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Home Sweet Home

When I come home for the summer, I wasn’t prepared for how much everything’s changed.

Lily, my cute gamer roommate, has bloomed into a young, beautiful woman. Lonely and slightly bullied, she leans into me for emotional support.

That support quickly turns into something far more romantic as our feelings for each other deepen.

But Lily isn’t the only woman who needs me.

Diana, the woman of the house, is drowning in debt and stress, carrying the weight of responsibility alone. Running a florist shop with her best friend Riley, she struggles to put food on the table.

As I step in to help her, I realize she’s been starved for affection just as much as security.

And when my romantic relationship deepens with both of them, I find myself standing at the center of two very different needs, wanting to give them both everything they crave.


Chapter 1

Last night, I had just gotten back home for the summer. Two years ago, right after I graduated from high school, I moved away with my girlfriend to Southern California while my stepmom, Diana, and little stepsister, Lily, stayed in Sacramento.

I still remember Lily’s tear-streaked face the day I left. “I’ll call you every day, I promise,” I told her, ruffling her hair like I always did.

But the quiver in her voice as she whispered, “Okay,” lingered long after. Lily had always walked a different path, a bit quirky, her dorky passions making her a target for others who couldn’t see the beauty in her uniqueness. But to me, she was a treasure.

She loved video games and cosplay and had an entire wardrobe filled with costumes and merch. I used to tease her about the sheer volume of it all, but in truth, I adored how her eyes lit up whenever she showed me a new outfit or talked about a favorite character. Even if dressing up wasn’t my thing, I’d slip into costumes just to see her smile, a smile that felt like home.

One thing I truly loved was playing video games with her, and it had been a big part of our childhood. We would sometimes fight like any siblings, but it always ended in hugs. The fighting completely stopped when I started hearing about the bullying she was going through. She didn’t tell us at first, but when we found out, Diana was heartbroken, and I was enraged. I clearly remember standing outside her school, my fists clenched as I waited for the bell to ring. When those girls finally appeared, I tried to talk to them, hoping reason would temper my anger. But their smirks and dismissive glances told me all I needed to know, nothing would change. Diana’s meeting with the principal had been just as fruitless.

Lily eventually refused to step foot in that place again, and Diana took on debt to enroll Lily in a private school, a place with zero tolerance for bullying. It was friendlier, sure, and Lily even found a friend to hang out with occasionally. But most days, she was still alone.

I tried to fill the gaps, spending time with her whenever I could, often bringing my girlfriend along. I had been in two relationships before, and they both commented on Lily, calling her “funny,” in that awkward, endearing way. But I made it clear to both of them that Lily was more than just a quirky girl.

My family situation was a bit odd. My biological mother died of cancer when I was young, and my father later remarried Diana. I don’t remember much about my mother, since I was only six years old when Diana entered my life. Sadly, my father died in a car accident four years later, leaving Diana to raise me and her daughter Lily on her own.

Diana’s financial situation wasn’t great because of the debt. We relied on her income in a costly neighborhood. She ran a florist shop, which was just enough to get us by. During my last year of high school, I started an eCommerce business selling fitness equipment. With the increasing interest in home workouts and people trying to save money, it didn’t take long for the company to become profitable. When it took off, I helped Diana out, easing the burden she carried. It felt fair since she’d helped me enormously at the start, giving me advertising and business advice to get going.

When I came back last night, I was welcomed with hugs and kisses from both Diana and Lily. It felt good to be back in their arms. Diana’s embrace was warm and comforting, and Lily’s was filled with excitement and a bit of warmth as well. She perched on her tiptoes so she could bury her face into my shoulder, her playful warmth seeping into my skin. I hadn’t seen them since last month when it was Lily’s nineteenth birthday.

As I slowly opened my eyes from a deep slumber and studied my bedroom, nostalgia hit me hard. I thought back to all the summers when we went camping in Eldorado Forest or at Hidden Falls. Whenever it rained, my sister and I would sit hip to hip in our home, mashing buttons on a controller, or she would take me on a cosplay adventure where we pretended to be characters from a game. I just had dear, lovely memories with her, and I couldn’t wait to create new ones.

I drew in a deep breath, filling my lungs with the comforting scent of Diana’s flowers mixed with the musty smell of old books from my shelves. The bed faced the window, and the curtains filtered the sunlight, but I could still see the rays seeping in and feel the early morning warmth. It still felt a bit unusual to sleep by myself since I’d recently broken up with my girlfriend, but I felt a bit freer, and I was glad I could spend more time with Lily.

We’d broken up a couple of weeks ago. Even though I’d been getting hornier over the past few days, I hadn’t masturbated. The proof was in the tented sheets and the slight ache in my balls.

As soon as I heard someone knock on the door, I rubbed my eyes. At first, I thought it was my bedroom door, but I quickly realized it was Lily’s. It was a bit difficult to tell whose room it was since I hadn’t slept here in a while.

“Lily?” our mother said in her peaceful morning voice. She gently knocked again. “Lily, can I come in?”

“What is it?” she answered in a suspicious tone. It sounded like she’d been up to mischief. It was normal for her to get caught with her hand in the cookie jar. She loved all-nighters and was the one who first persuaded me to pull them, pretending to be asleep while Diana went to bed, then sneaking down the stairs to play games all night. It was thrilling, except for the times we got caught. Neither of us liked seeing our mother disappointed.

“I want my toy back.”

Lily didn’t answer right away. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Darling, you know what I’m talking about.”

“No, I don’t,” she said.

Diana slowly opened the door, and I heard her stop at the threshold. I could imagine her placing her hands on her hips. “I don’t have time for this… Can you please give back my vibrator?”

My eyes widened. I never thought Lily would “borrow” our mother’s toys.

“I still don’t know what you’re talking about,” Lily said, with a hint of embarrassment in her voice.

“If it wasn’t you… Who was it then, Princess Zelda?”

“No… Link is all the vibrator she needs.”

They both chuckled. “Very funny… Listen, I’m running late, and you know I don’t have all the time in the world.”

A silence followed.

“Fine,” Lily said, and I heard her hand something over to Diana.

“Thank you,” Diana said. “Why don’t you just ask me to buy you one instead of sneaking into my bedroom?”

“I’m sorry,” Lily replied, sounding more upset than embarrassed.

I heard Diana sit down next to her. “You can talk to me about anything, you know that. There’s no need to look away.”

“I know. I’m just sorry.”

“Let me know which one you want, and I’ll get it for you, okay?”

“Okay… Uhm, can you get me vibrating panties too?”

“How do you know what vibrating panties are?” Diana asked.

“I… might have borrowed those too… Again, I’m sorry.”

“I forgive you, but you know we aren’t millionaires. It’s either vibrating panties or a vibrator, choose one.”

“Okay, a vibrator,” Lily said.

I heard Diana kiss Lily’s cheek. “And please, don’t just play video games all day.”

“I promise,” Lily said.

“I made some pancakes for you two.”

“I can smell the eggs and flour on your hands,” Lily said.

“I have to wash my hands and then I have to bounce. I’ll see you later this evening.”

“Have fun with Riley,” Lily said.

“Thank you,” Diana replied. Riley was her colleague. They’d known each other since high school, and now they ran a florist shop together. Unfortunately, business wasn’t going well these days, along with the rest of the small businesses and retail. People were cutting spending, holding onto every buck.

I let my head slump back onto the pillow. I found it oddly erotic that she had snuck into our mother’s bedroom to take her vibrator and vibrating panties behind her back. At first, I wondered why she didn’t just buy her own, but Lily didn’t have a job at the moment. She had a side hustle streaming on Twitch, but she’d also complained about how everyone was broke these days. I made sure to tip her whenever I caught her online. I’d told her before that she was enjoyable to watch, especially in her costumes. It was a little motivation boost for her, but I was sincere; I could watch her play for hours. Unfortunately, my busy schedule didn’t allow me to watch her as often as I’d like.

Lily suddenly opened the door and poked her head inside, bursting my dream bubble. But what appeared in front of me was better than a dream. Wearing round glasses, she stood before me in a purple nightgown, its thin straps stretched over her shoulders. The dress had once been snug and flattering, but now it barely covered her hips, and the neckline gaped open as if struggling to contain her ample chest. Her glossy brown hair tumbled around her face in wild waves, and she offered me a coy smile with her pink lips.

“Are you awake, sleepyhead?”

I rolled my eyes. “Do you know what knocking is?”

“Someone woke up on the wrong side of the bed,” she said, stifling a giggle.

I gave her a look, and she aimed her eyes at the tent instead. “What have you pitched there?”

“Give me a break,” I said, tucking it into the waistband of my underwear.

“I just want to give you a good morning hug,” she said.

“Sure, but let me get dressed first.”

“Okay… Mom just left. She made pancakes for us,” she said, beaming.

The heavenly scent wafted into my room. It was a sweet smell that I had missed. Diana’s culinary arts. “I can smell them,” I said. “Now be a good girl and bring me some clothes.”

“Okay,” she replied happily. She spun around, the hem of her nightgown lifting and revealing a glimpse of her smooth, round buttocks. With a slight bend at the waist, she reached into the wardrobe to search for an outfit. I couldn’t resist stealing glances at how her figure had evolved since a year ago. Her curves were more defined and alluring, causing my heart to race and my cheeks to flush with heat. As she turned to face me, I couldn’t help but notice the subtle sway of her larger breasts. The years had been kind to her curves, and it was safe to say, she had become a well-endowed young woman.

“Meet you downstairs, sleepyhead,” she said, closing the door and scurrying off.

“Sure thing.” It was one or the other, sleepyhead or Link. Neither one bothered me.

I put on my clothes and headed downstairs. She stood at the entrance to the kitchen and looked up at me. Standing at five foot four, she opened her arms. “Good morning hug, remember?”

I let her fall into my arms, holding her close. At six feet tall, I was the perfect height to embrace her. “I’ve missed you,” she said, her voice muffled in my chest.

“I’ve missed you too,” I said. As I held her, I felt her heartbeat, but then I also noticed the curves of her breasts gently pressing against my chest. I realized she was still dressed in her tight nightgown.

“Finally, we can spend some time together,” she said, breaking the hug, a smile spreading across her lips.

“Seriously… how long have you had that nightgown?”

She glanced down at her chest, and then her eyes met mine again. “What’s wrong with it?”

“You’ve grown… You’re not a kid anymore.”

She waved her hand dismissively. “It’s snug, comfy, and fits me perfectly.”

“Whatever,” I said, just glad to be with her. “You can at least wear a bra.”

“But then it wouldn’t fit right,” she pointed out matter-of-factly.

“Fine,” I yielded, though I couldn’t help glancing at her from time to time.

We both sat down. The table was already set, with a plate of pancakes in the center, resting on a tablecloth embroidered with floral patterns. Three vases, each holding a bouquet of fresh flowers, were lined on the table. Every room in this house smelled so much better than my place, and it was mainly because of our mother’s love for flowers.

“I was so excited when you got back last night, I was tossing and turning all night,” she said.

“So excited you forgot to knock too,” I teased.

“Sorry,” she said with a giggle. She removed the foil from the pancakes, and I was greeted by the scent of Diana’s cooking. Her pancakes were fluffy and soaked in melted butter and maple syrup. My ex-girlfriend could cook all right, but Diana’s cooking was on another level.

“Mom told me you broke up with Jody,” Lily said as we both started filling our plates. “Is it true?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Too much drama at the end.”

“About what?” she asked softly.

“Time… She thought running a business was all fun and games.”

“I see,” she said, lowering her eyes. “You deserve someone nice.”

“Thanks,” I said, smiling. “Someone who knows how to knock.”

She stuck her tongue out at me and blew a raspberry. “That’s the third time this morning. Let it go already.”

“I’m just messing with you,” I said.

“Well, I think we should play together.”

“Which game?”

“Smash,” she said, her smile widening. “You won’t stand a chance against me.”

“In your dreams,” I said.

We could be competitive whenever we played a two-player game, and sometimes we even ended up “fighting”, which meant ending up on the floor, rolling around and lightly tearing at each other’s clothes till we were both laughing. It was all love at the end even if she could get on my nerves from time to time.

We finished the pancakes in no time, and I sat down on the couch. She snatched the controller and tossed it at me. “Catch!”

I reacted quickly, catching it in mid-air. I always had to be on guard since her tricks could come right out of the blue. “Why’s this controller sticky?” I asked her and looked at her. I smelled it and noticed a musky, flowery fragrance.

“I dunno,” she said. “Maybe from perfume.”

I shrugged and didn’t think much of it.

She turned on the TV and plopped down next to me. “Which character will you be?” she asked as the menu screen flashed onto the screen.

“Snake.”

“I’ll be Pikachu … Pika Pika,” she said and made a Pikachu face.

I laughed with her. She was one hundred percent cute, but when she made that face, something in my cock awakened. I wasn’t sure if it was because her feminine features had evolved, or that she was nineteen, or perhaps her skimpy nightgown that left little to the imagination, but I looked at her a bit differently. I tried to shrug off those feelings, but I had a feeling they’d return.

We kept playing and we became as competitive as ever. It wasn’t fun losing to a girl let alone your little sister, but she sure had played a lot more than I had.

“You mash buttons like Snorlax.”

“It’s because you keep running away with those bunny ears,” I said.

“Already a sore loser?” she said and waggled her eyebrows as the lightning struck me and I flew out into the distance.

“God damn it,” I said.

Lily giggled, her body shaking with laughter as she leaned into me. I could feel the warmth of her skin through the thin fabric of her nightgown.

After we’d played a couple of rounds, I started glancing out the window. The sun was steadily rising, casting a golden glow over our neighborhood and the forest in the background. “Come on, let’s take a break.”

“Take a break from getting your ass kicked or playing?” she asked with a teasing smile.

I just wanted to tease her back so badly. “You know what … I woke up a bit earlier today.”

She narrowed her eyes at me. “That must be the worst comeback in the history of insults.”

I rolled my eyes. “Why did you take our mother’s toys?”

Her lips flattened into a thin line. “That comeback still sucked.”

“Come on, I didn’t mean it as an insult. I’m just curious. It’s fine if you don’t want to tell me.”

“You might have heard something else,” she said and crossed her arms across her chest, but a slow blush invaded her cheeks. They weren’t porcelain and cute no longer but red as our mother’s florist shop.

“Certainly not judging by that blush of yours.”

“Alright, fine,” she admitted. “I just wanted to know what it felt like … I’ve never had a boyfriend after all.”

I felt sympathetic for her. “I understand,” I said. “I just found it a bit funny you decided to take hers. I mean your fingers should work too.”

“Yes, but I wanted to try something different … I’ve been a bit turned on lately,” she said. We entered uncharted territory. We’d never spoken about adult topics before even if we had been close growing up.

“Why?”

“To make a long story short. For the past months, Diana’s been moaning every night. She’s really loud, so I wanted to know what the fuss was about, so I ended up finding her toys.”

“Did you at least wash them afterward?”

“No,” she said, making an innocent Pikachu face.

“I don’t judge you for it,” I told her.

“She has like a thousand of them anyways.”

“A thousand?” I said with an arched eyebrow. “Now you’re exaggerating.”

“No,” she said, dead serious. “Okay, maybe not a thousand, but she has an entire box with toys. She’s been single since our father died. What do you think she’s been doing all this time, reading Charles Dickens? I also discovered a box filled with old adult films from the early 2000s.”

“You truly are a sneaky fox,” I said.

“You better watch out,” she said and waggled her finger at me.

When hearing about our mother’s sex toys and how Lily had played with them, I couldn’t help but feel a bit turned on as well. “How did you find them?”

“She just keeps them in her wardrobe … Do you want me to show you?”

“No.”

“Judging by that blush of yours,” she said teasingly. “I’m thinking otherwise.”

“I do not want to see her toys. They belong to her anyway,” I said firmly, but my voice sounded weak.

“I think you do,” she continued to nag me.

“No, I do not.”

“Tickle!” she exclaimed and suddenly started tickling me till we were both squirming on the ground. She knew my weakness. I was extremely ticklish.

I tried to resist, but Lily’s fingers found all my weak spots. We rolled around on the floor, laughing and struggling as she mercilessly tickled me. Her nightgown rode up even further, exposing more of her smooth thighs in the process, and as we rolled around, my crotch got rubbed against her skin to the point I was growing erect.

She tore at my clothes, but I was careful of tearing at her nightgown since it wasn’t much she kept under there. After we’d rolled around, she ended up on top of me. It reminded me of the last time I had slept with my ex. She had straddled my leg with her wet peach right under my leg. Thankfully, my Lily wore panties, but I couldn’t help but feel her wet, hot center. I tried to ignore it, but I couldn’t.

“Stop! I give up!” I gasped between fits of laughter.

“Not until you admit you want to see Mom’s toys,” Lily teased, her eyes glinting mischievously.

“Fine, fine! I’m curious, okay?” I finally yielded, if only to make her stop.

Lily sat back, grinning triumphantly. Her nightgown had slipped off one shoulder, revealing more creamy skin and the outer part of her breasts. She slipped it back on before I could see her areolas. “I knew it. Come on, let’s go look. I’ll tell you a thing about Mom while we’re there.”

“What about her?”

“I’ll tell you upstairs after you’ve seen her stash with your own eyes.”

It sure was tempting. I started feeling a thrill that I hadn’t felt before in my life. “Fine, let’s go,” I yielded.

She grabbed my hand and pulled me to my feet. As we climbed the stairs, I couldn’t help but notice the sway of her hips and the bounce of her breasts. What was wrong with me? This was my little sister.

We went upstairs and into Diana’s bedroom. The first thing I noticed was the sparkling clean floor that reflected the sunlight. I couldn’t see a dust mote on her shelves, and there wasn’t a wrinkle on her purple coverlets. On the nightstand, she had a photo of me and Lily. On the wall was a photo of a field of flowers extending to the horizon. The honeyed, feminine scent hung in the room, and it was addictive to inhale.

With a grin, Lily slid open the wardrobe. She lowered herself onto her hands and knees, arching her back and allowing me to admire the curves of her toned buttocks that poked under the hem of her nightgown. She pulled out a leather box and placed it right in front of my feet. My eyes widened at what was inside. There weren’t a thousand but there sure were many sex toys, glistening from all the nights our mother had used them. I knew my ex kept two vibrators, but I saw at least five vibrators inside the box along with dildos, vibrating panties, clit stimulators and a whole lot of other sexual objects that I wasn’t sure were called.

“Wow,” I said, trying my hardest not to let my jaw drop.

“Told you,” she said and picked a dildo up, touching the tip. “This one’s still sticky. I think she used it last night … Do you want to touch it?”

“I’m fine,” I told her, but deep inside, I wanted to. I started pitching the weirdest tent in my life.

“The clit stimulators are nice, but the vibrating panties were the best since they’re discreet,” she said.

“I don’t need your review of them,” I said and then shook my head. “Wait, how many of them have you tried?”

“Not all of them, but certainly many of them,” she said and brought up the vibrating panties, smiling as she looked at them.

“Alright … our mother likes to enjoy herself. Now what did you want to tell me?”

“It’s about her financial situation,” Lily said and her teasing smile suddenly vanished like a snuffed-out flame. “I learned that she’d taken on an additional debt for herself, and she’s struggling to pay it back.”

“How much?” I asked and didn’t like the sound of that.

“I’m not sure,” she said. “I just eavesdropped when Riley came over last week. I felt so bad for Mom. She’s been dealing with stress and sleep issues.”

“Huh,” I said. I started feeling bad for our mother too. She had taken on a loan to pay for Lily’s private high school. I had helped her pay off that loan, but I didn’t know about the other.

“I think because of her sleep issues, she was recommended to touch herself before bed.”

“Alright, but we can talk about this in the living room instead,” I told her. “I don’t feel good about looking at her stuff.”

“You don’t want to see her film collection?”

I gave her a look.

“Fine,” she replied.

We went downstairs and headed outside for once. It was hot now in the summer, and we settled down under the patio umbrella. “Do you want something to drink?” she asked me.

“Sure,” I said.

“Strawberry juice?”

“You didn’t even need to ask,” I said with a wink.

She jumped to her feet and scurried inside. She reminded me of Diana when she was kind, not when she’d tickle me to the point of tears. She returned with two glasses and strawberry juice, generously filling my glass and taking a seat. I grabbed the glass, slightly cool in my hands, and took a sip of the sweet liquid.

“So,” she said and lowered the glass. “What did you think of her toys?”

“They’re for girls,” I reminded her.

“What do you use?” she asked bluntly.

I flicked my eyes to her. “I used to have a girl.”

“You’re right,” she said and lowered her eyes before taking another sip.

“Do you ever touch yourself?” she asked right out of the blue.

“Uhm,” I said and was a bit caught off guard by her question. I thought we would avoid this topic. “Sometimes … when I don’t have a girl around.”

“How does it feel?” she asked with not a hint of playfulness but plenty of curiosity.

“I think it feels similar for you.”

“I think it feels nice,” she said.

“How many times a day do you do it?” I asked her. It just rolled out of my tongue even if I felt a bit awkward by this conversation.

“A couple of times a day, depending if Mom is home,” she said, which was followed by silence. “When you do it, do you watch something?”

“Sometimes,” I admitted and started feeling my armpits growing sweaty despite the cool drink in front of me. “And you?”

“Yes … especially lesbian stuff, but I don’t like the excessive moaning.”

I chuckled and scratched my neck. “Neither do I.”

“I also watch some fantasy stuff, but I don’t get off to it. I just like to watch it.”

“Sure.”

“Why do I get the feeling you aren’t comfortable talking about this?”

“We grew up together,” I reminded her.

“So? Mom and I are quite open about things. She even offered me oral lessons for when I’d find a boyfriend … if that day ever comes.”

I laid my hand over hers. “Lily, eventually you will find someone special.”

“That’s nice of you,” she said.

I realized I’d glossed over a part of her sentence. “She offered you lessons?”

“Uh-huh,” she said and nodded. “Why wouldn’t she? She wants what’s best for us.”

“Huh …”

“We’re just talking,” she reminded me.

“Sure … But we haven’t had this discussion before.”

“Till I found out how good touching myself feels like,” she said.

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, not sure how to respond. Part of me wanted to change the subject, but another part was intrigued by Lily’s openness. “I guess I’m just not used to talking about this stuff with you,” I admitted. “But you’re right, we’re just talking. There’s nothing wrong with that.”

Lily smiled, seeming pleased that I was opening up. “Exactly. I feel like I can tell you anything. You’ve always been there for me.”

Her words touched me because I knew it was true. I’d stood up for her when she was bullied. There were times when I didn’t go out with my ex-girlfriend because Lily was sad. She will always have a special place in my heart. “Of course. I’ll always be here for you.”

“Are you growing hungry by the way?” she asked. “I can make some lunch for us.”

“Surprise me with a dish.”

Lily beamed at me. “Alright, I’ll whip something up. But no peeking!” She wagged her finger playfully before heading into the kitchen.

I leaned back in my chair, sipping my strawberry juice and listening to the sounds of Lily bustling around the kitchen. The clanging of pots and pans, the opening and closing of cabinets, and her soft humming floated out to me.

My mind wandered back to our conversation. I still felt a bit stunned by how open Lily had been about those topics. Part of me felt like I should discourage that kind of talk between us, but another part was oddly excited by it.

After about 30 minutes, Lily set the table. “Okay, lunch is ready!”

She had prepared a colorful salad with grilled chicken, avocado, and a variety of veggies. “Wow, this looks great,” I said, genuinely impressed.

“Thanks,” Lily replied proudly. “Mom hasn’t only offered oral lessons but cooking as well.”

“Let’s leave those topics aside,” I said as we both settled down.

I dug into the food. The chicken was perfectly seasoned with lime, salt and pepper. It went well with the avocado, and she’d also used caesar dressing. It was almost like a carbon copy of what Diana used to cook for us, so I could see her fingerprints all over it.

We talked about various topics. She wanted to know how my eCommerce was going, and she was glad that it was doing well. Thankfully, we left the taboo topics aside, but I had to admit, I enjoyed talking about them. They felt forbidden, and I understood where Lily was in life, even if she was a bit of a late bloomer.

I helped her with the dishes, and we agreed to play Zelda. I didn’t want to play another multiplayer game with her and risk another round of tickling. “I have to go upstairs,” she excused herself after turning on the TV.

I just shrugged and leaned back. She disappeared into her room for a few minutes before descending the stairs in a flowing purple and white sleeveless dress with a Hyrule logo in the middle. She had also put on white gloves. Even though the fabric of the dress cascaded down her legs in gentle waves, it hugged her figure tightly around the waist and chest. The neckline plunged just enough to reveal a tasteful amount of cleavage. The only thing missing was the Hylian, elven ears. I couldn’t help but laugh at the sight of my little sister dressed as Princess Zelda from Twilight Princess.

“So, now I’m ready,” she said, settling down next to me.

“You really look like a princess,” I said.

She had ditched her glasses and was wearing contacts instead. “You think so?” she asked eagerly, twirling a lock of hair around her finger.

“I know so,” I told her.

She inched her hips closer to mine. “Why don’t you dress up as Link?”

“Alright, I will,” I said.

She paused the game. “I’ll wait.”

I went upstairs and slipped into the green tunic. It was a personal gift from Lily on my nineteenth birthday, so it still fit. It wasn’t the most comfortable thing to wear, but the smile on her face when I came back down the stairs made it worth it.

We played together, totally immersed in the game. When she got stuck on a puzzle, I was right there with her, trying to figure it out. We passed the controller back and forth, and time flew as we enjoyed each other’s company. The warm rays of the setting sun began to slant across the sky, casting a golden glow on our faces. I squinted against the brightness and realized we had lost track of time.

“What time is it?” she asked as she jumped to her feet and pulled the curtains aside.

“It’s almost six PM,” I said.

“No way,” she said, grabbing her phone to check. “Someone stole our time!”

I laughed. “It was time well spent,” I said.

“Blah,” she said. “I wish we could freeze time and play all we want.”

“So do I,” I said.

“Should we just order pizza and then watch a movie together?” she suggested. “It’s getting a bit too late to make dinner now.”

“Sure,” I said. “What do you have in mind?”

“You’ll see,” she replied with a kittenish smile.

We took a break from playing Switch. While waiting for the pizza, we changed into more comfortable clothes. It wasn’t long before the pizza arrived, and when it did, we dug in.

After we’d eaten, it started getting darker, perfect timing for a movie. She brought some cookies and milk for us both, along with a blanket for herself. “You sure you don’t want a comfy blanket?” she asked.

“I’m fine,” I said.

She selected a film and settled down under the blanket. I quickly realized it was a romantic movie. It was enjoyable, even if it wasn’t one of my favorite genres. We exchanged occasional glances, silently checking in on each other’s thoughts about the movie.

The way she kept her hands under the blanket made me wonder if she was touching herself. I shook my head, unsure why my thoughts were drifting that way. At least she was wearing a regular top now and not a sexy, body-hugging fantasy dress or a skimpy nightgown.

As the film became more intimate, she inched closer to me. Eventually, she leaned her head onto my shoulder. It reminded me of how my girlfriend used to cuddle with me, making me suddenly aware of Lily’s skin against mine.

When the kissing scene started, she looked at me, and I saw something in her eyes I hadn’t seen before—a longing for intimacy.

The sex scene that followed was tame compared to adult films, but watching it with Lily made it feel a lot more intense. Lily’s eyes widened slightly as the guy made love to the woman in the missionary position under the sheets. I glanced at the blanket and noticed Lily’s hand moving toward her crotch. She drew a slow circle but stopped when the scene was over.

After the movie ended, she was still cuddled up to me. With a soft smile on her face, she looked up and asked, “What did you think?”

“It was alright,” I said with a shrug.

“How does kissing feel?” she asked out of the blue.

“It’s nice.”

“I don’t know how it feels,” she said, lowering her eyes.

“The touch of lips is pleasant, soft and intimate. It’s not just the physical sensation; it’s about the emotions that come with it,” I said and hoped I didn’t sound too much like a poet.

“Oh… Do you think you could show me?”

“You want me to kiss you?” I asked, searching her face.

“Uh-huh,” she said. “We kissed when we were younger, but I don’t remember how it feels.”

“Sure,” I said. I didn’t think much of it. It was just a kiss. It couldn’t hurt, especially if it would help her feel better about herself. I leaned in and pressed my lips to hers. I felt a spark right away, a spark of something forbidden that seemed to be brewing between us.

When I pulled away, she beamed. “That was nice… but it wasn’t like they did it in the movie.”

“You mean a French kiss?” I asked.

She nodded eagerly, her blue eyes sparkling behind her contacts. She grabbed my arm and pleaded, “Please.”

“Okay,” I said. There was something in her voice that I couldn’t resist. I gently pushed her glossy hair behind her ears. The initial peck had felt surprisingly good, so I wanted to see if there were more sensations and feelings to explore.

I pressed my lips to hers, gently tracing the seam of her lips with my tongue. She was inexperienced, but she responded by parting her lips and letting me in. I started with my hand on her shoulder but then moved it to gently cup her neck, deepening the moment between us. We were fully immersed in the kiss. My heart raced, my mind screaming to stop, but the thrill was too intense to resist.

Even though this was taboo, I leaned in closer, deepening the kiss. It was something that had been building up for a long time, and I lost myself in the sweet taste of her mouth and the warmth of her body.

When I finally pulled away, a thin string of saliva stretched between our lips. As my heart rate lowered, I was left speechless.

“Wow,” Lily whispered, clasping her hands over her heart. “That was amazing.”

“It really was,” I replied, still stunned. It felt better than any other kiss in my life, and I couldn’t explain why. It was deeper, more intimate, with a touch of excitement. Part of me knew I should have pulled back, but I didn’t want to. I found myself craving more, more of that intense intimacy.

“Thank you,” she said softly, looking at me with the same expression she had when I stood up for her bullies or comforted her when she was upset. It meant the world to me to be able to do something for her.

“You’re welcome.”

“I’ve never felt anything like that… No wonder they always romanticize kissing.”

“Yeah,” I said, still at a loss for words. A quiet moment lingered between us, just on the edge of becoming awkward as her cheeks turned pink.

“Do you remember earlier when I asked you if you masturbate?”

“I do,” I said and narrowed my eyes on her, guessing where this was going.

“I became a bit turned on by the film,” she started. “Do you think we could masturbate together?”

I blinked at her. I thought it was brave of her to ask me even if I started to predict where this was heading. “It starts with talking about it, and then a kiss and the next logical step would be to go there.”

She shrugged. “Yeah, so?”

“Where are we going with this?”

“I dunno,” she said. “I can tell that the kiss felt nice for you too.”

“It sure did,” I said.

“I’m just curious how it looks when a guy masturbates. You’ve probably seen a girl already.”

“Girls have different methods though. It’s pretty straightforward to guys.”

“You don’t want to know how I do it?” she asked.

It sure was tempting, and if the kiss felt that good, I wondered how masturbating with her would feel like. “Fine,” I said. “Where should we go?”

“To my bedroom,” she said. She swung her feet off the bed, and she eagerly helped me to my feet.

“When does Mom come home?” I asked her.

“An hour,” she said and had everything under control.

As we entered Lily’s bedroom, my heart was racing. Part of me knew this was wrong, but another part was too intrigued and aroused to stop. I hadn’t gotten off in weeks too, so I didn’t have the willpower to resist. Lily closed the door behind us and turned to face me, her cheeks flushed with excitement. “Do we undress?”

“Unless you masturbate with your clothes on,” I teased her.

I took off my shirt, and her eyes swept over me before she pulled the top over her head. It felt like slow motion when she reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, freeing her boobs in front of my eyes. They bounced and jiggled till they found equilibrium. To me, they looked perfect. 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.

“Uhm, do you like them?” she asked while twirling her hair on her finger.

“They are gorgeous,” I said when I realized I’d been staring for longer than necessary. I knew women like attention but there was a limit before it turned creepy.

She beamed. “I was a bit insecure about them since they were small for so long, but now all of a sudden they started growing.”

“You make it sound as if it were a curse.”

“No … As long as they don’t end up like melons,” she said with a titter.

We peeled off the rest of our clothes. Once she reached her panties, I noticed a little wet patch at the center. I gently lowered my shorts, freeing my cock which bobbed up and down. Her eyes widened, and she froze with her fingers on her panties. She was right about to slide them down but stopped. A part of me felt it hard to believe we were doing this.

“Wow … can that fit in a kitty?”

“As long as you’re aroused,” I said.

“Can I touch it?”

“Sure,” I said.

She reached for it and curled her hand around it, gently stroking me up and down. She burst out giggling. “Did you slip a bone inside?”

“Very funny,” I said. “Are we going to masturbate or tell jokes?”

“I find it funny that you’re now so horny that you can’t suppress it.”

“Yeah, it didn’t feel as odd as I thought it would,” I admitted. I tugged at her panties. “Come on, are you going to keep your little pet caged in for the rest of the day?”

She bent over and slid her panties to her ankles, kicking them aside. I caught a brief glimpse of her pink, wet folds before she jumped onto the bed with her back against the wall. She patted the spot next to her. The last time I sat there was years ago when we’d played DS together.

I joined her, glancing between her legs at her pink womanhood. I couldn’t spot any stubbles on her clean flesh. “Do you always shave?”

“Every other day … But sometimes, I like to grow hairy just to see how it looks.”

“Kind of like me … Now show me how you masturbate,” I prompted her, wondering if she had any specific ways.

“So, first I usually wet my fingers,” she showed me, licking her fingers with her tongue, “and then I draw a circle on top of my kitty like this,” she said and gently massaged the top of her folds with her glistening wet fingers. I couldn’t help but feel like I was witnessing a private art exhibit. It was both forbidden and intriguing to see Lily pleasuring herself in front of me. “I also rub the clit now and then and slide a finger inside me.”

“Why aren’t you getting going?” she asked. “I want to come when you come.”

“Good point,” I said, curling my right hand around my cock and stroking myself. I watched intently as Lily demonstrated her technique, her fingers moving in slow circles over her most sensitive areas. The sight of her pleasuring herself was incredibly arousing.

“That feels good?” I asked, my voice husky.

She nodded, biting her lip. “Mhm. What about you? Show me how you do it.”

I gripped my cock more firmly, sliding my hand up and down. “Like this,” I said. “Varying the speed and pressure.”

“It looks so dry,” she said. “Don’t you ever use lotion?”

“To be honest, I haven’t masturbated in a long time, but when I did, I did use lotion.”

“Can I get some for you?” she asked, stopping with her hand in her honeypot.

“It’s fine … this feels quite intense already.”

“I feel it too,” she said. “It just feels so good, so I don’t want to stop.”

“We’re on the same page,” I said.

“Do you want to touch me too?” she suggested. “Maybe not as exciting for you since you already touched a girl.”

“It’s always exciting to touch another girl,” I said and reached into her private area till I made contact with her flesh. She was soaked and her folds were as smooth as velvet. It was quite pleasant to touch her, feeling her wet heat spilling over my fingers. As she spread her legs, her pink, plump folds glistened in the dim light of the bedroom. Her lips were slightly swollen and slick with arousal, a clear sign that she was horny.

I pulled back and stroked myself with the same hand I had touched her with. It was slightly wet but enough lubricants for now. “Do you need some spit?” she offered me.

“Sure,” I said. I didn’t want to take my hand away from my cock. It just felt so good. She held her hair back as she leaned forward and carefully spat in my hand. I wrapped my hand, covered with her juices and spit, around my cock. It felt way better.

We moved our hands in unison, Lily’s fingers circling her clit while I stroked my shaft. The room filled with the soft sounds of our breathing and occasional quiet moans. I found it hard to believe we were doing this, but at the same time, it felt too good to abort. Lily’s cheeks were flushed pink, her blue eyes half-lidded with pleasure behind her glasses.

“This feels so much better than doing it alone,” she whispered.

I nodded in agreement, too caught up in the sensations to speak. My eyes roamed over her body, the gentle curves of her breasts that jiggled and the glistening pink between her thighs. She was beautiful in a way I hadn’t noticed before.

Lily’s movements became more frantic, her hips lifting slightly off the bed. “I think I’m getting close,” she panted.

Watching her pleasure herself pushed me closer to the edge. My hand moved faster, pre-cum leaking from the tip and easing the glide of my fingers. The familiar tension built in my lower abdomen.

“Me too,” I groaned.

Lily’s back arched off the bed, her thighs trembling. “Oh,” she moaned, her words cut off by a sharp gasp. Her body tensed, then shuddered as waves of pleasure washed over her. Watching her come pushed me over the edge.

My balls tightened as the pressure built to an unbearable intensity. Just as I was about to climax, Lily sat up suddenly, leaning towards me. The shift caught me off guard. My hips jerked involuntarily as I started to cum, and before I could stop it, thick ropes of semen spurted onto Lily’s chest and breasts.

“Oh!” Lily exclaimed in surprise, looking down at the pearly streaks across her skin.

I aimed my cock back at myself. The third spurt hit my chest and then the rest spilled over my fingers as I slowly resorted to stroking myself. “Gosh,” I mumbled. It must have been the best masturbation in my life.

Lily caught her breath as she studied my semen. “Is it normal to shoot so much?” she asked me.

“Depends,” I said. “Not abnormal, but this was a bit more than usual.

She touched it with her finger and tried tasting it. “It’s very filling.”

“Yeah,” I said. We exchanged glances, and I saw how a light sheen of sweat covered her body along with my semen that dribbled down her curves, leaving a pearly trail behind.

Suddenly, I started thinking of Diana. I started getting paranoid in case she would find us here, both of us butt naked with my cum all over her breasts. “When is Mom back?”

“She’ll be here any minute,” Lily said. She looked a bit disappointed as if she wanted to pillow talk.

“You have to clean yourself,” I said. “We can’t let her find out we did this.”

“Alright … I’ll go to the bathroom first,” she said but hesitated, looking at me. “It felt really nice.”

I broke out in a smile. “I agree,” I said. “It did feel nice.”

Thankfully, Diana got back a bit late, leaving us both time to clean ourselves and get dressed. While Lily was in her room streaming on Twitch, I met our mother downstairs as she entered our home. “How was your day?” I asked her.

“Fine,” she said. Wearing her dark blonde hair loose, she was dressed in a knee-length pencil dress that highlighted the two mounds on her chest. They were impressive for her age, and I couldn’t help but admire them at times. She wore a modest amount of makeup as well, just enough to enhance her femininity. “I’m just glad to be back here. Tomorrow I won’t be as long, so we can plan a little trip somewhere, perhaps to Riley’s farm.”

“I would love to go there again.”

“I thought so,” she said. “Do you remember the last time when Lily begged you to ride with her?”

I nodded. “She didn’t go easy on me either.”

Diana chuckled. “Where’s she now by the way?”

“She’s streaming on Twitch.”

“And what have you been up to?” she asked me, watching me closely.

“We played some games, cosplay, and just talked,” I managed to say without sweating too much. I couldn’t tell her about the kissing and masturbation part.

She drew in a deep breath and let out a breath of relief. “It means the world to me, seeing you get along with her,” she said. “I’m relieved to have you here again.”

“I’m glad to be back,” I told her, appreciating her smile.

“You know it hasn’t been easy for her.”

“I know,” I said and recalled all the memories of her past.

“I’m proud of you for being such a good brother,” she said. “It’s one of the main things I usually brag about to my friends.”

It meant a lot to me as well. I thought of bringing up the debt part which Lily had told me, but I decided to wait. I had to give her something, so she didn’t need to work overtime. “I’m glad,” I said a bit awkwardly.

“Can you do me a favor?” she asked.

“Of course.”

“Tell her to come, I have a gift for her.”

Right … the vibrator. I pretended I didn’t know. I assumed she wanted to keep it a secret. “Sure.” I went upstairs, reaching her bedroom. “Lily?” I asked and had to knock on her door several times till she finally heard me.

“Come in,” she said. As soon as I opened the door, she glanced over her shoulder and back to the camera. “That’s my older bro … Don’t just stand there, wave at the camera.”

I chuckled and waved. “Mom’s here … She has something for you.”

Her eyes widened, and she didn’t even say hold on to her viewers as she rushed down the stairs. I went into my bedroom and settled down. Even if I closed my door, I could still hear what they were saying.

“Here’s your vibrator,” Diana said in her caring tone.

Lily gasped. “Thank you!” she exclaimed as I imagined them two embracing, mashing their breasts together. I noticed how easily I pictured them being intimate. Something must have unlocked when I masturbated and kissed Lily earlier.

