench again. I step into the bathroom to get a better look and gaze at the monster with longing. My sex swells with need as I imagine how good it’ll feel to have it inside of me…

“Tell me you want me to fuck you, Maddie,” Nathan demands.

Holy shit. That’s so hot. I’m startled by the young man’s sudden demanding tone.

He feels so animalistic, very different from the gentleman who pretended to be a nurse earlier.

My stepmom, a school teacher who never uses the F word, pauses. I can see that’s a challenge for her.

Two seconds later, she says quietly. “I want you to fuck me, Nathan.”

Nathan groans.” You got it. But let’s clean you first, dirty girl,” he says, taking the shower head off its holder as I wait excitedly for more erotic shows.

Nathan takes his time rinsing Maddie for a second, then suddenly turns Maddi around, pressing her against the shower door.

The moment when it happens, our eyes meet.

We both freeze. Fuck. My hand is on my boob, and my fly is unzipped.

I wish the ground would swallow me right then, but since it isn’t happening, I flee the scene.


Chapter 3

Nathan

The sight of Cindy standing at the bathroom door touching herself is unexpected and breathtaking. I stand dazed for a second, forgetting what I'm doing. What the hell? The woman has been spying on me? Well, from the look on her face, she's definitely enjoyed the show.

"What's wrong?" Maddie asks, gazing at me with shimmering eyes.

"Nothing," I say, not wanting to spoil our fun. Getting into the shower with her is a success I didn't expect, at least not so soon.

After our brief talk before breakfast, I repressed my lust all morning and did my best not to cross the line between Maddie and me. I was having soda when Maddie returned to the house earlier and informed me she would shower. I waited downstairs at first, taking my time with the beer. I watch some funny videos on YouTube to keep my mind from straying. But I was only kidding myself. My eyes might be on the phone screen, but my ears followed every noise from upstairs. The gardening did Maddie good–she was in a bright mood, and she was singing. I didn't understand a word because it was something in Italian, but the melody was joyful. When the bathroom door closed, her voice was muffled, but my cock swelled because I kept remembering how she stripped for me last night. Hell, I could easily see it again if I went upstairs. 

But I couldn't do something so outrageous, could I? Cindy was here. She was outside but could come in any minute. Strangely, the thought of the annoying woman only made my lust multiply. I became spiteful at first and then wicked. This was Maddie's house, not Cindy's. Maddie wanted me, so why should I worry about Cindy? I needed to give Maddie time to accept me, but I shouldn't let the opportunity slide. I should make a move, to take charge. Maddie needed a push. If Cindy didn't like it, it was her problem.

As I tried to make up my mind, the pipes in the walls clattered, and the water whooshed. To me, they sounded like drums of courage. I finished the last drop of the soda, stood up, and marched upstairs.

I made my way to Maddie's bedroom and then to her bathroom. The door wasn't closed, and Maddie was standing in front of the bathroom mirror when I reached it. She had just taken off her bra and was in her panties. She gasped when she saw me in the mirror but didn't attempt to hide her body from me. "Nathan, do you need anything?" she asked in a husky voice. She didn't look panicked or surprised, as if she had expected my arrival.

"Yes," I said. "I need you, Maddie."

I stepped into the bathroom and held her from behind, cupping her gorgeous tits and watching her eyes turn smoldering in the mirror.

"Oh, Nathan. You're so naughty. We shouldn't…"

I groaned. "Tell me to stop, and I will, Maddie."

She didn't. She turned around and undressed me instead. The next thing I knew, we were in the shower together.

So, I got lucky. Maddie could have turned me away. But then again, she can still change her mind at any minute. I will not let Cindy ruin my chance, even though I'm curious about what's happening in the redhead's mind.

I push the thought of Cindy aside and do my best to pleasure the hot MILF in front of me. I take the shower gel and apply it to her voluptuous body. I run my slippery hand over every inch of her soft skin, paying extra attention to her generous breasts and her ample butt, making her squirm against the shower door.

She grabs my cock and strokes it, but I stop her. "I don't want to come now, Maddie. I need to feel your pussy."

"Okay, then hurry up already," she says in a sultry voice, suddenly an impatient temptress.

"Yes, ma'am," I murmur, turning her around and holding her from behind. I cup her breasts and press my hard-on into her ass cheek. "Do you want it here or on your bed?"

She pauses for a second. "My bed."

I groan and carry her out of the shower in a swift motion. I towel us off before scooping her up and carrying her into the bedroom. I lay her down on the bed and bolt the door to prevent any intrusion, even though I doubt Cindy will return.

I stand by the bed and appraise Maddie's spectacular body, my own body burning with heat and desire. "Holy shit Maddie, you're so fucking gorgeous."

"Stop teasing me now," she says, spreading her legs. "Come fuck me already!"

Hell, I must've turned on a lust switch in the woman's body because this Maddie is very different from the one I've known. Not my mom's gracious friend or the respectful middle school art teacher. She's a woman driven by carnal desire at the minute. And obviously, she's abandoned all her qualms about our off-limit relationship.

I growl. I've never even imagined Maddie being so seductive despite my plethora of dirty fantasies about her. My imagination has seldom gone beyond the point where I remove her clothes, not to mention she spreads her legs and begs to be fucked.  

This isn't just a dream come true. This is too good to be true. I straddle Maddie's legs, trace my fingers along her inner thighs, and then stroke her wet folds. She's unshaven, and I love the down of her pubic hair glowing like a halo around her sacred womanly region, gleaming with her wet desire.

"You don't know how much I wanted this. It was all I dreamed about last night," I confess to her.

She coos. "I've wanted the same thing, sweetheart," she says huskily, wriggling her hips to invite me. "Dive in!"

As much as I want to do just as she says, I curb my urge and go down on her instead, simply because her pussy looks so beautiful and delicious. I trail kisses along the tender skin of her creamy thighs, causing tremors and whimpers. I pause before licking the sweet juices that coat her intricate flower petals and admire the enticing sight for a minute. Her arousing scent fills my nostrils, drawing me closer and closer to her. Maddie releases more wetness as I observe her as if urging me to consume her. My cock stirs again. I growl as I lap up the delicious ambrosia. The divine taste makes my mouth water even more, and my heart rate surges. I flick my tongue across her folds like a famished animal. Maddie's moans intensify as she cups my face in both hands. "Oh, Nathan. I love it. Don't stop. More, please!"

Encouraged by her ecstasy, I taste her nectar with hunger. I suck on each of her pussy lips gently, and I flick my tongue across her sensitive nub. And then I thrust the tip of my tongue into her dripping pussy. I watch Maddie's eyes as she writhes on the bed, begging me to take her. Then I close my lips around her swollen clit and suck hard. Instantly, a tidal wave crashes over her and she jolts like a mad woman. "Oh, Nathan!" she screams, grasping my hair. Her creamy thighs tremble as her back arches.

Maddie's juices splash all over my face. I wipe them off and suck my fingers as I lie down next to her and hold her.

Maddie calms down after another minute's moaning and shuddering. "Holy shit," she says while laughing. Her face beaming with rapture. "I've never felt this way before."

"Another first for you?" I chuckle.

"Yes, sweetheart. Another incredible first." She turns to face me, her eyes filled with adoration, and then she gently kisses my lips. "Now, you have no more excuses. Give it to me, stud!"

Her hands are on my cock as she speaks, and she squeezes it gently.

I grunt. "Let me put on a condom first," I say as I sit up.

"No," Maddie grabs my arm. "I don't want that."

I hesitate. "Are you sure? I don't like it either, but I've never done without it."

"I'm sure. I want your seed," she says. "I don't have much chance to conceive, but I still want to get lucky."

I'm overjoyed. "You want my babies?"

"Yes, I do, sweetheart. May I?"

"Of course, ma'am. I'll give you my seed." I lie on top of her and kiss her before grabbing both her hands in one hand and pinning them above her head on the pillow. I brush my other hand along her cheek, her chin, and then her neck, watching her shiver. I tease the valley of her magnificent breasts before cupping one of them and kissing the other. Not until both of her nipples harden into round pebbles do I sit up and bring my pulsing erection to her dripping trench.

Maddie's eyes are smoldering, and she raises her hips to meet my cock. I'm dying to enter her dripping paradise, but I also enjoy the sight of the horny MILF. I want to hear her beg again. I glide my manhood up and down her slippery gash, stroking her pussy lips. Maddie thrusts her hips as I do that as if chasing my cock. "Gosh, Nathan. Enough foreplay. More than I've had in my entire life. Come inside already!"

I chuckle as I grasp her hips. "Yes, ma'am," I say, nudging the tip of my shaft against the entrance of her sweet heaven. She's as tight as a virgin, and I stretch her with shallow thrusts. Her juices rush down in torrents as she writhes and grasps the sheets, wanting more of me. And then, with one slick movement, my hard length fills her silky sex.

"Aah," Maddie cries out, her face contorting briefly before it relaxes into a satisfying smile. "Oh my God. This is incredible, Nathan. I've never been so stretched."

Her pussy walls clench as they grip me, firing up all my nerve endings and sending thrills down my spine. I chuckle, resisting the urge to move because I want the moment to last. "Your tight pussy fits my cock snugly, Maddie," I tell her. "It feels tailor-made for me."

Maddie whimpers. "Holy shit, Nathan. You surely know how to talk dirty. Are you a licensed lover or something? Where did you learn all these skills to pleasure a woman?"

I chuckle. "Thanks for the compliments, Maddie. But no, I don't have a license in lovemaking. All I'm doing to you is the basics that a man knows how to do by instinct. And, of course, your gorgeous body gets most of the credit. It's a pleasure to pleasure you."

"Wow," she coos. "I love it. You can sweet talk, too. Now show me what other skills you've got!"

I groan. My cock throbs inside Maddie as I pull out slightly and push back in. I thrust nonstop now and at an increasing speed. Each time I plunge in, my cock gets harder and reaches deeper. My balls slap against her ass, adding sound effects to our lovemaking symphony.

