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Chapter 1

Isat hunched over my laptop in my bedroom. The only light came from my monitor and a small lamp in the corner, giving the room a cozy feeling as day slowly surrendered to evening.

It was a week ago I’d been with Julia, a sweet memory I’d never forget. I loved everything about her, and I was overjoyed that she was doing better now.

I rubbed my tired eyes and leaned back in my chair, taking a moment to stretch my arms overhead. My dashboard glowed with promising numbers: sales charts pointing dramatically upward across all product categories. Resistance bands up 45% from last month. Yoga mats showing a 60% increase, and the new protein shaker line trending well above projections.

“Wow,” I whispered to myself, scrolling through the data again to make sure I wasn’t misreading. The business was finally exploding after months of steady growth.

I should have felt nothing but elation, but a nagging worry tempered my excitement. This kind of growth meant more inventory management, more customer service emails, more social media engagement and more of everything. I was already working twelve-hour days, leaving me with less time for my loved ones.

“I can’t do this alone anymore,” I admitted to the empty room, rubbing my temples.

My eyes drifted to the whiteboard where I’d scrawled my quarterly goals. One item stood out: Product videos - demonstration series. I’d been putting it off for weeks, knowing I needed someone to model the products properly. Lily had volunteered, but her streaming schedule was packed, and besides, I needed someone who could demonstrate proper form for the resistance bands and yoga poses. Lily was cute … But she wasn’t sexy enough. And I needed someone with experience in front of a camera.

Vanessa’s face materialized in my mind immediately. Julia’s mom, a former model who was still incredibly fit and poised. She was perfect.

I hesitated for only a moment before opening Instagram on my phone. I’d followed Vanessa recently, looking at her tempting photos now and then.

Her profile loaded, and I found myself pausing on her most recent post from yesterday. She was at what looked like a local gym, dressed in form-fitting black leggings and a teal sports bra that revealed a toned belly that women half her age would envy. Her skin glistened with a light sheen of sweat, her chestnut hair pulled back in a ponytail as she held a challenging pose, one leg extended behind her, arms stretched forward. The caption read simply, Finding my center again. #NeverTooLate #FitOver40

My thumb hovered over the image as I studied it more carefully. The definition in her shoulders, the perfect arch of her back and the confident smile despite the obvious effort of maintaining the pose. She looked sexy.

“Damn,” I murmured, feeling a flush of heat. Vanessa was insanely attractive, like a forgotten gem that time had somehow missed. Age had only enhanced her beauty, adding character to her features and confidence to her movements.

She’d helped me before at the beach, filming me, but now I thought of the opposite, or fantasized to be precise.

I found myself imagining what it would be like to work with her. Setting up my camera in a home studio or outdoors, Vanessa arriving with a professional smile, maybe slightly nervous but hiding it well. I’d explain the concept, show her the products, and she’d nod, understanding immediately what I needed.

My mind drifted further. Vanessa stretched on one of my yoga mats, the material contrasting with her lightly tanned skin. Me adjusting the lighting, the camera capturing her movements.

The fantasy shifted and deepened. Me moving closer to adjust her form, hands gently guiding her shoulders into the correct position. The camera still rolling as our eyes meet. Her lips parted slightly, a question in them that I answered by leaning in. Our mouths connected in a slow, exploratory kiss that quickly intensified. My hands slid beneath her sports bra, feeling the warmth of her skin and the weight of her breasts filling my palms. Her breath caught as she whispered my name against my lips. “Tyler…”

I blinked hard, the fantasy dissolving as quickly as it had formed. “Fuck,” I muttered, shaking my head to clear it. “Can’t go there. She’s Julia’s mom.”

A pang of guilt shot through me as Julia’s trusting face appeared in my mind. Sweet Julia, who had just told me she loved me, who had finally begun to believe that something good could last. The thought of betraying that trust made my stomach knot uncomfortably.

I shifted in my chair, adjusting my pants as I became aware of my body’s reaction to the fantasy. With a deep sigh, I closed the Instagram tab and returned to my sales dashboard, trying to focus on numbers instead of Vanessa’s curves.

Still, the practical need remained. I did need a model, and Vanessa was perfect for the job. Professional, experienced and likely in need of work based on what Diana had mentioned about modeling opportunities drying up for women Vanessa’s age. It could be a mutually beneficial arrangement if I could keep my thoughts strictly professional.

A knock at my door pulled me from my thoughts. Before I could answer, the door opened slightly, and Diana said, “Tyler? Dinner’s almost ready.”

She stepped into the room, and I couldn’t help but smile at the sight of her. Diana wore a flowing peach-colored sundress that hugged her mature curves, her impressive bust accentuated by the V-neckline. A fresh lily was tucked behind her ear, contrasting beautifully with her dark blonde hair that fell loose around her shoulders. Her skin seemed to glow from a day working with flowers at the shop, and the scent that accompanied her, a mixture of lilies, her perfume and a hint of floral sweat, was as sweet as always.

“Hey,” I said, turning my chair to face her.

She noticed my distracted expression immediately, her head tilting slightly as a playful smile curved her lips. “What’s going on in here?” she asked, moving behind my chair.

Before I could answer, her hands were on my shoulders, strong and warm as they began kneading the tension. Her thumbs circled the knots at the base of my neck, and I couldn’t help but groan as the muscles began to release. I felt her breasts lightly brush against my back as she leaned closer, working her way down to my shoulder blades.

“Just work,” I said with a sigh, letting my head fall forward as her skilled fingers found another tight spot. “Business is taking off. Need a model for new product videos.” I hesitated only briefly before adding, “I’m thinking Vanessa would be perfect.”

Diana’s hands never paused in their massage, but I sensed her interest piquing. “That’s brilliant,” she said warmly, her voice close to my ear. “Vanessa has a stunning, professional look. She’s a former model, and she’d probably be grateful for the work.”

I nodded, relaxing further under her touch. “That’s what I figured. But…” I paused, uncertain how to voice my concern.

“But what?” Diana asked, her fingers now working a particularly stubborn knot between my shoulder blades.

I sighed, giving voice to the worry that had been nagging at me. “What if we grow closer? Working together, spending time… I’m with Julia, but Vanessa is…” I trailed off, not wanting to admit my earlier fantasy.

Diana’s laugh was low and knowing as her hands slid down to rest on my shoulders, giving them a final squeeze before she moved to perch on the edge of my desk, facing me. Her eyes sparkled with amusement and maternal, intimate warmth.

“Tyler, sweetie,” she said, reaching out to brush hair from my forehead with gentle fingers. “You’re overthinking this. Vanessa is a professional, and so are you. Besides…” Her smile turned mischievous. “Who says growing closer would be a bad thing? Vanessa and her daughter are both special in their own ways.”

I stared at Diana, struggling to process her words. “What do you mean?”

Diana moved closer, her hands returning to my shoulders. This time, her fingers trailed lower, working the muscles along my spine. I felt her warm breath against my ear as she leaned down.

“I’m saying you should relax, honey, you carry too much.” Her voice was a gentle murmur that sent pleasant shivers down my back.

I wasn’t sure how to respond since it wasn’t exactly a clear answer. But maybe she was right. I needed to relax and perhaps stop overthinking this. Before I could formulate a reply, Diana’s lips pressed against my cheek in a lingering, warm kiss that was both maternal and intimate.

“Steaks are ready,” she whispered, her lips still close to my skin. “Come down when you’re done daydreaming.” She pulled back with a knowing smile, then turned and walked to the door, leaving it deliberately open behind her.

I sat there for a moment, watching her retreating figure and the gentle sway of her hips in that peach sundress. With a deep breath, I closed my laptop and stood, stretching once more before following her downstairs.

The dining room was bathed in warm light from the setting sun streaming through the windows. Our table was set beautifully, steaks sizzling on hot plates, a colorful salad in a crystal bowl and golden roasted potatoes arranged on a serving platter. Fresh flowers from Diana’s shop were in the middle of the table that filled the room with a delicate fragrance.

Lily was already seated at the table, a pair of fluffy white bunny ears perched slightly tilted on her head. She wore her glasses and a cute top with shorts that showed off her legs. When she saw me, she waved excitedly. “There he is!”

I’d barely settled into my chair when I felt a light kick under the table. Lily grinned mischievously at me.

“Finally! Were you masturbating up there or what?”

I couldn’t help but chuckle at her bluntness. “Haven’t done that in ages, too busy with you.”

Diana placed a glass of water beside my plate, her fingers brushing mine briefly.

“Mom and I called you like five times!” Lily said, reaching for the salad. “You were locked in zombie mode.”

I cut into my steak, enjoying the first bite before answering. “Work’s piling up, orders, videos, scaling. Gotta stay on top.”

Lily wiggled her eyebrows suggestively, then flexed her arm in a playful show of strength. “As long as you stay muscular and good-looking, we’re good.” She winked at me before turning her attention to her own plate.

The conversation flowed easily between us. Lily dominated much of the talk, her energy seemingly boundless even after a full day of streaming.

“Twitch is going great,” she said between bites of potato. “Subs are up. Julia’s been helping co-stream, but she’s super unfocused lately.” Lily gave me a pointed look. “Constantly wants to talk about you.”

I smiled, thinking of Julia. “I know. She’s sweet, just figuring things out.”

As we continued eating, I felt the weight of responsibility settle on my shoulders. My online business was thriving, but Diana’s flower shop had been struggling with rising rent and increasing competition. Lily’s streaming career was just taking off, requiring equipment upgrades and time investments. Now there was Julia to think about, and potentially Vanessa if she agreed to model for my products.

The pressure to maintain stability for everyone I cared about pressed down on me, a quiet burden I carried without complaint. I took another bite of steak, chewing thoughtfully as I mentally calculated upcoming expenses and revenue projections.

Across the table, Diana’s eyes met mine. Her expression softened as she studied my face, seeing beyond my calm exterior to the concerns I was carefully hiding.

“You’re carrying a lot, honey,” she said gently, reaching across to touch my hand. “Don’t forget to breathe.”

I gave her a small smile, grateful for her perception. She was always looking over me. “I’m fine,” I assured her, though we both knew it wasn’t entirely true.

Lily patted my hand sympathetically as well, and then she launched into a story about a troll in her chat earlier that day. I listened with half an ear, nodding at appropriate moments while my mind continued to work through logistics for the product videos.

The rest of dinner passed pleasantly, with Lily dominating the conversation with stories from her latest streams. Diana occasionally added comments about customers from the flower shop, and I found myself relaxing despite the weight of my thoughts.

After helping clear the dishes, I retreated to my bedroom, phone in hand. I sat on the edge of my bed, staring at Julia’s contact information for a long moment before finally pressing the call button.

My heart raced slightly as I waited through the rings, rehearsing how to casually ask for Vanessa’s number without sounding weird. I needed to be smooth about this.

Julia picked up almost immediately. “Tyler, hey!” Her voice was bright with excitement. “I was just thinking about you.”

“Were you?” I smiled, leaning back against my headboard. “That’s a nice coincidence.”

“How was dinner? Did Lily tease you? Tell me everything about your day,” she said enthusiastically. “I miss you already.”

I laughed nervously, suddenly feeling awkward about my true reason for calling. “Dinner was good… Lily was her usual self.” I paused, then decided to just get to the point. “Uh… actually, I was wondering… about your mom…”

“Mom?” Julia sounded surprised. “What about her?”

I cleared my throat. “Well, uhm, how’s she doing?”

“She’s fine,” she said curtly. “She’s actually at the gym right now. She goes most evenings. Works out like crazy to stay in shape for any potential gigs.”

“The gym?” I sat up straighter. “Which gym?”

“LifeFit on Maple. The one with the big windows facing the park.”

Bingo. “Oh nice, she’s a hard worker, isn’t she?”

“Oh, yeah, she should be there for another hour at least. She does this whole routine, cardio, weights and then yoga in the studio room.”

I was already mentally calculating how quickly I could get there, but then she quickly moved the conversation away from her mother, and we talked like lovers, even if I realized I had to hurry to the gym.

“Are you in a hurry?” she asked me, probably sensing something.

“A little. We can talk later too, if you want.”

“Of course, I do. Don’t worry, I’ll let you go now.”

“Great, thanks.”

“No problem!” Julia hesitated, then added softly, “Call me later? I love you…”

The words still felt new and intense between us, but I found myself smiling. “Love you too.” I hung up, my heart racing for an entirely different reason now.

I pocketed my phone, grabbed my keys and jacket, and headed downstairs quickly. As I reached the bottom of the stairs, Lily appeared in the hallway, her bunny ears still perched on her head but now slightly crooked. Her glasses were slipping down her nose as she gave me a curious look.

“Where are you going? It’s late,” she asked with a playful pout.

“To the gym, quick thing,” I replied, trying to sound casual as I reached for the door.

Lily moved closer, a familiar glint in her eye as she pressed against me. Her hand trailed slowly down my chest, fingers playing with the hem of my shirt.

“Gym? Now?” she murmured, voice dropping to that sultry tone that usually made my knees weak. “I’m kinda horny… thought we could play after dinner.”

I felt my resolve wavering as she pressed closer, her body warm and inviting against mine. For a moment, I considered staying. Lily knew exactly how to tempt me. Instead, I leaned down and kissed her deeply, my tongue sliding against hers as my hands gripped her hips firmly.

When I finally pulled back, we were both breathing harder. “I’ll be back in a couple of hours. Promise,” I whispered against her lips.

“Okay.”

“Save that energy for me,” I added, giving her hips a squeeze.

Lily pouted playfully, her eyes still sparkling with lust as she stepped back. “Fine… but hurry back, hero,” she said, landing a light kick against my shin. “Don’t keep me waiting too long.” She gave me a wink.

I chuckled, grabbing my keys from the hook by the door. “I won’t,” I promised, then slipped out into the cool evening air.

* * *

The drive to the gym gave me time to think, my fingers drumming nervously on the steering wheel. This could be huge for my business; professional videos with a former model demonstrating the products would definitely boost sales. But if I were being honest with myself, my excitement wasn’t purely professional. The thought of seeing Vanessa again sent a different kind of thrill through me.

“This could be big for business… and for Vanessa,” I talked to myself, imagining how grateful she might be for the opportunity. My mind wandered to her Instagram photo again, the sexy pose and the confident smile. Then I caught myself. “Focus, Tyler. Keep it professional.”

By the time I pulled into the LifeFit parking lot, it was around 8:30. The gym’s neon sign cast a blue glow across the half-full lot as I parked and cut the engine. I checked my reflection quickly in the rearview mirror, running a hand through my hair before heading inside.

The familiar gym atmosphere hit me as soon as I walked through the automatic doors: fluorescent lights overhead, the faint smell of rubber mats mixed with sweat and disinfectant. Music pumped through speakers mounted in the corners, competing with the whirring of treadmills and the clanging of weights. The evening crowd was typical, a mix of after-work professionals and dedicated fitness enthusiasts.

I headed to the locker room, changed and then quickly headed to the gym. I kept my hands in my pockets as I casually scanned the cardio area, trying not to look like I was searching for someone specific. When I didn’t immediately spot Vanessa, I pulled out my phone, pretending to check messages while I continued my survey of the weight area and stretching zones.

After a few minutes of wandering and subtle searching, I sighed in disappointment. “Maybe she’s already left,” I said, suddenly feeling self-conscious about the whole thing. “Am I desperate? Just because she’s insanely attractive… or do I really need her for the videos?” The answer was both, and I knew it. I needed a model, but I’d chosen to come here tonight because of who that model was.

Deciding to at least get a workout in since I was already here, I started walking toward the treadmills. I might as well do some cardio while I figured out a more professional way to approach Vanessa about the job.

I was just reaching for the handle of an empty treadmill when I felt a firm, warm hand on my shoulder. I turned, and there she was, Vanessa, looking even more stunning up close than in her Instagram photos.

She wore a tight, low-cut sports top that revealed generous cleavage and toned arms, paired with form-fitting leggings that hugged every curve of her legs and ass perfectly. Her chestnut hair was pulled back in a high ponytail, with sweat-dampened strands framing her face. Her skin glowed from her workout, highlighting her high cheekbones and full lips. Those striking blue-green eyes were even more captivating now, crinkled at the corners as she smiled broadly at me.

“Tyler! What are you doing here?” she beamed, her whole face lighting up with genuine pleasure at seeing me.

Before I could answer, she pulled me into a hug, her body pressing close against mine. The softness of her breasts against my chest and the scent of her, vanilla perfume mixed with light sweat, was intoxicating. I felt an immediate response in my body, my cock twitching as heat rushed through me. I wrapped my arms around her waist, feeling the warmth of her skin through the thin fabric of her top.

“Doing my workout,” I said.

The hug lingered slightly longer than a casual greeting should, and I found myself inhaling deeply, committing her scent to memory. When we finally pulled apart, I kept my hands at her sides for a moment longer than necessary.

“Of course!” she said playfully, her eyes dancing with something I couldn’t quite read. “It’s so good to see you.”

“Yeah… good to see you too,” I said, unable to stop my eyes from quickly taking in her body. “You look … great.”

“Thank you,” she said, beaming. “I’m trying my best.” She ended with a wink. Vanessa’s expression softened, and she lowered her voice. “Julia’s never been this happy in her life,” she said sincerely, reaching out to touch my arm lightly. “Thank you for being there for her. She’s glowing when she talks about you.”

A warm sense of pride spread through my chest, mingled with a twinge of guilt, given my current thoughts about her mother. “I’m glad,” I replied honestly. “She’s special.”

“She sure is.” Vanessa smiled at that, then gestured toward the cardio area. “Were you about to start? I was just finishing up with stretching, but I could use some warm-up cardio if you want company.”

“That would be great, actually,” I said, suddenly grateful for the unexpected opportunity. “I haven’t been here in a while, just trying to mix up my routine.”

We walked side by side to the treadmills, and I couldn’t help noticing how several men turned to watch Vanessa as she moved.

We found two empty treadmills side by side, and Vanessa stepped onto hers. She tapped the console, setting her desired program. I mirrored her actions, selecting a moderate pace to start.

“Ready?” she asked with a smile that made my heart rate spike before I’d even started running.

“Always,” I replied, trying to sound casual.

Vanessa hit the start button, and her machine hummed to life. Mine followed suit, the belt beginning its steady rotation beneath my feet. We started at a brisk walk, warming up our muscles. After about thirty seconds, she increased her speed, transitioning smoothly into a jog.

“I usually do three miles for cooldown,” she said, her breathing perfectly controlled. “Hope that’s not too much for you.”

“Not at all,” I assured her, matching her pace.

As Vanessa settled into her rhythm, I couldn’t help but notice how her body moved. Her form was perfect, back straight, arms pumping efficiently and feet striking the belt. But what truly captured my attention, what made my mouth go dry and my cock twitch, was the hypnotic bouncing of her breasts beneath her sports top.

With each impact of her feet on the treadmill, her boobs rose and fell. Her breasts swayed and bounced freely with each stride.

I tried to focus on my own running, I really did, but my eyes kept drifting sideways, drawn to the entrancing motion. Sweat began to bead along her collarbone, slowly trickling down into the valley between her breasts, making the fabric cling even more revealingly to her skin.

“So,” Vanessa said suddenly, her voice startling me back to awareness, “what brings you here tonight? Julia mentioned you go to another gym.”

I was so distracted by the perfect bounce of her chest that I completely missed my footing. My right foot caught on the moving belt at the wrong angle, sending me stumbling forward. I grabbed the handrails just in time to avoid a full faceplant, but not before performing an awkward, flailing dance that made several nearby gym-goers turn and stare.

Vanessa burst into laughter, the sound warm and genuine even as she continued running without breaking stride. “Easy there!” she teased, her eyes sparkling with amusement. She gave me a playful wink that sent heat rushing to my face. “Eyes on the screen, not on me.”

I felt blood rush to my cheeks as I steadied myself and found my rhythm again. “Sorry,” I mumbled, desperately trying to regain my composure. “Hard to focus.”

Fuck, she’s killing me, I thought, forcing my gaze straight ahead at the digital readout on my console. Every part of my body was acutely aware of her presence beside me, running while I struggled to maintain basic coordination.

“It’s okay,” Vanessa said, still smiling. “I’m used to it. Though I would’ve expected better balance from someone who sells fitness equipment.”

I chuckled, grateful for her light handling of my embarrassment. “Usually I’m more coordinated, promise.”

“So what brings you here?” she asked again, her breathing still remarkably controlled despite maintaining a solid pace. “Getting bored with home workouts?”

“Actually,” I began, seizing the perfect opening, “I came looking for you. Julia mentioned you might be here.”

Vanessa’s eyebrows rose, her pace never faltering. “Oh? Should I be flattered or concerned?”

“Flattered, definitely,” I assured her.

For the next few minutes, as we ran side by side, we talked. She asked a lot of questions about my work. I explained my online fitness equipment business and the need for product demonstration videos. Vanessa listened attentively, asking smart questions about the scope, timeline and compensation. All while maintaining her perfect running form and that mesmerizing bounce that kept pulling my attention away from our conversation.

“Modeling work has been scarce lately, especially for women my age,” she said. “The industry isn’t kind once you hit thirty-five, never mind forty.”

“Their loss,” I said before I could stop myself. “You look incredible.”

She flashed me a grateful smile that made my heart skip. “Sweet talker. But thank you.”

We fell into easy conversation as we continued running. Vanessa told me about her modeling days, traveling around Europe in her twenties, and how she’d transitioned to local commercial work after having Julia.

Throughout it all, I found myself captivated not just by her beauty but by her intelligence and warmth. She had a way of making me feel like the most interesting person in the room, leaning slightly toward me as I spoke, laughing at my jokes and asking insightful follow-up questions. And all the while, that hypnotic motion of her body running beside me, the sheen of sweat making her skin glow under the fluorescent lights, the gentle bouncing of her breasts, the defined muscles in her legs flexing with each stride.

When our three miles were complete, Vanessa gradually slowed her treadmill, cooling down with a walk. I followed suit, secretly grateful for the break. My legs weren’t tired; I was in excellent shape, but my concentration was completely shot.

“That felt good,” she said, using a small towel to pat her neck and chest. The action drew my eyes once again to her breasts, now rising and falling with her slightly elevated breathing. “What’s next on your workout plan?”

“Hadn’t really thought that far ahead,” I admitted. “I usually do weights after cardio.”

Vanessa’s eyes lit up. “Perfect, I was heading to the squat rack next. Care to join me? We can spot each other.”

“Sure,” I said, following her as she stepped off the treadmill and headed toward the free weights area.

The squat rack was empty, a rare find in most gyms, especially in the evening. Vanessa approached it with confidence, adding plates to each side of the bar.

“Ladies first,” she said, positioning herself under the bar. “If you don’t mind spotting me.”

“Of course,” I replied, moving to stand behind her.

Vanessa took a deep breath, then lifted the bar off the rack, settling it across her shoulders. She stepped back carefully, feet planted shoulder-width apart, then began her descent. Her form was impeccable: back straight, chest up and knees tracking over her toes as she lowered herself until her thighs were parallel to the floor.

From my position behind her, I had a perfect view of her ass flexing beneath the tight leggings, the material stretching across her glutes as she sank into each squat. Her thighs tensed with power as she pushed back up, a soft grunt escaping her lips with each repetition. The sound was unexpectedly erotic, making my cock twitch again.

I stood close enough to spot her properly, my hands hovering near her waist, ready to assist if needed. This close, I could feel the heat radiating from her body and smell the sexy mix of vanilla perfume and clean sweat. My fingers itched to touch her, to feel the muscles working beneath her skin.

“How’s my form?” she asked between controlled breaths, continuing her smooth, deep squats.

“Perfect,” I answered honestly, my voice huskier than intended.

After completing her set, Vanessa carefully racked the weight and turned to me, her face flushed from exertion, eyes bright with endorphins. “Your turn,” she said with a smile that sent heat through my body.

We switched places, and I adjusted the weight on the bar before positioning myself beneath it. As I began my squats, I felt Vanessa’s presence behind me, her hands light on my back and shoulders.

“Down slow, push up strong,” she encouraged, her voice close to my ear. “Good depth.”

Her fingers brushed against my lower back occasionally, ostensibly to correct my form, but each touch lingered a moment longer than strictly necessary. When I glanced in the mirror between reps, I caught her eyes on me, a small smile playing at the corners of her mouth. Our gazes locked briefly, and something electric passed between us before I had to focus on my next repetition.

“Your technique is excellent,” she commented as I finished my set and racked the bar. “You clearly know what you’re doing.”

I caught her eyes in the mirror again as I wiped sweat from my forehead with a towel. There was something in her gaze that made my heart beat faster. I smiled at her reflection, and she returned it with a small one of her own, a hint of playfulness in her eyes.

“Years of practice,” I replied, turning to face her. “Though I’m sure you could teach me a thing or two.”

Vanessa laughed. “Maybe I could … Ready for another set?”

We continued through several exercises, trading sets and spotting each other. With each exchange, the atmosphere between us shifted subtly. Her fingers brushed my lower back as she guided my form during bent-over rows.

“Just a slight adjustment,” she murmured, her touch resting. “Keep your spine neutral.”

I could feel the warmth of her palm through my shirt, the gentle pressure both instructive and intimate. When I straightened and our eyes met again, neither of us looked away immediately.

“Better?” I asked.

“Much,” she replied, her own voice softening.

As we moved through our workout, these moments multiplied: small smiles exchanged in the mirror, her hand briefly touching my shoulder to signal a good rep and my fingers steadying her elbow during tricep extensions.

“I’ve been meaning to try hip thrusts,” Vanessa said after we finished a set of shoulder presses. She wiped her face with her towel, her cheeks flushed from exertion. “But I need a spotter for heavier weights. Would you mind helping me?”

“Sure,” I said, hoping my voice sounded normal. “Let me set up the bench and bar for you.”

I busied myself arranging the equipment, trying to maintain my composure as I positioned a flat bench and loaded a barbell with moderate weight. Vanessa watched me work, taking sips from her water bottle, her eyes following my movements.

Once everything was ready, she approached the setup and positioned herself with her upper back against the bench, feet planted firmly on the floor about shoulder-width apart. The barbell rested across her hips, her hands gripping it on either side.

“Ready when you are,” I said, kneeling near her hips, hands hovering close to the bar.

Vanessa nodded, took a deep breath, and began. She thrust her hips upward in a smooth, controlled movement, the muscles in her thighs and glutes visibly tensing beneath the tight fabric of her leggings. As she reached the top position, her body formed a straight line from shoulders to knees, her core engaged and hips fully extended.

“Good?” she asked, holding the position for a moment before lowering back down.

“Perfect form,” I confirmed, trying to keep my voice steady and professional.

She continued the exercise, establishing a flow of powerful thrusts and controlled descents. With each repetition, her sports top rode up slightly, revealing a glimpse of her toned waist. Her breasts heaved with each breath, the movement hypnotic and incredibly distracting.

I knelt beside her, hands ready to assist with the weight, but my mind was far from professional. The position gave me an intimate view of her ass flexing with each thrust, the arch of her back and the soft moans of effort that escaped her lips. My cock hardened painfully in my gym shorts, and I was grateful for the semi-darkness of this corner of the gym.

As Vanessa continued her reps, I found myself imagining a very different scenario: her body moving like this beneath me, those same muscles working as our hips met fully nude. The fantasy was so vivid I almost missed her next words.

“You’re doing great spotting,” she said between breaths, a small smirk playing on her lips. “But eyes up here?” There was a teasing lilt to her voice that told me she’d caught me staring.

“Sorry,” I mumbled, heat rushing to my face. “Just making sure your form is good.”

“Mmhmm,” she hummed, clearly not believing me but seeming pleased nonetheless. “Keep going, almost done.”

She completed the set with a final powerful thrust, holding the position for a moment longer than necessary before lowering the bar. I helped her rack the weight, and she sat up on the bench, her skin glowing with a fine sheen of sweat, breathing hard but smiling.

“Thanks,” she said, extending her hand for a high-five that I returned. “That felt good.”

The double meaning wasn’t lost on me, and I cleared my throat. “Glad I could help.”

Vanessa stood, stretching her arms overhead. “I usually finish with some stretching in the mat area. Care to join me?”

“Lead the way,” I replied, following her across the gym floor.

“I’m sore … wasn’t planning on doing so many exercises.”

“What motivated you?”

“You obviously,” she said with a wink.

The mat area was relatively empty, with just a few people scattered around the edges doing their own cool-down routines. Vanessa chose a spot in the corner and began a series of stretches that showcased her incredible flexibility and her sexy body.

She started with a deep forward bend, legs spread wide, torso folded completely forward until her chest nearly touched the mat. The position pushed her ass high in the air, the material of her leggings pulled taut across her curves, and the seam ran straight through the crack, splitting her globes in two. When she looked back at me between her legs, her hair falling around her face, I had to sit down quickly to hide my reaction.

“You should stretch too,” she suggested, her voice innocent but her eyes knowing. “Don’t want to be sore tomorrow.”

I began going through some basic stretches, but my attention remained fixed on her.

I started with a seated forward bend, reaching for my toes while trying not to make it obvious that I was watching Vanessa’s every move.

“Breathe into the stretch,” she said, her voice slightly muffled from her inverted position. “It helps release tension.”

I nodded, pretending to focus on my own form while stealing glances at her. The way her body was mesmerizing. Years of modeling and fitness had clearly given her exceptional body awareness.

Then, without warning, Vanessa transitioned smoothly into a split, lowering herself to the mat. My eyes widened as I noticed the seam of her leggings pressing firmly against her pussy, creating a perfect camel toe that was impossible to ignore. The fabric strained against her most intimate area, revealing every contour.

“How’s your business going?” Vanessa asked casually, as if she wasn’t in the most provocative position imaginable. “Julia talks about it all the time. That girl is madly in love with you, you know.”

I struggled to form coherent thoughts, let alone words. “It’s… going really well,” I said, forcing my eyes up to meet hers. “Sales are increasing every month.”

“That’s wonderful,” Vanessa replied, holding her split with impressive stability. “Julia’s such a sweetheart. You two are good together.”

“She is,” I agreed, genuinely meaning it despite my current distraction. “She’s a wonderful girl.”

We continued talking about Julia for several minutes: her streaming gig, her cosplay projects, her friendship with Lily and how happy she’d been lately. All while Vanessa maintained her split, and I tried desperately not to look at her camel toe.

“She mentioned you’ve been helping with her stream,” Vanessa said, shifting slightly in her split, the movement causing the seam of her leggings to press even more firmly against her. “That’s very thoughtful of you.”

“I help her whenever I can.” I leaned forward, attempting to deepen my stretch, but lost my balance slightly. My hand slipped on the mat, and I had to quickly readjust to avoid toppling over.

Vanessa laughed. “You make this look harder than it is. But then again, I had years of training. Modeling background, you know?”

“I know,” I said, which was obvious. I could barely focus since she was so attractive.

“These stretches help with everything,” she said, holding her split position longer while glancing at me with a knowing smirk. “Flexibility is key in so many … situations.”

“Yeah,” I replied, my voice dropping lower as arousal coursed through me. “It’s working wonders. I can see that.”

My eyes remained fixed on her body, taking in every curve, every flex of muscle beneath smooth skin. I couldn’t have looked away if I tried.

Vanessa’s lips curved into a playful smile. “Careful staring. Might distract you from your own form.”

I chuckled, caught red-handed. “Too late for that.”

She finally released her split, transitioning into a kneeling position before standing up. I followed suit, rising to my feet while trying to adjust my shorts discreetly.

“You know,” I said, a thought occurring to me, “maybe you should teach Julia some of these stretches. Could help with her cosplay poses.”

Vanessa’s eyebrow arched suggestively. “I could do that,” she said, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. “It will probably help her with a new position or two.”

I felt heat rush to my face, both from embarrassment and arousal. I scratched my neck. “That wasn’t exactly what I meant.”

“Really?” She gave me a playful look.

“Maybe a little,” I said, and we both chuckled.

We finished our cool-down routine, both of us wiping sweat with our towels. Despite the intense workout and stretching, I felt energized rather than tired.

“This was fun,” Vanessa said, draping her towel around her neck. “You’re a good workout partner.”

“Thanks,” I replied, matching her smile. “You pushed me harder than I expected.”

We gathered our things and began walking toward the locker rooms. The hallway leading to them was quieter than the main gym floor, just a few mirrors lining the walls, a water fountain and significantly fewer people.

Vanessa slowed her pace as we approached the point where we’d have to separate. “I should head out now,” she said, turning to face me. “Shower and crash. It’s been great seeing you, Tyler.”

“You too,” I replied, genuinely meaning it despite the complicated feelings swirling inside me.

Before I could say anything else, Vanessa stepped forward and wrapped her arms around my neck in a goodbye hug. Her body pressed fully against mine, her sweaty sports top against my shirt, her breasts soft yet firm against my chest. The scent of vanilla mixed with clean sweat was stronger now, turning me on. Her warmth enveloped me completely.

The hug lingered for several seconds, neither of us pulling away immediately. My hands rested on her lower back, feeling the heat radiating from her body. I was acutely aware of every point of contact between us, and my cock began to stir again despite my best efforts.

When we finally began to pull apart, we did so slowly, our eyes locking as we separated. A mutual acknowledgment of the tension and the attraction that had been building all evening passed between us at that moment. We shared a smile, neither of us speaking but both understanding.

Vanessa took a small step back, seemingly ready to leave, when suddenly I remembered the whole reason I’d come here in the first place.

“Wait… Vanessa, hold on,” I called out, stopping her just as she was about to turn away.

She paused, turning back with a curious tilt of her head. “Yeah?”

I felt suddenly shy, almost awkward, despite how easily we’d gotten along. “I… forgot to ask earlier. My business is taking off. I need a model for product videos. Yoga mats, bands and women’s activewear line. You’d be perfect.”

As I spoke, I watched her expression shift from surprise to something that looked remarkably like relief. The tension in her shoulders visibly released, and her eyes softened. “Really?” she asked, a hopeful note in her voice. “I’d happily do it…”

“Great … you’ll get paid of course.”

She paused, biting her lip slightly before continuing with a playful, flirtatious tone. “But that’s not necessary. Just… leave me a tip if I’ve been a good girl?” Her eyes twinkled mischievously as she said it, and I couldn’t help but chuckle, both flustered and charmed by her boldness.

“I promise the tip… an actual tip, not the tip,” I chuckled, feeling heat rush to my face even as I tried to diffuse the tension with a light laugh. My heart hammered in my chest as I struggled to maintain my composure. Was she flirting with me, or was this just her natural personality?

Vanessa’s lips curved into a broad grin. “Deal.”

She reached into her gym bag and pulled out her phone, her fingers moving swiftly across the screen. “Here, my number. DM or text when you need me.” She held out her phone, and as I took it, her fingers brushed against mine.

I quickly saved my contact information, feeling a strange mixture of professional satisfaction and something far less innocent. My hands were slightly unsteady as I handed her phone back.

“Thank you, seriously,” I said, relief flooding through me. This was exactly what my business needed, and yet, the thought of spending more time with Vanessa stirred something complicated inside me.

“Anytime,” she replied with a wink. Then she turned toward the women’s locker room, her ponytail swinging with the movement.

I stood there frozen for a moment, watching her walk away. Her confident stride, the subtle sway of her hips and the way her ass flexed beneath those tight leggings with each step. It was hypnotic. The fluorescent lights of the hallway caught the sheen of sweat still glistening on her skin, highlighting every curve as she moved farther from me.

“Holy shit… that worked,” I told myself, barely able to believe my luck. “She’s in. And… damn, she’s something.”

I felt another pulse of excitement course through my body, part business victory and part pure animal attraction. I adjusted my shorts again, grateful for the relative emptiness of the hallway as I tried to regain control of my body’s response.

With a deep breath, I headed toward the men’s locker room, but changed my mind halfway there. I was too wired, too full of conflicting emotions to deal with the cramped, steamy space and potential small talk with other gym-goers. Better to shower at home.

I grabbed my gym bag from the day locker I’d stashed it in and headed for the exit, keys already in hand. The cool night air hit my face as I pushed through the doors, providing welcome relief from the heated turmoil inside me.

After I hopped into my car, I sat for a moment with the engine idling, my thoughts running wild. I’d secured Vanessa as a model, a huge win for my business. Her experience and camera presence would elevate my product videos enormously. And her body… Well, customers would definitely pay attention. But there was Julia to consider, and my own complicated feelings.

As I pulled out of the parking lot and onto the main road, I couldn’t help smiling. Lily would be waiting at home, probably still in those bunny ears and eager to pick up where we’d left off. The thought made my already semi-hard cock twitch with anticipation.

As I drove home, I kept fantasizing. My mind kept replaying moments from the gym, Vanessa’s perfect form during squats, the hypnotic bouncing of her breasts on the treadmill and the way her leggings hugged every curve of her body during that split. By the time I pulled into our driveway, I was painfully hard, my shorts doing little to conceal my arousal.

I took a deep breath before getting out of the car, trying to compose myself. “This is just business,” I muttered, adjusting myself one last time. But even as I said it, I knew it wasn’t entirely true. There was something about Vanessa that drew me in, something beyond her obvious physical appeal.