“So I hope you can leave my toys alone, okay?”

“Yes … Again, I’m sorry.”

“It’s fine, I forgive you,” she said.

I decided to go to bed. I still felt numb after that climax, but the most important part was that I had no regrets. And deep inside me, I wanted more. I knew I had certain unexplored feelings for her, and there was no better way to explore them than this summer.


Chapter 2

Irubbed my eyes and noticed a thick rivulet of drool trickling down the corner of my lips. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d drooled during my sleep. What Lily and I had done yesterday had numbed me, letting me fall into a deep slumber. I heard a faint buzzing coming from Lily’s bedroom punctuated by “Oh’s” and “Ah’s”, and I remembered how our mother had given her daughter a vibrator last night. The sound intrigued me as I imagined she was being pleasured, and it helped keep my morning glory stiff as it tented my sheets. I wanted to masturbate with her. It felt a lot better doing it with her even if it was taboo.

“Hmm,” Lily moaned in her bedroom. Since I’d seen her yesterday, it wasn’t difficult to imagine her getting off. I imagined how she raised her pelvis and slipped the vibrator into her little kitty. She kept her eyes closed and squeezed her round, youthful boobs. She kept going slowly but surely till she climaxed with a mighty moan that hardened me to steel.

It sounded like music, but it felt even better knowing my sister was doing alright. Glancing at my pitched tent, I wondered if I should take care of it, find a moment to stroke myself, but before I could decide, the door creaked open. Lily’s head popped in, her brown hair slightly disheveled. Her shoulders slumped as she let out a sigh of relief. She looked calmer than the day before, with a small smile tugging at the corner of her lips.

“Are you awake now?” she asked.

“You still don’t know how to knock?” I asked her in a friendly tone.

“I knocked earlier, but you didn’t answer, sleepyhead. I just had to make sure you hadn’t been kidnapped by Bowser.”

“I’d kick his ass before he got his claws anywhere near me.”

“Not without the Super Star.”

We both chuckled. She was dressed in the same purple nightgown, but this time, I saw her honey sliding down the insides of her legs, and she carried a musky fragrance after her morning masturbation session.

“Can I sit on your bed?”

“Sure,” I said.

“I dreamt a lovely dream,” she said.

I sat up and couldn’t wait to hear about it, knowing girls loved attention, especially Lily who didn’t have many friends to begin with. “Share it with me,” I said and patted her thigh.

“Okay … I was a princess living in a nice castle that was threatened by an evil man from the desert. But then a handsome young warrior showed up and defeated him. At the end, we kissed passionately, but when I kissed, I saw your face, but it was different. You weren’t my brother. It’s hard to explain. You know how funky dreams can get at times.”

“That sounds like Legend of Zelda to me,” I said, blinking.

“Except for that, we didn’t grow up together.”

“So you come to terms that we’ll be judged by messing around like we did last night?”

“Kind of,” she said. “But it was just a kiss and masturbation. Siblings kiss all the time.”

“I’ve never heard of siblings who French kiss.”

“So? It felt nice and you admitted it too.”

“It felt nice,” I said. “But we shouldn’t cross that line.” I started predicting already where this was going. Lily was blooming. She was no longer underage and had discovered our mother’s sex toys, porn and masturbation. I could predict she wanted more from me, but truth be told, I wanted more of her as well, even if I didn’t want to admit it.

She turned to me with a wistful look on her face. “You’re the only boy who’s shown interest in me … It feels like a curse.”

“Come on, cheer up,” I told her, gently pushing her lips up till she giggled. “It’s because they haven’t discovered your beauty yet.”

“Do you think I’m pretty?” she asked, her eyes lighting up.

“I know you’re pretty,” I said, patting her back.

“That’s so sweet of you,” she said. “But that’s what I mean. It feels like, it’s just you, Mom and Riley who have ever been nice to me.”

It made my blood slightly simmer as I was reminded of how the bullies had left scars on her, just because she was herself, a bit different. Lily was a girl you’d remember for the rest of your life, and the vicious bimbos were cardboard cut-outs no one would give a damn about once their beauty expired. “What about Julia?”

“She’s nice too,” she admitted. Julia was her friend who she’d met in high school. “She’s a good friend. She truly is. But you three have treated me a bit differently for far longer than what I’ve known her.”

“You can count the truest friends on your one hand,” I told her, reaching for her hand and giving it a squeeze. “Don’t buy into the social media hysteria. They’re all fake anyway.”

“Maybe you’re right,” she said.

Lily leaned her head on my shoulder, her soft hair brushing against my neck. I could still smell the faint scent of her musky aroma. My heart raced as I felt the warmth of her body against mine.

“Do you want to play Zelda after breakfast?” she asked after a little silence.

“Sure … Is Mom gone?”

She nodded. “Left like an hour ago … sleepyhead.”

“It’s not even that late,” I pointed out. It was 10 AM, but she acted as if I were on vampire hours.

“Mom promised to make dinner for us … But do you think we can masturbate again, later perhaps?”

“Why later … I thought you were a horny girl?” I teased.

“Because I just tried the vibrator Mom got me.”

“I heard you,” I said.

“Is it that loud?”

“Both the vibrator and you are loud,” I said with a grin.

“When I was younger, I used to hear you too, but I didn’t know you were stroking the Master Sword.”

We both laughed. “That’s why you’re so dear to us. Your imagination is so unique.”

She beamed. She was kind enough to get my clothes, and once again, I couldn’t help but sneak a peek at her bottom as she bent over at the waist. After all, I had seen her fully nude before, and now I was able to appreciate the way her curves looked under her tight nightgown.

We headed downstairs and had something to eat. We made some sandwiches although she insisted on taking care of the scrambled eggs. They turned out creamy and salty, exactly how I liked them.

I barely had time to brush my lips. She took my hand and skipped to the couch. She turned on the TV, and we ended up sitting hip to hip, the bottom part of her thigh making contact with mine.

We delved into the game. I loved moments like these. Neither of us was wired. We just sat and immersed ourselves in the game. Diana was right, it did feel good to take a break from running that eCommerce. I hired another developer to take care of the shop this summer, so I could relax for now.

As we played, I couldn’t help but notice how Lily’s nightgown had ridden up slightly, exposing more of her smooth thighs. Her body heat radiated against me where our legs touched. I tried to focus on the game but found my eyes continually drawn to her.

“Ha! Take that!” Lily exclaimed, furiously mashing buttons.

“Nice moves,” I said, forcing myself to look back at the screen. “But watch out for–”

“Ahhh!” she yelped as Link was struck. Instinctively, she leaned into me, pressing her soft breasts against my arm.

“Here, let me try,” I offered, reaching over to the controller. My fingers brushed against hers, sending a jolt through me. I beat the mini-boss and we continued further into the dungeon.

Lily bit her lip, glancing up at me through her lashes. “I’m still better than you at Smash,” she said.

“Puzzle games are a bit different,” I said. However, I wouldn’t be surprised if she’d surpassed my skills there as well.

We continued to play, and she laid her hand right on my crotch after we’d gotten the Master Sword. “Can I wield it?” she asked curiously.

“You know what they say, ‘Only a true hero that is pure of heart and strong of body is capable of wielding the sacred blade.’ Are you?”

“What do you think?”

“I think you are but at the same time there’s a redline guarding the pedestal.”

“Nonsense, we just got the Master Sword,” she said, pointing at the screen.

“Alright, you can touch it a bit if you want,” I said. She had touched it yesterday too when I thought of it, and I had rubbed her honey all over it. I hadn’t gotten off since we masturbated together the other day, so it felt really tempting to let her reach it again, feeling her smooth hand on my most intimate part. She slipped her hand into my shorts, and I felt her warm, young skin lightly adventurously gripping my equipment. I sighed in relief, and she curled her fingers around the hilt.

“I bet you could save Hyrule with this beast,” she said and stifled a chuckle.

“Sure thing,” I said.

“I’ve read that if a guy is hard for too long, it can be painful. Is that true?”

“Yes, it’s called blue balls,” I said.

“Can I see if you have these blue balls?”

I chuckled. “I don’t think the color actually becomes blue. It’s just that’s what bruises look like, and it feels kind of similar.”

“Can I still see?”

“Sure,” I said and unzipped my zipper and slowly let my pants and underwear fall to my feet.

Her eyes widened at my shaft. “The pedestal,” she said, giggling. Again, she curled her hand around half of the hilt. “This hilt is way too big for my hand.” She also inspected the balls. “Are your balls in pain though?”

“Not yet,” I said.

“I’m also growing horny … Should we watch our mom’s porn together?”

I looked at her, and I felt that thrill again of doing something with my sister we shouldn’t be doing. “Didn’t you promise not to sneak into her bedroom after she gave you the vibrator?”

“No,” she said, making an innocent Pikachu face. “I promised not to take her toys.”

I mulled it over.

“I can see your heart accelerating … It will be thrilling.”

“Alright, fine,” I said. “But we’ll only masturbate together like yesterday, nothing else, right?”

“What do you have in mind?” she asked, giving me a look.

“Forget about it,” I said as I pulled my shorts up. We ascended the stairs. She went first, and I had a potent view of her buttocks under her nightgown. Then I noticed a hint of her pink flesh and the honeyed scent that followed. “You are going commando.”

“I do that sometimes,” she said with an excited grin, but her grin widened even more as she curled her fingers around the door handle of our mother’s bedroom. I shared the excitement, feeling my heart rate accelerating as she opened the door.

Whatever Diana did to keep her bedroom smell so sweet was magical. As I stepped inside, it was like I found myself in a field of flowers or a perfume shop. “Our mom takes care of herself,” I said, drawing in a deep breath of the sweet, musky fragrance that lingered in her bedroom.

“She sure does,” Lily said with a hint of pride in her voice, but then she wiggled her eyebrows. “In an intimate way.”

We dropped to our knees in front of Diana’s wardrobe and pulled out the box of her pornos. My jaw dropped when Lily took off the lid. It was like when Link opened a treasure chest, and it glowed right up to our faces.

“Jesus, there are so many of them,” I said and my eyes swept over the erotic covers.

“I told you Mom is horny,” she said and reached for one. “Saving Ryan’s Private, how does that sound?”

I thought she made that up, but no, I read the title for myself. We exchanged glances and burst out laughing.

Once we finished laughing, I reached for one. “Looks Who’s Sucking.”

“Libido Blonde,” she said.

“Bootyshop,” I said.

“A Tale of Two Titties,” she said.

“Pornos of the Caribbean,” she said, stifling a giggle.

“The beauty and the beast,” I said and looked at the back of the case. “I wonder how they don’t get sued for using that title.”

There were so many early 2000s porn that we found it hard to pick one. Eventually, we decided to watch Saving Ryan’s Private. I thought the pornstar on the cover was quite sexy looking, especially dressed as a hot nurse, and if she couldn’t save his privates then he was doomed.

We went downstairs and settled down. She was on her knees and inserted the DVD into the player. “Pull the curtains together, dummy,” she said. “I don’t want anyone to perve at us.”

“You’re right,” I said. We were in the living room after all, and I made sure there wasn’t a single gap through the window and that we had all the privacy we needed. My heart rate raced as she hit play, and the porn started. The quality wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. It wasn’t 4k ultra-HD but not grainy either.

As the movie began, Lily nestled close to me on the couch. The opening scene showed a group of soldiers storming a beach, clearly meant to parody Saving Private Ryan. But instead of gritty war action, the soldiers quickly encountered a group of scantily-clad nurses.

I felt my face flush as the first sex scene started. A busty blonde nurse was “tending” to a wounded soldier in a very hands-on way. Lily squirmed beside me, her thigh pressing against mine.

“I miss when porn had more acting,” she said.

“So do I,” I said. “Nowadays you have to read erotic stories. Porn these days are just fucking and nothing else.”

“It’s getting me all tingly,” she whispered. Her hand slid down to the hem of her nightgown. “Is it okay if I…?”

I nodded, my mouth suddenly dry of excitement. “Yeah, go ahead.”

Lily hiked up her nightgown, exposing herself. She began touching herself slowly as she watched the action on screen. I couldn’t help but stare at her delicate fingers as they explored her folds.

“You can touch yourself too,” she said softly.

I unzipped my shorts as I usually would when I was by myself and watching porn, but this felt way better. I pulled out my cock that Lily had recently played with, and I wrapped my hand around it. We watched the porno. The hot nurse grasped Ryan’s bulge, and she unzipped his zipper and freed his mighty erection.

Lily’s eyes darted between the screen and my exposed manhood. Her fingers moved faster as the nurse on the screen began stroking the soldier’s cock.

“It’s so big,” Lily murmured, her gaze fixed on my erection. “Just like in the movie.”

I felt a surge of pride at her words. My hand slid up and down my shaft as I watched both the porn and my sister pleasuring herself beside me. The sight of her pink flesh glistening with arousal was thrilling.

The nurse had taken Ryan’s private into her mouth. Lily let out a soft moan.

“That looks like it feels really good,” she whispered. Her free hand came up to squeeze one of her breasts through her nightgown.

“It does,” I said, stroking myself quicker as I wasn’t far away from a climax.

“She looks hot with a tan,” she said, as the nurse unhooked her bra.

“You look pretty with porcelain skin as well.”

“I hate sunburns,” she said. “But some girls look really good tanned.”

“I’m getting close,” I said. I tried to sneak in glances at my sister. I wanted her to believe I was watching the porn as much as I watched her. The nurse rode Ryan now, her breasts bouncing and jiggling.

Lily took off her nightgown. “In case you come on me again,” she said, inching her hips closer to me as we both continued to masturbate.

When she revealed her pale, slender body. Her breasts jiggled slightly with her movements as she shifted closer to me on the couch. The sight of her naked form, combined with the erotic scenes playing out on the TV screen, brought me right to the edge.

“Tyler … Do you think I can finish you?”

I was so horny that I couldn’t resist her offer. “You want to give me a handjob?”

“Like the nurse did to Ryan at the start.”

“What about your orgasm?”

“I want to see yours first.”

“Alright,” I said.

Lily shifted closer, her warm thigh pressing against mine. She reached out hesitantly, her delicate fingers wrapping around my shaft. I let out a soft gasp at her touch.

“Is this okay?” she asked, her blue eyes wide.

I nodded, unable to speak as she began to stroke me slowly. Her inexperienced touch was gentle yet electrifying. She studied my reactions intently, adjusting her grip and speed.

“Uhm, like this?” Lily whispered, increasing her pace slightly. “I’ve never done this before.”

“You’re doing fine,” I managed to stammer. “That feels really good.”

Encouraged, she continued stroking me. Her soft hand glided up and down my length, her thumb occasionally brushing over the sensitive tip. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the sight of her pale fingers wrapped around me. I started raising my pelvis as the taboo sensation became so overwhelming.

Curling my toes, I let out a moan. I exploded. Thick ropes of cum shot from my cock, landing on Lily’s thigh and right on her cleavage. She let out a little squeal of surprise and pleasure at the warm sensation.

“Oh wow,” she breathed, staring down at the pearly strands decorating her skin and finger. “That’s a lot of cum.”

“Yeah,” I said. We exchanged glances, and I couldn’t believe she’d given me a handjob.

“Did it feel good?”

“Yeah, it felt amazing,” I admitted.

“Can you hang in there? Now I’m really horny.”

“Go ahead,” I told her. While basking in the afterglow, I watched as she resorted to fingering herself. It didn’t take her long for her moans to rise, and finally, she reached the peak, while my cum covered her.

“Ah,” she said, gently sinking back onto the couch. “It feels so good to masturbate.”

“Ditto that,” I said as the porn continued to play in the background.

As we caught our breath and relaxed from the rush of pleasure, we inched our hips closer. But there was a noticeable tension building between us. I found myself developing unexpected feelings towards her, feelings that I never thought were possible before. It was something incredibly exciting and intimate watching porn together, especially as she’d given me a handjob, which wasn’t bad for a virgin like her. But it was the first step toward a full-on taboo relationship and neither of us wanted to fight it.

Finally, the nurse got Ryan’s load out of his balls, and cum spurted like a hose all over her gorgeous face till it covered her like a frosted cupcake.

“What do you think?” she asked me, relaxed from having just reached the peak.

My eyes swept over her. “My cum is drying on your breasts,” I said.

“Oh,” she said, glancing down, but then her gaze bounced up again. “Hey, that wasn’t what I meant.”

I chuckled and waved my hand dismissively. “The movie was fine,” I said. “There certainly was some impressive movie magic for the final cum shot.”

“He sprayed it all over her face.”

“She sure deserved an award.”

“I’m sure she got one,” she said and then asked eagerly, “and the handjob?”

“That was also fine,” I said. “Better than fine, to be precise.”

“I’m glad I made you feel good. By the way, I have a nurse costume in my closet,” she said, grabbing my arm. “Do you want to cosplay? I’m the nurse and you’re the wounded soldier. We can play outside.”

“Uhm … The porn parody or the actual movie?”

“I’ve never seen Saving Private Ryan, so let’s go for the porn parody.”

“It was a pretty long movie filled with hot scenes.”

“Can we just do the blowjob?” she asked, looking up at me shyly. “I have never tried it before, and it would be great if I could practice on you, just like with the kiss.”

“This feels a bit more intimate than simply practicing,” I pointed out.

She shrugged, looking a bit disappointed at the answer.

“Okay,” I said. “But nothing more than a blowjob. We have already crossed way too many lines.”

“Okay,” she said silently, a smile tugging at her lips.

I could tell she was holding in some feelings. I leaned in closer and pressed my lips to her forehead. “Go dress up as a nurse. I’ll wait for you here.”

She beamed and scurried up the stairs. I felt it hard to process what we’d done, but deep inside, I wanted to go deeper with her. She had given me an amazing handjob, after all.

She descended the staircase, her white nurse costume barely covering her toned thighs. The top buttons were popped free, revealing a hint of cleavage and the upper parts of her fresh boobs.

My eyes widened. I knew she had plenty of outfits in her wardrobe, but I never imagined she’d have something like this. “Did you cop that from a sex shop?”

“No,” she said, twirling around on her foot, causing the short skirt of her nurse costume to lift slightly and reveal her rear. “Erotics and cosplay go hand in hand.”

“You look quite hot in it,” I said. “Especially with your glasses.”

She popped another button free, freeing an additional inch of her breasts and cleavage. She adjusted her glasses, grinning mischievously. “So what do you say, Ryan,” she said in the same southern accent as the pornstar in the movie. “Are your privates in danger?”

I chuckled at her act and rose to my feet. “If Twitch doesn’t work out for you, acting will be your best bet.”

“An adult actor,” she said and waggled her eyebrows.

“That wasn’t what I meant,” I told her, giving her a look.

“I’m just playing you,” she said. “Come on, let’s have some fun.”

“Where do I start?” I asked and also wanted to get started.

“Go outside, pretend to be hurt and then you call for me, alright?”

“Sure thing,” I said. We went outside to the sunny weather, the rays strong and warm during the peak of the summer. It felt great to be outside after sitting inside for hours. I fixed my eyes on the driveway. “You know when she’s back, right?”

“In the evening,” she said with a carefree shrug. “I’ll wait over here, doing my nursing stuff.”

“Alright,” I said. I pretended I was a soldier, fighting in the second world war. I got hit and rolled onto the grass. I raised my hand to the sky in agony. “Help!”

The hot nurse hurried over to me, her hand fleeing to her mouth. “Oh, gosh, are you alright?” she asked me and acted way better than I did.

“I think I got hit,” I said, wincing.

“Where?”

I drew a circle on the inside of my thigh. “Somewhere there, please check.”

“Alright,” she said. She quickly unzipped the zipper and stroked my hardening bulge with her hand. “Is it this?”

“Yes … You must save it. It’s currently in pain.”

“I have to get you inside,” she said. “Can you walk?”

I nodded. “Give me a hand,” I told her. She took my hand and pulled me up from the ground. Her arm draped around me as we stumbled back into the house. She eased me down onto the couch, gently lowering me down and placing pillows behind my head to make me more comfortable.

She freed my cock again, which was half erect. She grabbed it with both hands. It was going into her mouth. Even if we were acting or cosplaying, it didn’t make it any less taboo. It didn’t take me long to get hard, and I did my best to suppress any doubt in the back of my mind.

She stroked my cock just as the nurse did it in the movie. She sure had done her homework. She did it surprisingly well as I thickened in her pure hands. When I stood at full mast, she pointed the cock at her mouth. “Here goes, Ryan,” she said with a grin, flitting her eyes to mine as she took my cock into her mouth.

“Oh, you’re being such a good girl,” I said and raked my fingers through her hair.

“And you’re being a good man … Or soldier,” she said with a giggle. “You risked your life just to save me.”

“My bad … You’re being a good nurse,” I said.

She tried to push it into her mouth, her teeth lightly grazing the shaft. She noticed and came off the head. “I feel like my teeth get in the way, can you, who are an experienced bed-veteran, tell me how to suck without teeth?”

“Glide it over your tongue,” I told her.

She opened her mouth and pushed my erection over her tongue, letting it glide down with ease. “That’s way better,” I said with a mighty moan as I continued to sink.

Lily’s warm, wet mouth enveloped me as she took me deeper. I gripped the couch cushions, trying to maintain control. Her mouth lightly squeezed around the head. It wasn’t much, but the sight of her trying to swallow my erection was a pleasure in itself.

“Is this okay?” she asked, pulling back slightly. Her lips were red and slightly swollen.

“It’s perfect,” I breathed. “You’re doing great.”

Encouraged, she tried to swallow my cock again. She bobbed her head up and down, taking me a little deeper each time. For each oral-stroke, she gagged, coughed and spat all over my cock, and it dribbled down my weapon in several rivulets.

I watched in awe as she pleasured me. The sight of her lips wrapped around me, her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, was almost too much to bear. The taboo nature of what we were doing only heightened my arousal.

“Lily,” I moaned. “I’m getting close.”

She increased her pace, her lips stretching as she gagged like mad. I felt the familiar tightening in my balls as my orgasm approached.

“I’m going to—” I tried to warn her, but it was too late. With a groan, I emptied myself into her mouth.

Lily’s eyes widened in surprise as my cum filled her. She pulled back, coughing slightly, but managed to swallow most of it. A few drops escaped, trickling down her chin.

“Oh wow,” she gasped, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Are you healed now, Ryan?”

“I am,” I said with a chuckle. “Alright, you can stop playing now.”

“That was… quick.”

I sat up, still breathing heavily. “I’m sorry, I should have warned you better.”

She shook her head, a small smile playing on her lips. “No, it’s okay. I wanted to try it.” Her cheeks were flushed. “How was it?”

“It was amazing,” I admitted, feeling a mix of guilt and lingering pleasure. “You’re a quick learner.”

Lily beamed at the praise. “Really? I was worried I wouldn’t be any good.”

“Trust me, you were great.” I reached out and tucked a stray strand of hair behind her ear. “You knew how to make this feel less awkward, didn’t you?”

“I don’t really feel awkward about this,” she said, plain and simple.

I studied her at that moment. There was something with her words that made me react a bit differently. “Mind explaining?”

“I don’t feel awkward by it,” she said and blinked at me. “I felt glad when I saw you squirm with pleasure.”

“Well, we definitely crossed a line today.”

“Why should I care about cultural norms? Society has always rejected me or been mean to me,” she said and sat next to me. “I don’t see why I should follow their rules.”

I kind of realized why she was so open toward this taboo relationship now, and it made me admire her even more. “You’re brave … you’ve always been brave for taking your own path.”

“Thank you,” she said with a smile. “But don’t you agree?”

“I kind of do,” I told her. “But I haven’t had the same experiences as you though. That’s why I’m a bit more nervous about this.”

“You have been cursed by modern society. I should make you a potion to make you feel better,” she said cleverly.

Her laughter spread to me, and I couldn’t be any more grateful to have grown up with her. I couldn’t fathom how anyone could be mean to her. She was a gem. “Where’s the potion?”

She drew a circle right on top of her kitty “Right here—” Suddenly we both heard how our mother pulled into the driveway.

“Shit, it’s Mom,” I said, my heart suddenly racing.

We looked around. I was butt naked. The porn was still rolling. Her breasts were covered in dried cum, and her chin had fresh cum lines trailing down to her cleavage. “What do I do?” she said, biting her nails.

“Go take a shower. My cum is still on your tits. I’ll take the porn back to her wardrobe.”

She ran up the stairs, and I quickly put on my clothes. There was a flaw in my thinking. A DVD player was something from antiquity and it took ages for the disc to come out. “What’s taking so long?” I muttered as I heard Diana walking up to the doorway. I knocked on the DVD player till it finally slid out the disc. I snatched it and slid it into its case, but Diana opened the door. I awkwardly tucked it between the waistband of my shorts and my t-shirt.

“Tyler, Lily?” Diana shouted for us as she came happily inside.

“I’m here,” I said and met her in the foyer.

“Have you been training?” she asked me, which was the obvious thing to ask since I was covered in sweat at the moment.

“Not exactly … did some cosplay with Lily.”

“We finished a couple of things a bit earlier,” Diana said happily. “And Riley and I have plans to go to the farm in a couple of days.”

“Oh, that sounds nice,” I said, trying to act casual despite my nerves. “What made you finish early today?”

Diana smiled brightly. “Well, we had a big rush of orders this morning, so we powered through them. And then Riley suggested we close the shop early since it was so quiet after lunch. I thought it would be nice to surprise you kids with an early dinner.”

I nodded, hoping she couldn’t see how flustered I felt. “That’s great. We’d love an early dinner.”

“Wonderful, I was thinking of making hamburgers you both love. Is Lily in the shower?”

“Yeah, she just jumped in a few minutes ago,” I replied, shifting slightly to make sure the DVD case was still hidden.

Diana gave me a curious look. “Are you alright, sweetie? You seem a bit…on edge.”

I forced a smile. “No, I’m fine. Just, uh, still catching my breath from the cosplay stuff with Lily. It was pretty active.”

“I see,” Diana said with a little laugh. “I hope she went easy on you.”

“Not exactly,” I said.

“I’m just glad you’re getting along. She’s become a lot happier since you showed up.”

“It warms my heart.”

“Well, why don’t you go freshen up too? I’ll get started on dinner.”

“You’re right,” I said as I ascended the stairs. Diana went outside to prepare the grill. My sister was still inside, humming a melody from Ocarina of Time. I went to my room and waited until she finished. I took out the case and placed it on the shelf. Sneaking into Diana’s bedroom wasn’t an option right now.

Sitting on the edge of my bed, I wasn’t sure what to think. I wish we had continued our discussion. I wanted to listen to her, to delve deeper into our feelings for each other. She was right—why should she care about social norms when society had been so cruel to her? And why should I care? I loved her and wanted the best for her as well.

Even if she’d jerked me off earlier, I sure had climaxed fast. The blow job was well-executed. I wasn’t sure where she’d learned to suck so well, but I wanted that tight pressure on my crown again, seeing her cheeks hollowing out. She sure had been a good girl.

Once she finished the shower, she opened the bathroom door, and she entered my room, without knocking as usual. She’d wrapped my towel around herself, just over her nipples. “Hi,” she said. “I couldn’t find my towel, so I took yours.”

“That’s fine,” I said as I picked up the scent of her lemon shampoo. “But I need to shower as well.”

She unwrapped the towel. Beads of water glistened on her white skin as she stood before me, freshly showered and tempting in all her naked glory. My eyes traced every curve of her body, unable to resist the eye candy before me.

I gave her a look. “Careful, if Mom hadn’t been at the terrace, she would understand what you’re up to.”

She stifled a giggle. “My bad,” she said and flirtatiously threw me the towel. “See you downstairs.”

I caught the towel as she happily went into her bedroom. It was something so seductive seeing her walk naked into her room, carefree and beautiful.

After the shower, I met them downstairs. Lily had helped set the table and eagerly patted the seat next to her. “You’re sitting next to me,” she demanded with a smile.

I plopped down beside her. We started talking about upcoming game releases, and she also mentioned what we could do at Riley’s place. Horseback riding was what she was most excited about.

“Mom, when are we going?” I asked.

Standing by the grill, she flipped burgers, the scent of charcoal and beef filling the air. “The day after tomorrow, if that works for you. I need to finish some paperwork first. I want to make sure I’m completely free when we go.”

“That’s fine,” we both said in unison, exchanging glances.

“Jinx!” Lily exclaimed, her eyes widening. “You owe me a Coke.”

Without warning, she lunged at me from the side, her arms wrapping around my waist like a vise. As her lemon-scented hair brushed against my cheek, I caught a whiff of a floral perfume lingering on her skin.

“You two look so cute together,” Diana said as she placed the burger patties on the table.

“Because I’m glad he’s back,” Lily said, planting a wet kiss on my cheek. I felt a warmth spreading as I remembered where her lips had been a few hours ago.

“What have you two been up to?” Diana asked, setting the grilled buns on the table.

“We cosplayed,” I said, but I wasn’t about to go into any further details.

“That sounds nice,” Diana said, pushing the plate of patties toward us, letting us go first. “Are you free now, or do you still check in on your online store?”

“I check in now and then, but I’ve hired someone to handle the backend stuff,” I said. “Don’t worry, I won’t bring my computer to Riley.”

“Just checking,” Diana said with a kind smile. “She wants your company too.”

I noticed her cleavage slightly hidden under her sundress. I tried not to look, but after being intimate with Lily, it didn’t feel so weird to check out our mother. Her smile widened, and a light blush crept up on my cheeks. “And what about your florist shop?” I asked her before it became a bit too awkward. I hoped I hadn’t gotten caught ogling at Diana.

She set the burger back onto the plate, her shoulders sagging with insecurity. She didn’t look fine at all, and I immediately regretted bringing it up when I saw how much the situation was weighing on her. “I’ve seen better days,” she admitted. “I get fewer and fewer customers, but I try to stay positive. I have you two, after all.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I said, feeling a pang of guilt.

“C’est la vie,” she replied with a small shrug.

“That’s one way to look at it,” I said. “But have you tried different sales methods?”

Diana’s brow furrowed slightly as she considered my question. “Well, I’ve tried advertising more on social media and handing out flyers. But honestly, I’m not sure what else to do. The flower business has changed so much in recent years. Well, not just the flower business but everything else.”

“I see. Just so you know, I’d love to help you,” I told her.

She flicked her beautiful blue eyes to mine. “I know, sweetie.”

“You usually tell me not to stress too much.”

“I’m guilty … it’s been stressful lately,” she admitted, giving me a brief smile.

“You’ve smiled the past few days.”

“That’s because you’re back,” she said, which warmed my heart. It felt great when you were cherished and loved, but I felt bad for Diana after everything she’d done for us two. It wasn’t fair, and I also knew about the debt, which I wanted to help her with.

Dinner sure was a mixed bag. The burgers were delicious, and I was still glad for where my relationship with Lily was heading, but I couldn’t help but feel bad for Diana either. Diana tried her best to avoid conversation regarding finances as if she were ashamed, but I promised myself to do something for her. She deserved better.

After we’d eaten her delicious burgers, Diana fished out her phone. “Mind if I take a photo? You two look so cute together.”

“I don’t,” Lily said, and neither did I.

Lily draped her arm over my neck. We leaned into each other, our faces close. She took a few shots before showing them to us on the small screen. Our smiles were genuine and carefree in the photos, but I also noticed what Diana probably had seen—We looked more intimate than usual. We looked like a couple rather than siblings.

“They turned out perfect,” Lily said.

“They sure did,” Diana said proudly. “I’m glad you’re friends. I’ve heard horror stories of siblings not getting along.”

“We’ll always get along,” Lily said and made sure to hug me again, not being shy pressing her breasts against my shoulders. “Because you aren’t only family … but my best friend as well.”

I let out a sigh of relief at the end. I thought she would add lover, but thankfully she didn’t. I embraced her back, making Diana’s smile widen.

After dinner, Lily and I went upstairs. Even if the photo was a light-hearted moment, I felt bad for our mother and her struggling florist shop. I wanted to do the right thing and send her some money to help her with the loan.

When I was about to send her the money, Lily knocked on my door but opened it as usual without me saying something. She was dressed in her purple nightgown and waved at me. “Psst! Are you masturbating?”

“There’s been enough of that today,” I said and tried to keep my voice low.

“Okey dokey,” she said. “Mom’s showering, mind if we talk?”

“No, come in,” I said and shut the laptop with a snap.

“Were you watching porn?” she asked, slowly closing the door.

“No,” I said, giving her a look.

“Just checking,” she said playfully and sat down next to me.

I raked my fingers through her brown hair. Knowing Diana took a shower, I could speak to her a bit more intimately. “What’s on your heart?”

“Our unfinished talk … interrupted by our dear mother,” she said, raising her gaze to me. She looked so much cuter with her round glasses, but it wasn’t just her looks that I had fallen for, but her heart as well.

“Yeah … where were we?”

“You called me brave,” she said. “Which is something I’ll never forget.”

“Did it mean so much to you?”

She nodded eagerly. “It did.”

“I’m glad.” I felt a rush of happiness seeing her genuine smile.

“I just wanted to tell you that I have strong feelings for you.”

“I have strong feelings for you too,” I said and patted her back.

“I loved going down on you and experimenting … Did you love it too?”

“Of course, I did,” I told her. “You could definitely see it on my face, and yours too when I think about it.” I made her laugh. Even if she’d swallowed most of it, there had still been cum trickling down her chin.

“I know you mentioned redlines … But I want to have sex too. I want you to take my maidenhead.”

When she mentioned sex, my heart skipped a beat. It was the next logical step, and I’d already predicted we would end up in bed together. I wasn’t ready for it yet, but the fantasy in the back of my mind kept playing after she’d revealed her kitty to me. “I’m not ready yet. It’s not that I don’t find you attractive, but this is taboo.”

“That’s what I meant earlier by the curse. I’m comfortable, but I don’t want to make you uncomfortable. I can tell you’ve been low-key uneasy about this.”

“You’re right,” I said. “Let’s just take it slowly, alright?”

“Sure,” she said. “Either way, I’m grateful for everything you’ve done for me, from standing up for me to just playing with me. There aren’t many who want to be with me because I’m weird.”

“Stop calling yourself weird,” I told her firmly and gave her hand a squeeze. “Being yourself is what makes you so unique and dear to me.”

She leaned her head against my shoulder, and I draped my arm over hers. “It was a cute photo, don’t you think?”

“It sure was … Is she still showering?”

We exchanged glances and didn’t say a word. We heard the water cascade down her. “She’s still there,” she said. “She can stand there for an hour.”

“I felt bad for her when she told me about the stress,” I said, patting my laptop. “I was just about to send her some money.”

“That’s kind of you,” she said.

“I wouldn’t have been anywhere without her help,” I said. “She helped me with my business from day one.”

“I know she’s thoughtful … kind of like you,” she said. “I’m not sure why I ended up … unique.”

“A blessing from the Gods.”

We cuddled for a little before she looked up at me and said, “So … Do you want me to make you a potion?”

We exchanged glances and we both giggled. “If I remember correctly the potion is ready, isn’t it?”

She nodded and drew a circle over her crotch.

“While Mom’s here?” I asked her.

“She’s showering. She won’t hear us … Please, can we go to my room like we did when we masturbated together?” She made an innocent Pikachu face, and I couldn’t resist her. She’d sucked me off earlier, so it was only fair that I went down on her too.

“Alright fine, but do not moan loudly—”

She attacked me in a hug. “Can we go now?”

“Let me just send some money to Mom first.”

“I’ll wait for you on my bed,” she said and eagerly jumped to her feet and hurried to her bedroom.

I quickly sent the money to Diana’s account, feeling relieved that I could help her out financially. Then I made my way to Lily’s room, getting excited to taste her honey.

When I entered, Lily was already on her bed, her nightgown hiked up to reveal her smooth thighs, and her glistening pink spot. She gave me a shy smile as I approached, spreading her legs a little bit more.

“Are you sure about this?” I asked, sitting on the edge of her bed.

She nodded eagerly. “Yes, we both know that you need that potion.”

“I just hope it will cure my curse,” I said.

“I know it will,” she said.

Whenever I licked another girl, I loved to start with kisses. I leaned in and kissed her gently, savoring the softness of her lips. As our kiss deepened, I let my hand trail up her thigh, feeling her shiver at my touch.

“You’ll go down on me, right?” she said in a husky whisper.

“Of course,” I said. “I just like to warm up for it.”

“Okay,” she said like an innocent virgin.

Slowly, I made my way down her body, planting soft kisses along her neck and collarbone. Lily let out a quiet gasp as I pulled the nightgown over her head, exposing her bare breasts. Gently placing the nightgown next to her, I took one nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the sensitive bud.

“Oh Tyler, that tickles,” she giggled, arching her back.

Coming off her tit, I continued my path downward, kissing along her stomach until I reached the junction between her thighs. Lily spread her legs wider, inviting me in. Her scent was intoxicating, a mix of her musk and natural sweetness that our mother had blessed her with.

I rubbed my thumb over her flower, feeling the freshness and softness of her folds. It turned me on that only her fingers and Diana’s sex toys had been inside her, and now my tongue was about to enter her too.

Gently, I ran my tongue along her slit, tasting her nectar for the first time. It was forbidden, sweet and a hundred percent delicious. I felt a warmth spreading from my tongue and to my chest. Her potion sure was magical, and now that I had tasted it, I felt a bit freer. It had the right effect on me, and I wanted more.

Lily let out a soft whimper, her hands gripping the sheets. I explored her folds with my tongue, circling her clit before dipping inside her.

“That’s nice,” Lily moaned, a bit louder than before.

I paused, glancing up at her. “Shh,” I reminded her gently. “We don’t want Mom to hear I’m tasting your potion.”

She nodded, biting her lip. I returned my attention to her pussy, licking and sucking with more intensity. I slid one finger inside her, curling it to find that spot that would make her thrust her pelvis.

Lily’s hips began to rock against my face as I pleasured her. Her breathing grew heavier, punctuated by soft gasps and whimpers. I could feel her getting close. I knew her well, knowing whether she was in pleasure or pain.

“Tyler,” she whispered urgently. “I’m almost there.”

I licked her more passionately in slow, sensual strokes. I moved a couple of inches up, focusing on her clit as I pumped two fingers in and out of her slick heat. I dreamt for a moment that it was my cock penetrating her, which hardened me.

Lily’s thighs began to tremble as her orgasm approached. She grabbed a pillow and pressed it over her face, muffling her cries of pleasure as she climaxed. I felt her inner walls pulsing around my fingers as waves of pleasure washed over her. I continued licking her gently, helping her ride out every last tremor of her orgasm. It felt just as sweet for her as it did for me. When she finally stilled, I placed a soft kiss on her inner thigh before moving back up to lie beside her.

She let go of the pillow and let out a sigh of relief. Lily’s face was flushed, her chest still heaving as she caught her breath. She looked at me with wide eyes, a dreamy smile playing on her lips.

“That was…amazing,” she whispered. “I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

I brushed a strand of hair from her face, smiling softly. “I’m glad you enjoyed it.”

“So … Do you feel the effects of my potion?” she asked with a twinkle in her eye.

“I do … but I feel it will take a couple of days.”

She placed her hands on her hips and gave me a look. “I think my potion is more fruitful than that.”

Suddenly, we heard how Diana turned off the shower. We exchanged glances. “Sweet dreams,” I told her.

“You too … Another kiss?”

Cupping her neck, I pressed my lips to hers. She didn’t mind that I had just licked her intimate region. Her eager tongue traced the seam of my lips till our tongues swirled together. I came off her lips even if I wanted to kiss her longer. She waved at me as I snuck into my bedroom again, just in time when our mother opened the bathroom door.

I sat up for a few more hours, and it didn’t take long till Diana told me to come downstairs.

I descended the stairs. She sat on the couch with her laptop resting on her bare legs. She wore a floral bathrobe that was barely tied at the waist and revealed the legendary valley between her breasts. The scent of freshly showered skin and rose-scented lotion wafted through the air as she smiled up at me.

I could already guess what she wanted from me as I slowly made my way toward her.

“Don’t be shy,” she said and patted the cushion next to her.

I sat down next to her, her fragrance intoxicating. “Is it about the money?” I could already guess.

She slowly nodded and put the laptop aside. “Who told you about the debt?”

“Lily,” I said. I’d put it in the details, Use it for the debt.

She placed her hand on my thigh and gently stroked it affectionately. “Tyler … you really didn’t have to.”

“I just wanted you to know that I appreciate everything you’ve done for us.”