We groan so loud that I have no doubt Mrs. Rizzo can hear us from her house. Maddie suddenly wraps her legs around my back, drawing me closer to her using her legs. I reach even deeper inside her, and my cock head hits her cervix. "I'm all the way in, baby." I pause again to soak in the blissful sensation of being buried to the hilt in the pussy of a woman I've fantasized about since puberty. That horny teenager would never have dreamed of a moment like this, of course. I kiss Maddie's lips, which I've dreamed about quite often.

Maddie moans while kissing me back. Her soft tongue strokes mine hungrily before exploring my mouth. In the meantime, she rolls her hips while locking her legs around my back. Fuck. I groan in her mouth, my lust churning in my groin, ready to explode. I pull back a few inches and plunge into her again and again, my swollen shaft ravaging her tight pussy over and over. My thrusts become faster and more powerful as my movement gains momentum, and I fuck her with abandon. Sweat trickles down my face and drips onto Maddie's body. Maddie wipes it with her fingers and then tastes it. "So salty—I love it," she murmurs between moans.

It isn't an erotic gesture, but it turns me on. Seeing the sweat beading the valley between her bouncing breasts, I don't hesitate to lick her clean.

"Oh, Nathan," Maddie murmurs as her pussy pulses. "I'm gonna come. Don't stop!"

"I won't," I say gruffly. My own orgasm is approaching, but I focus on making her climax first. I slow down a bit to reposition us. I press her knees to her chest so her pussy faces up, giving me easier access.

Maddie lets out a thrilling cry that could alarm the entire block as I plunge in again. I echo her cry with a deep groan as her pussy clamps down on me. As her walls keep pulsing, I drive into her with fervor. The headboard slams against the wall, and the bedposts tremble as our bodies collide. Maddie's hands grip my back, and her nails claw my flesh as she climbs the precipice. When she reaches the summit, she tenses first and then shudders. A warm wave of pleasure rushes down her channel as her pussy spasms, squeezing my cock and expediting my own pending orgasm. 

Lust erupts inside me as I feed on the sight of Maddie's ecstatic state. My cock throbbing, I thrust like a madman, unleashing a deluge of hot cum into her flaming depths. Maddie thrashes beneath me, her walls gripping me long after she comes, as if not wanting to let go of me. I don't want the pleasure to end either, and I thrust until I have nothing more to give her.

I lie on top of Maddie. Neither of us speaks for a moment, and only the sound of our gasps fills the bedroom. And then I feel Maddie's hand stroking my back. "That was amazing, Nathan," she whispers.

"Mind-blowing, baby," I mutter as I prop myself up on my hands.

Maddie giggles. "Do you truly think so, or do you say that to humor me?"

"Of course, I truly feel so," I say, kissing her lips. "Maddie, I'm not a playboy as you imagine me to be. Believe it or not, I have limited experience with women."

"Whatever you say, Nathan. Your limited experience makes you an expert in my eyes."

"Thank you," I roll off her and lie beside her. And then I hold her as we enjoy our postcoital bliss. Everything is delightful around us—the scent of our mingled body fluid, the morning sunlight on my eyelids, the birds chirping in the yard…

Maddie's phone chimes a notification, waking me from my doze. Maddie takes a moment to break our embrace and reaches for it. "It's a text from Cindy," she says, frowning.

"What does it say?"

"She has to go back to the city because something came up," she says as she types her reply.

Thank God. "What a shame," I say, hardly able to stifle my relief. "I guess I'll have to take you to Valenti's after all."

"Yes, honey, that was the plan," Maddie says as she puts down the phone, still frowning.

"What's wrong?"

She gazes at me with a faint smile. "Nothing. I just... I think she might have heard something. Of course, she did. The house isn't well insulated, and she's a smart girl."

"Don't worry about what Cindy thinks, Maddie," I say, pulling her to me. "She can't tell you what to do."

"I know," Maddie says. "But I feel as if I… I betrayed her trust. I sort of promised her we wouldn't…do what we did."

"I see." I sigh, understanding her concern. Maddie and Cindy are more than stepmom and stepdaughter. They're close friends. Of course Maddie feels guilty betraying Cindy. "I'm sorry if I've negatively affected your relationship with Cindy."

"Oh no," Maddie says. "It isn't your fault, Nathan. I haven't handled it well. I should been honest about my feelings for you. But I denied it, and now I've made a mess. I need to find a chance to tell your mom as well."

I kiss her forehead, relieved that she's accepted me and taken a positive attitude. But I don't want her to feel stressed by taking all the blame. "You know what, Maddie?" I speak while gazing into her eyes. "I think there's something you should know."

"What is it?" Her blue eyes widen with curiosity.

"I kissed Cindy." I blush as I tell her what I did on impulse earlier this morning. "That might be the main reason she took off."

I withhold Cindy's Peeping Tom behavior because I don't want to complicate the matter. I hope Cindy will tell her stepmom herself.

Maddie's mouth opens for a second as she registers my words. "Holy shit," she murmurs.

"I'm sorry. Please don't be mad. I was taken by surprise. I could have stopped her as soon as it happened, but I didn't," I say sheepishly. "I promise I won't do it again."

Maddie smiles and puts a hand on my arm. "No worries, honey. Thanks for being honest with me. I don't blame either of you for what happened. You're both desirable young people. In fact, the thought popped into my head at breakfast this morning. You looked so right for each other."

"No way," I say with a chuckle. "But thanks for being so understanding."

"I'm not kidding, Nathan," Maddie continues. "I'm thankful for what you've done for me. And I'd be a pathetic fool if I even thought about monopolizing you. There's no string attached between us, honey. All I need is honesty. Let me know who you're seeing, and be a responsible lover, okay?"

"Yes, ma'am." My voice is strained with love, gratitude, and appreciation for the kind woman. "Now, enough talk about something nonexistent. We've still got time. What about me getting a ride you promised me?"

Maddie blinks as she recalls the part of our last night's rendezvous interrupted by Cindy. "You got it, stud. But I need to warn you, I'm a newbie, not a seasoned cowgirl. I won't be responsible for any injury on your part."

Damn. "Sounds fair," I say. "Break a cock!"

Maddie chuckles as she straddles me.


Chapter 4

Cindy

Ohmygod. What have I done? After escaping Maddie's bathroom, I rush into my bedroom, grab my purse, and run to my car. I have to get out of here. I can't face either Nathan or Maddie.

Nathan has undoubtedly seen what I've been doing, and I can't pretend nothing has happened in front of Maddie.

I drive like a mad woman until I reach the city, slowing down only because of the traffic.

My mind is hardly on the road but drifts to the hot scene earlier. And I still wonder how steamy it'll be when Nathan fucks Maddie.

After I return to my luxury condo near Central Park, the first thing I do is take a shower.  

I turn on the faucets, letting the hot water burn my skin, hoping it would wash off my lust. But the shower only brings back the erotic scene in my mind, even more vivid than what I saw. I can see Maddie's swollen nipple coming in and out of Nathan's lips and Nathan's thick cock pointing proudly at her.

My knees feel weak, and I lean against the wall as I rinse my body. I adjust the shower head so the needles come out sharp and prickling. I aim it at my breasts to relieve the aching pressure, imagining Nathan's tongue lashing across my skin. I moan as I sense a jet of warm current coursing over my lower belly and rushing to my thighs. I don't have to check to know I'm wet inside out. 

Spreading my legs wide, I finger my wet folds as if Nathan were touching me. "You're so fucking wet, Cindy," I heard his gruff voice saying.

"Yes, I am, stud," I say in a slutty voice. "I'm wet for you. Are you going to fuck me?"

Shit. You didn't just say that! A voice, my own voice, chides me in my head. But I ignore it. I'm shameless, and I can't help it. I want Nathan. Oh God. I want his beautiful cock. My pussy aches as I imagine him pushing his thick manhood into me. Of course, I would love to taste him, too, like Maddie did last night. I have given blow jobs before but never enjoyed them. I don't know why I have the urge to suck off Nathan. I must be out of my mind. Am I jealous of Maddie? No, I'm not. I love Maddie. I shouldn't covet what she has. I shouldn't keep thinking about Nathan Valenti, despite his charm and his giant cock, and I absolutely shouldn't get off with him in my head! But my finger keeps rubbing against my clit. I can't stop myself. I've gone beyond control. Nathan's twinkling eyes are all over my mind, and so is his musky male scent. I would give anything to taste his soft lips again…. A violent wave surges over me as I recall our kiss, and I cry out.

I step out of the shower, feeling much better.

I pour myself a glass of wine and make a salami and cheese sandwich. As I munch on my sandwich, I see Maddie's reply to my earlier text. I haven't checked my phone until now. Okay, sweetie. Take care. Call me when you get a chance.

I contemplate calling her now because I'm dying to hear what she has to say about what she did with Nathan. But I decide not to call in the end. I shouldn't give her any stress. Maddie will share the experience with me if she wants to. Right now, I'm sure she doesn't want to hear my voice because her hot young lover might still be on her side.

I put down the phone and enjoy the wine. The alcohol, along with the lingering euphoric sensation that my masturbation brought, calms my body. I can't help but smile. I need to leave Maddie alone and let her enjoy the fling.

Maddie deserves a sexy man like Nathan. Frankly, I feel sorry that she married an older man like my dad, who probably failed to satisfy her. I doubt there was passion between them. There was mutual respect, maybe, and love, but not passion. I suspected that Dad married Maddie mainly because she loved me like her own daughter, and Maddie probably accepted Dad's proposal because of me as well. I have never walked in on them having sex, nor have I heard any love-making noises coming from their bedroom.

From what I've witnessed this morning, Nathan is okay. He makes Maddie happy and doesn't look like an irresponsible young man. On the contrary, he appears quite mature and knows what he wants. He's had a crush on Maddie since he was a teen, huh? I chuckle. That's so adorable and romantic. I'm happy for them both.

As for myself, I'll get over the unfulfilled lust soon. I've been with hot guys before and walked away unscathed. I can do it again.