The house was warm and inviting as I stepped inside. I dropped my gym bag by the door and headed toward the kitchen.

Diana stood at the counter, still in her peach sundress from dinner.

“Hey,” I said.

She turned, a warm smile lighting up her face. “There you are! I was starting to worry you had an injury or something.”

“No, I’m still in one piece.”

“Thankfully,” she said. She offered to microwave some leftovers, and I settled down, hungry from the late evening workout.

She moved to the microwave as it beeped, pulling out the plate. “Here you go.”

Diana placed the steaming plate in front of me: steak, potatoes and vegetables arranged just as beautifully as they had been at dinner. She leaned against the counter, watching me with curious eyes as I began to eat.

“So,” she said after a moment, “what exactly was so important at the gym this late?”

“Just… needed to work out,” I said lamely, avoiding her gaze.

“Tyler,” Diana said, her tone softening. She reached across the counter to touch my hand. “You’ve never been a good liar.”

Heat crept up my neck and into my face. I sighed, setting down my fork. “Fine, I went to see Vanessa.”

“Thought so,” she said with a knowing grin.

I nodded, feeling like a teenager caught sneaking out. “I had to ask her about the opportunity … So business as usual.”

“Just business,” Diana said, a playful glint in her eye. “And that’s why you’re blushing like a schoolboy?”

I groaned, burying my face in my hands. “Mom…”

She laughed, the sound warm and genuine. “Gotcha!” She came around the counter and rubbed my shoulders gently. “Relax, honey. I’m just teasing.”

Her hands worked the tension from my muscles, and I leaned into her touch, grateful for her understanding.

“She said yes, by the way,” I said, picking up my fork again. “To the modeling job.”

“That’s wonderful,” Diana replied, returning to her spot across from me. “She’ll be perfect for your products.” She paused, then added with a sly smile, “But don’t forget that Lily is waiting for you upstairs. She’s been pacing in her room for the last hour.”

I knew what Lily was waiting for. My cock, which had softened slightly during dinner, immediately hardened again.

After I’d eaten, I stood, dropping a quick kiss on Diana’s cheek before heading upstairs. I needed a shower first. I was still sweaty from the gym.

I hopped into the shower, and the hot water felt amazing on my tense muscles, steam filling the bathroom as I quickly washed away the sweat and stress of the day. Images of Vanessa’s body during those stretches kept flashing through my mind, mixing with thoughts of what awaited me in Lily’s room. My hand drifted down to my cock, stroking it briefly before I forced myself to stop.

“Save it,” I muttered to myself, turning off the water.

I dried quickly, wrapping the towel around my waist before exiting the bathroom. Lily stood right next to the door, those white bunny ears perched perfectly on her head, her eyes bright with mischief and lust. She wore a thin tank top that did nothing to hide her breasts and tiny shorts that hugged her hips.

“Finally,” she whispered, taking my hand. “I’ve been waiting forever.”

Without another word, she led me down the hall to her bedroom, her fingers intertwined with mine. The sway of her hips as she walked ahead of me was hypnotic, and I found myself growing harder with each sway.

Lily’s room was dimly lit, fairy lights strung around her headboard, casting a warm, intimate glow over her bed. She turned to face me as we entered, her hands moving to my chest, pushing me gently backward until my legs hit the edge of her mattress.

“Sit,” she said, her voice soft but firm.

I obeyed, sinking onto her bed, my towel still wrapped around my waist. Lily stood between my legs, looking down at me with hunger in her eyes. In one swift movement, she pulled her tank top over her head, revealing her breasts. They were two perfect mounds topped with a sweet, pert berry at each peak, and her pink nipples blended well with the creamy white color of her breasts. They looked so pretty.

My cock throbbed painfully as she slowly pushed her shorts down her legs, revealing that she wore nothing underneath. She stood naked before me, save for those ridiculous bunny ears that somehow made her even sexier. But I couldn’t help but laugh.

She gave me a look and crossed her arms right under her chest. “Hey, what’s so funny?”

“You looked super cute with those bunny ears.”

She beamed. “They’ll give me stamina and help me suck your joystick faster.”

Dropping to her knees, she slid her hands up my thighs until they reached the edge of my towel. She unwrapped it like a present, her eyes widening with appreciation as my cock sprang free, fully hard and aching for her.

“Hmm, looks delicious,” she teased, her breath warm against my sensitive skin.

I groaned as her fingers wrapped around my shaft, stroking me with just the right pressure. “How could I not be?” I managed to say. “Look at you.”

Lily beamed at the compliment, clearly pleased. Then, without warning, she plunged my cock into her mouth and rapidly bobbed her head. She wasn’t joking. “Geeze … you weren’t kidding.”

She giggled with her mouth full, but what came out was a gargled sound and plenty of spit. Eventually, she came off. Once she rose to her feet, I saw how dripping wet she was.

She pushed me fully onto the bed, climbing onto me before I had a chance to open my eyes. Her thighs straddled my hips, her wet pussy hovering just above my cock.

I gripped her hips, ready to guide her down slowly, but Lily was too horny for that. She impaled herself on my cock in one swift movement, taking me to the hilt.

“Fuck!” I moaned, the sensation of her pussy always made me moan.

Lily threw her head back, her bunny ears wobbling precariously as she began to ride me hard. Her pace was relentless, her hips rising and falling, dragging her sugary walls all over my cock. Her breasts bounced, and I reached up to cup them, pinching her nipples gently between my fingers.

“Oh fuck, hmm, so good,” she said, grinding down against me.

I was lost in the sensation of her, the sight of her above me, taking her pleasure so confidently. Her inner walls clenched around me with each downward thrust, drawing me deeper into her. The sounds of our bodies meeting filled the room.

We kept talking dirtily to each other, our hands roaming freely. Although mine were mostly stuck on her tits.

I could feel my own orgasm building rapidly for every lift and crash. I just loved it when it was only the tip left and then she plunged it back into her stretched pussy.

I felt her pussy clamp down around me as she came, her entire body shuddering with the force of her orgasm. She threw her head back, and those ridiculous bunny ears still somehow clung to her head. Grabbing her hips, I thrust up one final time, burying myself to the hilt inside her as I exploded, wave after wave of pleasure washing through me as I filled her with my cum. And throughout the orgasm, I pulled her hips toward me fiercely, refusing to let go of her.

Lily collapsed onto my chest, both of us breathing hard, our bodies slick with sweat. I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close as the aftershocks of our orgasms rippled through us. For several minutes, we stayed just like that, connected and content, her cheek resting against my chest while I traced patterns on her back.

Eventually, Lily shifted, lifting her hips just enough to let me slip out of her cum-drenched hole before settling back down against my side. She nestled her head in the crook of my neck, one leg draped over mine, her hand resting on my chest.

“Hmmm,” she murmured, her voice dreamy and satisfied.

I pressed a kiss to her forehead.

“Worth the wait,” she said.

I chuckled, my fingers playing with her hair, carefully avoiding disturbing the bunny ears. “Sorry I was late. The gym took longer than expected.”

Lily propped herself up on one elbow, looking down at me with curious eyes. “What were you really doing there? You never go to that gym.”

I hesitated, unsure how much to share. “I went to see Vanessa,” I admitted finally.

Her eyebrows shot up. “Her mom? Why? Isn’t our mom sexy enough?”

I chuckled. “Our mother is beautiful,” I told her. “I saw her because of business,” I explained. “I need someone to model for product videos. She’s perfect, former model, fitness enthusiast and camera experience. Plus, she needs the work.”

Lily nodded slowly, a mischievous smile spreading across her face. “She’s super hot, like, intimidatingly hot. Are you following her on Instagram?”

“Of course,” I said, feeling heat rise to my face.

Lily giggled, tracing circles on my chest with her fingertip. “You’re blushing! Oh my god, you’re totally into her.”

“It’s not like that,” I protested weakly. “It’s just business.”

“Uh-huh,” Lily said, clearly unconvinced. “And I wear these bunny ears because they keep my head warm.”

I couldn’t help but laugh, pulling her closer. “Fine, she’s attractive, very attractive. But nothing happened, and nothing will happen. I don’t want to complicate things with Julia.”

She leaned down to kiss me gently. “I know, but I get it. If I were into older women, she’d totally be my type too.”

I relaxed, grateful once again for Lily’s understanding nature. She snuggled against me, her body warm and soft.

We lay there in comfortable silence for a while, her head on my chest.

“Today was good,” Lily murmured. “And tomorrow will be better.”

“Julia coming over?” I asked, though I already knew the answer.

Lily nodded against my chest. “Uh-huh.” She yawned, stretching slightly before settling back against me. “You’re gonna love us together.”

“I’m sure I will,” I said softly, imagining sweet Julia and Lily nude together.

Lily’s breathing was starting to deepen, her body relaxing further into mine. I knew she was drifting off, but there was one more thing I needed to tell her.

I pressed a kiss to the top of her head. “Go to sleep, bunny girl.”

“Kay…” she whispered, snuggling closer.

I carefully reached over to switch off the fairy lights without disturbing her too much. The room fell into darkness, with just the faint glow of moonlight filtering through her curtains. Lily shifted in my arms, turning away from me, and I instinctively moved with her, curving my body around hers from behind.

It felt perfect, her back pressed against my chest, her ass nestled against my groin, her breathing deep and rhythmic. I draped my arm over her waist, pulling her closer, and she made a small, contented sound in her sleep. I smiled against her hair, not bothering to fix them.

My mind drifted as I held her, thoughts of tomorrow and Vanessa floating through my consciousness.


Chapter 2

Iwoke slowly to the warmth of morning sunlight that highlighted the tangled sheets around us and carried the faint, intimate scent of last night’s passion. Lily was nestled against me, her back pressed to my chest, my arm draped possessively around her waist. Those ridiculous bunny ears she loved so much were still somehow clinging to her head, though now tilted awkwardly over her messy hair.

A smile tugged at my lips as I gazed down at her sleeping form. I carefully reached up, adjusting the bunny ears until they sat properly on her head, my fingers lingering to brush a strand of hair behind her ear. The touch was enough to stir her from sleep.

Lily shifted in my arms, turning slowly to face me. Her eyes fluttered open, sleepy yet content, a lazy smile spreading across her face as she registered my presence.

“Morning,” she whispered, her voice still husky from sleep.

Before I could respond, she reached down and pulled the sheet away from her chest, exposing her bare breasts to the cool morning air. Her nipples hardened instantly, and her smile turned mischievous.

“Morning view?” she offered, watching my reaction.

My eyes rested on the sight of her. I couldn’t help but trace my hand along her side, feeling the warmth of her skin beneath my palm.

“Best view in the house,” I replied, my mind flashing back to the night before.

“How’d you sleep?” Lily asked, stretching slightly, making no effort to cover herself.

“Fantastic, best in weeks. You?”

“Like a princess…” she said, snuggling closer. “But I wish I’d woken up next to you sooner.”

I leaned in, capturing her lips in a kiss. We started off soft and tender but quickly deepened as Lily pressed herself against me, mashing her tits against my chest. Her tongue slipped into my mouth, dancing with mine as her hands began to wander. I cupped her breast, thumb circling her nipple as she moaned into my mouth.

After several heated moments, Lily pulled back slightly, her cheeks flushed. “Julia wants to come over later,” she said, her fingers tracing patterns on my chest. “Streaming collab, maybe some cosplay too.”

Hmm, I’d planned to text Vanessa this morning to see if she was free for filming today. Spending time with those two was tempting, but I gravitated toward Vanessa more.

“I’ll be busy filming later,” I said carefully. “But I’ll come back after.”

Lily’s expression shifted into a playful pout, her lower lip jutting out in that way she knew I found irresistible. “Promise? I want another threesome with Julia. She’s been craving you.”

I leaned in, kissing Lily deeply, my hand sliding down to grip her hip. “Of course,” I promised when we finally broke apart. “Wouldn’t miss it.”

Lily beamed, her whole face lighting up with anticipation. “Good. Now get up, pancakes incoming…” Her smile turned seductive. “After a steamy shower.”

We tumbled into the bathroom together, laughing as we adjusted the water temperature. Lily stepped under the spray first, tilting her head back to wet her hair, the water cascading over her curves in rivulets that I couldn’t help but follow with my eyes. I joined her, reaching for the soap as she turned to face me.

“Let me,” she said, taking the soap from my hands.

She worked up a lather between her palms before pressing them against my chest, sliding them across my skin in slow circles. Her touch was sensual and eager, cleaning me while teasing me with light scratches of her nails and occasional brushes against sensitive spots.

I returned the favor, washing her back, her shoulders and working my way down to the curve of her ass. We were efficient yet playful, helping each other rinse off before stepping out onto the bath mat.

Lily grabbed a towel and began drying me off, starting at my shoulders and working her way down. I did the same for her, wrapping her in a fluffy towel and rubbing her dry.

Once dressed, or in Lily’s case, barely dressed, we headed downstairs. Diana had already left for the flower shop, leaving the house.

Lily headed straight for the kitchen, pulling ingredients from the cupboards for pancakes. She wore only an oversized Nintendo T-shirt that hit mid-thigh, the thin material doing little to hide the fact that she wore nothing underneath. Her nipples pressed against the fabric, and when she reached up to grab the flour from a high shelf, the hem rose just enough to offer a glimpse of her pale ass.

I leaned against the doorframe, watching as she mixed batter and heated a pan.

“You know the neighbor might be watching through the window,” I joked, nodding toward the partially open curtains that faced the house next door.

Lily glanced toward the window, a shy blush spreading across her cheeks as she tugged her shirt down. “Oops… I don’t like pervs.”

“Says the girl making pancakes in nothing but a T-shirt,” I laughed, crossing the kitchen to pull her close. “You’re trouble,” I added, kissing the top of her head.

She giggled, turning to face the stove as the pan sizzled. “Just keeping things interesting for you.”

I laughed, moving to the refrigerator to grab orange juice while Lily finished the pancakes. Soon, a towering stack sat in the middle of the table, golden-brown and steaming. Lily had arranged them perfectly, adding a pat of butter on top that melted down the sides like a waterfall. She drizzled syrup over the stack, the amber liquid pooling at the edges of the plate.

“Masterpiece,” I said appreciatively as we settled at the table.

Lily beamed, cutting into her portion. “So how’s the business really going? You seemed stressed yesterday with the late gym and all that.”

I chewed thoughtfully before answering. “It’s growing faster than I expected. Sales are up across all product categories, but that means more inventory, more customer service and more everything.”

“Isn’t that a good thing?” Lily asked, licking syrup from her fork in a way that momentarily distracted me.

“Yes and no. I need help, honestly. Can’t keep doing it all by myself.” I took another bite, savoring the sweetness. “That’s partly why I need Vanessa for the videos.”

Lily nodded. “She’ll be perfect.” She paused, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. “And Julia will be thrilled you’re working with her mom. She practically worships you both.”

“Yeah?” I felt a twinge of guilt thinking about Julia.

“Oh my god, yes. She texts you all the time now… it’s cute. Her phone’s constantly lighting up with your name.”

I smiled despite myself. “Yeah, she’s sweet.”

The weight of responsibility settled heavily on my shoulders as I thought about everything and everyone depending on me: the business, Diana’s struggling flower shop, Lily’s streaming career and now Julia’s heart. I needed everything to succeed, needed to keep our unconventional household stable and everyone happy. The pressure was immense, but I kept those thoughts to myself, focusing instead on the pancakes and Lily’s chatter.

“My streaming numbers are going better,” she said. “That bunny cosplay last week? They loved it! And the donations…” She wiggled her eyebrows suggestively.

“That’s amazing,” I said genuinely. “Your hard work is paying off.”

Lily nodded enthusiastically. “Julia’s helping too, even if she gets super distracted whenever you text her back. She literally stops mid-sentence sometimes, all dreamy-eyed and blushing.”

I laughed, though the guilt intensified. “Poor girl.”

“Poor girl nothing,” Lily countered with a grin. “She’s got you wrapped around her finger and she knows it.”

We finished our breakfast, the conversation flowing easily between bites. Lily dominated most of the talking, her energy seemingly boundless even first thing in the morning. When we were done, Lily gathered our empty plates, and I stood to help her clear the table.

“I’ve got it,” she insisted, but I followed her to the sink anyway, wrapping my arms around her waist from behind as she rinsed the dishes.

“Thanks for breakfast,” I murmured, pressing a kiss to her neck.

She turned in my arms, setting the plate down and sliding her wet hands around my neck. “You’re welcome,” she whispered, pressing her body against mine.

Her T-shirt rode up as she stretched to kiss me, and my hands found the bare skin of her lower back. Her lips met mine in a deep, passionate kiss that tasted like maple syrup and lust. Our tongues danced together as she moaned into my mouth, her body melting against mine.

When we finally broke apart, both breathless, Lily’s eyes were dark with want. “Hurry back for that threesome,” she said, her voice low and sultry.

“Promise,” I replied, landing a light slap on her ass as she turned to head upstairs.

I watched her go, appreciating the way her shirt barely covered her ass, before retreating to my bedroom. With my heart racing, I grabbed my phone from the nightstand, a mixture of nervous excitement churning in my stomach as I scrolled to Vanessa’s number.

My thumb hovered over the call button for a moment before I finally pressed it, bringing the phone to my ear. Each ring increased my nervousness until finally, her warm voice answered.

“Hello?”

“Hey… it’s Tyler. About the modeling gig, any chance you’re free today?”

There was a brief pause, and I could almost hear her smile through the phone. “Of course! I’d love to. When and where?”

Relief flooded through me. “Meet me at Folsom Lake? Around noon? We can shoot some outdoor activewear clips.”

“Perfect, see you there,” Vanessa replied, her tone warm and slightly flirty.

I hung up, falling back onto my bed with a deep sigh. “This is happening,” I whispered to the ceiling, equal parts excited and terrified.

Wasting no time, I gathered my equipment, checked batteries and packed clothing samples. Before I knew it, I was driving toward the lake, my camera gear and product samples secured in the trunk.

The Sacramento sun beat down from a cloudless sky as I pulled into the parking lot near the beach access point. The lake sparkled in the distance, gentle waves lapping at the sandy shore. A light breeze rustled through the trees, providing perfect conditions for an outdoor shoot.

I grabbed my camera bag, tripod, and a duffel containing the clothing samples and fitness equipment, then made my way down the path toward the beach. As I emerged from the tree line, I immediately spotted Vanessa waiting near a wooden picnic table.

My eyes widened. She stood facing the water, her back to me, wearing simple black leggings that hugged every curve and a fitted tank top that revealed toned arms and shoulders. Her chestnut hair was pulled back in a high ponytail that swayed gently in the breeze. Even from behind, in such casual attire, she looked absolutely stunning.

“She beat me here,” I told myself, my heart rate accelerating. “God, she looks stunning even in casual gear.”

Vanessa turned at the sound of my approach, pushing her sunglasses up to rest atop her head. Her face broke into a smile that made my stomach flip.

“Hey! You made it. Thanks for coming,” I said, setting down my equipment to give her a quick, friendly hug.

Vanessa beamed, returning the embrace with surprising warmth. “Wouldn’t miss it. Excited to help.”

The hug lingered a moment longer than strictly necessary, and when we pulled apart, I found myself immediately missing her warmth.

“Traffic okay?” she asked, helping me arrange my equipment on the picnic table.

“Not bad at all,” I replied, unpacking my camera. “You look ready to kill it in these shots.”

Vanessa’s smile widened. “You’re sweet. Julia says you’re always this nice.”

“Only to people who deserve it,” I responded, our eyes meeting for a beat longer than casual acquaintances might allow.

I cleared my throat, turning to the duffel bag. “I brought some samples for you to try,” I said, pulling out the clothing items. “These are from the new line.”

Vanessa’s eyes widened as I handed her a pair of tight pink leggings, high-waisted and stretchy, and a matching V-neck top with breathable fabric that would show off her curves perfectly.

“These are cute… sexy too,” she said, holding the top against her chest and doing a playful spin. “What do you think?”

“Perfect,” I said.

Vanessa glanced around the beach, noting the relative privacy with only a few distant joggers and dog-walkers. “Mind holding this towel while I change?” she asked, pulling a large beach towel from her bag. “Don’t want to give the whole beach a show.”

“Sure, got you.” I grabbed the beach towel from her, holding it up between us like a makeshift screen. I stretched my arms wide, creating a barrier between Vanessa and any potential onlookers. “No peeking, I promise.”

Vanessa smiled gratefully and stepped behind the towel. I focused on keeping my eyes forward, staring at the horizon where the lake met the sky, determined to be professional.

My resolution lasted approximately three seconds. The rustle of fabric caught my attention as Vanessa pulled her tank top over her head. Through a small gap where the towel didn’t quite reach my wrist, I caught a side glimpse of her bare torso. I saw the curve of her D-cup breasts, full, natural and like two symmetric bells. When she turned slightly to set down her top, her nipples and areolas came into view briefly. They were peachy and looked incredibly sweet.

My heart hammered in my chest, blood rushing south as I tried to maintain my composure. The soft sound of her breathing mixed with the gentle lapping of waves against the shore.

“Almost done,” Vanessa said from behind the towel.

As she bent to step into the pink leggings, another gap appeared near the bottom of the towel. I caught sight of the curve of her ass as she pulled the fabric up her legs. It was bubbly and looked incredibly fresh despite her age. The leggings hugged her thighs as she worked them up over her hips with little shimmies that made my mouth go dry.

She’s stunning, I thought to myself while feeling my cock stirring in my shorts. I swallowed hard, trying desperately to focus on being professional. Eyes forward, Tyler. This is business … just business.

“All done,” Vanessa said cheerfully.

She stepped out from behind the towel, and I lowered my makeshift screen, my eyes immediately taking in the full effect of her new outfit. The pink leggings hugged every curve of her legs and ass perfectly, while the V-neck top revealed an enticing amount of cleavage.

Vanessa did a little twirl, arms out at her sides. “How do I look?”

I couldn’t help the way my gaze traveled over her body, pausing perhaps a moment too long on the way the fabric stretched across her chest.

“Perfect,” I said, my voice coming out lower than intended. “Like it was made for you.”

Vanessa’s smile widened at the compliment, her eyes sparkling with something that looked like genuine pleasure. “Thank you. Now, what exactly are we shooting today?”

I shook myself from my daze, returning to professional mode, or at least attempting to. “Right, let me set everything up.”

I busied myself arranging the tripod and camera on a flat section of sand, then laid out a yoga mat nearby. I unpacked the resistance bands, arranging them by color and resistance level on the picnic table.

“We’ll start with a cardio warm-up,” I explained, adjusting the camera settings. “Then move into band pulls for arms and back, some squats on the mat, and finish with hip thrusts for glutes. The videos need to demonstrate proper form while showcasing how versatile the equipment is.”

Vanessa nodded, listening attentively. “Sounds perfect. I’ve done plenty of fitness videos before, so I know the drill. Show the moves clearly, exaggerate slightly for camera and look happy even when it burns.”

I laughed. “Exactly, ready to start?”

“Born ready,” she replied with a wink.

Damn, I loved her confidence. I began filming as Vanessa moved through the warm-up exercises. She jogged in place, did jumping jacks and performed high knees with perfect form.

Next came the resistance bands. I handed her a purple medium-resistance band, and she demonstrated a series of pulls and stretches. The way her body flexed and extended was mesmerizing. Her arms showed toned definition without being overly muscular, and the movements caused her breasts to shift enticingly beneath her top.

“Like this?” Vanessa asked, arching her back slightly more than necessary as she looked over her shoulder at me.

I swallowed hard, adjusting the camera angle slightly. “Yeah… just like that. You’re a natural.”

She moved into deep squats next, the pink leggings stretching across her ass as she lowered herself toward the yoga mat. With each repetition, a light sheen of sweat began to form on her skin, making it glow in the sunlight.

“Good director…” she teased between breaths, “or just enjoying the view?”

I felt heat rush to my face, caught in my obvious admiration. “Both,” I admitted with a small laugh. “But mostly good directing.”

Vanessa grinned, clearly enjoying my discomfort. She transitioned to hip thrusts next, lying on her back on the yoga mat, knees bent and feet flat on the sand. As she pushed her hips upward, demonstrating the proper form, I zoomed in slightly with the camera, capturing the movement.

“Higher,” I said, moving closer to adjust the angle. “Really squeeze at the top.”

She nodded, pushing her hips higher on the next repetition. But as she reached the apex of the movement, something shifted in the sand beneath the mat. Vanessa lost her balance slightly, her eyes widening in surprise as she began to tip forward.

I lunged to catch her, dropping the camera to its side on the tripod. She fell against me, the momentum carrying us both down onto the sand. We landed with Vanessa on top of me, her chest pressed firmly against mine, our legs tangled together and our faces mere inches apart.

For a moment, we froze in that position, our bodies pressed together in the warm sand. I could feel every curve of her body against mine, her breasts soft and full against my chest and her hips cradled between my thighs. My hands instinctively moved to her waist to steady her, fingers gripping her hips through the pink leggings.

Our eyes locked, and I saw something flash in those blue-green depths, surprise, yes, but also warmth and intimacy. Her lips parted slightly, and I became acutely aware of how close our mouths were.

Then Vanessa burst into laughter, her whole body shaking against mine, the vibration sending shockwaves of sensation through me. I couldn’t help but join her, the absurdity of the situation breaking the tension.

“Oops… sorry,” she said, between fits of giggles, making no immediate move to get up. “You okay?”

“Never better,” I replied, my voice huskier than intended, my hands still firmly on her hips.

Our laughter gradually subsided, but our eyes remained locked. I became painfully aware that my hands were still gripping her hips, thumbs absently stroking small circles against the fabric.

Vanessa’s smile softened, her eyes darkening slightly as she glanced down at my hands. “Comfortable?” she teased, raising an eyebrow.

Heat rushed to my face as I realized what I was doing. “Sorry,” I mumbled, but I didn’t immediately move my hands.

“I didn’t say I minded,” she replied playfully, her voice dropping to a whisper that sent shivers down my spine.

For a heartbeat longer, we remained tangled together on the sand, neither of us making a move to separate. Then reality crashed back, we were in public, I was dating her daughter, and this was supposed to be a professional shoot.

“We should probably…” I started.

“Yeah,” she agreed, reluctantly pushing herself up.

I helped steady her as she rose, my hands resting on her waist perhaps a second longer than necessary. When she was on her feet, she offered her hand to help me up. I took it, feeling the warmth of her skin against mine as she pulled me to standing.

We stood facing each other, both slightly breathless, sand clinging to our clothes and skin. I reached out instinctively, brushing some sand from her shoulder, my fingers grazing her collarbone. Vanessa’s breath hitched slightly at the contact.

“Sand everywhere,” I said lamely, dropping my hand.

“Hazard of beach shoots,” she replied with a small smile, reaching up to brush some from my hair in return.

I cleared my throat, taking a step back to regain some semblance of professionalism. “Let’s, uh, check the footage so far.”

Vanessa nodded, following me to the camera. I rewound the digital footage, playing back what we’d captured. The images were stunning, Vanessa moved like a model, her form perfect in every exercise. The pink outfit popped beautifully against the beach background, the material clinging to her curves in ways that would definitely sell product.

“These look great,” I said, genuinely impressed despite my lingering embarrassment. “You’re gorgeous.”

“Thanks,” she replied, standing close enough that I could feel the warmth radiating from her body. “What’s next?”

I glanced at the time, surprised to see we’d been shooting for nearly two hours already. “One more set, sporty bikini shots. Jogging along the water for dynamic feel.”

Vanessa’s eyes lit up. “Perfect for this heat. I brought several options.”

She retrieved her bag from the picnic table and pulled out three bikinis, holding them up for my inspection. One was a classic black two-piece. Another was bright blue with white trim. The third was a red sporty number with a tight, revealing design, high-cut bottoms and a low triangle top that would show generous underboob and cleavage.

“The red one,” I said. “It’ll pop against the water and sand.”

Vanessa smiled knowingly. “Good choice.”

She grabbed the towel again, and I held it up as before, creating a makeshift changing screen. This time, I forced myself to look away, staring resolutely at the horizon. But the sounds of rustling fabric, the soft sigh as she adjusted the bikini top, and the knowledge of what was happening just behind that towel made my imagination run wild.

“Would you tie the back for me?” Vanessa asked suddenly. “I can’t quite reach.”

My heart skipped a beat. “Sure,” I said, lowering the towel slightly.

Vanessa had her back to me, the red bikini bottoms already in place, hugging the curve of her ass perfectly. She held the triangle cups of the top against her breasts from the front, the strings hanging loose down her back. Her skin was smooth and lightly tanned, a few freckles dotting her shoulders.

I took the strings and tied them securely at her mid-back. My knuckles brushed against her warm skin, and I felt goosebumps rise beneath my touch.

“All set,” I said, stepping back quickly.

Vanessa turned around, and my breath caught in my throat. The bikini was even more revealing than I’d anticipated. The triangle cups barely contained her breasts, showing ample cleavage and a tempting hint of underboob. The high-cut bottoms elongated her already impressive legs and emphasized the curve of her hips.

“Take off your shirt?” she suggested with a playful smile. “We can hop in the water after … cool down together.”

I hesitated only briefly before pulling my t-shirt over my head, tossing it onto the picnic table with our other belongings. The sun felt warm on my bare chest, and I noticed Vanessa’s eyes pausing on my abs and pecs.

“Work first… fun afterward,” I said, picking up my camera again.

Vanessa’s lips curved into an approving smile. “I love your mentality,” she replied with a playful wink that sent heat rushing through me.

I positioned myself near the water’s edge, adjusting the camera settings for the changing light. Vanessa jogged down to where the waves lapped at the shore, her ponytail swinging behind her.

“Ready when you are,” she called, stretching her arms overhead in a pose that thrust her chest forward.

“Action!” I called back, beginning to film.

Vanessa began jogging along the shoreline. The waves lapped at her ankles, occasionally splashing higher to kiss her calves. Her ponytail swung side to side, catching the sunlight with each bounce. But what truly captivated both me and the camera was the mesmerizing bounce of her breasts with each stride, barely contained by the thin red fabric.

I moved along with her, capturing various angles: her profile against the sparkling water, close-ups of her determined expression and full-body shots that showcased the sporty bikini in action. The material clung to her curves, darkening slightly where occasional splashes of water hit it.

“Perfect!” I called out encouragement. “Now turn and run toward me!”

Vanessa spun, then began jogging directly toward the camera. The frontal view was even more stunning, her breasts bouncing in tandem with each impact of her feet on the wet sand.

After about twenty minutes of various running shots, we moved to some static poses: Vanessa stretching on the sand, performing yoga poses that showcased flexibility and demonstrating resistance band exercises in the bikini.

Finally, I lowered the camera. “I think we’ve got everything we need,” I said, feeling both professionally satisfied and personally overwhelmed by the attraction I was fighting.

“Want to see?” I asked, gesturing to the camera.

Vanessa nodded eagerly, coming to stand beside me. We sat down on the large beach towel she’d brought, our shoulders touching as we huddled around the camera’s display screen.

I scrolled through the footage, stopping occasionally to show her particularly good photos. Her shoulder brushed mine as she leaned closer to see better, and her damp hair occasionally tickled my arm.

“These are gold,” I said truthfully, pausing on a stunning action shot of her running along the water’s edge. “You’re gorgeous.”

Vanessa turned to look at me, her face so close I could see the flecks of gold in her blue-green eyes. I could tell my compliment meant a lot to her. “We make a good team,” she replied.

Vanessa’s eyes held mine for a beat too long, her lips curved into a smile that made my heart race. The sun caught the droplets of water clinging to her skin, making her glow golden in the afternoon light.

“The water looks so inviting,” she said, nodding toward the lake. “We should cool off before packing up.”

I glanced at the gentle waves lapping at the shore. The idea of diving into the cool water after hours in the sun was tempting, especially with Vanessa looking at me expectantly in that red bikini.

“Why not?” I replied, setting the camera safely in its waterproof case. “We’ve earned a break.”

Vanessa was already on her feet, extending her hand to pull me up. She tugged me toward the water, her laughter carrying on the breeze as we jogged across the warm sand.

We waded in together, the cool water a shock against my sun-warmed skin. Vanessa moved beside me until we were waist-deep, where the waves rolled against us.

“God, this feels amazing,” she sighed, tilting her face toward the sky.

Without warning, she suddenly dipped below the surface and disappeared. I spun around, searching for her, when I felt hands on my ankles giving a sharp tug. Before I could react, I was underwater, sputtering in surprise.

I emerged to find Vanessa laughing, water streaming down her face, her wet hair slicked back and glistening.

“Oh, you’re going to pay for that,” I said playfully, lunging toward her.

Vanessa squealed and tried to splash away, but I caught her around the waist, lifting her completely out of the water. Her body was slick against mine, her red bikini clinging to every curve as water cascaded off her.

“Tyler!” she gasped through her laughter, her hands gripping my shoulders for balance.

I held her suspended above me, her weight perfectly balanced in my hands. Her breasts were right at my eye level, the wet fabric of her bikini top leaving little to the imagination. Water droplets rolled down her cleavage, and I felt my cock hardening.

Our laughter faded as our eyes met. Something shifted in the air between us. I lowered her slowly, her body sliding against mine until her feet touched the water again. But I didn’t release my hold on her waist, and she didn’t move her hands from my shoulders.

We stood like that, the water gently moving around us, our bodies pressed together. I could feel the weight of her breasts against my chest, her rapid heartbeat matching my own.

“You make me feel young again,” Vanessa admitted, her eyes bright with something that looked like wonder. “Like I’m nineteen on a shoot in the Mediterranean again, without a care in the world.”

Her words hit me hard. I pulled her closer instinctively, one hand moving to brush wet hair from her face.

“You’re a forgotten gem,” I told her honestly, my voice dropping to match her intimate tone.

She’s making me feel things I shouldn’t be feeling, I thought as her fingers traced small patterns on my shoulder. This is supposed to be business, just business. But the way her body felt against mine, warm and soft despite the cool water… this was more than business, much more.

We stayed in the water for what felt like both seconds and hours, splashing each other playfully, then falling into moments of charged silence. Each time her skin brushed against mine, her hand on my arm, her hip bumping mine as a wave pushed us together, desire pooled low in my stomach.

Eventually, the sun began its descent toward the horizon, casting long shadows across the beach. With reluctance, I nodded toward the shore.

“We should probably head back,” I said, though everything in me wanted to stay in this moment.

Vanessa nodded, and we waded out of the water together. We made our way back to our towels. I grabbed mine, about to dry myself off when Vanessa spoke.

“Let me,” she offered, taking the towel from my hands.

She moved behind me, gently pressing the towel against my shoulders and back, patting away the water carefully. Her touch rested at my lower back, fingers tracing the line of my spine through the fabric.

I closed my eyes briefly, enjoying the sensation. When she finished, she handed me the towel with a smile that sent heat coursing through me.

“Your turn,” I said, taking her towel.

Vanessa turned, presenting her back to me. I draped the towel across her shoulders, gently blotting the water from her skin. My hands worked slowly, perhaps more slowly than necessary, enjoying the feeling of her beneath my touch. I dried her shoulders, her neck and the line of her spine. My fingers brushed against the knot of her bikini top, and her smile widened.

When I finished with her back, she turned to face me. Without thinking, I continued drying her, the towel skimming over her collarbones and her arms. Our eyes remained locked as I worked, neither of us speaking, the only sound our breathing and the distant lapping of waves.

Finally, I lowered the towel, my hand coming to rest at her waist.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

I reluctantly stepped back, reaching for my shirt and pulling it over my head. Vanessa gathered her things, slipping a light cover-up over her bikini. We packed up the equipment in silence, stealing glances at each other that said more than words could.

When everything was loaded into our respective bags, I reached into my wallet and pulled out an envelope I’d prepared before leaving home. I’d been uncertain about the amount, wanting to be generous without seeming excessive, but seeing how professionally Vanessa had handled the shoot, how perfect she was for the products, I knew she’d earned every penny.

“For today,” I said, holding out the envelope. “You were amazing.”

Vanessa looked surprised, her eyes widening as she took the envelope. When she peeked inside and saw the cash: five crisp hundred-dollar bills, her expression softened into something that looked like relief.

“You didn’t have to pay that much,” she said quietly, her fingers running along the edge of the envelope. “But thank you.” The genuine gratitude in her eyes warmed my heart.

“You earned it, really,” I assured her. “The footage is perfect. You’re exactly what these products needed.”

Vanessa smiled, carefully tucking the envelope into her bag. Then, without warning, she stepped forward and pulled me into a hug. Her body pressed against mine, the damp fabric of her bikini soaking through my t-shirt. She held me tightly, her cheek resting against my chest, her arms wrapped securely around my waist.

I returned the embrace, my hands splaying across her back, feeling her warmth through the thin cover-up. We stayed like that longer than a casual goodbye warranted, neither of us seeming willing to be the first to let go.

Finally, Vanessa pulled back slightly, though she remained in the circle of my arms. “Julia’s at your place now,” she said, her eyes searching mine. “Don’t forget to keep her company.”