“There are other ways to show that,” she said, her gaze softening. She took a pause from caressing my thigh and resorted to combing my hair with her fingers. She had a touch to die for.

“Well, I don’t think it’s fair that the best mother in the world has to struggle and stress over finances when you deserve way better.”

She pressed her lips to my cheek. “Those words mean the world to me.”

“You’re welcome,” I said. I suppressed the blush, but I started shifting where I sat, which I usually wouldn’t. My horny brain must be making a connection between Lily and our mother. My sister and I had done everything except for sex, and it wasn’t difficult to fantasize about our mother too.

“It’s been tough, but not all that bad.”

“I just felt bad for you when you mentioned the stress,” I said.

“Having you here, knowing how successful you are at your age and how well you take care of your sister, makes it all worth it. Work might be stressful, but at home, I’m proud and happy.”

“I’m glad,” I said.

She started caressing my thigh, her touch warm and affectionate. “How much of your savings did you send me?”

“Not much,” I replied. Even though I’d sent her ten grand, I still had plenty left in the bank.

“Are you sure?” she asked, studying my face.

I nodded.

“Okay,” she said. “I’ll take the money… if you’ll take a hug.”

“I’d never turn down a hug from you,” I admitted. I stood up, and she melted into my arms, wrapping me in a tight embrace.

“Thank you,” she said, and I heard hints of tears in her voice. “You really didn’t have to, but I appreciate it.”

“You’re welcome,” I said, and I knew I did the right thing.

“I wish I could give you something in return,” she said, after breaking the hug.

“You’ve given me a great childhood despite being a single mom, and you were there for me when I first launched my business. You’ve done more than you can imagine.”

She softened into a smile. “That’s so sweet of you … As a mother, I’m curious. Have you found another girlfriend yet?”

“No,” I admitted and scratched my neck. “I might stay single for a little while.”

“You need a break from drama and chit-chat?” she asked.

“Exactly,” I said.

“That’s all … I’ll also go to bed soon.”

“Sweet dreams,”

“You too, sweetie,” she said.


Chapter 3

Islowly opened my eyes to the bright morning sun. Two days ago, Lily had sucked me off. Since then, we had both been extremely aroused, but our encounters had been limited to a steamy shower where she had let me cum on her ass cheeks while she arched her back. We’d been sneaky as Diana sunbathed downstairs. We’d been so horny that it had been a risk we’d been willing to take. Someone might consider us young and stupid, but I couldn’t resist. As soon as we closed the bathroom door, my mouth fell on hers, and I gave her a passionate kiss that I still dream of. Something deep inside me wished we could live as a couple and not as siblings trying to hide our love.

We’d played plenty of games and done some cosplay. We kept the sexual innuendos to a minimum since Diana was around. Today, it was time to go to Riley’s farm. The drive would take two hours, but I was eager to escape to the countryside, breathe some fresh air, and not have to deal with noise pollution.

Lily couldn’t stop talking about riding horses, and I had promised her we would ride together. Last night, I’d told her we shouldn’t be messing around with each other over there, but she’d said we’d be discreet.

“Come on, you know we usually share a bedroom over there.”

“Is that old farmhouse even soundproof?”

Lily shrugged. “We don’t make noise when we masturbate together.”

I’d already packed my things. All we had to do was have breakfast and hit the road.

As I rubbed my eyes, I heard Diana knock on Lily’s bedroom door. “Sweetie, are you awake?”

“Yes,” Lily replied, sounding a bit suspicious. It was the same tone she used when she’d borrowed Diana’s vibrator, and I couldn’t help but wonder if she’d dared to take a pair of her panties too.

Diana gently opened the door. “One of my DVDs is missing. It’s fine if you want to borrow it, but I’d prefer if you return it, and stay out of my wardrobe.”

I blinked and realized she was referring to the porn. I glanced at my bookshelf, and I realized again that I hadn’t put it back. There were some opportunities when Diana had been grocery shopping, but I had forgotten about it.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Lily said.

“Do you want me to refresh your memory?” Diana pressed her, not getting a response. “Saving Ryan’s Private.”

I could imagine Lily blushing. “It’s probably Tyler who took it.”

“It’s not nice to blame your brother,” Diana said. “I’ll let you get up, but please return it. And next time, just ask, I’ll let you borrow it.”

“Fine,” Lily said. Lily was being nice about it since she was telling the truth. She didn’t have it right now, but it was her idea to take it.

As soon as Diana closed the door, she knocked on mine. “Breakfast in twenty minutes.”

“I’ll be there,” I said, my voice still groggy. As soon as Diana headed downstairs, Lily stormed into my room, arms crossed.

She frowned at me. “I thought you said you’d put it back,” she whispered.

“I didn’t get the chance when she came home, and then I forgot.”

She rolled her eyes. “You probably just wanted to binge-watch it yourself.”

“I don’t even have a DVD player in here,” I said. “Besides, you can stream anything online these days.”

She huffed, frustrated.

“Are you on your weekend?”

“No,” she said, but she was still moody.

“Sorry, just checking,” I said.

“It’s fine, I forgive you. Now stop being a sleepyhead and give it to me.”

“It’s on the bookshelf.”

She took it and left. She went into Diana’s bedroom and put it back. That day sure brought back some good memories, watching porn together and cosplaying.

Wanting to get to the farm as quickly as possible, I rose to my feet and put on my clothes. I met Diana and my sister downstairs, and we ate omelets that Diana cooked for us. She asked us how we’d slept.

“Fine,” I replied and took another bite of the omelet, which was creamy and salty.

Lily chimed in, “I slept well. Can’t wait to get to the farm.”

Diana smiled warmly. “I’m so glad you two are excited about our trip. Make sure to thank Riley for hosting us when we get there.”

As we finished breakfast, I helped Diana clear the dishes while Lily ran upstairs to grab our bags.

Shortly after, Lily came running back down dressed in a new outfit. As we loaded our bags into the car, I couldn’t help but steal glances at Lily. She was wearing a tight tank top and denim shorts, her cute legs on full display. I tried not to stare, but it was difficult not to admire her curves as she bent over to arrange things in the trunk.

Diana came out carrying a cooler filled with snacks and drinks for the road. “All set?” she asked cheerfully.

“Yep, I think we’ve got everything,” I replied, tearing my eyes away from Lily.

We piled into the car, with Diana driving and Lily and I in the back seat. As we pulled out of the driveway, Lily leaned close and whispered in my ear, “I can’t wait to get you alone at the farm.” Her hot breath on my neck sent shivers down my spine.

I swallowed hard and tried to focus on the scenery passing by outside the window. It was going to be a long two-hour drive with Lily sitting so close, her thigh pressed against mine.

Diana and I took turns driving since she wanted some time to relax and chat with her daughter too. It looked like a weight had been lifted off her shoulders, and Lily noticed it as well. “You look so much happier,” Lily said.

“Tyler gave me a gift,” Diana replied with a smile. She unbuckled her seatbelt, leaned forward, and planted a wet, deep kiss on my cheek. The touch of her lips sent a shiver down my spine. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” I muttered, my voice barely above a whisper, muffled by the impact of her kiss.

“What did he give you?” Lily asked, tugging on Diana’s arm.

“Love,” Diana said with a flirtatious grin.

Lily shot me a worried look, but it was easy to see how Diana could be misunderstood in this context.

After half an hour, we took a break to grab something to eat. Diana drove the final hour, and I caught her glancing at us in the rearview mirror more than once.

“You two seem different,” Diana noted. “A bit closer.”

Lily took my hand, holding it tightly as she looked into my eyes. “I’ve just missed him so much, and now I finally get to spend some time with him.”

“That’s so sweet,” Diana said, clearly happy that we were getting along. If she noticed that, I wondered if she could sense our hidden intimacy too. I tried not to dwell on it, but I knew it would eventually be hard to keep under wraps.

As we pulled into the long driveway leading up to Riley’s farm, I took in the familiar sights, the sprawling fields, the pasture, the farmhouse, and the old barn in the distance. The sun rose in the sky, casting a golden glow over the landscape. It was a comforting reminder of the many summers I had spent here with Lily.

Riley was already waiting for us on the porch, waving as we parked. She looked just the same, tan skin, red hair as vibrant as roses, freckles sprinkled across her cheeks, a perfect hourglass figure, and a broad smile that made you feel at home right away.

Lily flung the door open and jumped out. “Careful!” Diana warned, but Lily was too excited to listen.

I stepped outside too, taking a moment to admire the scenery, the fields stretching as far as the eye could see. Riley came over to greet us, holding her four-year-old niece by the hand. It was safe to say Riley was just as gorgeous as our mom, and it was clear she had a love for flowers that matched her beauty.

Riley hugged Lily first. Riley was one of the few people Lily clicked with, which was no small thing. I’d told Lily that you could count your true friends on one hand, which was true.

Then it was my turn. Riley’s smile turned playful as she hugged me tightly, her chest pressing against mine, a not-so-subtle reminder that she was almost as well-endowed as Diana. She smelled like roses, and I breathed in her fragrance deeply. “So good to see you again,” Riley said.

“You too,” I replied.

Lily was still right next to Riley. “Can we ride horses?” she asked eagerly.

“Of course!” Riley said, her smile widening. “I’ve got everything ready for you.”

“Let’s unpack our bags first,” Diana said. “We can’t just leave them on the porch.”

“Fine,” Lily agreed. We both greeted Riley’s niece, Sofia, who looked up at us shyly as we offered her a handshake. She had the same red hair and freckles as her mom, and she was super cute, even with her thumb stuck in her mouth.

Riley made sure to hug Diana too, and it was something else to see them together. The way they pressed their chests together was… well, kind of magical.

After a few more greetings and hugs, we grabbed our bags and headed inside Riley’s farmhouse. The place hadn’t changed much, rustic and cozy, with a lingering scent of lavender, wood polish and flowers. She had hung a photo of her family in the living room where she had a flower tucked behind her ear.

“Do we have the same room?” Lily asked Riley.

“Yup,” Riley said. “Fresh towels, fresh sheets, the floor is just vacuumed. I cleaned it all up for you so you can make a mess.”

“Don’t do that,” Diana said. “Leave it how you found it.”

“Sure thing,” Lily said. “Let’s check it out.”

“Do you want me to take the bag for you?” I asked her.

“No, I’m wearing power gauntlets,” she said and stuck her tongue and blew me one of her traditional raspberries.

I rolled my eyes and took my own bag. We went to our bedroom that was situated on the first floor, next to our bathroom. We shared a king-sized bed as usual. The bed had fresh coverlets with no wrinkles in sight. The two pillows were separated. Lily dropped the bags and gently moved them closer together with a wink.

“You wish,” I told her.

“Come on, be bold,” she said and stifled a chuckle.

“We’ll wait until tonight,” I told her. Although, she must do one hell of a job to talk me into it. The last place I wanted to be caught messing around with Lily was at the farmhouse on a vacation with our mother.

We dropped our bags into the room, and I drew in a deep breath. “Riley wasn’t kidding, everything here is nice and tidy,” Lily said.

“I don’t think you were kidding about making a mess either,” I teased her.

“Now we’re on the same page,” she said, smiling up to me with her round glasses.

“We’ll see,” I said.

“In the meantime, are you ready to hit the saddles?” she asked, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

“I’m ready to watch you,” I said.

“No, I want you to sit behind me,” she replied eagerly. “You promised, after all.”

She was right. I had promised her. “Fine, but you have to refresh my memory.”

I had tried riding a couple of times when I was a kid, but Lily had mastered the art quicker than I did.

We found Riley, Diana, and Sofia outside on the porch. Riley wore an apron and stood by the grill while Diana played with Sofia. “How’s your bedroom?” Riley asked.

“Sparkling clean,” I said.

“Fantasy clean,” Lily chimed in.

Riley stifled a chuckle. “I’m making lunch for you,” she said. She was grilling sausages, cheese, and vegetables, and had already filled a basket with steaming bread.

“Can we ride in the meantime?” Lily asked.

“Bella is already saddled and waiting for you two,” Riley said, jerking her head toward the pasture. Bella stood there, watching us with interest. Riley had four other horses trotting in the distance along with some dairy cows.

“Don’t ride too far,” Diana reminded us. “We’ll eat in about twenty minutes.”

“Okay,” Lily said, taking my hand as we ran toward Bella. “Look how cute she is.” Lily approached Bella with her hand outstretched. The horse snorted softly and nuzzled her palm. Lily stroked her mane. Bella was a beautiful mare with a rich, chocolate-brown coat that glowed in the sunlight. Her mane and tail were a few shades lighter, matching Lily’s hair, which was one of the reasons Lily loved her so much.

She continued to stroke Bella’s mane, reconnecting with her. Bella responded to each touch, clearly remembering Lily well. I watched as my sister checked the saddle and bridle, ensuring everything was secure. She placed her foot in the stirrup and hoisted herself up. She patted the spot behind her. “Are you coming?”

“Let me just walk her with you first,” I said.

“Alright,” she agreed.

She rode Bella while I walked beside them. Lily gently rocked back and forth, her legs spread as her glossy hair fluttered in the wind. I found her pretty in an artistic, natural way, like a princess from a fantasy game. She caught me looking at her and smiled.

“You look pretty,” I told her.

A smile blossomed on her face. “How pretty?”

“Like Zelda,” I said with a wink.

“When we go out on a journey later, we have to cosplay.”

“Deal.”

“Tyler,” she said in a serious tone once we were out of earshot.

“What?”

“What did Mom mean by ‘love’ when we were in the car?”

It took me a second to remember what she was talking about. “I think she meant it as a deed,” I said.

“You’re not having a secret relationship with her too, are you?” she asked, searching my gaze.

“What? No,” I said. “She’s our mom for heaven’s sake.”

“No need to cuss at me,” she said, holding the reins as Bella’s hooves lightly pounded the grass, making her young breasts jiggle. “Why does that bother you?”

“She’s our mother.”

“But she’s still very attractive… attractive enough for you to throw sideways glances at her,” she said mischievously.

“It’s all in your head,” I replied.

“I don’t think so,” she said.

“Either way, she was referring to the transaction I helped her with. I felt bad when she told me about the debt and stress. I wanted to help her.”

“That’s kind of you,” she said. “When she said, ‘we looked closer.’ I was afraid she’d figured out what we’ve been up to.”

I blinked at her. For the first time it sounded like she was worried about getting caught. “I don’t get it … Why would it bother you? You told me earlier you didn’t care what society thinks.”

“Society yes, but Mom is not a part of the cruel society. She’s a sweetheart and a guardian, protector of all evil.”

“Hmm, maybe you should taste your own potion.”

She gave me a look, glanced over her shoulder to make sure Diana wasn’t watching. She slipped her hand inside her denim shorts and then licked her hand. “It’s already helping.”

We chuckled together. “I get what you’re saying … So you were just joking about the bedroom part?”

“Not really … We don’t make much noise when we’re masturbating anyway.”

She was right, but to me, it was still risky. However, when she mentioned it, it sure put me in the mood for it. “We’ll see … let’s just relax for now. I’m glad we have this time for ourselves.”

“Me too,” she said happily as we rode on. “After lunch, do you want to dress up as Zelda and Link then ride out on a little adventure?”

“Count me in,” I said. “But promise me you’ll keep her under control—I’d rather not get thrown off.”

“You can trust me,” she said. “I don’t want you to get hurt.”

Diana whistled for us and waved, pulling us back to reality. “You two, come on, time to eat.”

“Catch me if you can!” She kicked the flanks of the horse and Bella leaped forward. I broke into a jog, struggling to match her pace as we both laughed. I watched her hair whip in the wind as she rode. When we reached the porch, she dismounted, and we settled down at the table.

The delicious scent of grilled sausages and vegetables filled the air. Riley had set out a picnic spread on the large wooden table, sizzling sausages, grilled peppers and zucchini, crusty bread, and a big jug of lemonade.

“Perfect timing,” Diana said, gesturing for us to sit. “How was your ride?”

“Amazing,” Lily said with her hair disheveled from the riding. “Bella recognized me. She’s a true friend.”

Diana ruffled Lily’s hair as we dug in.

Riley gave me more attention than usual. Her red hair was mesmerizing, so I made sure to glance at her back, causing a light blush to spread. “You know, it just hit me … this might be the first time in ages you haven’t brought a girl around.”

“I needed a break,” I said and dug into the juicy sausage.

“What was her name, Jody?”

“Yes,” I said and didn’t feel comfortable speaking about her. “Right now, I just want to spend some quality time with Lily, and Mom.”

Lily beamed up at me, her blue eyes sparkling behind her round glasses. “Yeah, I’ve missed my brother,” she said, reaching over to playfully ruffle my hair.

“You’re so cute,” Riley said.

“They’re my darlings,” Diana chimed in.

“So, how’s the e-commerce business treating you?” Riley asked, leaning in with genuine interest so that her breasts almost knocked over her glass of lemonade.

“It’s actually going well, better than I ever expected,” I said, unable to hide my surprise.

“That’s impressive,” she replied, eyebrows raised. “You don’t hear that too often these days.”

“He’s my pride,” Diana added, her voice full of warmth.

“You’ll have to share some of your secrets with us,” Riley teased, her eyes gleaming with curiosity.

“You could always use a pretty face for the storefront,” I suggested with a smirk. “Men tend to gravitate toward that.”

Riley blushed, a soft pink coloring her cheeks. “Thanks, but I think your mom would make the perfect candidate.”

Diana nudged her playfully under the table. “Why not both of us?” she chimed in, her tone light and teasing.

“Both of you will look great,” I admitted.

Riley turned to Lily. “So, what about you? Got any big plans?”

“No college plans yet, but I’ve got plenty of gaming and cosplaying lined up with my brother,” she said, flashing me a bright smile.

“That’s adorable, seeing you two so close,” Riley remarked, her eyes softening.

“Tell her about your Twitch channel,” Diana chimed in. “You’ve built quite a following.”

Lily waved it off modestly. “It’s not much, just about five thousand followers. Some of them tip, so I make around five hundred bucks a month.”

“That’s not bad,” Riley said, impressed. “Five hundred could easily grow into five thousand.”

“I wish,” Lily murmured, a hint of longing in her voice.

After lunch, Lily shared our plan to ride out into the horizon. Sofia’s eyes turned wide in excitement and became a bit sad when Riley and our mother had other plans for her.

Before we set off, Lily insisted on painting the Triforce on my wrist. “This won’t take long,” she assured me, her hands steady as she dipped the brush into the golden paint.

“Is this for courage or power?” I asked, watching the golden symbol take shape.

She leaned forward, staring intently at my wrist. “Courage,” she replied with a playful grin. “Power comes after you’ve taken down Ganondorf.”

I couldn’t help but smile. Moments like this, her playful seriousness, the way she got lost in our shared fantasies, were what drew me to her again and again, and what reminded me of why she was so dear to me.

“Done,” she said and looked up at me, searching for my reaction.

“It looks perfect,” I said, holding up my wrist and showing the painting to Diana and Riley, who both complimented Lily.

“Now it’s your turn to paint my arm,” Lily said and gently placed her wrist on the table.

“You know I suck at this,” I told her.

“Do your best,” she said. “It’s the thought that counts.”

“Alright,” I said and reached for the brush. I carefully dipped the brush in the golden paint and steadied Lily’s arm with my other hand. Her skin felt soft and warm beneath my fingers. I tried to focus on painting the Triforce symbol, but I couldn’t help noticing how her chest rose and fell with each breath, or the way her eyes watched me intently.

“You’re doing great,” she said.

“I’m trying,” I said.

After a few minutes, I finished the Triforce of wisdom, which looked a bit wobbly compared to hers, but not too bad. “There,” I said, releasing her wrist.

Lily held it up, examining my work. “It’s perfect,” she said with a grin.

We thanked Diana and Riley for lunch, then headed to our bedroom to change into our costumes. Lily had packed her Zelda dress and my Link tunic in her bag.

She gently slipped off garment after garment till she was fully nude.

“Is this a good idea?” I asked her, giving her a look. I still hadn’t started undressing.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, spinning around and flashing her nude body. Her nudity sparked my imagination, and I wished we could do so many things together when I saw her nude.

“They know we’re both here,” I pointed out.

“Come on, don’t be paranoid,” she said flirtatiously.

“Alright,” I yielded and took off my clothes too, revealing the fact that I was semi-erect, and my cock only hardened further as her blowjob kept playing in the back of my mind. I wanted to come on her breasts again or watch some porn together. There were so many activities we could do. The only obstacle was this family vacation. We weren’t alone here.

We both exchanged glances and giggled as we stood there fully nude. She glanced down at my cock and gently curled her fingers around the shaft. Her touch was as fine as silk, gliding effortlessly against my cock.

“Careful there,” I reminded her as I hardened in her hand.

“Or what?” she whispered huskily. “Are you gonna stab me with your Master Sword?”

“I might if you continue to tease me like that,” I told her in a similar husky voice. She knew how to turn me on as she lightly stroked my length. She pointed the tip at her flower, gently pushing it dangerously close to the heat that I had tasted earlier. It was tempting. It was taboo, and the thrill itself made me harder. I looked down at her, and she let go of my cock, wanting a kiss. I gave it to her and wrapped my arms around her, my hands right above the borders of her bottom.

I leaned down and pressed my lips to Lily’s, feeling the softness and warmth of her mouth against mine. As we kissed, I ran my hands down her back, stopping just above the curve of her bottom. Lily pressed her body closer to mine, her breasts pushing against my chest.

I came off her lips and looked at her. As the days passed, she started feeling more and more like my girlfriend rather than my sibling. I didn’t fight it either. “That was a pleasant kiss,” she admitted, her cheeks turning rosy.

“It was … it will be even more pleasant if we have some privacy.”

“I know,” she said. She let go of me, turned around and stood bent at the waist, rummaging in her bag. She brought out her Princess Zelda dress and Link tunic and also the ocarina. “I thought of playing for you later.”

I smiled. I hadn’t heard her play the ocarina in more than a year. “I can’t wait.”

I put on my tunic, and she put on her dress. I couldn’t help but stare. The dress hugged her curves in all the right places. She looked stunning.

“How do I look?” she asked, giving a little twirl.

“You look amazing,” I said, my eyes trailing over her form and her flowing purple and white sleeveless dress with a Hyrule logo in the middle. She had ditched her glasses and wore contacts instead. “You look better than the princess.”

Lily beamed at the compliment. “And you make a very handsome Link,” she said, reaching up to adjust my tunic. “Ready for our quest?”

I nodded. As we headed outside, I couldn’t help but wonder what Diana and Riley would think of our costumes.

When we reached the porch, Diana’s eyes widened. “Oh my, don’t you two look adorable!” she exclaimed.

Riley whistled appreciatively. “Wow, you really went all out. Those costumes are incredible.”

Lily did a little curtsy. “Thank you. We take our cosplay very seriously.”

I noticed Sofia staring at us with wide-eyed wonder. “Are you a real princess?” she asked Lily in her small voice.

Lily knelt at Sofia’s level, her eyes twinkling. “I am today,” she said.

“Don’t go anywhere before I snap a photo of you two,” Diana insisted, bringing her phone out.

It was typical of her. I stood next to Lily, waiting while Diana fiddled with her phone. She gave us a look. “Go closer, wrap your arms around each other,” she prompted us.

Lily and I exchanged glances, and I draped my arm over her neck and pulled her closer to me. She also leaned her head on my shoulder, and we certainly looked more like a couple than siblings.

Diana snapped several photos and then beckoned us.

“These are great,” Lily said, scrolling through them. “Can you send them to me?”

“Of course, sweetie,” Diana replied.

We told her that we would leave and Diana made sure we wouldn’t ride too far. “Just in the vicinity,” Lily said. “My brother has the Master Sword with him, so he will defend me from any evil.”

Diana chuckled. “Alright fine, enjoy your little adventure.”

We approached Bella, who was still saddled and waiting for us. Lily stroked the horse’s mane gently. “Ready for another adventure, girl?” she said.

Bella neighed, and we took that as a yes.

Lily mounted first, and then I swung myself up behind her. The saddle was barely big enough for both of us, forcing me to press close against her back. I could smell the sweet scent of her shampoo, the same as Diana used.

“Hold on tight,” Lily said, glancing back at me with a mischievous grin.

I held onto the saddle, and we rode past the barn and out into the open fields. The wind whipped through our hair and costumes as we rode at a slow pace. I was glad she was being gentle with me.

“Why are you holding onto the saddle? Hold onto my waist.”

I wrapped my arms around her flat waist, but of course, she couldn’t stop there. “A bit further up.”

“No,” I said. I knew she was a horny girl, filled to the brim with fresh hormones and sexual fantasies, but our mother was still in the background. “You want me to touch your boobs in front of Riley and our mother?”

“I’m just trying to warm you up for tonight.” She turned quickly and gave me a kiss right on the lips, as quickly as a bite from a snake.

I turned, embarrassed, to our mom, but luckily, she was conversing with Riley. “You can at least wait till we find some privacy.”

“If Mom found out we’ve been giving oral sex to each other, do you think she’d mind?”

“I’d rather not find out,” I said.

“But honestly, what do you think?”

I mulled it over, and I guessed she had a point. “She probably won’t be against it.”

“I think so too,” she said, holding onto the reins. “Do you know why girls like to ride horses?”

“No?”

She started rubbing her clit against the saddle, rocking back and forth and making her breasts sway. “That’s why.”

I rolled my eyes.

She then started riding faster, and I tried to lower my hands but her breasts bounced onto them anyway. “If you reach a bit lower, you’ll feel my pink potion that will be essential for our journey.”

My hands were trapped, but I preferred her breasts in this scenario compared to her intimate part and inched my hands further up.

“Not now.”

“Can you at least hold me tighter?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said and tightened my grip.

Her hair fluttered as she rode like the wind. She giggled like mad, and it infected me as I also chuckled. “I knew I would get you in the mood,” she said and trotted off the farm and into the wilderness.

“How far are we going?”

“I dunno,” she said. “Since we’re cosplaying, you have to keep the princess safe. See there! A kargarok is trying to attack, shoot it with your bow!”

I pretended to draw an arrow against the bowstring, firing straight at the bird that tried to attack us. As we rode, we kept playing, and she kept pointing at imaginary enemies.

“I think we’re safe now,” she said.

“So do I,” I said, holding onto her tighter.

We reached the hills and passed pecan trees spreading tasty scents and throwing shade on the lush grass. The birds twittered, flying and singing in the sky. I glanced back, and the farm was only a little blur on the horizon. We were by ourselves and had an open world ahead of us.

As we rode on, she rode the saddle even harder, turning me on even more. She glanced over her shoulder. “Mom isn’t watching, touch me.”

“I’m holding you,” I said.

“Don’t play dumb,” she said, twisting her neck and giving me a look. “You need some of my fruit to replenish your strength.”

“I thought it was supposed to be a potion.”

“Both,” she said. “If you use your imagination, it can be many sweet things. A cave to replenish your stamina after a round of love-making.”

It wasn’t like I could resist her anyway. Reaching inside her dress through the entrance of her cleavage, my right hand lowered down from her breasts and reached her forbidden parts. I entered a nice shaven area. I bumped into something which felt like the most perfect pearl and just by the briefest touch, she smiled. She glanced over her shoulder again and caught my smile.

“I enjoy this just as much as you do,” she said. “Go a bit deeper.”

I reached the folds of her labia. They were puffy and spongy, and it was a touch I couldn’t compare with anything else. She was so warm and wet, and I kept probing deeper but couldn’t find her forbidden hole. Then all of a sudden I plunged my fingers inside her, and her walls tightened around them. “God,” I mumbled. “This feels amazing.”

“Deeper ….”

“It’s a bit hard from where I sit.”

“Let’s dismount,” she said. “But I still want you to save me.”

“Sure … if you promise to play the ocarina.”

“I do,” she said with a smile.

Before dismounting, I put my finger into my mouth and tasted my sister’s honey again. “It’s a delicacy.”

“It’s more where that came from.”

We dismounted, and Bella just grazed some grass and minded her own business.

“How should we start?” I asked her.

“You need a sword first,” she said and found the nearest stick and tossed it to me.

I caught it in my right hand and waved it around. “Better than nothing.”

“Don’t be a bore. Use your imagination.”

I held up the stick as if it were the Master Sword, the tip glinting as it reflected the light of the sun. “Better?”

“Way better … So, I sit here, trapped, and I’m currently under a spell. You have to fight Ganon that has sealed me, and then, when you have rescued me, we kiss.”

“Sure,” I said and found her imagination to be funny.

I wielded the stick like a sword, swinging it dramatically as I approached Lily. She sat on a fallen log, playing the part of the captured princess.

“Fear not, Princess Zelda! I shall vanquish this evil and break the spell that binds you,” I declared in my best heroic, acting voice.

Lily giggled, then quickly composed herself. “Oh brave hero,” she called out. “Please save me from this wicked curse!”

I began battling an imaginary Ganon, leaping and dodging invisible attacks. Lily watched with attention, gasping at the right moments. After a few minutes of exaggerated swordplay, I struck a final blow.

“He is slain!” I cried. I rushed to Lily’s side and knelt before her. “My princess, are you alright?”

Her eyes sparkled with mischief. “My hero,” she breathed. “There’s only one way to break the spell completely.”

I helped her up to her feet, holding onto her hands. “What is it?”

She leaned in close, her lips parting slightly. My chest became warm and I closed the distance between us. Our lips met in a soft, tender kiss. Lily’s arms wrapped around my neck as she deepened the kiss, her boobs pressed against me. It was the best kiss in a while and none of us were acting, and at the same time, our mother couldn’t see us. It felt like our mother’s eyes had held us back the past days, making me think back to that day when I first kissed her. I held it as long as necessary as if I were starved from her sweet lips and her flesh. I swirled my tongue around her mouth, letting my hands roam freely around her smooth back. We lost ourselves in the moment, and I was about to melt as everything faded away, just leaving us two in peace.

Breaking the kiss, her blue eyes sparkled like bits of sapphire. I brushed her hair away from her face, admiring her adorable smile and shiny teeth.

“That was the nicest kiss so far,” she said.

“I agree,” I replied, our eyes locked, pulling us deeper into our love. “Do you know what I’d love to hear?”

“What?” she asked, sounding almost intoxicated by love.

“The ocarina,” I said. “It would be the cherry on top.”

She beamed, clearly honored to do something for me. “Let’s sit on the grass together.”

We settled down, and she pulled out the instrument. Sitting across from me, her lustrous brown hair gleamed, catching the light that played off her dress. She raised the mouthpiece to her lips, wrapped them around the tip, and began to play. A soft melody flowed from the ocarina as her fingers moved over the holes. I closed my eyes, losing myself in the heavenly notes as she played the most beautiful melody I’d heard in a long time. I sighed in contentment as the music continued.

I opened my eyes to find her watching me, a smile spreading across her lips even as she played. The sweet melody drifted through the air, mingling with the sounds of nature around us.

As the final notes faded, Lily lowered the instrument and smiled. It felt as if the outside world had faded away, leaving only our precious moment.

“That wasn’t from Ocarina of Time,” I noted.

“Nope,” she said, smiling. “I composed the melody myself.”

“You’re talented,” I said.

“You’re the only one who’s ever called me that,” she replied, her smile softening.

We lay down on the grass, cuddling up to each other. She wasn’t just my sibling anymore; she was my lover, though we hadn’t discussed it officially yet.

“People are blind, I suppose,” I said.

“No, some are just cruel… There’s only one hero in my world, and that’s you.”

I beamed. She could be so sweet sometimes, her words warming my heart. “That’s kind of you,” I said.

“And I mean it… I don’t want to live without you,” she said, her voice growing more emotional. “I was really depressed when you moved out.”

She had told me several times that she’d missed me, but never that she was depressed because of it. “You never told me you were depressed.”

“I didn’t want to make you feel bad. I knew you loved your girlfriend.”

“Oh,” I said, realizing why she’d kept it a secret. “You could’ve told me anyway.”

“Well, now you know,” she said. “Even if I’m quirky, you never judge me.”

“You are right, and I never will.”

“Many others did though,” she said, lowering her gaze. “And it really hurt me.”

I pulled her closer to me, kissing her forehead. “They are not a part of your life any longer.”

“I guess you’re right,” she said and took some time to say something more. “Ever since you stood up for me, I’ve had feelings I’ve never dared to talk about.”

“We’ve already explored those feelings,” I said.

“Through actions, but not words.”

“Actions speak louder than words,” I told her.

“You’re right,” she said. “So, do you love me?”

“You know I do,” I said.

“But not in a sibling way… more like as lovers.”

“Our actions show it too,” I admitted.

“Okay,” she said and beamed. “Uhm … Do you think we can have sex too?”

I raked my fingers through her hair. It was something I sure wanted, and I was also getting quite horny, knowing we couldn’t fuck inside our bedroom without waking up Riley or Diana. “I want to,” I admitted. “But I don’t have any protection with me.”

“We can pretend, just as you pretended to slay Ganon.”

I gave her a look. “It doesn’t work that way.”

“If you don’t like using your imagination, I also brought the morning-after pill.”

“You did?” I asked her, arching an eyebrow.

She nodded eagerly. “You never know. I was a bit shy about bringing it up, but I thought maybe we could do it on a summer trip. I dreamt of it a couple of months ago, losing my virginity to you on the grass.”

“It’s a beautiful scene … while we’re dressed up.”

“We can pretend you’re Link and I’m Zelda if it still feels taboo for you and my potion hasn’t had its effect yet.”

“Sure,” I said with a grin. “But for me to continue, I probably need some of that potion first.”

“Well then,” she said, lightly spreading her legs. “Plenty is waiting for you.”

I couldn’t resist. She was so tempting. She tugged at her dress, and I helped her pull it, so it cleared her head. She was now left in a bra and strawberry-pink Princess Peach panties.

“Here goes.” I drew in a deep breath and pulled them off. Her creamy thighs led to a crisp, pink, symmetric slit, perfectly shaved and drenched with her wetness. It was exactly how I remembered her womanhood to be. The glistening pearl at the top, the puffy lips, the strawberry pink juices and the reflection of the sun on her pussy. It was a piece of art, and two butterflies fluttered about in front of us. “Gosh, it’s so much more beautiful than the first time I saw it,” I whispered right in front of it, almost as if worshiping her sex.

She spread her legs wider. “The gates are open and the potion is yours.”

I lowered my head and neared her pink hole. Her musky fragrance got stronger and pulled me closer. I laid my tongue flat against her pussy and licked her for the second time. There was nothing there to restrain us. We were out here in nature and free as the twittering birds that sang above us. I pushed my nose against her pearl while I flicked my tongue up and down, and her thighs opened. She giggled in joy, but then she desperately pushed my head against her and I lapped and kissed her till her juices spilled all over my face. I ran my hands along the outside of her legs, cupping inward until I was holding a handful of her bare ass. I then managed to push her further against me, so I could reach deeper inside her.

I plunged my tongue inside her and slid it back out. Eyeing her clit, I pressed my tongue on her pink pearl, as I drove my fingers into her potion. My left hand still cupped her ass, and I had to hold onto her as she started squirming. I made a beckoning motion inside her while kissing and worshiping her pussy. She moaned and grabbed my head, pushing it even closer toward her. She wrapped her legs around my head and only left room for her pink pussy. It was a grip I could die for as I delved deeper and deeper till she arched her back and moaned at the top of her lungs.

I came off her sacred region as my cock started hardening to steel. It was in a painful position, throbbing against the zipper. “I have to take my shorts off.”

“Can I help?” she asked adorably, rising with me.

I let her, and she reached to my belt, unbuckling it and pulling it off the loops. She gently tugged my shorts down while I sat on my knees. Before she reached for the waistband of my underwear, she gently stroked the bulge with her hand, each brush stimulating the sensitive head. Then she curled her fingers around the waistband and gently lowered it to my knees till she freed my cock. Her smile widened, and she reached down to her vagina, touched herself and rubbed her honey all over my cock till it glistened.

“You sure you haven’t slipped a bone in there?” she asked me, making us laugh.

“No … it’s a sword for now.”

“The Sword of Love,” she said. While she kept touching my manhood, I reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. I tossed it behind me, and we were both fully nude. She gently lay down, and I lay on top of her. We looked each other in the eyes, swimming in love and lust. The head of my cock gently brushed against her wetness, just one gentle hip thrust and it would slip inside her and sink into her depths. It felt as if time stood still. I gently caressed her arm, taking my time as I’d take her virginity.

“You sure you have the morning-after pill?” I asked her.

“Yes, I’d never lie about that,” she said in a lowered voice. “Don’t dare pull out, otherwise, I’ll put a curse on you.”

“Won’t work, since I think we’re both under a protective spell.”

“Which one?”

“The spell of love.”

I gazed into Lily’s eyes, seeing the love and desire reflected there. Her body was soft and warm beneath mine as I positioned myself at her entrance. I could feel the heat radiating from her love hole.

“Are you ready?” I asked softly, wanting to be sure.

She nodded, a mix of nervousness and excitement on her face.

I leaned down and kissed her tenderly as I slowly pushed forward. There was a moment of resistance, then I felt myself slip inside her tight, wet heat. Lily gasped and tensed slightly.

“Are you okay?” I paused, concerned.

“Yes,” she breathed. “It just feels…different. Keep going.”

I continued to ease myself gently until I was fully sheathed inside her. The sensation was incredible. She was so tight and warm around me. I held still, letting her adjust.

“How does it feel?” I asked, stroking her hair.

“Full,” she said with a little laugh. “But good. Really good … Your sword is quite thick.”

I began to move slowly, pulling out partway before pushing back in. Lily’s eyes fluttered closed and she let out a soft moan. I kept my pace gentle and steady, not wanting to hurt her and at the same time wishing to last as long as possible. I hadn’t even climaxed, but I could already tell it felt a thousand times better than with Jody. It was way more intense, and her pussy just molded perfectly around my cock as if we were made for each other, making me unbearably hard.

I kept thrusting her a bit faster, seeing her boobs bounce for every thrust. She took it well for a virgin, looking me in the eyes while we fucked.

“Tyler,” she whispered. “This feels amazing.”

“Ah, I know,” I said as my cock kept sliding in and out of her velvety walls, hugging and squeezing my shaft at all the right places. For each stroke, it sent me to new heights of dizzying pleasure.

Lily’s legs wrapped around my waist, changing the angle slightly. She gasped and arched her back. “Right there,” she breathed.

I focused on that spot, thrusting a bit harder and faster. Lily’s moans grew louder, her nails digging into my shoulders. I could feel my own pleasure building, a tight coil of heat in my core.

“Lily, I’m getting close,” I warned her.

“Me too,” she panted.

I had no intention of stopping. I drove into her faster, my own climax rapidly approaching. Lily’s body tensed beneath me, her back arching off the grass.

“Oh,” she let out a moan, her voice echoing across the field.

I felt her pussy contract around me as she climaxed, the sensation pushing me over the edge. With a groan, I buried myself deep inside her taboo pussy and let go, my release pulsing into her in hot spurts, painting her white and creamy. My knees kept bucking as I made sure to empty myself inside her.

In the end, we clung to each other, trembling and panting as the waves of pleasure washed over us. I peppered Lily’s face with soft kisses as we came down from our high.

“That was…” Lily trailed off, struggling to find words.

“Incredible,” I finished for her.

She nodded, a blissful smile on her face. “I love you,” she whispered.

“I love you too,” I replied.

We lay there for a while longer, basking in the afterglow and listening to the birds and rustling leaves. Time had moved quickly, from masturbating together, to oral sex and now to making love. “Lily,” I said.

“I’m here,” she said, holding onto me dearly.

“The only thing I regret is that we didn’t do this earlier.”

“My potion worked,” she said happily and wrapped her legs around mine, my cum slowly trickling down her pink and onto my leg.

“It sure did,” I said. “The only thing which sucks is that we have to hide it.”

“I think you need more potion,” she said and we both broke out in chuckles.

“I’d rather not give our mother a heart attack.”

“But we spoke about this before,” she said. “I don’t think she’ll mind.”

“Let’s wait for the right moment,” I said, although I couldn’t imagine telling her. It just felt too awkward. Hi, Mom, I’ve been fucking your daughter … It didn’t sound well at all, but I loved her and nothing would ever change that.

“Tyler,” she said.

“I’m here,” I said.

“I thought I’d never lose my virginity,” she said. “Thank you, for being so loving and kind to me.”

“Always, sis, always.”

We eventually rose and put on our clothes. She drew in a deep breath. “You smell like my sex.”

“Do you think our mom will notice?”