And then I take a deep breath and turn on my computer, pushing the past day's events out of my mind entirely before starting to work. It’s been a month since I made a partner and am still caught in the whirlwind of the process. The transition is more stressful than I thought. Not only do I have to learn to take on the new role, but I also need to reduce my workload and assign duties to other team members. I'll focus on the company’s marketing and client relationship aspects and let the manager do most of the technical work. This is a new challenge for me because I'm not good at interpersonal relationships.

I email the manager to discuss his new duties and then meet with Janet on Zoom. Janet is a senior partner of the firm, and she will transfer some of her clients to me. Among them was a man who owns a half dozen garment factories around the city, one right in the heart of Midtown Manhattan. He's been Janet's major client for more than a decade. I'm surprised she's willing to let go of him. While I wonder whether there's a catch, Janet informs me, "To tell the truth, the man is considering leaving us. He hired us when he started his clothing business, but it has expanded over the years, and he would like to switch to a bigger firm."

"Why?"

Janet shrugs. "Many reasons. One is my possible early retirement. Another is that the Big 4 firms have been luring him with sweet deals."

I frown. "I thought our prices were lower than the large firms."

"Not really. We used to, but not anymore. The costs have gone up. In fact, because of personalized services, we sometimes charge more than the big firms."

"It looks like we must figure out ways to reduce costs. What's your take on outsourcing services such as bookkeeping and payroll?" I ask Janet.

She pauses. "Well, we have considered it over the years but always decided against it. But it wouldn't hurt to discuss it again because things have changed lately. Why don't you bring up the subject at our next partner meeting?"

"Sure I will."

I'm getting ready to end the call when Janet says, "Listen, another reason I'm calling is to ask whether you're free this evening. I'm having dinner with my cousin Robert, and I would like you to meet him."

I pause. Janet mentioned her cousin a few times, and I pretended I didn't understand her intention. I quickly think of an excuse but at the same time, I feel obliged to accept the invitation because she's just transferred a big client to me, even though he might leave us soon. "What for?" I finally ask. "Is it going to be a blind date, or is your cousin a potential client?"

Janet crackles. "Both. I'm trying to hook you up, girl. And maybe you can convince him to do business with us. Robert is a successful realtor and is recently divorced. You two are perfect for each other. He's a bit older than you, and you need an older, mature man."

Do I? "I'm sorry, Janet," I say. "The truth is I, er, met someone."

"What? The last time we were together, you were single. It was yesterday."

Damn. She did ask me how I would spend the weekend, and I told her I would be alone. "I met someone after I spoke to you while visiting my stepmom. He's her friend," I say, not entirely lying because I met Nathan.

"Oh," Janet pauses for a second. "Did you already sleep with him?"

What? I can't believe what I heard. Janet and I are coworkers and business partners, but not friends. But then again, the woman is demanding. "No. But I'm interested in him." Again, I’m not lying.

"I see," Janet says with a sigh. "You know what? Why don't you come to dinner with us anyway? You don't have to date Robert, but like I said, he's a potential client. And it's good to keep your options open, anyway."

I sigh inwardly. There's no way I can get out of this. I force a smile. "Sure, Janet. I'll go. Where are we going?"

"The Shanghai Garden on Columbus," Janet says. "I remember you said you liked the place."

She's obviously planned this. "Yes, I do like the place," I say.

An hour later, I'm on my way to Shanghai Garden. It is just a few blocks from where I live, so I walk instead of driving. I've put on business attire because I don't intend to seduce Janet's cousin.

Janet is waiting for me outside the restaurant, "I'm glad you can make it. Robert has just gotten here as well," she says as she points at a man getting out of a Benz parked on the street. "See, there he is."

Robert Wilson is a man in his early fifties, stout and with graying temples. He has an amiable smile, graying temples, and an avuncular mustache. Jeez. He looks not just a bit older than me, as Janet claimed, but old enough to be my dad. Nonetheless, I smile politely and shake hands with him when Janet introduces us.

Since Janet has reserved a table, we don't have to wait to be seated. We sit down promptly and order our food. We hardly talk about business at all after that. Janet keeps bragging about Robert's accomplishments, and Robert keeps asking about my personal life.

After dinner, Janet insists on Robert driving me home even though I live only a few blocks away. That leads to the two of us having coffee at the shop along the way and me spending another thirty minutes listening to him bragging about his house-selling skills.

I feel relieved when we're finally in front of my condo building. "Thank you so much, Robert," I say before getting out of his car. "It's nice meeting you, and I hope to have you as a client soon."

Robert chuckles. "It's very possible, Cindy. We’ll talk about it when I see you at your promotion party next week."

What? "Oh, you're going?"

"Yes, Janet invited me. And I'm looking forward to it."

Damn. "That's perfect. See you soon." I close the car door with a composed smile before entering the building.

Not until I'm inside the elevator do I let out a sigh of relief. I'll never let Janet do this to me again. I must think of a way to stop her from further meddling. But Robert will go to my promotion party, which I can't skip. Shit. Maybe I should just go out with this man. He isn't bad at all. A successful businessman, like Janet says, and quite attractive. Well, he's a divorcé and has got two adult children, but I hardly mind that. I don't mind the large age gap, either. My dad and Maddie got along just fine…right?

I plod down onto the couch as soon as I return to my condo. I want to forget the evening, but it has brought back unpleasant memories. Namely, my past with an older man. Arthur Thompson. The man responsible for my quitting art and losing faith in men.

I met Arthur during that fateful summer in LA. I was attending classes through the art department's summer program at UCLA. It was fantastic at first. Besides art classes, my classmates and I would go to art exhibitions all over the city and meet artists. Arthur was one of the artists we met during his show. He was a well-known artist famous for his portrait paintings. I was flattered that he spoke to me and had his eyes on me that evening. And I was thrilled when he invited me to an artists' gathering. Looking back, I was so stupid. It was the beginning of my ruin.

Long story short, I fell head over heels for this man and gave my virginity to him. He was married at the time and made me think it was a miserable marriage that he intended to end. He convinced me to stay in LA instead of returning to NYC. He also told me to devote my life to art instead of becoming a doctor as my dad had wished. I threw away my future and turned against my family for that old creep, only to find out the man never planned to divorce his wife. He couldn't afford to. His wife supported him because he wasn't making any money with his art. In the end, I was disillusioned with both art and men. I left Arthur after two years of miserable pining and anguish and got a degree in business from a state university. I'm doing fine now. But I stay away from art and older men.

My phone dings, breaking my reminiscence. It's Maddie calling me on FaceTime. She called earlier when I was talking to Janet. I didn't answer it but was going to call her later.

"Hi, Maddie," I force a cheerful tone.

"Am I interrupting? I called earlier, and you didn't answer." She looks so radiant that I can’t help feeling a bit envious, knowing it’s because she’s in love.

"No, you are not interrupting anything. I went on some sort of blind date earlier." I tell her about the unplanned dinner with Janet and Robert.

"Interesting, but you don't sound enthusiastic. I take it Robert isn't your type?" Maddie says.

"You're right."

Maddie pauses for a second. "I know it isn't my place to advise you, but I think it's about time you start dating."

"I know. I'm just waiting for the right guy to show up."

"But if you don't go out to meet them, how do you find them?"

"True," I mumble. "I guess I should check out those dating sites."

"That'll be a good start." Maddie chuckles.

We chat about online dating, something neither of us has much experience with, and then suddenly, Maddie asks, "What happened? Why did you leave the house so suddenly this morning?"

There she goes. I've been holding my breath about the question, but now I must face it. "Oh, I just recall I had some unfinished work," I say, trying not to stammer. "I'm sorry."

"No worries." Maddie is probably not convinced, but she doesn't show. "Being a partner is going to be busy. But you've got to make time for yourself."

"I know. The transition is overwhelming, but I hope it'll get better later on. So, how was your day after I left?" I shift the topic back to her.

Maddie paused as if gauging how much she should tell me. "It's been great," she says quietly. "I really like Nathan, Cindy. I hope you don't mind."

"Why should I mind?" I laugh nervously. Has Nathan told Maddie what I did? "I'm happy for you."

"Are you sure? Oh, that means so much to me, honey. Thank you." Maddie pauses, and I can hear her sigh of relief. "To tell the truth, Nathan told me what happened, honey. I worried about how you felt about us."

So the asshole did tell her. "Oh no, Maddie," I feel guilty now. "I should apologize. I was a peeping Tom."

Maddie pauses. "Peeping Tom? What're you talking about?"

Shit. I curse silently. "I, er, I saw you guys showering together," I stammer. "Nathan caught me. I thought he told you."

Maddie giggles. "Really? No, he didn't. But I hope you enjoyed the show, honey."

I chuckle embarrassedly. "I…did. You guys were really hot, and I couldn't walk away."

Maddie laughs again. "Well. You're right. It was hot. You could've joined us."

"What?" I gasp at the suggestion. "You must be kidding."

"I'm not, Cindy," Maddie says. "Like I said, Nathan told me you guys kissed, so I assume you like him?"

I see. He told her about the kiss. "I… don't dislike him, Maddie. I'm sorry, I shouldn't have done it. But he was helping me with a cut on my finger, and I …"

"Don't apologize, Cindy. I totally understand how you feel. Nathan is an amazing young man. It'd be foolish of me to think he doesn't have other women's attention. And it'll be selfish to think I can have him for myself."

"Don't say that. You totally deserve a nice guy, Maddie."  

"Thank you for being so understanding." Maddie pauses briefly. "He tries so hard to please me. To tell the truth, I've never felt so loved, even with your dad. I don't mean to be disrespectful."

"Not at all, Maddie. I know how it was between you and my dad. You were more like friends than husband and wife."

"You knew? Wow." She looks embarrassed.

After a moment's silence, I ask, "So how will you tell Adele?"

"I don't know. I'll hold it off. I don't know how long it'll last between Nathan and me."

"Okay. Just promise not to take it too seriously and not get hurt."

"I know. Thank you," she says. "By the way, what are your plans tomorrow? I want to go shopping in the city. I need some new bed linens and maybe some lingerie as well."

I can't help but laugh, understanding the sudden need for these things. "Sure. Let's shop together. What time do you want to meet?"

"Around ten?"

"Sounds good."