Guilt washed over me at the mention of Julia. I’d completely forgotten to check my messages during our shoot.

“I know,” I admitted. “Couple hundred texts. I’ll be good to her.”

Vanessa’s expression softened. “Good. She deserves it.” Then, before I could respond, she rose on her tiptoes and pressed a soft kiss to my cheek, her lips lingering against my skin.

She stepped back, picking up her bag and slinging it over her shoulder. “Thanks again, Tyler. For everything.”

“You’re welcome.”

Before she left, she turned around to face me a final time. “Did you actually mean it… when you called me gorgeous?”

I looked her in the eyes and nodded. “I did … You are gorgeous.”

A warm smile broke out on her face. “See you soon.”

I waved at and watched as she turned and walked toward the parking lot, her hips swaying gently with each step and her ponytail swinging in the late afternoon sun.

“This is trouble,” I murmured to myself as her figure grew smaller with distance. “But the good kind.”

With a deep sigh, I gathered my own equipment and headed toward my car. My mind was already racing ahead to the evening, Lily and Julia would be waiting at home, eager for my attention. But even as I thought about them, I couldn’t help checking that Vanessa’s number was still in my phone, my thumb hovering over her name for just a moment too long before I put the device away.

I pulled onto I-80, windows down, the wind whipping through my hair as I headed back from the beach. I could still taste the salt on my lips from our swim. My skin felt tight from drying in the sun, tiny grains of sand still clinging to my ankles despite my best efforts to brush them off.

The memory of Vanessa in that red bikini consumed me. Every curve, every smile and every accidental touch replayed in my mind on an endless loop. Those bouncing breasts barely contained in the pink workout top. The way her hips had thrust upward during our exercises. How the wet bikini had clung to her body when we emerged from the water. The intimacy of drying each other off, my hands moving over her warm skin through the towel.

“Fuck,” I muttered, adjusting myself as my cock hardened uncomfortably in my shorts. The pressure against the fabric was becoming unbearable.

I gripped the steering wheel tighter, trying to focus on the road ahead rather than the throbbing between my legs. It didn’t help that every bump in the highway sent a jolt through my already sensitive body.

My mind drifted to Lily and her tight, welcoming pussy. How she’d feel wrapped around me, moaning my name. Or Julia and her eager, willing mouth, those innocent eyes looking up at me as she took me deep.

“Fuck… need one of them right now,” I said, shifting in my seat again.

Traffic slowed ahead, forcing me to brake and giving me a moment to collect myself. I took a deep breath, running a hand through my wind-tousled hair.

“Get it together,” I told myself. “This was a business win today. The footage is perfect. The products will sell like crazy.”

But Vanessa had me completely fucked up. The way she’d looked at me, those lingering touches and that kiss on the cheek that felt like so much more. I couldn’t stop thinking about her body, her laugh and her scent.

I glanced at my phone in the cup holder, notifications from Julia lighting up the screen. She was waiting at our home, probably excited to see me, completely unaware that I was driving back with a half-hard cock because of her mother.

“I can’t let her see me this worked up over her mom,” I muttered, adjusting myself again. “That would be inappropriate.”

As traffic started moving again, I turned the radio up louder, hoping the music would drown out my thoughts. It didn’t work. Every song somehow reminded me of Vanessa’s body moving in that bikini.

* * *

By the time I pulled into our driveway, I’d managed to calm myself somewhat, though heat still simmered just beneath the surface. The house looked quiet from outside. Diana’s car was gone, still at the flower shop, probably.

I grabbed my equipment from the trunk, took another deep breath and headed inside. The sound of electronic music and game effects greeted me as I opened the door.

In the living room, Lily and Julia sat side by side on the couch, controllers in hand and fully focused on the TV screen where their characters were battling some kind of monster. Lily wore her bunny ears, slightly askew on her head and her glasses slipping down her nose as she leaned forward in concentration. Julia sat cross-legged beside her, tongue poking out slightly between her lips as she mashed buttons.

“Die, die, die!” Lily was chanting, while Julia laughed beside her.

I set my bags down by the door, the noise finally alerting them to my presence. Both girls whipped their heads around simultaneously, their faces lighting up when they saw me.

“Tyler!” Lily squealed, tossing her controller aside and jumping to her feet. She bounded across the room like an excited puppy, launching herself at me.

I caught her easily, her warm body pressing against mine as she wrapped her arms around my neck. She pressed her body close, her breasts mashing against my chest, and I felt my earlier arousal returning full force.

“Missed you,” she whispered in my ear before pulling back.

As Lily stepped aside, Julia approached more cautiously but with no less enthusiasm. Her eyes were bright, her smile shy but eager as she moved into my arms.

“Hey,” she said, rising on tiptoes to hug me properly, her arms wrapping around my neck.

I hugged her back, breathing in her clean, flowery scent. The contrast between Julia and her mother struck me suddenly: same eyes, similar smile, but where Vanessa was confident sensuality, Julia was sweet innocence.

As Julia pulled away, Lily moved closer again, her hip brushing against mine. Her eyes widened immediately, and a mischievous grin spread across her face as she felt my obvious erection pressing against her.

“Whoa,” she said, her voice dropping to a theatrical whisper as she quoted from the game they’d been playing. “Your privates are greatly damaged … needs some healing.” Her hand brushed lightly against my bulge, making me groan involuntarily.

Julia’s eyes dropped to where Lily’s hand had just been, her cheeks flushing pink, but her eyes darkening with interest.

“They sure do,” I admitted. I cleared my throat, trying to regain some composure. “Mom isn’t home, right?”

“Couple hours still,” Lily replied, her fingers playing with the hem of my shirt. “Shop’s busy today. Some wedding order came in last minute.”

“I need a shower,” I said, running a hand through my salt-stiffened hair. “Got sweat and sand everywhere.”

Lily and Julia exchanged a look, one of those feminine communications that seemed to convey an entire conversation in seconds. They turned back to me with identical smiles that made my cock throb painfully.

“We’ll help,” Lily declared, grabbing my hand.

“Shower blowjob,” Julia added with surprising boldness, her fingers intertwining with mine. “Best way to clean up.”

They giggled together, already pulling me toward the bathroom. I let them lead me down the hallway till we reached the bathroom. It was spacious, the large glass-door shower dominating one wall. Lily reached in and turned on the water, adjusting the temperature while Julia began unbuttoning her own shirt, her eyes never leaving mine.

Lily returned to my side, hands sliding under my t-shirt, pushing it upward. “Arms up,” she instructed playfully.

I complied, letting her pull my shirt over my head and toss it into the corner. Her fingers traced the lines of my chest appreciatively before moving to my shorts.

Julia, now down to her bra and panties, approached from the other side. While Lily worked on the button of my shorts, Julia knelt in front of me, tugging them down my legs once Lily had them unfastened.

My cock sprang free, fully hard now, jutting proudly before them. Both girls made appreciative sounds, their eyes fixed on my erection.

“Ladies first,” I said, nodding toward their remaining clothes.

They didn’t need to be told twice.

Lily tore her shirt off, revealing her breasts. Her boobs were not too big, so it would take ages to explore them, but not too small so there was nothing to hold onto. They were two perfect mounds topped with a sweet, pert berry at each peak, and her pink nipples blended well with the creamy white color of her breasts. Then it was her shaved pussy, looking crisp, symmetric and slightly puffy.

Then I looked at Julia. Sitting high and firm on her chest, her perky breasts were topped with rosy nipples. She was slightly curvy, not as toned as her mother, and there was a neatly trimmed patch of hair between her thighs.

Within moments, we were all naked, steam filling the bathroom from the running shower. Lily pulled open the glass door, leading us inside. The warm water cascaded over our bodies as we adjusted positions in the spacious stall.

Julia and Lily knelt before me on the tiled floor, water running over their hair and down their bodies, making their skin glisten. Lily’s glasses were already fogging up, so she removed them, setting them safely outside the shower.

Lily leaned forward to suck me into her mouth. I groaned as her lips wrapped around my cock, her tongue swirling around the head before she took me deeper. Lily had always been skilled at this, knowing exactly how to give a good head.

Julia watched intently for a moment before joining in, her tongue licking along my shaft where Lily couldn’t reach, then moving lower to gently caress my balls.

Lily pulled back slightly, guiding my cock toward Julia’s waiting mouth. “Your turn to taste him.”

Julia sucked me eagerly, her innocent hazel eyes looking up at me as she wrapped her lips around my shaft. The sight of her, sweet Julia on her knees, water cascading down her face as she sucked me, was too much after the day I’d had. Images of Vanessa in that red bikini flashed through my mind, mixing with the reality of her daughter’s mouth on me.

I didn’t last long. Her mother has blueballed me for way too long. Julia moaned around my cock, continuing to suck as I exploded in her mouth. She swallowed some, but kept enough to show Lily when she finally pulled back, opening her mouth to display my seed on her tongue.

Lily moved in immediately, capturing Julia’s mouth in a cum kiss. I watched, still rock hard despite my orgasm, as they shared my cum between them, tongues dancing and moans escaping as they kissed deeply.

When they finally broke apart, Lily looked up at me with a mischievous grin, noticing my still-rigid cock. “Someone’s not done yet,” she teased, running her finger along my length.

“Not even close,” I said, pulling Lily to her feet and spinning her around to face the shower wall. She braced herself against the tiles, pushing her ass back toward me invitingly. I positioned myself behind her, sliding into her wet pussy with one firm thrust.

Lily cried out in pleasure as I began fucking her in long, deep strokes. Water splashed around us, the sound of our bodies meeting mixing with the shower’s steady rhythm.

I slammed into her and held it. “Come on, let’s finish in the bedroom.”

She bit her lower lip and eagerly nodded. We turned off the water, and barely towelled each other. We stumbled into my bedroom, leaving a trail of wet footprints down the hallway. I laid Julia on her back on my bed, spreading her legs wide before settling between them. As I pushed inside her, Lily positioned herself above Julia’s face, lowering her pussy to Julia’s mouth.

Julia was incredibly tight around me, her walls gripping my cock as I thrust into her. Lily moved forward slightly, bringing her face close to mine, and we kissed deeply over Julia’s body, our tongues tangling as I continued my pace.

As I thrust into Julia’s willing body, something strange happened. With my eyes closed, I began to see flashes of Vanessa. Her wet red bikini. Those full breasts bounced as she jogged along the shoreline. The way she’d looked at me as I dried her off.

In my mind, it wasn’t Julia beneath me anymore but Vanessa, her legs wrapped around my waist, and her experienced body taking everything I could give her. The fantasy was so vivid that when I felt my climax building, I couldn’t stop myself.

“Fuck, I’m cumming again,” I groaned. I drove into her with several hard, final thrusts, emptying myself completely as the fantasy overtook me. “Vanessa,” I whispered, the name escaping my lips before I could stop it.

Thankfully, between Lily’s moans and Julia’s own cries of pleasure, neither of them seemed to hear my slip. I collapsed beside them, heart pounding, as they curled up against me.

We lay tangled together in the aftermath, naked and sweaty, the sheets damp beneath us. Julia clung to me particularly closely, her head resting on my chest, one leg draped possessively over mine. Her fingers traced patterns through the light hair on my chest as our breathing gradually returned to normal.

We talked about the sex and how good it felt, and I asked what they’d done. Eventually we circled back to me and what I’d been up to, not counting fucking these two.

“Who’d you photograph today?” Julia asked.

The question hit me like a bucket of ice water. I tensed slightly, knowing this moment had to come but dreading it all the same. She’ll find out eventually when the photos go public, I reminded myself. Better to be honest now.

“It was… your mom,” I admitted, my voice carefully neutral. “I needed a model for the women’s line.”

Julia’s head shot up, her eyes suddenly wide with excitement. “Mom?! How did it go? Was she amazing?” The pride in her voice was clear as day, her earlier languor forgotten as she propped herself up on one elbow to look at me properly.

“She was great,” I said truthfully. “Very professional, flexible with the different shots we needed. The photos turned out perfect.”

Julia’s brow furrowed slightly, a small frown replacing her smile. “Wait… she told me she had a gig today, but she never mentioned it was with you. That’s strange.”

I swallowed, trying to keep my expression neutral. “It was pretty last-minute,” I explained.

“No, I meant, she said she had a modeling job, but she didn’t say it was with you specifically,” Julia clarified, her voice carrying a hint of confusion.

I reached for my phone on the nightstand, seeing an opportunity to redirect the conversation. “Want to see some of the photos? They’re really good.”

Julia nodded eagerly, settling back against my chest as I pulled up the photos. I scrolled through them carefully, showing her the workout gear series first: Vanessa in the pink leggings and V-neck top, demonstrating the resistance bands and yoga poses.

Julia’s eyes widened as she took in the images. “Wow,” she said, clearly impressed. “She looks so sexy… I’m happy she got this opportunity. Mom really needs this.”

I continued scrolling, showing her some of the action shots of Vanessa jogging along the shoreline in the red bikini. Each image brought back vivid memories of the afternoon: the feel of her skin when I’d helped dry her off and the way she’d looked at me in the water.

“She killed it,” Lily chimed in, peering over my shoulder at the photos. “Your mom’s a natural in front of the camera.”

Julia smiled proudly. “Thanks for helping her,” she said, squeezing my arm gently. “She’s been really stressed about work lately. This will mean a lot to her.”

I nodded, guilt and desire warring within me as I looked at the photos of Vanessa while her daughter lay naked against me. “Happy to help,” I said, locking my phone and setting it aside.

Eventually, Lily and Julia decided to return to their game, pulling on t-shirts and underwear before heading to the living room. I could hear the sound effects and their laughter as they settled back on the couch, controllers in hand and Lily’s bunny ears presumably back in place.

I retreated to my bedroom-slash-office, opening my laptop to begin editing the day’s photos. The raw footage was even better than I’d remembered. I started cropping and adjusting the lighting, but found it increasingly difficult to focus on the technical aspects.

My eyes kept returning to specific details: the curve of Vanessa’s hip in the pink leggings, the way water droplets clung to her skin in the bikini shots and her smile when she looked directly at the camera … at me. I found myself staring at a close-up of her face, remembering her words, “You make me feel young again.” And when she asked me if I truly meant it when I’d called her gorgeous.

My cock hardened again as I scrolled through the beach photos. “Fuck,” I muttered to myself, adjusting my position. “Am I developing actual feelings here? Or am I just horny as hell? She’s Julia’s mom, for Christ’s sake.”

I couldn’t tell, but something told me to be careful.


Chapter 3

The next few days passed quickly and successfully. While Lily spent the afternoon at Julia’s place, I sat alone in my home office, watching the analytics climb higher with each refresh. The sunlight streamed through the window, casting a golden glow across my keyboard as I clicked through the dashboard.

“Holy shit,” I whispered, eyes widening at the numbers before me.

The resistance band tutorial featuring Vanessa had skyrocketed by 340%. The yoga mat series wasn’t far behind at 280%. Comments flooded the videos, “Who is that model??” “She makes me want to workout every day!” “Where have you been hiding her??” The engagement metrics were unlike anything I’d seen before.

I leaned back in my chair, running my hands through my hair as I stared at the revenue chart. A sharp upward spike marked the past week, my biggest ever. The business was thriving, all because of Vanessa.

“Vanessa is killing it,” I murmured, tapping my fingers against the desk. “The engagement is insane.”

My eyes drifted to a particularly stunning photo of her on the beach in those pink leggings, her smile radiant and genuine.

“I should offer her a proper job, stable pay and regular shoots,” I said to the empty room, testing how it felt to speak the idea aloud.

My cock twitched at the thought of working with her regularly, and I immediately felt a wave of guilt. Julia had been texting me constantly, sweet messages filled with hearts and innuendo. What kind of man got hard thinking about his girlfriend’s mother?

“But the closer I get to Vanessa, the riskier it becomes,” I reasoned with myself. “Julia is already all-in with me. What if real feelings develop with Vanessa? What if Julia finds out how much I’m attracted to her mother?”

I stared at Vanessa’s photo on screen, the one where she was stretching on the beach, the pink leggings hugging every curve. My cock twitched again, and I shifted uncomfortably in my chair.

“Focus,” I muttered, shaking my head firmly. “Business first.”

I began drafting an email outlining a potential job offer, trying to keep it professional and straightforward. Just as I was debating the appropriate salary figure, I heard the front door open.

“Hi honey, I’m home!” Diana’s cheerful voice called out.

I quickly minimized Vanessa’s photos before Diana came up to my room. She was still in her florist work dress, a fresh lily tucked behind her ear, bringing with her the scent of flowers.

“You’re home early,” I noted, swiveling my chair to face her.

She crossed the room, bending to place a soft kiss on my cheek. “The shop was slow this afternoon, so I closed up early.” She perched on the edge of my desk, her dress riding up slightly. “I had lunch with Vanessa today.”

My heart skipped a beat. “Oh?”

“She was quite excited about working with you,” Diana continued casually, though her eyes studied my reaction carefully. “Couldn’t stop talking about the beach photos, said you made her feel like a real model again.”

“Really?” I couldn’t help the way my voice lifted with interest.

Diana smiled knowingly, reaching out to brush a strand of hair from my forehead. “She looked happier than I’ve seen her in months. Whatever you did at that shoot, it clearly meant a lot to her.”

I swallowed, trying to maintain a neutral expression despite the warmth spreading through me at her words. “The photos turned out amazing. She’s a natural.”

“I think there’s more to it than just the photos,” Diana replied, her fingers trailing lightly down my arm.

I cleared my throat, turning back to my computer screen. “Actually… I’ve been thinking about offering her a stable job. Regular shoots, good pay, maybe even some social media management for the women’s line.”

Diana’s face lit up. “That would be lovely! She really needs something steady.” She leaned closer, her voice dropping slightly. “Things haven’t been easy for her financially.”

“I know.” I hesitated, voicing the concern that had been nagging at me. “I’m just worried it might complicate things… with Julia. We’re still new, and if I start spending a lot of time with her mom…”

Diana moved from the desk to sit beside me, her hand resting gently but firmly on my arm. “I don’t think so, sweetheart. Julia is very open about everything. She’s already told me how happy she is that you’re helping her mom. They talk about you all the time.”

“They do?” I asked, surprised.

“Of course. Julia loves you, and she wants her mother to be happy too.” Diana stroked my arm reassuringly. “Don’t overthink it. If it feels right for the business and for Vanessa, go for it. The girls will be fine.”

I nodded slowly, letting her words sink in. “You’re probably right.”

“I usually am,” she replied with a wink, standing up.

Diana stood, smoothing her dress. “You’re a good man, Tyler,” she said. “Don’t overthink this. If it’s good for business and makes everyone happy, there’s no downside.”

After she left, I stared at my phone for what felt like hours, Vanessa’s number on the screen. My thumb hovered over the call button as doubts swirled through my mind. The analytics didn’t lie. Vanessa was phenomenal for business. But was I calling her for purely professional reasons?

I took a deep breath and pressed call before I could change my mind. My heart pounded in my chest as the phone rang once, twice. On the third ring, she answered.

“Tyler! Hi…” Her voice was warm, surprised and instantly warmed my heart.

“Hey…” I said, trying to sound casual despite my hammering heart. “I’ve been looking at the numbers from the beach shoot. They’re incredible, way more views than usual. I wanted to ask if you’d be interested in a more stable position. Regular modeling gigs, good pay and maybe even helping with content planning.”

There was a brief pause, and I held my breath. Then Vanessa’s voice came through, filled with excitement. I could see her smile through the phone.

“Are you serious? Yes! I’d love that. I’m ready whenever you need me.”

Relief flooded through me. “Great. Do you have time to film today? I was thinking the forest area near the river, golden hour lighting would be perfect.”

“Absolutely. I can be ready in an hour. Send me the location,” she replied eagerly. Then, her voice softened slightly. “Maybe we could have a little picnic afterward? I could bring some fruits.”

The thought of sharing a sunset picnic with Vanessa after the shoot sent a thrill through me. “That would be lovely,” I replied, perhaps too quickly.

We finalized details, and I promised to text her the exact location. When we hung up, I exhaled slowly, a mixture of excitement and apprehension swirling in my chest. I was already feeling that familiar pull of attraction, stronger than before.

I packed my equipment quickly, selecting the new yoga line items I wanted to feature and also some resistance bands. Forest green seemed appropriate for the location, leggings and a matching crop top that would complement Vanessa’s coloring perfectly.

* * *

The drive to Eldorado National Forest took about forty minutes, the road winding through increasingly dense trees. My mind wandered to Vanessa the entire time: her smile, her grace in front of the camera and the way water had glistened on her skin during our beach shoot. I adjusted myself uncomfortably in the driver’s seat, willing my body to behave professionally.

When I pulled into the scenic trailhead parking lot, Vanessa’s car was already there. She leaned against the hood, hair pulled back in a ponytail, wearing simple leggings and a tank top. The golden afternoon light filtered through the trees, casting dappled shadows across her face as she smiled and waved.

I checked her out as I approached. She pushed off the car and met me halfway, greeting me with a light hug that lingered just long enough for me to catch her vanilla scent and feel the press of her body against mine.

“This spot is beautiful,” she said, looking around at the towering trees. “Romantic… good choice.”

I cleared my throat, feeling heat rise to my face. “For the shoot… and the company,” I replied, our eyes meeting with an unmistakable spark between us.

“I brought that picnic,” she said, lifting a small basket. “For our post-shoot reward.”

“It’ll be perfect.”

We hiked a short trail to the clearing I’d scouted earlier in the week, a perfect spot for the shoot with grass underfoot, tall trees and the gentle sound of the river nearby.

I unrolled yoga mats and laid out the resistance bands while Vanessa watched, occasionally asking questions about the products and the shots I had in mind. Finally, I handed her the forest-green outfit I’d selected.

“Cute,” she said, holding it up against herself. “Let’s see how they look.”

She glanced around, spotting a large tree several yards away. “I’ll change behind there. Keep watch for me?”

I nodded, turning my back to her direction but positioning myself where I could block anyone coming down the trail from seeing her. “I’ll guard,” I promised.

Despite my best intentions, as I adjusted equipment, my eyes caught movement in my peripheral vision. Vanessa had partially stepped out from behind the tree to adjust something, giving me an unintentional glimpse of the curve of her hip, smooth and bare in the golden light.

I quickly averted my gaze, heart pounding as I pretended to be deeply focused on camera settings. A few minutes later, she emerged fully, and I couldn’t help but stare.

The forest-green leggings hugged her legs and ass perfectly, the crop top revealing a tantalizing strip of midriff. She did a playful twirl, arms outstretched.

“How do I look?” she asked, though her confident smile suggested she already knew the answer.

“Stunning,” I replied honestly. “Ready to train?”

Vanessa smiled, then held out her hands. In them were her bra and panties, simple black cotton. “I don’t like wearing sports clothes plus underwear,” she explained casually. “Too many layers. I’ll just put these by my bag.”

My mouth went dry as she walked past me, the knowledge that she was completely bare beneath the thin fabric making her even more attractive. I watched as she bent to tuck the underwear into her bag, the leggings stretching across her ass, the seam disappearing in the crack.

“So,” she said, turning back to face me, completely unaware of my thoughts. “What’s the plan?”

I cleared my throat, forcing myself back into professional mode. “Outdoor leg training with bands,” I explained. “Squats, lunges, kicks, all to show resistance training in a natural setting.”

Vanessa nodded, taking the purple resistance band I offered. She positioned it just above her knees and moved to the center of the mat.

I started filming as she performed perfect squats, the band creating resistance as she spread her legs on the way down. The way her ass flexed with each movement was mesmerizing.

“Push through your heels… good,” I encouraged, moving around to capture different angles.

After several repetitions, Vanessa adjusted her stance for another set. As she descended into a squat, she suddenly wobbled, losing her balance slightly.

“Whoa,” she gasped, catching herself.

I quickly paused the camera and moved to her side. “You okay?”

“Yes, just slipped a little,” she said, looking slightly embarrassed. “I think my form was off.”

“Here, let me show you,” I offered, setting the camera down carefully. I moved behind her, hands hovering uncertainly for a moment before gently placing them on her hips. “When you squat, you want to squeeze your glutes at the top of the movement.”

My fingers gripped her hips gently, thumbs unconsciously brushing against her inner thighs as I guided her through the motion. Her body was warm beneath my hands, and I could feel her muscles flexing as she followed my direction.

“Like this?” she asked, thrusting upward in a way that pressed her back against my chest momentarily. We were so close I could feel her breath mixing with mine, the scent of her shampoo filling my senses.

“Perfect,” I said, my voice sounding strained even to my own ears.

I stayed behind her, my hands still on her hips, guiding her through another squat.

“Perfect… feel the burn?” I asked, my voice lower than intended. My fingers rested on her hips, thumbs tracing small circles against the thin material of her leggings.

Vanessa nodded, her breathing slightly labored. “Definitely feeling something,” she replied, pushing back against me as she rose from the squat.

The contact sent a jolt of electricity through my body. My cock twitched to life, hardening against the curve of her ass. I should have stepped away immediately, maintained that professional distance, but I couldn’t bring myself to break contact.

Vanessa didn’t move away either. Instead, she leaned back slightly, her body warm against mine. Through the thin fabric of her crop top, I could see her nipples hardening into tight buds.

“Let’s switch to lunges,” I suggested, reluctantly stepping back. “With the band still around your knees.”

Vanessa nodded, adjusting the resistance band and positioning herself for lunges. She stepped forward with her right leg, bending her knee.

“Like this?” she asked, looking over her shoulder at me.

I shook my head, moving to her side. “Your knee is tracking inward. Here…” I knelt beside her, placing one hand on her thigh and the other on her calf. “Keep it tracked over your toe, not inward.”

My fingers slid along her leg as I gently corrected her position, feeling the warmth of her skin through the leggings. The intimate graze of my hand against her inner thigh was completely unnecessary, but I couldn’t help myself.

“There,” I said, looking up at her from my kneeling position. Our eyes locked, and the air between us seemed to crackle with tension.

“Your hands are magic,” Vanessa said, a knowing smile playing on her lips.

I stood up slowly, my body brushing against hers as I rose. “Just good direction,” I replied.

We moved through several more exercises, the tension between us building with each correction, each touch. When we transitioned to floor exercises, I set up the camera on a tripod to capture her movements from a low angle.

“For these kicks, I want you to lie on your side with the band around your ankles,” I instructed, handing her a lighter resistance band.

Vanessa positioned herself on the mat, stretching out on her side. She placed the band around her ankles and looked up at me expectantly.

“Now, keeping your legs straight, lift your top leg as high as you can,” I directed, adjusting the camera angle.

She began the movement, her leg lifting against the resistance. As she kicked upward, her ass lifted slightly off the mat, her legs spreading in a way that made my imagination run wild.

“Beautiful form,” I said, filming from a low angle that captured the definition in her legs and the curve of her ass perfectly.

After several repetitions, I noticed she wasn’t extending fully. I set the camera down and moved closer, kneeling beside her.

“Let me help you get the full extension,” I said, placing one hand on her ankle and the other on her hip. “Extend fully at the top.”

I guided her leg higher, my touch resting on her inner thigh as she reached the peak of the movement. Our eyes met, and I saw something shift in her gaze … a hunger that matched my own.

Vanessa bit her lower lip, her chest rising and falling rapidly. “Feels good… your help,” she said, maintaining the extended position longer than necessary.

We finished the set, and when Vanessa sat up for a water break, her face was flushed, and not just from the exercise.

“This reminds me of my first big modeling shoot,” she said, taking a long sip from her water bottle. “I was nineteen, in Italy. Barely spoke the language, but the photographer was so patient with me… taught me how to own the camera. It felt empowering, like I could conquer anything.”

I sat down beside her on the mat, our shoulders touching. “Sounds amazing,” I replied, genuinely interested. “You still have that fire, you know. I can see it when you’re in front of the camera.”

Vanessa smiled, her eyes meeting mine. “Thank you for saying that. It means a lot.”

Without thinking, I reached out and squeezed her hand. She returned the pressure, her fingers intertwining with mine for a brief, romantic moment.

We completed the rest of the shoot with that same charged energy between us, each exercise becoming an excuse for another touch or another glance. By the time we finished the final set, the sun was beginning to set, casting everything in a warm, golden glow.

“That’s a wrap,” I said, stopping the recording. “Amazing job, Vanessa. These are going to be incredible.”

She stood up, stretching her arms overhead in a way that lifted her crop top slightly, revealing more of her toned midriff. “Thanks to your guidance,” she replied with a playful wink. “Those touches helped.”

The directness of her statement made my heart race. There was no pretending anymore. We both knew what was happening between us.

“Ready for that picnic?” Vanessa asked, already reaching for the basket she’d brought.

I nodded, helping her spread a blanket on the grass near the river’s edge. The setting sun painted the sky in brilliant oranges and pinks, reflecting off the water in a display that seemed almost too perfect to be real.

Vanessa arranged the food between us: fresh strawberries, cheese, crackers and a bottle of sparkling water. She sat cross-legged on the blanket, her knee occasionally brushing against mine as she unpacked everything.

I picked up one of the strawberries, holding it out to her. “Open up,” I said.

Vanessa’s eyes locked with mine as she leaned forward, her lips parting to accept the fruit. Her teeth grazed my fingertips as she took a bite, and then, deliberately, her tongue darted out to lick the juice from my fingers.

“Sweet,” she murmured, her eyes never leaving mine. “Like you.”

The boldness of her flirtation made my heart hammer in my chest. There was no misinterpreting her intentions now.

“This feels like a date,” Vanessa said, her voice soft and teasing.

I met her gaze steadily. “Would that be bad?”

“Not at all,” she replied without hesitation, her smile warming me more than the evening sun.

We ate slowly, conversation flowing easily between us. Vanessa shared more stories from her modeling days: the challenges of breaking into the industry, the thrill of her first magazine cover and the countries she’d visited for shoots.

“I felt young and invincible back then,” she said, a hint of wistfulness in her voice. “Now it’s different, but you… you make it fun again.”

Her honesty touched something in me, making me want to open up in return. “I understand pressure,” I admitted. “The business, taking care of my family, keeping everything afloat… but with you, it’s easy. I don’t feel that weight.”

Vanessa reached out, her hand covering mine on the blanket. “I’m glad.”

We talked as the sun continued its descent. Vanessa told me about her first runway show in Paris, how terrified she’d been but how alive she’d felt on that catwalk. I listened, captivated not just by her stories but by the animation in her face as she relived those moments.

As twilight settled around us, our conversation gradually slowed, replaced by a comfortable silence. Vanessa had shifted closer, our shoulders now touching as we sat side by side, watching the last rays of sunlight dance across the water.

I turned to look at her, finding her already watching me. Her blue-green eyes reflected the fading light, making them seem to glow from within. Without conscious thought, I found myself leaning toward her, drawn by an invisible force I couldn’t resist.

Vanessa leaned in too, her eyes drifting closed as the distance between us narrowed. I could feel her breath mingling with mine, my heart pounding so loudly I was sure she could hear it. Her lips were mere inches from mine, and I knew with absolute certainty that this kiss would change everything.

Just as our lips were about to meet, a shrill ringing cut through the moment. Vanessa’s phone buzzed insistently from her bag.

Vanessa sighed, her eyes rolling skyward. “Timing…” she muttered, hesitating as her phone continued to ring. She shot me an apologetic glance before reaching for her bag.

“Go ahead,” I said, trying to hide my disappointment as the moment slipped away.

Vanessa pulled out her phone, checking the caller ID before answering. “Julia? Honey? Everything okay?” The concern in her voice was immediate.

I could hear Julia’s frantic voice coming through the phone, though not clear enough to make out the words. Vanessa’s expression shifted from concern to mild exasperation as she listened.

“Mom! I burned the pan making lunch… the smoke alarm won’t stop!” Julia’s panicked voice grew loud enough for me to hear. “There’s smoke everywhere! I’m waving a towel, but it’s not helping and I think the neighbors are going to call the fire department!”

Vanessa pressed her fingers to her temple, taking a deep breath. “Calm down, sweetie. Put the pan under cold water, open all the windows, and the alarm will stop eventually.” She paused, listening to more frantic explanations. “No, don’t throw water on it while it’s still hot, you’ll warp the pan. Just… Yes, like that.”

I watched her slip effortlessly into mom-mode, her voice steady and reassuring despite the interruption. Something about seeing this maternal side of her made my attraction deepen beyond the physical.

“Okay, I’ll be home soon,” Vanessa promised, then sighed again as she hung up. “Kids… even at nineteen they still need you for kitchen emergencies.”

I smiled, feeling a strange mix of disappointment and affection. “It’s okay … family first.”

Vanessa’s expression softened as she looked at me, a small smile playing on her lips. “You’re right.” She hesitated, then added with a playful glint in her eye, “Rain check on that kiss?”

My heart skipped. “Definitely,” I replied, the word carrying more weight than its two syllables should allow.

We began packing up the picnic supplies, the moment between us not broken but simply paused. As I folded the blanket, I couldn’t help but feel the shift in our relationship. We’d acknowledged the attraction, named it, and there was no going back.

“These videos will kill online,” I said, carefully placing my camera equipment back in its case. “Let’s do something similar the day after tomorrow?”

Vanessa nodded enthusiastically, her ponytail bouncing with the movement. “I’d love that… text me the details?”

“I will.”

When everything was packed, we stood facing each other on the forest path, reluctant to say goodbye. Vanessa stepped forward first, wrapping her arms around me in a hug that was anything but casual. Her body pressed against mine, her head resting on my chest as if she’d done it a thousand times before.

“Thanks for today,” she whispered, her breath warm against my shirt.

I held her tightly, breathing in her scent, memorizing the way her body fit against mine. When we finally pulled apart, she gave me a wink.

I walked her to her car, helping load her things. As she slid into the driver’s seat, she looked up at me through the open window. “See you soon, Tyler.”

“Drive safe,” I replied, stepping back as she started the engine.

I stood in the parking lot, watching until her car disappeared around the bend in the forest road. Only then did I let out the long breath I’d been holding, a mixture of frustration and anticipation swirling in my chest.

“Fuck,” I whispered to the empty forest. The almost-kiss replayed in my mind as I gathered my remaining equipment.

As I reached for the duffel bag containing the extra clothing samples, something caught my eye. I pulled out a bra and matching panties … Vanessa’s underwear, forgotten in her rush to leave.

I held them up, the delicate fabric soft between my fingers. Without thinking, I brought them to my face, inhaling deeply. The musky scent of her arousal and sweat filled my senses, making my cock instantly hard. They smelled heavenly, like vanilla and honey, something I’d caught hints of when we were pressed together during the exercises.

My fingers trembled slightly as I took out my phone, arranging her underwear on the hood of my car. I snapped a photo, hesitated for only a second, then sent it to Vanessa with the caption, You forgot these.

Her response came almost immediately, Oops! Give them back next time?

I grinned, typing back, With pleasure.

* * *

The drive home was torture, my mind replaying every moment with Vanessa while her scent remained in the car from her forgotten underwear. By the time I pulled into our driveway, the sun was setting. The house lights were on, glowing warmly through the windows.

My cock was still painfully hard, straining against my shorts as I climbed out of the car. I adjusted myself, trying to find a more comfortable position, but it was useless. I was completely turned on, my body aching for an orgasm.

I grabbed my equipment from the trunk, my mind replaying the forest scene on an endless loop: Vanessa’s lips so close to mine, her body warm on the blanket and the way she’d flirted during our picnic. The fantasy of what might have happened if Julia hadn’t called tormented me with its vividness.

My phone buzzed with a text from Lily, Having fun at Julia’s! Home late. At least I wouldn’t have to explain my current state to her.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself. My palms were sweaty, and I could still smell the forest and Vanessa’s scent on my clothes. I needed a shower and some privacy to handle my situation.

Entering, I set my equipment down by the door.

“That you, honey?” Diana’s voice called from the kitchen.

I froze, not wanting her to see me in this state, but knowing I couldn’t avoid her. “Yeah, it’s me,” I called back, making my way toward the kitchen.

Diana stood at the stove, wearing a floral apron over her sundress, stirring something that smelled amazing. A fresh flower was tucked behind her ear, and her smile was warm as she turned to greet me. “How was your date, honey?” she asked teasingly, giving me a knowing wink.

I felt heat rush to my face. “It wasn’t a date,” I protested weakly as she moved to hug me. I returned the embrace, feeling her curves press against me and my arousal spike further. “The shoot went great. Vanessa was perfect, professional and natural.”

Diana pulled back, studying my flushed face with a knowing smile. “You look… flushed. Good day?”

She gestured for me to join her at the table, and I sat down, grateful for the opportunity to hide my condition beneath it. “It was a good day,” I admitted.

“Tell me everything,” she said eagerly, sitting across from me. “How’d the forest work? Any good photos?”

I took a sip of water, trying to gather my thoughts. “Leg training with bands, form corrections… we had a picnic break to talk. She shared some modeling memories from when she was younger.” I paused, then added, “We almost kissed, but Julia called about burning a pan.”

Diana’s eyes lit up with interest. “Sounds romantic… the picnic, memories, near-kiss?” She leaned forward slightly. “How’d you feel?”