“She sure will.” She pulled a flower from the soil and tucked it behind my ear. “There we go, much better.”

Her touch was so gentle, and her eyes sparkled with affection.

“We should probably head back soon,” I said reluctantly. I knew this place would be remembered for the rest of our lives. “Mom and Riley might start to wonder where we are.”

“I really don’t want to leave … It’s like a fantasy.”

“It looks like Hyrule, doesn’t it?”

“It does,” she said, smiling sweetly. “If you could escape to a video game and leave the modern world behind, would you?”

“As long as you and Mom are with me.”

“You don’t like Riley?”

“She’s hot, so she’s welcome too.”

“So you have a thing for her?” she asked, biting her lower lip.

“Maybe,” I said. “Not as gorgeous as Mom though.”

“Can you imagine having sex with Mom?” she asked me curiously.

I gave her a look, but it was weak. “I suppose,” I said. “How would you feel about it?”

“Glad that someone is making love to her too,” she admitted.

“Let’s talk about that for another day,” I said.

Lily nodded, but there was a mischievous glint in her eye. “Just one more thing before we go,” she said. She leaned in and kissed me deeply, her lips soft against mine. When she pulled back, she grinned. “Now we both smell like sex.”

I laughed and shook my head. “You’re lovely,” I told her fondly.

Once we were back in our costumes, we mounted Bella once more. This time, I held Lily close without hesitation, my arms wrapped securely around her waist.

As we rode back toward the farmhouse, I marveled at how much had changed in just a few hours. I knew we’d have to be careful around Diana and Riley, but a part of me didn’t want to hide how I felt, and I knew she didn’t want to hide either.

When the farmhouse came into view, Lily slowed Bella. She glanced back at me over her shoulder. “Ready to face the world again, hero?” she asked with a smile.

I kissed her cheek. “As long as I’m with you, princess.”

Diana and Riley stood by the porch as the sun steadily declined. Diana shielded her eyes and waved at us. “Where have you two been?”

“On an epic adventure,” Lily said. “My hero slayed an evil man and saved me from eternal darkness.”

“Both of you must be hungry then,” Diana said with a wink.

“We sure are,” I agreed.

“I got steaks and fries for us all,” Riley said.

We settled down on the bench and enjoyed our meal as the sun was about to set. I easily cut through the bloody meat, and it melted in my mouth like a stick of butter. She sure knew how to prepare a steak, and the pink juice kept flooding my mouth … the second pink juice for this day.

After we’d devoured the meat and talked about random subjects, Riley came with a bowl of ice cream for us all. Riley was the first to spill a great load on her chest, but she scooped it up with her finger and licked it up. “It tastes saltier after it has been on the chest.”

“It sure does,” Diana said with a gentle smile.

* * *

At the end of the day, the crickets started chirping, and Sofia lay sleeping with her thumb in her mouth. Riley lifted her and brought her to her bedroom. “Gosh, she’s getting so heavy, I won’t be able to carry her soon.”

“Just be glad she isn’t running away from you yet,” Diana said.

“I’ll come riding after her,” she said joyfully and didn’t dread the future.

My mother raked her fingers through my hair. “Gosh, you’re sweaty.”

“It was from the ride earlier,” I told her. I was tired, but it had been one of my best days in years.

She then combed Lily’s hair with her fingers. “And you are even sweatier.”

“We had fun earlier,” she said and didn’t even look tired.

“Aren’t you tired?” Diana asked and smiled at her beautiful daughter.

“A little,” she said. “I also think it’s time for bed.”

“Don’t start fighting over the bed like you did last year.”

“That won’t be an issue now,” she said and grinned at me.

We went to our bathroom, brushed our teeth and then hopped into bed. She moved the pillows as close to each other as possible. I gave her a look. “They won’t storm in,” she said and wrapped her leg around mine.

“Only you do that,” I told her.

She lightly punched my chest.

As we lay in bed together, Lily snuggled close to me, her body warm against mine. The events of the day played through my mind, our passionate lovemaking in the field, the thrill of our secret. Part of me still couldn’t believe it had really happened.

Lily’s fingers traced lazy patterns on my chest. “What are you thinking about?” she whispered.

“Just…everything,” I replied. “Today was incredible.”

She propped herself up on one elbow to look at me, her eyes sparkling in the dim light. “It really was. I’ve never felt so…loved before.”

I brushed a strand of hair behind her ear. “Me neither. I love you, Lily. More than I ever thought possible.”

“I love you too,” she murmured, leaning in to kiss me. It was brief but everything we needed at that moment. It didn’t take us long to drift into a deep slumber.


Chapter 4

Ihad never felt so good upon waking up. I was fully refreshed, and well rested, and I had the sweetest and deepest dream on top of it. It had just been my sister and I in a carefree fantasy world with no one to judge us. We could kiss and hug wherever we wanted without catching judgment.

When I woke up, I told her about it in explicit detail. We were still entangled, her leg over mine, and my arm draped over her chest. Her drool had spilled onto my chest and her breath warmed my neck. We were like one. The perfect couple.

When I told her about the dream, her eyes lit up. She revealed that she’d dreamed the exact same thing. We’d wanted to pleasure each other, make love with the same intensity as when we’d been on the grass, both dressed up as our favorite characters. But we’d deemed it too risky since Diana was awake.

Lily didn’t like to hide, and neither did I. Part of me wanted to tell her everything, but another part feared her reaction.

We ate breakfast as usual. Diana looked much happier now that she didn’t have to worry about the stress of her florist shop and could finally spend her time in peace.

After breakfast, Lily and I headed to the dairy cow. I held a milking pail as we prepared to milk her.

“Can we hold hands?” Lily asked. Dressed in a snug summer dress, she looked up at me through her round glasses, her blue eyes twinkling.

I shifted the pail to my left hand and took her hand with my right, giving it a gentle squeeze. “Better?”

“Uh-huh,” she said, a smile blooming on her face. “Mom’s been in such a good mood this morning.”

“Probably because she finally got a break. She’s been busting her ass at the shop,” I reminded her.

“Yeah, you’re right. She looks a lot healthier now. Not that she didn’t before, but you know what I mean,” Lily said.

“I do,” I replied. “It’s good to see. It’s hard watching someone you care about be so stressed all the time.”

“You’re right,” Lily agreed. Milking the cows was our idea, an excuse to sneak away and get some privacy. We’d whispered to each other when we woke up, flirting a little, but we had to keep the giggles to a minimum. Our love was still fresh, and I felt this constant pull toward her. I wanted to kiss her, touch her and make love to her.

We approached the cow and circled her. “Wow, she’s huge,” Lily said, eyes wide as she patted the cow’s back. The cow mooed at her touch, and we exchanged grins before laughing. She was a big one, with plenty of milk for all of us.

“You scared?” I teased.

“No, but you are,” she shot back with a wink. “I remember the first time we tried to milk her. You were so on edge.”

“So were you,” I countered. “Don’t rewrite history now.”

“But I was the first one who actually did it,” she said proudly.

“Whatever,” I said with a smile.

We dropped to our knees and placed the milking pail under the teats. I glanced over my shoulder, making sure Diana and Riley were out of earshot.

“I wish we could have morning sex,” she said in a lowered voice, reaching for the teat. I did so too, bumping into her hand.

“So do I,” I said. I had been raging hard upon waking up, and I wanted to take her again and again, covering her in kisses while my erection covered her love hole in cum. We squeezed the teats simultaneously so the milk splashed into the bucket.

“Careful, not so hard,” she said with a giggle as droplets splashed onto her face. “You have to be gentle like this.” She demonstrated, lightly squeezing it so the spray wasn’t so powerful.

“Sure thing … Do you think we’ll find time to go somewhere later?”

“Hardly,” Lily said with hints of disappointment. “We promised to help them churn butter.”

“I know,” I said, wishing we could head out on another adventure.

“Maybe we can do it under the sheets,” she said and glanced at me while sending another spray of milk into the pail.

“That house isn’t soundproof,” I reminded her, although it was tempting. It was erotic and sensual waking up next to her, and I started feeling the first hints of blue balls. I just couldn’t stop thinking of her, dressed up as a princess while the hem of her dress hiked up just enough to make out her sexy panties. The summer dress sat tight on her. I didn’t know where she’d gotten it from but it looked identical to the ones Diana would wear, so I assumed it was a gift from her, which made me think of Diana in an unusual way.

“We can be quiet … It should be possible. I think we’ll last longer on top of it,” she said.

“No promises, but I might be down for it.”

She beamed. “Why did the gods have to make sex feel so good?” she said half-jokingly and half-despairingly.

“Good question … Should we complain?” I asked her with an arched eyebrow.

“Maybe not,” she said and looked skyward. “I’m sorry Gods! I didn’t mean it.”

I laughed. “I’m sure they won’t alter it.”

We continued squeezing the teats for a little bit, gradually filling the pail. “I see the potion has worked … You aren’t feeling uncomfortable any longer.”

“The potion runs out in a couple of days, so I’ll need my refill when the time is due.”

“You’ll have it,” she said with a wide smile.

When we’d almost filled the bucket, we decided to take a little break. “Ouch, I got something in my eye,” she said.

I looked at her, my instincts wanting to help her, but instead, I received a spray of milk right in my face, splashing all over us. She burst out laughing, although it was a tease the sound of her in joy was as sweet as a fruit.

Wanting to get back at her, I took the teat and sprayed at her back while she squirmed in laughter, covering her face in milk. Then she lunged at me, an inch away from knocking over the pail.

We tumbled in the grass, giggling and wrestling playfully. As we rolled in the grass, I became aware of how our bodies were pressing together. Lily’s soft curves molded against me as we rolled, her summer dress riding up to expose more of her smooth thighs. With each playful movement, I felt the friction of her thighs against my privates.

My body responded instinctively, blood rushing south as my arousal grew. Soon an unmistakable bulge was straining against my pants, rubbing sensually against Lily’s warm skin with our every motion. I tried to get back at her, dry humping harder and harder.

Finally, Lily’s summer dress rode up her thighs as she straddled me, pinning my arms above my head. Her face hovered inches from mine, blue eyes sparkling with mischief behind her round glasses. Milk dripped from her hair onto my cheeks.

“Gotcha,” she said triumphantly, her breath warm on my face.

I let out an involuntary groan as she settled directly on top of my hardness. The friction had felt so sweet and so sensual. My heart raced as I gazed up at her. Her brown hair bathed in sunlight, making her look angelic despite our compromising position. I was aware of everywhere our bodies touched, her soft thighs against my hips, her chest pressed to mine and my hardening cock against the juncture of her thighs.

“You sure about that?” I teased, bucking my hips suddenly to throw her off balance. I didn’t mean to. I just wanted to rub my privates against her.

She squealed in surprise as I flipped us over, reversing our positions. Now I loomed over her, drinking in the sight of her flushed cheeks and parted lips. Her dress had ridden up even further, exposing the pale, creamy skin of her upper thighs and the borders of her cute panties.

We froze like that for a long moment, breathing heavily. I wanted nothing more than to close the distance and capture her lips with mine.

“Tickle!” she shouted and burst my erotic dream bubble. I squirmed like mad as she went straight for my weak spot. I laughed so hard that my abs were cramping up along with my jaw.

“Chill!” I shouted, making her stop for a brief moment. “Take this!” I dug my fingers into her sides, tickling her mercilessly. Lily squealed and squirmed beneath me, her laughter ringing out across the field.

“You cheater!”

She tried to free herself, but she was drowning in laughter. “Stop, stop!” she gasped between giggles, trying to wriggle away.

I grinned down at her. “Never! This is payback for the milk attack.”

We tussled in the grass, rolling and tickling each other until we were both breathless with laughter. Finally, we collapsed side by side, chests heaving as we caught our breath.

Lily turned her head to look at me, her eyes sparkling. “That was fun,” she said.

I reached out and brushed a strand of milk-dampened hair from her forehead. “Yeah, it was.”

We lay there for a moment, just gazing at each other. I wanted so badly to lean in and kiss her, to feel her soft lips against mine again. My cock was still hard of desire, and I knew it would remain so till we could be alone again.

But before I could make a move, we heard Diana’s voice calling from the farmhouse. “Tyler! Lily! Are you two done with the milking yet?”

We quickly sat up, smoothing our clothes and trying to look presentable.

“Coming, Mom!” Lily called back. She stood and offered me a hand up.

As I got to my feet, she gave my hand a squeeze and winked. “To be continued,” she whispered with a sly smile.

“Look at us, we’re covered in milk, grass, and flowers,” I said, glancing down at the mess on our clothes.

“We can just take a shower,” she replied casually, shrugging it off.

I wished I could be as carefree as she was. I grabbed the pail and brought it back to where Diana was waiting. With her hand on her hip, she arched an eyebrow at us. “Have you two been play fighting again?”

“Yes, but he started it,” Lily said flirtatiously, her eyes sparkling as if she was daring me to wrestle her again.

“It started with you spilling milk all over my face,” I shot back.

“Lily, that dress was a birthday gift,” Diana said, brushing off the hay and milk from Lily’s dress. She wasn’t shy about getting close to her daughter’s breasts, even picking out the bits of hay that had fallen into Lily’s cleavage. I couldn’t help but notice, and my body responded in ways I wished Diana wouldn’t notice.

“Sorry,” Lily said, looking at the mess. “We’ll take a shower in the meantime.”

“I’ll wait for you,” I said, but Lily frowned, and I realized too late that I’d just blown our chance to shower together. Great job.

She turned and left me to silently curse my bad timing. I went over to Riley who gave me a sly smile as if she’d witnessed our play fighting.

She gave me a quick recap on how to churn the butter, and I went straight to work. I found it difficult not to glance at my mother and her beautiful flower dress that hugged her curves perfectly. She had also slid a flower behind her ear which was the cherry on top. Even if the air here was a lot fresher, Diana just brought a scent with her that was so sweet and natural. I had never glanced at my mother the way I did, but I wanted more of her. I couldn’t explain it. It was just something so intoxicating. I also felt the thrill that I had with my sister at the beginning.

Sofia was right next to me, occasionally dipping her finger into the butter and complaining that it needed more salt.

“It’s so cute seeing you two get along,” Riley said.

“Yeah, except when she tickles me,” I said.

Diana chuckled. “Tickling is his weakness,” she said, patting my back. “He’s been that way since he was a toddler.”

“I’m ticklish too,” Riley said.

Sofia looked at her aunt with a mischievous grin and tried to sneak up on her. “No, no, no, not with those greasy fingers,” Riley said, grabbing Sofia as she let out a shriek.

“I can tickle too!” Sofia said, putting her hands on her hips.

“So can I,” Riley said, lunging at her. Sofia shrieked and ran off, hiding behind two pillows.

I continued pouring the heavy cream into the mixer, with Diana helping me out. Eventually, Lily called out, “Tyler, I’m done!”

I went to the bathroom, where she was wrapped in my towel. “You didn’t bring your own?”

She shook her head and pouted her lips. I pecked them lightly, and she unwrapped the towel. “Here you go,” she said, revealing her naked body on top of it, making my cock stir.

I knew it would be difficult to sleep today without doing something with her. She was just so tempting at times.

The shower was quick, and I was rock hard as I’d just seen her nude. I tried my hardest to suppress it. Once I was done, I met with them outside. Lily was playing with Sofia and her dolls, and I sat down with Diana and Riley.

Diana raked her fingers through my hair. “Why don’t you ever blow-dry your hair?”

“It dries on its own,” I said, shivering as her fingers grazed my scalp.

“It sure does,” she said.

“I wish my brother was more like you,” Riley said. “More family-oriented.”

“You don’t often talk about your brother,” I said.

Riley leaned back, looking away as if she were hesitant to talk about it. The sunlight caught her red hair, making her look even more attractive. “Yeah, but he’s a bit of an introvert, and we don’t talk much. I always tried to stay in touch, but it was always me reaching out, never the other way around. Me and my sister are way closer, and she lets me take care of Sofia now and then.”

“Sorry to hear that,” I said, glancing at Lily. “We’ve always stayed in touch.”

“I know,” Diana said. “You two are like the perfect pair.”

Those words made me tense, hoping she hadn’t figured anything out. “Yeah… we are.”

“And you’ve always been a great brother to her,” Diana added, smiling.

Diana could go on and on about what a good brother I was, but she never seemed to realize that she was the one who raised me. “Mom, how you raise someone matters. The people I’ve met who are struggling almost always come from abusive parents or dysfunctional families. You raised us well. Don’t take that for granted.”

She wrapped her arms around me, pulling me close. Her warm, soft embrace felt comforting, almost soothing. I wasn’t entirely sure what was going on with my thoughts lately, but those strange feelings didn’t seem as overwhelming anymore. It was like a taboo that had started to crumble. “You’re my pride,” she whispered gently, holding me tight. “Just because I raised you well doesn’t mean you’re not a good boy on your own.”

“Mom, I’m twenty,” I said, half laughing.

“No, you’ll always be my boy. You’ll understand when you’ll have your own kids.”

“That’s fair,” I said, hugging her back gently so Riley wouldn’t catch on to what I was feeling. As we pulled away, Diana kissed my forehead, leaving me with a faint blush.

“Why don’t we watch a movie later after my princess goes to bed?” Riley suggested.

“I’d love that,” Diana said, glancing at me.

“Sure,” I said. “Lily loves movies.”

Lily and Sofia continued playing on the grass until it was time for dinner. Lily returned even dirtier than earlier, covered in grass and flower stains. Riley didn’t mind and just fired up the grill. Soon, it was time to eat, and she had made burgers for us.

Today was relaxing. Sofia slowly dozed off, and we ended up on the couch while Riley popped popcorn in the kitchen.

Lily and I sat close, our hips pressed together, exchanging glances. “I need to get something,” she said, scurrying off to our bedroom. She came back with a blanket. “It’s chilly in here,” she said, gently draping it over us as the room grew darker. Diana just smiled at us, probably thinking how cute we looked, though I suspected Lily had another reason for bringing the blanket.

“Here you go,” Riley said, handing us a bowl of popcorn.

Lily placed it in the middle. She grabbed a piece, raised it to my lips, and said, “Open.”

I did, letting her pop it into my mouth. I glanced at her briefly, but she just smiled, radiating happiness. It was exactly what my girl used to do. Well, Lily was my girl, or at least, my secret girl for now.

The movie started; it was a romantic comedy. I rarely got to watch fantasy films when I was with any women, but I didn’t mind.

While the blankets covered me and Lily, she gently moved her hand to my crotch, a smile crinkling in the corners of her eyes. I firmly shook my head, but she eagerly nodded. I glanced over at Diana and Riley who sat tightly together, immersed in the movie. Lily continued, moving closer and closer to my crotch and slipped her hand inside my shorts. I was just too weak. I couldn’t remove her hand. Her fingers reached my bone, and she stifled a giggle and mouthed near my ear. “You’re still hard.”

“What do you mean by still?”

“I felt your bone when we were play fighting,” she whispered.

I rolled my eyes.

Lily’s hand wrapped around my shaft, sending tingles through my body. I tried to stay still and not draw attention, but it was getting harder by the second. Her fingers stroked me gently but insistently under the blanket. “You’re taking this a bit too far,” I warned her.

“No,” she whispered. “I used a stealth spell. They won’t notice.”

I gave her a look, thinking she was nuts.

“Everything okay over there?” Diana asked, glancing our way.

“Yep, all good,” I managed to say, my voice only slightly strained. Lily gave me a mischievous look and increased her pace.

The romantic couple were having an awkward first date. But I could barely focus on the plot with Lily’s erotic actions. Her thumb swirled over my sensitive tip, spreading the precum gathering there.

I bit my lip to hold back a groan. This was so risky, but I couldn’t bring myself to stop her. The thrill of potentially getting caught only heightened the sensations.

Lily leaned in close, her lips brushing my ear. “Do you like it?”

“Yes … This movie isn’t bad.”

“I’m glad you like it,” Diana said, glancing at us again.

“I want you so bad,” Lily whispered, her breath hot against my skin.

I turned my head slightly, our faces inches apart. Her blue eyes were dark with desire behind her glasses. It took every ounce of willpower not to kiss her right then and there, or tell her to go quicker and jerk me off till I soaked the blanket in cum.

Instead, I grabbed a handful of popcorn. Lily grinned and tightened her grip, refusing to let go of my bone.

The movie continued playing, but it may as well have been static on the screen. All I could focus on was Lily’s touch and the building pressure in my groin.

In the movie, the romantic couple were sharing their first kiss. The irony wasn’t lost on me as I struggled not to make a sound. Lily kept being adventurous, her grip tightening just slightly. I could feel the familiar tension building, a spring coiling tighter and tighter in my core.

“This is my favorite part,” Diana commented, her eyes fixed on the screen.

I nodded, not trusting my voice. Lily chose that moment to swirl her thumb over my sensitive tip, and I had to bite my lip hard to stifle a groan. I wasn’t sure if she was aware of how good that felt. It felt as if she was just being adventurous, touching me around and stroking me.

“You okay, honey?” Diana asked, glancing over with concern.

“F-fine,” I managed and grabbed some popcorn. “Just… really into the movie.”

Lily giggled softly, disguising it as a reaction to the film. Her hand never stopped its maddening rhythm.

I was so close now, the peak was almost there. My breath came in short, controlled pants as I fought to keep my hips still. Just a few more strokes and I’d be done for.

Suddenly, Lily’s hand stilled. She leaned in close, her lips brushing my ear. “Can you touch me?”

My heart raced at Lily’s whispered request. I hesitated, knowing how risky it would be to return the deed under the blanket with Diana and Riley right there. But the temptation was too good to resist.

Slowly, I slid my hand over to rest on Lily’s thigh. She shifted slightly, allowing me better access. I traced circles on her smooth skin, gradually inching higher under her dress.

Lily resumed her cock stroking. She gave my entire shaft an equal amount of attention, but she was most fond of the sensitive crown. I bit back a groan as I finally reached the edge of her panties. She was already wet, the fabric damp beneath my fingers.

The movie’s climactic scene was playing out. The swelling music helped mask our quickened breathing.

I slipped my fingers under her panties, finding her slick folds. Lily broke out in a smile of pleasure as I began slowly circling her most sensitive spot. Her hand tightened around me in response.

We kept pleasuring each other. I could feel my release building, hot-taboo pressure coiling tighter with each stroke. Lily was trembling beside me, her thighs quivering as she approached her peak.

“Oh, I love this part,” Diana sighed, completely engrossed in the film’s romantic ending.

Her voice jolted me back to reality. What were we doing? This was insane. But I was too far gone to stop now. I was at a point of no return.

With a few final, desperate strokes, Lily pushed me over the edge. I came. I bit down hard on my lip to stifle any sound as intense waves of pleasure crashed over me. My cock pulsed in Lily’s hand, spilling hot streams of cum beneath the blanket. She stroked me through it, milking every last drop as I shuddered silently beside her.

I carefully glanced to my left, and thankfully, Diana and Riley were still immersed in the movie, and they hadn’t noticed. Lily leaned closer and whispered, “I told you the spell worked.”

I wanted to laugh. I wanted to tickle her till we both squirmed on the floor, tumbled out of this house and rolled down a hill. I turned my attention to her, my left hand was still on her flower, and she was moistening like never before. I refocused my attention on pleasuring Lily, deciding to give her a dose of her own medicine. I increased the pressure and speed of my fingers against her clit, feeling her thighs begin to tremble. Her breathing grew ragged as she neared her peak.

Just as the movie reached its romantic climax, Lily’s body went rigid. She pressed her face into my shoulder to muffle her whimpers as she came. I felt her inner walls fluttering against my tired fingers as waves of pleasure washed over her. Luckily, I had the skill to pleasure a woman with my one hand, but it was more challenging without lips and tongue. The excitement must have helped her.

We sat frozen for a long moment, hearts racing as we came down from our shared high. Slowly, carefully, we withdrew our hands and readjusted our clothing under the sticky blanket. Because of the dim lighting, the wet blotch was slightly hidden, but I knew it would be a challenge to get out of there without them seeing my huge load covering my shorts and probably her hand.

“Wasn’t that just the sweetest ending?” Diana sighed contentedly as the credits began to roll.

“Yeah,” I said, my voice only slightly strained. “Really… satisfying.”

Lily giggled softly beside me, squeezing my hand under the blanket. I knew we’d have to be more careful in the future, but for now, I was riding the high of our forbidden pleasure. As risky as it had been, I couldn’t deny the thrill of our secret intimacy.

“Are you tired?” Diana asked me as she raked her fingers through my sweaty hair. Thankfully, it didn’t raise any eyebrows.

“I’ll hop into bed soon,” I said, feeling a bit uncomfortable in case she would either smell or feel the blanket.

“And you, Lily?” Diana asked her.

“I’m also growing tired,” she said. “I loved the movie though.”

They talked a bit about it, discussing which scenes they loved the most. I was surprised at how well Lily had concentrated while stroking my cock. Diana and Riley took the popcorn bowls to the kitchen and helped each other clean them. “I have to go to the bathroom first,” I told Lily in a lowered voice.

“I have to pee,” she said.

I dropped my voice even lower. “There’s a big blotch of buttermilk under the blanket.”

“That’s right,” she said.

I took the blanket with me, just in case, and I was glad I did so since Diana stepped out of the kitchen. “Are you gonna brush your teeth?” Diana asked.

“Ugh, yeah,” I said and awkwardly held the blanket in front of me.

“Okay, I just wanted to say goodnight since I’ll go to bed too.”

“Sure, good night.”

“And sweet dreams.”

“You too,” I said. I opened the door and went inside, sighing a breath of relief. When I stood in front of the mirror, my eyes widened to saucers. There was so much cum, soaking my shorts and the blanket. I’d never fired a load like that in my life.

Taking off my clothes, I tried my hardest to wash off any traces, both from the blanket and my shorts. Eventually, Lily knocked. “Psst, can I come in?”

I blinked at the door. “You actually knocked.”

I could imagine how she rolled her eyes. “It’s because the door is locked.”

“Is Mom there?”

“They’re in the bathroom on the second floor. The coast is clear,” she said.

I opened the door and she hopped inside. She rushed to the bathroom, lifted the hem of her dress and pulled down her honey-stained panties. She sat down with a sigh and let go. “Ah, finally,” she said.

I could see the cum stains on her hand, hoping Diana hadn’t spotted it. “I can’t believe we did that,” I said, finding it oddly erotic seeing her pee.

She gave me a relaxed look. “I told you I used the invisible spell.”

I wanted to tell her that this wasn’t a computer simulation, but decided not to. I found her imagination funny.

“Admit it was exciting.”

“Yes,” I said and couldn’t deny that fact. “But it was still risky.”

She just shrugged and didn’t see it the same way I did. “I can’t believe you made me climax with just your hand … I usually need toys or something.”

“Mind telling me what something is?”

“Like porn, Switch controller, or some nice uneven object that hits the spot.”

I thought back to the day we played Switch together, and when I noticed the controller was sticky. “Wait, that day when I noticed the controller was sticky, I thought you said it was from perfume.”

“Pika, pika,” she said and made an innocent Pikachu face, making us both laugh. After we’d laughed, she added, “I owe you an apology. I thought you would think I was weird for doing it. But I did push that controller inside me the other night.”

“I forgive you,” I said, and her sexual adventure just thickened my cock.

She let go of the last drops and put on her nightgown. We brushed our teeth together and then went into our bedroom. I was still shocked at what we’d been up to. I realized how wrong it could go. “I still can’t believe we went that far.”

“I think I need to help you get your mind on something else,” she said cleverly.

“How?”

“Tickles!”

I barely had time to react before Lily pounced, her fingers finding all my most ticklish spots. I squirmed and tried to stifle my laughter, not wanting to alert Diana or Riley. My cock suddenly hardened despite the recent climax. The friction of her thighs against mine sent blood flowing to my cock.

Lily just continued to tickle me. While her fingers kept dancing all over me, I noticed how she dry-humped me as well, rubbing her crotch against my leg. She wasn’t wearing any panties either, smearing her nectar all over me. I writhed beneath her, torn between wanting to escape and enjoying the closeness. I started laughing hysterically, making my jaw and abs ache.

“Stop!” I gasped between giggles, trying to fend off her relentless tickle attack.

Lily grinned mischievously. “Never. I need to cure you!”

We rolled around on bed as I tried to escape her tickling fingers. Eventually, I managed to grab her wrists, pinning her beneath me. We were both breathing heavily, faces flushed from laughter and exertion.

“Gotcha,” I said triumphantly.

Lily’s eyes sparkled as she gazed up at me. “Oh really?”

Before I could react, she leaned up and captured my lips in a deep kiss. I melted into it, releasing her wrists to cup her face instead. Her arms wrapped around my neck, pulling me closer. Suddenly, someone knocked on the door, and we both gasped and turned to the door. I was lying right on top of her, my bulge straining against the underwear, poised right at her wet womanhood. Her nipples strained against her nightgown, and anyone who opened the door would realize we were up to something, and it wasn’t just play fighting.

“Please,” Diana said without opening the door. “You have to tone it down. Sofia is sleeping!”

“Sorry,” Lily squeaked.

“Goodnight you two,” she said.

“Goodnight,” I said.

We held our breath, listening to every step as she ascended the stairs, and finally, she closed the door. We looked each other in the eyes, and my lips fell on hers again, and we continued from where we left off.

Lily’s lips were soft and eager against mine as we resumed our passionate kiss. My hands slid down her sides, savoring the curves of her body through the thin nightgown. She arched into my touch, a soft moan escaping her lips.

“We should be quieter,” I whispered against her lips, even as my hips ground against hers instinctively.

“Then you’d better keep my mouth busy,” she teased, pulling me back down for another deep kiss.

We continued to kiss, for who knows how long, squeezing out as much love as possible till we were both out of breath. I came off her mouth, satisfied and rolled to the side.

“What were the odds of her not opening the door?” I asked her, knowing Lily had inherited Diana’s disdain for knocking on doors.

“I don’t know,” she said. “Why think of that though? That was my favorite kiss so far.”

I just smiled. “It was great,” I said, licking my sister’s sweetness from my lips.

“Tyler?” she asked.

I turned to her, caressing her thighs. “I’m listening.”

“Do you think we can have sex?”

I blinked at her. “You just gave me a handjob, and Mom was a second away from walking in on us kissing.”

“But that was because you were laughing hysterically.”

“Uh, yeah? After you hysterically tickled me.”

“Come on, we were just having fun. I’m still starving for fun since you left.”

I considered it. It sure was tempting, sliding in and out of her after such a day. “Let’s wait at least two hours, so we know they’re asleep.”

“Two?” she said. “How about one?”

“Fine,” I said.

She started a timer on the phone and just smiled. While we were waiting, we talked about various topics. We lay side by side, looked at each other as we discussed video games and feelings.

Eventually, she started touching my chest and arms. “You look nice,” she said out of nowhere.

“So do you,” I said. I also wished time moved quicker. I started getting in the mood again. “How much time left?”

“It’s only been like ten minutes,” she said.

I sighed. Suddenly, I started hearing some noises coming from outside. We had the window open, and I glanced at it. “What’s that?”

We held our breaths and started hearing the slow moans.

“It sounds like our mother is masturbating,” Lily said and listened further. “Yep, it definitely sounds like her.”

“But it’s coming from outside,” I pointed out.

“But her bedroom is right above ours. She might keep her window open, so the noise spills outside instead.”

I swung my feet off the bed and gently opened the window. Lily was right. It came from upstairs, and by the sound of her moans, it definitely sounded like our mom. Lily joined me, padding to the window.

“Yeah, it’s definitely, Diana,” she said in a lowered voice.

“Ah, oh, ah,” she moaned, trying to stifle her sounds of pleasure as I imagined how she worked a sex toy in and out of her womanhood.

“When I was gone, how often have you caught her masturbating?”

“I dunno. I’ve lost count,” she said. “I told you about her sleep issues.”

We stood silently by the window, listening to Diana’s soft moans and gasps drifting down from above. My heart raced, a mix of shock and unexpected arousal coursing through me. I’d never heard Diana like this before.

Lily leaned in close, her breath tickling my ear as she whispered, “She usually goes for about ten minutes when she does this.”

I turned to look at her, eyebrows raised. “How do you know that?”

She shrugged, a mischievous glint in her eye. “I may have timed her once or twice.”

I shook my head, torn between amusement and disbelief at my sister’s boldness. Above us, Diana’s breathing grew more ragged, her moans becoming more intense.

“Oh god,” Diana’s voice floated down, breathless and filled with need. “Yes, right there…”

Lily pressed closer, her hand sliding down to cup my growing erection through my shorts. “Seems like someone’s enjoying the show,” she teased.

“Not true,” I said firmly. “I was erect from the start.”

“Why are you blushing so hard then?” she asked.

“Forget about it,” I said. But both of us still listened till she reached the peak.

“That’s her climax,” she said matter-of-factly.

“Oh,” she moaned, which I knew could’ve been louder. She let out a sigh of relief and collapsed onto the bed, probably falling asleep shortly after.

I wiped a sweat from my brow. I couldn’t deny it had been hot listening to my mother masturbate. We hopped into bed again. “Does she do that once a day?” I asked her.

“Sometimes more,” Lily said. “After you had sex with me for the first time, I don’t understand how she could go on for so long without a man.”

“Me neither … I guess being a good mother is more important to her.”

“You don’t want a stepfather?”

I firmly shook my head. “Do you?”

“No,” she said. “But I still feel bad for her at times.”

“It could have been worse,” I said. “At least she’s proud of us.”

“She’s proud of you,” she corrected me. “I don’t do much besides playing video games.”

I lifted her chin. “Nonsense, she’s proud of you too.”

Lily gently smiled. “What’s there to be proud of?”

“You’ve been through a lot more than I have, and you still smile.”

“It’s because I have you two.”

“I think Mom sees it the same way,” I pointed out.

She mulled it over. “Yeah, maybe you’re right. Sometimes I just feel a bit insecure and lost. I’m not sure what I want to do in life.”

“I’m sure your Twitch thing will take off.”

“Why?”

“Because plenty of guys love girls who play video games.”

“I hope so,” she said, smiling again. “Either way, I don’t like that Mom’s stressed.”

“Me neither,” I said. “I might take some time to help her when we’re back.”

“You’re kind,” she said and wrapped her arm around me. “And warm … let’s lie like this for the next forty minutes.”

“Sure,” I said.

Those forty minutes passed quickly. Lily warmed me better than a blanket, her soft tits gently mashing against my chest. Her breath was sweet and kept descending down my neck, and I felt the gentle beat of her heart right on top of mine. Both my hands caressed the curves of her bottom. There was no better position than this, and my blood slowly flowed southward, my cock hardening against her.

The alarm went off, and she quickly turned it off, so we didn’t wake up anyone else. “Are you awake, sleepyhead?”

“I am,” I said.

“I am sweaty since I’ve been lying on you for so long.”

“I don’t care,” I said and waved my hand dismissively. “Are you wet?”

“Uh-huh,” she said and gently rubbed her peach against my leg. “Help me take off my nightgown.”

She sat up, and I pulled it over her head, freeing her beautiful breasts that I cupped in my hands. I sank my fingers into them. They were so satisfying to squeeze, making my hands melt. When I kept playing with them, she twirled her hair on her finger. She kept glancing down at my cock, and eventually, she reached for the waistband of my underwear and tugged them down. I helped her pull down my underwear, freeing my bone. “Gotcha,” she said and started pumping me.

We gently lay down, me on top of her.

“Can we do another position?” she asked, biting her lip as I was about to enter her. “On the side, so I can see myself get fucked in the mirror.”

“Fine,” I said in a husky voice. “But let’s do missionary first.”

I gently rubbed the head of my cock against her nectar, coating it thickly. She was soaked, and I pushed inside her, feeling her warmth envelop me for the second time in my life. It felt just as intense as the first time. Lily let out a soft moan, her legs wrapping around my waist to pull me deeper. I started with slow, measured thrusts, savoring the feeling of being joined with her again.

“Oh Tyler,” she breathed, her hands roaming over my back. “I’ve been waiting for this all day.”

I captured her lips in a deep kiss, muffling our moans as I picked up the pace. The bed creaked softly beneath us, but we were too lost in each other to care. Lily’s hips rose to meet mine, matching my rhythm perfectly.

After a few minutes, I remembered her request. “Ready to switch positions?” I whispered.

She nodded eagerly. We carefully rearranged ourselves, lying on our sides facing the mirror. I entered her from behind, lifting her leg so I could reach her slit a bit better. Lily’s eyes were fixed on our reflection, watching as I slid in and out of her.

“God, we look so hot together,” she murmured. “Sibling love.”

I nuzzled her neck, leaving a trail of kisses along her shoulder. “You’re beautiful,” I told her, my voice husky with desire.

We moved together, finding a steady rhythm that had us both panting with pleasure. I could feel the familiar tension building in my core, my release approaching fast. Lily’s inner walls were starting to flutter around me. “Are you getting there?” I asked her.

“Uh-huh,” she said. “You’re stretching me real good.”

“There is no pussy sweeter than yours.”

“I don’t like pussy, say kitty.”

“Kitty then,” I said with a chuckle as I kept sliding in and out of her, the pleasure intensifying. Suddenly, both of us heard the stairs creak, and I froze suddenly. “What’s that?”

“What’s what?” she asked, mildly disappointed that I stopped fucking her.

“I swear that I heard something,” I said, and we held our breaths. We both heard it, the stairs creaking as someone descended the stairs. We both exchanged glances.

“What time is it?” I whispered.

“Two in the morning,” she said, lowering her voice to a scarcely audible whisper.

“But the bathroom is upstairs,” I said. This would be difficult to explain. I was rock hard and she was soaked. We were both covered in a light sheen of sweat and the scent of musk had filled this room. This took sibling love to another level. Both of us were warm to the touch and even a child would understand that there was something else going on in this bedroom than a good night’s sleep. This for some reason just made her more excited. She faced me with her eyes glimmering as if it were Christmas Eve.

I quickly pulled my cock out from her love hole and pulled the sheets over us in case Diana would enter.

“It doesn’t sound like Mom though,” Lily said.

I listened as the mystery lady descended the stairs. “You’re right. It sounds like Riley.” She walked past this room and both of us froze. We could then breathe when we heard how she approached the foyer and put on her shoes.

“Is she heading out for a walk?” I wondered.

“Let’s check,” she said. She rolled out of bed and went on her toes to the window. I didn’t like this at all, but I just realized that the horse stable and garden were overlooking this bedroom. I followed her and got on my knees as I watched out the window. It was Riley. She wasn’t dressed in anything except for boots, and I could see her full moon in its full glory, brighter than the moon in the sky.

“What an ass,” I said, as I watched her cheeks jiggle with every step.

“Don’t you think it is a bit blubbery?”

“Afraid of competition?” I teased her, which was about time.

She seized my cock and gave it a stroke of affection. “Nope, you’re mine.”

Riley headed into the stable and came back with a couple of riding equipment. Lily was already ducking, taking my cock in her mouth. “What are you doing, ah, ah.” She sucked me so hard that her cheeks hollowed out. As I looked up and wanted to catch a glance at Riley’s delicious breasts, I met her eyes for a brief moment and saw a smirk spreading on her lips. I quickly ducked, my heart pounding in the middle of my chest. Lily was still blowing me, and I had to push her away. “What are you doing?”

“I just didn’t want that woman to take the attention away from me,” she said and made a little sad face while licking her lips.

“She’ll be inside any minute. Let’s jump back to bed so we don’t get caught here.”

As Riley entered the door, we snuck into the bed again. I didn’t know how I was going to tell Lily that Riley had seen me. If she hadn’t given me that surprise blowjob, I would have found time to hide as well. Riley approached the stairs but stopped by our door. Both of us exchanged glances, but she then went up the stairs. “What was that?” Lily mouthed and wondered why she suddenly stood there.

“Be glad she didn’t walk in on us,” I said firmly.

“Admit it was thrilling though,” she said.

“It sure was,” I said.

Just when she mentioned it, my cock hardened to steel, and she felt it when she tightly caught it in her grip. “You don’t have to tell me anything, that confirms it.”

“Alright, should we fuck again or just whisper to each other for the rest of the night?”

“Let’s have sex again.” She rolled to the side and backed her ass against my raging hard-on. She lifted her leg and I searched her slit with my cock. The head touched her lips and parted them. Holding her leg, I then pushed it inside, and her pussy soaked my cock. She was so drenched that I just slid in. While holding her leg and thrusting her, I explored her body, cupping her breasts and flicking her stiff nipples.