I sit idly for a minute after the phone call. I think about Maddie's suggestion and chuckle. That suggestion really took me by surprise because my stepmom has never been an adventurous woman. I guess Nathan unleashed her hidden passion. I'm definitely giving it a thought. With the exciting possibility in my mind, I head for the bathroom. I haven't had a bath for a long time. I haven't even used the luxurious bathtub since moving into the condo two years ago. Tonight is a perfect chance to enjoy it.


Chapter 5

Nathan

“You’re the most beautiful cowgirl on earth, Maddie,” I murmur as I indulge in the sight of the gorgeous woman bouncing on my cock, her heavy milk bags swaying as she rocks.

My hands grip her broad hips to steady her as I thrust my own to meet her. I keep a slow pace, although my morning wood is hardly patient. Barely a few strokes, and I’m throbbing inside her needy wet pussy. I spent the night in Maddie’s place last night, and we fucked for two hours before going to bed. Sex had never been so exhilarating before, and I’d never slept as well as I did last night. This morning, when I woke with the stunning blonde naked in my arms, I knew my life would be a beautiful dream from this day on.

Maddie’s moans fill the quiet bedroom as she practices the skills I taught her last night. She alternates between thrusting and rolling her hips to prolong the pleasure between us. She clenches her walls around my pulsing wood to intensify my lust. And she caresses her boobs like a porn star, making me groan like a feral animal. I slap her hips, loving the slutty nature of the middle school teacher.

“Fuck me harder,” Maddie demands as she quickens her pace, her juices rushing down her core like steady streams.

The erotic sight, the husky voice, and the moisture immersing my manhood collaboratively create an overwhelming sensation that makes me shudder. I grip her hips tight and move her up and down my cock as fast as I can, slamming into her wet pussy with measured force. “Like this?” I ask.

“Yes, yes,” Maddie coos. “Use me as your fuck toy. Give my pussy a good pounding.”

Fuck. I haven’t expected such dirty words to come from Maddie’s mouth, but they turn me on like a powerful spell.

“You got it, baby.” Her encouragement unleashes my lust, and I fuck the luscious blonde with abandon, forgetting she’s my mom’s best friend and my past art teacher. She’s simply a woman starved for sex, and it’s my pleasure to satisfy her needs.

Maddie smiles contently as she moans. Her body shakes as she rocks, and her magnificent teardrops bounce without restraint.

I free a hand to mold her wanton breasts, making her squeal. She releases more wetness, so much that it leaks onto our thighs, fueling my lust. My cock is so swollen it can explode in any second now, but I hold my lust because I haven’t had enough of her hot pussy. I reach up to suck her stiff nipples, making her beg before resuming my thrusts.

“Don’t stop again, Nathan,” Maddie says with a pout. “Keep fucking me.”

Fuck. As much as I want it to last longer, it’s difficult to put my lust under control with her demand. I pound her fast and deep, my cock throbbing in her wet pussy. “I could fuck you all day, Maddie. But I’m going to come soon. Come with me!”

Maddie shudders at the command, and her body stiffens for a second. I feel the tension inside her as her walls clamp down on me, squeezing my swollen shaft and accelerating my impending orgasm. When her muscles suddenly relax and she screams, I erupt like a volcano, filling her pulsing pussy with boiling cum. We both convulse while moaning like maddening animals until we release the last drop of our lustful essence.

Sated by the euphoric sensation following our love-making, I spoon Maddie, kissing her neck. “Are you happy? Do you want more?”

She giggles like a young girl. “I’m happy, and I want more, Nathan. But not now. We should leave for the city in thirty minutes if you don’t want to be late for work this afternoon.”

“We?” I knew she was going to the city to shop with Cindy, but I was unaware I would go with her.

“Yes, we,” she says, turning to face me. “You’ll go with me. You don’t have to work until five on Sundays, right?”

“Right.” I get half a day off on Sundays because we have two part-time employees to cover lunchtime. “But are you sure you want me to go with you?” I don’t mind shopping, but being with Cindy is awkward.

“Yes, honey,” Maddie says with a smile. “I would like the three of us to spend time together.”

“Oh, I see.” I pause, trying to understand what she’s up to. Has she forgotten what happened between Cindy and me? “Are you sure it’s a good idea? I mean. Do you remember what I told you yesterday?”

“Yes, Nathan,” Maddie says, gazing into my eyes. “I remember. And that’s precisely the reason I want you to spend time with Cindy.”

I blink to register her sentence. No fucking way. “Do you mean you want to get us together?”

Maddie nods firmly. “I do, Nathan. It’s clear that you two have chemistry for each other.”

“But it doesn’t mean we have to let it grow.” I suddenly panic. What’s she up to? “You are all I want, Maddie.”

Maddie strokes my face with a soft chuckle. “Thank you, Nathan. I appreciate your devotion to me. You’ve given me so much happiness in just one day, enough to make me die without regret. But I would like to make you happy as well, and I want to share it with Cindy unless you loathe the idea of a threesome.”

I suck in a breath. “Threesome? Did I hear you right?”

“You did, hon.”

I’m amused. “Have you done it before? Where did you get such an idea?”

Maddie shakes her head. “Never. But I’ve read about it and seen it online.”

“You read smut and watch porn?”

“Yes, Nathan,” Maddie chuckles. “Don’t look so stunned. I’m just a woman with needs. How else do you think I survived my platonic marriage in the past ten years?”

“That makes sense,” I say, grinning. “No wonder you’re such a fast learner. You aren’t clueless at all.”

“Thanks for the compliment. I’m glad to know I’m a good student. Now, tell me, are you in?”

I hesitate for just a second. “Sure. But have you asked Cindy?”

“I mentioned it. She didn’t accept the proposal, nor did she reject it,” she says. “Don’t worry. I have a plan. All you need to do is go to the city with me and do as I say.”

I chuckle. “Will I be expected to perform any strip tease?”

Maddie laughs. “It isn’t what I have in mind, but that’s a great idea. Do you want to?”

“Nah, not for Cindy. I wouldn’t mind doing it for you, though.”

“Thank you. I look forward to it,” Maddie says. “But why not for Cindy? She would appreciate it, too. Don’t let her cold facade fool you, honey. Cindy is a passionate girl, at least she used to be.”

I frown slightly, although I shouldn’t be surprised, given what happened yesterday. “You can’t blame me. Her nickname was Ice Queen when she was in high school.”

Maddie’s mouth falls. “I didn’t know that! Kids can be so cruel.”

“I’m sorry, but she just behaved like she didn’t care for any guy in Eastbrook,” I argue.

“She was just socially awkward and might have been a late bloomer when it came to boys. She was busy engaging in intellectual activities and sports and didn’t have time for guys,” Maddie defends her stepdaughter.

Seeing she’s upset, I hug her and pat her back. “Okay. I’m sorry I misjudged her. By the way, did she really stay in LA because of a man?”

“Yes,” Maddie says after some hesitation. “It isn’t my place to tell you about her past, but knowing it might help you understand her better.”

“I’m listening,” I say with a grin, eager to know more about the intriguing woman.

“The truth is, Cindy fell for an older, married man when she was visiting UCLA that summer. She had gone out with guys in college before, but they weren’t boyfriends. It was the first time she fell so deeply for a man, and she gave him her first time. But the man was never serious about her. He just kept her as a mistress for two years.” Maddie goes on to tell me about Cindy’s affair.

“What an asshole,” I say, clenching my fists with anger. “He ruined her life!”

“That’s what Ron said, and he actually went to LA to take care of the matter,” Maddie says. “He tracked the guy down and told him to leave Cindy alone. It put an end to it. Cindy was initially mad at her dad but was grateful for his intervention later.”

“Wow,” I mumble as I struggle with emotions caused by the story. I have trouble picturing Cindy as a woman who falls for a man so completely that she lets him ruin her life. It’s even harder for me to comprehend that any man would treat a woman as stunning and talented as Cindy like dirt.

“So, I’ll ask you again, Nathan,” Maddie says. “Are you in or not?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I say with a smirk. “I’m in, but you must promise you’ll stick with me even if things go wrong with Cindy.”

“Oh, I find it hard to imagine anything will go wrong. We’ll make it work, honey,” she says, kissing me passionately before pulling me out of bed. “Hurry. Finding a parking spot on Cindy’s street is impossible, so we’ll have to take the train.”

I get dressed quickly while Maddie uses the bathroom. A threesome with two drop-dead gorgeous women? I pinch myself to make sure I’m not dreaming. I have no idea how it’ll work, but I have a feeling it’d be fun.


Chapter 6

Cindy

I snooze the alarm clock and return to sleep, mainly because I want to chase the delicious dream I had earlier. It was basically a replay of yesterday’s events. Nathan was in it, and so was Maddie. I was not a voyeur but part of their activities. My God. That was crazy. Nathan was finger-fucking me, just like what he did to Maddie in the shower. 

Holy shit, I haven’t had a wet dream for a while. My panties are soaked through. I slip a hand underneath it as I recall the details and get off in just a few seconds. It doesn’t feel enough. I reach for the dildo in my night table drawer and slip it into my pussy. I’ve had the toy for years but seldom use it. I close my eyes and imagine it’s Nathan’s cock, and I start to moan. I imagine he says those dirty words, which I heard him speak to Maddie, and I moan out his name until my orgasm hits me.

Feeling recharged, I get up, put on my jogging suit, and head out. Having an excess of energy that I haven’t had for years, I run an extra block before returning home. After a hot shower and a hearty breakfast, I vacuum and tidy up the house, getting ready for Maddie’s visit. Before I know it, it’s ten. When my doorbell rings, I don’t wait to open the door. To my surprise, Maddie isn’t alone. Nathan is with her. Shit.

“Hi Cindy,” Nathan greets me with a sexy voice and a smirk.

I blush right away, recalling our kiss and my dirty fantasies about him. “Hi, Maddie and Nathan. Come on in,” I say as composed as I can, although I curse inwardly.

“Nathan insists on being my guide and bodyguard,” Maddie says humorously once I close the door behind us. “He wants to make sure I don’t get lost in the city or get kidnapped.”

“Oh, how thoughtful,” I say, chuckling at her joke.