I tried to sort through my conflicted emotions. “I just don’t know, Mom. I’m confused. I’m not sure if Vanessa truly wants me or if it’s just friendly.”

Diana raised an eyebrow, waiting for me to continue.

“The picnic setup felt like a date, she definitely flirted, and we almost kissed…” I said, counting off on my fingers. “Those seem like obvious signs, but am I reading too much into it?”

I didn’t mention how painfully hard I still was from spending the afternoon with Vanessa, or how her underwear was tucked into my camera bag right now. The forest green leggings had hugged every curve of her body, showing me exactly what I was missing. The age difference, Julia’s feelings, my own confusion … it was all tangled up inside me.

Diana’s expression softened as she reached across the table to take my hand. “Honey, those are obvious signs she’s into you,” she said, her voice gentle but certain. “The date vibe in the forest? Sharing personal memories from her modeling days? Gravitating toward you for a kiss? Women don’t do those things with just friends.”

I frowned, considering her words. “You think?”

“I know,” Diana replied firmly. “She’s showing vulnerability by telling you about her past. That’s trust, sweetie. Women don’t open up like that unless they feel something.”

Diana leaned in closer, holding my hand between both of hers. “A woman her age is grateful for attention, especially from someone young and kind like you,” she continued, her thumb tracing small circles on my palm. “After everything she’s been through: her ex-husband leaving, her modeling career declining and raising Julia alone … she’s been lonely.”

The thought of Vanessa being lonely hadn’t occurred to me before. I pictured her face when I’d complimented her work, the genuine pleasure that had lit up her features.

“You make her feel desired and valued,” Diana went on. “That’s rare for someone who’s been through what she has. Did you see her relief when you offered her work? That wasn’t just about the money. That was attraction too. She sees you as a provider, a potential partner.”

I nodded slowly, absorbing her wisdom. It made sense when Diana put it that way. I hadn’t considered the loneliness angle, but it explained the warm glow Vanessa seemed to radiate whenever we were together.

“So… you really think she’s interested?” I asked, still needing that final confirmation.

“Yes,” Diana replied without hesitation. “But test it.”

She released my hand and stood up, moving around the table to stand beside me. Her fingers brushed through my hair affectionately. “Take initiative next time,” she advised. “Women love that. Plan something bold, like a deliberate touch during the shoot or a direct compliment. Show her you’re interested, kiss her if the moment’s right. She’ll respond if her feelings are mutual.”

I looked up at my mother, grateful for her insight. “I will… Thanks, Mom. You’re always right.”

Diana smiled, bending down to wrap me in a warm hug. I returned it, feeling her softness press against me as she held me close. There was a subtle intimacy to the embrace that went beyond maternal comfort. She kissed my cheek, lingering just a moment longer than necessary.

“My boy’s growing up,” she murmured against my skin before pulling away.

“Mom, I’m an adult,” I said, lightly blushing.

She laughed. “I’m half-joking with you,” she said, leaning forward to kiss my cheek. “You might be an adult, but you still have a lot to learn.”

I smiled. “You’re right … you’re always right.”

She returned to the stove, lifting the lid on a pot and releasing a cloud of fragrant steam. “Dinner will be ready in twenty minutes. Why don’t you shower and change? You smell like forest and…” she paused, a knowing smile playing on her lips, “excitement.”

I felt my cheeks heat up as I stood, grateful for the opportunity to escape and handle my persistent arousal. “Good idea,” I mumbled, heading for the stairs.

* * *

Under the hot spray of the shower, my mind wandered back to Vanessa: how she’d looked in those forest green leggings, the way she’d leaned into me during our corrections and her lips so close to mine during our almost-kiss. I wrapped my hand around my cock, stroking myself to the fantasy of what might have happened if Julia hadn’t called.

By the time I returned downstairs, freshly showered and changed, Diana had set the table with steaks, roasted potatoes and a salad. We ate together, talking about various topics, though my mind kept drifting back to Vanessa.

“So Lily’s at Julia’s tonight?” I asked, cutting into my steak.

Diana nodded. “Girls’ night, apparently.”

I smiled, picturing Lily excitedly sketching costume designs while Julia offered suggestions. The thought of Julia made my stomach twist with guilt again. What was I doing, fantasizing about her mother?

But as dinner progressed, I found myself relaxing. Diana’s advice had clarified things: if Vanessa was interested, and if I felt the same way, wasn’t it worth exploring? The business was thriving because of her, and we clearly had chemistry that went beyond professional collaboration.

After helping Diana clear the dishes, I retreated to my room, lying on my bed and staring at the ceiling. “Mom’s right,” I murmured to myself. “Vanessa wants me. But how do I balance that with Julia? I need to take initiative next time.”

My phone buzzed on the nightstand, and I reached for it, half-expecting a text from Lily or Julia. Instead, Vanessa’s name lit up the screen, Today was fun… can’t wait for Wednesday.

A slow smile spread across my face as I typed my reply, Me too.

I set the phone down. Wednesday couldn’t come soon enough.


Chapter 4

Iarrived at Folsom Lake two hours before sunset, parking my car in the nearly empty lot closest to the swimming area. Perfect timing. Most families had already packed up for the day, leaving behind only a few dedicated sunbathers scattered along the shoreline.

I grabbed my equipment bag and the small cooler containing bottled water and snacks, then made my way down to a secluded spot I’d scouted earlier in the week. The sand was still warm beneath my feet as I set up my tripod and arranged my gear, occasionally glancing toward the parking lot for any sign of Vanessa.

Today was our first official bikini photoshoot since offering her the modeling position. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been this excited. I unpacked the samples I’d brought: three designer bikinis in varying styles that would showcase her beauty. The electric blue one with gold accents would make her eyes pop. The simple black one would highlight her tanned skin. And the white one with delicate straps … I swallowed hard just imagining how it would look against her body.

“Keep it professional,” I muttered to myself, adjusting the camera settings while trying to ignore the growing tightness in my shorts.

I couldn’t help recalling our first beach shoot weeks ago, when she’d stepped out from behind that towel in the red bikini that had nearly stopped my heart. The way the fabric had hugged her curves, how she’d laughed when I’d fumbled with my camera settings, momentarily distracted by the sight of her. The memory alone was enough to make my cock twitch.

I glanced at my watch: 5:15 PM. Vanessa should have been here fifteen minutes ago.

“She’s probably just stuck in traffic,” I reasoned, busying myself with arranging the bikinis on a clean towel. I smoothed out each one carefully, imagining how they would look on her body, how the fabric would stretch across her breasts and hips.

Another fifteen minutes passed and still no Vanessa.

I checked my phone. No missed calls or texts. That was unusual. Vanessa was punctual to a fault, something she’d mentioned came from her years in professional modeling.

“Models who show up late don’t get booked twice,” she’d told me once with a wry smile.

By 5:45, my excitement had morphed into concern. This wasn’t like her at all. I dialed her number, listening to it ring until her voicemail picked up.

“Hey Vanessa, it’s Tyler. I’m at the beach for our shoot. Just wondering where you are… everything okay? Can’t wait to see those bikinis on you.” I paused, then added, “Call me back when you get this.”

I hung up, staring at the phone as if I could will it to ring. The pleasant anticipation I’d felt earlier had curdled into anxiety. What if something had happened to her? A car accident on the highway? A family emergency?

Or what if… what if she’d had second thoughts about us? About whatever was developing between us?

Diana’s advice echoed in my mind, Take initiative next time. Women love that. Had I been too forward in our texts? Too suggestive? Had I misread her signals completely?

By 6:15, my heart was racing for entirely different reasons. I paced along the shoreline, phone clutched in my hand, scanning the parking lot obsessively. The golden hour lighting I’d been so excited about was fading, and still no Vanessa.

“Fuck,” I muttered.

I tried calling her again. Straight to voicemail this time. My stomach dropped.

On impulse, I called Julia. If anyone would know where Vanessa was, it would be her daughter. The phone rang several times before going to voicemail. I hung up without leaving a message and immediately opened our text thread.

Hey Julia, is your mom okay? She’s not at the beach for our shoot. I hit send and watched the message status, willing those three dots to appear.

After what felt like an eternity, Julia’s response came through, Can’t talk right now. Busy…

That was it. A couple of words and an ellipsis. No explanation, no reassurance and nothing to indicate whether Vanessa was safe or why she’d missed our shoot.

The curtness of Julia’s response sent a chill through me. It wasn’t like her at all. Julia was usually bubbly, verbose in her texts with multiple emojis and exclamation points. This felt off.

Ideas rushed through my head, each more concerning than the last. Had Vanessa told Julia about our almost-kiss? About the flirtatious texts we’d been exchanging? Was that why Julia was being so cold?

I remembered the threesome incident, when I’d accidentally whispered, “Vanessa,” right when I came in Julia’s pussy. Had Julia pretended not to hear, but what if she had? What if she’d been hurt, confused by my obvious attraction to her mother?

“Fuck,” I whispered, sinking down onto the sand.

The sun was dipping lower now, the perfect lighting I’d planned for was completely wasted. I stared out at the lake, watching small waves lap against the shore as families packed up their belongings and headed home.

What had I been thinking? This whole situation was a mess of my own making. I’d taken a simple business arrangement and turned it into something complicated and potentially destructive. Julia was my girlfriend, for Christ’s sake, and here I was lusting after her mother, setting up work photoshoots that were thinly veiled excuses to be alone with her.

I picked up one of the bikinis I’d brought, the white one with delicate straps, running the fabric between my fingers. Who was I kidding? These shoots had never been purely professional. From that very first day at the beach, I’d been drawn to Vanessa in a way that went far beyond appreciating her as a model.

Without another thought, I gathered my equipment, tossing everything into my bags. I needed answers. I needed to see them face-to-face.

* * *

I quickly drove to their apartment complex. I weaved through traffic, taking corners too sharply, and every red light felt like an eternity.

“Come on, come on,” I muttered, tapping impatiently on the wheel as I waited for a light to change.

My mind replayed our forest picnic over and over: Vanessa’s smile as she’d leaned toward me, the warmth of her body next to mine on the blanket and the way her lips had parted just before Julia’s call interrupted us. Had she told Julia about that moment? Had something happened between them because of me?

I took the exit for their neighborhood too fast, earning an angry honk from another driver. I barely noticed.

“Please be okay,” I whispered, thinking of both women as I sped down their street.

Their apartment complex came into view. I pulled in, scanning for Vanessa’s car. It wasn’t there.

“That’s not right,” I muttered, parking crookedly and jumping out of my car.

I jogged to the stairs, taking them two at a time. By the time I reached their door, I was breathing hard, more from anxiety than exertion. My knuckles rapped against the door, three sharp knocks.

“Vanessa? Julia?” I called, listening intently for footsteps.

Instead, I heard unfamiliar movement inside. The door opened to reveal a woman I’d never seen before, mid-thirties, brunette and holding a cardboard box filled with kitchen items.

“Can I help you?” she asked, looking confused.

I stared at her, momentarily unable to process what I was seeing. “I’m looking for Vanessa Voss and Julia. They live here.”

The woman’s expression shifted to understanding. “Oh, they moved out last night. The landlord evicted them for late rent, I think.”

The news hit me like a bucket of ice water. “Evicted? But that’s not… they didn’t say anything…”

“Yeah, it was pretty sudden from what I gathered,” she continued, adjusting her grip on the box. “The landlord’s strict about payments here. I just moved in today.”

“Did they say where they were going?” I asked, my voice sounding strange even to my own ears.

She shook her head. “Sorry, I never met them. The landlord just said the previous tenants were nice but always behind on rent.”

“Right,” I mumbled, backing away. “Sorry to bother you. I thought… never mind.”

I turned and stumbled back toward the stairs, my mind reeling. Evicted for late rent. While I’d been planning bikini photoshoots and fantasizing about Vanessa, they’d been struggling to keep a roof over their heads. And I hadn’t noticed. I hadn’t asked. I’d been too wrapped up in my own lust.

Back in my car, I slammed the door harder than necessary. My hands were shaking as I pulled out my phone and called Julia again … And straight to voicemail.

“Julia, it’s Tyler. I’m at your apartment, and someone else is living there. The lady said you were evicted? Please call me back. I’m worried sick about you and your mom.”

I hung up and immediately texted her, Where are you? Just found out about the eviction. I want to help. Please respond.

My mind filled with terrible possibilities. Had they been living in their car? Staying with friends? Had Vanessa been too ashamed to tell me about their financial troubles? Was that why she missed our shoot?

I was about to start the car when my phone rang. Julia’s face lit up my screen, and I answered immediately.

“Julia? Where are you? Are you okay?”

I heard sniffling on the other end. “Tyler?”

“I’m here,” I said, softening my tone. “Tell me where you are. I’ll come right now.”

“I’m at a park…” she said between sniffles and told me which one. “By the swings.”

“I’m coming now,” I promised. “Just stay there. We’ll figure this out together, okay?”

“Okay,” she whispered before hanging up.

I started the car. The park was only ten minutes away. As I pulled out of the parking lot, I made a silent vow to myself: I would fix this. I would help them, not because I wanted Vanessa, but because I loved them both.

I quickly drove there, my thoughts racing even faster than my car. How had I missed this? I knew about their poverty, and I knew they were struggling. All while I’d been pushing for more professional photos that were nothing but thinly veiled excuses to indulge my fantasies.

A horn blared as I narrowly avoided cutting off another driver. I barely registered it. The golden sunset at the beach that had seemed so perfect for photography just hours ago now felt like a cruel joke compared to the darkness settling over Julia and Vanessa’s lives.

When I finally pulled into the park, the lot was nearly empty. A few scattered cars remained, but the playground area was deserted except for a solitary figure hunched on a bench near the swings. Even from a distance, I recognized Julia’s slumped shoulders. She looked devastated.

I killed the engine and sat for a moment, gathering my thoughts. My business was doing well, better than well. I had money sitting in accounts that could solve this problem instantly. Whatever they owed, I could cover it.

Hopping out of the car, I didn’t waste a second. I approached her, my footsteps crunching on the gravel path. The only sounds were distant traffic and the occasional creak of empty swings stirred by the evening breeze. Julia didn’t look up as I neared her. She sat with her knees pulled to her chest, her face streaked with tears, hair falling in disarray around her face.

“Julia,” I said.

She looked up, her eyes red-rimmed and swollen. The pain on her face cut through me like a knife.

Without hesitation, I rushed to her, wrapping my arms around her trembling form. She collapsed against my chest, fresh sobs wracking her body as she clutched at my shirt.

“I’m here,” I whispered into her hair. “I’m right here.”

We stayed like that for several minutes, her tears soaking through my shirt while I held her.

Eventually, Julia’s sobs quieted to hiccups, her breathing steadying against my chest. I kept one arm around her shoulders, rubbing circles on her back until she pulled away slightly, wiping her eyes with the sleeve of her sweater.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, her voice hoarse from crying. “I didn’t know who else to call.”

“Don’t apologize,” I said firmly, reaching to brush a strand of hair from her tear-streaked face. “Tell me what happened, everything.”

Julia took a deep breath, her hands trembling in her lap. “It’s been so bad, Tyler. For months now. Bills piling up, final notices, Diana’s modeling gigs drying up.” Fresh tears spilled down her cheeks. “But I never thought we’d be evicted. Just… thrown out like trash. It’s so shameful.”

I held her hand as she spoke, my thumb tracing patterns across her knuckles. “I’m here,” I assured her.

“You should have seen Mom,” Julia continued, her voice breaking. “She could barely look at me while we packed. She just kept apologizing over and over. I found her crying alone in the bathroom when I went to get my toiletries.” She shook her head, more tears falling. “I’ve never seen her like that, so… broken.”

I nodded, letting her talk, feeling each word like a knife to my gut. How could I have missed this? All those times I’d been with Vanessa, flirting, planning shoots, fantasizing about her… and she’d been drowning in debt, too proud to tell me.

“Everyone goes through bad times,” I said gently, squeezing her hand. “It doesn’t make you less of a person, or your mom less amazing.”

Julia looked up at me, her eyes red and swollen. “You don’t understand. We’ve never faced anything like this. It came like a punch we never saw coming.” She wiped her nose with her sleeve. “Mom hid how bad the debt was. She didn’t want me to worry while I was focusing on my streaming career.”

Tears streamed down her face again, and I reached up to wipe them away with my thumb. The scale of their crisis was finally hitting me. My business was booming, profits climbing every day, while just across town, Vanessa and Julia were losing everything.

“How much debt are we talking about?” I asked quietly, dreading the answer.

Julia’s eyes met mine, her voice barely above a whisper. “Over $100,000. Mom’s credit cards are maxed out. Student loans … back taxes from when her agent messed up her finances.”

I took a deep breath, processing the number. It was massive, but not insurmountable. My e-commerce business had been clearing six figures monthly. This was something I could handle.

“That’s a lot,” I acknowledged, “but it’s surmountable. We can figure this out together.”

Hope flickered briefly in Julia’s eyes before fading. “There’s nowhere for us to stay tonight. Mom’s looking at extended-stay motels, but everything affordable is booked. We’ll probably end up sleeping in the car.”

Her voice cracked on the last word, and my resolve hardened instantly. The thought of Vanessa and Julia huddling in their car overnight was unacceptable. I flashed to the job I’d offered Vanessa, the modeling work that had seemed so generous at the time. Too little, too late. I should have seen the signs, and I should have done more.

“That won’t happen,” I said firmly, taking both her hands in mine. “You both can stay at our place. We have plenty of room.”

Julia’s eyes widened, a flash of hope quickly replaced by embarrassment. “We can’t do that. It’s too much to ask. Mom would be too embarrassed. I’m too embarrassed.” She shook her head vehemently. “We can’t face anyone like this.”

I shifted closer on the bench. “Listen to me. I love you, Julia. There’s no judgment, only support.”

Julia bit her lip, considering my words. “You really think Diana and Lily would be okay with it?”

“I know they would,” I assured her. “Diana’s been getting along with Vanessa. And Lily loves you as a friend. We have the space, and we want to help.”

Julia stared down at our joined hands for what felt like eternity before finally nodding, wiping her eyes with her free hand. “Okay… if Mom agrees.”

Relief flooded through me. I pulled her into another hug, holding her tightly against my chest. She melted against me, her arms wrapping around my waist. A warmth spread through me, the feeling of being a provider, of taking care of those I cared about. Yet beneath that satisfaction lurked a persistent guilt about my attraction to Vanessa, complicated now by this new dimension of vulnerability.

“Let’s call her,” I suggested gently, pulling back from our embrace. “Where is she now?”

“At a coffee shop,” Julia replied, pulling out her phone with shaky hands. “She needs internet … trying to find a motel to stay at.”

She pulled up Vanessa’s contact and hit speakerphone, the rings echoing in the quiet park. My heart raced as I waited to hear Vanessa’s voice.

“Julia?” Vanessa answered, her voice tight with obvious strain.

“Mom,” Julia began, her voice wavering. “Tyler is here with me. I… I told him everything.”

There was a long pause on the other end. “Everything?” Vanessa finally asked.

“About the eviction, the debt,” Julia said. “He wants to talk to you.”

I took a deep breath, gathering my courage before speaking. “Vanessa, it’s Tyler. Julia told me what happened. I’m so sorry you’re both going through this.”

“Tyler…” Vanessa’s voice was barely audible, embarrassment evident in every syllable. “I’m sorry about missing the shoot. I should have called.”

“Forget about the shoot,” I said quickly. “That’s not important right now. What’s important is making sure you both have a safe place to stay tonight and figuring out next steps.”

Another painful silence stretched between us. I could almost feel her shame through the phone.

“Vanessa,” I said softly, recalling the vulnerability she’d shown me during our forest picnic, how she’d opened up about her modeling days. “We need to discuss this in person. Let me help sort this out.”

Her sigh was heavy with resignation. “Fine,” she agreed. She told us which café she was staying at.

“We’ll be there,” I promised.

As Julia ended the call, I couldn’t miss the awkward pauses or the hesitation in Vanessa’s responses. Her shame was palpable, and I remembered how proudly she’d carried herself during our shoots, how she’d spoken of her glamorous past. This fall from grace must be devastating for her.

My need to fix this situation, to make things right for both of them, burned stronger than ever. And if I was being honest with myself, seeing Vanessa exposed like this only deepened my attraction to her, adding layers of protectiveness and care to what had started as pure lust.

“Let’s go,” I said, standing and offering Julia my hand. “Everything’s going to be okay. I promise.”

* * *

I drove with Julia beside me, following her quiet directions through Sacramento’s evening streets. Neither of us spoke much. What was there to say? The weight of their situation hung heavy between us. Julia occasionally pointed left or right, her voice small and tired. I kept glancing at her, taking in her slumped shoulders and the way she bit her lower lip to keep it from trembling.

“It’s just up here,” she finally said, pointing to a small café tucked between a bookstore and a vintage clothing shop. “Mom likes it because it’s quiet.”

I pulled into a nearby parking spot and cut the engine. Before getting out, I turned to Julia and gently squeezed her hand.

“It’s going to be okay,” I promised.

She nodded, not quite meeting my eyes. The fear of judgment was written all over her face. The evening crowd was thin, just a few people typing on laptops or engaged in hushed conversations.

My eyes immediately found Vanessa in the corner. My heart clenched at the sight of her. Gone was the confident woman who had posed so effortlessly on the beach, who had flirted with me during our forest photoshoot. In her place sat someone diminished, shoulders hunched as if carrying a weight.

Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail, strands escaping around her face. Even from across the room, I could see her red-rimmed eyes and the way her fingers nervously tore at a napkin on the table. She hadn’t noticed us yet, lost in her thoughts as she stared into a half-empty cup of tea.

“Mom,” Julia said softly as we approached.

Vanessa’s head snapped up, her eyes widening when she saw me beside her daughter. She quickly wiped at her cheeks, straightening her posture in a futile attempt to reclaim her dignity.

“Hi,” she said quietly.

I slid into the booth beside her while Julia took the seat opposite. Up close, Vanessa looked even more devastated, her skin pale beneath her tan and dark circles prominent under her eyes.

“I’m sorry,” she mumbled, not quite meeting my gaze. “This isn’t how I wanted you to see us. Our mess, I mean.”

“Don’t apologize,” I said gently.

A server approached, and I quickly ordered chamomile tea for all of us and a plate of sandwiches. Vanessa started to protest, but I silenced her with a gentle touch to her arm. “Please. Let me do this small thing.”

She nodded, her eyes filling with fresh tears that she blinked away.

Despite her obvious distress, or perhaps because of it, I couldn’t help noticing how beautiful she still was. The vulnerability in her eyes was so different from the confident glow she’d had in that red bikini, but somehow it made her even more captivating. My mind flashed to our forest picnic, to our almost-kiss and the connection we’d shared. Had I pushed too hard? Had my obvious attraction made things worse somehow? Had she taken the modeling job out of desperation rather than genuine interest?

“I’m here to listen,” I said, once the server had left. “Not to judge. Never that.”

Vanessa’s fingers trembled as she reached for a napkin. “I don’t know where to start.”

“The beginning might help,” I suggested. “How did things get so bad?”

She took a deep breath, her eyes fixed on the table. “I thought I could handle it alone. I’ve always handled everything alone. Ever since Julia’s father died…”

Her voice trailed off, and I saw Julia reach across the table to squeeze her mother’s hand.

“Mom has always protected me from everything,” Julia said, looking at me with a sad smile. “Even when I didn’t need protecting.”

Vanessa wiped away a tear. “The debt just kept growing. I kept thinking the next job would be the big one, the one that would let me catch up. But the jobs stopped coming.”

I nodded encouragingly, watching as she gathered herself to continue.

“I was discovered at eighteen,” she said, her voice growing a bit stronger as she recounted her past. “Shopping at a mall in Roseville. This agent approached me, said I had the look. Within six months, I was walking runways in Paris and Milan. Magazine spreads, catalog work.” A ghost of a smile touched her lips. “I felt invincible back then … young and desired. The world at my feet.”

The server returned with our tea and sandwiches. I thanked her and pushed a plate toward Vanessa, who stared at it as if she’d forgotten what food was.

“That’s where I met Julia’s father,” she continued after taking a small bite. “He was a photographer. Charming, talented… and a complete douche, as it turned out.”

Her bluntness surprised a small laugh out of me.

“We married young. I was twenty when Julia was born.” Her eyes softened as she looked at her daughter. “Best thing that ever happened to me. But her father… the drugs started soon after. Said it helped his creative process.”

She shook her head, old anger briefly flashing across her features.

“Eventually, he overdosed and left us completely broke, no life insurance, nothing but debts.” Her voice hardened. “I fought for every gig after that. Lived on set for weeks sometimes, sending money home to my mother who was watching Julia.”

I listened intently, mesmerized by this glimpse into her past. The resilience she must have shown, the strength it took to rebuild after such devastation.

“I did well for a while,” she continued, sipping her tea. “My twenties and early thirties were good. Magazine covers, commercials and decent money.” Her smile turned bitter. “But the industry is cruel to women over thirty-five. The calls just… stopped. I tried pivoting to commercial work, print ads for department stores, anything. But by then, I was living off savings that eventually ran out.”

Julia spoke up. “Mom raised me completely alone. I remember kids at school bullying me for my secondhand clothes, but she always made sure I had everything I needed.”

Vanessa reached across the table to touch Julia’s face. “I never wanted Julia to feel the struggles. I just wanted her to keep smiling.”

Tears welled in her eyes again, and this time they spilled over. “But being evicted… I’ve never experienced that before. I felt like such a failure. I couldn’t even look Julia in the eyes while we were packing.”

I couldn’t stop myself. I reached out and took her hand in mine, my thumb gently stroking her knuckles.

“You’re one of the strongest women I’ve ever met,” I told her, my voice low but firm. “You raised an amazing daughter completely on your own. Bad times don’t define who you are, Vanessa.”

She looked up at me then, her eyes searching mine as if trying to determine if I meant it. A tear slid down her cheek, and without thinking, I reached up to wipe it away with my thumb.

The touch lingered, my hand cupping her cheek. I felt the same spark we’d shared in the forest, the same connection that had nearly led to a kiss. Despite everything, or maybe because of everything, my attraction to her had only intensified. Her resilience, her fierce protection of Julia and her willingness to sacrifice everything for her daughter… it all made me admire her even more.

“I love you, Mom,” Julia said suddenly, breaking the moment between Vanessa and me. “We’re going to figure this out together.”

Vanessa turned to her daughter, fresh tears falling. “I’m so sorry, sweetheart. I should have told you sooner how bad things were getting. I just didn’t want to burden you with my failures.”

“It’s okay, Mom,” Julia insisted, squeezing her mother’s hand. “We’re in this together … always have been.”

I watched them, this mother and daughter who had weathered so much together, and made my decision. “You’ve got us now too,” I said firmly. “And there’s absolutely no way either of you is sleeping in your car tonight. You’re staying at our place.”

Vanessa’s head jerked up, alarm crossing her features. “Tyler, no. That’s too much to ask. And besides, I found a motel.”

“For how many days?” I asked her.

“Well … one for now,” she said, lowering her eyes.

“That’s not sustainable, and you know that.”

“I don’t want to impose on your family.”

“You’re not imposing,” I insisted, leaning forward. “There’s plenty of room at our place. Lily and our mother would love having you both there.” I looked between them, my voice softening. “Let’s help each other through this. That’s what family does.”

Vanessa’s eyes widened at my use of the word family. “But your mother… we’ve only met a few times,” Vanessa said weakly.

I shook my head. “Our mother likes you a lot.” I turned to Julia. “And Lily loves you too, and you know that.”

Julia bit her lip, glancing at her mother. “It would only be until we figure things out, right? Just temporary?”

“As long as you need,” I assured them both.

Vanessa studied my face, searching for any sign of reluctance or pity. Finding none, her shoulders sagged slightly, not in defeat, but in relief. I reached across the table and took one of her hands while keeping my other hand on Julia’s.

“I don’t know how to thank you,” Vanessa whispered, her fingers tightening around mine.

The warmth of her hand sent electricity up my arm, and guilt immediately followed. Here was Julia, my girlfriend, trusting me completely, while I fought against my attraction to her mother. My protective instincts toward both women were at war with the desire that Vanessa stirred in me. I wanted to shelter them, to fix everything, but I also couldn’t deny the way my heart raced when Vanessa’s eyes met mine.

“You don’t need to thank me,” I said, my voice huskier than intended. I cleared my throat. “This is what friends do.”

The word friends felt inadequate, but it was the safest one I could offer at the moment.

Julia squeezed my hand, her eyes shining with gratitude. “You’re amazing, Tyler. I don’t know what we would have done without you.”

Her words were like a knife to my conscience. If she knew the thoughts I’d been having about her mother, would she still look at me with such trust? I pushed the guilt away, focusing instead on the practical matters at hand.

“If you’re sure this isn’t too much trouble,” Vanessa finally said, her voice barely audible. She looked up at me. “Thank you. Truly.”

Julia nodded gratefully beside her, wiping away the last of her tears. “Thank you, Tyler.”

Relief flooded through me. They were safe. They would be okay. And we would figure this out together.

We finished our tea and sandwiches, the conversation gradually shifting to logistics: what they’d need immediately, how we’d arrange the rooms. I paid the bill while they were discussing what clothes they had in the car, slipping my credit card to the server with a generous tip. It was a small gesture, but it felt good to provide even this simple comfort.

As we walked out of the café, the evening air had cooled considerably. I led the way, feeling the weight of responsibility on my shoulders.

“You can come over tomorrow after you check out from the motel,” I said, stopping between our cars.

Vanessa nodded, her eyes still downcast. “Thank you again, Tyler. I don’t know what we would have done.”

“I’ll talk to Mom tonight, explain everything,” I assured them. “She’ll have the guest room ready for you both.”

Julia stepped forward suddenly, wrapping her arms around my neck. I felt her body press against mine as she pulled me close. She leaned up and pressed her lips to mine. The kiss was brief but filled with gratitude and love.

“You’re incredible,” she whispered against my mouth. “Thank you.”

I smiled down at her, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “It’s going to be okay,” I promised.

As Julia stepped back, Vanessa moved forward hesitantly. For a moment, I thought she might just shake my hand, but instead, she embraced me. Her arms wrapped around my waist, her body fitting against mine perfectly. I felt her softness press against me, her warmth seeping through my clothes.

“Thank you for saving us,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. It wasn’t just gratitude I heard; there was heat there too.

My arms tightened around her instinctively before I forced myself to let go. “Drive safely,” I said. “I’ll see you both tomorrow.”

I climbed into my car, watching in the rearview mirror as they got into Vanessa’s car. Relief washed over me as I started the engine.

As I pulled onto the main road, anxiety crept in alongside that relief. Vanessa under my roof. Sleeping just down the hall from me. The woman I’d been fantasizing about for weeks, whose almost-kiss in the forest had haunted my dreams. The temptation would be constant and unavoidable. Every morning at breakfast, every evening before bed. Her scent in our hallway, her laughter floating through the house.

And Julia, sweet, trusting Julia, would be there too, looking at me with those adoring eyes, never suspecting the thoughts I had about her mother.

I took a deep breath. The coming days would be hot and complicated.


Chapter 5

Isat in the kitchen the next afternoon, watching Diana prepare a fresh batch of iced tea. The midday sun streamed through our windows, warming the room. I couldn’t help but think back to the previous night when I’d returned home after meeting Vanessa and Julia at the café.

Diana and Lily had been watching a movie in the living room when I walked in, my expression clearly troubled.

“Tyler? What’s wrong?” Diana had asked immediately, pausing the TV.

Lily had sat up straighter, her brow furrowing with concern. “Did something happen with Julia?”

I’d sunk into the armchair across from them. “It’s bad,” I’d said. “Vanessa and Julia got evicted from their apartment. They’ve been struggling financially for months, and Vanessa’s been too proud to say anything.”

Diana’s face had softened with genuine sadness. “Oh, those poor dears. Where are they staying tonight?”

“A motel,” I’d explained. “But it’s just for one night. They can’t afford more.”

“That’s terrible!” Lily had exclaimed, her eyes wide with shock. “Julia never said anything about this.”

I nodded. “Vanessa kept it from Julia too, until they got the eviction notice. They’re over $100,000 in debt.”

Both Diana and Lily didn’t object to having them over. I’d felt such relief in that moment, such gratitude for my family’s immediate willingness to help. Later that night, Lily had called Julia, talking with her for over an hour, offering emotional support and reassurance about their stay.

Now, as Diana stirred honey into the tea, I glanced at my watch. “They should be here soon.”

“Everything’s ready,” Diana said, smiling warmly. “I put fresh sheets on Lily’s futon for Julia, and the guest room is all set up for Vanessa.”

I nodded, and the reality of the situation hadn’t fully sunk in. Vanessa, under our roof, the woman who’d been dominating my thoughts for weeks would be living in our home, sharing our meals and passing me in the hallway … While her daughter, my girlfriend, would also be under this roof.

“You’re a good man, Tyler,” Diana said, breaking into my thoughts. She placed her hand on my shoulder. “Taking care of them like this.”

The doorbell rang, and my heart leaped into my throat. “They’re here!” Lily called, racing down the stairs. She was wearing a skirt and a top, and also her favorite bunny ears, which she’d worn a lot lately. I guessed it was her way of making Julia feel welcome.

I followed Diana and Lily to the front door, watching as Lily flung it open. Outside, Vanessa’s car was parked in our driveway, its trunk and backseat packed to overflowing with boxes, bags, and what looked like their entire life crammed into a sedan. The sight hit me harder than I’d expected: the physical manifestation of their hasty eviction.

Julia stood on the doorstep, looking nervous and uncertain despite her height. Lily immediately enveloped her in a tight hug.

“How are you holding up?” Lily asked. “We’ve got you now.”

Julia smiled as she returned the hug. “Better now,” she said. “Thanks for this.”

Lily pulled back, keeping her hands on Julia’s shoulders. “Tell me everything later, okay? We’ll game it out.”

I moved past them to help Vanessa, who was still standing beside her car, fidgeting with her keys. When our eyes met, she quickly looked away, embarrassment evident in her rigid posture. The strong, confident woman from our photo shoots seemed diminished, her shoulders hunched as if carrying an invisible weight.

“Hey,” I said caringly, approaching her. “Let me help with those boxes.”

She nodded, still not meeting my eyes. “Thank you. You don’t know what this means to us.”

Without thinking, I pulled her into a hug. She stiffened momentarily before melting against me, her arms tentatively wrapping around my waist. I felt a weight lift from my chest as I held her, knowing she was safe now. But at the same time, holding her against me sent a familiar heat through my body.

“Let’s get you both settled in,” I said, reluctantly releasing her.

But Diana also wanted a hug. Her face lit up at the sight of Vanessa standing uncertainly. “Vanessa!” Diana said, crossing the space between them and enveloping her in a warm hug. “Welcome home, roomie! We’re going to have such wonderful late-night chats.”

I watched as Vanessa stiffened momentarily before melting into Diana’s embrace, her eyes closing briefly as if savoring the maternal comfort she hadn’t experienced in years.

“Thank you so much for having us,” Vanessa murmured. “I don’t know how to repay your kindness.”

Diana pulled back, keeping her hands on Vanessa’s shoulders. “Nonsense. We’re delighted to have you both … And my strong, handsome son will help you out with the boxes.”

I moved to the trunk as Vanessa popped it open, revealing a chaotic jumble of hastily packed belongings. “I’ll take the heavy stuff,” I offered, reaching for a large box labeled Books.

“Careful,” Vanessa said, her hand brushing against my arm as she steadied the box. A blush colored her cheeks. “Don’t strain yourself for me.”

“I’ve got it,” I assured her, lifting the box with a flex of my arms. I caught the way her eyes rested on my biceps and smiled.

As we worked, Lily and Julia chatted with each other, carrying lighter bags and giggling over something on Lily’s phone.

“I’m sorry to impose like this,” Vanessa said quietly as we reached for the same suitcase, our fingers brushing.

“It’s no burden,” I replied, my voice lower than I’d intended. “Family helps family.”

Her eyes met mine briefly before darting away. I could see the internal struggle written across her face, gratitude warring with pride, vulnerability battling against her natural independence.

Behind us, Lily and Julia emerged from the house, chattering as they approached Vanessa’s car. Lily had linked her arm through Julia’s, their heads bent close together as they examined something on Lily’s phone.

“I’ve got the lighter stuff!” Lily said cheerfully, grabbing a backpack and a small box labeled Streaming Equipment. She turned to Julia with a mischievous grin. “This is going to be so fun, like an extended cosplay sleepover! We can stay up all night gaming and cosplaying.”

Julia’s face brightened for the first time since I’d found her at the park. “You mean it?”

“Are you kidding?” Lily exclaimed, bouncing on her toes. “Of course I meant it!”

I watched as Julia’s shoulders relaxed, some of the tension melting away under Lily’s enthusiastic acceptance. My sister had always had that effect on people, her boundless energy and genuine warmth cutting through even the darkest moods.

“We will have to keep it down, though,” Lily added with a theatrical whisper. “Or Tyler will come banging on the door, complaining about beauty sleep.”

“I heard that,” I called over my shoulder, grinning as I lifted another heavy box from the trunk.