“Hmm, my brother’s hard penis, ah, ah,” she moaned in joy as the pleasure interrupted her speech.

I was as hard as before even though I’d already emptied myself earlier on the blanket. The only difference now was that it took more effort to feel the orgasm building.

“They must be deaf if they don’t hear us,” I said and plunged my cock inside her again. I reached her deeper and deeper, and her walls tightened around my shaft.

“Let’s blame the gods for making this feel so good,” she said and grasped her pillow, her entire body throbbing with desire. “Can you try to push it deeper?”

“You sure I’m not hurting you?”

“No,” she said between her moans.

I lifted her leg till her knee bonked her face. It gave me more room, and I pounded her harder and deeper. “Better?”

“Uh-huh.” She didn’t say much now as just moans and cries of pleasure escaped her sexy lips.

“Not so loud,” I warned her and tried to keep the flesh-smacking to a minimum.

“I used the stealth spell, it’s okay. I saved some mana from earlier.”

I rolled my eyes. “Lily, I love you.” Her words just made me fuck her harder.

She dug her nails into the pillow, ripping a hole into it. She bit down hard on her bottom lip, trying to suppress the wave of pleasure building inside her. But as it crashed over her, she couldn’t stop the loud moan from escaping her throat, echoing in the dark room.

“Jesus, Lily,” I tried to warn her. I prayed she wasn’t playing me with her stealth spell. If I wasn’t about to climax myself, I would have stopped right away. But it was too intense. It felt so good to fuck her.

She let go of the pillow and slumped back. It was then my turn to orgasm. I jolted and spilled my second load inside her. “Gosh,” I moaned as her soaked pussy couldn’t stop hugging my erection.

I slowed down, letting her sex milk me of the last ropes of cum. Just when I was about to come down from the high, I heard how the floor squeaked right outside the bedroom. Both of us gasped, and this time we weren’t saved by luck. Someone pressed down the door handle, and the door opened and a hand reached for the switch.


Chapter 5

“I’m trying to sleep—” Riley said, but when she discovered both of us, with my erection stuffed deep inside my little sister and my right hand holding onto her breasts, Riley stiffened on the threshold. Neither Lily nor I found words as a deep blush covered every inch of our faces.

“Oh gosh, I’m so sorry,” Riley said and her right hand flew to her mouth.

“We’re finished,” Lily said awkwardly.

“Sorry for the noise,” I said just as awkwardly as Lily.

Riley raised her hands in an apology. “It’s okay. And don’t worry, I won’t tell your mom about this … But be a bit more discreet next time.” She slowly closed the door while she saw the girth of my thick cock thrust deep into Lily. Her eyes lit up, and I’d never seen a woman close a door so slowly. She retreated up to her bedroom, and I could finally take my cock out of Lily’s wet slit and breathe in the awkward air that still lingered in this room.

“Did you run out of mana?” I asked her after a long awkward minute.

She lightly punched my shoulder. “No, I didn’t. She must have used a superior spell.”

“Whatever,” I said. “There’s nothing we can do about it now.”

“She promised not to tell Mom, so I guess we’re safe for now. If you’re worried about our mother finding out.”

“I suppose,” I said and felt bad for hiding this relationship and possibly waking up Sofia with our sounds of lust. “Let’s get some sleep.”

“I agree,” she said and cuddled up to me.


Chapter 6

Iembraced Riley, and she tightened her soft arms around me. The dress she wore was quite thin, making me feel the outline of her bra against my chest, and the lace panties as I kept my hands at the borders of her bottom. “Can’t wait to see you again,” she said, her breath minty and sweet.

“You too,” I told Riley, letting her warm boobs warm my chest. We’d talked about me coming over to help them with the florist shop. I had a month’s break from work before I would start full-time again, so it wasn’t an issue.

It was two days ago she’d caught me with my erection stuffed deep inside Lili. Yesterday, she had done a good job pretending like nothing. My sister had told me, “Told you so they don’t care.”

I still wasn’t comfortable, and I knew we had messed up. We shouldn’t have moaned so loudly, but just what Lily had told me, “Why did the gods make sex feel so good?”

Yesterday hadn’t been so awkward even if Lily and I had discussed it in the morning. “Let’s just pretend like nothing.” She had also convinced me to give me a blowjob to soothe my nerves. We’d gone behind the barn where she’d pulled my shorts down and sucked me till I spilled my cum inside her mouth. The job had been slightly teethy, but not badly executed. There was talent but room for improvement.

When we’d gone to sleep, we’d just masturbated together. We didn’t want to risk Diana catching me with my cock in Lily’s honey jar.

It was my sister’s turn to hug Riley goodbye, and I watched them both. I couldn’t see any hidden glances or cryptic winks from either. They were a lot better at pretending like nothing than I was.

My mother was last, and I looked at them as they embraced each other. I was also looking for clues, but I ended up perving on them instead. How could I resist? They were hot, and yet again I saw my mother from a different perspective. Sexual fantasies of her and me simmered in the back of my mind. The way their tits mashed together was like erotic art, and I dreamed of being squeezed between them.

“See you the day after tomorrow,” Riley said with a wink.

“Can’t wait!” Diana replied, smiling. “Text me when you get home.”

“Will do. And hey, let me know if anything comes up.”

“You know I will. Take care.”

“You too. Bye, and bye for now, Tyler and Lily.”

We all said goodbye to her before hopping into the car.

We drove back, chatting about different things. “Julia texted me and asked if I could sleep over,” Lily said, looking at me demurely.

“Yeah? And?”

“Uh, is that okay with you?”

“Why wouldn’t it be?” I asked, amused.

“I thought we’d be spending the summer together,” she said.

“The summer’s long, and I’m staying with you for a month,” I reminded her. “Friends are just as important as… family.”

She nodded. I almost said “lovers” but stopped myself at the last second. “I see,” she said. “I might be gone for a couple of days, three at most.”

“It’s fine,” I said.

“We’ll text each other, right?”

“Of course,” I said. “I promised to help Mom anyway.”

“With what?”

“Her florist shop,” I said.

“It feels so much better having you with us now,” Lily said, leaning her head against my shoulder.

“I agree,” Diana said, glancing at us in the rearview mirror. “It really feels like home.”

I just smiled. Lily typed something on her phone and showed it to me: I want to kiss you so badly. When she stops for gas, can we kiss?

I took her phone and typed back, Sure, but we have to be gentle with the tongues.

She beamed and rested her head against my shoulder. We sat as close as we could, enjoying the moment of our forbidden love.

* * *

When we got back, we dropped our bags inside. The place still smelled the same, both Diana and Riley carried that familiar floral scent with them. Lily started packing for her stayover at Julia’s, and I helped her. I liked Julia; she was sweet, and I was grateful she was one of the few who saw my sister’s beauty and uniqueness.

Before Lily jumped into the car with Diana, she hugged me privately in the bathroom. “You promise we’ll text each other?” she asked, a hint of longing in her voice.

“Of course I do,” I reassured her once again, gently caressing her back. A single trip to Riley’s farm had changed our relationship for the better. We were in love, and we’d admitted it to each other. Maybe we always had been, but the intimacy just solidified it. We’d never had any serious fights, and I’d always stood up for her. It seemed inevitable that we’d end up closer.

I pressed my lips to hers, careful to keep the kiss quiet so Diana wouldn’t hear us.

I pulled away and headed downstairs, helping her carry her sleeping bag, which was heavier than I expected for just a sleepover.

“If you need anything else, just let me know,” Diana said. “I’ll happily bring it to you.”

“No, you don’t have to,” Lily replied. “I know you’re busy.”

“My kids first,” Diana said firmly.

“Fine, but I have everything I need.”

“Your contacts?”

“Yes,” Lily said and put the bag into the trunk.

“Aren’t you going to hug your brother goodbye?”

She hadn’t seen what we’d done in the bathroom, but I didn’t mind an extra hug, and neither did Lily. She fell into my arms again, her heartbeat warm against me. “Have fun,” I told her.

“You too. Take care of Mom while I’m gone.”

I glanced up at Diana, who smiled warmly.

Letting go of Lily, I waved goodbye and went inside to slump on the couch. I’d been paranoid that Riley might tell Diana, but so far, it seemed like she’d decided to keep quiet about us.

Diana had spotted my uneasiness the last day, asking if I was okay. It was just before my sister had talked me into the blowjob behind the barn.

“Mom is going to find out,” I told myself. You couldn’t hide love. It was as simple as that.

* * *

Diana pulled into the driveway and called out as she walked in. “Tyler?”

“I’m outside,” I replied. It was 4 p.m., and I sat under the patio umbrella.

She stepped out, wearing a fitted pencil skirt that highlighted her curves and a crisp white blouse tucked in. Her long blonde hair looked more lustrous than ever, drenched in sunlight and natural beauty. She sat down next to me with a sigh of relief. “Julia is the sweetest girl. You should meet her.”

“And steal her from Lily?” I teased.

“That’s not what I meant,” she said, giving my thigh a playful pat. “I’m just glad Lily has found a dear friend to hang out with instead of playing video games all day.”

“I agree,” I said, my thoughts drifting to how Lily talked about Julia. She was likely a wonderful influence compared to most other girls Lily had dealt with.

“Lily was so excited, but she kept saying how much she’d miss you, more than usual,” Diana said, giving me a suspicious look.

I swallowed hard, hoping she wouldn’t piece together what had been going on. “I’ll miss her too, but—”

“It’s okay,” Diana cut in. “I’m just glad you’re there for her. There were days when things felt really tough.”

“You’re not the only one who felt that way,” I noted.

“I know. The first thing you did was to stand up for her,” Diana said. A glint of tears was about to fall from her eye. I reached for some tissue paper and handed it to her. “You’re so sweet.” She dried her eyes. “I just get a bit emotional when thinking of it.”

I was a bit puzzled since I believed I saw tears of joy. “That I stood up for her?”

“Of course,” she said. “You quickly grew up and have always been responsible. I’m just proud to have raised you, that’s all.”

We exchanged smiles. It felt good whenever Diana bragged about me.

“She has to stop sneaking in my room though,” Diana said and crumpled the tissue paper. She said it with a heartfelt smile. “I’ve caught her a couple of times while you were gone.”

“What’s she looking after?” I asked her.

Diana gave me a knowing look. “I have a feeling you know.”

“Alright, let’s change the topic,” I said.

She chuckled and patted my thigh. “Can we sit down and maybe discuss the flower business? You mentioned you had some ideas for the website.”

“I do,” I said, nodding. I was also glad we changed topics. I didn’t want to know what Diana meant by that comment.

We settled on the outdoor sofa, and I pulled up the laptop on my lap. I walked her through their website, pointing out a few changes they could make. I tried to stay focused, but I couldn’t help noticing how she inched closer, her hips brushing against mine. Her sweet, floral scent was intoxicating.

“You’re full of ideas. You and Lily both have such creative minds,” she said.

“Nothing wrong with video games,” I joked, winking.

“I guess you’re right,” Diana said, smiling wide. “I’m not against them, but we need sunshine too.”

“I hear you,” I said. “I might go to the gym later. Is that okay?”

“Sure,” she said, running her fingers lightly through my hair. “How do you manage with all this hair in the way?”

“It’s fine for now,” I said.

“You sure you don’t want me to cut it?”

“Maybe,” I said, blushing a little as her hands played with my hair.

“Is that a yes or no?”

“It’s fine, you can cut it later,” I told her.

“Another thing, do you mind coming to the shop tomorrow? Since you’re so big and strong, it would be nice if you could help us lift some products.”

“Sure. Lily isn’t here, so I don’t have much to do anyway.”

She pressed her lips to my cheek, her touch as soft as a rose. It stirred something deep within me. “I’ll try to have dinner ready when you’re back.”

“Thanks,” I said, shifting in my seat to hide the erection. I rose to my feet, trying to block it with my hand.

* * *

I didn’t only go to the gym to workout, but to clear my mind and deal with the sexual frustration. I hadn’t planned on it, but now that Lily was gone, and I was left alone with my gorgeous mother, I felt a strong pull toward her. I wanted more than just a kiss on the cheek, but I tried to suppress it.

As I started reaching my home, I saw steam coming out from the bathroom on the second floor. It was my mother’s bathroom, and after a closer look, it seemed like she had forgotten to cover the window.

As I walked up the walkway, I saw her more clearly. As the steam settled, she was fully nude. My jaw almost dropped. It was the first time in years I had seen her naked. Her boobs were big as melons, slightly sagging on her chest, but they were still impressively high for the size of her bust. It must take years to explore them, and they could warm me thoroughly throughout a cold winter. Her figure was toned but somewhat curvy. She stood in front of her mirror, giving me a delicious view of her backside, her curves the most beautiful things I’d seen in my life. I wanted to grab and squeeze them. I popped the weirdest erection in my life as I ogled at her brushing her hair.

“Wow,” I said and had to pull my jaw back up. The sight of her naked sparked my imagination. Suddenly, I saw scenes of us together I’d never even thought of. It was impossible not to dream of her. I wondered what type of head she could give me, one without teeth and plenty of eye contact. Then I delved deeper thinking of how she could teach Lily to suck a cock properly. It was like a forbidden fantasy, and according to Lily, they were quite open.

I shook my head and realized pedestrians could clearly see who I was looking at, and it would only take one turn from my mother, and she would catch me checking her out.

I quickly went inside, cleared my throat and called for her. “Mom, I’m home!”

She opened the bathroom door. “That was quick!”

“Yeah, I was a bit more focused than usual.”

“I haven’t made dinner yet, would you like me to cut your hair now?”

“Sure,” I said. “Where are you?”

“In the bathroom. I just finished my shower.”

I went upstairs and dumped my gym bag in my bedroom. I knocked on her door. “Can I come in?”

She opened the door, dressed in a loosely-tied purple bathrobe. I quickly discovered that she wore nothing beneath that bathrobe, and I could see her cleavage and the inner parts of her breasts. Her garment barely covered her areolas, and she radiated warmth from the recent shower. She stepped aside, motioning me to come inside.

I entered her bathroom, admiring the tiles that were so clean that they reflected the light in the ceiling. There wasn’t a single hair in the sink, and it was adorned with bouquets of flowers. She had an entire shelf filled with perfumes, makeup and creams. I just kept some shaving stuff and a bottle of soap on my bathroom shelf.

“What’s the secret to keeping everything so clean?”

She chuckled and placed her hands on my shoulders, massaging me. “To be a woman.”

“I should’ve guessed,” I said, relaxing as her soft fingers kneaded the tight knots. She took her time, breathing down my neck. It felt so good and relaxing. She sure had a touch to die for.

“How do you want your hair?”

“I’ll take a gamble and let you decide.”

She chuckled. “Alright … I’m also feeling bold.” She let go of my shoulders and patted the chair.

“That was a relaxing massage.”

“Just thought of relaxing you so you don’t panic over your new haircut.”

“You got it all figured out.” I plopped down and drew in a deep breath. “How was the shower?”

“Warm and long,” she said seductively. “Exactly how I like them.”

It started feeling erotic to be here alone with my mother while she only wore a bathrobe and the way she spoke too. She draped the cape around my neck, and while she stood behind me, adjusting the cape, her bust made contact with my neck. I wasn’t sure, but it looked like they were about to fall out of her bathrobe while she leaned forward.

“There we go,” she said. “I haven’t cut your hair in years.”

“It’s about time,” I said. While the cape covered me, I gently moved my right hand to my crotch, slipping it under my shorts. I was originally going to move it to the side since it was straining badly against the zipper, but once I seized it, I slowly stroked myself. It just happened. I couldn’t resist. I promised myself not to come as my sister and I did during the movie night.

“Was it Jody who took care of the haircuts?” Diana asked, ruffling my hair a little.

“Usually,” I said, hoping she didn’t notice what I was up to.

“Nice,” she said. “I love cutting hair, trimming or gardening.”

A genuine smile flourished on her face as she gathered her equipment and went to work.

I tried to stay still as Diana worked on my hair, but her proximity was intoxicating. The soft brush of her breasts against my back and the occasional waft of her floral scent made it difficult to focus on anything else. I kept my hand discreetly wrapped around my cock, not sure what to do with my growing arousal.

“Did you meet any girls at the gym?” she asked as a lock of hair fell on the cape.

“Plenty … but I still want a timeout.”

“Okay,” she said. “I don’t mean to meddle, but I like seeing when you go out and have fun.”

It sounded like she was getting aroused too. I knew women like men with many partners, but I couldn’t tell if that was on her mind or just being alone with me.

As she continued to cut, I felt her sweet breath along my neck. I gently stroked myself. The first time I had ever done so to my mother.

I tried to steady my breathing as Diana’s fingers ran through my hair, snipping away. Her touch was gentle yet precise, each movement sending tingles down my spine. I couldn’t help but imagine those same fingers caressing other parts of my body. Not just her fingers, but those juicy, jiggling boobs that looked like ripe fruits ready to be enjoyed.

“You’re so tense,” she remarked, kneading my shoulders briefly. “Everything okay?”

“Just a bit sore from the gym,” I lied, suppressing a groan as her thumbs worked out a knot.

“I’ll give you a proper massage later if you’d like.”

The thought of her hands on my bare skin made my cock twitch. I nodded, not trusting my voice.

As she leaned in to trim around my ears, her robe gaped open slightly. In the mirror, I caught a glimpse of creamy cleavage and the curve of her breast. My hand moved faster under the cape, stroking my aching shaft. This was getting torturous.

“Almost done,” Diana murmured, her breath hot on my neck. “You’re looking so handsome.”

I bit my lip, fighting back a moan as the pleasure built. This was so wrong, but I couldn’t stop. The taboo only made it hotter.

“There,” she said, stepping back to admire her work. “What do you think?”

Letting go of my aching erection, I barely registered my reflection, distracted by her flushed cheeks and the way her nipples peeked through the thin fabric of her robe. I had to drag my eyes away from her and to my fresh ear-length haircut. It didn’t look bad at all.

“Looks great,” I said and tried my hardest to tuck my cock into the waistband. I didn’t want her to see it at all, and I didn’t want her to get the wrong idea.

“So you like it?” she asked, brushing the hair away from the cape, making contact with the bulge. She stiffened for a second before glancing at me for a quick second.

“I love it,” I said, trying to fight back the blush that was about to make things even more embarrassing.

“Let me just put on some clothes, and I’ll have dinner ready,” she said in her sweet tone as if she hadn’t just touched my boner.

“Sure,” I said. While she went outside to grab the vacuum cleaner, I rose to my feet and headed downstairs.

Except for the embarrassing moment at the end, it felt wonderful. It wasn’t just a haircut but a loving deed, and the shoulder massage at the end was like the cherry on top. Again, I noticed the subtle difference. She had cut my hair before, kissed my cheeks many times in the past, but now I viewed those touches and deeds a bit differently. They were sensual and erotic.

While I waited for Diana, my phone lit up. It was a lengthy text from Lily. It was a recap of what they’d been up to, and she also sent me a pic of her breasts. I chuckled. I remember your boobs clearly well. You don’t have to send me a picture.

Hee-hee, I thought you’d enjoy them.

I do, trust me.

What are you up to?

Waiting for Diana to cook us dinner. She just gave me a haircut.

OMG! Photo, now!

I took a selfie and sent it to her.

Wow, you look so much hotter. Julia says the same.

Tell her I say hi.

She says hi back. She wants your number.

It’s fine, you can give it to her.

Okay, everything else’s good?

Yes, and you?

Yes, but I miss you.

I miss you too.

Have you masturbated?

Come on, isn’t there something else on your mind?

Yes, I want to hear your voice.

We can do a quick call.

She called me immediately, giving me a second recap of everything they’d been up to. She sounded really excited, and I understood why. She didn’t have many friends while growing up, and now that she had Julia it felt different. It warmed my heart to hear about her joy, and both of us found it difficult to put our phones down.

Diana descended the stairs in a pencil dress. “Are you talking to Lily?”

“I am,” I said.

“Pass me the phone,” she said, sitting down next to me.

I handed it to her, and they spoke for many more minutes till Diana had to remind her of something important. “Sweetheart, you’re with Julia now. You should keep her company. You have plenty of time to speak with us once you come back.”

“You’re right,” she said. “You did a wonderful haircut by the way.”

“Thank you.”

“Pass a kiss to Tyler.”

“I’ll let him know.”

“Love you, bye!”

“Love you too, sweetheart,” Diana said and she hung up. Diana turned to me and pressed her lips to my forehead again. “From Lily.”

“I heard her.”

“I knew she would love your haircut.”

“Yeah, you sure nailed it,” I had to agree.

She gently patted my thigh. “Should I start with dinner?”

“I’m starving,” I said.

Diana smiled and rose, her pencil dress hugging her curves. “Fajitas sound good?”

“Perfect,” I replied, my mouth already watering at the thought.

“Why don’t you set up the table outside while I cook? It’s such a beautiful evening.”

I nodded and headed out to the terrace. A gentle breeze rustled through the trees, carrying the sweet scent of Diana’s flower garden.

After half an hour, the dinner was finished, which we enjoyed side by side.

* * *

I went to bed earlier, but I found it hard to fall asleep. I tossed and turned, thinking of what to masturbate to. Ever since I had seen my mother nude, I had been rock-hard. I looked at my phone and stared at my little sister’s breasts. I reminisced over that day when I had come all over them, and how they dripped with cum. It had been the exciting start of our relationship, but it felt like a downgrade to masturbate to them. It had been exciting and adventurous when we first did it together, and she showed me how she masturbated. “First I lick my fingers,” her innocent voice still rang in my ears.

But I wanted something different. I quickly started thinking of Diana, and how I’d seen her naked for the first time in my life. I didn’t think I could possibly grow any harder, but I did. She had a body to die for even in her late thirties. Not many women could brag about the curves, breasts and wrinkle-free skin that she was endowed with, let alone her personality.

It felt so taboo to masturbate to the fantasy of my mother, but I couldn’t resist. Slowly, I started hearing sounds coming from my mother’s bedroom. I heard moans, groans, and sounds of pleasure … she was definitely petting her kitty. My cock throbbed painfully as I pictured her naked body, her hands roaming over her curves.

Against my better judgment, I crept out of bed and tiptoed to her door. It was slightly ajar, allowing me to peek inside. The sight before me nearly made me cum on the spot.

Diana was sprawled on the bed, completely nude. One hand kneaded her full breast while the other worked between her legs. Her head was thrown back, blonde hair fanned out beneath her like a goddess.

“Oh god, yes,” she whimpered. “That feels so good…”

She had several toys on her bed, and she kept switching them from a vibrator to a clit stimulator. I peered inside and caught my first glimpse of her pussy. It was unusually pink and crisp for her age. It looked identical to Lily’s but only slightly puffier. I wished I could masturbate right here, but I didn’t want to come on her door.

I quickly went back to my bedroom, hopped into bed and started masturbating in tandem with her. It felt like when I’d done it together with Lily.

I closed my eyes, stroking myself in rhythm with Diana’s muffled moans. The image of her naked body writhing in pleasure was seared into my mind. I imagined crawling into bed beside her, replacing her hands with my own. It made me shiver with pleasure.

“Oh,” I heard her gasp. “Ah…”

Her cries grew louder and more intense. I pumped my cock faster, feeling my own orgasm building. The wrongness of it all only heightened my arousal.

Suddenly, Diana let out a long wail of pleasure, which was the most pleasant sound I’d heard in my life.

That pushed me over the edge. I bit my lip to muffle my groan as I exploded, spurting hot ropes of cum across my stomach.

As the aftershocks faded, guilt and shame washed over me. But I couldn’t deny how incredibly turned on I was.

I cleaned myself up and tried to sleep, but my mind kept replaying what I’d seen and heard. Diana’s gorgeous body, and her cries of pleasure… I tossed and turned for hours before finally drifting off.


Chapter 7

Ihopped out of the car, the bright sunlight blinding me for a moment. Shielding my eyes, I saw Diana’s florist shop in front of me. “Thirsty?” Diana said with a wink. She’d probably spotted the sheen of sweat on my forehead. Even with AC, it was a hot ride.

“Yeah … I’m dying for a drink.”

The morning hadn’t been as awkward as I thought it would, even though I had masturbated to Diana last night.

I couldn’t tell if she knew how loud she had been, but she didn’t show any signs of caring. She was free-spirited like her daughter.

“That sure is needed,” I said, glancing at her again and drinking in her beauty.

When the sun caressed her hair, she glowed like a flame. Diana was dressed in a flowery dress with spaghetti straps that reached her knees. It hugged her delicious curves, and it had a generous V-neck that showed off the valley between her boobs. It wasn’t difficult to imagine what kind of treasures she hid under that dress when I had seen her masturbate.

We walked into their little florist shop. I greeted two young girls working as sales assistants, then headed to the storage area, where I found Riley beaming at me.

“Wow, who cut your hair?” she asked, opening her arms and pulling me into a warm hug. She was wearing an off-the-shoulder top, a skirt, and enough perfume to make me want to linger in her embrace.

“Mom,” I said. If anyone had great hair, it was Riley. Her red hair looked like it had been kissed by fire, and if I didn’t have Diana’s dark blonde, I’d love to have Riley’s mesmerizing color.

“She did one hell of a job,” Riley said with a giggle, raking her fingers through my hair.

“I can’t argue with that.”

She broke the hug and looked me in the eyes. “Thanks for coming, and thank you so much for helping us out.”

“You’re welcome,” I said. “It’s the least I could do.”

They took me to their office, where I showed them the changes I’d made to their website. We talked about what I’d discussed with my mother, and I applied my social media skills from my online store to theirs. I knew that the knowledge was transferable and could be useful in different contexts.

Then it was time to help them lift bags of garden soil, pots, and other heavy items. I started sweating, and I glanced at my mom. “You don’t mind if I take my shirt off?”

“No,” she said with a wink.

I struggled to pull it off as it clung to my back, but once it was off, I felt both Diana’s and Riley’s eyes on me. “Nice body,” Riley said.

“I see why you’re so fit when you have to lift all this,” I told her with a grin and continued with the heavy lifting.

“We only do this like once a month,” Diana said. “I wanted to be naughty and take advantage of your vacation.”

“You’re starting to sound like Lily now.”

“Don’t worry, I won’t tickle you,” she said with a laugh.

It felt great, as always, to do something for my mother. Eventually, she excused herself for a bathroom break, and Riley seized the opportunity.

“It’s okay to take a break once in a while,” she said, already handing me a cup of water.

“You’re right,” I said, slumping down next to her.

She was sweet enough to hand me a towel, which I definitely needed. “Thanks.”

“You’re welcome,” she said with a smile. “So… how long have you and Lily been, you know?”

I nodded, remembering the night we were caught. The day after, everything had just gone on as usual, and she hadn’t dropped any cryptic hints. “It kind of started recently,” I said, struggling to maintain eye contact.

“Just out of the blue?”

“No,” I said. “I think I’ve always loved her… It’s just that her becoming an adult, us being close while growing up, and me protecting her over the years kind of pushed us together.”

“I understand,” she said. “Don’t worry, I haven’t told your mom.”

“I figured,” I said.

“But I can let you in on a secret,” she whispered.

I looked up, intrigued. “What’s that?”

“Well,” she said, gently stroking her cup up and down. “She has admitted … more than once, of having sexual fantasies about you.”

It felt like she dropped a bomb and suddenly everything stood still. I could only hear the beat of my heart, and then I felt an overwhelming sensation with hints of joy. I wasn’t sure where the joy came from, or if it would have been there if it hadn’t been for last night. “Really?” I questioned her, not sure what to believe since Riley wasn’t a liar.

“Yup. I find you insanely hot too,” she admitted. “So I don’t blame her … Now do you mind telling me if you have thought of something similar?”

“It kind of happened last night,” I said. “I happened to masturbate to her when I heard her … doing the same.”

“Wow,” she said. She was about to say something, but at that moment we had to stop. Diana came back, patting my back and taking a seat.

“Having a little break?”

“Yeah,” I said. It felt different to sit next to her after Riley had revealed one of her secrets.

Diana kissed me again on the cheek. “You’ve done an amazing job. There’s almost nothing else to move now.”

“I like to get things done,” I said, shifting a little in my seat after her kiss.

“Is everything okay with you?”

“Yeah, I just need to wind down.”

“That’s fine. I have to sort some things out at the office. So I’ll leave you here for a little bit.”

“Okay.”

“Riley will keep you entertained.”

Riley winked at me, and she had seen that kiss and how I reacted. As Diana walked away, I couldn’t help but admire the way her hips swayed with every step. The curve of her backside was so sensual and perfect, and I couldn’t tear my eyes away until she closed the door.

“I saw you glancing at her,” Riley said with a mischievous grin.

“Because I also find her attractive,” I said. I had nothing to hide after all.

“I can let you know another secret,” she said and leaned forward. “I also have a taboo fetish, and when I noticed you and Lily, it was the hottest thing I’d seen in my life.”

I thought I knew where this was going. “It felt quite natural doing it with Lily, a little taboo at first, but with our mother, I’m not sure.”

“How about you and I do a roleplay to warm you up for it?”

“Roleplay?”

“I’ll pretend to be your mom. I’ll give you a little massage and we’ll see where it will take us,” she said, her grin just widening.

“Sure,” I said. I couldn’t refuse to get nude with Riley anyway. “At your place?”

She shook her head. “We’ll make it more authentic by doing it at your mother’s place.”

I nodded. “We’ll have to be quick then.” I knew my mother had therapy after her shift, which she had briefly told me about. After her appointment, she also had some yoga classes to wind down. It wouldn’t take more than two hours.

“Don’t worry about it being quick,” she said, placing her hand on mine, and gently caressing it. “With a body and face like yours, I’ll get off even quicker than you.”

I chuckled. “I’ll have to let my sister know.”

“I understand… you’re a good brother.”

I quickly texted Lily, letting her know that Riley and I might get intimate. She didn’t mind, since Riley was a friend. She even mentioned that the idea of a man having only one woman was nonsense. I just smiled at her words, knowing how much Lily meant to me.

* * *

As Diana headed for therapy, Riley told her that she could give me a ride home. I already started feeling the erotic tension building between us and what was to come. She was my mother’s best friend, and I had dreamt of her since I hit puberty.

I couldn’t believe she was willing to do this kind of roleplay with me, warming me up for actually having sex with my mother.

“Do you know why she’s in therapy?” Riley asked as we cruised along the road.

“Lily told me about her stress and sleep issues.”

“True, but I think she’s pretty sexually deprived.”

“Yeah, no kidding, she hasn’t had anyone in forever.”

“And if you only knew how many heads she turns,” Riley said. “Her kids come before herself.”

“It just makes me feel bad for her.”

“It’s because you’re loving,” Riley said with a smile. “So you’re willing to help her out?”

“If it will be better for her, yes.”

“You can admit you want some yourself,” Riley said with a giggle. “You didn’t have a problem admitting you masturbated to her after all.”

“You’re right,” I said, knowing she had a point.

We pulled into our driveway, and I opened the door for her and let her in. As we stood in the foyer, I was already popping wood in anticipation. “Uhm, I’ve never done roleplay before. How do we start?”

“Okay, it will be fun, I promise. You come in and you’re sore from the gym. I offer you a massage, and since you’re such a loving son, you give me a massage. We see each other naked, and since no one is watching, we do what a horny mother and son will do, alright?”

“And I’ll call you Mom?”

“Yes, and I’ll call you my son,” she said and gave me a similar kiss on the cheek as my mother usually would.

“Alright,” I said.

We started. Riley went and had a seat. I came in and pretended I had just gotten home from the gym. “Mom, I’m home.”

“Hi, sweetie,” she said, knowing well what Diana called us. “How was your workout?”

“It was fine,” I said and sat down next to her. “I’m just a bit sore.”

“Oh,” she said, sounding concerned for me while patting my thigh. “I can give you a massage to loosen up those knots.”

“Sure,” I said.

Riley patted the couch cushion. “Come, lie down here.”

I stretched out on my stomach as she began kneading my shoulders. Her soft hands felt amazing, working out the tension. It was clear to me that she took as good care of herself as Diana.

“Mmm, that feels good, Mom,” I murmured, getting into the roleplay.

“I’m glad, honey. You work so hard, you deserve to relax.” Her fingers dug deeper into my muscles.

After a few minutes, she said, “It might work better if you take your shirt off.”

I obliged, pulling my T-shirt over my head. Riley grinned when she saw my abs and chest, and she couldn’t resist placing her hand on my pec. “Look at you,” she said. “Hard work pays off, eh?”

“It sure does,” I said.

“Lie down and I’ll take care of you.”

Riley’s hands returned to my bare skin, her touch sending tingles through my body.

“My, you’ve gotten so muscular,” she purred. “Such a handsome young man.”

Her palms slid lower, massaging my lower back. I felt myself getting aroused as her fingers brushed the waistband of my shorts. “Turn around,” she said.

I did, revealing the massive bulge that kept pressing against my shorts. She straddled my legs, lowering herself right onto my crotch. Since she wore a skirt, I felt her panties press against my bulge. Leaning forward and reaching to my shoulders, she gently squeezed her boobs together, enhancing her cleavage. Her red hair spilled in front of her, erotically veiling us.

I inhaled sharply as Riley’s warm body pressed against mine. Her breasts swayed above me as she massaged my chest and shoulders.

“You’re so tense, sweetie,” she said. “Relax.”

“I’m trying.”

Her hips began to rock subtly against my groin, sending jolts of pleasure through me. I groaned softly, my hands instinctively moving to grip her thighs. I wanted to tear her skirt apart.

“Mom,” I breathed, fully immersed in the roleplay now. “That feels so good. You’ve never given me a massage like that.”

Riley smiled seductively. “I’m glad. I’m doing this because I love you.”

“You don’t think this is weird, Mom?” I asked her.

“No,” she said, giving me a funny look. “I’m doing this because I love you. I don’t want you to be sore.”

“Alright,” I said, closing my eyes as she gave me a massage to die for. I opened my eyes, and they landed right on her breasts that were being squeezed together by her arms, and at the same time, her panties kept making contact with my bulge.

“What are you looking at?” she asked coquettishly.

“I’m sorry …”

“No, it’s okay,” she said, stopping the massage. “Do you want to see them?”

“Yeah,” I said, nodding eagerly.

Riley sat up and slowly pulled her top over her head, revealing a lacy red bra that barely contained her ample breasts. My cock throbbed painfully in my shorts as I drank in the sight of her. It was about to happen. I was about to see her gorgeous boobs.

“Oh, Mom,” I moaned. “You’re so beautiful.”

“Thank you, sweetie,” she purred. She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, letting it fall right on top of my chest. Her boobs spilled free, jiggling and swaying till they found equilibrium. They were big and had a slight tan, revealing the fact she likes to be outside topless. Her nipples were thick and suckable, and I felt an urge to explore them. “Do you like what you see?”

I nodded wordlessly, mesmerized by her perfect breasts. Riley took my hands and placed them on her chest. “It’s okay, my son, you can touch them.”

“But we shouldn’t be doing this,” I said and couldn’t resist giving her boobs a squeeze.

“Says who?” she asked funnily. “You touched them before when you were a babe in my arms. I think you can touch them again.”

I let out a breath of relief as my hands explored Riley’s soft breasts. Her nipples hardened under my touch as I gently kneaded and caressed her. “You have strong hands,” she noted.

This felt like one of the best days of my life. “Do you want me to massage you too?”

She nodded eagerly. “That’s so thoughtful of you. I’d love that.”

She lay on her stomach and I straddled her hips, running my hands over her nude shoulders, marveling at her soft skin. As my hands worked lower, I could feel her breathing quicken. I kneaded her lower back, my fingers just brushing the top of her skirt.

“Mmm, that feels wonderful, sweetie,” Riley moaned. “You can go lower if you want.”

Grinning, I slowly pushed her skirt up, revealing her lacy red panties. I massaged her firm ass through the thin fabric, my cock throbbing painfully. It was one of the most delicious asses I’d seen in my life, so plump and juicy, jiggling by just the briefest poke.

“Oh, Mom,” I groaned. “You’re so sexy.”

Riley looked back at me over her shoulder, her eyes swimming with lust. “Take them off,” she whispered.

With trembling hands, I peeled her panties down her legs till I could see her ass in its full glory. “I’m at a loss for words. You can bounce coins off these cheeks.”

She stifled a chuckle and wiggled her hips seductively. “Why don’t you see how they feel?”

I ran my hands over her smooth, round cheeks, squeezing and massaging them. My fingers dipped between her legs, finding her pussy already wet and swollen.

Unable to resist, I leaned down and planted a soft kiss on one round cheek. Emboldened, I began kissing and licking my way across her ass and down to her dripping camel toe. Riley moaned and spread her legs wider as my tongue explored her folds. She was sweeter than honey, and as I straddled her legs I began to dry-hump her.

“Are you hanging in there, my son?” she asked me.

“I’m just really aroused.”

“Really aroused or painfully aroused?”

“Both.”

“I don’t like that you’re in pain,” she said. “That wasn’t the point of my massage. Where are you in pain?” She turned around, and I gently showed her my bulge.

“Is it this?” she asked and gently caressed it, sending shivers down my spine.

I nodded eagerly. “It hurts really bad.”

“Oh sweetie, let me take care of that,” Riley purred. She gently pushed me onto my back and slowly unzipped my shorts. My cock sprang free, rock hard and throbbing.

Riley’s eyes widened. “My, you’ve grown so big,” she breathed, wrapping her hand around my shaft. She began stroking me slowly, her soft hand gliding up and down.

I groaned in pleasure, my hips bucking. “That feels amazing, Mom,” I moaned.

“I’m glad,” she said with a sultry smile. “But I think I know something that will feel even better.”

She lowered her head and took me into her warm, wet mouth. I gasped as her tongue swirled around my sensitive tip. She began bobbing her head, taking me deeper with each stroke. There were no teeth, just tongue, lips and wet inner cheeks. I’d never been blown like that in my life.

“Oh god, Mom,” I said, raking my fingers through her hair.

Riley hummed while my cock was stuffed in her mouth, the vibrations sending waves of pleasure through me. She cupped my balls gently as she continued to suck, her cheeks hollowing out with each stroke.

I was in ecstasy, overwhelmed by the incredible feelings. It was so intense. It was my mother’s best friend pretending to be my mother, just so I could have sex with her. It left me speechless, drowning in every incredible sensation. “I’m getting close,” I warned her.

She came off with a pop, stroking me with her hand. “It’s okay, sweetie. Where do you want to finish?”

“In your mouth.”

Opening wide, she swallowed my cock. I was so sensitive, so after five more oral pumps, I exploded in her mouth, flooding it with my fresh cum. Eyes widening, Riley swallowed eagerly, milking every last drop as waves of pleasure washed over me. I slumped back, wondering whether I was in heaven or not.

After gulping down the last drops of cum and wiping her lips, she asked, “Can I cut in?”

As my cock swayed and flopped to my thigh, I made room for her, giving her space so she could squeeze herself between me and the couch.

“How was the blowjob?”

“You suck so well,” I said, drawing in a deep breath. “I’ve never felt anything like that.”

“And the roleplay?” she asked, breaking character.

“It was hot.”

“So will you let your mother suck you off?”

“Yeah … But I want sex too,” I said, looking her in the eyes.

“We probably got time for another round,” she said, glancing at her phone. “What do you say?”

I was already becoming erect by having her milf body pressed against mine.

“You know what I love about young guys?” she asked, as she reached down to grab my cock.

“What’s that?”

“You become hard in like an instant,” she said and kissed my cheek softly, reminding me of my mother. “You’re fertile and healthy.”

“Or maybe you’re just hot.”

“I can’t deny that,” she said flirtatiously. “But certain men lack potency. I know that for a fact.”

“You tasted like maple syrup.”

She stifled a laugh. “Do you want to go down on me?”

“Yeah … Do you think you can sit on my face?”

“I’d love to,” she said. “Alright, I’ll be your Mom again, and we’ll start from where we left off.”

“Mom, you sucked me so well … I’d like to do something for you too.”

“My son,” Riley said and raked her fingers through my hair. “You’re so sweet. What would you like to do for me?”

“I want to lick you.”

“That’s so thoughtful of you,” she said, caressing my thighs, eyeing my rising snake. “What about the soreness? Is it better now?”

“Way better,” I said. “Please, sit on my face, so I can pleasure you.”

“Okay, sweetie,” she said.