“Would you like something to drink before we head out?” I ask them while taking them to the living room. “I’ve got soda and juices.”

“I’m fine, but I need to use the restroom,” Maddie says.

“Sure, go ahead,” I say to her.

As soon as I’m alone with Nathan, the air feels charged between us. I’m so nervous I can’t even speak. All I know is he smells so fucking good. I usually dislike men who smell of cologne, but whatever the hell he’s using, I can’t have enough of it. It’s something like pine or cedar, and it makes my lady bits stir.

“Wow, what a nice place,” Nathan comments as his eyes survey the high-ceiling living room and then fix on one of the windows. “Maddie is right. The view is fantastic!”

“Thanks,” I say. “You want to see the balcony?”

“Sure.”

I open the door to the balcony, and we step out together. Nathan utters more compliments when he sees the park, then leans against the railing, facing me. “Nice,” he says. “The first apartment I rented while working in the city also had a nice view. I missed it a lot, even though it was more expensive than the one I found later.”

“So you lived around here?” I asked.

“Yeah, only a few blocks away.”

“Funny, we never ran into each other.”

“I know. I guess there are simply too many people in the city.”

We laugh and then fall silent. Again, I’m aware of the intense energy in the air. I pretend to be calm while my heart beats like a drum. Come on, Maddie, what takes you so long? I feel Nathan’s eyes checking me out, and I stare at him. When our eyes meet, his expression is hard to read. He has a tiny smirk as if he knows how nervous I am. And the way he checks me out makes me feel naked. I have no trouble picturing him naked as well since I’ve seen it. Holy shit. I want to see it again. I can’t help glancing down at his crotch, wishing to glimpse at least an outline of his thick staff. But no luck. When I meet his eyes again, he’s grinning. “Are you looking for something?” he asks.

I blush and feel tongue-tied. “Not really. I…I just…” Shit. I’m not a sixteen-year-old. Why am I behaving like one? “Just wonder what I saw was real.”

He chuckles. “No, baby. You haven’t seen it at all.” His voice is soft, but he sounds smug.

I glare at him. I want to wipe that smirk off his face, but my lady bits have different ideas. They ache with desire. Stop it, Cindy. Don’t feel that way. He’s just Nathan, a kid. 

I try to picture Nathan as the scrawny teenager working as a busboy at his dad’s restaurant, but I’m unsuccessful.

All I see is a darn sexy young man with a cocky grin. He is wearing a polo shirt today and those powerful arms! I can’t imagine how sexy they’d look when he straddles me in a missionary position, doing pushups while murmuring dirty words to me… My impure thoughts are interrupted by Maddie’s cheerful voice. “I’m ready!”

I jerk around and rush back into the living room.

We spend about ten minutes debating where to go since there are so many choices. In the end, we decide to go to Bloomingdale’s. It’s a short walk from my condo. We head straight to the home floor when we arrive at the department store. Maddie and Nathan’s presence attracts many curious and envious eyes from the shoppers. It’s hardly surprising because the couple look good. It is obvious that Maddie is older than Nathan, but the difference doesn’t lessen the fact that they’re perfect together. Maddie might look self-conscious sometimes, but Nathan acts as if nothing is unusual in their relationship. He wraps an arm around Maddie’s waist as if to protect what’s his. The possessive gesture turns me on and makes me jealous at the same time.

Maddie and Nathan soon forget me in the bedding section and focus on the luxurious bed linens. I follow them, stopping whenever they do. Honestly, I feel like a third wheel and wonder why I tag along at all. But I do my best to wait for them and offer my opinions whenever they ask me. Maddie seems determined to change the look of her bedroom and is interested in everything she sees. Less than an hour later, they gather an assortment of sheets, pillows, and blankets.

“Is that it?” Nathan asks Maddie before we leave the section.

Maddie hesitates as she glances around. “Yeah, that’s it for now. I’ll come back another time for some duvets.”

“Okay.” Nathan glances at his watch. “It’s only eleven thirty. Do you want to shop for anything else?”

Maddie and I exchange a glance. “Yes,” she says, “We need to shop for clothing. Do you want to come with us or wait by yourself?”

“I’ll wait right here,” Nathan says, pointing to a nearby coffee shop.

“Okay. We’ll be back,” Maddie says as we enter the elevator.

Instead of going to the women’s clothing department, Maddie drags me to the lingerie section. “I need something less conservative,” she whispers. “All I have are granny panties and bras.”

I chuckle. She’s exaggerating, but her underwear is indeed pretty conservative. “Let’s get you something sexy, then,” I say as I scan the collection of designer underwear.

It takes me no time to spot a black embroidery lacy set on a mannequin, and I tell Maddie, “That one looks nice.”

Maddie gasps as she sees what I’m pointing at. “My goodness. It’s certainly pretty, but it’s see-through!”

“Exactly,” I say, wagging my eyebrows. “And the thong is tiny.”

Maddie stares at the mannequin closely for a second, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment. “Wow. It might be too sexy for me.”

“What do you mean? It’ll look great on you, Maddie. It’ll drive him mad!”

Maddie grins. “Okay, I’ll get it. Why don’t you get one as well? It’s on sale.”

I hesitate. I don’t have any occasion to wear these sexy things, but what the hell? “Sure, why not? Let me see if they have it in white.”

We spend another thirty minutes on the floor, getting a few more items before we meet with Nathan and make our way to the cashier.

Although none of us is that hungry, we stop by a Panera Bread for lunch. After ordering sandwiches, we sit down at a table. Maddie sits beside Nathan, and I sit across the table from them. As we wait for the food to arrive, I glance at them again. Damn. They look so much in love. They’re so absorbed in each other’s presence that they seem oblivious to the world. When Nathan leans in to kiss Maddie, I lick my lips. They deepen their kiss as if they weren’t in public. Shit. What the hell got into Maddie? She and my dad had never kissed in front of me at home, not to mention in public. This is indecent, yet I can’t take my eyes off them. Thank God our food is ready before I use the bathroom to get off.

I don’t remember how I finished the lunch, but I’m glad we’re out of the restaurant soon. I inhale deeply and walk ahead of them, not wanting to be distracted. But they catch up with me soon, and I can’t help but notice their intimate gestures—the two are kissing even as they walk. I should tell them to get a room, but I can’t bring myself to say it. I lag behind them on purpose, and that’s a mistake. My eyes soon fall onto Nathan’s hand resting on Maddie’s backside. Maddie’s body is curvy, and her dress wraps tightly around her heart-shaped butt. Nathan’s hand isn’t just resting on her plump ass but is moving subtly—drawing small circles. Holy shit. This is too much. I drag my eyes up and stare ahead as I walk the remaining distance.

Thankfully, it takes little time to reach my condo building. I say to Maddie as we slow down at the entrance, “I had a great time. I know you guys have to get back to Eastbrook since Nathan has to go to work, but would you like to come to my place and rest before you hit the road?”

I’m hoping Maddie would say no but to my chagrin, she nods. “Thank you, honey. Yes, I want to rest a bit if it’s okay with you. It’s still early, right, Nathan?”

“Yes, we have plenty of time,” Nathan says.

Damn. I force a smile. “No problem.”

I curse silently as we enter my building. The truth is I really can’t stand being with them a minute longer. Their intimate behavior drives me insane. I feel almost as if they’re doing it on purpose. Maybe Nathan is doing it to show me how much he loves Maddie, but Maddie seems like she’s up to something.

Inside the elevator, I glance at my stepmom, who smiles warmly at me. “Thanks for taking us shopping, Cindy. I had a lovely time.”

“I can tell, Maddie.” But do you have to flaunt it?

After we return to my condo, I go to the kitchen to get my guests some cold drinks as they sit on the living room couch. When I return, the two are at it again. Their mouths and hands are on each other, and Maddie is even moaning. This is too much. I clear my throat. “Er, do you guys need to use the guest room?”

Maddie giggles as she pulls away from Nathan, and Nathan’s face is flushed. “No, we’re fine,” he grumbles.

“I’m sorry,” Maddie says with a shrug. “Can’t help it.”

I resist my urge to roll my eyes and pass them the drinks. This isn’t Maddie, my decorous stepmom, but a downright slut! I’m resentful again, not against Maddie but toward Nathan. It’s all the dick’s fault. He made Maddie abandon her manners.

The air is tense to the point of stifling even though the AC is on. I gulp down my ice water to cool off the agitation churning in my gut. But a glance at the couple stirs me again. They aren’t touching each other anymore, but their lust for each other is still palpable. Nathan has a small pants tent, and Maddie’s heaving breasts are a telltale.

After I finish my water, I tell my guests, “I’m going to do some work in my bedroom. Help yourself with more drinks in the fridge if you wish.”

“Okay, thanks, Cindy,” Maddie says with a grateful smile.

I quickly go into my room and close the door behind me, and then I let out a breath of relief. Holy shit. What a day. It isn’t over yet, and I’m still curious about what Maddie and Nathan will do when I’m not around them. But at least I don’t have to see it. I’ve been teased long enough. I need to change into comfortable clothing and relax. As I’m unzipping my dress, I hear a knock on my door and hear Maddie’s voice calling me. I stop what I’m doing and open the door.

Maddie steps in, holding the shopping bag that contains the lingerie items we got at the store. “I want to try these on.”

“Now?”

“Yes,” she says. “I want to see whether Nathan likes them. If not, I’ll return it now instead of making another trip to the city.”

That makes sense. “Sure,” I say. “But I doubt that’ll happen, Maggie. These are all very sexy.”

“Well, we’ll see,” Maddie says as she undoes the side zip of her dress. Her dress falls off within seconds, and she steps out of it.

My mouth opens at the suddenness of the act. I’ve seen Maddie undress more than once and am impressed every time I see her. I used to admire her like an artist appreciating a perfect sculpture, but today, I feel different. I’m no longer an artist and do not view her as artwork. My feelings are carnal instead of spiritual. When Maddie removes her bra, I immediately recall how Nathan sucks her nipples and my sex clenches.

As I stare at her, Maddie looks up. “What’s wrong, Cindy?” she asks innocently.