The summer heat had intensified, and I could feel sweat beginning to soak through my t-shirt as I worked. It clung to my back and chest as I hoisted a heavy box. When I turned to carry it inside, I caught Vanessa watching me, her eyes tracing the outline of my muscles through the damp fabric.

She quickly looked away, a flush coloring her cheeks. Her own exertion had caused tendrils of hair to escape her ponytail, framing her face with delicate wisps that swayed with her movements. A thin sheen of perspiration made her skin glow in the afternoon sunlight.

“Impressive muscles,” Vanessa said as I set down the box in our entryway. Her voice was light, attempting casual conversation, but I didn’t miss the appreciative undertone. “The gym’s paying off, I see.”

I couldn’t help the slow smile that spread across my face. Despite everything, the awkwardness of their situation, Julia’s presence just yards away, there was still that undeniable spark between us.

“Or maybe just for you,” I replied with a wink, keeping my voice low enough that only she could hear.

Her eyes widened slightly, and for a moment, I worried I’d crossed a line. But then a small, almost involuntary smile tugged at her lips before she busied herself with adjusting the contents of a box.

Diana glanced around at the boxes accumulating in the entryway. “Now, let’s get you settled. I’ve been thinking about the sleeping arrangements.”

I wondered where Diana would put Vanessa.

“Vanessa, I thought you might be most comfortable sharing my room,” Diana said with a warm smile. “I have a queen bed, plenty of space, and we can put up a privacy screen if you’d like some separation. The floral bedding is new. I just bought it last month.”

My heart sank a little at Diana’s words, though I quickly chastised myself for the reaction. What had I expected? That Diana would put Vanessa in my room? The thought sent heat coursing through me that almost had me hard in an instant.

“Julia, sweetheart,” Diana continued, turning to where Lily and Julia stood by the door, “Lily has twin beds in her room. You two can bunk together.”

“Mom, we’ve already settled it!” Lily said with an eyeroll.

Diana just chuckled. “My bad.”

I watched as Diana led Vanessa upstairs to show her the bedroom they’d be sharing. The room was Diana’s sanctuary, and a bedroom we’d shared before.

As I followed with one of Vanessa’s suitcases, I couldn’t help but imagine what it would be like having Vanessa sleep just down the hall from me. Would she wear pajamas or sleep nude? Would her hair be loose around her shoulders? Would she masturbate or perhaps borrow some of my mother’s toys, which Lily had borrowed before? I didn’t know, but I could already tell it was going to be a lot hotter in here.

“The bathroom’s just across the hall,” Diana was saying as I set down the suitcase. “And Tyler’s room is just next door if you need anything during the night.”

I caught Vanessa’s eye at Diana’s words. Her lips parted slightly, and I knew she was thinking the same thing I was: how close we’d be while we slept.

“Tyler is always happy to extend guest privileges,” Diana added innocently, patting Vanessa’s arm. “He’s quite the gentleman that way.”

I wondered if Diana had somehow picked up on the tension between Vanessa and me. She certainly knew something since we’d talked about this earlier, but her face remained placid, showing no sign of ulterior meaning.

Julia and Lily appeared in the doorway, giggling about something on Lily’s phone. “Mom, Julia and I will go and game now.”

“Of course, dear,” Diana replied. “Tyler and I will help Vanessa get settled.”

As Lily and Julia disappeared down the hall, their excited chatter fading, I found myself alone with Diana and Vanessa in the bedroom. Vanessa opened her suitcase, pulling out neatly folded clothes.

“Let me help you hang those,” I offered, moving toward her closet. “Mom keeps the left side empty for guests.”

Vanessa smiled gratefully, handing me a stack of blouses. Her eyes met mine, and I could tell she was a lot happier compared to earlier.

Diana hummed softly as she arranged Vanessa’s toiletries on the dresser, seemingly oblivious to the charged atmosphere between us.

“I’m going to check on lunch,” Diana said after a few minutes. “Tyler, make sure Vanessa has everything she needs.”

With that, she glided out of the room, leaving Vanessa and me alone. I continued hanging clothes, hyperaware of Vanessa’s presence just inches away from me. The closet was small, forcing us to work in close proximity.

“You have a lovely home,” Vanessa said, reaching past me to hang a dress. Her arm brushed against mine, and I felt goosebumps rise on my skin.

“It’s your home now too,” I replied, turning to face her. We were standing so close I could see the flecks of gold in her blue-green eyes. “For as long as you need it to be.”

She smiled. “Thank you … for everything.”

“You’re welcome,” I said.

Vanessa turned to reach for another box on the bed, but misjudged the distance. Her elbow knocked against the cardboard container, flipping it completely over. The contents spilled across the bedspread and floor with a series of thumps and plastic clatters.

I froze as I registered what I was looking at. A collection of vibrators in various sizes and colors, lacy lingerie in deep reds and blacks, and what appeared to be handcuffs tumbled across the floor. A particularly bold red vibrator rolled to a stop against my foot, along with several dildos.

“Oh my God,” Vanessa said, her face instantly turning crimson. She lunged forward, frantically trying to gather everything at once. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t, these weren’t supposed to—”

I bent down to help, picking up the vibrator at my feet. “It’s okay, really,” I said, keeping my voice casual despite the heat rushing to my own face.

Vanessa let out a nervous laugh as she snatched a pair of crotchless panties from the floor. “This is mortifying,” she said, stuffing items back into the box. “I should have labeled this one private or something.”

I handed her the vibrator. “Don’t worry about it. We all have our… personal items and needs.”

She paused, clutching a black lace teddy to her chest. “I’ve been alone for way too long.”

“I know how that feels,” I said, meeting her eyes. “Being alone can be tough.”

Vanessa held my gaze. The black lace teddy was still clutched against her chest, her fingers nervously playing with its straps.

“My mom actually has a collection of her own,” I added with a gentle smile, trying to ease her embarrassment. “Probably twice this size, to be honest. It’s nothing to be ashamed of.”

Her eyebrows shot up. “Your mom?”

I nodded, helping her gather the remaining items. “Yeah. This is a pretty sex-positive household. Diana’s always been open about that kind of stuff.”

Vanessa seemed to relax slightly, her shoulders dropping as she carefully placed a purple vibrator back in the box. “That’s… refreshing, actually. I’ve been hiding these from Julia for years.”

“Everyone needs their private pleasures,” I said, handing her a pair of silk restraints that had fallen under the bed. Our fingers touched again, and this time, neither of us pulled away immediately. “Actually, my little sister even borrowed our mother’s toys, and we also borrowed one of her films.”

“That sounds exciting … Thank you for not making this weird,” she whispered.

“Trust me, it would take a lot more than this to weird me out,” I replied with a chuckle.

We finished gathering her collection in comfortable silence, and then a warm, inviting scent of herbs and freshly baked bread drifted up from downstairs, pulling our attention away from the moment.

“I think Mom’s got lunch ready,” I said, reluctantly stepping back from Vanessa.

Vanessa nodded, smoothing down her blouse self-consciously. “It smells wonderful.”

We made our way downstairs. When we entered the kitchen, the domestic scene before us was straight out of a magazine spread.

Diana had adorned the table with fresh flowers, from roses to lilies, and she’d added cloth napkins folded into perfect triangles beside each plate.

She moved between the kitchen counter and table, arranging a platter of sandwiches. The bread was thick-cut sourdough, still warm from the bakery down the street, and I could see layers of colorful ingredients peeking from between the slices.

“Just in time,” Diana said, looking up with a warm smile. “Tyler, would you grab the pitcher of lemonade from the refrigerator? Vanessa, you can help me with the salad if you’d like.”

Vanessa stepped forward eagerly, seemingly grateful for something to do. “Of course. It all looks amazing.”

Diana handed her a wooden salad bowl filled with fresh greens. “Just a light vinaigrette, nothing fancy. The herbs are from my garden out back.”

I retrieved the lemonade, watching as Vanessa carefully tossed the salad. She moved naturally, even in this unfamiliar kitchen. Her casual clothes, a simple blue t-shirt and jeans, suited her just as well as the glamorous outfits she’d worn for our photoshoots. Maybe even better, I thought, appreciating how the fabric hugged her curves.

“Lunch is ready,” Diana said, calling for Lily and Julia. “Come sit, everyone.”

Lily and Julia came running down the stairs, and we gathered around the table, an awkward moment hanging in the air as Julia and Vanessa hesitated, clearly unsure of where to sit. Diana solved the problem by gently guiding Vanessa to the chair beside her own.

“Julia, why don’t you sit next to Lily? You two seem thick as thieves already.”

Julia smiled gratefully and slid into the seat beside my sister. I took the remaining chair, directly across from Vanessa. Our eyes met briefly before she looked away, a faint blush coloring her cheeks.

“These sandwiches look amazing, Diana,” Julia said, her voice warm with genuine appreciation.

“Thank you. It’s nothing fancy, just turkey with avocado and sprouts, or vegetarian with cucumber and herbed cream cheese. I wasn’t sure about preferences.”

“Both sound delicious,” Vanessa said quietly. She’d been mostly silent since we’d sat down, her shoulders slightly hunched as if trying to take up less space.

“Vanessa, do you have any dietary restrictions I should know about?” Diana asked, passing the sandwich platter to her first. “I want to make sure everyone feels at home here.”

“No, but I’m no fan of junk food,” Vanessa replied, selecting the smallest sandwich. “Thank you for asking, though.”

“Don’t worry,” Diana said with a light-hearted chuckle. “We don’t really eat that.”

Lily and Julia started talking about games, eventually nudging me. Julia also joined Lily by playfully kicking me under the table. I could tell both of them were excited.

The tension around the table eased as Lily continued sharing embarrassing stories. I caught Diana’s approving smile as she watched them interact. She’d always had a knack for creating comfortable spaces where people could relax and be themselves.

I turned my attention to my own plate, but my awareness of Vanessa never diminished. She ate slowly, taking small bites and contributing little to the conversation. Occasionally, she would glance up at me when she thought I wasn’t looking, only to quickly avert her eyes when I caught her. And her daughter behaved the same, wanting my attention. I had a feeling the coming days would be trouble.

“This bread is delicious,” she murmured at one point, addressing her comment to my mother. “Did you make it?”

“Oh, heavens no,” Diana laughed. “I’m hopeless with yeast. It’s from that little bakery not far from here. I stop by every morning on my way to the flower shop.”

“Mom’s specialty is flowers, not flour,” I said, earning a groan from Lily and a genuine smile from Vanessa.

“Bad puns must run in the family,” Julia said, rolling her eyes at Lily. “Your sister makes them constantly during streams.”

“It’s part of my charm,” Lily said, flipping her hair dramatically.

As lunch progressed, I noticed Julia becoming more excited. She complimented the house several times, her eyes bright as she described how perfect Lily’s room would be for everything.

“The lighting is so much better than my old room,” she said.

Vanessa, by contrast, remained quiet, occasionally nodding along with Julia’s excitement but rarely adding anything of her own. When Diana asked about their previous apartment, Vanessa simply murmured something about it being adequate before changing the subject.

I felt satisfied watching them in my home, eating food provided by my family. The provider instinct ran deep in me. It always had. Knowing they were safe under my roof instead of sleeping in their car or some sketchy motel filled me with warmth. But mixed with that satisfaction was a constant awareness of Vanessa’s proximity, the way her slender fingers wrapped around her glass, how a strand of hair had escaped her ponytail to curl against her neck … And also, her daughter, competing for the same attention.

As we finished eating, Diana stood to clear the plates. “Lily, would you mind helping me with some grocery shopping this afternoon? Now that we have a bigger family staying with us, we need to stock up on fresh supplies.”

Lily looked surprised. “Why not ask Tyler? He’s stronger for carrying the heavy bags.”

“Tyler has already done the heavy lifting today with all those boxes,” Diana replied, stacking plates. “Besides, I’m sure he has work to catch up on, and he deserves a break.”

Lily shrugged. “Sure, I’ll come.” She turned to Julia with a grin. “We’ll play some games when I get back, okay?”

Julia nodded enthusiastically. “Sounds perfect!”

Lily bounded over and gave Julia a quick hug. I watched as Diana and Lily gathered their things, Diana winking at me as she grabbed her purse. “You’ve earned a break, honey. Just relax for a bit.”

I nodded gratefully. “Thanks, Mom. Drive safe.”

After they left, the house fell into a strange quiet. Julia excused herself to unpack more of her streaming equipment in Lily’s room, leaving me alone with the remnants of lunch and my thoughts. I cleared the remaining dishes, then settled in my bedroom with my laptop, intending to catch up on some emails for the business.

I had been working on the latest batch of product photos for almost an hour, but my mind kept wandering to Vanessa and Julia. Their presence in our home felt surreal, like two worlds colliding in ways I never anticipated. The editing software blinked at me, waiting for adjustments I couldn’t focus on making.

A gentle summer breeze drifted through my half-open window, carrying with it the soft murmur of voices from the backyard. I recognized them immediately, Julia and Vanessa. They must have stepped outside while I was absorbed in my work.

I tried to focus on the task at hand, but their voices drew me like a magnet. Setting aside my laptop, I moved closer to the window, telling myself I just needed fresh air. The curtains fluttered as another breeze swept in, along with Julia’s voice.

“Everyone’s been so nice,” she was saying, her tone lighter than I’d heard since before the eviction. “It feels like… I don’t know, like a fresh start somehow.”

I leaned against the windowsill, careful to stay hidden behind the curtain.

“Tyler’s family is certainly welcoming,” Vanessa agreed. “Better than I expected, honestly. Your friend Lily is a sweetheart.”

The sunlight filtered through the leaves, casting dappled shadows across Vanessa’s face as she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear.

“Still feels shameful though,” she added after a pause, her voice dropping so low I had to strain to hear. “Being evicted like that… it’s hard to shake.”

Those words stung. Vanessa sat with perfect posture even now, her chin lifted slightly as if defying her circumstances, but I could see the weight of humiliation in the set of her shoulders.

“Mom, it’s not your fault,” Julia insisted, placing a hand on her mother’s arm. “The economy sucks. It could happen to anyone.”

Vanessa shook her head. “A mother is supposed to provide security, not… this.”

My heart ached for them both. Vanessa had shared only the barest outline of her struggles during lunch, but hearing the raw pain in her voice now made everything more real. The woman who had posed so confidently for my camera, who had almost kissed me in the forest, carried burdens I could barely imagine.

I thought of the money sitting in my business account, accumulating daily as sales continued to climb. The $100,000 debt that had crushed Vanessa’s spirit and upended their lives was substantial, but not insurmountable for me.

I continued watching from my window as the conversation between Vanessa and Julia shifted to a new topic.

“So…” Vanessa said, her voice taking on a lighter tone. “Tell me about Tyler.”

I froze, pressing myself further behind the curtain. My heart hammered in my chest as I realized they were about to discuss me.

Julia’s face immediately flushed pink. “Mom, you know…”

“I know you like him,” Vanessa said, leaning closer to her daughter. “But what about the rest? How are those kisses? And… you know… the other stuff?”

I held my breath, feeling like I was intruding on something deeply private, yet I couldn’t make myself step away from the window.

Julia’s blush deepened as she tucked her hair behind her ear. “He’s… amazing, Mom. So loving and attentive. When we’re together, it’s like nothing I’ve ever experienced before.” Her voice dropped to an almost reverent whisper. “I love him.”

Vanessa nodded, a small smile playing on her lips.

“I just…” Julia continued, “I don’t want to be clingy, you know? Or make Lily think I’m hogging him all to myself.”

Vanessa raised an eyebrow. “He’s probably pretty hard for both of you, isn’t he?”

“Mom!” Julia exclaimed, her eyes widening as she shot her mother a scandalized look.

Vanessa laughed. “What? I’m just happy that you’re happy, sweetheart. And that he keeps you satisfied.”

Julia studied her mother’s face for a moment before asking, “What about you? Are you okay?”

“I’m fine, honey. You don’t have to worry about me.”

Julia leaned forward and wrapped her arms around her mother. The tender gesture made my chest tighten with emotion.

I backed away from the window, feeling guilty for eavesdropping but more determined than ever to be there for both of them. The attraction I felt for Vanessa hadn’t diminished; if anything, seeing her vulnerability had only intensified it, mixing desire with a fierce protectiveness.

* * *

By evening, the house was quiet. I’d spent the afternoon finalizing product shots and sending them off to my manufacturer, pleased with how the business continued to boom despite my distraction. The sound of giggles and gaming commentary drifted from Lily’s room, where she and Julia had set up their streaming equipment. Julia’s voice sounded livelier than I’d heard in weeks, her excitement bubbling through the wall as they played some competitive shooter game.

I checked my phone to find a text from Vanessa, Gone for a walk to clear my head. Back soon. The message was timestamped thirty minutes ago. I tried not to worry, reminding myself that she was an adult who could certainly handle a walk around the neighborhood. But I found it interesting that she’d sent me that text. I wasn’t sure why but it felt kind of intimate in a way. I also remembered quite clearly the conversation she had with her daughter earlier, about kisses and other stuff.

Downstairs, Diana was preparing dinner. The kitchen smelled of roasting chicken and herbs. I headed downstairs. “Need any help?” I offered, leaning against the doorframe.

She glanced up with a smile. “You could set the table. Nothing fancy tonight, just plates and water glasses.”

“Elana’s out for a walk,” Diana replied, checking something in the oven. “Poor thing needed some space, I think. It can’t be easy, suddenly living with virtual strangers.”

“We’re not strangers,” I said, perhaps too defensively.

Diana gave me a knowing look. “We are to her, Tyler. No matter how many photoshoots you’ve done together.”

I busied myself with the table settings, avoiding her perceptive gaze. Diana had always been too good at reading me.

* * *

By the time Vanessa returned, her cheeks flushed from the evening air, dinner was ready. Lily and Julia came down from upstairs, still chattering about their gaming session, and we all gathered around the table.

“Perfect timing,” Diana said warmly as Vanessa slipped into her seat. “How was your walk?”

“Lovely,” Vanessa replied, her eyes briefly meeting mine across the table. “Your neighborhood is beautiful.”

Dinner was relaxing, the conversation flowing more easily than at lunch. Julia was particularly happy, her eyes bright as she described the streaming setup she and Lily had created. I noticed the way she glanced at me between stories, her cheeks flushed with excitement.

I watched Julia as she laughed at something Lily said, noting the transformation from the devastated girl I’d found at the park yesterday. The relief of having a safe place to stay had clearly lifted a weight from her shoulders.

After dinner, I helped clear the table while Lily dragged Julia back upstairs, eager to show her some new gaming equipment. Diana shooed Vanessa away when she tried to help with the dishes.

“You’re our guest tonight,” she insisted. “Tomorrow we can establish a routine, but tonight you rest. Tyler and I have this handled.”

Vanessa hesitated before nodding gratefully. “I think I’ll take a shower then, if that’s alright.”

“Of course,” Diana replied. “Towels are in the linen closet across from the bathroom.”

As Vanessa disappeared upstairs, Diana handed me a dish towel, her expression thoughtful. “She’s quite beautiful, isn’t she?”

I nearly dropped the plate I was drying. “Vanessa? Yeah, she was a professional model.”

“Hmm,” Diana hummed, her tone neutral. “Julia also seems quite taken with you.”

“We’ve been together for a couple of weeks now,” I reminded her, carefully setting the dried plate in the cabinet.

Diana nodded. “I know.” She kissed my cheek and headed toward the living room. “I’m going to watch my shows. Can you finish up here?”

I completed the cleanup on autopilot. Upstairs, I could hear the shower running as I passed the bathroom. The thought of Vanessa naked, water cascading over her curves, sent heat pooling low in my belly. I forced myself to continue to my bedroom, closing the door firmly behind me.

I had just changed into sweatpants and a t-shirt when a soft knock sounded at my door. Opening it, I found Julia standing in the hallway, looking both nervous and horny. She wore a loose t-shirt that hung off one shoulder and pajama shorts that revealed her long legs.

“Hey,” I said, stepping back to let her in.

Julia slipped past me. As I closed the door behind her, she turned to me, her eyes meeting mine. “Lily’s on a video call with some streaming friends,” she whispered, stepping closer to me. “She’ll be busy for hours.”

I could feel the heat radiating from her body as she pressed against me, her hands sliding up my chest. “I’m horny,” she breathed against my ear, her voice sending shivers down my spine. “Can we have sex?”

The directness of her question caught me off guard, but my cock responded immediately. I pressed my lips to hers, pulling her closer as I softly closed the door behind us. She melted against me, her mouth opening to deepen our kiss.

I came off her lips, and we undressed each other quickly. I pulled her shirt over her head, revealing her perky breasts topped with rosy nipples.

Julia helped me out of my sweatpants, her eyes widening slightly as she saw how hard I already was. The day’s buildup, Vanessa’s presence, the tension during dinner, and now Julia’s eagerness had left me rock hard.

“Already wet,” I whispered, taking a moment to appreciate her nude form and cupping her pussy. Her wavy light brown hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing her face and drawing attention to her hazel eyes, now dark with lust. My gaze traveled down to her modest but perfectly shaped breasts, the gentle curve of her waist, and the neatly trimmed patch of hair between her legs. I cupped her again, coating my hand in her honey.

She blushed under my scrutiny but didn’t shy away. Instead, she reached for me, her fingers wrapping around my length with confident strokes that made me groan.

“Finally,” she said with a titter, pulling me toward the bed.

We fell onto the mattress together, our bodies instantly entwining. I kissed my way down her neck, enjoying the soft gasps that escaped her lips as I took one sweet nipple into my mouth. Her back arched, pressing her breast more firmly against my lips as her fingers tangled in my hair.

“Tyler,” she moaned, her legs spreading wider in invitation.

I slid my hand between her thighs, finding her womanhood. She whimpered as I stroked her, her hips rising to meet my touch. The knowledge that she wanted me this badly just made me hornier.

“Please,” she gasped, her eyes locked on mine. “I want you inside me.”

I positioned myself between her legs, the head of my cock pressing against her pink hole. With one slow thrust, I entered her, watching her face as pleasure washed over her features. She was tight and wet around me, her inner walls gripping me in the most delicious way.

“God, you feel amazing,” I said, beginning to fuck her.

Julia wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper. “So do you,” she said with her eyes closed.

I obliged, increasing my pace as I fucked her. The bed creaked beneath us, but I was beyond caring about noise. All that mattered was Julia beneath me, her body accepting mine and her moans growing louder with each thrust.

“It feels so good,” she said, her eyes half-closed with pleasure. “I needed this so badly.”

Sweat beaded on my forehead as I drove into her, the tension building at the base of my spine. Julia’s breath came in short, sharp pants, her inner muscles beginning to flutter around me as she approached her climax.

As I thrust deeper, my mind briefly flashed to Vanessa, imagining it was her right under me, with her legs spread and pussy stretched. The forbidden fantasy sent me careening toward the edge.

Julia came hard, her body tensing beneath me as waves of pleasure washed over her. And for a second, it was Vanessa climaxing. The sight of her orgasm, combined with the pulsing of her inner walls and my fantasizing about her mom, pushed me over the edge. I buried myself deep inside her, climaxing with an intensity that took my breath away.

“Vanessa,” I whispered her name like a prayer as I emptied myself within her.

We were still connected, our breathing slowly returning to normal, when the door suddenly opened. “Julia, have you seen my phone charger? I can’t find—” Vanessa’s voice cut off abruptly as she froze in the doorway, her eyes widening at the scene before her.

For a moment, time seemed suspended. Vanessa stood motionless, her gaze locked on our naked, intertwined bodies. I was still inside Julia, my back to the door, spilling cum inside her, but I could feel Vanessa’s eyes on me, taking in the muscles of my back, the curve of my ass and the intimacy of our position.

“Mom!” Julia said, scrambling to pull the sheet over herself. “Close the door!”

Vanessa’s face flushed crimson. “I’m so sorry! I didn’t realize, I should have knocked—” Her eyes darted to me once more, lingering for just a second too long before she backed out of the room. “So sorry,” she mumbled again as she pulled the door closed.

Julia buried her face in my chest, her body tense with embarrassment and anger. “I can’t believe she just walked in like that,” she groaned. “She always does this. Never knocks, just barges right in.”

I stroked her hair soothingly, though my heart was still racing from the sex. “It was an accident,” I said, trying to sound calm despite the chaos in my mind. “She didn’t know we were… you know.”

“I don’t think so,” Julia muttered against my skin.

“You think she walked in on us on purpose?”

“Wouldn’t surprise me. But anyway, she could have knocked.”

I held her close, feeling her gradually relax in my arms. “Hey,” I said gently, tilting her chin up to look at me. “Don’t worry about it. These things happen when people live together.”

Julia sighed. “I guess. It’s just… annoying. And embarrassing.” She paused, a small smile tugging at her lips despite her frustration. “Did you see her face though? I thought she was going to faint.”

I chuckled, relieved that Julia could find humor in the situation. “It was pretty priceless.”

I pulled out of her, and we lay together in silence for a while. Eventually, Julia reached for her phone on the nightstand. “Oh,” she said, her voice softer now. “Mom sent me a text. Says she’s sorry with a blushing emoji.”

“That’s nice of her,” I replied, peering over her shoulder at the message.

Julia nodded, typing a quick response. “I told her it’s fine. No big deal.”

“Tell her goodnight from me too,” I suggested, pressing a kiss to her temple.

Julia added the message and showed me the screen when Vanessa replied with a simple heart emoji. Something about that little heart made my own chest tighten, though I couldn’t exactly say why.

We cuddled closer, Julia’s breathing gradually slowing as she drifted toward sleep. I held her, inhaling the sweet scent of her hair, feeling contentment wash over me. Yet beneath that contentment ran an undercurrent of something else, a nagging awareness of Vanessa just down the hall, perhaps still thinking about what she’d witnessed.

* * *

I must have fallen asleep eventually, because I woke up sometime later with a dry throat and a pressing need for water. Carefully disentangling myself from Julia, I slipped out of bed and pulled on my sweatpants.

The house was quiet as I padded toward the bathroom, intent on getting a drink. But as I approached, I heard a sound that stopped me in my tracks. Someone was moaning, and it wasn’t Lily, and it wasn’t Diana.

I hesitated, knowing I should turn around and go back to my room. But curiosity got the better of me. Moving closer to the door, I noticed it wasn’t fully closed, a sliver of light spilled out into the darkened hallway.

Before I could talk myself out of it, I leaned forward, peering through the small gap. What I saw made my jaw drop.

Vanessa was perched on the edge of the bathtub, completely nude, her legs spread wide. The bathroom was still misty from her shower, condensation fogging the mirror as steam clung to every surface. Her wet hair cascaded down her back in dark waves, droplets of water glistening on her skin in the light.

In her hand was a purple vibrator, one I recognized from earlier. She was sliding it in and out of herself. Her other hand circled her clit with her fingers glistening with her own fresh juices.

“Tyler,” she whispered, her voice so breathy and desperate it sent a jolt straight to my groin. “Yes… Tyler…”

My cock hardened instantly, straining against my sweatpants as I adjusted myself instinctively, unable to look away. My heart hammered in my chest as I drank in the sight of her.

Her body was an hourglass that time had made even more appealing, softened just right around the edges. Her large D-cup breasts hung with a natural heaviness, swaying gently with each thrust of her hand. Round and full with a soft teardrop shape, they looked both soft and firm, their rosy pink nipples hardened into tight peaks against her smooth, lightly tanned skin. I could almost catch that subtle musky perfume scent of hers clinging to the steam in the air. Down below, her pussy looked so sweet, the outer lips plump and symmetric in a neat, even fold with a soft pink color that deepened toward the center, glistening with her wetness that coated the dildo and trickled down her inner thighs, neatly groomed with just a trim strip of dark hair above, everything about it drawing my eyes in like it was made to be admired.

My cock went rock hard in seconds as I studied every detail of her: the way her curvy hips shifted and her toned legs from all that yoga flexing with tension. I wanted her so badly it hurt, my mind spinning with how she’d feel under me, but I couldn’t tear my gaze away.

Every inch of her was perfection. God, I needed to be inside her, fuck the risks. The thought blazed through my mind with startling clarity as I watched her pleasure herself, whispering my name over and over again.

Her free hand gripped the edge of the tub for support as she worked the vibrator deeper, her back arching in pleasure. I could smell her musky arousal stronger now.

A flicker of guilt passed through me as I remembered Julia asleep in my bed, but it was quickly overwhelmed by raw lust as Vanessa increased her pace. “Tyler,” she whispered again, more urgently this time. “Harder… want to cum for you…”

Her movements became more frantic, her body tensing as she approached her peak. The muscles in her thighs flexed beautifully as she gripped the tub edge harder. Her head fell back as she bit her lip to stifle her moans.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away as her orgasm built. The vibrator disappeared and reappeared between her folds with increasing speed, her fingers working her clit in tight, desperate circles. Her breathing became ragged, punctuated by soft whimpers.

When it hit her, her entire body shuddered violently, eyes squeezing shut as a loud moan escaped her lips before she caught it, biting down hard. Her pussy contracted visibly around the vibrator, and then, to my absolute shock, she squirted. Clear fluid sprayed in glistening arcs, splashing onto the tub and floor, soaking her thighs as her body convulsed in pleasure.

Time seemed to slow as I watched the fluid catch the light, each droplet suspended momentarily in the air before gravity claimed it. The scent of her release reached me, musky and sweet, as her body continued to pulse with aftershocks.

“Tyler…” she whispered one final time as the vibrator slipped from her grasp, falling to the tub with a soft clatter. She sat there panting, a satisfied glow emanating from her flushed skin as her body relaxed in the aftermath of her climax.

I was transfixed. I felt pre-cum wetting the front of my sweatpants as I fought the urge to touch myself, or worse, to push the door open and offer to replace the toy with something more substantial.

The sound of movement snapped me back to reality. Vanessa was stirring, reaching for a towel hanging nearby. Fear of being discovered shot through me, and I quietly retreated, my heart pounding in my chest as I tried to walk normally despite my raging erection.

Back in my room, I slipped under the covers beside Julia, who stirred slightly at the disturbance. “Where’d you go?” she mumbled sleepily, rolling over to face me.

“Just needed water,” I whispered, spooning her from behind to hide my still-present arousal. “Go back to sleep.”

She murmured something unintelligible and nestled against me, quickly drifting back to sleep. I lay there, wide awake, my thoughts spiralling with images of Vanessa on the bathtub edge, calling my name as she came.

She had been fantasizing about me. While her daughter slept in my bed, Vanessa had been pleasuring herself to thoughts of me.

What was I doing? Julia trusted me. She’d just told her mother she loved me, and here I was, peeping at Vanessa like some perverted voyeur. Yet I couldn’t deny the mutual attraction. Vanessa clearly wanted me as much as I wanted her.

My dreams that night were a chaotic blend of images: Julia’s loving embrace morphing into Vanessa’s loving embrace, two bodies becoming one, then two again. I tossed and turned, caught between longing and duty, between the woman in my arms and the woman down the hall.


Chapter 6

When morning finally came, I woke feeling unrested but resolute. Something had changed last night, crossed a threshold that couldn’t be uncrossed. Vanessa and I would have to face this attraction eventually. But for now, I needed to focus on being there for both her and Julia as they settled into their new home.

The knowledge that Vanessa wanted me, had pleasured herself thinking of me, would have to be enough for now. But as I felt Julia stir beside me, I knew with absolute certainty that this delicate balance couldn’t last forever.

I blinked away the remnants of sleep. Julia’s gentle breathing tickled my chest, her warmth seeping into me as I lay there, torn between the comfort of her presence and the forbidden desire for her mother. My cock stiffened against her thigh, and I wasn’t sure if it was from her closeness or the vivid memory of Vanessa.

Guilt twisted in my gut. I needed space, needed to process what I’d seen and what it meant. The attraction between Vanessa and me was undeniable now, but acting on it would shatter the fragile new dynamic in our household.

Julia stirred against me, her eyes fluttering open. She smiled sleepily, reaching up to touch my face. “Morning,” she whispered.

I leaned down and kissed her, trying to pour genuine affection into the gesture while my mind betrayed me with thoughts of another woman. Her lips were warm and yielding, sweet with the innocence of morning.

“Morning,” I said.

“Cuddle?”

“A little bit longer,” I said and hugged her closer. “But then I have to work.”

She didn’t waste a second and held onto me as if afraid I’d vanished. Then eventually, she let go.

“Need to catch up on work,” I said when we broke apart, brushing her hair from her face.

Julia stretched against me, her naked body pressing deliciously against mine. Under different circumstances, I might have rolled her beneath me for a morning session, but the desperation to be alone was overwhelming. I needed to process what had happened, needed to relieve the ache that had built up from watching Vanessa last night.

“You’re always working,” she pouted, though her eyes showed understanding. She ran a hand down my chest, pausing at my obvious erection. “Someone’s excited this morning.”

I kissed her forehead. If she only knew the cause of my excitement. “Can’t help it when I wake up next to you.”

She cuddled closer, her hand wrapping around my length through the sheets. “I could help with that before you start working.”

I gently caught her wrist, bringing her hand to my lips. “Later? I really need to get these edits done.”

For a moment, disappointment flickered across her face, but it quickly gave way. “Can Lily and I make you something? To thank you for everything you’ve done for us.”

“Pancakes would be great,” I suggested, smiling at her enthusiasm. “With chocolate chips, if we have them.”

Julia’s face lit up. “Perfect, I make amazing pancakes.” She kissed me again, deeper this time, before sliding out of bed.

I watched her move around the room, collecting her clothes. Her body was beautiful, perky breasts bouncing slightly as she bent to retrieve her shirt and the neat triangle between her legs adorned her pussy. Yet my treacherous mind superimposed another image: Vanessa’s fuller breasts, her more generous curves, her swollen, wet pussy and the way she’d moaned my name.

As Julia dressed, my thoughts drifted to the possibility of another photoshoot with Vanessa. Perhaps somewhere private, away from the house, the coast maybe far away from here. I could almost see her in a bikini, waves crashing behind her and the sea breeze playing with her hair… just the two of us, no distractions.

“I’ll call you when they’re ready!” Julia said cheerfully, breaking into my fantasy as she slipped out the door.

I lay there for another minute, willing my erection to subside enough that I could make it to the bathroom without embarrassment. When I finally managed to get up, I pulled on sweatpants and a t-shirt. Stepping into the hallway, I headed toward the bathroom, planning to splash some cold water on my face before facing everyone downstairs. Lost in thought about how I might approach Vanessa about another shoot, I didn’t notice the bathroom door opening until it was too late.

Vanessa stepped out in a cloud of steam, her hair wet and slicked back from her face, a bathrobe loosely tied around her waist. The sight of her stopped me in my tracks. The robe clung to her damp skin, outlining her curves in a way that sparked my sexual imagination. Her natural perfume mingled with soap and shampoo, creating an intoxicating scent that sent my senses reeling.

“Oh!” she gasped, clutching the collar of her robe. “Good morning, Tyler.”

“Morning,” I said, my voice embarrassingly rough. All I could see was her last night, legs spread wide and vibrator disappearing between her folds as she called my name.

We stood awkwardly for a moment, neither moving out of the other’s way. Her eyes darted to mine, then away, a blush creeping up her neck.

“Did you sleep well?” I asked, desperate to break the silence.

“Fine,” she answered quickly. “You?”

“Fine,” I said, shifting my weight. Our arms brushed as I tried to move past her in the narrow hallway, and I felt her shiver at the contact. The robe gaped slightly, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of cleavage. I swallowed hard, blood rushing south again despite my best efforts.

“How was my mother as a bed companion?” I asked, immediately wanting to kick myself for the suggestive phrasing.

Vanessa’s blush deepened, but a small smile played at the corners of her mouth. “The most loving woman on the planet,” she said. “I slept wonderfully.”

“That’s good,” I nodded, noticing the way water droplets clung to her collarbone. “Mom’s already at work, by the way.”

“Oh, I see,” she replied, adjusting her robe self-consciously. The movement only served to draw my attention to how the fabric clung to her breasts.

Our eyes met again, and this time neither of us looked away immediately. I wondered if she could tell I’d seen her last night, if she somehow knew her private moment hadn’t been so private after all.

“I should get dressed,” she said finally, her voice barely above a whisper.

“And I should… bathroom,” I replied lamely, gesturing toward the door behind her.

She nodded and started to move past me, but the hallway was narrow, forcing our bodies to press together momentarily. I felt the softness of her breast against my arm, the heat of her through the thin robe. My semi-hard cock twitched in response, and I prayed she wouldn’t notice.

“Excuse me,” she murmured, slipping past and hurrying toward Diana’s room.

I stood frozen for a moment, watching her retreat, the robe clinging to the curves of her ass as she walked. Taking a deep breath, I ducked into the bathroom, closing the door and leaning against it. The mirror was still fogged from her shower, and I could smell her lingering presence in the steamy air. Closing my eyes, I tried to compose myself and not think of what had happened, but it was difficult. I took a shower and immediately fantasized about Vanessa in here nude. I wondered if she’d masturbated again, perhaps taking the showerhead and holding it close to her womanhood while she moaned. I was going to deal with blueballs if this continued.