Rising to her feet, Riley straddled my face, lowering her wet fruit onto my eager mouth. Her cheeks were so big, they blocked out the light in the ceiling. The only light I had left was her glistening vagina. I inhaled her intoxicating scent before diving in with my tongue. While exploring her intimate part, I spread her cheeks so I could reach her better. At the same time, her soft hands curled around my girth. As I continued gently lapping at her wet, squishy folds, she gently rocked her hips back and forth. She tasted heavenly, and I could lick her for hours.

Eventually, she came off my face, her hand wrapped around my erection. “That was wonderful,” she said.

“I think we should go a step further.”

“What do you have in mind?”

“Lovemaking.”

A smile played on her lips. “I haven’t done that in years.”

“It’s about time then,” I told her and reached for her soft thigh. “You deserve to be loved.”

“Oh, Tyler, you’re the best son in the world.”

“And you’re the best mother.” She gently lay on top of me, her soft boobs cushioning the impact as her mouth fell on mine. I softened into the kiss while my hands landed right on her ass, my cock squeezed between her waist and mine.

I lost myself in the kiss, feeling her hot breath against my face. Her red hair fell over us, curtaining us off and making the moment feel even more private.

“Oh, Tyler,” she moaned, breaking the kiss. “I really want you inside me. It’s been so long.”

“Yes, Mom,” I groaned. “I’ll give it to you.”

She lifted her hips and reached between us, guiding my erection to her entrance. Her pussy hovered right above the crown, her nectar dripping onto my cock and dribbling down to my base. She pushed the head to her entrance, parting her gates. We both gasped as she slowly sank down onto me, enveloping me in her wet heat.

“Oh, wow,” I breathed as she took me fully inside her. “You feel amazing.”

“You’re so hard,” she said, closing her eyes. “You’re the one who feels amazing.”

Riley began to rock her hips, riding me with slow, sensual motions. Her breasts swayed sensually above me as she moved, her hair spilling all over her. I reached up to cup them, filling my palms with her boobs.

I thrust up to meet her movements, our bodies finding a perfect rhythm together. Riley leaned down to kiss me again, her tongue dancing with mine as we made love. My cock was still sheathed in her pussy.

I was lost in bliss, overwhelmed by the incredible sensations. The taboo thrill of fucking my “mother” only heightened my arousal. “Mom,” I whispered, breaking the kiss.

“Ah, I’m listening,” she said while rocking her hips.

“Can we switch to missionary … I want to see you when I come.”

“It’s my favorite position,” she purred, lifting herself off me. She lay back on the couch, spreading her legs invitingly. “Come here, my son.”

I positioned myself between her thighs, my cock throbbing. Slowly, I pushed the sensitive head against her folds, lowering it an inch till I found her promised land. I slid inside her warm, wet pussy once again. We both moaned as I filled her completely.

“Oh Tyler,” she gasped, wrapping her legs around my waist. “You feel so good inside me. You’re the best cock I’ve ever had.”

“I love your pussy, Mom,” I said, picturing it as my mother lying there with her dark blonde hair fanned out over her. I began to thrust, starting slow and deep. Riley’s breasts bounced with each movement, hypnotizing me.

Looking down, I saw how my cock disappeared and reappeared inside her. There was nothing better than being bareback inside another woman. Our bodies moved together in perfect sync, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room. I could feel my orgasm building, a delicious tension coiling in my core, and a tension I so desperately wanted to let out in her love hole.

“Mom,” I groaned. “I’m getting close.”

“Me too, sweetie,” Riley panted. “Come for me. Make your mommy proud.”

Her words sent me over the edge. With a loud groan, I thrust deep inside her. My balls tightened into knots and then released their content for the second time that day. As my cock pulsed, filling her with my seed, I looked down on her, looking her in the eyes. I imagined it was my mother, and I knew then that I wanted the real thing, although having sex with Riley felt amazing. The feeling of my release triggered Riley’s own orgasm. Her pussy clenched around me like a fist, and she squirmed beneath me.

She let her head slump back for a moment before looking me in the eyes. “You did one hell of a job,” she said, smiling as if she’d arrived in heaven.

“You too,” I said. I resorted to micro-fucking her, wanting this to last as long as possible.

“No, I mean your age. You sure have learned a lot about sex with only two girls.”

“Well, we could do it several times a day.”

She giggled. “Thank you for making me feel young again.”

“You’re even more attractive than them,” I said.

Her cheeks pinked. “Everything Mom has bragged about you is true,” she said. “You are a wonder boy.”

We basked in the afterglow. I still kept my rod stuffed deep inside her, but we couldn’t lie here forever. Diana would be home in an hour, and I didn’t want her living room to be smelling like sex. I slowly pulled out, her arousal and my cum lubricating the exit. A light trickle dribbled down her pink lips, a farewell for now.

“Tyler,” she said in a serious tone.

“Yes?”

“Do you think we can do this again sometime?” she asked, biting her lower lip.

“Of course,” I said. “I had a blast.”

“I had two,” she said, making us both laugh.

“Are you prepared for the real deal?” she asked with a grin.

“I am … I’ll tell her when she comes home.”

“You’re brave … I don’t think I’d ever be able to admit something like that.”

“I thought you said you were into taboo stuff?”

“Mostly it’s just the thrill of seeing someone do what they shouldn’t be doing, like fucking my best friend’s son while pretending to be his mother.”

“Do you want me to tell her about it?”

“I can do it myself,” she said with a wink.

“Alright,” I said. I helped her up to her feet, her body magical. I helped her get dressed, and it was a shame putting on her clothes again.

At the foyer, I gave her a hug, but it wasn’t enough. She eyed my lips, and we kissed again, her flesh still warm from the recent intimacy. Coming off my lips, she sighed in relief. “Make your mommy proud, and make her happy again,” she whispered.

“I will,” I said.

“You aren’t the only one who cares about her,” she said. She grabbed her purse, and I opened the door for her, waving as she sat down in her car and drove away.

I closed the door and sighed in relief. “What a woman,” I said and sat down on the couch. “Wow …” I took a couple of minutes to catch my breath till I realized I had several missed phone calls from Lily. “Fuck … she’s probably worried.”

I also had to tell Lily. I couldn’t tell Diana without letting her know. I hit her up, and she answered immediately. “Oh thank God,” she said, and she let out a breath. “I was just about to call Diana.”

“Lily, relax,” I told her. “I don’t have my phone on me all the time.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to overreact. I got a bit paranoid.”

“It’s fine. Am I catching you at the wrong time?”

“No. I was dying to talk to you. We were about to make cupcakes but then you didn’t answer me … You sound quite relaxed. Have you masturbated?”

“No,” I said and recollected my thoughts, figuring out how to tell her. “Just what I told you earlier, I just had sex with Riley.”

“Oh, that’s right,” she said, sounding intrigued.

“Yeah,” I said. “You sure you’re cool with it?”

“I told you it’s fine Tyler. She’s my friend, so I don’t mind. Wait, where? I thought you were at Mom’s florist shop.”

“Well, it’s a long story, let me explain.”

I explained to her the entire roleplay thing, and she listened intently, only interrupting me here and there for a question or two.

“So you’ll tell Mom about our relationship?”

“Yes, I don’t have much of a choice.”

“I think you’re doing the right thing … But if I understood Riley’s setup correctly, you will have sex with Mom?”

“Yeah,” I said awkwardly, wondering what she would say. “Are you okay with that?”

“Of course I am,” she said, sounding elated. “She’s my mother too you dork. I want her to be loved too instead of dealing with poisonous stress.”

“Riley told me too, and it hurt to listen.”

“It hurts me too,” she said. “She’s the best mother in the world.”

“Yes, I can’t argue with that one.”

“How do you feel about this?”

“I’m kind of aroused,” I admitted.

“Nice … it makes me aroused,” she said with a giggle. “You have to tell me how she reacts when you tell her.”

“Sure, thing,” I said.

“And you have to tell it as if it were a fantasy tale. Once upon a time, there was a sick mother who could only be healed by his son’s magical cum.”

We both burst out laughing. “Eh, is Julia there or?”

“Nah, she’s taking a shower. We became naughty when we baked cupcakes. I’m also covered in flour and sugar.”

“Alright, just checking.”

“And don’t be nervous, it’s all in your head. The curse that the evil society cast upon you.”

“Your potion healed me well.”

“Oh, I’m glad. You can have some when I come back.”

“Sure thing, sis,” I said, feeling glad hearing the sound of her voice again.

“Love you, Tyler.”

“I love you too, Lily,” I said from the bottom of my heart.

We told each other goodbye. I knew it would feel a bit easier to talk to Diana now. My sister had that magical effect on me. But the wait felt like an eternity. I sat down and rolled my thumbs, tapping my phone on occasion to see what time it was.

I didn’t know where to start or how. I also feared her reaction, but I knew deep inside that Diana would never judge us like that. After I’d told her about Lily, I was even more troubled about how to shift the conversation to her sexual needs.

After half an hour of replaying the scenes in my head, I heard her car pull in and the engine cut off. As she walked up to the door, my heart started racing.

“Tyler?” she called out, sounding happier than usual.

“I’m on the couch,” I replied, drawing in a deep breath.

“Why are you sitting there?” she asked, giving me a funny look. “Don’t you want some fresh air?”

“Not right now. How were therapy and yoga?”

“It was great,” she said, sounding cheerful as she slumped down next to me. She was dressed in tight pink leggings and a matching sports top. She gathered her hair in her hand and tossed it behind her back, revealing her glowing, wrinkle-free face and stunning blue eyes. “I learned some new techniques to destress, and it’s going really well. Yoga was like a dream. You could learn something from it too if you’re interested. I wish I knew back then what I know now.”

“Sure,” I said, partly agreeing with her, though I couldn’t picture myself doing yoga, unless I did with her. “I’m just glad you’re doing well.”

She ruffled my hair. “Want to see some photos from yoga? My friend took a few.”

“Yeah, sure,” I said, eager to see.

She leaned closer, making me acutely aware of her presence. I couldn’t help but notice her cleavage, her sports bra doing a great job of lifting her breasts. I wanted more of her at that moment, reminding me of the conversation I needed to have with her.

She pulled up the photos. The first one was of her doing the front split, her firm butt on full display. “Damn… you look like a teenager.”

She stifled a giggle. “I do not. Those days are long gone.”

“I think you do,” I muttered under my breath as she showed me another pose where she bent over to touch her toes, showing off her curves. “Damn, you’re flexible.”

“Well, I’ve been at it for a year now,” she said, taking a deep breath. “It’s so relaxing, and it makes you grateful for what you have.”

“I get that,” I said.

She showed me more photos, and the sexy poses stirred something in me. I had a thing for women in leggings and sports clothes. It enhanced their beauty in a way traditional outfits couldn’t.

“What do you want for dinner?” she asked, putting her phone away.

“Can’t you make something you want?” I asked.

“No, I haven’t had you here in more than a year. I want to make something for you.”

“Let me think about it,” I said and prepared myself to move to more important topics. “Mom, there’s something I need to tell you.”

“You can tell me anything,” she said in a lowered voice, gently patting my thigh.

“Well, it’s about me and Lily … We’ve been doing something siblings probably shouldn’t do,” I said, nervous that I wasn’t making much sense.

She watched me closely. “What are you saying?”

“Uhm, it started when I first came back,” I said, watching her reaction closely. “She wanted to know what a kiss felt like, and since I care for her, I showed her and it didn’t stop there.”

“So you have been having a romantic relationship?”

“Yes, but sexual as well.”

“I see,” she said in her caring voice, her shoulders slumping. “I thought you were about to tell me that you had been up to some mischief.”

“I think most societies wouldn’t approve of our relationship though,” I said.

She waved her hand dismissively. “Don’t worry about them. You should do what feels good for you. You shouldn’t care what anyone else thinks about you.”

“So you don’t mind?”

“Of course not,” she said. “I know you have been close, but I didn’t think you would go there, I guess you love each other a bit deeper and that’s fine. I’m actually relieved.”

“Why?”

She looked at me and a smile curled on her lips. “I don’t know. I just am.”

“Okay.” I felt relieved too, but there was another topic I wanted to discuss with her.

“You have been wearing a condom, right?” she asked and now she sounded nervous.

“Uhh, no, but she promised me she’s on the pill.”

“Actual pills and not imaginary, right?”

I burst out laughing, but my laughter died when I realized she had a point since I hadn’t even seen her pop any pills. “Good Lord, I have to ask her.” I quickly fished out my phone and DMed her.

She replied within seconds. Both.

“She said both,” I said, sharing a relieved smile with Diana.

“How was it like having sex with her?”

Diana and I had never openly talked about sex, so it felt like uncharted territory for a little bit. “It was intense … The best sex of my life.”

“I see,” she said, and I believed I saw hints of envy in her eyes.

“Why haven’t you found another man?” I asked her.

The question hit her, and she looked away for a moment. “I don’t want to bring another man into this household that you and Lily will hate. And … I haven’t found any men that attractive either.”

“But what about your lust?”

“Depends upon your age.”

“I don’t think you’re being sincere. Lily told me you masturbate quite a lot.”

A subtle blush crept up on her cheeks. “Yeah … that’s true.”

“Since I have done something for Lily … Maybe I could do something for you too.”

A smile softened on her face. It was as if she’d been waiting for those words all her life, but doubt flickered across her face. She gently caressed my thigh, taking her time as she mulled over her answer. “Are you sure you find me attractive enough?”

“I do. I find you gorgeous.”

“You’ve always been so thoughtful,” she said and her eyes swept over me. “I’m not sure … What about you and Lily? I can’t do anything that will break her heart.”

“I told her about it, and she wanted what was best for you.”

“I really have the best kids in the world,” she said with a light-hearted chuckle. “I have found you attractive for a long time as well.”

“Riley told me,” I said.

Her blush deepened, but she started to piece together what had happened here earlier. “Did she come here by any chance?”

“She did. We had a role play where she pretended to be you, or my mom, and we had sex.”

“She always seizes the opportunity,” she said and chuckled. “She’s been talking a lot about you too, so I’m not the only one.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “But what do you say?”

Her hand stopped, and her eyes fixed on my bulge. She lightly spread her legs, and I was certain this was just as arousing for me as it was for her. “Do you want to be intimate with me because you find me attractive or that you feel bad for me?”

“It’s both,” I said. “I love you the same way I love Lily.”

She nodded. “Is it okay if we start with oral sex to warm me up?” she asked. “I haven’t done this for a long time.”

“Sure,” I said.

“Do you think you can also help shave me? You won’t find a ‘70s bush down there, but stubbles. I usually shave every other day.”

“I would love to,” I said.

“Then that’s settled,” she said, looking more relieved than ever.

It hadn’t turned out as awkward as I thought it would. I ended up on the terrace to relax while Diana resorted to doing some yoga, her poses so sexy and alluring and the warm evening air caressing my skin.

She unrolled her mat and began her routine. I tried not to stare too obviously as she moved through the poses. I wanted her to concentrate. She started with some gentle stretches, reaching her arms overhead and arching her back. The movement made her breasts strain against the tight fabric of her top.

Next came the downward dog. Diana’s round ass pointed skyward as she held the pose, her legs straight and toned. The leggings hugged every curve. I shifted in my seat, feeling a familiar stirring.

She transitioned into warrior pose, lunging forward with one leg. Her thighs flexed powerfully. When she switched sides, I got a perfect view of her, the elegant line of her neck, her perky breasts and the slight curve of her stomach. She was gorgeous.

As she moved into a forward bend, touching her toes, her ass was on full display. The leggings left little to the imagination. I could make out the outline of her pussy lips. My cock twitched, and I was dying to lick her, wondering if she was as sweet as Riley.

Diana’s next pose was a split, lowering herself to the ground with her legs spread wide. I imagined burying my face between those thighs. She held the position, her chest heaving slightly with the effort.

For her final pose, she lay on her back and lifted her hips into a bridge. It looked like a perfect hip thrust. Her breasts pointed to the sun, nipples visibly hard through the thin fabric. The arch of her back emphasized her curves. I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

As she finished her routine and sat up, our eyes met. A knowing smile played on her lips.

“Enjoy the show?” she asked playfully.

“Very much,” I replied, not bothering to hide my arousal. “You’re talented.”

“Thank you,” she said. “I just felt a bit liberated after our conversation. You sure you don’t want to try with me?”

“Maybe tomorrow,” I said. “I’m growing hungry.”

“I’ll have dinner for you in no time, and then we can go to my bathroom,” she said in a husky voice as if she tried to lower her own arousal.

“I really can’t wait.”

“I thought you had sex with Riley.”

“Twice,” I said.

“And you’re still ready for another round?” she asked in disbelief.

“Yes.”

She giggled. “Strong seed,” she said jokingly. “What do you want for dinner?”

“Grilled fish,” I said.

“Coming right up,” she said happily. “After a shower.”

“Sure,” I said.

She didn’t spend as much time in the shower as she usually would, but she smelled equally as good as she descended the stairs, dressed in a bright, pink dress. She looked like a princess as her recently blown-dried hair cascaded down her in loose waves.

I set the table. “You sure don’t want a helping hand?” I asked her.

“If you want to cut the vegetables,” she said and stepped aside.

I went next to her, my hip making contact with hers. I felt sparks, and I knew she felt them too. I started cutting the zucchini and the bell peppers, and she dipped the fish filet into the marinade and fired up the grill.

The dinner was ready in no time, and we sat on the opposite side of each other. We made small talk as we ate, both of us eager to finish our meals. We both knew what would come after.

“This turned out really well,” Diana said, taking a bite of the fish. “You did a great job with the vegetables.”

“Thanks,” I replied. “Cutting it wasn’t much though.”

“I once cut my finger which wasn’t that pleasant,” she said.

We ate quickly, stealing glances at each other across the table. I couldn’t stop thinking about what her body would look like under that pink dress. The way it hugged her curves was driving me wild. I had seen her before but that was through a window and behind a door. It was something else having a nude body in front of my eyes.

When we finished eating, Diana stood up and gathered the plates. She took the dishes and sat back with me again, looking a bit shy and excited. “Do you want some ice cream?”

“Sure,” I said as the sun was slowly lowering in the sky.

She came back with two bowls of strawberry ice cream with chocolate sauce and mango slices. “Wow, you really went all out,” I said, gladly accepting the bowl.

“Nah, I’ve made this a million times,” she said, picking up a mango slice and putting it in her mouth. She sucked on her finger, her cheeks hollowing out. “Your sister’s obsessed with this.”

“I can see why,” I said, digging my spoon into the ice cream and taking a bite. It was amazing, not just the taste, but the fact that she made it for me.

She glanced at me a couple of times. She wanted to say something but kept hesitating. “How do you prefer your blowjobs?”

“Riley gave me a heavenly head … As long as it’s deep, wet and no teeth.”

“Standard,” she said. “I have butterflies in my stomach. I haven’t felt this excited in a long time.”

“Why?” I asked her and wanted to explore her feelings.

“It’s been a while … and you’re so dear to me.”

“You told me earlier not to care what others think.”

“I mean it, but it’s still taboo,” she said. “I’m also a bit caught off guard by how well you took it.”

“I was a bit hesitant when I first started with Lily, but it doesn’t feel so weird any longer.”

“I understand, and how was it for her?”

“She didn’t care. She explained it to me well.”

“And what did she explain?”

“Because of the bullying and how she never felt she fit into our society, she doesn’t care about cultural norms.”

“I gotcha,” Diana said, sucking on her spoon and licking her fingers. “I understand. I have to agree with her.”

“So do I,” I said.

We finished the ice cream and enjoyed the sunset. We didn’t only talk about sex but life in general. It already started to feel like a new chapter in our lives. “I regret I didn’t talk about sex earlier with you … But you figured it out on your own.”

“It feels better to have an open discussion about things,” I said.

She nodded, raking her fingers through my hair. “I agree … It’s not healthy to be isolated,” she said in a soft, sensual voice. “We were meant to live together and tend to each other.”

“Like shaving you,” I said.

“And sucking you,” she said naughtily.

She caressed my thigh but her hand intentionally brushed over my bulge. “Why don’t you go upstairs and wait for me in the bathroom? I’ll be up in a few minutes after I clean up.”

“Sure.” I nodded and headed upstairs. I went into Diana’s bathroom and looked around, wondering where she kept her razors and shaving cream. I washed my hands and splashed some cool water on my face, trying to calm my nerves.

A few minutes later, I heard Diana coming up the stairs. She appeared in the doorway, a coy smile on her face.

“Are you ready?” she asked softly.

“Yes.”

Diana opened a drawer, pulling out her shaving supplies. She handed them to me, then reached behind her back to unzip her dress. I watched in awe as she peeled off her clothes. When her bra fell off, my jaw fell at the same time. Her boobs looked even better than when I’d seen them from the window.

“Wow … You’re so well-endowed,” I mouthed.

“Thank you, sweetie. You’re making me blush.” Diana smiled shyly as she stepped out of her panties, and she leaned forward while doing so, so her boobs hung like two beautiful bells. I couldn’t take my eyes off her nude form. Her breasts were full and perky, with rosy nipples standing as stiff as my erection. Her stomach was toned from all the yoga. And between her legs was a neatly trimmed patch of dark blonde hair.

“You’re not that hairy,” I noted.

“I like to be clean … And I also like any form of eroticism before engaging in sexual activities. A bit contrary to Lily I suppose.”

“Yeah … she’s a bit different in that regard.”

“Where do you want me?” she asked.

“Um, maybe sit on the edge of the tub?” I suggested.

Diana nodded and perched on the edge, spreading her legs. I knelt between her thighs, my face inches from her most intimate area. I could smell her arousal, and see her pink lips in their full glory, droplets of honey clinging to them. I gently ran my hand along her lips, and they were warm and pleasant to touch.

“Just be gentle,” she said softly. “It’s been a while since anyone has touched me there.”

“You can trust me,” I replied, not wanting to hurt my own mother. I sprayed some shaving cream into my hand and gently applied it to her pubic area. Diana shivered at my touch.

Carefully, I began to shave her, using slow, deliberate strokes. I was hyper-aware of every little reaction from Diana, her sharp intake of breath, the way her thighs trembled and the way she looked down on me.

As I worked, I couldn’t help but admire her pussy. Her outer lips were plump and glistening with arousal. I longed to taste her, and not only that but to make love to her as well.

“All done,” I said when I finished. I used a warm washcloth to clean off any remaining shaving cream.

“How does it look?” Diana asked, her cheeks flushed.

I gazed at her freshly shaved pussy, feeling my arousal intensify. “Beautiful,” I said. “So smooth and perfect.”

Diana smiled and ran her fingers over her bare mound. “It feels nice. Thank you.”

Unable to resist any longer, I leaned forward and placed a gentle kiss on her inner thigh. I glanced up at her.

“Where do you want me to suck you off?” she asked, biting her bottom lip.

“In my bed,” I said.

“I’ll give you a good night’s sleep,” she said eagerly. “Can I see you naked first? The lighting here is a bit brighter.”

I nodded, my heart pounding as I stood up. Diana’s eyes roamed over my body as I slowly undressed. When I pulled down my boxers, her eyes widened at the sight of my erect cock.

“Oh my,” she breathed. “You’re even bigger than I imagined.”

She reached out and gently wrapped her hand around my shaft. I groaned at her soft touch. I saw her in a way I hadn’t seen before. She was excited, looking like a horny teenager that had just discovered the climax. Her eyes sparkled while she bit her lower lip, her heart beating rapidly. “I haven’t seen an erection in a while.” She didn’t want to let go of it, her forbidden hands stroking me passionately. She looked up, laying her hand flat on my chest. “I can’t believe I have raised such a handsome boy like you.”

“You don’t think I’m a man now,” I said, standing here while my mother was all over me.

She shook her head. “Nope … you’ll always be my boy.”

“I’m growing really hard,” I said.

“I feel it,” she said. “Do you want me to take care of you?”

I nodded eagerly. “Yeah.”

“Let’s go to your room,” Diana said in a husky voice.

We walked down the hall to my bedroom, both of us completely naked. I lay back on the bed as Diana knelt between my legs. It was like a sexual awakening for her, and she looked so different when she was horny. Before, I used to see her as gorgeous and pretty, but now she earned the sexy badge.

She wrapped her hands around my girth, looking at it as if she were dreaming. “What are you thinking?” she asked, drawing it out unlike my sister who just wanted to plunge my cock in her mouth.

“How sexy you are,” I said.

“I haven’t seen myself as sexy since I was a teenager,” she said.

“You are, trust me,” I told her, my hips bucking. My excited movements made her smile.

“Alright, here goes,” she said, opening her wet mouth and enveloping the head of my cock. She bobbed once, and when she pulled slightly back, spit dribbled down the sides of the shaft in pearly rivulets. She bobbed her head forward again, her lips sliding along my cock. She repeated this motion, deeper and deeper till her saliva pooled around the base and her lips made contact with it. Her throat muscles contracted right at the sensitive head. She gagged a little, more spit running down my cock. She flitted her eyes to mine while she kept me buried in her mouth. I’d never imagined it to feel this good, but it did.

“Wow,” I mouthed, and a smile played on her lips as she pulled her head back, kissing the crown as she came off.

“You taste so good, sweetie,” she purred, releasing me briefly to stroke my spit-slicked shaft. “This is my dream cock.”

Before I could respond, she dove back down, taking me into her throat. I cried out at the sensation of her muscles contracting around my sensitive tip. Diana gagged slightly but didn’t relent, determined to give me as much pleasure as possible. “Oh, Mom,” I groaned, my hips bucking.

She went down again, letting my shaft glide against her soft tongue. She was a natural, her lips sensually stretching. Her blue eyes gazed up at me, filled with lust and love. The sight of my beautiful mother with her lips wrapped around my cock was almost too much to handle, let alone the pleasure I derived from her sucking.

Diana released me with a pop, stroking me as she caught her breath. “I love the way you taste. Young and fertile,” she purred. “I could suck you all night.”

“I might not last that long,” I admitted with a groan.

She grinned mischievously. “We’ll see about that.”

Diana dove back down, taking me deep into her throat once more. Her nose pressed against my pubic bone as she swallowed around me, gagging and slobbering over my rod.

I felt my third orgasm building rapidly. “Mom, I’m getting close,” I warned her.

She sucked me harder, more wet and more passionately. I could see it in her eyes. She was starved of masculine seed. She moaned around my shaft, the pleasure of sucking her son radiating to me, and the vibrations pushed me over the edge.

With a loud cry, I exploded in her mouth. My hips bucked wildly as if my little sister was tickling my back. Diana’s eyes widened slightly as the first blast hit the back of her throat, but she didn’t pull away. She swallowed eagerly, milking every drop from me as I continuously squirmed of pleasure.

Once my balls were empty, she pulled back and came off with a pop, my cock flopping against my thigh. We looked each other in the eyes, both of us lightly giggling. “That has been a dream of mine for the past two years,” she admitted.

“I’m glad we could make it into reality.”

“I have many other sexual dreams though,” she said with a wink. She glanced at my softening cock. “It’s been missing in my life. I kind of realized that now.”

“I’m so glad I could provide it to you,” I said. “I don’t know why I’m saying that. That felt so good. I should be thanking you.”

“I hate transactions when it comes to family,” she admitted. “We do things for each other, and that’s how we’ve always been.”

I nodded, realizing what she was saying. “Do you feel … better?”

“A thousand times better,” she said and lay on the side. “Do you know that semen has natural antidepressants?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head.

“Well, it does,” she said, tossing a lock of blonde hair over her back.

“Shouldn’t it go in your vagina though?”

“Yes,” she said in her lecturing voice. “But there’s nothing wrong with swallowing it either. It gets absorbed either way.”

“I’m so glad I live with you too … I’m not sure if I want to go back to LA.”

“You are more than welcome to move back with us,” she said. “In fact, I was a bit sad when you left. But I told myself that you’re young and you probably wanted to explore life by yourself.”

“I think I want to explore it with two women who actually love me instead.”

She came crawling up to me, her warm boobs and goddess-like body making contact with my skin. She lowered her lips onto mine and pressed them. She came off for a brief second, watching my reaction. I wanted more, and she lowered her mouth back to mine. Despite being our mother, her lips were as smooth as rose petals. They reminded me of Lily’s. In fact, as I deepened the kiss, they were almost identical. It was reaffirmed when I explored her mouth and tongue.

My hands roamed over her smooth back as we made out passionately, losing ourselves in the beautiful kiss.

After several long moments, Diana broke the kiss and gazed into my eyes. “I’ve wanted to do that for so long,” she whispered. “All these years when I’ve kissed your cheeks … I’ve always wanted to move a couple of inches to your mouth. But it felt so wrong … Not any longer.”

“I feel you,” I admitted. “You’re an amazing kisser.”

She smiled and traced her fingers along my jaw. “So are you, sweetie. I can see why Lily enjoys you so much.”

I nodded.

“I love to take a step out of the time … let’s be more intimate tomorrow, maybe we could do some stretches together in the morning and make love once it’s warm and comfy outside.”

“What about neighbors?”

“They aren’t home, and I didn’t spend a year on that hedge for nothing.”

“Alright,” I said as if it were a dream.

She slithered off me, but I wished she still lay on top of me. I was ready to go for a fourth-round if she wanted to. “Good night, sweetie.”

“Good night, Mom,” I said, and my eyes followed her till she flicked off the light and closed the door.


Chapter 8

Iwoke up to the scent of pancakes swirling up to my bedroom. I swung my feet off the sides of the bed and rubbed my eyes. It was last night when my mother gave me a magical head. She’d lain in my bed and sucked me off till I came inside her mouth. It felt so nice to see her lips stretch around my most intimate part while climaxing. She wanted me to fuck her on top of it, and the kiss was like the cherry on top.

Dying to see her again, I put on my clothes and headed downstairs. Standing by the oven and flipping pancakes, she was fully dressed. She whirled around with a big smile. “How was your sleep?” Her tone was so happy it sounded as if she were singing.

“Deep,” I said. It rolled right out of my tongue. Deep, kind of like her blowjob.

She let out a light-hearted chuckle, a laughter I hadn’t heard from her in a while. It was as clear as day that she was feeling so much better than usual. Not only that, but she glowed like a youth. “I debated whether to rouse you from sleep but decided not to. Either way, I would’ve just wrapped some pancakes in foil for you to enjoy later.”

“It must have been the scent that woke me up,” I said and settled down with her. The table was already set with butter, maple syrup and some blueberries.

“Will you go to work later?” I asked her as she loaded up my plate with the fluffy pancakes.

She nodded eagerly. “I’ll leave a bit earlier, so I have time for you. I’ll also pick up Lily later in the evening.”

“Nice … When you say time for me, you meant what you said last night, right?”

“Yes,” she said, a smile breaking out on her lips. She reached out to lay her hand on top of mine. “I can’t explain what I felt, but I know it’s something I’ve been missing, and not only that but the sensation of doing it with the boy I raised.”

I drowned in her blue eyes, stiffening by her speech.

“I’m grateful my little daughter started this,” she said. “She has courage.”

“She is brave,” I agreed with her. She wasn’t just brave, but strong, playful, creative and beautiful. She was the perfect sister one could grow up with. I just had love for her. And Diana was right. We wouldn’t have ended up here if it hadn’t been for her. I looked at my wrist and smiled at the hand painting. “She painted the triforce of courage … but I think it belongs to her.”

“I’m not sure how those fantasy games work, but I think you should share it,” she said.

Her comment made me smile.

Breakfast was lovely, but when it was time to leave, I felt empty and alone. I wanted Diana to be with me, especially after last night. She’d be back at 3 PM. I knew the wait would feel like an eternity. I hugged her close in the foyer, embracing her like I’d never done before and letting her press her boobs against my chest without any regret.

“Have a nice day,” I whispered.

“You too, sweetie,” she said against my neck. Breaking the kiss, she kissed me right on the lips, not the forehead or cheek like she would have done earlier. It made me melt inside.

When she drove away, I sat on the outdoor sofa and leaned back. It was growing hotter, but not unbearably hot. I sighed a breath of relief as I couldn’t stop thinking of what we’d done and what was to come. But suddenly, my phone rang, popping my bubble. Fishing out my phone from my pocket, I saw a photo of Lily cuddled up on the couch, holding her switch controller. Seeing her cute little face always made me smile.

“What’s going on?” I answered.

“Hi,” she said. “Julia is taking a bath … How did the conversation go?”

“It went well,” I said.

“And … ? You have to give me more details than that. Don’t be a bad storyteller.”

I gave her a recap and once I got to the blowjob, she quickly interrupted. “Was she better than me?”

“You weren’t bad considering it was your first time,” I told her and tried to keep it as polite as possible.

“Oh,” she said. “Well, she certainly has more experience points than I do, but she has promised me some blowjob lessons in the past, so I’ll catch up with her.”

That made me hard in an instant. “Good luck with that.”

She chuckled. “Was she that good?”

“You’ll see when the lesson is due.”

“Otherwise, how was it?” she asked.

I told her about the strong sensations, and I could tell it made her want to come back quicker. “Have fun with Julia now for your last day. We can catch up later today.”

“For sure,” she said. “I can’t wait to see you again.”

“You too,” I said.

We kissed each other through the phone and said goodbye to each other.

* * *

Instead of just waiting, I tried to clear my head by going to the gym. When I came back, I tried out some of the products I was selling, resistance bands, foam roller, ankle weights and weighted vest. I found it funny that every time I told myself to have a vacation, I just ended up thinking of work anyway. There wasn’t really any true vacation. A business was like a baby you always had to look after.

When Diana was back, I thought thank fucking God. Ever since my sister and I messed around with each other, it felt like she had cast some perpetual hard spell on me. I couldn’t stop thinking of doing it with my mother. It wasn’t just for my own release, but seeing how much better she felt made me want to help her as soon as possible.

She pulled into the driveway and opened the door. “Tyler?” she asked immediately upon entering.

I rose to my feet and came inside to greet her. “Hi.”

“Nice to see you sit outside,” she said. “What are you up to?”

“I’ve been trying out some of my products.”

“Getting bored of your vacation?”

“Not really,” I said. “I just had to find a way to kill time.”

“I gotcha.”

“How was work?”

“I felt a lot better,” she said, her smile widening. “But I felt a bit bad leaving Riley, but she understood.”

“Did you tell her?”

“I had to,” she said. “She noticed that I was happier than usual and had no problem putting the puzzle pieces together.”

“Right,” I said.

“Do you want to do some yoga with me?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said. Although I was already hard, I knew she wanted foreplay and I’d give it to her. “I was also at the gym earlier, so it might help with soreness.”

“No resting at all,” she said with a laugh. I was just glad she carried the same glow as earlier.

I put on my sports clothes, and she headed to her bedroom to dress in hers. We met outside. She wore pink leggings and a matching sports top, lifting her boobs while at the same time keeping them secure.

“I’ve never done this before,” I warned her.

“I’ll guide you through it.” Diana unrolled two yoga mats on the grass. “Let’s start with some gentle stretches to warm up.”

We began with simple poses, reaching our arms overhead and bending side to side. I couldn’t help but admire how sexy Diana looked. The way her breasts strained against her top as she arched her back was mesmerizing.

“Are you warmed up?” she asked.

“I am,” I said. I wasn’t only warm, but I felt a heatwave seeing my mother move so seductively in front of me.

“Just checking. Now let’s try downward dog,” Diana instructed. She demonstrated, bending at the waist and placing her palms flat on the mat. Her round ass pointed skyward, perfectly outlined by the tight pink fabric. I tried to mimic her pose but felt clumsy in comparison.

“Here, let me help you,” Diana said. She came over and placed her hands on my lower back, gently guiding me into the correct position. The warmth of her touch sent tingles through my body.

“That’s better,” she murmured. Her hands lingered on me a moment longer than necessary before she returned to her own mat.

I really felt it in my calves, as if they were burning. I glanced up at Diana and her bottom pointing to the sun. I couldn’t help but fantasize about penetrating her. “It’s a lot harder than it looks.”

“Just do what feels good,” she said in her happy tone, glancing at me and probably noticing what caught my attention.

We moved through the warrior pose next. As Diana lunged forward, I admired the powerful line of her legs and the curve of her ass. When she bent forward into a triangle pose, I got a gorgeous glimpse of cleavage. I was being visually stimulated by every new pose she did.

“How are you feeling?” Diana asked as we transitioned into seated poses.

“Good,” I replied. “A bit more flexible already.”

Diana smiled. “Yoga is great for that. I have a feeling though, you aren’t a hundred percent focused.”

“Your clothes and poses … turn me on.”

“Oh,” she said, stifling a chuckle. “It’s nice though, to build up that sexual energy and release it all at once.”

“I agree,” I said. “But it’s something different doing it with Lily.”

“When I was her age, I also just wanted to tear my clothes off.”

“It’s good to try something new,” I said, listening to what Diana taught me.

“Sex isn’t all the same. It’s different from person to person, just how we have our own tastes and preferences.”

I drank in her wisdom, and her words made me relax into our session.

We descended into the pigeon pose. It was great for opening up the hips. She demonstrated, bending one leg in front of her while extending the other behind. As she folded forward over her bent leg, her ass lifted enticingly. I tried to copy her but felt a deep stretch in my tight hips.

“Here, let me help you adjust,” Diana said. She came over and placed her hands on my hips, gently guiding them into alignment. Her touch was electric on my skin. As she leaned over me, I could feel the warmth of her body and smell her light floral perfume.

“How does that feel?” she asked softly, her breath tickling my ear.

“Your floral perfume smells so good,” I said.

“I meant the pose,” she said with a light-hearted laugh.

“Good,” I managed to reply, my voice slightly strained. “You still smell amazing.”

“I haven’t used any perfume today though,” she admitted. “Just being surrounded by flowers.”

“You are one yourself,” I told her.

We held the pose for a few breaths before switching sides. As Diana demonstrated again, I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the curve of her ass and the way her breasts pressed against her top as she folded forward.

As we finished the yoga session, Diana suggested we cool down with some gentle stretches. She lay on her back, pulling her knees to her chest. I mirrored her pose, feeling the stretch in my lower back.

“How do you feel?” Diana asked softly, turning her head to look at me.

“Relaxed,” I replied truthfully. “And … aroused.”

A smile played on Diana’s lips. “Me too,” she admitted. She rolled onto her side to face me, propping herself up on one elbow. “Yoga always gets my blood flowing.”

I turned to face her as well, seeing her flushed cheeks and slightly labored breathing. A thin sheen of sweat glistened on her skin. She glowed with health, beauty and lust.

“You’re so beautiful,” I murmured, reaching out to brush a strand of hair from her face.

Diana’s eyes fluttered closed at my touch. When she opened them again, they were dark with desire. “Kiss me,” she whispered.

I didn’t hesitate. I leaned in and captured her lips with mine. The kiss started soft and tender but quickly grew heated. Diana’s tongue sought entrance to my mouth and I eagerly granted it. She tasted sweet, like the pancakes we’d had for breakfast.

As we kissed passionately, Diana’s hand roamed over my chest and abs. I groaned into her mouth when she palmed my erection through my shorts.

My only complaint was all the clothes. As we continued to deepen the kiss, she said in a husky voice, “Let me remove them.”

“Alright,” I said. I had to take off mine too, and I peeled them off at record speed, dying to get close to her taboo flesh. She took her time. Slowly, but surely, she revealed to me her gorgeous boobs that I had fondled with last night. Once they were free, I was pulled toward them like a magnet, fondling them and sinking my fingers into them.

“They’re beautiful,” I said and drooled over them. It made her cheeks pink and pretty.

She reached for my erection, her soft hands curling around my cock. “I’ve been missing this,” she said.

I moaned just upon her touch, the way she curled her soft hands around my most intimate part and stroked me slowly but surely. “Mom, can I lick you before we do this?”

“Of course,” she said eagerly. “I haven’t been licked in years.”

She lay down on the grass and spread her legs for me. I crawled between them and gently parted them. It gave me a potent view of her pink hole, her glistening slit and beautiful labia. Now that I had it in front of me, I couldn’t help but compare it to Lily. They looked so similar, but Diana’s scent was slightly sweeter and more flowery.

I pressed my tongue right on top and gently licked up to her clit. She shuddered at the touch.

“Oh Tyler,” Diana gasped as my tongue explored her folds. Her fingers tangled in my hair, pulling me closer.

“What is it, Mom?” I asked her, glancing up at her.

“Another lick, please.”

I kissed right on her flower and stuck my tongue out, swiping up to her pearly clit. Diana’s hips bucked against my face as she moaned in pleasure. “I can’t take it anymore,” she said, shuddering. “I want sex … It’s been so long.”