I blush as I look away. “N-nothing,” I stammer.

I turn around when Maddie puts on the black lace bra and panties set until she’s done. “How do I look, Cindy?” she asks.

I take a deep breath before I look. “You look stunning, Maddie.”

I’m not exaggerating. The silk gown clings to Maddie’s body like a second skin, revealing her enticing curves. It’s a shame my stepmom isn’t an underwear model for Victoria’s Secret. Her busty boobs and plump hips are every woman’s dream.

Maddie smirks a little. “Thank you, honey. I’m going to see how Nathan likes it.”

“He’ll love it,” I say, my heart pounding as I imagine Nathan’s reaction when he sees Maddie like this. “No doubt about it.”

“Guess what?” Maddie says. “I’m going to put the silk nightgown over this and give him a strip show.”

“Strip show?” I say with a gasp. “I didn’t know you could do that.”

“Me neither.” Maddie giggles and puts on a blue silk gown. “But I did it once already. It isn’t that hard. Every woman can.”

“Wow, he’s going to want to rip it off you,” I say with envy.

“Okay, then, wish me luck.” Maddie winks at me and sashays out of the room. She turns back suddenly and whispers, “You’re welcome to watch, honey.”

Holy shit. I can barely breathe as I follow the sound of her bare feet padding along the hallway. I want to do as she says, follow her, and watch them, but I resist my urge. Instead, I stand where I am, by my bedroom door.

“Holy fuck,” I hear Nathan’s soft curse. “You look amazing, Maddie.”

Maddie giggles. “You like it?”

“Of course I do,” Nathan says in a hoarse voice. “Come here.”

They fall silent after that, and I hear ruffling clothes, moans, and groans. No doubt they’re making out on my couch. I must close the door and shut out the temptation, but Nathan speaks again.

“Honey, I don’t know how to take off this gown without ripping it apart…”

“Rip it apart, I don’t mind.”

Shit. That’s so fucking hot. Unknowingly, I poke my head out to the hallway. An erotic sight greets me right away, rendering my knees weak and my willpower weaker.

Maddie is sitting on Nathan’s lap and is facing me as Nathan cups her large breasts over the thin gown and molds it. A tiny noise escapes my throat, and I instantly cover my mouth. But too late, Maddie sees me and gestures at me, “Come here, Cindy. Would you like to join me in the strip show?”

What? No! I gasp in horror and shrink back into the bathroom. But my heart beats like a drum. Yes. Hell yes. I want to show Nathan I look just as good as Maddie in lingerie.

I can’t resist the idea, however crazy it sounds. Before I know it, I undress and reach for my shopping bag. A minute later, I’m in my new bra and panties, and my heart hangs in my throat. I glance at myself in the bathroom mirror and blush. I look like an underwear model as well. I’m not as busty as Maddie, but my size is above average. Will Nathan like what he sees? Will he appreciate me as much as he does Maddie? The uncertainty plagues me, and I’m unable to leave my bedroom.

I can’t do this. This is crazy. I will regret it. Maddie has lost her mind because of her hot young lover. Yes, hot and young. And with a gigantic Johnson. The thought makes me horny. It’s worth a shot. After all, we’ve already flirted, and I can tell he wants me as much as I want him. I take a deep breath and step out of my room.

Maddie’s gown is gone, and she’s in her lacy bra. One of the cups is down, replaced by Nathan’s mouth. Maddie moans nonstop, driving the wanton woman in me crazy. I stand right in front of them, watching silently.

Maddie smiles when she sees me through the slits of her dreamy eyes, and she gets off Nathan’s lap and sits down next to him. Nathan’s brown eyes brighten when he sees me and then darken as they take in my body. “You are beautiful, Cindy.”

Oh, Lord. From the lust in his eyes and the rasp in his voice, I can tell he means what he says. I’m so thrilled I can’t speak. My legs are trembling as well. “Thank you,” I mutter a moment later.

He smirks and extends a hand toward me. “Come sit on my lap.”

“Yes, sir,” I say with a coo and give him my hand, letting him pull me to his thigh. Holy shit. Why did I call him that? He’s younger than me. But at the moment, he feels like a boss. And I simply have the need to obey him.

I sit on Nathan’s lap and wait for his next command. His intense eyes rake my body for another second before he strokes my boobs over the lacy bra cups. His touch is so electrifying that I shiver and squirm on his lap.

“Take off your bra, Cindy,” Nathan commands as he squeezes my aching nipples.

I gasp and glance at Maddie, who still has her bra on. She smiles as she understands my concern and reaches for her bra clasp. The moment her teardrops bounce free, I undo my own bra. Before I remove it, my hands are shaking. I’ve never done anything like this in my entire life. Stripping? Well, I posed as a life model for Arthur once, but that was hardly erotic.   

And then, as I’m still hesitating, Nathan grunts and yanks my bra off me. I gasp, covering my boobs with my arms.

“Don’t hide, Cindy. Let me see your gorgeous tits,” he coaxes.

I drop my arms and let him see me, watching his stormy eyes as he fixes them on my tits. “Holy fuck. They’re so round and full,” he says in a strained voice as he leans in to taste one of my breasts.

“Mmmm,” I whimper. Hell. As much as I resent his cockiness, I love the feel of his soft tongue on my nipple. A hot stream of juices rushes out of my pussy, soiling the new panties.

I hear Maddie whimper, and I glance her way, and what I see makes me even wetter.

Maddie, my beautiful, horny stepmom, is touching herself. She’s lying down, her head resting on the back of the couch and her legs wide open. One hand is cupping her enormous teardrop while the other gliding over her wet center. Oh God. I have the urge to help her out. I want to lick her honey off her. But I don’t want to leave Nathan, so I reach out a hand to feel her breasts instead.

The contact sends a minor electric shock over my core. It’s the first time I’ve ever touched any other woman’s boobs. It feels like I’m touching myself, except hers is fluffier. As I touch her, a tingling sensation spreads into my thighs. I have no idea whether it’s due to my touching Maddie or Nathan sucking me. I’m all melting and soaked, and ready to be fucked.


Chapter 7

Nathan

Holy fucking hell. I watch Maddie caressing herself while feasting on Cindy’s gorgeous breasts and have the urge to pinch myself. Am I awake? But I’ve never had such bizarre dreams in my life either because I’ve never made out with two women at the same time, not to mention that one of them is my long-term crush, and the other is her stuck-up stepdaughter. But hell, it is happening, and I will make the best of it.

Above all the unexpected excitement, Cindy’s obedience pleases me the most. She seems to be a different person today, not the bossy, demanding woman from last night. What has happened? Perhaps her Peeping Tom experience unleashed her hidden desire? No matter the reason, I love the experience and want to see how far I can push her.

Seeing her caressing Maddie, I stop what I’m doing to her. “Help Maddie out,” I say to her.

She hesitates for a second as if trying to decide how. Then she gets off my lap, spreads Maddie’s legs open and kneels in front of her.

Fuck. She’s going to eat the older woman out. This is more than I expected, and I can’t just sit down and watch. My cock is poking through my pants. I unzip the fly and take it out. I grip my shaft tight as I watch the show, grunting and panting with each stroke.

“Allow me, please,” Maddie says, taking over the hand job.

I don’t refuse but let the older woman pamper me with her tender touch. I thrust into her hands while she tilts her own pussy into Cindy’s face, and I wrap an arm around her back to cup her large breast from below. The three of us pleasure one another while creating a symphony of moans in Cindy’s luxury condo until Maddie stops stroking me and puts a hand on Cindy’s shoulder. “Hold on a second, sweetie.”

Cindy looks up. “Why?”

“Don’t you want a taste of Nathan?” she asks the younger woman while eying my erect shaft.

Cindy swallows as her eyes become stormy. “Of course I do. May I?” she asks me timidly.

“Hell, yes. Be my guest,” I say, my cock twitching in anticipation.

Cindy doesn’t wait to move over and wraps her pouty lips around my proud manhood.

Moans escape our mouths in unison. Cindy bobs her head up and down, her cheeks stuffed with my man meat. She isn’t a rookie like her stepmom, which reminds me of her past. I imagine the twenty-year-old Cindy on her knees sucking an older man off, and the image causes a mixture of emotions. Anger, lust, and pity. I stroke her cheek, wanting to tell her how much I appreciate her. I’ll always give her what she wants if it’s up to me.

“You’re doing a fantastic job, Cindy. Keep going.”

Cindy smiles a little and sucks the tip of my cock hard before letting it slide all the way to her throat. That’s unexpected. As she keeps lowering her mouth on my length, I feel the surge of lust in my groin. I don’t want to come yet, so I stop her. “Enough, Cindy. It’s time I return the favor.”

She reluctantly lets me out of her mouth and gazes at me for directions. I switch positions with her. “I’m going to eat you out.”

She utters an adorable whimper as I help her to shimmy out of her soaked panties. I don’t wait to bury my face between her beautiful long legs and lick a mouthful of juices off her wet gash. Maddie puts her hand on her stepdaughter’s large melon breasts at the same time, cupping and squeezing her. “Honey, you’ve got great tits,” Maddie says with a coo.

“Thanks, Maddie,” Cindy responds with a whisper, apparently too weak to speak normally.

I feast on her sweet pussy juices for another minute before Maddie says, “Nathan, I think Cindy needs your cock.”

I look up. “Is that what you want, Cindy?”

Cindy swallows before speaking. “Yes.”

“Okay. Tell me you want me to fuck you, Cindy. Say it,” I can’t resist the urge to tease her further.

“Please fuck me, Nathan,” she says after a moment’s hesitation, her face red as a tomato.

I chuckle and stand up. “Okay, then, let’s do it. Sit on top of Maggie.”

Cindy does what I say right away, straddling Maggie’s waist, her own ass facing me. I stand up, one knee on the couch, the other foot on the floor, as I spread her ass cheeks wide.

While holding her ass, I thrust my cock between the two women, gliding it along Maddie’s dripping gash first and then Cindy’s. As they both moan, I nudge my tip at Cindy’s pussy entrance.

Cindy’s body trembles as she moans. “You’re huge, Nathan. Don’t break me.”