I quickly finished the shower and hopped out, drying myself and getting dressed. When I finally made my way to the kitchen, Vanessa was already there, dressed in jeans and a light blue blouse that complemented her eyes. Lily and Julia stood at the stove, flipping pancakes and chattering excitedly.

“Breakfast’s up!” Lily called when she spotted me, gesturing toward the table that had been set with plates, syrup, and fresh fruit.

I took a seat across from Vanessa, and Julia brought over a stack of golden pancakes, setting them in the middle of the table.

“How did you sleep with Diana, Mom?” Julia asked as she took the seat beside me, her hand casually resting on my thigh under the table.

Vanessa’s eyes flickered to mine briefly before she answered. “Wonderful,” she said, reaching for the syrup. “Diana is a wonderful woman.”

We started eating, and we talked about various topics. Eventually, Vanessa cleared her throat, her eyes fixed on her plate as she cut into her pancakes. “Tyler, Julia… I wanted to apologize again for last night. I should’ve knocked first. That was completely inappropriate of me.”

I felt a heat creep up my neck. Julia waved her hand dismissively, though I noticed a faint blush on her cheeks. “It’s fine, Mom. It happens. We’re all living together now, so… bound to be some awkward moments, right?”

“Still,” Vanessa insisted, her eyes briefly meeting mine before darting away. “It was thoughtless. I promise to be more considerate going forward.”

Lily looked between us with raised eyebrows. “Wait, what happened?”

“Nothing!” Julia and I said in unison and then giggled.

Lily smirked, sliding more pancakes onto my plate. “Sure sounds like nothing.” She tasted a bite of her own creation and grinned proudly. “Almost as good as Mom’s, right? Though I added extra vanilla.”

I was grateful for the change of subject. “They’re delicious,” I said.

“Absolutely wonderful,” Vanessa agreed, her voice warming. “You girls are talented cooks.”

I couldn’t stop stealing glances at her across the table. When she caught me watching, she smiled.

“Tyler? Did you hear me?” Julia’s voice broke through my thoughts.

I blinked, turning to her. “Sorry, what?”

“I asked if you wanted more tea,” she repeated, holding up the pot.

“Oh, yes, please.” I pushed my mug toward her, avoiding Vanessa’s eyes.

We chatted about various topics. Lily dominated most of it, excitedly talking about upcoming games. I nodded at appropriate intervals, but my mind was elsewhere, caught in the gravitational pull of the woman sitting across from me.

When we finished eating, everyone helped clear the table. I loaded the dishwasher while Lily and Julia wiped down the counters.

“So what’s everyone doing today?” Lily asked, drying her hands on a dish towel.

“I thought Julia and I might try streaming Super Smash Bros,” Lily replied, her eyes lighting up. “We’ve been practicing, and I think we could do a fun tournament stream. What do you think, Julia?”

Julia nodded enthusiastically. “Definitely!”

“Perfect!” Lily clapped her hands together. “Tyler, want to join? We could use a third player.”

I shook my head, seizing the opportunity for escape. “Can’t today. Got a ton of work to catch up on. Those product photos need editing, and I’ve got emails piling up.”

“Booooring,” Lily teased, but she didn’t push further.

I glanced at Vanessa, who was quietly putting away the last of the clean dishes. “What about you, Vanessa? Any plans?”

She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “I thought I might finish unpacking. There’s still quite a bit to organize.”

“Well, if you two need us, we’ll be in Lily’s room,” Julia said, giving me a quick kiss on the cheek.

Lily also kissed my cheek. “Don’t work too hard.”

I watched as Lily and Julia headed upstairs, their excited chatter and giggles fading as they disappeared into Lily’s room. The sound of a door closing left Vanessa and me alone in the kitchen, the silence between us suddenly deafening.

“I should get to work,” I said, not moving.

“And I should unpack,” she replied, equally stationary.

We stood there for a moment, as if both of us wanted to say something, but we didn’t know. Finally, I forced myself to turn away, heading toward my office.

I settled at my desk, opening my laptop and staring blankly at the screen. The image files were there waiting for me, but I couldn’t focus. All I could think about was Vanessa, alone in Diana’s room, unpacking her things. Unpacking that box of toys I’d seen yesterday. I craved to see more of her, spend time with her and just be with her. But it would be difficult here with Lily and Julia under the same roof.

The coast. The idea hit me suddenly, crystal clear. A photoshoot at Drakes Beach would be perfect, professional enough to justify and private enough to allow us time alone. The lighting would be ideal for the summer activewear line, and the background of sand and sea would create stunning visuals.

Before I could talk myself out of it, I stood up and made my way to Diana’s room. The door was partially open, and I could see Vanessa inside, carefully folding clothes and placing them in the dresser drawer Diana had emptied for her.

I knocked on the doorframe. “Hey.”

She turned, surprise flickering across her face. “Oh, Tyler. I thought you were working.”

“I was, am. Just had an idea I wanted to run by you.” I stepped into the room. “I was thinking about doing another photoshoot, at Drakes Beach this time. The scenery is incredible, and the lighting would be perfect for some bikini and activewear shots.”

Vanessa paused, her hand hovering over a neatly folded shirt. “That sounds… nice.”

“You’d be perfect for it,” I said, trying to keep my voice professional. “The colors would complement your complexion, and the beach backdrop would create exactly the aesthetic I’m looking for.”

She considered me for a moment, her head tilted slightly. “Of course. I’m your employee after all, and I kind of owe it to you for everything you’ve done for us.” Her smile was grateful, though embarrassment still remained in her eyes.

“You don’t owe me anything,” I said quickly. “But I’d appreciate your help.”

“When were you thinking?”

“Today? It’s about a two-hour drive. We’d probably be gone most of the day.”

Something sparkled in her eyes. “Sounds perfect. Some time with nature… and you. It would be a nice break from everything.”

She reached out, touching my arm lightly. “I really do appreciate all your help, Tyler. Not just the shelter, but making me feel welcome despite… well, everything.”

Her touch instantly transported me back to the bathroom doorway. “It’s my pleasure,” I managed, hoping she wouldn’t notice my reaction.

“It’s my pleasure,” I said. “Should we leave soon? The beach is best in mid-afternoon light.”

“Give me twenty minutes to get ready and pack?” Vanessa asked, already moving toward her bag.

“Perfect. I’ll grab my camera gear and meet you downstairs.”

I headed to my room to pack, throwing swimwear, towels and a change of clothes into a duffel bag before collecting my camera equipment. My imagination ran wild as I packed lenses and checked battery levels. Being alone with Vanessa for the day felt both exciting and dangerous.

When I came downstairs, Vanessa was already waiting, dressed in a flowing sundress. The sight of her made me smile.

“We should let the girls know we’re leaving,” I said, setting down my equipment bag.

We found Lily and Julia in Lily’s room, engrossed in their game, controllers in hand as they shouted playful taunts at each other. I knocked on the open door.

“Hey, Vanessa and I are heading out for a photoshoot at Drakes Beach.”

Julia paused the game and looked up, her expression momentarily confused before understanding dawned. “Oh, for your business? That’s cool.”

Lily bounced off her gaming chair. “Drakes Beach is gorgeous! You’ll get amazing photos there.”

“We’ll be back later this evening,” I added, watching Julia’s reaction carefully.

To my relief, she smiled and stood, crossing the room to give me a hug. “Have fun,” she said, stretching up to kiss my cheek. “Bring back some pictures so I can see how amazing my boyfriend is at photography.”

Lily joined in, wrapping her arms around me. “Yeah, and don’t forget to take some behind-the-scenes pics of the stunning scenery,” she added with a wink only I could see.

Vanessa waved from the doorway. “We’ll be back before you know it. Don’t burn the house down.”

“No promises!” Lily called cheerfully as we headed downstairs.

I loaded the equipment into my car while Vanessa settled into the passenger seat. The moment we pulled out of the driveway, I sighed in relief. We were alone together at last.

“Two hours of driving ahead,” I said, turning onto the main road. “Any music preferences?”

Vanessa relaxed into her seat. “Something upbeat? I’m feeling good today.”

I connected my phone to the car’s sound system, selecting a playlist of indie pop that filled the car with bright melodies. Vanessa immediately began tapping her fingers against her thigh to the rhythm.

“Windows down?” I suggested as we hit the highway.

“Absolutely,” she agreed, already lowering hers.

The wind rushed in, carrying the scent of summer with it. Vanessa closed her eyes for a moment, letting the breeze tousle her hair. When she opened them again, she was smiling, a real, unguarded smile that made her look years younger.

“I needed this,” she confessed, raising her voice slightly over the music and wind. “Just… getting away.”

“I can imagine,” I replied, stealing a glance at her. The sunlight played across her features, highlighting the delicate curve of her cheekbone. “It’s been a rough few days for you.”

She nodded, her expression growing thoughtful. “More than a few days, if I’m being honest.” She paused, seeming to decide something. “Did you know I used to dream of being a professional photographer? Before Julia was born.”

“Really?”

“Mmm-hmm. Then I became a model, well… dreams change.”

I absorbed this, imagining a younger Vanessa with a camera in hand, full of ambition. “It’s never too late, you know.”

She laughed softly. “Maybe. For now, I’m just grateful to be on this side of the lens. Working with you… It reminds me of what I loved about photography.”

Our conversation flowed easily after that, moving from photography to music, books and travel dreams. The miles passed quickly, and I found myself increasingly drawn to her intelligence and wit. The flirtation that had simmered between us since our first shoot grew more pronounced with each passing mile.

“You know what I could use right now?” I said as we approached the halfway point. “A good steak.”

“Sounds pricey,” she said, looking at me unsurely.

“It’s on me,” I said, patting her thigh. “There’s a great steakhouse about fifteen minutes from here. Best ribeye in the county.”

“Well then, lead the way,” she said with an appreciative smile.

We pulled into the restaurant, which was rustic but fancy. We were seated at a quiet corner table, and Vanessa looked around appreciatively.

“This is lovely,” she said, opening her menu. “Though I feel underdressed.”

“You look perfect,” I replied, the words escaping before I could filter them.

Our eyes met over the menus, and for a moment, neither of us spoke. The waiter’s arrival broke the tension, and we ordered: ribeye for her, porterhouse for me.

As we ate, I noticed Vanessa gradually becoming more comfortable. The weight of her financial troubles and the awkwardness of our living situation seemed to lift from her shoulders.

When the check came, I took it immediately. Vanessa started to protest, but I shook my head.

“My treat,” I insisted.

“Thank you,” she said, reaching across the table to touch my hand. “For everything, Tyler, not just lunch.”

Her fingers lingered on mine longer than necessary, sending warmth up my arm. I paid quickly, eager to get back on the road, to have more time alone with her.

The final stretch of our journey took us along the coastal highway, the road winding along cliffs that overlooked the Pacific. Vanessa gasped as we rounded a bend and the full expanse of ocean came into view, sunlight dancing on the waves.

“It’s breathtaking,” she murmured, leaning forward in her seat.

“Wait until you see the beach.”

When we finally arrived at Drakes Beach, the sight didn’t disappoint. The dramatic cliffs created a natural amphitheater around the wide, sandy shore. The waves crashed against the sand, and the air was thick with the scent of salt and seaweed.

“Oh, Tyler,” Vanessa said, taking it all in. “This is perfect.”

I parked, and as soon as we stepped out, the sound of waves enveloped us, along with the calls of seagulls wheeling overhead.

“Let’s get set up,” I said, opening the trunk to retrieve my equipment. “The light is ideal right now.”

Vanessa helped me carry the gear down to the beach. We found a relatively secluded spot near the base of the cliffs, protected from view by a natural outcropping of rock. I spread out a blanket for the equipment while Vanessa unpacked the bag containing the bikinis we’d brought for the shoot.

“These are gorgeous,” she said, holding up a turquoise two-piece that would complement her eyes perfectly. “Where should I change?”

I pulled a large beach towel from my bag. “I can hold this up for you,” I offered.

She nodded and gave me a wink. “Like good old days.”

I held the towel up, creating a makeshift changing screen. Vanessa stepped behind it, and I fixed my gaze on the horizon, trying desperately not to think about her undressing just inches away, but the rustling of fabric was torture.

“No peeking,” she teased, her voice light.

“Wouldn’t dream of it,” I lied, my mouth suddenly dry.

“Or maybe just a little?” she added, and I could hear the smile in her voice.

I laughed, keeping the towel steady. “Professional photographer here, remember?”

“Hmm, very professional,” she agreed with a hint of sarcasm. More rustling, then she said, “Okay, I’m ready.”

I lowered the towel and nearly dropped it at the sight of her. The turquoise bikini was even more stunning on her than I’d imagined, the color making her eyes seem to glow. The top cupped her full breasts perfectly, creating a jaw-dropping cleavage. The bottom sat low on her hips, revealing the smooth curve of her stomach and the flare of her hips.

“Well?” Vanessa asked, doing a slow turn that nearly stopped my heart. The back of the bikini was even more revealing, the material hugging the perfect roundness of her ass.

I cleared my throat, trying to maintain some semblance of professionalism. “You look amazing. The color is perfect with your complexion.”

She smiled, pleased with my reaction. “Where do you want me?”

The innocent question sent my mind straight to the gutter, but I managed to gesture toward the shoreline. “Let’s start over there, where the waves just touch the sand. The contrast between the blue water and your suit will be stunning.”

I grabbed my camera, adjusting the settings as Vanessa walked ahead of me. The gentle sway of her hips was hypnotic, drawing my eyes like a magnet.

Vanessa positioned herself near the water’s edge, looking back at me expectantly. I raised my camera and began shooting, capturing her natural beauty as she moved through various poses. The afternoon sun cast a golden glow on her skin, making her look like she was lit from within.

“Try some yoga poses,” I suggested, moving closer to get a better angle. “The activewear line is targeted at fitness enthusiasts.”

Vanessa nodded, effortlessly flowing into a warrior pose, her body creating beautiful lines against the backdrop of crashing waves.

“Form’s perfect,” I said, circling her to capture different angles. “Can you arch your back a bit more in that one?”

She complied, sending me a coy smile over her shoulder as the wind tousled her hair. “Like this?”

“Exactly like that,” I replied. The camera clicked rapidly as I captured shot after shot, each one more stunning than the last.

Vanessa transitioned into a standing bow pose, balancing on one leg while holding the other extended behind her.

“These directions feel… personal,” Vanessa teased, her eyes meeting mine over the camera. “Almost like you’re enjoying the view.”

I lowered the camera slightly, allowing myself to really look at her. “Would it be unprofessional to admit that I am?”

Her laugh was warm and genuine. “Not unprofessional, but human.”

The flirtation between us escalated as the shoot continued. I found myself moving closer, adjusting her positions with light touches, just any excuse to get my hands on her.

“Try a more dynamic pose,” I suggested, stepping back. “Something that shows movement.”

Vanessa nodded. She took a running start, but as she jumped, her foot caught on an uneven patch of sand. She stumbled forward with a small cry of surprise.

I dropped my camera and lunged to catch her, but her momentum carried us both down. We tumbled onto the beach, Vanessa landing squarely on top of me. I couldn’t believe this happened again, but I didn’t complain.

For a moment, we just lay there, stunned. Her body pressed against mine, her breasts crushed against my chest, our legs intertwined. Her face hovered just inches above mine, her surprised expression slowly melting into laughter.

I couldn’t help but join her, the absurdity of the situation breaking through my professional facade. Our laughter mingled in the small space between us, but gradually faded as awareness crept in. Her body felt perfect against mine, soft in all the right places, warm and alive.

“Are you okay?” I asked, my hands naturally finding their place at her waist.

She nodded, her eyes darkening as they locked with mine. “I’m fine. You’re great at catching women, aren’t you?”

“I can’t deny that.”

Neither of us moved to separate. I could feel her breath on my lips, coming slightly faster now. The playfulness had evaporated. Without conscious thought, I lifted my head slightly, closing the gap between us. I thought back to the last time we almost kissed, and finally, I’d taste her lips.

But then a shrill ringing cut through. Vanessa pulled back reluctantly, her cheeks flushed. “Saved by the bell?” she murmured with a small, awkward laugh.

I recognized the ringtone as mine. With a groan, I reached into my pocket, checking the screen. “It’s Julia.” Again …

Sighing, Vanessa quickly rolled off me, adjusting her bikini top, which had shifted during our embrace. I sat up, trying to compose myself before answering.

“Hey, Julia,” I said, hoping my voice sounded normal.

“Tyler! Thank God you picked up,” Julia’s voice was urgent, tinged with worry. “There’s a big thunderstorm heading your way. I hope you’re safe.”

I looked up at the sky for the first time in what felt like hours. Dark clouds were indeed gathering on the horizon, much closer than I would have expected. The wind had picked up significantly, the waves growing larger and more aggressive as they crashed against the shore. I must have been hypnotized by Vanessa’s beauty so far.

“We see it,” I replied, standing and offering my hand to help Vanessa up. “Thanks for the warning.”

“Be careful, okay? The forecast says it’s going to be really bad.”

“We will. See you tonight.” I ended the call and turned to Vanessa, who was already gathering her things.

“Storm coming?” she asked, though the answer was obvious as the sky continued to darken ominously. In the distance, I could hear the low rumble of thunder.

“Yeah, and it looks like a big one.” I quickly packed my camera equipment, protecting it from the sand that was now swirling in the strengthening wind. “We should head back.”

Vanessa nodded, slipping a cover-up over her bikini as the first raindrops began to fall. “Timing…” I muttered, looking back at the spot where we’d almost kissed moments before.

She caught my eye, a mischievous smile playing on her lips despite the worsening weather. “I apologise on behalf of my daughter.”

“Don’t worry about it.”

We hurried to gather our belongings as the rain began to fall more heavily. By the time we reached the car, we were both damp, and the sky had turned an ominous steel gray. The wind whipped around us, bending the beach grass at unnatural angles.

“This looks bad,” Vanessa said as we loaded the equipment into the trunk. “Really bad.”

I checked my weather app, frowning at what I saw. “The storm’s moving faster than expected. It’s going to hit hardest in about twenty minutes, right along our route home.”

She bit her lip, concern evident in her eyes. “So what do we do?”

I considered our options, looking at the rapidly deteriorating conditions. Driving back meant at least two hours on wet roads that would become increasingly treacherous as the storm intensified.

“We can’t risk driving back in this,” I said, watching as a particularly violent gust of wind shook the car. “It’s too dangerous. Let’s find somewhere to stay until it passes.”

Vanessa nodded, relief evident in her features. “I think that’s smart, safety first.”

I pulled out my phone, searching for accommodations nearby. The first few options were fully booked. Then I found it: The Oceanside Resort, a luxury hotel perched on the cliffs overlooking the beach. The images showed fancy rooms with panoramic views, a renowned restaurant and all the amenities one could want.

Without hesitation, I tapped to book it. Vanessa leaned over, her shoulder pressing against mine as she peered at my screen.

“That looks… expensive,” she said, her voice tinged with concern.

I smiled, selecting the best available room. “Only the best for you,” I said, showing her the confirmation page. “We deserve some comfort after getting caught in this mess.”

The drive to the resort was tense, rain now coming down in sheets as we crawled along the coastal road. By the time we pulled into the covered entrance, the storm had reached full force, wind howling around us and thunder cracking overhead.

A valet rushed out with umbrellas, but we still got soaked in the few steps it took to reach the lobby doors. Inside, the resort was a haven of warmth and luxury. A massive stone fireplace dominated one wall, while big windows showcased the churning ocean beyond.

We approached the reception desk, where a cute young woman greeted us. “Welcome to Oceanside Resort. Checking in?”

“Yes,” I replied, passing over my ID and credit card. “Reservation under Tyler Summers.”

She tapped at her computer, then looked up with a smile that seemed just a touch too knowing. “Ah, yes. I see your online booking. Actually, we have an upgrade available that I think would be perfect for you two.”

Vanessa and I exchanged glances as the receptionist continued.

“Our Romantic Cliffside Suite just became available. It features a king-sized bed, panoramic ocean views and a private jacuzzi tub. Perfect for a couple looking to wait out the storm in style.”

I felt heat crawl up my neck as Vanessa’s cheeks flushed pink beside me.

“Oh,” Vanessa said, “that sounds… cozy.”

“It’s, uh, that works for us,” I stammered, acutely aware of Vanessa’s arm brushing against mine as we stood at the counter.

The receptionist beamed, clearly pleased with herself. “Wonderful! I’ll have your keycards ready in just a moment. The suite includes complimentary champagne and access to all resort amenities.”

As she processed our check-in, I thought of our night … one bed. After two almost-kisses, after seeing Vanessa pleasure herself in our bathroom at home, after weeks of building tension … one bed was exactly what we needed. I stole a glance at Vanessa, whose flush had deepened. Was she remembering how her body had felt pressed against mine on the sand? Or perhaps recalling her private moment in the bathroom, when she’d whispered my name as she came?

The receptionist handed over our keycards with a smile. “Elevators are to your right, sixth floor. Enjoy your stay!”

We thanked her and made our way to the elevators. Inside, Vanessa leaned against the wall, her eyes meeting mine briefly before darting away. “One bed,” she said quietly, a hint of a smile playing on her lips.

“I can sleep on the couch if there is one,” I offered automatically, though every fiber of my being hoped she would refuse.

“Let’s see the room first before you volunteer for furniture duty,” she replied, her tone light but with an undercurrent I couldn’t quite decipher.

The elevator doors opened directly into our suite, revealing a space so luxurious it momentarily distracted me from the tension between us. Big windows showcased the dramatic storm over the ocean, lightning occasionally illuminating the churning waves below. A king-sized bed dominated one side of the room, draped in crisp white linens and piled high with pillows. A stone fireplace, already lit and crackling invitingly, cast a warm glow across the space.

“Wow,” Vanessa breathed, stepping into the room. “This is so nice.”

She wandered to the windows, watching the storm rage outside while I explored the rest of the suite. The bathroom featured a massive jacuzzi tub positioned before another window with the same spectacular view, plus a walk-in shower big enough for two. A bottle of champagne chilled in an ice bucket beside the bed, two crystal flutes waiting beside it.

“You are not sleeping on the couch,” Vanessa said when I returned to the main room. She turned to me with a teasing smile. “But I hope you don’t snore.”

“I’ve been told I’m a very quiet sleeper,” I replied, matching her light tone. “Especially after … Uhm, never mind.”

Vanessa giggled. “I should change out of these wet clothes,” she said. “Mind if I use the bathroom first?”

“Go ahead,” I nodded, grateful for a moment to collect my thoughts.

While Vanessa changed, I texted Julia and Lily to let them know we were safe but staying overnight due to the storm. Julia replied immediately with a worried message followed by several heart emojis, while Lily sent back a suggestive winking face that I chose to ignore.

Vanessa came out of the bathroom wearing yoga pants and a cozy-looking sweater, her hair twisted up in a towel. “Your turn,” she said. “There are amazing robes in there, by the way.”

I grabbed my bag and retreated to the bathroom, taking my time to calm my thoughts running wild under the hot spray of the shower. By the time I stepped out, wearing fresh jeans and a henley, the rain was pounding even harder against the windows.

Vanessa sat curled in one of the armchairs by the fireplace, her legs tucked beneath her as she watched the flames. She’d let her hair down, and it fell in damp waves around her shoulders. The sight of her there, relaxed and beautiful in the firelight, stirred something in me beyond mere physical attraction.

“Hungry?” I asked, breaking the comfortable silence.

She looked up with a smile. “Starving, actually.”

“I saw they have a restaurant downstairs. Should we check it out?”

“Lead the way,” she replied, unfolding herself from the chair.

We made our way downstairs to find the restaurant nearly full with other guests similarly stranded by the storm. We were led to a small table near another fireplace, intimate and secluded despite the crowd. Outside, rain lashed against the windows, and occasional flashes of lightning illuminated the turbulent sea. Just as we sat down, a particularly loud crack of thunder shook the building, and the lights flickered ominously before steadying again.

“That was close,” Vanessa remarked, looking up at the lights. “I’m definitely glad we’re not driving right now.”

“Agreed,” I said, opening the menu. “Though there are worse places to be stranded.”

The waiter approached with a smile. “Good evening. May I start you with something from our wine list? Perhaps a bottle of red to warm you on this stormy night?”

Vanessa glanced at me, one eyebrow raised in question. I nodded. “That sounds perfect.”

We ordered a robust cabernet and perused the menu, eventually deciding on seafood, fresh lobster for Vanessa and seared scallops for me, plus several appetizers to share. The wine arrived promptly, and I watched as Vanessa took her first sip, her eyes closing briefly in appreciation.

“Delicious,” she murmured, setting her glass down. “Though I should probably pace myself. I’m already feeling warm from earlier.”

“The shoot?” I asked.

A mischievous smile played across her lips. “That, and… other things.”

The knowing look in her eyes sent a jolt through me. I took a longer sip of wine than I’d intended, letting the rich flavor linger on my tongue.

“Other things?” I asked, my voice lower than I meant it to be.

Vanessa’s cheeks flushed slightly as she leaned forward. “You know exactly what I mean, Tyler. That moment on the beach… before Julia called.”

The memory of her body pressed against mine sent heat coursing through me. “Ah, that.”

“Yes, that.” She took another sip of wine, her eyes never leaving mine over the rim of her glass. “Interesting timing, wasn’t it?”

“Yeah, and not the first time.”

Our appetizers arrived, momentarily distracting us. As we sampled the dishes, I noticed Vanessa’s movements becoming more languid, her laughter coming easier with each glass of wine. The bottle emptied faster than I expected, and when the waiter suggested a second, I found myself nodding without hesitation.

By the time our main courses arrived, Vanessa’s cheeks were flushed a delicate pink. The wine had loosened something between us, the careful distance we’d maintained dissolving with each shared smile.

“This is good,” she said, offering me a bite of her lobster across the table.

I leaned forward to accept it, and her fingers brushed my lips, lingering just a moment too long to be accidental.

“Your turn,” I said, spearing a perfect scallop and extending it toward her.

Vanessa closed her lips around my fork, her eyes locked on mine as she slowly pulled back. “Mmm,” she hummed. “Delicious.”

Under the table, I felt her foot brush against my calf, then settle there, a warm point of contact that seemed to burn through my jeans. The restaurant around us faded into background noise as our conversation became more intimate, punctuated by lingering touches and heated glances.

When her hand found my thigh beneath the table during dessert, my cock stirred to life. Her fingers traced circles on my leg, inching higher with each circle.

“Are you okay?” she asked innocently, though her eyes sparkled with mischief.

“Never better,” I said, covering her hand with mine.

Instead of pulling away, she turned her palm up, interlacing our fingers beneath the tablecloth. The simple gesture felt more intimate than it should have.

The storm outside intensified, rain lashing against the windows as lightning illuminated the churning sea beyond. A particularly loud crash of thunder made Vanessa jump, squeezing my hand tighter.

“The storm’s not letting up,” she said, her voice soft and slightly slurred from the wine. “I think our room calls.”

“I’ll get the check.” I signaled to our waiter, reluctantly releasing her hand.

As I paid, Vanessa leaned against me, her body warm and pliant. “Thank you for today,” she murmured. “For everything.”

“You’re welcome.”

We made our way to the elevator, Vanessa’s arm looped through mine for balance. As the doors closed behind us, she erupted into giggles. “What’s so funny?” I asked, smiling down at her.

“This,” she gestured vaguely between us. “Us, stranded in a storm in a fancy hotel. It’s like something from a movie.”

The elevator dinged, opening directly into our suite. The room was exactly as we’d left it, but it felt more intimate and romantic now.

Vanessa kicked off her shoes immediately, sighing as her bare feet sank into the plush carpet. She wandered toward the windows, watching the storm rage. Lightning flashed, illuminating her silhouette against the darkness beyond.

“I love storms,” she said, pressing her palm against the cool glass. “All that raw power.”

I moved to stand beside her, watching as rain streamed down the windowpanes. The fireplace crackled behind us, casting dancing shadows across the room.

Vanessa turned to me, her eyes reflecting the flickering flames. “You know what would be perfect right now? That jacuzzi tub.”

“To relax,” I said, not quite a question.

“Exactly.” She smiled, already moving toward the bathroom. “To relax.”

I watched her walk away, my body responding instantly to the gentle sway of her hips. The wine had amplified everything: my awareness of her and the memory of her in the bathroom at home, legs spread wide as she pleasured herself and whispering my name.

My cock hardened as I followed her, drawn like a magnet. By the time I reached the bathroom doorway, she was already turning on the taps, steam beginning to rise from the massive tub.

“There’s bath salts,” she said, holding up a small glass container. “Lavender, for relaxation.” She poured a generous amount into the swirling water, and the soothing scent immediately filled the air.

I leaned against the doorframe, watching as she tested the water temperature with her fingers. The bathroom was all marble and glass, the tub positioned to take full advantage of the panoramic ocean view. Lightning flashed beyond the windows, momentarily illuminating Vanessa’s face in stark relief.

“Join me?” she asked, straightening to face me. The wine had made her bold, but there was still a hint of vulnerability in her eyes. “Unless you’d rather not.”

“I want to,” I said simply and honestly.

She smiled, her fingers moving to the hem of her sweater. “Good.”

We undressed facing each other, neither looking away. I pulled my henley over my head first, exposing my chest to her appreciative gaze. Next came my jeans, then my boxer briefs, leaving me completely naked before her.

“You’re fit as your gear promises,” she said, her voice husky as her eyes traveled down my body. “Strong and handsome.”

Her words sent heat flooding through me. I stood still as she approached, her own clothes still in place. Her fingers traced the contours of my chest, exploring the definition of my abs before stopping just shy of where I wanted her touch most.

“Your turn,” I said, my voice rough with need.

Vanessa stepped back, her hands moving to her sweater. She pulled it off in one motion, revealing a simple black bra that somehow looked more erotic than any lingerie could have. Her yoga pants followed, sliding down her legs to pool at her feet.

She stood before me in just her underwear, giving me a moment to appreciate the sight. Then, with a deep breath, she reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. It fell away, exposing her breasts to my hungry gaze.

Finally, she hooked her thumbs into her panties and slid them down her legs. As she straightened, I took in the full glory of her naked body.

“Stunning,” I breathed, drinking in every inch of her. “Your curves are perfect. Your breasts…” I struggled to find words adequate to describe the full, heavy globes topped with rosy nipples. “And your skin… glowing.”

A blush spread across her cheeks and down her neck to her chest. Her eyes dropped to my obvious arousal, and a small smile played at her lips. “You’re impressive too,” she said, her gaze appreciative. “Hard already? I’m flattered.”

I laughed. “How could I not be?”

The tub was nearly full now, steam rising in lazy spirals as bubbles formed a thick layer across the surface. Vanessa stepped in first, sighing as she sank into the hot water. I followed, settling beside her in the spacious tub.

Our legs brushed beneath the water, sending sparks across my skin. The heat enveloped us, relaxing my muscles even as it heightened my awareness of her body so close to mine. Bubbles concealed most of our bodies, creating a teasing barrier that somehow made the moment even more erotic.

“This was a great idea,” I said, leaning my head back against the tub’s edge.

Vanessa hummed in agreement, her eyes half-closed with pleasure. “The wine and the hot water… perfect combination.”

The jacuzzi jets created a pleasant vibration through the water, massaging away the tension of the day. Through gaps in the bubbles, I caught glimpses of Vanessa’s body: the curve of her hip and the undersides of her breasts floating just below the surface. Her D-cup breasts bobbed gently with the water’s movement, perfect in their natural fullness.

When she shifted position, I glimpsed her pussy through the bubbles: symmetrical pink, puffy folds that looked as soft and perfect as the rest of her. The sight sent blood rushing south, hardening me further beneath the water.

Vanessa noticed my stare and a playful smile spread across her face. She reached for the bottle of champagne, pouring more into our glasses that sat on the edge of the tub. I couldn’t help but admire how comfortable she seemed in her own skin, how naturally sensual her movements were as she leaned over to hand me my glass.

“Let’s get a little more comfortable,” she suggested, shifting closer until our shoulders touched.

I welcomed her nearness, feeling the champagne’s warmth spreading through my body, matching the heat of the water surrounding us. Vanessa rested her head against my shoulder, her wet hair tickling my skin. The storm outside provided the perfect backdrop and isolated us from the rest of the world.

“I have a confession to make,” Vanessa said suddenly, her voice quiet but clear above the rumble of thunder. “About when I walked in on you and Julia.”

I tensed slightly. “What about it?”

She tilted her head up to look at me, her blue-green eyes reflecting the bathroom’s soft lighting. “It wasn’t entirely… accidental.”

My eyebrows shot up. “What do you mean?”

“I knew you two were having sex,” she admitted, a blush creeping up her neck. “I heard Julia’s moans from the hallway. I could have walked away, but… I couldn’t resist peeking.”

For some reason, her confession just turned me on. I gave her a teasing smile. “That was naughty of you.”

“I know,” she whispered, not breaking eye contact. “But I wanted to see you both. It… it turned me on so much.” Her voice dropped even lower. “Seeing you like that, so powerful and so in control… Taking my daughter.”

The water sloshed around us as she shifted closer. I decided if she could be honest, so could I. “I have a confession too,” I said, my heart pounding. “That first night you were there, I saw you in this very position.”

Her eyes widened. “What?”

“In the middle of the night, I was thirsty, heading to the bathroom for water. I heard noises and… the door was cracked open.” I swallowed hard. “I saw you masturbating … calling my name.”

“Oh god…” Vanessa covered her face with her hands, water dripping down her arms.

“It wasn’t on purpose,” I quickly explained, gently pulling her hands away from her face. “But once I saw you, I couldn’t look away. You were so beautiful, so lost in pleasure.”

The blush on her cheeks deepened, but she didn’t pull away from me. Instead, she leaned closer. “I’ve fantasized about that, you know,” she confessed, her voice husky. “About you watching me. It made everything hotter, imagining your eyes on me.”

Water splashed over the edge of the tub as she shifted, moving to face me directly. Her breasts broke the surface of the water, bubbles sliding down her skin in rivulets.

“I’ve wanted you since that first photoshoot,” she whispered, her face inches from mine. “I’ve tried not to. God knows I’ve tried.” Vanessa pressed herself against me, her breasts flattening against my chest. “Is something going to interrupt our kiss now?” she asked, a hint of vulnerability in her teasing tone.

I wrapped my arm around her waist, pulling her closer. “Only one way to find out,” I replied, closing the distance between us.

Our lips met in a kiss that had been building for weeks. Her lips were soft, yielding to my pressure yet responding with equal hunger. My hands found their way to her ass, palming the firm flesh as our tongues explored each other. She tasted of champagne and desire, her small moans vibrating against my mouth.

Without breaking the kiss, Vanessa shifted onto my lap, her legs straddling me. Her hand disappeared beneath the water, wrapping around my hardness. I groaned into her mouth as she guided me to her entrance, then slowly, agonizingly slowly, lowered herself onto me.

She gasped against my lips as I filled her, her inner walls gripping me tightly. The water splashed around us, some spilling over the edge of the tub as she began to move. The sensation was incredible, her heat contrasting with the water’s warmth, the slickness of her arousal mixing with the bath.

I gripped her ass firmly, helping guide her movements as she rode me. The water created a unique sensation, buoyancy making her feel weightless in my arms while the jets pulsed around us, adding vibration to our connection.

“I’ve wanted this for so long,” she moaned, breaking the kiss to throw her head back.

I took the opportunity to kiss down her neck, tasting the mixture of bath water and sweat on her skin. Her breasts bounced gently with each movement, and I captured a nipple between my lips, causing her to moan and clench around me.

Our tipsy moans echoed off the bathroom tiles, mixing with the thunder outside. The storm seemed to match our passion, growing in intensity as we moved together. Her walls were tight and wet around me, her ass cheeks soft yet firm in my palms as I guided her up and down my length.

“I need you,” she gasped after several minutes of riding me. “Need you properly. Bed, now.”

We separated reluctantly, water cascading off our bodies as we stood. We didn’t bother with the towels properly, just hastily dried ourselves enough to avoid soaking the carpet. Droplets still clung to her skin, making her glow in the dim light as we made our way to the king-sized bed.

I laid her down on the crisp white sheets, taking a moment to appreciate the sight of her spread before me: her hair fanned out across the pillows, her legs parted in invitation and her eyes dark with lust.

“You’re so beautiful,” I whispered, joining her on the bed.

I started slowly, kissing her deeply as I positioned myself between her thighs. Then I pulled back to drink in her beauty. Vanessa’s legs fell open wider in welcome, knees bent and feet planted on the mattress, offering herself completely. The firelight from the suite played across her skin, turning droplets still clinging to her curves into tiny jewels. Her heavy D-cup breasts rested naturally against her ribcage, full and soft with that mature, inviting weight, pale undersides curving upward into generous swells, nipples still erect and darkened from earlier attention in the tub, begging for more touch. They rose and fell with her quickening breaths, the gentle sway hypnotic.

My gaze dropped lower.