I heard the desperation in her voice, and I came off her pussy. I mounted her in a missionary position, my crown poised at her entrance. It was about time I did something for my sexually deprived mother. I rubbed it around her lips, immersing myself in the moment.

She giggled as I rubbed my cock along her vagina. “Tyler, be a good boy and push it in,”

I gave it a little nudge, the head slipped inside and then I sank inside her raw hole. I was about to melt. I looked into her eyes and saw the mutual pleasure. She must be feeling well, after all these years without a cock, and now it was my erection on top of it. It just made me happier, knowing I could be there for her and how she would be there for me.

I slowly pushed deeper inside Diana, enjoying the incredible sensation of her warm, wet pussy enveloping my cock. She let out a long, low moan as I slowly disappeared inside her. She covered me like a glove that was made for me. She took my entire girth without showing a trace of pain, and then I was at the hilt, my entire cock stuffed inside her, her pussy squeezing every inch of my shaft, including the crown. I caressed her thighs, reveling in the sensation as the sun shone upon us. It felt so much better doing it inside, liberating and raw.

“Oh Tyler,” she gasped, eyeing my erection. “You feel so good inside me.”

“I feel it too, Mom,” I said. I slowly pulled out, seeing her fresh juices glistening across my shaft. Once the head remained, I pushed in again, officially fucking my mother.

I began to move, thrusting gently at first. Diana wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me closer. Her hands roamed over my back as we found our rhythm together. I noticed how much more experienced she was even if she hadn’t fucked for years.

“Faster,” Diana urged. “Please, I need more.”

She sounded desperate as if famished for cock. I obliged, picking up the pace. I watched her expression, making sure she was feeling good. Ecstasy was etched on her face as my cock was about to take her to heaven. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the air, along with our mingled moans of euphoria. Diana’s breasts bounced enticingly with each thrust, and her hair was fanned out all over her.

“Yes, just like that,” Diana cried out. “Oh god, I’ve missed this so much.”

Her words encouraged me, letting me know that I was doing the right thing. I didn’t bother what anyone would think about this. I loved my sister equally as much as my mother. I pounded into her harder, gripping her hips for leverage. Diana’s nails raked down my back as she met my thrusts eagerly.

“I’m getting close,” I warned her, feeling my climax building rapidly.

“Me too,” Diana panted. “Come inside me, Tyler. I want to feel you fill me up.”

Her words and desire pushed me over the edge. I did nothing to hold back the climax. I let go, and with a loud groan, I exploded inside her. I was aware of every spurt that I fired inside her. For every rope that got shot out of my cock was another wave of pleasure that made me squirm and my knees buckle. I had never been so mindful of my orgasm before.

The sensation of my pulsing cock triggered Diana’s own orgasm. She moaned like never before, her pussy clenching around me as waves of pleasure washed over her. I could feel her whole body trembling beneath me as she climaxed, and her pussy gripped my erection for what felt like an eternity of bliss.

She caught her breath, her eyes sweeping over me. “Oh Tyler,” she moaned. “That was incredible.”

I collapsed on top of her, both of us panting heavily, and her breasts softened the impact. Diana’s arms wrapped around me, holding me close as we basked in the afterglow. I could feel my cock bathing in my cum and her juices as it slowly softened inside her.

After a few moments, I lifted my head to look at her. Diana’s cheeks were flushed, her hair tousled, and she had the most blissful smile on her face. She looked years younger as if she was a teenager having sex for the first time.

“How do you feel?” I asked softly.

“Amazing,” she replied, caressing my cheek. “I haven’t felt this good in so long. Thank you, sweetie. You’re everything a mother could possibly want.”

“That means the world to me.” I leaned down and kissed her tenderly. “I’m glad I could make you feel good. I love you.”

“I love you too,” she murmured against my lips.

We lay there for a while longer, enjoying the warmth of the sun and each other’s bodies and the aftermath of climaxing.

Suddenly, Diana’s phone rang. It was on the table. She glanced thoughtfully at it, probably trying to figure out who was calling her. “Oh, that’s right. It’s probably Lily.”

“Oh,” I said. I really wanted to lie here for a lot longer, hugging and kissing her. But I didn’t want to leave my dear sister out in the cold. “You should probably answer her.”

“You’re so caring,” she said as I slowly pulled my cock out from her hole, dragging a river of cum with me. I helped her up to her feet, and she hurried to her phone. Lily didn’t even give Diana a chance to call back. She called her back immediately.

“I’m so sorry, darling,” Diana answered. “Yes, I know I’m late. Accept my apology, I’ll come right now … Yes, Tyler is with me … I’m sure he wants to come with me … Alright … Alright, give me twenty minutes. Bye bye. Do you want to come?”

“Sure,” I said.

We quickly cleaned up and got dressed to go pick up Lily. As we drove, I couldn’t stop thinking about what had just happened between Diana and me. The memory of her soft skin, her passionate moans and the feeling of being inside her was still fresh in my mind.

Diana seemed to sense my thoughts. She reached over and squeezed my thigh gently. “That was wonderful, sweetie,” she said softly. “I hope we can do it again soon.”

I nodded eagerly. “Definitely,” I replied. “Anytime you want.”

“I’m not sure how to tell Lily though,” Diana said.

“That won’t be needed … She’ll notice how much happier you look, and I already told her.”

“That’s right,” Diana said, letting her shoulders slump. “I feel your seed. They’re so warm and creamy.”

“Uhm, you won’t become pregnant, right?”

“Don’t worry about it,” she said as carefree as Lily. “I’ll just take the morning-after pill.”

We arrived at Julia’s house, and both of them were already waiting on the porch, Lily’s face lit up when she saw us. She hugged Diana first, then threw her arms around me. “Hi,” she said, squeezing me extra hard in the hug.

“Hi,” I said, sighing in relief as I got to hold her again. Julia was in the background, her cheeks pinkening. She also wore glasses and had light brown hair and an impressive, natural bust that strained against her top. I found her attractive, but for now, I just wanted my sister. “Did you two have a lot of fun?”

“We did,” she said. “She wants to say hi to you too.”

After Lily broke the hug, I greeted Julia. She was as sweet as I’d imagined her to be, the complete opposite of a bully. She asked me if I wanted water or some fruit, but I told her I was fine. Lily also made sure to hug her goodbye for now, and they mentioned Julia sleeping over at our place.

As we drove home, Lily chattered excitedly about her sleepover with Julia. I noticed Diana glancing at us in the rearview mirror, a soft smile on her face. “Diana, you look a thousand times happier.”

“It’s because I have you two,” she said.

“But you have had us for a while now,” Lily said.

“Your brother was extra sweet to me this morning.”

Lily’s eyes widened at the clue. “Have you been … Have you?”

“I told you,” I reminded her.

A blush crept up on Lily’s cheeks. “So, we don’t have to keep it a secret any longer?”

“Not in front of me,” Diana said. “But I would be careful of who you tell it to.”

“Because of the evil society,” Lily pointed out, and she turned to me, whispering, “How was it to have sex with Mom?”

“You don’t have to whisper,” our mother reminded her.

“My bad,” Lily said eagerly. “It’s just what I’m used to.”

“It felt great,” I answered her. “I think she needed it.”

“I did,” Diana said, smiling.

“Did you ignore your needs just for us?” Lily asked her.

“Yes, but I also don’t find many men attractive. I wanted Tyler,” she admitted, which I knew came from her heart, especially after all that lovemaking.

“I love him too,” Lily said and leaned her head against me. “I always have.”

“I have always loved both of you too,” I told them and wished Diana could sit here with us, embracing us.

We arrived back, and I took Lily’s bag to her bedroom. While we stood there, she threw her arms around my neck and kissed me right on the lips. I palmed her young buttocks while responding to her sudden kiss. It wasn’t as deep as some of our other kisses, but she came off my lips, looking happier than ever. “Thank you for taking care of our mother.”

“Hey, we take care of each other,” I said, pushing some of her hair behind her ears. “We’re family after all.”

“Yes, but I feel so much better that she can have you too,” she said.

“You sure you don’t mind having an open relationship?”

“Nuh-uh,” she said. “That’s a tradition from the cursed society. I’ll only be with you, but if you want to make another woman happy then that will make me happier.”

I hugged her closer. “I’m not sure how to express my gratitude.”

“Neither am I,” she said. “For everything you’ve done for me.”

“Now that Mom knows … Can we sleep together like we did together at Riley’s farm?”

“Of course,” I said and was looking forward to entering her again.

“I thought of maybe playing video games late at night and watching porn together,” she said, lowering her voice.

I smiled, and my cock responded accordingly. “I should’ve listened to you from the start. Mom certainly didn’t care.”

She pushed her glasses up her nose. “Told you.”

Diana made some omelets for lunch that we ate together. Lily continued to talk about what they’d been up to and what kind of dishes they cooked. The more I heard about Julia, the more I liked her. Afterward, Lily resorted to streaming on Twitch, and I decided to go to the gym.

* * *

When I got back, it was already time for dinner, and Diana had ordered pizza, which she didn’t do too often.

“Well, this is a nice surprise,” I said.

“Hope it’s okay with you,” Diana said, setting the table.

“Once in a while’s fine,” I replied. “Is she still gaming?”

“Pretty sure,” Diana said, heading inside. “Lily! Dinner!”

Lily came running down the stairs in her Pikachu dress, her cheeks painted red. She sniffed the air, grinning. “Ooh, smells like pizza!”

“Yep,” Diana said with a smile.

“About time!” Lily said excitedly.

We all sat down and dug into the pizza, slice after slice disappearing.

“Were there many people there?” Diana asked.

“Not really,” I said. “Most of them have probably left for vacation.”

“You’re probably right.”

“I was thinking of something while I was there though,” I said. “I don’t want to move back to Los Angeles.”

Lily dropped her slice of pizza. “Really? You want to stay here with us?”

“Yes,” I said. “Especially after what we’ve gone through. But regardless of our relationship, I’ve missed both of you.”

Lily wrapped her arms around me, almost falling off the chair while trying to hug me. “Careful!” Diana had to remind her.

She slightly loosened her grip. “I was afraid you might go back and we had to resort to a long-distance relationship.”

“No,” I told her. “I want to stay here with you two.”

Diana couldn’t hold back her joy either. “I’m glad … You’ll always be welcome.”

After we’d finished the pizza, they took the dishes while I sat outside, enjoying the sight of the declining sun. It wasn’t a difficult decision to make. I belonged with my family, and I didn’t want Lily or my mother to feel upset because I left. I didn’t want to find another girlfriend. I wanted Diana, Lily and Riley, possibly Julia too. They were all loyal to me instead of taking a gamble with a girl from the street.

“Mom?” Lily asked her in the kitchen.

“What is it, darling?”

“Can I have Tyler for tonight?”

“Of course,” she said with a chuckle.

“I also want you to have him now and then,” she said.

“I’ll let you know when I’m aroused,” she said and kissed her. “But he took care of me this morning, so you can have him tonight.”

“Can we also borrow a porn from your collection?” she asked. “We want to play video games and watch a movie late up in the evening.”

“That’s fine,” Diana said. “But don’t stay up too late.”

“Okay, thank you!” Lily said. I heard her scurrying up the stairs.

Diana came out to me, extending her hands to me and lifting me to my feet. She enveloped me in a warm hug. “Thank you for staying with us. I’ve missed you so much.”

“It’s okay,” I said. “It wasn’t a difficult decision to make, just listening to my heart.”

“And you have a heart of gold,” Diana said, giving me a light squeeze that reminded me of her beautiful boobs. “Do you need help moving?”

“Probably, but that’s a couple of weeks from now on.”

“I’m just excited,” Diana said, squeezing me again before Lily came rushing down.

“Tyler, do you want to stream with me?”

“Sure,” I said.

Diana let go of me, kissing me on the lips instead of on my forehead.

Lily led me up to her room, where she had her gaming setup. She settled into her chair and patted the chair next to her for me to sit. I took a seat as she turned on her computer.

“What game do you want to play?” she asked.

“Whatever you’re in the mood for,” I replied, wrapping an arm around her shoulders.

Lily scrolled through her library before selecting Mario Kart. As the game loaded, she looked at me. “Are you ready?”

“Sure, show me your audience.”

She turned on her camera and microphone. “Hi everyone!” she greeted her viewers. “I’ve got a special guest with me today––my big brother Tyler!”

I waved at the camera. “Hey guys.”

“He might look big and strong, but I’ll kick his ass,” she teased.

We exchanged glances, and I just wanted to fuck her at that moment, but we raced, trash-talking each other good-naturedly as Lily’s chat cheered us on. I was rusty, so Lily beat me in most rounds. But I didn’t mind, I was just enjoying spending time with her.

One hour in, Diana knocked on the door. “Come in!” Lily said and turned to the camera. “I think it’s Diana.”

Diana opened the door, dressed in her nightgown and newly showered. “Can you please tone it down? I’m going to bed now.”

“Sorry,” Lily said and respected Diana’s words immediately.

“It’s fine … sweet dreams you two.”

“You too, Mom,” we said in unison.

“Jinx!” Lily exclaimed, punching my shoulder. “You owe me a coke.”

“I’ll give you one after this,” I told her. We exchanged glances again, and we both knew what I was talking about.

“Lily,” Diana reminded her again.

Lily’s hand flew to her mouth. “Whoops, sorry. I didn’t mean to scream that out loud.”

Diana gently closed the door, and we continued to race, trying to keep the trash talk to a minimum.

After about two hours of streaming, Lily wrapped up the broadcast. She hopped into my lap, snuggling up to me. “What did you think of Twitch?”

“It was fun,” I told her, gently palming her ass.

“I had some plans for tonight,” she said with a mischievous glint in her eyes.

“Porn?”

“How did you know?”

“I heard your conversation with Mom in the kitchen.”

“Oh, I wanted to surprise you,” she said.

“I still don’t know which one it is,” I told her.

“Pornos of the Caribbean,” she said, trying to stifle a giggle. “I brought the DVD, so we can watch it on my TV while we’re in bed.”

I nodded eagerly. Lily grabbed the DVD Diana had lent us and then led me to her bed. We checked out the cover: A hot blonde flashing her tits on a tropical beach. “Wow, she’s hot.”

“She has nice tits,” Lily said and turned the case around. The cover on the back featured her sucking off another muscular man.

“Let’s watch it,” I told her, feeling the same excitement as when we’d first watched porn together.

She jumped to the floor and crawled to the DVD. She still hadn’t changed her Pikachu outfit. She slid the disc inside and hopped up to me. We snuggled up together as she started the porn film.

The movie opened up with a busty blonde shipwrecked in the Caribbean. She found some fruits, eating till the juices dribbled down her chin and cleavage. She also found a perfect waterfall, taking off her clothes and showering nude.

Lily and I watched intently as the blonde actress showered under the waterfall, her curves glistening with water. Lily snuggled closer to me, her hand resting on my thigh.

“She has such nice boobs,” Lily whispered. “Do you think mine will ever get that big?”

I kissed her forehead. “You’re perfect just the way you are.”

A muscular pirate appeared, watching the blonde bathe. He stepped out from behind a tree, startling her.

“Oh no, a pirate!” the blonde gasped dramatically. “What shall I do?”

Lily giggled. “The acting is so bad.”

“That’s not really what people watch these for,” I pointed out with a chuckle.

The pirate approached the naked blonde. “Arr, what do we have here? A beautiful maiden all alone?”

“Please sir,” the blonde pleaded. “I’m just a poor shipwrecked girl. I have nothing to offer you.”

“Oh, I think you have plenty to offer me,” the pirate growled, eyeing her body hungrily.

He pulled her close and began fondling her breasts. The blonde moaned.

Lily shifted, and I could feel myself getting hard. She glanced back at me with a sly smile. “Getting excited, big brother?”

“Maybe a little,” I admitted.

The pirate took off his clothes, revealing a body that looked more like a Greek God than a pirate. The pirate’s massive erection sprang free as he stripped off his pants. The blonde actress gasped dramatically at the sight.

I could feel my own cock straining against my pants as we watched the pirate bend the blonde over a conveniently placed rock. He thrust into her roughly from behind as she cried out in exaggerated pleasure.

Lily squirmed. “Tyler…” she breathed. “I’m getting so turned on.”

“Me too,” I admitted, my hands roaming over her body.

She turned to face me, her blue eyes filled with desire behind her glasses. “Can we…recreate some of this?”

“Absolutely,” I said, capturing her lips in a passionate kiss while the porno played in the background.

Swinging her leg over my thighs, Lily moaned into my mouth as our tongues danced together. We hadn’t kissed for a couple of days, so it felt good to finally taste her mouth again. My hands slid under her Pikachu dress, caressing her soft skin. She ground her hips against mine, creating a delicious friction.

“I want you so bad,” Lily whimpered as we broke apart for air.

“I want you too,” I replied huskily. “Let’s get these clothes off.”

We quickly stripped, tossing our garments aside. Lily’s beautiful breasts were topped with stiff pink nipples. My cock stood at full attention, aching to be inside her taboo love hole.

I gently pushed Lily onto her back and straddled her legs. “Arr,” I said playfully. “What do we have here?”

“I’m just a shipwrecked girl. I have nothing to offer you,” she said demurely.

“Then what is this?” I asked and cupped her wet pussy.

“It’s just my innocent vagina … Please don’t stab me with your dangerous sword.”

“I think I will,” I said fiercely.

Lily giggled as I positioned myself between her legs. “Please be gentle, Mr. Pirate,” she said playfully, batting her eyelashes at me.

I lined up my cock with her entrance, rubbing the head along her wet slit. “I’ll try, fair maiden,” I growled in my best pirate voice.

Slowly, I pushed inside her tight pussy. We both moaned as I sank deeper, her warm walls gripping me snugly. Once I was as deep inside her as she allowed me to, I paused to savor the sensation. Yup, her vagina was almost identical to Diana’s except Lily was a bit tighter, and what a treasure both of them had.

“Oh, Mr. Pirate,” Lily whimpered, wrapping her legs around my waist. “You feel so good inside me.”

“Hmm, you too, fair maiden,” I said. I began to move, thrusting in and out of her slick canal. The sounds of our lovemaking mingled with the exaggerated moans coming from the TV. It was about time I fucked her again, reminding me of how much I missed my sexy little sister. The roleplay made everything feel special, reminding me I wasn’t with some lifeless bimbo, but a sweet, one-of-a-kind girl who happened to be my little sister.

I planted kisses along her neck as I gently slid in and out of her love hole, stretching her precious pussy.

“Yes, just like that,” she cried out. “Oh, I’m getting close.”

I could feel my orgasm building rapidly. The sensation of her warm, wet pussy gripping my cock combined with the erotic sounds she was making and the porn playing in the background was driving me wild.

It didn’t take us long before we both curled our toes and moaned deeper. We reached the peak simultaneously, I emptied myself inside her while I lay on top of her, kissing her sweet neck.

We clung to each other as we rode out our climaxes together. I could feel her pussy milking every last drop from my cock as her walls continued to embrace me.

Finally, we collapsed in a sweaty, satisfied heap. “Oh, you stabbed me real good,” she said, making us both giggle.

“I hope we didn’t wake up Mom,” I told her, looking her in the eyes.

We held our breaths and couldn’t hear anything. “I think it’s fine,” she said. “Should we watch the movie till the end?”

“Sure,” I said.

We spooned. She backed her ass against my crotch while I snaked my arm under hers, fondling her boobs as we watched the porno.

Lily and I lay entwined, our bodies still tingling from our intense lovemaking. The pirate and blonde were doing some exotic positions. The blonde was backed against a palm tree while her left foot sat firmly on the pirate’s shoulder.

“Do you think we could do that?” she asked.

I chuckled. “Maybe with a lot of yoga first.”

We watched till the very end. They went through so many positions, and so many scenes, but they ended it with a nice, creamy facial. I wasn’t sure why, but I ended up liking early-2000s porn better than what we had today. Even if the acting sucked, it was still enjoyable to watch.

As the credits rolled, Lily yawned and snuggled closer to me. It felt great to finally fall asleep, guilt-free. I knew I’d make the right decision to move back here. I didn’t see it as a downgrade—I just realized I’d jumped into life a little too quickly. I was reminded of how fun it used to be to play video games with my sister, and how good it felt to help her or Diana with anything. It was just more comforting. It was here I belonged.

Lily twisted her neck and kissed my lips. “Goodnight … sleepyhead.”

“Good night,” I said. “My adorable sister.”


Epilogue

Ibrought the last box into my bedroom and dusted off my hands. It was late July, and I had just moved back to. It felt great to move back here again. When I returned to LA to get my stuff, I wanted to get back here as quickly as possible. I felt homesick immediately, and I couldn’t deal with the noise pollution either.

While I was here, I had spent almost every day with Lily or helping Diana out at work. I was glad I could spend time with them, making up for what was lost. I would soon have to start working more, so I spent as much time as possible with my family before I would be busier. I had lost count of how many pornos Lily and I had watched together, and how many positions we had experimented with. Diana had also happily taught her some yoga to become more flexible. It was hot to watch both of them on the lawn. Diana would help her with the stretches, not afraid to touch her daughter “inappropriately”. It was impossible to concentrate while they were at it, and Diana would sometimes ask her more intimate questions, whether she felt any pain from sex or so on.

Riley would soon come over for lunch, and then I had promised to be with Lily since tomorrow I had to get back to work. However, I had promised her that I would spend the evenings, nights and weekends with my family.

“Was that the last one?” Diana asked me.

She was dressed in a pink pencil dress, her hair cascading down her body that I had seen naked so many times by now. “Yes,” I said. Ever since we’d started having sex with each other, she was glowing like rays from the sun. The best part of it was that it was infectious.

“Let’s head downstairs, Riley will soon be here.”

We also had sex many times before, even at their florist shop, which Diana didn’t seem to mind. It was something so hot to just bend her over against the wall and fuck her there in the storage room. We always did it raw too.

“I’m not sure if I’ll find time to unbox them,” I said.

“There’s plenty of time later. If you don’t make it, you can just sleep in my bed,” Diana said with a wink, which was something I’d love to do.

I descended the stairs, and Lily was outside grilling sandwiches for us. She was dressed in a mini skirt and a top. She was doing a lot better at Twitch these days, earning two thousand dollars a month. Because I had helped out my mother financially, Lily could go to college if she wanted to, and we would cover the cost, but she didn’t want to. I kind of predicted her answer because of her old scars. Her heart was healed now, so I didn’t want anything vicious to happen to her again.

While Diana set the table, I went to her by the grill, seeing the cheese melt down the sides of the bread. “It smells amazing,” I said.

“Yes,” she said happily. “Mom taught me this recipe. There’s spinach, pulled turkey, cheese, sauce, tomatoes, avocados, butter and plenty of spices.”

“Diana taught you well,” I said.

Lily beamed at me as she flipped the sandwiches. “I’m glad you’re back home for good now,” she said softly. “I missed you so much when you were in LA.”

I wrapped my arm around her waist and kissed her cheek. “I missed you too, sis. I’m not going anywhere now.”

We heard a car pulling into the driveway. “That must be Riley,” Lily said.

Diana went to greet her friend at the door while Lily and I brought the sandwiches to the table. Riley walked in, her red hair bouncing and her curves on full display in a tight sundress.

“Hi Tyler,” she said, giving me a hug and kiss on the cheek. “Welcome home.”

“Thanks, Riley,” I replied, enjoying the feel of her body pressed against mine.

We all sat down to eat, chatting and laughing as we enjoyed the delicious sandwiches. Riley kept giving me flirtatious looks across the table. “Good job, Lily,” Riley said, licking the cheese from her fingers.

“It was Mom who taught me,” she said, beaming in her direction.

“So you won’t be stopping over as often as you’ve done lately?” Riley asked, making a sad face.

“No, I’ll be busy too,” I said.

“Riley, you’re welcome to come over anytime you want,” Diana said and patted her hand.

“A sleepover?” Riley asked with a grin.

“Sure thing,” Diana said with a wink. “There’s plenty of space in my bed.”

“For Tyler too, right?” Riley asked.

“You bet,” Diana reassured her.

I wasn’t surprised to see Riley’s grin. She had admitted to having a taboo fetish before, so she looked hornier than usual. She asked how our polyamorous relationship was going, and we only had positive things to say.

“I don’t want to hog him for myself,” Lily said and glanced at Diana. “I want Mom to be loved too.”

“You have raised such wonderful children,” Riley said with hints of envy. “All by yourself too.”

“I’ve done my part of the job, but they sure have fulfilled it,” Diana said, her gaze softening to a smile.

“Have you done a threesome yet?” she asked.

“Not yet,” Diana said. “But we talked about it later today, since I owe my daughter some lessons.”

Lily nodded eagerly, and I could tell Riley was becoming aroused just by the suggestion.

After the sandwiches, we ate some ice cream. Riley and Diana talked about their florist shop while Lily and I looked at trailers for upcoming games.

When it was time for her to leave, we all hugged her goodbye, but she stopped at the foyer, her eyes flitting from mine to Diana. “About the threesome … how about next week?”

Diana looked at me. “What do you say, can you handle two older and more experienced women?”

“If you can handle my libido,” I said, making them both chuckle.

Diana turned to Riley. “Next week will be fine,” Diana said.

Riley made sure to plant a kiss right on my lips and hug Diana an additional time. “You’re the best friend and mother in the world.”

“Riley, you’re also the best friend in the world,” Diana said. When I saw them mash their tits like that, I felt my cock stir. Since I’d seen them nude several times, it wasn’t difficult to picture the threesome, making out with Diana while Riley sucked me, or licking Riley while Diana rode me. I had Diana and my little sister first though.

We waved Riley goodbye and closed the door.

“Mom,” Lily said.

“What is it?”

“You’ll give me some sex lessons later, right?”

“I told you so,” Diana said with a chuckle. “I guess it’s back to school.”

Lily laughed. “I had this great idea. Me and Tyler will dress up as students, and you’ll be our sexy teacher. Will you do it?”

“Anything for you, sweetheart,” Diana said, leaning down to kiss her on the cheek.

Lily beamed up to me. “Soon I’ll be able to deepthroat you too.”

It sure was something I looked forward to. “But after dinner, sweetie,” Diana said. “I have to answer some emails and phone calls first.”

Lily snatched my hand. “Let’s play Smash!”

“Can you please play down here instead?” Diana asked us. “I need some peace upstairs.”

“It’s fine,” Lily said. As Diana ascended the stairs, Lily loaded and turned on the TV and Switch. “Catch!”

She tossed me the controller, and I caught it. It was the same one she’d masturbated with.

Settling down on the couch, we selected our characters, Lily kept glancing at me and giggling.

“I’m gonna crush you,” she teased, nudging me with her elbow.

“Oh it’s on, little sis,” I shot back with a grin.

We started our first match. Ever since getting back here, I had gotten some of my skills back, but Lily was still sharp, her fingers flying over the controller. She won most of the rounds.

As we played more rounds, Lily kept finding excuses to touch me, brushing her leg against mine, leaning into me when she laughed, playfully shoving me when I won a match. Her excitement was clearly noticeable, her eyes shining brightly behind her glasses as she gazed at me between rounds.

“Take that, big bro!”

I couldn’t help but laugh at her excitement. “Lucky shot,” I teased.

As we waited for the next round, Lily turned to me, her cheeks flushed. “I’m so glad you’re here,” she said softly. Her hand found mine, giving it a gentle squeeze. I squeezed back, feeling a warm glow in my chest.

We selected our characters for the next match. As the countdown began, Lily leaned in close. The match began and we battled fiercely, our characters leaping and striking across the screen. Lily’s tongue poked out slightly as she concentrated, but I concentrated as well, and this time I beat her.

I turned to her, blowing her a raspberry. “You punch buttons like Snorlax.”

“Hey! That’s my line,” she said and narrowed her eyes at me. “Oh, you’re gonna pay for that!”

She lunged at me, her fingers seeking out my most ticklish spots. I yelped and tried to squirm away, but she was relentless. We tumbled off the couch onto the carpet, rolling around as Lily tickled me mercilessly.

“Stop! I give up!” I laughed, trying to catch her hands.

“Never!”

We wrestled playfully, rolling back and forth across the floor. Lily’s glasses were askew, her hair wild as she giggled uncontrollably. I managed to flip us over so I was on top, pinning her hands above her head.

“Got you now, little sis,” I grinned down at her.

Lily squirmed beneath me, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. I was suddenly very aware of how close our bodies were pressed together. Her skirt had ridden up, exposing her smooth thighs. As she shifted, trying to break free, her leg brushed against my crotch. Tickles for us had become our foreplay. Before, we were just flirting.

A jolt of arousal shot through me. Almost involuntarily, I ground my hips down, rubbing myself against her thigh. Lily’s eyes widened, her lips parted slightly as she felt my growing hardness.

Diana opened the door. “Lily, Tyler! Please, tone it down. I’m on the phone.”

“Sorry,” Lily yelped and then lowered her voice, “We can just lie like this.”

“Sure,” I said, reveling in the comfortable sensation of having her below me. “We have to enjoy this while it lasts.”

“Yeah,” she said, her voice lowering. “We’ll still have time for fun when you start work, right?”

“Yes … Your bedroom is next to mine after all.”

“I know,” she said, smiling. “I can’t wait for Mom’s lessons.”

“Neither can I,” I said, pushing her hair behind her ears.

“Oh, I don’t think I have a teaching costume for Mom,” she said.

“We can go and buy it for her,” I told her.

“Okay, I’ll just run up and ask.”

I rolled off her even if I didn’t want to. She scurried up the stairs and waited for Diana to finish the phone call. “Mom?”

“Yes.”

“Do you have a teacher costume?”

“No,” she said. “I thought you had one?”

“Yeah … but you’re taller than me, and your tits are bigger. Me and Tyler can go buy one for you.”

“That’s fine, just drive safe.”

“Okay,” Lily said.

We drove to an adult store where Lily had gotten her other outfits from. I was a bit nervous since I’d never been to such a store in my life, but Lily took my hand and said, “It will be fine. The lady working there is really nice.”

Trusting her, Lily and I walked into the adult store, hand in hand. She led me straight to the costume section, her eyes lighting up as she scanned the racks.

“Ooh, look at this one!” Lily held up a skimpy plaid skirt and tight white blouse. “What do you think? Would Mom look hot in this?”

“Psst!” I reminded her and looked around. “Let’s call her our goddess instead.”

She giggled. “Fine.” As we searched, Lily kept holding up increasingly sexy teacher outfits, giggling at my reactions. I had to admit, imagining Diana or Lily in some of those costumes was getting me worked up. We settled for the hottest we would find, which reminded us of a porno we’d watched the previous week.

“Oh! We need accessories too,” Lily said. She skipped over to a display of props and grabbed a ruler and a pair of glasses. “Can’t be a teacher without these!”

“You’re damn right,” I said and admired her imagination as always.

As we waited in line to check out, Lily leaned in close and whispered, “I can’t wait to see our goddess in this outfit. Do you think she’ll spank us if we’re naughty students?”

Lily knew how to make my cock hard. “I’m sure she will,” I murmured back. “We’ll have to misbehave and find out.”

Lily giggled and squeezed my hand. The cashier gave us a knowing look as she rang up our items, but Lily just smiled brightly.

On the drive home, Lily could barely contain her excitement. “This is going to be so fun! I hope Mom likes the costume we picked.”

“I’m sure she will,” I assured her.

When we got home, Lily ran up the stairs to show Diana what we’d bought. I followed more slowly, my mind already racing with possibilities for our roleplay later, seeing them taking turns sucking and fucking me.

Diana was in her bedroom, having finished her work calls. Her eyes widened as Lily held up the sexy teacher outfit.

“Oh my,” she said with a laugh. “You two certainly didn’t hold back.”

“Try it on!” Lily urged.

“After dinner,” Diana said. “You need to learn to relax. I like to take my time when it comes to sex.”

“Oh,” she said, slightly disappointed.

Diana patted her back. “Let’s do some yoga together.”

“Will you watch?” Lily asked me.

“You know I love to watch you two,” I said.

Lily beamed at me as Diana led us out to the backyard. They unrolled their yoga mats while I settled into a lounge chair to watch.

Diana guided Lily through some gentle warm-up stretches. As the lowering sun shone upon them, they both glowed. It looked as if both of them had sprinkled gold dust over their hair. I couldn’t help but admire how flexible they both were, and I knew that yoga was tougher than it looked from when I had sex with Diana for the first time.

Lily’s petite body moved fluidly from pose to pose, while Diana guided her.

“Now let’s try some partner poses,” Diana suggested.

Diana guided Lily into a seated back-to-back pose. They pressed their backs together, legs stretched out in front. Diana reached her arms overhead, encouraging Lily to do the same.

“Now lean forward slowly,” Diana instructed. “I’ll support your weight as you stretch.”

Lily followed her directions, bending forward over her legs as Diana leaned back. I watched as Lily’s top rode up slightly, exposing a strip of smooth skin at her lower back. Diana’s hands gently pressed against Lily’s shoulder blades, helping her deepen the stretch.

“How does that feel, sweetie?” Diana asked.

“So good,” Lily sighed. “I can really feel it in my hamstrings.”

They held the pose for a few breaths before slowly coming back up. Diana turned to face Lily, guiding her into a seated straddle position.

“Now reach for my hands,” Diana said, extending her arms.

Lily clasped Diana’s hands, and they began to gently pull back and forth, creating a rocking motion that stretched their inner thighs and groins. “Is this good for sex?” Lily asked, glancing at me.

“Yes, honey,” Diana said with a grin.

“Great,” Lily said, winking at me.

I shifted in my seat, trying to discreetly adjust myself as I grew aroused watching them.

After a few more partner poses, Diana had Lily lay on her back for some final stretches. She gently pushed Lily’s knee towards her chest, then across her body into a spinal twist. Her hands moved over Lily’s body, encouraging her into deeper stretches.

They finished up with some cooling stretches. Both were slightly sweaty and flushed as they rolled up their mats.

“That was a great session,” Diana said, giving Lily a kiss on the cheek. “You’re getting so strong and flexible.”

“Thanks. It’s fun doing yoga with you … How did I do, big bro?”

“Certainly better than me,” I said.

“He wasn’t bad,” Diana said. “It’s a shame I haven’t managed to talk him into it again.”

“Wear skimpier clothes and I’m sure he wants to spend time with you,” Lily said jokingly, making us all laugh.

* * *

After we’d eaten dessert, we sat on the outdoor sofa and talked about life in general. Lily was still impatiently waiting for her sex lessons. “Alright,” Diana said. “I’ll go to my bedroom and dress up as a teacher, okay?”

“Finally,” Lily said.

Diana ascended the stairs. It was about time we would have a threesome together. Hopefully, it would open up the doors for us to sleep together. “I’ll dress up as a sexy student as well,” Lily said.

“Sure thing,” I said. “When I was in school, I just wore something casual.”

“That’s fine,” Lily said. “We just need your cock anyway.”

She ran up the stairs, and I leaned back, watching the stars in the sky and being grateful for our open relationship. I didn’t have to deal with ungrateful girls, being afraid to be stabbed in the back, or even worry about flirting with someone else. Although I didn’t want to be with someone that Lily didn’t like.

I went upstairs, just in time when Lily stepped outside, dressed in a skimpy schoolgirl outfit, a tiny plaid skirt that barely covered her ass and a tight white blouse tied up to expose her midriff. She grinned at me excitedly. “What do you think?” she asked, twirling around.

“You look super sexy.”

“You two can come in,” Diana said.

We opened the door, and Diana stood by her dresser, looking absolutely stunning in the sexy teacher costume we’d picked out. The short skirt hugged her curves perfectly, and the blouse strained against her ample breasts. She’d put her hair up in a bun and was wearing the prop glasses we’d bought. She tilted her glasses down. “Are you two naughty students ready for your first lesson?”

“We are,” Lily said, twirling her hair on her finger.

“Well then,” Diana said and popped a button free on her blouse, revealing more of that delicious valley between her boobs. “The first lesson will be to deepthroat. Lily, take off his shorts and let him lie on my bed.”

“Okay, Miss Mother,” Lily said.

Lily eagerly helped me remove my shorts and boxers as I lay back on Diana’s bed. My cock sprang free, hard enough to crack walnuts. Diana jumped onto the bed, my erection pulling her toward me like a magnet.

“Now Lily, watch closely,” Diana instructed, kneeling between my legs. She wrapped one hand around the base of my shaft and slowly licked from my balls up to the tip. I shuddered at the sensation.

“Foreplay like licking the shaft and swirling your tongue around the tip is essential. After it’s wet and slick, you can take it into your mouth, but make sure it glides over your tongue and lips without any teeth.”

Diana demonstrated, opening her mouth and wrapping her sweet, motherly lips around the tip. “Mmm,” Diana moaned as she took me deeper into her mouth. Her lips slid down my shaft, taking more and more of me in. I groaned in pleasure, my hips instinctively bucking up. It was just her wet, warm mouth pleasuring me, and the sensation was so sweet.

Lily watched intently, her eyes wide behind her glasses. “How do you take it so deep without gagging, Miss Mother?” she asked.

Diana came off my cock and pushed her glasses up her nose. “One thing at a time,” she said. “Start off with the foreplay and then the key is to relax your throat and breathe through your nose,” Diana explained. She demonstrated by taking me into her mouth again, inch by inch, my cock slid effortlessly down her throat until her nose was pressed against my pubic bone. My eyes rolled back in pleasure as I felt the tight squeeze of her throat.

Diana bobbed her head up and down a few times before releasing me with a pop. “See how I breathed steadily the whole time?” she asked Lily.

Lily nodded eagerly. “Can I try now?”

“Go ahead sweetie,” Diana encouraged. “Start slow and don’t push yourself too hard at first.”

Lily replaced Diana between my legs. She took my cock in her small hand. She licked the tip before wrapping her lips around the head.

“That’s it,” Diana encouraged. “Now try to take a little more.”

Lily bobbed her head, taking me a bit deeper with each downward motion. When she got about halfway, she started to gag slightly.

“Relax your throat, honey,” Diana instructed. She gently massaged Lily’s neck. “Breathe through your nose.”

Lily tried again, managing to take me a little deeper this time. Diana praised her efforts, guiding her with gentle touches.

My sister came off and looked up at me through her round glasses. “No teeth?”

I shook my head. “That was wonderful, Lily.”

She beamed. “I kind of get it now when she said, ‘Glides over your tongue.’”

“That’s a good student,” Diana said proudly and patted her back.

Lily kept practicing, gradually taking more of my length into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around my shaft as she bobbed up and down. I moaned in pleasure, running my fingers through her soft hair.

“You’re doing so well, sweetheart,” Diana encouraged. “Now try to relax your throat even more and see how deep you can go.”

Lily took a deep breath through her nose and slowly slid her lips down my cock. I felt the head push against the back of her throat. She paused for a moment, then pushed further. Her eyes watered slightly as she suppressed her gag reflex, but she kept going until her nose was pressed against my pelvis.

“Oh,” I groaned, overwhelmed by the tight, wet heat enveloping my entire length.

Diana beamed proudly. “Look at you, taking all of your big brother’s cock! I’m so proud of you.”

Lily held me in her throat for a few seconds before pulling back, gasping for air. Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes sparkled with excitement.

“I did it!” she exclaimed.

“You sure did,” Diana praised, giving her a kiss on the cheek. “How did it feel?”

“Amazing,” Lily replied. “I want to do it again.”

“And for you?” Diana asked me.

“She does it as well as you now,” I said. It wasn’t completely true, but I didn’t want Lily to feel bad.

My sister dove back down on my erection. Diana watched approvingly as Lily deepthroated me over and over, her technique improving each time.

“Don’t forget to use your hands on occasion too,” Diana instructed. “Stroke the shaft while you suck the tip then go back to deepthroat, just using your lips.”

Lily followed her advice, wrapping her small hand around my cock and pumping in time with her mouth. The dual stimulation was incredible. I moaned loudly, my hips bucking up involuntarily.

“That’s it, sweetie,” Diana encouraged. “Listen to how much your brother is enjoying it.”

Her head bobbed faster as she took me deep into her throat again and again. Her glasses were slightly askew and her cheeks were flushed. She looked up at me with lust-filled eyes as she pleasured me. We made eye contact, and it felt so special as if we were looking each other in the heart.

“I think he’s getting close,” Diana observed. “And it’s polite to ask your man where he wants to finish.”

She came off my cock and gasped for air, her fresh saliva trailing down my shaft. “Where do you want to finish?”