I chuckle. The woman has a wry sense of humor. “Not a chance, baby,” I murmur as I push my engorged cock head into her channel. Fuck. She is tight. And for a second, I doubt whether I will indeed hurt her. But a rush of fluid saves me from my worries. With the help of her natural body lube, I slip into her easily, stretching her as I proceed.

Cindy gasps and moans as she pushes her ass toward me. As I fill her to the hilt, my balls crush into her plump cheeks. I groan, letting the euphoric sensation course over my body before pulling back and thrusting again. I do it slowly at first, letting Cindy’s walls adjust to my size, and then I pick up my speed. She tilts her backside even higher as if to give me better access. I palm her bubble ass as I fuck her, listening to her moans and watching Maddie sucking her tits at the same time.

“Oh my God,” Cindy mutters throatily. “This is so good. Guys. Don’t stop!”

Her appreciation spurs me on, and I slap her cheeks. “Hold on tight, baby,” I growl. “I’m going to fuck you hard and fast.”

Cindy squeals and puts both hands against the back of the couch as if bracing for impact. “Bring it on, mister!”

I pull back an inch, and then I plunge with force, hitting her cervix wall with a grunt and expelling the air out of her lungs. Cindy moans even louder as she pushes her ass into my balls. “Yes, yes, stud. More, more!”

I plunge again and then again, each time deeper and harder. Cindy takes every stroke eagerly and greedily, begging for more as she loses herself in the pleasure. Her pussy juices drip down to Maddie’s thighs, making a large wet stain on the expensive couch.

But of course, no one cares about the couch at the moment. I fuck Cindy with vigor until I’m close to the climax. “Want me to pull out?”

“No,” says the redhead. “Come inside me!”

As her pussy starts to contract, I grab her perky tit and pinch her stiff nipple. Cindy shrieks as she reaches her climax. She tenses for a moment, and then she grinds her clit on Maddie’s belly. I continue to ram my bursting cock into her until her walls grip me like a vise. I grunt and unleash my own lust, flooding her with a blast of my seed.

I rest my torso on top of the ladies for a brief second and straighten up. I help Cindy sit on the couch and kiss her before I turn my attention to Maddie. She looks content even though she hasn’t come yet, and I know why. Her plan is a success, and she’s made Cindy happy.

My cock is only slightly wilted because I haven’t given Cindy everything yet. “I’ve saved some for you, Maddie,” I tell her. “Do you want it now or later?”

“Now,” Maddie says without a pause. “But not my pussy, honey.”

“In your mouth, then?”

“No,” she says with a naughty smile. “Where else can you think of?”

Blood rushes to my groin right away. “Your ass?”

Maddie and Cindy both gasp at the same time, and then Maddie giggles. “That’s too adventurous for me. No, honey. I’m thinking about my tits.”

I growl. “Yes, Maddie, I’m dying to fuck your tits.” I straddle her, nestling my shaft in her deep, fluffy cleavage as she presses her deluxe teardrops together. My cock is still coated with my and Cindy’s cum, and it glides smoothly along Maddie’s snowy tunnel. The exquisite sensation and the erotic sight are so arousing that my cock reaches its full mast within seconds.

“Holy shit,” Cindy mutters as she watches us. “This is so fucking hot.”

She cups her own tits and rolls them as if experiencing the pleasure vicariously, and moans along us. And then she stands up and leaves the living room, returning a second later with a dildo in hand. Without a word, she inserts the toy into Maddie’s pussy, making the older woman yelp with pleasure. “That’s so naughty, Cindy,” Maddie says between moans. 

Although I can’t see what Cindy is doing, Maddie’s reaction tells me everything. Her eyes are dark, her brows knit tight, and she moans nonstop.

“Is this your G-spot?” Cindy asks Maddie.

“No, higher, yes, there, oh!”

Fuck. As Maddie thrashes like a wild animal in heat, I approach my summit again. I thrust rapidly. When Maddie grimaces, I let go, painting her gorgeous body with a splash of my cum.

The three of us huddle on the couch afterward, the ladies flanking me. I dab a kiss on each one’s cheek. “Thank you, ladies. It’s been an extraordinary experience.”

Maddie and I return to Eastbrook at around four in the afternoon. I drive us from the station to Maddie’s home and help her carry the shopping items into the house.

Before I leave her, we hug and kiss at the door. “It’s been a great day, Maddie. I’ll be back tonight to enjoy the new bedding.”

“I’ll make sure everything is ready,” Maddie says while lingering in my arms. “Thank you so much for what you did for Cindy. It means a lot to me.”

“You’re very welcome, Maddie. Like I said, I enjoyed it.”

“You did? I’m glad. Me too. We should do it again.”

“No problem. I look forward to it.”

After stopping at my house to freshen up and change, I drive back to Valenti’s. The restaurant is still closed for staff breaks, so there are plenty of parking spaces. I park beside my mom’s car and enter the dining area from the back entrance.

“Mom, I’m here,” I say as soon as I enter the restaurant. But my mom isn’t alone. She’s sitting with a young woman at a table closest to the bar counter. I glance at the pretty brunette and do a double take. She looks familiar, but I can’t recall her name.

“Hi, Nathan,” my mom says, smiling. “You remember Sadie? Your high school friend Derek’s sister.”

Holy shit. I blink to recall the skinny little girl with pigtails. How has she become such an attractive grown-up all of a sudden? “Sadie Williams?” I stare at the mature woman incredulously until I recognize the sparkling hazel eyes behind the mascara and the cute dimples. “Wow, it’s been a while.”

“Yep,” Sadie nods, “It’s been five years since I left Eastbrook.”

Right. Sadie’s family moved to Brooklyn when she was in the ninth grade. Derek and I have lost contact over the years as well.

“Have you moved back?” I ask. “Or are you here for a visit?”

“I am staying here for the summer. My mom and my little brother are still in Brooklyn.”

“Oh. So you’re here alone? Where’re you staying?”

“At a friend’s place,” she says.

I wait for her to say more, but she stops talking.

“Sadie wants to work for us,” my mom says. “She came in this morning after seeing the Help Wanted sign.”

No wonder. I don’t remember seeing her name on the job candidates list my mom showed me yesterday.

“Are you over eighteen?” I ask. “You’ll need to handle alcohol.”

“Yes, I am,” she says eagerly. “I turned eighteen six months ago.”

I nod after doing a quick calculation in my head. Sadie is six years younger than Derek, who is a year younger than me. Besides, she looks mature enough to be an adult. Damn. I can’t take my eyes off her. I remember her eyes having the prettiest brown shade that could be green or even golden at times. I resist my urge to lock eyes with her. When my eyes glide down further, I spot her plump breasts. She’s wearing a button-down short-sleeve shirt, and it’s tight. Her girly curves are eager to be discovered. Damn. What the hell am I doing? So unprofessional.

“I would love for you to work here, Sadie.” My mom smiles warmly at the girl. “What about experiences? Have you worked as a server before?”

“I have. I worked part-time at Subway for a year in my high school senior year.”

“Perfect.” My mom says, glancing at me. “Sadie, are you free this evening? Can you start working now?”

“I am,” Sadie says, her eyes bright with excitement. “Like I said, I really need this job.”

What? I blink. I don’t feel comfortable hiring anyone on the spot. I clear my throat. “Mom, can I speak to you for a second?”

“Sure,” my mom says. “Excuse us for a minute, Sadie.”

We go into the office in the back. “What about the other two candidates we interviewed last week?” I ask my mom after closing the door.

“Oh, I don’t know, I just like the girl,” my mom says. “It wouldn’t hurt to try her out because she’s so eager. I don’t really care for the others anyway.”

“I see. But all Sadie’s got is a year at Subway. She hasn’t waited at tables or served drinks…”

“We’ll teach her,” my mom says with a shrug. “We’ve known Sadie since she was little. She’s a good girl. And I want to help her. She’s looking for a job because her dad cut her off financially.”

I frown. “Why? What has she done?”

“She wants to become an artist instead of a lawyer.”

I pause. I feel sorry for the girl, but we’re running a business, not a charity. “Mom, are you saying we’ll help her pursue her dreams by giving her a job?” I ask with a bit of sarcasm.

“Yes, Nathan,” my mom says firmly.

I sigh. This isn’t the first time Mom has made an eccentric decision like this. My mom is a kind and generous person. It’s a reason why our family business hasn’t been that profitable. She gives free Thanksgiving meals to the townspeople who are in need every year. And she often hires incompetent workers simply because they’re desperate for work. We had kitchen helpers who were friends or relatives who often didn’t do what they were told to do. My dad used to complain about it but gave up eventually and let my mom have her way.

I don’t think I can change Mom’s old habits easily. One day, perhaps, but not just yet. Besides, Sadie is an old acquaintance, and I don’t have the heart to turn her away. I nod and say to my mom, “Very well, Mom. But you’ve got to stop being so impulsive, and you need to be more business-minded. Otherwise, I don’t know how long the restaurant will last.”

My mom looks taken aback for a second, and then she grins. “Okay, Son. I promise I won’t do it again,” she says. “I’m so proud of you, Nathan. You are so manly. Goodness gracious! My boy has grown up. By the way, Sadie seems to still have the hots for you. Did you notice the way she blushed whenever she spoke to you?”

What? “No, I didn’t,” I grumble. Truth is, I did. But I didn’t know my mom noticed it, too.

“Remember she kissed you on her twelfth birthday and told everyone her wish was to marry you when she grew up?” my mom says with a laugh.

“Stop it, Mom,” I grunt, my face burning. “That was so many years ago. I can’t believe you still brought it up.”

My mom keeps laughing. “Come on, don’t be embarrassed. I think it was cute,” my mom says, still laughing. “Like I said. I like the girl. She’s grown into a lovely young woman. Don’t you agree?”

“Yeah.” I nod, not knowing where the conversation is heading.

“Well,” my mom sighs. “You aren’t seeing anyone now, are you?”

My mouth falls at the realization that my mom has an ulterior motive for hiring Sadie. “Mom, please don’t tell me you’re trying to fix me up with the girl. It’s hardly appropriate because she’s so young, and I’ll become her boss.”