There, framed between her parted thighs, was her mature pussy, ripe, womanly and utterly gorgeous in the warm glow. The outer lips were plump and slightly parted already from arousal, flushed a deep rose that darkened toward the glistening center. A neat, trimmed landing strip of dark hair pointed the way downward like an arrow, drawing every eye to where her inner folds peeked out, slick and swollen, petals unfurling like velvet inviting a tongue or cock. The entrance itself looked soft yet hungry, a small, glistening opening that pulsed faintly with honey, framed by those thick, cushiony outer lips that promised to hug and envelop. A thin trail of her arousal had already trickled down toward the cleft of her ass, shining wetly on the sheets.

“Look at you,” I murmured, as I could study her a bit better on the bed. “So ready, so fucking gorgeous. This pussy… God, Vanessa, it’s perfect.”

She let out a laugh that turned into a moan as I dragged the head of my cock along her slit, coating myself in her slickness. “Then take it,” she whispered. “Take what’s been aching for you.”

I pressed forward slowly, watching every inch disappear into her. Finally, I penetrated her. After all those dreams and fantasies… It was one of the best feelings in the world, that first plunge unbelievably sweet. The sensation was exquisite heat, velvety, liquid warmth that wrapped around me like a glove made of molten silk. She was tighter than the tub had let on, her mature walls ripened by years and experience yet still gripping with surprising strength. Inside, she felt plush and yielding yet textured, ridged in all the right places, fluttering around my shaft as I sank deeper. Every slow inch stretched her open further, her inner muscles rippling in welcome, sucking me in like she never wanted to let go. The wetness was obscene, hot, slippery and coating me completely so that each thrust would be smooth yet deliciously frictional.

“Fuck,” I groaned when I bottomed out, hips flush against hers, balls resting against the warm cushion of her ass. “You feel… unreal. So hot, so wet and so fucking deep.” And in fact, she felt better than her daughter.

Vanessa’s head tipped back, throat exposed, a long moan spilling out as she adjusted to my fullness. “Yes… God, you’re so thick… filling me so perfectly…” Her hands clutched my shoulders, nails biting in. “Don’t hold back. I want to feel every inch of you.”

I started fucking her, long and slow at first, pulling almost all the way out so I could watch her swollen lips cling to my shaft before sliding back in to the hilt. Each withdrawal left her entrance gaping slightly, pink and glistening, before I filled it again. Her breasts bounced softly with every thrust, heavy and hypnotic, nipples tracing small circles in the air.

Then I went faster and deeper. The wet slap of skin on skin mixed with the crack of thunder outside and the crackle of the fire. Vanessa’s legs wrapped around my waist, heels digging into my lower back, urging me harder. Her pussy responded eagerly, clenching rhythmically every time I bottomed out, milking me and fluttering when I angled to grind against that sensitive front wall.

“Right there,” she gasped, eyes rolling back. “Tyler, right fucking there—”

I hooked one of her knees over my elbow, opening her wider, driving deeper. The new angle let me grind my pubic bone against her clit with every thrust. Her mature pussy felt even more alive now, the slick walls rippling and spasming as her orgasm built. I could feel every flutter, every greedy squeeze.

“You’re going to make me come,” she panted, fingers raking down my back. “I’m so close… I haven’t been fucked like this in years…”

“Let me feel this beautiful pussy come all over my cock.”

That pushed her over. Her whole body tensed, back arching off the bed, breasts thrusting upward and thighs clamping around me like a vice. A raw, broken cry tore from her throat as her inner walls convulsed violently around my shaft, sweet pulses that tried to pull me deeper, milking me with wet, fluttering heat. Clear fluid gushed around my cock, soaking my balls and the sheets beneath us. She was squirting again, just like in the bathroom, only this time it was my cock triggering it.

The sight, the sound, the feel of her coming undone, it was one of the best things I’d ever felt, her mature pussy spasming and gushing around me.

“I’m going to cum,” I told her, hips slamming forward. “Fuck, Vanessa, I’m gonna come inside you—”

“Yes,” she hissed, still trembling through aftershocks, nails digging crescents into my shoulders.

Leaning over to press my lips to hers, I buried myself to the hilt one last time, hips grinding hard against her as the first thick pulse erupted deep inside. Heat exploded through me; I groaned her name against her lips like a curse and a prayer as I emptied rope after heavy rope directly against her cervix. Each spurt felt endless, flooding her, painting her walls white while her pussy kept fluttering, milking every last drop like it was starving for it. The sensation was overwhelming beyond words, knowing I was claiming her bare, marking her from the inside.

We stayed locked together, breathing hard, my cock still twitching inside her as the last pulses faded. Her pussy gave one final, lazy squeeze around me, drawing a hiss from my lips.

Vanessa let out a soft, sated laugh, arms coming around my neck while I kissed her neck. “I felt every bit of that,” she whispered, voice wrecked. “So warm… so full…”

I kissed her slowly, still buried deep, neither of us in a hurry to separate. Outside, the storm raged on, but inside the suite, our little stolen world, there was only heat, afterglow, and the quiet certainty that nothing would ever be the same.

Slowly, I pulled out, her pussy gaping open and revealing my pearly cum before closing. She finally rolled to the side, curling against me. I wrapped my arm around her, pulling her close.

“That was the best thing to happen to me in years,” Vanessa murmured, her voice soft and grateful. “I haven’t had sex in so long… and never like that.”

I stroked her hair. “It was intense.” What we’d just shared had been incredible, unlike anything I’d experienced before. There was a connection between us that went beyond the physical, something that felt dangerous and wonderful all at once.

But thoughts of Julia inevitably crept in. Sweet, trusting Julia, who was waiting for me back home, who had just told her mother she loved me. But for now, I wanted to enjoy the warmth of her mother as it rained outside. I snuggled with Vanessa, and she held me back, and slowly, both of us fell asleep.


Chapter 7

Iwoke to morning light filtering through the windows. For a moment, I wasn’t sure where I was until I felt Vanessa’s warm body pressed against mine, her head resting on my chest and her arm draped across my stomach. The storm had passed during the night, leaving a peaceful calm in its wake. Outside, the ocean stretched endlessly toward the horizon, now serene and blue instead of the violent churning mass of the previous evening.

Vanessa stirred, her eyes fluttering open to meet mine. A slow smile spread across her face. “Morning,” she murmured, stretching like a contented cat. “I haven’t slept that deeply in years.”

I brushed a strand of hair from her face, taking in how beautiful she looked with the morning light playing across her features. “Me either.”

We lay in comfortable silence for a few minutes, both aware that once we left this room, reality would come crashing back. The bubble we’d created would burst, and we’d have to face the consequences of what we’d done.

Vanessa finally sighed, propping herself up on one elbow to look at me properly. “I’m not sure how to talk to Julia about this,” she admitted. “I’ve never been in this position before.”

“Neither have I,” I said, running my hand along her bare arm. “But maybe we don’t have to say anything right away.”

Vanessa gave me a look that was equal parts exasperation and fondness. “Tyler, she’s my daughter. We can’t just pretend nothing happened. It feels wrong to hide this from her, but I don’t want to hurt her either.” She bit her lip, her brow furrowing. “I need time to think about how to handle this before potentially saying anything to her.”

I nodded, understanding her concern. “I agree. We should be careful about how we approach this.”

“Thank you,” she said, tracing patterns on my chest with her fingertip.

“But,” I added, “it’s going to be difficult to hide something like this under that roof. Lily notices everything, and your daughter isn’t blind either.”

Vanessa’s expression shifted, a playful glint appearing in her eyes as her hand traveled lower under the sheets. “You don’t think we’ll find time to be alone?”

I couldn’t help but chuckle as I felt her pussy becoming wetter, spilling honey over my leg. She was insatiable, and it was incredibly flattering. “I’m sure we will,” I replied, pulling her closer for a kiss.

We reluctantly got out of bed and prepared to check out, both aware of the time and the drive ahead of us.

* * *

As I navigated the coastal highway, Vanessa seemed restless beside me. The windows were down, the wind tousling her hair as she gazed out at the passing scenery. About an hour into our journey, she turned to me, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. “I’m feeling kind of wild,” she confessed, her hand landing on my thigh. “Want some road head?”

My grip tightened on the steering wheel. “Here? Now?”

She was already leaning over, her fingers working at my jeans. “Why not? No one can see.”

I tried to focus on the road as she freed my rapidly hardening cock. Her lips wrapped around me, warm and wet. The car swerved slightly before I regained control. “Geeze, you’re as horny as your daughter,” I said with a broad smile, enjoying the way she plunged my cock in her mouth again and again.

The highway stretched empty before us as Vanessa kept sucking my cock, her head bobbing in my lap. I gripped the steering wheel, trying desperately to maintain focus on driving. The dual sensations of danger and pleasure were intoxicating.

Her tongue swirled around my tip before she took me deeper, humming softly in appreciation. The vibration nearly sent me off the road. “Vanessa,” I groaned in warning, feeling my release building quickly.

She didn’t stop, instead increasing her pace, her hand working in tandem with her mouth. The pressure built until I couldn’t hold back any longer. With a strangled groan, I came hard, spilling into her mouth as she swallowed everything I gave her.

When she finally sat up, wiping her lips with a satisfied smile, her eyes were bright with excitement. “You make me feel young again,” she said, her hand caressing my cheek. “Like a teenager doing something I shouldn’t.”

I laughed, tucking myself back into my jeans. “You’re incredible, you know that?”

The rest of the drive passed in comfortable conversation, the tension between us transformed into something sweeter and more intimate. But as we approached home, reality began to creep back in. By the time I turned onto our street, Vanessa’s expression had grown more serious and contemplative.

I pulled into the driveway, putting the car in park. We sat there for a moment, neither making a move to get out.

“So,” Vanessa said. “Back to real life.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, reaching over to squeeze her hand. “But we’ll figure it out.”

We gathered our things and headed inside. Diana was in the entryway when we entered, a knowing look on her face as she greeted us. “Welcome back! How was the storm?” she asked, hugging me and then Vanessa.

“Pretty intense,” I replied, careful to keep my expression neutral. “But the hotel was nice.”

“Lily and Julia went shopping for keyboards and gaming equipment,” Diana said. “They should be back soon.”

Vanessa nodded, some of the tension visibly leaving her shoulders at the news that Julia was gone. I felt a mix of relief and guilt wash over me. Diana studied our faces. “Did you get caught in that terrible storm? The weather report said it was quite severe along the coast.”

“We did,” Vanessa replied, setting her bag down. “But Tyler found us this lovely hotel to stay at until it passed.”

Diana’s eyes twinkled with interest. “Oh? Well, that was fortunate.”

“Something like that,” I said, avoiding her gaze.

The house smelled wonderful: fresh flowers and the distinctive scent of Diana’s special tea blend filled the air. I noticed several new bouquets arranged throughout the entryway, likely leftovers from the shop.

“I came home early myself,” Diana said, leading us toward the kitchen. “Slow day at the flower shop. Come have some tea, you two must be exhausted from the drive.”

Vanessa followed Diana while I lingered behind, watching their interaction. There was something intimate about seeing Vanessa in our family kitchen, slowly getting used to her new home.

“Let me help,” Vanessa offered, reaching for cups as Diana filled the kettle.

“Make yourself at home, dear,” Diana said warmly, touching Vanessa’s arm. “You’re family now.”

I leaned against the doorframe, observing as they easily got along. Vanessa’s hair was still slightly tousled from our activities earlier, and there was a relaxed quality to her movements that hadn’t been there before. A post-sex glow that was unmistakable to anyone who knew what to look for.

“How was the photoshoot?” Diana asked, glancing between us. “Get any good shots?”

“Amazing ones,” I replied honestly. “Vanessa is incredibly photogenic.”

Diana’s smile was knowing as she handed Vanessa a steaming cup. “You two look… refreshed. The sea air must have done you good.”

I felt heat crawl up my neck. Diana had always had an uncanny ability to see right through me, and right now her eyes were saying she knew exactly what had happened between Vanessa and me.

Vanessa must have sensed it too; a delicate blush spread across her cheeks as she accepted the tea. “The beach was beautiful,” she said, her voice slightly higher than normal. “Tyler is very talented with a camera.”

“He’s talented at many things,” Diana replied with that same knowing smile.

I cleared my throat. “I should probably get started on editing those photos. Got a lot of work to catch up on.”

“Of course, honey,” Diana said, but her eyes held mine a moment too long. She knew. Somehow, she always knew.

“I’ll bring you some tea,” Vanessa offered, but I shook my head.

“Thanks, but I need to focus. You two catch up.” I retreated quickly, grabbing my camera bag and heading upstairs.

In my room, I closed the door and leaned against it, taking a deep breath. I could hear the soft murmur of Diana and Vanessa’s voices drifting up from the kitchen. Diana offering advice about something, Vanessa’s grateful responses.

I settled at my desk and opened my laptop, transferring the beach photos from yesterday. As they loaded onto the screen, I felt a stirring in my groin. Vanessa in that turquoise bikini, her curves perfectly highlighted by the setting sun, her smile genuine and relaxed.

The quiet of the house wrapped around me as I clicked through image after image. No Lily, no Julia, just the distant sound of kitchen chatter and my own thoughts. My mind kept drifting back to the hotel room: Vanessa’s nude body beneath mine, the way her snug pussy had embraced my cock and the feeling of emptying myself inside her without protection.

I shifted in my chair, adjusting my growing erection through my pants. Last night had been the best sex of my life, but now reality was setting in. What would this mean for all of us? For Julia? The guilt I’d managed to suppress came rushing back, mingling uncomfortably with my lingering attraction for Vanessa.

My cursor hovered over a particularly stunning photo of Vanessa looking out at the ocean, her profile catching the golden hour light perfectly. She looked happy, peaceful, and so different from the worried woman who’d arrived at our doorstep just days ago. I’d helped put that smile on her face, and despite everything, I couldn’t regret that.

A sudden sharp knock on the front door broke the quiet atmosphere. I paused, finger hovering over the mouse button, listening. Diana’s footsteps crossed the entryway, followed by the sound of the door opening.

“Can I help you?” I heard Diana’s polite voice drift upstairs.

I saved my work and stood, moving toward my bedroom door to hear better. There was a moment of silence that seemed to stretch forever.

“I’m looking for Vanessa Voss,” a man’s voice replied, firm but professional. “I understand she’s staying at this address.”

I felt a chill run down my spine. Something about the man’s tone set off alarm bells.

I crept to the top of the stairs, peering down. A man stood at our front door. I couldn’t make out his face from my position at the top of the stairs, but his rigid posture and formal attire sent warning signals through my body.

“One moment,” Diana said, her voice cooling several degrees. “Who’s asking?”

The man shifted slightly. “I represent Capital Recovery Solutions. It’s a personal matter.”

Diana hesitated, her protective instincts clearly engaged. “Vanessa,” she called over her shoulder toward the kitchen, her tone carefully neutral. “There’s someone here for you.”

In the kitchen, I heard a teacup clatter against its saucer. The sound was small but jarring in the sudden silence. I crept down a few more stairs, staying out of sight but positioning myself to see better.

Vanessa stepped out from the kitchen, her face drained of all color. The transformation was shocking: the relaxed, glowing woman from our beach trip was gone, replaced by someone who looked like she might collapse at any moment.

“I know who it is,” she whispered to Diana as she passed, so quietly I almost missed it.

Her hands trembled visibly as she approached the door, but she squared her shoulders and lifted her chin, composing herself. Something was terribly wrong.

Who was this man? What did he want with Vanessa? I became worried as I edged closer to the stairs, straining to hear.

“Ms. Voss?” the man asked, his voice professionally detached.

Vanessa nodded stiffly. “Yes, that’s me.”

The man straightened, producing a leather portfolio from his briefcase. “My name is Daniel Hargrove. I’m a representative of Capital Recovery Solutions, the agency that’s acquired your outstanding debt from Meridian Financial Services and other creditors.”

Even from my position, I could see Vanessa’s shallow breathing, the way her chest rose and fell too rapidly. Her panic was clear as day, radiating from her in waves.

“We’ve been attempting to reach you for several months now,” the man continued, his tone remaining even and businesslike. “Multiple emails, letters and phone calls have gone unanswered.”

“I’ve moved recently,” Vanessa replied, her voice quiet and defensive. “I didn’t receive any notices.”

The man nodded, clearly having heard this excuse before. “I understand. However, I need to confirm that you’re aware of the current balance of your debt, which stands at approximately one hundred thousand dollars, plus accumulated fees and interest.”

The amount hit me like a physical blow. Julia had told me earlier, but it felt different when you saw it in front of you.

“That’s impossible,” Vanessa whispered, but there was no conviction in her voice, only defeat.

Hargrove reached into his portfolio and extracted an envelope, the paper crisp and official-looking. “This is a formal notice of our intent to collect. All the details are enclosed, including payment options.”

Vanessa took the envelope with shaking hands, clutching it as if it might explode.

“Ms. Voss, I strongly encourage you to address this matter promptly,” the man continued, his tone softening slightly but remaining professional. “If left unaddressed, we will have no choice but to proceed with a lawsuit, which could result in wage garnishment and bank levies.

Vanessa nodded numbly, her eyes fixed on the envelope. “Please,” she finally said, her voice barely audible. “That’s enough. I understand.”

The man adjusted his tie, nodding respectfully. “Ignoring this won’t make it go away, Ms. Voss. Please contact our office at your earliest convenience to discuss payment arrangements.”

Without another word, he turned and walked back to his car, his posture rigid and professional to the last.

Vanessa remained frozen in the doorway, the envelope now crumpled in her grip. She stared after the departing car, her body so still she might have been a statue.

Diana gently placed a hand on her shoulder. “Vanessa,” she said softly, concern etched across her features. “What is this?”

Something in Diana’s gentle tone broke the dam. Vanessa’s face crumpled, her composure shattering like glass. A sob tore from her throat, raw and painful, as tears spilled down her cheeks. Her entire body shook with the force of her weeping, years of stress and worry finally breaking through the surface.

The sound of her crying hit me like a physical blow. I rushed down the stairs, taking them two at a time, all pretense of hiding abandoned. I found her in the hallway, Diana’s arm around her shoulders as Vanessa cried uncontrollably. The envelope hung limply from her fingers, a physical manifestation of whatever burden she’d been carrying. Diana caught my eye over Vanessa’s head, her expression concerned but knowing. She stepped back slightly as I approached, giving me room.

Vanessa’s tears wet my shirt as I pulled her into my arms. Each hitched breath and broken sob tore at my heart. The need to fix this, to protect her, surged through me.

“Come here,” I said gently, guiding her toward the living room. I led her to the couch, keeping my arm firmly around her shoulders.

She shook her head, struggling to compose herself enough to speak. “I’ve ruined everything,” she finally managed between sobs. “Everything for Julia and for us. I’m so humiliated. He came here and degraded me in front of your family.”

“You haven’t ruined anything,” I insisted, stroking her back in slow, soothing circles. “You’re safe here. You’re not alone in this, Vanessa.”

Her tears gradually slowed, though her breathing remained ragged. “You don’t understand. That debt… it’s impossible. I’ll never be able to pay.”

“You haven’t ruined anything,” I repeated, pulling her closer. “You’re safe here. You’re not alone in this. We’ll figure it out together.”

I stroked her back in slow, gentle circles. The debt collector’s visit had shattered the peaceful bubble we’d created at the beach, bringing all her fears crashing back. I held her tighter, wanting to absorb some of her pain.

“Listen to me,” I said, my voice low and steady. “That debt… I can handle it.”

Vanessa pulled back, her eyes wide and red-rimmed. “What? No, Tyler, you can’t—”

“I can and I will,” I insisted. “My business is doing well, better than well. This isn’t a sacrifice for me. The online store generates more than enough to cover it.”

She shook her head vehemently, wiping at her tears. “A hundred thousand dollars? Plus interest and fees? That’s too much. I can’t let you do that.”

“Vanessa—”

“No,” she said firmly, though her voice still quavered. “I won’t accept your pity. This is my mistake, my burden. I got into this mess, and I’ll find a way out.”

I took her hands in mine. “This isn’t pity, not even close.”

Her eyes searched mine, looking for any hint of deception.

Diana, who had been quietly observing from the doorway, stepped forward. “Tyler is right, Vanessa. You’re not alone anymore.”

Vanessa’s resistance seemed to crumble slightly. She leaned against me, her head finding my shoulder as the fight drained out of her. I could feel the dampness of her tears through my shirt, but her breathing had steadied.

I held her close, already thinking through solutions. The online business had been generating substantial profits, and I had savings set aside. It would be a significant hit, but not impossible. I could take out a loan against future earnings if necessary. Perhaps restructure some of my investments. Whatever it took, I was determined to solve this for her.

The sound of the front door opening interrupted my thoughts. Laughter and conversation floated in from the entryway, then abruptly fell silent. Julia and Lily had returned.

“Hello? We’re back!” Julia called out, her voice cheerful until she stepped into the living room. Her smile vanished instantly when she saw her mother’s tear-stained face. “Mom? What happened? You look upset!”

Lily hung back in the doorway, her expression shifting from excitement to concern. She caught my eye, silently questioning, and I gave her a subtle nod that we’d explain later.

Vanessa straightened, hastily wiping at her eyes, but it was too late to hide the evidence of her breakdown. The envelope from the debt collector lay on the table between us, partially crumpled. The atmosphere in the room remained tense; Diana’s tea sat cold and forgotten on the side table.

“It’s nothing, sweetie,” Vanessa tried, her voice betraying her.

Julia rushed to her mother’s side, kneeling in front of her. “Mom, please. What is it?”

Vanessa’s composure wavered. She looked at the envelope, then back at her daughter’s worried face. With a resigned sigh, she reached for the paper.

“A debt agency came by,” she explained, her voice shaky. “It’s… it’s a final notice. They’re threatening legal action if I don’t start repaying.”

“What?” Julia’s face darkened with anger. “Why can’t they just leave us alone? It’s not fair! Haven’t they harassed you enough?”

Vanessa shook her head, fresh tears welling in her eyes. “No, Julia, it’s my fault. I should have handled this better. I ignored it for too long, hoping it would somehow go away.” Her voice broke on the last word.

Julia’s anger dissolved into tenderness. She wrapped her arms around her mother, holding her tightly. “I love you, Mom. We’ll get through this, I promise.”

“I love you back,” Vanessa whispered, returning the embrace. Her sobs gradually subsided as they held each other.

I stepped back, giving them space for this moment. The sight of them together, heads touching, arms wrapped protectively around each other, made my heart ache. Their bond was beautiful and powerful, reminding me of my relationship with Diana. The strength they drew from each other was palpable, even in this moment of crisis.

But I hadn’t helped her enough. The job and the housing weren’t sufficient. And now Julia was comforting her mother while completely unaware that I had just slept with her. The timing couldn’t have been worse.

I quietly moved to the kitchen, needing a moment alone. Diana followed, sensing my distress.

“You’re going to help them, aren’t you?” she asked softly, placing a hand on my arm.

I nodded, unable to meet her eyes. “Of course. I have to.”

* * *

Later that evening, after we’d eaten, I retreated to my room, opening my laptop to begin working on a financial plan. I pulled up spreadsheets of my business finances, examining cash flow projections and available resources. The numbers were promising but would require careful management.

After an hour of calculations, I texted Diana, Can you come to my room? Need help planning debt payoff, calculations?

Her response was immediate, On my way.

Minutes later, there was a knock at my door. Diana entered, closing it behind her. She settled beside me at the desk, her eyes immediately scanning the numbers on my screen.

“I’ve been working out a plan,” I said, pointing to the projections. “I think I can cover Vanessa’s debt without putting the business at risk. It’s over a hundred thousand dollars with all the fees and interest, but the eCommerce profits should be able to handle it.”

Diana studied the spreadsheet, her expression thoughtful. Then she looked up at me, her eyes shining with pride. “My boy’s grown into such a remarkable man. Helping like this? My heart swells seeing the man you’ve become.”

I blushed a little. “Mom, I’ve been a man for years.”

Ruffling my hair, she leaned closer, examining the numbers more carefully. “Let’s work out a payment schedule that won’t strain your cash flow. We need to account for seasonal fluctuations in your business.”

Together, we hunched over the laptop in the warm glow of the desk lamp. The screen illuminated our faces as we calculated interest rates, payment timelines and budget impacts. Diana’s financial acumen complemented my business knowledge perfectly as we crafted a plan.

“This could work,” she said finally, pointing to our final calculation. “It’s aggressive but doable without compromising your business or lifestyle.”

I nodded, feeling a weight lift from my shoulders. There was a solution. I could help Vanessa, help both of them, without anyone having to suffer further.

“Thank you,” I said, saving the spreadsheet.

Diana squeezed my shoulder. “You’re doing a good thing, Tyler. A very good thing.”

“I know,” I said.

Diana tilted her head, studying me with that penetrating gaze that had always seen through me since childhood. “Tyler,” she said softly, her voice taking on that gentle, probing tone I knew so well. “Did something happen between you and Vanessa on this trip?”

I froze, my fingers hovering over the keyboard. For a moment, I considered deflecting, but the knowing look in Diana’s eyes told me she already had her suspicions.

“What do you mean?” I asked, playing for time.

Diana’s lips curved into a patient smile. “I’ve noticed the way you two look at each other since you got back. You seem a lot closer. There’s something between you now that wasn’t there before.”

I swallowed hard, heat creeping up my neck. Diana had always possessed an uncanny ability to read me, to sense shifts in my emotions before I’d fully processed them myself. I took a deep breath and met her gaze. “Yes,” I admitted quietly. “We couldn’t hold back anymore. It was the first time.”

Instead of shock or disappointment, Diana’s face softened with understanding. A warm smile spread across her features as she reached out to squeeze my hand. “I’m happy for you, Tyler. Truly. Vanessa is a wonderful woman, and the connection between you two has been obvious from the beginning.”

Relief flooded through me at her acceptance, but her expression grew more serious as she continued.

“But the timing is… complicated. With all this drama about her debt? Be careful, her emotions are raw right now, and so are Julia’s. This situation requires delicacy.”

I nodded, grateful for her insight. “I know. I’ve been planning to tell Julia, but I’m not sure how. Or if it will go well.”

The thought of that conversation made my stomach twist. Julia trusted me, relied on me. How would she react to learning I’d slept with her mother? The betrayal might be too much for her to bear, especially now with the financial crisis hanging over them.

“It won’t be easy,” Diana said. “But honesty is important. Just … choose your moment carefully.”

She shifted closer, her expression softening. “I’m here if you want more relationship help. I can guide you right through this. You’re navigating complex waters, and I don’t want to see anyone get hurt, not you, not Lily, not Vanessa and certainly not Julia.”

I felt a rush of gratitude for her unwavering support. “Thanks, Mom. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

She rose from her chair, leaning down to place a tender kiss on my forehead. “Sleep well, love,” she murmured. “Tomorrow is another day.”

Before she left, Diana pulled me into a hug that lingered, her embrace warm and reassuring. I held onto her, drawing strength from her presence like I had countless times before.


Chapter 8

Morning light filtered through my bedroom blinds, casting warm stripes across my desk. I rubbed my eyes, having barely slept after Diana left last night. I couldn’t stop thinking of Vanessa. I felt so bad for her, and I was determined to help her. The house was quiet. Diana had left early for the flower shop, and I was fairly certain the girls had gone out as well.

I turned to my laptop, already open to my banking portal, and pulled out the notepad where Diana and I had scribbled calculations the night before. The numbers were daunting but clear: $107,843.29 total, including all the late fees and accrued interest. A massive sum, but one I could handle.

My fingers hovered over the keyboard. One transfer and Vanessa’s burden would vanish. One transfer and she’d be free. I took a deep breath and began typing the account details from the collector’s notice.

As I entered the amount, a strange mix of emotions washed over me. This was more money than most people saw at once in their lives, yet I had it. My business had flourished beyond my wildest expectations, and now I could use that success to help someone who truly needed it.

The confirmation screen appeared, asking if I was sure I wanted to transfer this amount. I clicked Yes without hesitation. My heart raced as I watched the loading animation, a small circle spinning round and round, holding Vanessa’s future in its rotation.

Then it was done. The screen refreshed to show the completed transaction and my account balance significantly reduced. I felt lighter somehow, despite the financial hit. This was right. This was what I needed to do.

I reached for my phone and dialed the number on the collection notice. After navigating through an automated system, I finally reached a representative. “Good morning, my name is Daniel Hargrove with Capital Recovery Solutions. How may I assist you today?”

“Hello, this is Tyler Summers. I’ve just made a payment on behalf of Vanessa Voss.” I kept my voice steady and professional. “I wanted to confirm it was received and that her account is now clear.”

There was the sound of typing, then, “Yes, Mr. Summers, I’m seeing the payment has been received in full. The account is now cleared, and no further action will be required. Ms. Voss’s file will be marked as resolved.”

“Thank you,” I said, a weight lifting from my chest. “She won’t be receiving any more visits or calls, correct?”

“That’s correct. The matter is fully resolved. Is there anything else I can assist you with today?”

“No, that’s all. Thank you.” I hung up and leaned back in my chair, exhaling slowly. It was done. Vanessa was free.

I stared at the confirmation email that had just arrived in my inbox, feeling a strange mixture of pride and guilt. Pride in being able to help her, to use my success for something meaningful. “Worth every penny to free her,” I whispered to myself.

But was I complicating everything? The sex had been unbelievably good, unlike anything I’d experienced before. The connection between us was undeniable, but Julia trusted me, loved me. And I cared deeply for her too.

I closed my laptop and stood, needing to find Vanessa and tell her the news. As I walked downstairs, the house remained quiet. I checked the kitchen, the living room and then glanced out the back window. There she was, in the backyard, folding laundry she’d hung out to dry. The morning sun caught in her hair, creating golden highlights. Her shoulders were slightly slumped. Despite the beautiful day, she still carried the weight of yesterday’s confrontation.

I stepped outside, the screen door closing behind me. Vanessa looked up, and I saw her try to arrange her features into a smile that didn’t reach her eyes. She was still visibly ashamed of yesterday’s incident.

“Good morning,” she said, quickly looking back down at the sheet she was folding.

“Morning,” I replied, moving closer. “Need to tell you something important.”

She paused, her hands stilling on the fabric. “What is it?” Her voice was cautious, as if bracing for more bad news.

I took a deep breath. “I paid off your debt, all of it. It’s gone.”

Vanessa froze, the sheet slipping from her fingers. She stared at me, her expression shifting from confusion to disbelief.

“What?” she whispered.

“I just got off the phone with the collection agency. They confirmed the payment was received and your account is clear. You don’t owe anything anymore. It’s all taken care of.”

Her hand flew to her mouth. “You… you paid a hundred thousand dollars? Just like that?”

I nodded. “Plus the fees and interest. It’s all gone, Vanessa. You’re free.”

She shook her head slowly, tears welling in her eyes. “I can’t believe you did this.” Her voice broke. “Thank you. Thank you so much.”

The tears spilled over, trailing down her cheeks. I stepped closer, taking the forgotten laundry from her hands and setting it aside. “You and Julia are safe now,” I said softly. “No more collectors, no more threats. It’s over.”

With a small sob, she threw her arms around me, her body pressing close against mine. I held her as she cried, feeling her tears dampen my shirt. Her breasts were soft against my chest, her hips aligned with mine and her familiar, sweet, mature scent enveloped me. The warmth of her body against mine instantly rekindled memories of the hotel room, the storm and the way she’d felt beneath me.

My cock stirred to life, and I tried to focus on comforting her rather than the growing desire. But Vanessa must have felt my reaction because she pulled back slightly, her tear-stained face looking up at mine with a mixture of gratitude and lust.

“Tyler,” she whispered, her hands still gripping my arms. “I don’t know how I’ll ever repay you for this.”

“You don’t need to repay me,” I said, brushing a tear from her cheek. “Seeing you free from that burden is enough.”

She shook her head, stepping closer again. “No, it’s not enough. Nothing could ever be enough for what you’ve done.” Her eyes searched mine. “I need to thank you properly. Words aren’t sufficient.”

The intensity of her gaze sent heat through my body. We stood there in the backyard, the freshly laundered sheets fluttering on the line beside us, tension building between us.

“Are we alone?” I asked, looking around.

Vanessa nodded. “The girls went to the mall. Looking at cosplay supplies or something. They’ll be gone for hours.”

That was all I needed to hear. Our lips met in a deep, tongue kiss. The taste of her tears mingled with the sweetness of her mouth as memories flooded back, the wine-soaked dinner, the storm raging outside our hotel window and the raw thrusts that had joined us together. My hands explored her body, remembering every curve as her breathing quickened against my lips.

When we finally broke apart, we were both breathless. Vanessa’s eyes had darkened with lust, her cheeks flushed. “Let’s go upstairs,” she whispered. “I want to thank you properly. Let me do all the work this time.” Her hand brushed over the front of my jeans, feeling my hardness. “I want to ride you, hard.”

I nodded wordlessly, taking her hand and leading her back into the house. We moved quickly to my bedroom, where the forgotten laundry was left behind in the yard. As soon as the door closed behind us, Vanessa was on me again, her kisses deeper now as her fingers worked at the buttons of my shirt.

Our clothes came off quickly, as if we were drunk on emotion rather than wine this time. My shirt fell to the floor, followed by hers. I unhooked her bra while she unbuckled my belt. When her pants and panties joined the growing pile on the floor, I took a moment to drink in the sight of her.

Vanessa stood before me gloriously naked, her body everything I remembered and more in the morning light filtering through my curtains. Her breasts were full and heavy, the perfect D-cups topped with rosy nipples already stiff like diamonds. Her waist curved inward before flaring to generous hips, and between her legs, her pussy was already visibly wet,

Vanessa pushed me back onto the bed with a smile, her hands firm on my chest as she straddled my hips. “Let me do all the work,” she whispered, her voice husky with gratitude. “I want to ride you… thank you for everything you’ve done.” Her blue-green eyes locked on mine for a moment, full of emotion, before she turned around, facing away from me in reverse cowgirl. The sight of her nude body from this angle was breathtaking, her tall frame arched, long, wavy chestnut hair cascading down her back like a dark waterfall, brushing against her smooth, lightly tanned skin that glowed.

She positioned herself above me, her curvy hips swaying slightly as she reached between her legs to guide my cock to her entrance. Her pussy was a perfect, inviting sight, plump outer lips symmetric and soft pink, parting to reveal the glistening inner folds that were already wet with arousal, a shade of deeper pink that promised warmth and tightness. As the head of my cock pressed against her, she sank down slowly, her walls clenching around me in a sweet squeeze that made me groan. “God, Vanessa,” I muttered, feeling her heat envelop me inch by inch until she was fully seated, her toned legs flexing as she adjusted.

She started riding me at a slow, teasing pace, lifting her hips and dropping back down with deliberate control. Her ass bounced gently with each movement, the soft yet firm cheeks begging to be touched. I reached up and palmed them, squeezing the rounded flesh as she ground against me. “Like this?” she asked, her voice breathy, pushing my buttons just right. “Your cock fills me so perfectly, Tyler… stretching me in all the right ways.” She clenched her pussy tighter around me on the downstroke, the symmetric inner folds gripping like a hug, milking me with every rise and fall. The wetness coated my shaft, making slick sounds that filled the room, her arousal dripping down to my balls as she picked up speed.

Vanessa’s pace built, slowly turning too fast as she bounced harder, her ass slapping against my thighs. I could see the muscles in her back and legs working, her high cheekbones probably flushed, though I couldn’t see her face. She leaned forward slightly, changing the angle so my cock hit deeper, rubbing against her inner walls in a way that made her moan my name. “Tyler… yes, just like that.” Her squeezes became more intentional, pulsing around me to push me closer to the edge. I thrust up to meet her, my hands kneading her ass cheeks, spreading them slightly to watch myself disappear inside her beautiful pussy. The plump lips parted with each thrust, her wetness shining under the dim room light, the symmetry of her folds hugging me perfectly as she rode.

I ran my thumbs along the crease where her ass met her thighs, feeling the heat radiating from her skin. “You’re driving me crazy,” I groaned, my fingers digging into her flesh as she clenched again, her inner walls contracting in waves that sent shocks of pleasure through me. She looked back over her shoulder, her full lips curved in a mischievous smile, blue-green eyes dark with lust. “Good,” she breathed, grinding down harder, her curvy hips rolling in circles that made her ass jiggle just right. The scent of her arousal mixed with that subtle vanilla perfume, filling the air around us, making every breath I took a reminder of how badly I wanted her.

After a few minutes of that intense ride, she slowed and turned around, swinging one leg over to face me in a cowgirl position. Her large D-cup breasts swayed with the movement, round and full with that slight teardrop shape, the rosy nipples hard and begging for attention as they brushed against my chest when she leaned down. Her striking blue-green eyes met mine, full lips parted in a smile and high cheekbones still flushed from the fucking. “Want to see you now,” she said, guiding my cock back to her entrance and sinking down again, her plump outer lips parting smoothly around me, the wet inner folds clenching immediately.

She rode me facing forward, grinding her hips in circles that made her breasts bounce hypnotically. I reached up to cup them, thumbs circling her rosy nipples as she leaned in for a deep kiss, our tongues tangling while she squeezed her pussy around my cock. “You saved me… us,” she whispered against my lips between kisses, her hands on my chest and nails digging lightly into my skin to push every button I had. The intimacy was overwhelming: her wetness coated us both, her walls clenching with each bounce and the slick sounds mixing with our moans. She knew exactly how to move, alternating slow grinds with faster lifts, her curvy hips rolling to hit that spot inside her while driving me wild.

I thumbed her clit as she rode, feeling it swell under my touch, and she moaned louder, breaking the kiss to throw her head back, her long chestnut hair whipping across her shoulders. “Tyler… I’m close,” she gasped, her squeezes becoming vice-like, milking me harder. Her body was sweat-slick now, her lightly tanned skin glowing. I thrust up to meet her, palming her ass firmly as she bounced, the soft flesh yielding under my fingers. She leaned down again, capturing my lips in another fierce kiss, her tongue exploring mine as her inner folds pulsed around me, the symmetry and wetness making every slide feel like heaven.

Her pace quickened, hips slamming down harder, her plump lips gripping me tightly on each upstroke. I pinched her nipples lightly, rolling them between my fingers, and she moaned out into my mouth, her walls contracting in waves that pulled me deeper. “Cum with me,” she begged, her voice breaking as she ground her clit against my pubic bone. The build was intense. I couldn’t hold back any longer, thrusting up one final time as I came hard, pulsing deep inside her raw, filling her with hot spurts that seemed to go on forever.

Her body shuddered above me, her own orgasm hitting like a wave, walls contracting in powerful squeezes, a gush of wetness coating my cock and balls as she cried out my name, her beautiful pussy milking every last drop from me. I threw my head back and closed my eyes. I was in heaven, but when I opened them, I heard the door open, and I realized I was no longer in heaven as I saw Julia’s face in shock.

Her mouth hung open as she processed what she was seeing: me still inside her mother, cum visibly leaking from her pussy. Time seemed to stop as our gazes locked, and I watched the realization dawn on her face.

Her eyes instantly welled with tears, face crumpling in on itself. “Mom…? With…?”

Before either of us could respond, she turned and ran. Her sobs echoed down the hallway, followed by the thunder of footsteps pounding down the stairs. A moment later, the front door opened and slammed shut.

My heart plummeted, still pulsing inside Vanessa but now frozen in horror. Vanessa’s face drained of all color as she whispered, “Oh no…” She lifted herself off me with a wet sound that seemed obscenely loud in the sudden silence, my cum dripping from her onto the sheets below.

“Julia!” Vanessa called out weakly, but it was far too late. She scrambled off the bed, hands shaking as she grabbed the sheet and wrapped it around herself. Her cheeks burned bright red against her otherwise pale face.

“I’m so sorry,” she said. “This is all my fault.” She sank to the edge of the bed, clutching the sheet to her chest as tears welled in her eyes. “She didn’t deserve to see that… I’ve hurt her so badly.”

The room still smelled heavily of sex, Vanessa’s body trembling from both her recent climax and the shock of what had happened. Her breasts heaved with each ragged breath she took. I reached out and stroked her arm gently, but guilt crashed over me in waves, making it hard to breathe.

I sat up, still breathing hard, my cock softening. “That was the worst possible moment,” I said, struggling to collect my thoughts. “But we have to go talk to her right now.”

I came inside her mother while Julia trusted me. How the hell do I fix this? The image of Julia’s heartbroken face burned into my mind, contrasting horribly with the feeling of Vanessa’s pussy squeezing around me just moments before. Julia deserved the truth, not whatever horrible scenario was now playing out in her mind.

I grabbed tissues from my nightstand, quickly cleaning myself before tossing some to Vanessa. We dressed hastily, fumbling with buttons and zippers in our rush.

Just as we finished, the bathroom door opened, and Lily stepped out into the hallway.

“What’s all the noise? Did something—” she started casually, then stopped as she took in the scene before her: Vanessa adjusting her clothes with shaking hands, the rumpled sheets, my guilty expression and the wet glisten on the bed. She froze for a beat, processing what she was seeing.

To my surprise, Lily gave me an understanding look, no judgment in her eyes, just a knowing nod. “Ah… okay. I get it.”

“Did you see where Julia went?” I asked desperately.

Lily shook her head. “No idea, we just got back and I needed to pee, and then I heard someone storm off.” She moved further into the room, her expression softening as she took in Vanessa’s distress. “You two… really?” she teased lightly, but there was no malice in her tone. She grabbed my robe from the back of the door and handed it to Vanessa, who looked like she might collapse at any moment.

“Thanks,” Vanessa whispered, wrapping the robe around herself for additional coverage.

She immediately pulled out her phone and dialed Julia’s number. We all waited in tense silence as it rang… and rang… and rang.

“Julia, honey, please pick up,” Vanessa pleaded. “We need to talk. Please call me back.”

After she hung up, I tried calling too, only to be sent straight to voicemail. “Damn it,” I muttered, frustration building inside me. “She turned her phone off.”

“This is so much worse than I thought,” Vanessa whispered, sinking back onto the bed. “I’ve ruined everything.”

I ran my hands through my hair, trying to think clearly through the panic. “We need to find her.”

Lily paced the room. “She was so excited about those new cosplay props we found. I’ve never seen her run out like that.”

Vanessa sat on the edge of the bed, still wrapped in my robe, staring at her phone. Suddenly, her eyes widened through her tears. “Wait… I think I know where she is.” She looked up at me. “The park. She always goes there when she’s upset.”

“What park?” I asked, already reaching for my keys.

She pulled on her clothes, and so did I. “There’s this old swing set in the little park not far from our old apartment,” she explained. “Julia always goes then when she’s upset. It started after her father… well, after he died.” She paused, buttoning her shirt. “I’d take her there every weekend so she could swing and talk about whatever hurt. Later, when the bullying at school got bad, or when money got tight and she didn’t want me to see her cry, she’d sneak off to that same swing.” A sad smile crossed her face. “She says the back-and-forth motion helps her think. There’s also a bench there which she loves. She always goes there when everything feels too heavy.”

The image hit me hard. Little Julia swinging alone, then teen Julia hiding her tears there. The thought twisted my guilt even deeper in my chest. “That’s where I found her,” I realized aloud, “after you two got evicted. She was sitting on a bench at the same park, but I didn’t know it was significant.”

Vanessa nodded, fresh tears spilling down her cheeks. “It’s her safe place.”

We hurried downstairs, and Lily handed Vanessa her shoes. “I’ll stay here in case she comes back,” Lily said.

“Do that, thank you so much for everything,” Vanessa said. “It means the world to me.”

“She means the world to me too,” Lily reminded her.

We hurried out to my car, warm sunlight spilling across the driveway. I helped Vanessa into the passenger seat, my hand resting briefly on her shoulder as she settled in. As I walked around to the driver’s side, the weight of everything crashed down on me. How do I explain to Julia that I fell for her mom right after saving them both? What could I possibly say to make this right?

The engine roared to life as we pulled out of the driveway. Vanessa directed me through the streets. The neighborhoods gradually changed from our comfortable suburb to older, more modest apartment complexes.

“Turn left here,” Vanessa instructed, pointing to a small side street. “The park is at the end.”

I spotted the playground and swing set at the far end of the small park, a simple metal structure with two swings swaying gently in the afternoon breeze. Julia sat on the bench, her shoulders hunched, head down, feet scuffing at the dirt below.

My heart sank as we parked. This was going to be one of the hardest conversations of my life. Vanessa’s hand trembled as she unbuckled her seatbelt, her face pale but determined.

“Let me talk to her first,” I said quietly.

Vanessa shook her head. “No. We both need to face this together. She deserves that much.”

We walked across the grass toward the playground. Julia sat alone on a wooden bench near the slide. She looked up as we approached, fresh tears glistening on her cheeks under the streetlight. “Hi,” Vanessa said carefully. “How are you, sweetie?”

She shrugged and didn’t want to look at her mother.

“Please, talk to me. I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

She drew in a deep breath. “You went behind my back… that’s what hurts the most. Not that you slept together. I saw how you two look at each other for weeks. But that you hid it from me like I’m some kid who can’t handle the truth.”

My heart twisted painfully in my chest. She trusted me completely and I just shattered that. I felt my stomach drop, guilt burning hotter than the orgasm from minutes ago.

Vanessa sat carefully on the bench beside her daughter. “I’m so sorry, baby… God, I’m so sorry. I never meant to hurt you like this. Everything happened so fast after the eviction. The hotel, the storm and the way Tyler looked at me like I was wanted again… I got lost in it. I felt things I haven’t felt in years and I panicked. That doesn’t excuse keeping it from you. I was scared you’d hate me.” Vanessa wiped at her eyes but the tears kept coming. Her guilt was killing her. Julia stared down at the gravel beneath her shoes, rubbing her palms together.

I remained standing, unable to find words that wouldn’t sound like empty excuses. “Julia,” I finally said. “I should have told you. We both should have. There’s no excuse.”

She looked up at me, her eyes red and puffy. “When did it start? Was it before you helped us move in? Was that why you offered us a place to stay?”

“No,” I said firmly, sitting down next to her. “Nothing happened until the beach trip. I swear to you.”

Julia listened quietly, her breathing slowly evening out. She wiped her eyes roughly with her sleeve, voice thick and wobbly. “I get it, Mom… I saw how happy and light you looked when you came back from the beach. Your eyes were actually sparkling again. I’m not mad about the sex. Honestly, I kind of saw it coming. What hurts is that you didn’t trust me enough to tell me first. I thought we told each other everything.”

Vanessa reached over and took Julia’s hand. Her fingers were ice-cold and trembling. “I was terrified, sweetheart. Terrified you’d feel replaced or that I was stealing something from you.”

“I’d never think that,” Julia said, shaking her head fiercely. “You deserve to be happy, Mom. After everything you’ve been through…”

Vanessa apologized again. “It was a mistake to keep it from you. But no more secrets, okay? From now on, we talk, even when it’s scary.”

Julia squeezed back hard, a tiny broken smile finally breaking through the tears.

“Okay, Mom… I just need time. This is a lot.”

“Do you accept my apology?” I asked her.

Julia nodded, and a brief smile bloomed on her face. I gave her a careful hug, afraid she might change her mind and pull away. But she didn’t. Instead, she hugged me back.

Vanessa took a deep breath beside us, her voice suddenly warm and glowing through the leftover tears. “There’s something else, baby. Tyler paid it all. Every single penny, the hundred thousand plus all the fees and interest. It’s gone. We’re free, Julia. No more collectors and no more threats hanging over us.”

Julia’s eyes widened in pure shock; her mouth fell open. “He… he really did that? Just like that?” She looked straight at me, voice cracking with disbelief and gratitude. “Tyler… you actually paid off everything?”

“Yes,” I said simply, not wanting to make a big deal of it. “It’s done.”

Julia stared at me for a long moment, processing. Then she launched herself at me again, hugging me even tighter than before. “Thank you,” she whispered fiercely. “That was… that was so nice of you.”

Her words felt insufficient for the magnitude of what I’d done, but her embrace said everything her words couldn’t. I held her, feeling her shoulders shake slightly with emotion.

When she pulled back this time, she looked between Vanessa and me, something new in her expression. “Mom?” she said, turning toward Vanessa. “Are you sure this is all okay? With you and Tyler?”

Vanessa nodded, reaching out to take her daughter’s hand. “It’s more than okay, sweetheart. But what about you? Are you truly all right with this?”

Julia took a moment, considering her answer carefully. “As long as you felt good, Mom, as long as he made you feel loved, then I’m happy. You deserve this so much.”

Vanessa smiled through fresh tears, her whole face lighting up with raw joy and relief. “I’ve never felt so loved and so good in my entire life, sweetheart. He made me feel alive again, wanted, safe and beautiful. I didn’t know I could still feel that way.”

I listened to her words that warmed my heart. Hearing her say that out loud… I’d pay it a thousand times over. I felt tears prick my own eyes for the first time that night, and I blinked rapidly to keep them from falling.

I stepped closer and crouched right in front of the swings, looking up at Julia with gentle worry still in my voice. “You okay, Julia? Really okay? I never wanted to hurt you, either of you.”

Julia looked at me, then at Vanessa, and a real, playful smile finally spread across her tear-streaked face. “As long as my mother orgasmed, I’m fine.” She said it with a teasing lilt, the old mischievous Julia peeking through.

Vanessa let out a surprised, embarrassed chuckle, her cheeks flushing bright red even in the dark. “Oh honey… I’ve never orgasmed that hard in my life. Not even close.”

Julia grinned wider, the last of the pain melting away. She stood up suddenly and pulled both of us into a tight group hug right there by the swings. “Then we’re good,” she declared, her voice muffled against our shoulders.

I felt Vanessa trembling slightly in our three-way embrace, her relief palpable as she held both of us close. Julia’s forgiveness felt almost miraculous. I hadn’t dared hope for this outcome when we’d driven here.

When we finally broke apart, Julia’s eyes were bright despite their redness. She looked between us, a hint of mischief replacing the hurt that had been there before.

“So,” she said, her voice suddenly playful as she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “Do we take turns, or?”

Vanessa’s eyes widened slightly, but to my surprise, she didn’t seem shocked by her daughter’s question.

“Something like that,” Vanessa said gently, “But remember, Tyler isn’t just ours. He belongs to Lily and Diana too.”

I felt my heart thudding in my chest at this sudden turn. Was this really happening?

Julia giggled, looking straight at me. “I know that,” she said, her smile growing. “Seriously though, let’s go home, all of us.”

There was a weight to her words that went beyond the simple suggestion. Home, together and all of us. The implication wasn’t lost on me.

We walked back to the car together, Julia in the middle with her arm linked through Vanessa’s.

As we reached the car, Julia bumped her shoulder against mine playfully. “So… new family rules?” she asked with a smirk. “No more sneaking around, but I get details next time, okay?”

The three of us laughed together. Vanessa caught my eye over Julia’s head, a soft smile playing on her lips that made my heart skip. “Details might be a bit much,” I said, still chuckling as I unlocked the car.

“Oh come on,” Julia teased, sliding into the backseat. “At least tell me if she was loud. Mom’s walls at our old apartment were paper-thin, and let me tell you…”

“Julia!” Vanessa exclaimed, her face flushing crimson as she got into the passenger seat.

I felt a huge weight lifting off my chest as I started the engine. The guilt was still there, but softer now, replaced by excitement and warmth for what this new honesty might open up between all of us. The three of us together, plus Lily and Diana… it was unconventional, to say the least. But it felt right in a way I couldn’t quite explain.

As we drove through the streets toward home, I glanced in the rearview mirror and caught Julia bent over her phone, thumbs flying across the screen.

A moment later, my phone chimed. I glanced down, then let out a surprised laugh. It was a text from Lily. I’m glad you’re fine. She told me you made her mother cum harder than ever LOL

The car filled with soft, relieved laughter as the last of the tension finally dissolved. I reached over and squeezed Vanessa’s hand, feeling her warm fingers intertwine with mine. Whatever came next, we would face it together.

* * *

Several hours later, I sat at my desk, trying to focus on work that had piled up during the day’s emotional roller coaster. Dinner had been surprisingly normal. Diana had made burgers, and conversation flowed easily between all of us. Diana seemed slightly confused by the new dynamic but didn’t ask questions. She just smiled knowingly when she caught Vanessa’s eyes lingering on me across the table.

Eventually, someone knocked. I swiveled in my chair to see Julia standing in my doorway, dressed in pink pajama shorts and a loose top.

“Hey,” she said softly. “Can I come in?”

“Of course,” I replied, saving my work and turning to face her fully.

She stepped inside, closing the door gently behind her. For a moment, she just stood there, fidgeting with the hem of her pajama top.

“I just wanted to say thank you again,” she finally said. “For everything. The money, helping us move in and making Mom happy…”

I stood up, moving toward her. “You don’t need to thank me.”

“I do, though,” she insisted, stepping forward to wrap her arms around my waist.

I held her warmly, breathing in the clean scent of her shampoo. Her body felt small against mine, and I was struck by how much I cared about her, not just as Lily’s friend or as Vanessa’s daughter, but as Julia herself.

“I’ve never seen her like this,” Julia murmured against my chest. “So light, so happy. You have no idea what you’ve done for her.”

I stroked her hair gently, not knowing what to say. We stood like that for a long moment, just holding each other in the quiet of my room.

Then Julia and I both froze when we heard Diana and Vanessa’s voices drifting up from the backyard patio through the open window.

“Vanessa… you’ve been glowing since you got back from the park. What happened out there? You can tell me, we’re roomies now.” Diana’s voice was curious but warm.

There was a pause, and I felt Julia’s body tense against mine. We both unconsciously leaned closer to the window.

Vanessa hesitated, then opened up, her voice soft but full of emotion. “Julia walked in on Tyler and me right after we… you know. She ran to the park. We followed her, talked it out. She wasn’t mad about the sex, she was hurt we hid it. But we’re okay now, really okay.”

Diana listened quietly, then her voice brightened with genuine happiness. “Oh honey, I’m so glad you three made peace. That girl loves you both so much.”

Julia and I exchanged wide-eyed glances, both embarrassed and relieved at Diana’s acceptance. But then Diana’s tone turned playful and teasing after a short pause.

“You know, if you really want to make things even better and get rid of any leftover awkwardness, maybe the three of you should have a little threesome. Clear the air properly.”

Julia and I locked eyes instantly. My heart raced in my chest, and I noticed Julia’s cheeks flush a deep pink. My cock immediately stiffened against her, and I knew she felt it by the slight widening of her eyes.

“What do you think?” I whispered, my voice low and husky. “About all three of us?”

Julia bit her lip, her eyes sparkling with excitement and, to my surprise, zero hesitation. “I’m not against it. Actually, it sounds kind of hot. Diana deserves to feel good, and I already share you with Lily. Why not this too?”

We heard Vanessa’s shy reply drift up from downstairs. “I… I’m not sure. It sounds exciting, but she’s my daughter. I don’t want to push her or make things weird.”

Diana laughed. “Oh please, Vanessa, you’re blushing so hard right now I can see it from here. You’re excited. Admit it. A little mother-daughter time with Tyler in the middle? It could be beautiful.”

Julia gave me a wicked little smile. She pushed me gently back into my desk chair and straddled my lap, facing me, her pajama shorts riding up her thighs. She immediately felt how hard I was and rocked once against me, teasingly.

“Keep listening,” she whispered against my ear while grinding slowly against me. “I want to hear everything.”

Her warmth through the thin fabric was driving me crazy. She was already wet, and I could feel the dampness seeping through both our clothes.

Diana continued giving gentle tips below. “Just be honest with her, sweetie. Tell Julia exactly how you feel, that you’re nervous but you trust her and Tyler. Remind her there are no secrets anymore. She’ll say yes. I saw the way she looks at him.”

Julia stopped grinding against me suddenly, her eyes bright with both courage and lust. She looked down at me. “We’re doing this right now,” she said decisively. “No more hiding and no more secrets. That’s what we promised.” She took my hand firmly and stood, pulling me up from the chair.

My heart hammered in my chest, a mixture of excitement and nervous energy coursing through me. I nodded, finding my voice. “Together, no secrets.”

We moved quietly toward the door, still holding hands. The stairs creaked as we descended together. Julia’s grip tightened with each step, her palm warm against mine. We could hear Diana and Vanessa’s voices growing clearer as we approached the patio door.

When we stepped outside, the cool evening air hit our skin. Vanessa was mid-sentence, gesturing with her wine glass when she spotted us. She jumped visibly, her face instantly flushing a deep crimson that spread down her neck.

“Oh god,” she gasped, nearly spilling her wine. “Kill me now. You heard all of that, didn’t you?”

Julia smiled. She was still holding my hand, our fingers intertwined tightly as she faced her mother. “We did,” she admitted, her voice steady despite the slight tremble I could feel in her fingers. “And Diana’s right, no secrets anymore, remember? It will be fun, Mom. I want this.” She paused, her voice dropping slightly. “I want you to feel as good as I do with him.”

Vanessa covered her face with her hands for a moment, the embarrassment evident in every line of her body. Then, slowly, she peeked through her fingers, a nervous laugh escaping her. Despite her embarrassment, I could see the spark of arousal in her eyes.

“You’re really okay with this?” she asked, looking between us. “Both of you?”

Julia and I nodded in unison. I felt confident seeing the two of them together like this, both beautiful in their own ways, both looking at me with desire.

“More than okay,” Julia added playfully, squeezing my hand. “It’s going to be amazing.”

Diana had discreetly slipped back inside, giving us privacy for this moment.

Vanessa took a breath, her cheeks still flaming red, but her eyes were sparkling with excitement. “Okay,” she said finally. “I’m in.” She stood up, smoothing down her shirt with nervous hands. “But I need a quick shower first, I want to feel fresh for this.”

I squeezed Julia’s hand, feeling a wave of tenderness for both women. “Take your time,” I told Vanessa, my voice warm and reassuring. “We’ll wait in my bedroom. Door open, no more hiding.”

Vanessa nodded, a shy smile playing on her lips as she moved past us into the house.

Julia turned to me once her mother was inside, her eyes dancing with mischief. “Well,” she whispered, “that went better than I expected.”

We followed Vanessa inside, still hand in hand. As we climbed the stairs to my bedroom, I realized our family dynamic had shifted yet again, expanding to include something I never could have imagined.

* * *

In my room, I sat on the edge of my bed, heart hammering so hard I could feel it in my throat. Julia was curled against my side in her pink pajama shorts and loose top, one leg draped over mine, her fingers tracing circles on my chest. The house was quiet except for the distant sound of the shower running down the hall. Vanessa was getting ready. Every second stretched like warm honey. Julia’s breath was quick and shallow against my neck.

“You nervous?” I whispered, sliding my hand up her thigh.

“A little,” she admitted, voice husky. “But mostly excited. I have never shared you like this before. And with Mom? It feels dirty and perfect at the same time.” She shifted, pressing her warmth against the hard ridge already straining my sweatpants. “I want to watch her come on you. I want to taste her on your cock.”

The shower shut off. A minute later, the bathroom door clicked. Footsteps padded closer, and Vanessa appeared in the doorway wearing nothing but one of Diana’s soft white robes, loosely tied at the waist. Her long chestnut hair was damp and loose, curling over her shoulders. Her cheeks were still flushed from the hot water. Or maybe from nerves. She stopped just inside the room, blue-green eyes flicking between us.

“Still sure?” she asked with a grin. “Both of you?”

Julia sat up straighter, but kept her hand on my thigh. “Only if you teach me how to make him feel as good as you do.”

Her mother giggled, and she stepped inside and closed the door behind her. The robe slipped open just enough to show the inner curve of one full breast and the shadow between her thighs. She looked at me, then at her daughter, something tender and hungry flickering across her face.

“Okay,” she whispered. “Then let’s start slow.”

She crossed the room and climbed onto the bed, kneeling in front of us. Her hands trembled only a little as she reached for the tie of her robe and let it fall open. The fabric slid down her arms, pooling around her hips. Her large D-cup breasts swayed heavily with the movement. Lower, her pussy was smooth and glistening, the plump outer lips slightly parted, inner folds a deeper pink and already wet. She’d shaved off the strip, making her look even sexier.

Julia’s eyes widened. “God, Mom. You are beautiful … especially your boobs.”

Vanessa smiled as Julia squeezed her mom’s tit with a giggle. “Leave some for Tyler,” she said playfully, letting me touch and squeeze her tits. Then she crawled up to me, and she leaned in first, cupping my face gently. Her lips brushed mine as we kissed. Then she pulled back just enough to guide Julia forward. “Your turn.”

Julia kissed me next, eager and a little clumsy with excitement. Vanessa watched, eyes dark. After a moment, she leaned in again, and suddenly both their mouths were on mine. Tongues sliding together, lips brushing and sharing me in the hottest three-way kiss of my life. I groaned into it, one hand in Vanessa’s damp hair, the other cupping Julia’s breast through her top.

Vanessa broke away first, breathing harder. She kissed down my neck, across my chest, tongue flicking over a nipple. Julia copied her on the other side. Two mouths, two different rhythms. Vanessa slow and teasing, Julia hungry and quick. My cock throbbed painfully.

Vanessa’s hand slid down my stomach and tugged my waistband. “Lift up.” I did. She peeled my sweatpants and boxers down together. My cock sprang free, hard and leaking. Julia stared, lips parted.

“Already rock hard,” Vanessa murmured. “That is because he wants both of us so badly.” She wrapped her long fingers around the base and gave one slow stroke. A bead of pre-cum welled at the tip. “Taste him with me.”

They both leaned down. Vanessa licked up the underside first, slow and flat, eyes locked on Julia’s. Julia hesitated only a second before joining her. Tongue swirling around the head, tasting me while her mother licked the shaft. Their tongues met around my cock, sliding together, licking and kissing the same sensitive spots. The wet sounds filled the room. I gripped the sheets, groaning.

Vanessa pulled back just enough to speak. “Suck the head, baby. Like this.” She took me into her mouth, lips stretching, cheeks hollowing as she bobbed once, twice, then released me with a wet pop. Julia tried immediately, taking me deeper, eager to please. Vanessa stroked the part she could not reach and whispered encouragement. “Good girl. Use your tongue on the underside. Yes, just like that. He loves it when you moan around him.”

Julia hummed louder around my cock, the vibration shooting straight to my balls. Vanessa watched with dark, hungry eyes, her hand slowly pumping the base while her daughter worked the head. The contrast was insane: Vanessa’s slow, expert strokes versus Julia’s eager, slightly clumsy enthusiasm. Their tongues kept brushing against each other around my shaft, wet and hot, sending sparks up my spine.

Vanessa leaned in again, licking the side of my cock right next to Julia’s mouth. “Share him,” she murmured. Julia pulled back just enough for Vanessa to take half my length in one smooth glide, her full lips sliding down until they met her daughter’s. They kissed around my cock, tongues sliding together over the sensitive head, lips meeting in the middle. The sight alone nearly made me lose it: two generations of the same family worshipping my cock at the same time.

Vanessa pulled off with a soft pop and guided Julia back down. “Deeper this time. Relax your throat.” Julia tried, gagging slightly, but Vanessa stroked her hair gently. “Easy, baby. Breathe through your nose. He’s big, but you can take him.” Julia moaned around me, the sound vibrating through my shaft as she forced another inch down. Vanessa rewarded her by licking the exposed part of my cock and sucking one of my balls into her mouth, rolling it gently with her tongue.

I groaned, my hand tangling in Vanessa’s damp chestnut hair. Her large D-cup breasts swayed heavily beneath her as she worked, the rosy nipples hard and brushing against my thigh. The way her breasts hung and bounced with every movement, the smooth, lightly tanned skin, the long, wavy hair sticking to her neck from the shower… it was almost too much.

Julia came up for air, gasping, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock. Vanessa immediately took over, swallowing me to the root in one smooth motion, her throat contracting around the head. She held there for a second, blue-green eyes watering but locked on mine, then pulled back slowly, letting Julia dive back in.

They worked in perfect flow now. One would suck the head while the other licked the shaft or sucked my balls. Their tongues kept meeting, sliding together, kissing around my cock like they were making out with each other through me. Wet, sloppy sounds filled the room, sucking, licking and moaning.

Vanessa looked up at me, lips shiny and swollen. “You like watching us share your cock?” she asked, voice husky. She squeezed the base hard, making me throb. “You’re leaking so much… taste him again, baby.”

Julia dove down, taking me as deep as she could, moaning loudly. Vanessa leaned in and licked the side of my shaft right where Julia’s lips stretched around me. Their tongues met again, swirling together over the head. “Geeze, let’s fuck, or you’re going to make me cum.”

They both giggled. Vanessa and Julia finally pulled back, lips shiny and swollen, strings of precum and saliva connecting them to my cock. Vanessa licked her lips as she looked at me with heavy-lidded eyes. “Hmm… that was just the warm-up.” She climbed onto the bed, straddling my hips in reverse cowgirl. Her tall 5’10” frame arched beautifully, long wavy chestnut hair spilling down her back, the smooth, lightly tanned skin glowing in the low light. Her large D-cup breasts hung full and heavy, swaying as she positioned herself over my still-hard cock. Between her toned thighs, her pussy looked perfect, plump outer lips symmetric and soft pink, already glistening with fresh wetness, the inner folds a deeper, slicker pink that parted invitingly as she lowered herself.

She sank down slowly, her tight walls squeezing me in one smooth glide until I was buried to the hilt. “Fuck… you feel so good inside me,” she moaned, starting to ride with deliberate rolls of her curvy hips. Her ass bounced against my thighs, the soft yet firm cheeks rippling with every downstroke. She clenched her pussy around me on every lift, the symmetric inner folds gripping and milking me while she ground her clit against my base.

“Don’t be shy, sweetie,” Vanessa said. “Go sit on his face.”

Julia didn’t wait. She swung a leg over my face, lowering her shaved pussy onto my mouth. Her plump lips were already slick and swollen, the pretty pink inner folds parting as she settled. I licked up her slit, tasting her sweet wetness, and she moaned loudly, grinding down on my tongue. “Hmm, he knows how to lick,” she gasped, voice shaky with excitement.

Vanessa picked up speed, bouncing harder, her ass slapping against me. “Look at you… taking both of us at once,” she said, her voice thick with lust. “Your cock is so deep in me… stretching my pussy just right. You like how wet I am for you?” She clenched deliberately, squeezing me in rhythmic pulses that made my toes curl. “Julia’s pussy tastes good on your tongue, doesn’t it? Tell her how sweet she is.”

I groaned into Julia’s pussy, the words muffled as I sucked her clit. “So fucking sweet,” I said between licks, my hands gripping Vanessa’s hips to help her ride faster.

Julia rocked on my face, her juices coating my chin. “Hmm.” She looked at her mother in the mirror. “Mom… your tits look so good bouncing like that while you fuck him.”

Vanessa laughed, came off my wet cock, turned around and pushed it right into her pussy, leaning forward to change the angle so my cock hit deeper. “You like watching me ride your boyfriend’s cock, baby? You like seeing how wet I get for him?” She slammed down harder, her plump pink lips gripping my shaft on every stroke, wetness dripping down my balls. The room filled with the wet sounds of skin slapping, moans, and the slick glide of my cock in her tight pussy. I liked this as much as reverse, being able to see her mighty boobs as she rode me.

“He’s your boyfriend too,” Julia said with a giggle.

Julia was trembling on my face now, her thighs squeezing my head. “I’m gonna cum… keep licking… fuck, Tyler!” Her pussy flooded my mouth as she came, grinding down hard, her sweet juices coating my tongue.

Vanessa kept riding through it all, her own moans growing louder. “Your cock is throbbing inside me… I can feel you getting close again.” But then Vanessa slowed her bouncing, still seated on me with my cock buried deep, her walls fluttering around me as she caught her breath. She looked over her shoulder with a satisfied, wicked smile. “Let’s switch things up,” she murmured.

Julia slid off my face, flushed and glistening. Vanessa finally lifted herself off my cock with a wet sound. She gently pushed Julia onto all fours in the center of the bed. Julia’s ass lifted high, her shaved pussy glistening and puffy from my tongue, the pretty pink inner folds still parted and shiny. Vanessa crawled underneath her in a perfect 69, positioning her head between Julia’s thighs while her own pussy ended up right under Julia’s face. I moved behind Julia, gripping her slim hips, and lined up my still-hard cock with her entrance.

I slid back inside Julia’s tight heat in one smooth thrust, burying myself to the hilt. At the same moment, Vanessa’s mouth found her daughter’s clit and started licking with slow, deliberate strokes. Julia moaned loudly into Vanessa’s pussy, her tongue diving in eagerly as I began fucking her from behind. “Oh gosh, this feels way better,” Julia said with a giggle as I kept fucking her.

The position was filthy and perfect. I drove into Julia in deep, steady doggy strokes, the wet slap of my hips against her ass echoing through the room. Vanessa’s tongue worked relentlessly underneath, licking around my cock where it stretched Julia’s entrance, tasting both of us with hungry moans. “Mmm… you’re so full of Tyler’s cock,” Vanessa murmured between licks, her voice muffled against Julia’s pussy. “Does it feel good, baby? Taking him so deep while Mommy eats you?”

Julia’s answer was a broken moan against Vanessa’s folds. “Yes… fuck, Mom… your tongue on my clit while he fucks me… I’m gonna cum so hard again.” Her pussy clenched around me in squeezes, the slick inner walls gripping me tighter with every thrust. I could feel Vanessa’s tongue flicking against my shaft whenever I pulled back, the dual sensation driving me insane.

I gripped Julia’s hips harder and started pounding her faster, the angle letting me hit deep. Vanessa’s large breasts swayed beneath her as she licked, her toned legs spread wide. “Harder, Tyler,” she urged, her voice thick with lust. “Fuck her deep… make her cum on your cock while I taste her.”

Julia’s moans turned into desperate cries, her body rocking between us. “I’m close… don’t stop… both of you… Please!” Her pussy spasmed hard around me, flooding my cock with fresh wetness as she came. Vanessa licked it all up greedily, moaning into her daughter’s pussy while I kept thrusting through the orgasm.

But then the pressure exploded. My balls drew up tight, every muscle in my body locking as the orgasm slammed into me like a freight train. I thrust as deep as I could go, burying myself to the hilt inside Julia’s clenching heat. The first powerful spurt erupted so hard it felt like my cock was pulsing with its own heartbeat: thick, heavy ropes of cum blasting straight into her. One, two, three, each pulse stronger than the last, flooding her pussy in hot, endless waves. I groaned loudly, hips jerking uncontrollably, grinding against her ass as my cock throbbed and swelled inside her, pumping load after load.

Julia’s walls squeezed me, milking every spurt, while Vanessa’s tongue flicked wildly against the base of my shaft and my balls, tasting the overflow as it leaked out around my cock. The sensation was overwhelming, my entire body shook, vision blurring at the edges, the pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. I kept coming, pulse after heavy pulse, filling Julia until I could feel my own cum being forced back out around my shaft from the sheer volume.

Vanessa moaned loudly beneath us, lapping up every drop that escaped, her tongue swirling around my pulsing cock and Julia’s stretched lips. “That’s it… Give her everything,” she whispered, voice thick with lust. “Fill her so full…”

My orgasm seemed to last forever, each throb sending another thick jet deep inside Julia until my balls finally emptied completely. I stayed buried inside her, cock still twitching with aftershocks, chest heaving as the last intense waves rolled through me.

I pulled out and Vanessa came off her daughter’s well-fucked pussy with a kiss.

We collapsed together on the bed. “Wow,” I breathed, still trying to catch my breath.

“That was intense,” Vanessa said, snuggling against my left side, her large breasts pressing warmly against my ribs.

Julia curled up on my right, her smaller body fitting perfectly against mine. “Better than intense,” she murmured, trailing her fingers across my chest. “That was life-changing.”

I wrapped my arms around both of them, pulling them closer. The three of us lay there in comfortable silence for a moment, just breathing together, skin against skin. Vanessa’s hand found Julia’s across my chest, their fingers intertwining in a tender gesture that made my heart squeeze.

“I can’t believe we just did that,” Vanessa said, her voice filled with wonder rather than regret. “My favorite part was watching you cum inside Julia while I tasted both of you.”

Julia giggled, her cheeks flushing. “Mom! That’s so dirty.” She paused, then added, “But yeah, that was amazing. I loved when we were both sucking his cock together. The way your tongue felt against mine…”

“Next time I want to feel him cum inside me too,” Vanessa said, her voice dropping to a seductive purr. She traced circles on my chest. “Maybe you could clean me up after?”

Julia’s eyes widened with excitement. “Yes! And maybe next time we could try—”

My phone buzzed on the nightstand, interrupting whatever deliciously filthy suggestion Julia was about to make. I reached over, careful not to dislodge either woman from my sides, and checked the screen.

It was a text from Lily, I heard EVERYTHING. Details tomorrow morning or I’ll die. Also, Julia’s moans are WAY louder than I expected. Sweet dreams, big bro!

I couldn’t help but laugh out loud, showing the phone to both Vanessa and Julia. Julia buried her face in my shoulder, groaning with embarrassment, while Vanessa just chuckled, completely unfazed.

“Poor Lily,” Vanessa said, yawning. “Left out of all the fun.”

“Don’t worry about Lily,” I replied, setting my phone back down. “She’ll get her turn.”

Julia lifted her head, looking at me with sleepy eyes. “Can we do this again? All of us?”

I pressed a kiss to her forehead, then turned to do the same for Vanessa. “Absolutely. As often as you both want.”

Vanessa smiled, her blue-green eyes already drifting closed. “Good. Because once isn’t nearly enough.”

I chuckled, holding them close. Things at home were getting more complicated, but also a whole lot sweeter.


Afterword

Thank you so much for reading Home Sweet Home 3 If you enjoyed it, please consider leaving a review. It’s the second-best way to support me as an author, right after purchasing my stories.

If you’d like to be notified when I publish a new story—and receive a free taboo story—you can sign up for my newsletter at tommysilver.com.

If you’d like to reach out, feel free to email me at author@tommysilver.com.

That’s all for now!
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