“I don’t see any problem at all. She’s an adult. Your dad and I dated when I worked for him as a waitress right here. And I’m twelve years younger than your dad.”

I roll my eyes. I’m familiar with my parents romance but don’t want to hear about it again.

But Mom doesn’t give up. “Come on, Nathan. You’re twenty-five years old. You need to find yourself a girlfriend, or at least a friend with benefits, as they call it nowadays.”

“I am seeing someone,” I blurt out in a desperate attempt to stop her from rambling.

“Really?” My mom looks overjoyed. “Since when? Tell me more!”

Damn. “I’ll tell you about her soon. But not now, Mom. Sadie is waiting for us,” I say and rush out of the office.
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Harem Adventure Series by Kohen King:

The Writer's Harem

A writer's dirty fantasies come true…

After James's neighbor, John leaves his family, James finds himself to be the center of three gorgeous women's attention. John's daughter Tessa and her friend Lizzy both want James to be their first and only. Linda, John's wife whom James has lusted over for years, isn't shy to display her affection for him either.

James has been a Don Juan all his life, but he wants the three women for more than a fling. He wants a family with not just one but all of them, and he will show the ladies he's got enough supply to make everyone happy!

The Lifeguard's Harem

One hot summer, two busty MILFs and a sexy virgin.

Kevin is an introvert and has never had a girlfriend before graduating from high school. But after he starts working as a lifeguard at a local gym, his life is about to change. It doesn't take Kevin long to fall head over heels for Brianna, a beautiful but aloof blonde girl of his age. Kevin asks her out and gets a humiliating scorn. Brianna's busty stepmom, Sandra witnesses the drama and offers to help Kevin win over the young woman by giving him a makeover. After giving Kevin the best haircut he's ever had, Sandra takes a step further and teaches him how to pleasure a woman. Before Kevin knows it, he's lost his virginity to the older woman. After that, Kevin's love life takes a dramatic turn. He not only gets to have Brianna, but also Nancy, Sandra's gorgeous sex therapist friend, and experiences role play and kinky sex with her. The three women's appetites are insatiable, and they compete for his attention and want him from all positions, front and behind, indoors and outdoors. Fortunately, the quiet young man is well-endowed and has inexhaustible reserves to meet their demands.

The Rancher's Harem

When Paul's compulsive gambler brother leaves for Vegas and neglects his family and business, Paul not only shoulders the burden of running their ranch alone, but also struggles with his long-hidden lust for his brother's wife Molly, a buxom blonde MILF and her naughty eighteen-year-old daughter Laila. The two ladies' eagerness to please Paul makes it even harder for him to do the right thing.

As if he isn't facing enough challenges, Molly's stunning stripper friend Jackie, a busty dark-haired beauty, comes to work for Paul. The three gorgeous women are determined to not only assist Paul in running the ranch but also satisfy his sexual needs and put his virile seed to good use.

The ladies' enthusiasm convinces Paul that his luck has changed and his lonely days are about to end. It takes him little time to get used to the extravagant foursomes they indulge him with. The only thing left for Paul to do is come up with ways to take over the ranch entirely so he and his harem can live there happily ever after.

The Investor's Harem

When Bob promised his dying friend he would take care of the three women in his family, he didn't know what exactly he got himself into.

Now he not only finds himself responsible for saving John's breast implant company, but also in charge of the three gorgeous women's happiness. John's widow Helen is a stunning model who became famous with the very product made by John's company and Bob is one of her fans. John's older daughter Evelyn, a beautiful redhead and an intelligent medical student is determined to pursue her dad's unfinished dream but is unsure about a match her dad made for her. And last but not least, Lisa, a capricious blonde who's been close to Bob since she was little, demands Bob to take her V-card.

​​​​​Will Bob be able to keep his promise while struggling with forbidden lust for not only one but all three women?

The Detective's Harem

Three seductresses and a lonely bachelor…

When Detective Mark Jackson agreed to solve a case involving the death of Bill Walker, a strip club owner, he had no idea he would be investigating three gorgeous women.

Walker's daughter Nora, a college sophomore, had been Mark's obsession and the reason he visited the local coffee shop where she worked every morning. Despite their age difference, Mark couldn't resist the obvious chemistry between them. And when the younger woman eagerly offered Mark her cherry, there was no way he could refuse her.

Riley, the top stripper at Walker's club, was a golden-skinned busty beauty no man could ever resist. The fact that Riley turned out to be Nora's best friend only made her more attractive. After an accidental voyeurism, in which Mark discovered the two women's amorous relationship, he found himself onboard a ship of threesome adventure.

Sophie, Walker's wife and Nora's stepmom, a blue-eyed beauty with auburn hair, was a living embodiment of Mark's teenage fantasies.  Needless to say, he fell for her at first sight, even though she was the prime suspect in the case. The sexy woman did not hide her interest in Mark either, and her blowjob seduction attempts put Mark's willpower on trial. 

The three women had distinct personalities, but they were closely bonded with one another, and they all had the hots for Mark. Mark cared for the feisty but vulnerable women just as much. The problem was, of course, they were all suspects. Could Mark put his lust aside and focus on work, or should he let go of his moral qualms and enjoy his luck with the ladies?

The Trainer's Harem

What are the chances you meet all three of your significant others on a single night?

The only reason Brad agrees to accompany his stepmom Camilla to a company party is because he's had a crush on the gorgeous dark-haired beauty since he was a teen. He has no idea the party will be a turning point in his life. He not only falls head over heels for Camilla's voluptuous blonde boss Stella, but is also captivated by Stella's daughter Olivia, a naughty brunette who isn't shy to display her passion publicly. Both the mother and daughter seem to be interested in Brad as well, even though both are also off-limits to him. Stella is getting engaged and Olivia has her eye on her mom's fiancé. As if Brad hadn't gotten enough tease, Camilla makes a surprising confession to him after the party, evoking his undying, hidden fantasies for her.

The Camper's Harem

Dan's divorce turns out to be the best thing that's ever happened to him. 


Otherwise, he wouldn't find himself on an adventurous cross-country road trip, not to mention meeting three gorgeous women who worship him and vie for his attention. Dan is willing to give everything he has in order to settle for an idyllic life with the naughty brunette, the voluptuous redhead, and the sassy blonde virgin. But he must give up his six-figure job first and also deal with a jerk who thinks he owns the women. Is Dan up for the challenge?  

The Baker's Harem

When Max comes home to sell his dad's bakery, he doesn't expect the trip to take long, not to mention the adventures that await him.

Oak Springs isn't just a town stuck in time but a place that reminds Max of lost love. Twenty years ago, Sarah, Max's first girlfriend, left him for another man. Max has never gotten over her. Now, not only has Sarah returned to town, but she's also living in his house with Max's stepsister Elena and her daughter Mia. The three women, two gorgeous blondes and one fiery brunette, are determined to keep Max in their lives.

Will Max give up his high-paying IT job in a modern city and return home to a small town to become the head of an unconventional household?

Spa Resort Sisters

Getting a strip show and a hand job at a job interview?

Never in a million years did Alex dream of that. Nor did the pre-med student plan to become a masseur.

But the pay was generous, the boss was stunning, and the benefits were too good to believe. Besides, Alex didn't have many options, not when tons of student loan debt were waiting to be paid and his divorced parents had new families to care for. The job was a godsend if he could pass the trial period with plenty of challenges that tested his willpower besides skills. He had to learn new, exotic massage skills and control his lust when facing sexy and demanding customers at the exclusive spa resort. His boss believed that exposing him to many stimuli would help him quickly adapt to the new job. But would it work for Alex, an introvert who had never seen, let alone touched, a naked woman in real life?

The Walker’s Harem series: Books 1 to 3

Book 1

Getting fired isn't the end of the world.

At least not when your boss is a jerk, and you can find a better job. Losing a girlfriend can also be a blessing, especially if she's been cheating on you.
After both unfortunate events happen to Jeff on the same day, he turns over a new leaf and starts an adventure he hasn’t dreamed of. He takes jobs that his ex-girlfriend thinks beneath him, and he dates multiple women at the same time. Starting with his neighbor, a gorgeous brunette whom Jeff has had a crush on for a long time but hasn’t had the freedom to flirt with, and Julia, a beautiful blonde much older than Jeff who seems to love dogs more than men.

Book 2

Three drop-dead gorgeous women in three days…

Jeff puts his past behind him and starts a new life. The sizzling night with his sexy neighbor Sienna certainly helps. But he has barely had the time to indulge in his exhilarating relationship with Sienna when her protective friend Sarika enters the picture. The voluptuous, dark-haired beauty might be demanding, but she undoubtedly lusts over Jeff. The two temptresses open the door to an unconventional relationship Jeff has never dreamed of.

Meanwhile, Jeff’s attraction for Julia compels him to spy on the stunning blonde. And the discovery of the older woman’s secret draws him even closer to her.

Despite his incredible luck with women, Jeff isn’t ready to commit to any of them yet. The ladies, on the other hand, are eager to go steady with him. Jeff now faces a dilemma of choosing among his new-found love interests. Needless to say, he wants them all, but can they get along with one another?

Book 3

A pleasant surprise back home…

Jeff returns home to his family’s ranch and sees Vicky, his high school sweetheart, again. As Sienna predicted, his feelings for his first girlfriend haven’t gone away. The reunion only renews the longings that Jeff held back as a teenager, and he finds the new, sophisticated town veterinarian irresistible. On top of that, Vicky brought home a cowgirl as fiery as herself. Sky is a curvy blonde girl that has a body of a porn star and rides like a rodeo champ. Jeff is impressed by the woman after witnessing her barrel race in a bikini, but Sky’s hostile greeting sets an unpleasant tone between them. Jeff decides to stay away from the fierce cowgirl, but his attempt doesn’t last because everyone in his family expects him to team up with Sky to compete in the upcoming county rodeo.

During his stay, Jeff also realizes his love for the ranch and is tempted to take it over from his dad. But the decision will affect everyone’s future. Will his harem move to the ranch with him, and how will his family react to his unconventional relationship with multiple women?
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