“In your mouth,” I said.

She went back down again, sliding her lips up and down my shaft. I thrust my hips as the pleasure became unbearable.

“Lily, make sure to swallow it all like a good girl,” Diana reminded her, who could easily see that I would soon come.

Five more pumps and I reached the peak. I flooded Lily’s mouth with my sticky cum. To my surprise, she sucked hard, swallowing line after line of cum. “Geeze,” I said, squirming a little of how good that felt.

When there was nothing left, Lily slowly pulled off, licking her lips. “Mmm,” she said. “That was yummy.”

“Good girl,” I said, raking my fingers through her hair. I preferred when she would suck me instead of tickling me till I was laughing my ass off.

“How did I suck him, Miss Mom?” Lily asked with a grin.

“You sucked him well, so you passed the test,” Diana said whole-heartedly.

Lily wrapped her arms around our mother, embracing her eagerly. “I’m sure I’ve more to learn from you though.”

“Let’s take one lesson at a time … For now, let’s just do a threesome and keep the teachings to a minimum.”

“So what will the next lesson be about?” Lily asked.

“Exotic positions,” Diana said. “But it will require yoga.”

“You sure got me hooked,” Lily said and slumped down next to me. “When will you be hard again?”

“It probably won’t take longer than a couple of minutes. Seeing you two share my erection was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen, especially with your clothes.”

Diana lay down next to me, and I glanced at her teaching outfit and the blouse straining against her breasts. I reached for her boobs and she let me. I squeezed them both. “Hmm,” I moaned.

“I’m also getting in the mood,” our mother said.

“I have an idea,” Lily said mischievously. “I’ll cast the Spell of Erection, so you’ll grow hard immediately.”

Diana and I chuckled. “Be my guest,” I told her.

“Erection!” Lily exclaimed while poking my cock. It worked, slowly but surely, I hardened, but I was about to become erect anyway. “See there!”

“You better keep that spell a secret,” Diana told her daughter. “If you only knew how many men would kill for that ability.”

“I will … It will be a family secret. Now, let’s get nude.”

“Please, undress each other,” I told them.

Diana and Lily exchanged a sultry look before turning their attention to each other. They swung their feet off the bed and met each other in front of it. Lily reached for the buttons on Diana’s blouse, slowly undoing them one by one. As the fabric parted, it revealed Diana’s lacy black bra underneath.

“You wore such sexy lingerie for us, Miss Mother,” Lily noted.

Diana smiled. “Only the best for my star pupils.”

She shrugged off the blouse as Lily’s hands moved to unzip the tight skirt. Diana wiggled her hips, letting the skirt fall to the floor. She stood there in just her bra and panties.

“Your turn, my naughty student,” Diana said, reaching for Lily’s tied-up blouse.

She untied it swiftly, exposing Lily’s perky breasts. Lily hadn’t bothered with a bra under her costume. Diana’s hands cupped Lily’s breasts, thumbs brushing over her nipples.

“So beautiful,” Diana murmured.

Lily moaned softly at her touch. Her hands found the clasp of Diana’s bra, unhooking it deftly. Diana’s full breasts spilled free as Lily slid the straps down her arms.

I watched in awe Lily and our mother undressed each other, their hands roaming and caressing newly exposed skin. Soon they were both completely naked, pressed close together. Lily looked a bit unsurely up to her. “Why are you nervous?” Diana asked her.

“We’ve never been so close,” she said with hints of excitement.

Diana crawled onto the bed, her voluptuous body on full display. Lily stood a bit in the background, looking a bit shy on how to start this threesome “Why don’t you come join us, sweetie?” she said, beckoning.

Lily eagerly climbed onto the bed, settling between Diana and me. I pulled Lily in for a deep kiss. As we made out, I felt Diana’s hand wrap around my cock, stroking me slowly.

“Mmm, looks like someone’s ready for more fun,” Diana teased. “Thank goodness for that spell.”

Lily broke our kiss and looked down at my erection in Diana’s hand. “So how do we start?”

“First, let’s get him nice and wet.”

They both lowered their heads to my cock and started sucking me. Diana reminded her to look me in the eyes now and then, and it was another delicious blowjob.

After they’d sucked me nice and wet again, we took turns in different positions. I had them line up in doggy style where I alternated between both their wet holes. I also took my mother from the side. My favorite was when Diana rode me while Lily sat on top of my face. We were in sync, and Lily’s honey tasted even better in this position.

It was the hottest night of my life, and I knew it would be difficult to top it.

I finished in missionary as both of them lay side by side. I came first in Diana’s pussy before I pulled out and plunged into Lily’s slit, letting her tight vagina milk me for my last drops.

In the end, we were all tired and slumped down.

I lay there, squeezed between them. Our mother and Lily both wrapped their legs around mine, their heat radiating to every inch of my body. “I haven’t slept in Mom’s bed in ages,” Lily murmured, sounding tired from all that fucking.

“You’re welcome any night,” Diana said, who enjoyed this equally as much as we did.

As we promised each other to have similar nights, I knew I made the right decision to move in here with them. “Lily,” I told her.

“Uh-huh.”

“Thank you for taking the first step … This is everything I could possibly dream of.”

Lily pressed her lips to my cheek. “So are you,” she said softly without any hints of playfulness. “You and Mom have always been there for me.”

“I’m glad … and I’ll always be there for you.”

I turned to Diana whose eyes were welling up. She smiled as she released her happy tears, trickling down from her eyes. No words were necessary. They were the happiest tears I’d seen on her cheeks. “Sweet dreams, you two.”

“You too, Mom,” we said in unison.

“Jinx!” Lily said and punched my shoulder. “You owe me a coke.”

“I’ll buy you one tomorrow,” I murmured as I slowly drifted off to sleep.


Home Sweet Home 2

After moving back home, my bond with Diana and Lily has never been closer.

When Julia, Lily’s best friend, comes over, I quickly learn about her poverty.

Soon enough, we become romantically in love. As I do my best to give her warmth, shelter and love, she quickly falls in love with me too.

And as my relationship with Lily and Julia deepens, Julia’s mother, a former supermodel, quickly comes closer to me as well, providing more than maternal wisdom and romance.

Yet when Julia finally admits she’s terrified I’ll leave her, just like her father left them both, the weight of her trust hits me harder than anything. Now I have to show her I’m not going anywhere… no matter how complicated this relationship becomes.


Chapter 1

Sunlight streamed through my curtains, painting warm stripes across my face. I blinked and rubbed my eyes, stretching my limbs and yawning. Another day in paradise. It was summer, and I’d just moved back home permanently, and every morning still felt like a gift.

I rolled onto my back, staring at the ceiling and reflecting on how much had changed this summer. From that first hesitant kiss with Lily to our threesome with Diana, it had been a whirlwind of discovery and pleasure I never could have imagined. The taboo had dissolved into something that felt natural and right.

My online business was thriving, and working from home meant I could balance my professional responsibilities with plenty of time for Lily and Diana. The arrangement was perfect.

Someone knocked on my door, interrupting my thoughts. I could already tell who it was based on that knock.

“Tyler? Sleepyhead? Are you awake in there?” Lily’s voice called through the door.

“Yeah, come in,” I answered, sitting up and running a hand through my disheveled hair.

Lily hopped in. She wore a dress that was too tight on her and barely covered her hips, and the neckline gaped open as if struggling to contain her ample chest. Her glossy brown hair tumbled around her face in wild waves, and she offered me a coy smile with her pink lips.

“Finally! I’ve been up for hours,” she said, pushing up her glasses on her nose, heading straight for my dresser. She started rummaging through my clothes, pulling out items and assessing them with a critical eye. But most of my attention was on her bottom since the dress hiked up to reveal her creamy thighs.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Finding you something to wear, obviously.” She selected a navy t-shirt and khaki shorts, balled them up, and playfully threw them at my face. “Put these on and come to my room. I need your opinion on something important.”

“Give me five minutes to brush my teeth?”

“Fine, but hurry!” She darted out as quickly as she’d arrived.

I chuckled. It wasn’t every morning I saw her this excited. I suspected they’d announced a new video game, perhaps another Legend of Zelda. I wasn’t sure, but there was nothing I loved more than playing video games with her.

* * *

After a quick trip to the bathroom, I headed to Lily’s room. I found her standing in front of her full-length mirror, surrounded by several fabrics, wigs and props.

“Wow,” I said, taking in the colorful chaos. “What’s happening in here?”

“Julia’s coming for lunch today,” Lily said. “Then we’re heading to her place for a sleepover and a streaming collab. We’re calling it our ‘girly week’ collab. I need to decide which cosplays to bring.”

Julia was the same age as Lily, nineteen, and they’d known each other since high school.

She grabbed the first outfit and held it against herself, a flowing green and silver ensemble with leaf patterns embroidered throughout the fabric. Vines wrapped around the arms, and pointed ear prosthetics sat on her desk nearby.

“This is my woodland elf princess. I made the ears myself, and the fabric actually glows a little under blacklight,” she explained, twirling to show off the cascading layers.

“The elf really suits your cute vibe. The green brings out your eyes too.”

Lily beamed at the compliment before setting it aside and grabbing another costume. This one was a leather-and-metal warrior outfit, complete with shoulder pauldrons and a prop sword. The leather bodice was tooled with symbols that looked ancient and powerful.

“This is my barbarian warrior queen,” she said proudly. “The leather took forever to work with, but I think it was worth it.”

“Definitely worth it. That one has a real edge to it. Julia might look amazing in something like that if she wants to try it.”

“You think?” Lily tilted her head, considering. “She’d look cute as a warrior.”

The third costume she presented was a steampunk creation, copper and bronze gears adorned a corset with a bustle skirt that featured layers of brown and gold fabric. Goggles with adjustable lenses sat atop a small top hat.

“The mechanical explorer,” Lily said, adjusting one of the tiny gears. “I added working pockets and even a little compass that actually points north.”

“The detail is insane,” I said, touching one of the tiny gears. “You’ve really outdone yourself.”

Lily’s last outfit was a fantasy creation, a pink and blue dress with iridescent fabric that reminded me of cotton candy clouds. Tiny stars were sewn throughout, and a pair of translucent wings leaned against her wall.

“And this is my fairy dream costume,” she said, her voice growing a little shy. “It’s newer, and I’m not sure if it’s too childish.”

“It’s not childish at all,” I assured her. “It’s whimsical and beautiful. You’d look ethereal in it.”

Lily carefully arranged all four costumes on her bed, stepping back to survey them. “I’m thinking the elf and the steampunk for sure, but I’m torn between the warrior and fairy for the third…”

“Why not bring all four? Give yourself options.”

“I don’t want to seem like I’m showing off,” she said, fidgeting with her glasses. “I really want Julia to be impressed, but not overwhelmed. This collab could really boost both our channels.”

I moved closer, resting my hands on her shoulders. “Hey, you know what? Julia already likes you for you. The cosplays are just a bonus.”

“I know, but …” Lily bit her lip. “I’m just nervous. I hope we don’t end up looking silly.”

“You’re super cute, and your costuming skills are amazing. You complement each other perfectly.”

“But what do you think?”

“I like your Zela costume the most,” I told her.

“Hmm, maybe I should bring it. She has a nice Samus costume. I think they go well together.”

“They do,” I said with a smile.

Lily’s face relaxed as she looked up at me. “You always know exactly what to say to make me feel good … and which buttons to push, when we’re in bed.”

“It’s because I love you,” I murmured, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

Our eyes locked, and Lily rose on her tiptoes as I leaned down, our lips meeting in a warm, sweet kiss. I wrapped my arms around her waist, pulling her closer as she sighed against my mouth.

“Hmm, morning breath,” she teased when we separated. “You need a potion or two.”

“I brushed my teeth!” I said, slightly embarrassed.

She giggled, leaning in for another quick peck. “Just teasing you. You taste fine.”

“Lily! Tyler! Breakfast is ready!” Diana’s voice called from downstairs.

Lily grabbed my hand. “Come on, I’m starving.”

We headed down to the kitchen, where the smell of pancakes and bacon filled the air. Diana stood at the stove. Wearing her dark blonde hair loose, she was dressed in a knee-length summer dress that highlighted the two mounds on her chest. They were impressive for her age, and I couldn’t help but admire them at times. She wore a modest amount of makeup as well, just enough to enhance her femininity.

She turned to us with a warm smile. “Good morning, you two,” she greeted, flipping a pancake.

“Morning, Mom,” we said in unison, taking seats at the table.

“Jinx!” Lily said playfully, swatting my shoulder. “You owe me a Coke.”

I rolled my eyes but chuckled internally. “You got it.”

“So, what’s the verdict on the cosplay situation?” Diana asked, bringing over a stack of pancakes.

“Tyler thinks I should bring all four options,” Lily said, reaching for the maple syrup.

“Smart man,” Diana said. “Always good to have choices … And did you two sleep well?”

“I did,” Lily said, then turned to me. “He sleeps like a log, as usual.”

“What sis said.” I loaded my plate with pancakes and bacon. “And you, Mom?”

“I slept through the night,” she said with a warm smile. “Thanks for asking.”

“And how’s the florist shop doing?” I asked again. Last time I asked her, she’d told me she was doing better. I’d helped her out with some advice here and there, which I’d learned from running my own E-commerce.

Her face lit up. “Wonderfully! That social media strategy you helped us implement has brought in so many new customers. We’ve had to hire another part-timer just to keep up with orders.”

“That’s amazing,” I said, genuinely happy for her.

“Riley says it’s all thanks to you,” Diana added, her eyes twinkling. “She’s been asking when you might come by again, by the way.”

Lily giggled. “I bet she has.”

“We’ll see,” I said. “My business is doing great too, so I got a lot of work on my hands. The new product line is selling better than projected. I might need to scale up production soon.”

Diana reached across the table and squeezed my hand. “I’m so proud of you, honey. You’ve built something really special.”

“We all have,” I replied, looking between her and Lily. The double meaning wasn’t lost on either of them, and smiles spread across their faces.

Diana made sure to squeeze Lily’s hand as well, complimenting her for doing something she loved. We finished breakfast, discussing Lily’s streaming plans and Diana’s upcoming flower arrangement workshop. As Lily cleared the dishes, Diana gave me a light shoulder massage.

“Will you be working all day?” she asked.

“Just until around three. I’ve got inventory to manage and some supplier calls.”

“Perfect timing,” Diana said. “Julia’s coming at noon, so you’ll have some peace and quiet for your calls.”

“And then I’ll be gone until tomorrow,” Lily added, returning from the sink. “So you two will have the house to yourselves.”

Diana and I exchanged a glance that made my pulse quicken. “I’m sure we’ll find ways to keep ourselves occupied,” she said with a grin.

I took a long sip of my juice, trying to hide my smile behind the mug. The thought of having the house alone with Diana sent a pleasant warmth through my body.

After breakfast, I retreated to my room to handle business calls while Lily continued preparing for her stream. The morning passed quickly, and by mid-afternoon, I’d wrapped up my work quicker than predicted and headed downstairs.

“Lily, want to play some Smash before Julia gets here?” I called out, setting up the Switch on the living room TV.

“Yes!” she squealed, bounding down the stairs like an excited puppy. “I need to warm up my thumbs anyway. She’s been practicing, so she might actually beat me this time.”

We settled onto the couch, controllers in hand. Lily selected Zelda, naturally, while I went with Link.

“Ready to get your ass handed to you?” she taunted, nudging me with her elbow.

“In your dreams, sis,” I shot back.

The match began, and we fell into our familiar tradition of trash talk and competitive focus. Lily’s tongue poked out slightly as she concentrated, her fingers flying over the buttons.

“Ha! Take that!” she crowed as Zelda landed a particularly devastating combo.

“Oh, it’s on now,” I said, retaliating with a series of attacks that sent her character flying.

We were so absorbed in our game that we both jumped when the doorbell rang, its chime cutting through our competitive bubble.

“She’s here!” Lily exclaimed, dropping her controller mid-match and leaping to her feet. Her whole face lit up with excitement as she raced to the door, nearly tripping over the coffee table in her haste.

“Lily, calm down before you hurt yourself!” Diana called from the kitchen, laughing.

I paused the game and stood up, smoothing my shirt as Lily flung open the front door.

“Julia!” she squealed, throwing her arms around her friend in a tight embrace. “I’ve been waiting all day!”

“Hey, Lily,” Julia said, laughing and returning the hug with equal enthusiasm. They rocked back and forth, Lily vibrating with excitement.

“I’ve got all the cosplays ready for the stream,” Lily said, still clinging to her friend. “We’re going to have so much fun!”

As they separated, I got my first good look at Julia. She was tall and slender, with light brown hair that fell in waves past her shoulders. What immediately caught my attention was her impressive bust, which strained against a faded Nintendo t-shirt that had definitely seen better days. The shirt had a small coffee stain near the hem and was fraying slightly at the collar.

Her jeans were torn at the knees, not in the fashionable way that costs extra at the store, but in a way that suggested genuine wear and tear. The hems were completely frayed, threads dangling over scuffed sneakers that were one washing away from falling apart. A cracked phone screen peeked out from her back pocket, the protective case long gone.

Despite her worn appearance, Julia had a genuinely pretty face, cute in a nerdy way, with bright eyes behind stylish glasses and a warm smile that transformed her entire countenance.

I felt an immediate pang of sympathy as I compared her outfit to Lily’s well-kept clothes. Lily’s wardrobe wasn’t extravagant, but everything was clean, intact and clearly purchased within the last year. Looking at Julia’s well-worn backpack, with its safety pins holding together a broken strap, I couldn’t help but think about my own thriving business and financial security.

Had Lily mentioned Julia’s financial situation before? I tried to recall if there had been hints I’d missed, feeling a subtle guilt for not paying closer attention. Here I was, worrying about scaling up my already successful business, while Lily’s friend was clearly struggling just to get by.

Julia turned to me, her smile bright but a touch shy. “Hi, Tyler. Lily’s told me so much about you.”

“Positive things, I hope,” I replied with a friendly smile.

“Mostly,” she teased me, adjusting her glasses in a gesture that reminded me of Lily. There was a moment of lingering eye contact that made me suddenly aware of how attractive she was, despite, or perhaps because of, her unpretentious appearance.

Diana stepped out of the kitchen, wiping her hands on a dish towel. “Julia, it’s so wonderful to have you over!” she exclaimed, pulling the girl into a warm hug. “Lily’s been buzzing around all morning getting ready for your stream.”

“Thanks for having me, Mrs. Summers,” Julia replied, visibly relaxing in Diana’s embrace. “It smells amazing in here.”

“Just putting together some lunch for everyone,” Diana said, stepping back to look at Julia with genuine fondness. “It’s so nice to see Lily with such a good friend. You’ve been such a positive influence on her.”

Julia blushed slightly at the praise. “Lily’s the amazing one. Her cosplay skills are going to take us to the next level with this collab!” Her enthusiasm matched

“You have to see what I’ve prepared!” Lily grabbed Julia’s hand. “Can we go upstairs before lunch, Mom? I want to show her the costumes.”

“Of course, sweetie. Lunch will be ready in about twenty minutes.”

Lily dragged her up the stairs, their excited chatter fading as they disappeared into Lily’s room.

Diana turned to me with a knowing smile. “Julia seems nice.”

“Yeah, she does,” I agreed, helping Diana set the table. “Lily really lights up around her.”

“It’s good to see her with a friend who appreciates her creativity,” Diana said, pulling sandwich ingredients from the refrigerator. “Can you grab the pitcher of lemonade?”

I retrieved the lemonade, my mind still on Julia’s worn clothing and the contrast with our comfortable lifestyle. “Has Lily mentioned anything about Julia’s home situation?” I asked.

Diana’s expression softened with understanding. “You noticed too, huh? Julia’s family struggles a bit financially. She’s raised by a single mom.”

“I had no idea,” I admitted, feeling even worse for not paying attention.

“Lily mentioned it a few times, but she never makes a big deal of it. I think she admires how hard Julia works.”

I could hear the girls laugh upstairs as Lily presumably showed off her cosplay creations. The sound brought a smile to my face despite my concerns.

* * *

Twenty minutes later, we were all seated around the kitchen table. Diana had prepared an impressive spread of homemade sandwiches, thick slices of fresh bread piled high with roast chicken, avocado and crisp vegetables.

I had positioned myself across from Julia, passing plates and helping serve the food. Lily sat beside her friend, bouncing in her seat as they continued discussing their streaming plans.

“These look amazing, Mrs. Summer,” Julia said, her eyes widening at the generous portions.

“Please, call me Diana,” Diana insisted. “And help yourself to as much as you’d like. Growing streamers need their energy.”

“The cosplays Lily made are fantastic,” Julia said, accepting the plate I handed her. Our fingers brushed briefly, and I noticed how she gave me a shy look. “She’s got this steampunk explorer outfit that looks so cool.”

“She’s been working on those costumes all days,” I said, reaching for my own sandwich.

Julia turned to me with a bright smile. “Lily’s always bragging about your fitness business. Must take a lot of discipline to look that fit,” she said, her gaze lingering appreciatively on my arms and chest.

I felt a flush of warmth at the compliment. “It’s mostly just consistency,” I said modestly.

“Tyler is being humble,” Lily said, giving me a wink. “He’s super successful. His online business is crushing it.”

“That’s so cool,” Julia said, leaning forward slightly. “What’s Southern California like? I bet you meet all kinds of interesting people there.” There was a hint of wistfulness in her voice.

“It has its moments,” I replied, “but honestly, it can be pretty superficial. I prefer it here.”

Julia laughed a bit too enthusiastically at my mild joke about LA culture, her eyes crinkling behind her glasses. As I returned her smile, I noticed the way she tucked her hair behind her ear, a gesture that seemed both nervous and demure.

“You should see how Tyler handles the Switch controller,” Lily chimed in, nudging Julia with her elbow. “He thinks he’s so good, but I just destroyed him at Smash before you arrived.”

“That’s because you cheated,” I said. “You distracted me with that whole ‘look out the window’ trick again.”

“It’s not cheating if you fall for it every time!” Lily said, blowing me a raspberry and turning to Julia. “He’s so gullible.”

“I’m not gullible,” I said, feeling my cheeks warm slightly. “I’m … trusting.”

“Sounds like something a gullible person would say,” Julia joined in to tease me.

I shifted in my seat, torn between feeling flattered by her attention and uncomfortable with the situation. Lily’s friend was attractive, sure, but she was just that, Lily’s friend. Besides, there was something in her eagerness that made me wonder if her flirtation came from a deeper place than mere attraction. Maybe it was loneliness, or just wanting to feel seen.

“Speaking of gaming,” Julia said, turning to Lily, “you have to hear about my epic fail during my last stream. So I was doing this hardcore dungeon run, right? And I’m telling all my viewers how I’ve mastered this boss fight…”

“Oh no,” Lily giggled, already sensing where this was going.

“So I’m mid-sentence, talking all this big game, when I spill my drink all over the keyboard and activates like three different abilities at once. I panic, knock over my energy drink, again, and it spills all over my lap. I jump up screaming, my headset flies off, and the whole stream just sees an empty chair while I’m cursing off-camera.”

We all burst out laughing at her retelling.

“The best part? My viewers thought it was a bit! They were like ‘best streamer reaction ever,’ and I got like fifty new subscribers that day.”

“That’s genius!” Lily said. “We should incorporate some physical comedy into our collab.”

“Maybe something less wet,” Julia said. “Our place is kinda cramped, my mom would kill me if we soaked the carpet in my bedroom. It’s already seen better days.”

“We could do something with confetti instead,” Lily said excitedly. “For the big finale!”

“That would be perfect.” Julia’s eyes lit up. “Oh, and I need to remember to charge my phone tonight. It’s on its last leg, screen’s cracked to oblivion, but I’m saving up for a new one,” she said it so matter-of-factly, without a hint of self-pity, that my respect for her grew instantly. I glanced at her cracked phone on the table, suddenly conscious of my brand-new model sitting beside my plate.

“How did you two meet, anyway?” I asked, genuinely curious. “Lily never really told me the full story.”

The girls exchanged a fond look before Julia answered. “It was actually through Twitch,” she said. “I was streaming some Zelda gameplay, pretty badly, I might add, and Lily hopped into the chat to give me tips. She was so nice about it, not like those trolls who just spam ‘git gud’ in the comments.”

“I wasn’t even planning to stay on her stream,” Lily added. “But she was so funny, and she had this awesome Princess Zelda poster in the background.”

“Next thing you know, we’re in a four-hour voice chat talking about cosplay designs and game theories,” Julia continued. “It was like finding my long-lost twin.”

“Except I’m the smarter twin,” Lily joked, sticking out her tongue.

“In your dreams,” Julia shot back, playfully shoving her.

Watching their easy camaraderie, a wave of gratitude washed over me. After years of seeing Lily struggle to connect with peers who bullied her for being different, here was someone who truly appreciated her quirks and creativity. It meant more to me than Julia could possibly know.

“These sandwiches are amazing, Mrs. Summer, uh, I mean, Diana,” Julia said, finishing her second one. “Way better than the ramen cups I practically live on.”

“You’re welcome anytime, dear,” Diana replied warmly. “Our kitchen is always open to Lily’s friends.”

As lunch wrapped up, Julia helped clear the table, insisting on doing her part despite Diana’s protests. When she handed me her plate, our fingers brushed again, and she looked up at me through her lashes.

“Thanks for being so welcoming,” she said. “Lily’s lucky to have such a cool brother.”

“I’m the lucky one,” I replied, trying to keep my tone friendly but not overly encouraging. “It’s great to see Lily so happy with her streaming plans.”

Diana appeared beside us, breaking the moment. “We should probably start loading up the car with all those cosplay supplies,” she said. “Julia’s mom is expecting us by three, right?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Julia said, reluctantly stepping back from me.

“I can help carry everything down,” I offered, seeing the mountain of costume bags and equipment Lily was attempting to wrangle down the stairs.

“My hero!” Lily said dramatically, pretending to swoon. “Always rescuing damsels from dangerous cosplay avalanches!”

We all laughed as I bounded up the stairs to help, taking the heaviest bags from her arms. Julia followed behind, gathering smaller accessories and prop weapons.

As we loaded everything into Diana’s car, Julia turned to me one last time.

“It was really nice meeting you, Tyler,” she said, her smile genuine and warm. “Maybe you could guest star on our stream sometime?”

“I’d just embarrass myself,” I laughed.

“That’s kind of the point,” she replied with a wink before climbing into the backseat.

I waved as they drove off, Lily’s excited chatter still audible even as the car pulled away.

I returned inside and settled at the kitchen counter with my laptop, trying to focus on work.

After about an hour, I heard Diana’s car pull back into the driveway. The front door opened, and she walked in, looking pleased but tired.

“Those two are going to have so much fun,” she said, setting her purse down. “Julia’s mom seems lovely.”

“Lily seems to really care about her,” I said, closing my laptop.

Diana came over and ruffled my hair affectionately. “You raised your eyebrows quite a bit during lunch. I think someone has a little crush on you.”

I felt my cheeks warm. “I noticed. She seems nice, but…”

“But your heart is already taken by her best friend,” Diana finished. “I’m so proud of you, Tyler. The way you love Lily, the way you love both of us, it’s something special.”

“I just want you both to be happy,” I said simply.

Diana slid onto the stool beside me, her hand finding mine. “You know, I’ve been thinking about your relationship with Lily. If you want it to be more romantic, you should surprise her sometimes. Little gestures go a long way, flowers, her favorite candy or even just a sweet note hidden where she’ll find it later.”

“Like a relationship mentor,” I said with a smile.

“That’s what a mother is for,” she replied, leaning in to press a kiss to my forehead. Her lips lingered there, warm and comforting. “To teach her children about love in all its forms.”

I closed my eyes, enjoying the moment. “I was thinking about Julia,” I said as Diana pulled away. “It means a lot that she cares about Lily so much. After all those years of bullying…”

“I know,” Diana nodded solemnly. “Lily needed someone like her. A true friend who sees her value.”

We talked a little bit about various topics till I got an email notification on my phone.

“Busy?” Diana asked with a smile.

“I should get back to work,” I sighed, gesturing to my laptop. “I have some inventory to manage before the end of the day.”

“And I have some emails to catch up on for the shop,” Diana said. “Dinner at seven?”

“Perfect.”

We worked separately for the next few hours, and Diana called for me when dinner was ready.

When we finally sat down to eat fajitas, Diana raised her glass in a small toast.

“To having the house to ourselves,” she said with a playful wink.

I clinked my glass against hers. “To quality time.”

We ate in comfortable silence for a few minutes before Diana spoke again. “I saw your face when you took in Julia’s clothes,” she said, her tone gentle rather than accusatory.

I froze mid-bite. “What do you mean?”

She reached across to squeeze my hand. “I mean, how concerned you looked when you noticed her clothes and phone. You have a keen eye for stray birds, Tyler.”

I relaxed, setting down my fork. “I just felt bad for her. She seems like such a great friend to Lily, and it’s obvious she’s struggling.”

“You’re sweet,” Diana said, her eyes soft with affection. “That’s one of the things I love most about you, your compassion.”

“I was thinking maybe I could help her somehow,” I said. “But I don’t want to embarrass her or make Lily feel weird.”

“That’s thoughtful of you. Maybe there’s a way to do it that preserves her dignity.”

We continued eating, the conversation shifting to other topics, Diana’s plans for the flower shop’s fall collection, my ideas for new products and Lily’s growing success on Twitch.

“She’s really found her niche,” Diana said. “And I think Julia’s been good for her confidence.”

“Definitely,” I agreed. “It’s nice seeing her excited about something besides video games.”

As we finished our meal, Diana served a pie she’d baked. The first bite was a perfect balance of sweet and tart, the berries bursting with flavor beneath the buttery crust.

“This is divine,” I said, enjoying another bite. “You’ve outdone yourself.”

“Thank you, sweetie,” she replied, looking pleased. “I thought we deserved something special tonight.”

She took a sip of her wine, her eyes meeting mine over the rim of her glass. “You know, Lily’s gone tonight.”

“I’m aware of that.”

“It’s been a while since we’ve had the house to ourselves,” she said, her foot brushing against mine under the table. “Almost a week since we’ve been together.”

“Too long,” I agreed, my body already responding to her subtle touch.

“So,” she said, setting down her glass, “would you like to go to bed together tonight?”

“Yes,” I replied without hesitation. “I’d like that very much.”

A satisfied smile spread across her face. “Good. Why don’t you go relax while I clean up? I’ll join you soon.”

“I can help with the dishes,” I offered.

“No need,” she insisted, rising from her chair. “Go on. I won’t be long.”

I nodded, pressing a quick kiss to her lips before heading upstairs to my room. Once there, I remembered Lily’s and Julia’s stream was starting soon. Curious to see how she and Julia were doing, I opened my laptop and navigated to their Twitch channel.

The stream had just gone live. Lily and Julia sat side by side. Lily’s explorer outfit looked even more impressive on camera, the tiny gears catching the light as she gestured excitedly. Julia wore a matching creation, though slightly simpler, with a vest and goggles that complemented her glasses.

They looked so happy together, their enthusiasm infectious. Lily’s entire face lit up as she explained their streaming schedule, and Julia kept sneaking glances at her friend, clearly admiring Lily’s confidence and creativity.

Despite Julia’s worn clothing earlier, her cosplay looked impressive. Lily must have worked hard to create something special for her friend. As they began their first game, I noticed how supportive they were of each other, cheering and high-fiving at every small victory.

I couldn’t help but feel affection, not just for Lily but for Julia too. She’d given Lily something invaluable, true friendship and acceptance. Looking at her cracked phone sitting on the desk beside them, an idea formed in my mind.

Opening another tab, I navigated to their donation page. Without overthinking it, I transferred a substantial amount, enough to buy a new phone and then some clothes, with a simple message, For the best streaming duo out there. Keep making magic together. -anonymous admirer.

I watched the screen, waiting. A moment later, a loud notification sound played on their stream, and both girls jumped. Julia’s eyes widened as she read the donation amount.

“Oh my god!” she gasped, nearly knocking over her drink in shock. She grabbed Lily’s arm. “Is this real? Look at the amount!”

“Wow,” Lily said in awe. “What a legend!”

Julia seemed completely overwhelmed, her eyes filling with tears behind her glasses. “I don’t know what to say,” she stammered. “This is … I can’t believe … thank you so much, whoever you are!”

Seeing her genuine reaction, the way her hand trembled slightly as she pushed her glasses up, warmed my heart. It was worth every penny to see that moment of pure joy and disbelief.

“We’re definitely going to make this the best stream ever now!” Lily said.

“What are you smiling about?” Diana’s voice came from my doorway, startling me.

I turned to find her leaning against the frame, but my response died in my throat. She was wearing a black negligee that left little to the imagination, the delicate lace barely covering her ample curves. Her blonde hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders, and her lips were painted a deep, sexy red.

“Are you spying on the girls?” she asked, her tone playful rather than accusatory as she sauntered into the room.

“Not spying,” I said, tearing my eyes away from her body to glance back at the screen. “I just gave Julia a donation for their stream … a big one.”

Diana came closer, looking over my shoulder at the screen where Lily and Julia were still celebrating, their excitement palpable. “That was incredibly generous of you,” she said, her breath warm against my ear. “I’m proud of you.”

Her lips found my neck, pressing soft kisses along my pulse point. “Very proud,” she murmured against my skin.

I closed the laptop, turning to fully face her. “She deserves it. They both do.”

“And you deserve a reward for being so thoughtful,” Diana said, taking my hand and leading me to my feet. “Come with me.”

I followed her willingly as she guided me down the hall to her bedroom, her hips swaying hypnotically with each step. The glow of bedside lamps cast golden light across her king-sized bed, where silk sheets awaited us.

“Finally, just you and me,” she said, turning to face me as we reached the foot of her bed. Her fingers traced up my chest, sending shivers across my skin. “Having the house to ourselves is such a rare treat.”

“It is,” I said. “But the threesomes are fun though.”

“They are,” she said with a grin.

My hands found her waist, feeling the fabric beneath my fingers. “You look absolutely stunning.”

Diana smiled as she began unbuttoning my shirt. “Thank you, sweetie. Now, I want to feel you against me,” she whispered. “All of you.”

I let her undress me, her experienced hands making quick work of my clothes until I stood naked before her. Her gaze traveled over my body, lingering on my hardening shaft.

“Perfect,” she said, stepping back to slip the negligee from her shoulders. It fell to the floor, revealing her naked form in all its glory.

I drew her against me, both of us sighing at the contact of skin on skin. Her bell-shaped breasts with pink nipples mashed against my chest, and our lips met in a passionate kiss, tongues swirling together as my hands explored the familiar curves of her body. She was warm and soft in all the right places, and my hands landed on her butt, squeezing her cheeks.

“I’m so horny,” she murmured against my lips.

I felt my cock pressed against her wet slit, covering my shaft in her mature honey. We broke the hug, and she walked backward toward the bed and pulled me with her.

We fell onto the mattress together, my body covering hers as we continued to kiss and touch. My lips traveled down her neck, across her collarbone and finally reached her breasts. I took one pink nipple into my mouth, sucking gently as she arched beneath me.

“Oh, Tyler,” she said, her hand finding my neck. “That feels wonderful.”

I sucked and kissed both breasts, relishing the way she responded to my touch. Her skin tasted faintly of vanilla, sweet and sexy. As I kept enjoying her boobs, my hand slid between her thighs, fingering her wet slit.

“You’re so responsive,” I whispered against her skin.

“Only for you,” she replied, her hips rising to meet my touch. “Please, don’t make me wait.”

I positioned myself between her legs, the head of my cock nudging against her pussy. Our eyes locked as I slowly pushed forward, both of us gasping as I filled her completely at the first thrust.

“Yes,” she sighed, her legs wrapping around my waist. “Just like that.”

I began pushing in and out, fucking her nice and slow. The feeling of being inside her without any barriers was the best feeling in the world, hot, wet, and so incredibly intimate. This was pure love, nothing held back between us.

Diana’s nails raked lightly down my back as she matched my movements, her body rising to meet each thrust as her tits kept jiggling like mad. “Harder,” she said. “As deep as you can.”

I complied, sending my cock to her depths so our flesh smacked and increasing the pace and force of my thrusts. The headboard began to tap against the wall, the bed creaking beneath us as our passion intensified. Sweat beaded on my skin as I drove into her again and again, watching her face contort with pleasure.

“You feel so good,” I said, feeling the familiar tension building at the base of my spine as her pussy became snugger.

Her inner walls began to flutter around me, signaling her approaching climax. I shifted slightly, changing the angle to hit that spot that always drove her wild. The effect was immediate, her back arched off the bed and a moan escaped her lips.

“Oh god, Tyler, right there!” she said, her fingers digging into my shoulders.

I maintained the rhythm, watching in awe as pleasure overtook her. Her entire body tensed, then shuddered as she came, her walls clenching around my shaft. Then it was my turn. With a final thrust, I buried myself deep within her and let go. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me as I emptied myself inside her, filling her with my seed. I resorted to micro-fucking her, enjoying the sensitivity. I collapsed against her, both of us breathing heavily as we came down from our shared high.

For several minutes, we lay entwined, our heartbeats gradually slowing. I remained inside her, neither of us wanting to break the connection just yet.

“That was worth the wait,” she murmured, pressing a kiss to my shoulder.

“Definitely,” I agreed, lifting my head to look at her. Her cheeks were flushed, her hair tousled around her face. She had never looked more beautiful.

Eventually, I slipped out of her, rolling to the side but keeping one arm draped across her waist. A trickle of my release escaped her, evidence of our passionate union. There was something primal and satisfying about seeing my seed marking her as mine.

“Do you think Lily’s having fun with her stream?” Diana asked, snuggling against my chest.

“Definitely,” I replied, thinking of the girls’ excited reactions to my anonymous donation. “They were both so happy when I sent Julia the donation.”

“That was such a kind thing you did,” she said, her fingers tracing the contours of my abs. “Julia seems like she could use the help, and you found a way to do it without making her feel like a charity.”

“That’s the point,” I said.

She yawned and kissed my cheek. “Sweet dreams.”

“You too.”


Chapter 2

Istood in my bathroom, my body still pleasantly sore from the night with Diana. I smiled at the memories of our sex. I hopped into the shower, letting the hot water wash away the lingering traces of sleep while my mind drifted back to Diana’s curves, the taste of her skin and the way she’d shuddered when I’d entered her.

After dressing in shorts and a t-shirt, I settled at my desk and opened my laptop. The morning passed quickly as I responded to business inquiries and checked inventory levels. Around noon, I received a text from Lily saying they were having an amazing time and would be home by three. Julia was going to sleep over, and they’d keep streaming.

I smiled, glad their streaming had been successful. Opening their channel, I saw they’d gained more followers overnight. The chat replay was filled with compliments about their cosplays and gaming skills. I spotted several messages specifically thanking the anonymous donor, and Julia’s heartfelt reaction when she’d announced she could finally replace her broken phone.

Turning back to my work, I couldn’t help replaying last night’s encounter with Diana. The way her body had felt against mine and her moans echoing in my ears. The memory alone was enough to make me hard again.

Someone knocked on my door. “Tyler? Are you decent?” Diana’s voice called through the door.

“Yeah, come in,” I replied, swiveling my chair around.

Diana stepped inside, looking beautiful in a floral sundress that hugged her curves. Her hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, and she wore minimal makeup, just enough to enhance her natural beauty.

“Lily just texted,” she said. “Can you help when they get here? Julia’s crashing here.”

“Of course,” I said, standing and stretching. “How was the shop this morning?”

“Busy,” she replied, stepping closer to plant a quick kiss on my cheek. “The summer wedding season is in full swing, but I left Riley in charge so I could pick up the girls, and then I’ll head back.”

Her hand lingered on my chest, and her eyes met mine with heat. “Thank you for last night,” she murmured. “It was perfect.”

“It was,” I agreed, wrapping an arm around her waist and pulling her closer for a proper kiss. She melted against me, her body soft and warm.

She kissed me goodbye and headed to Julia’s place.

* * *

The sound of a car pulling into the driveway made me rise to my feet. I headed downstairs and opened the front door just as Lily was struggling up the path with several bags, Julia behind her carrying a box of electronics. What caught my attention immediately was their cosplay outfits. Lily was now dressed in a Princess Zelda costume, complete with a golden crown and an ornate dress that perfectly matched her slender figure. I smiled. I’d seen her in that outfit so many times by now, and she always looked so cute.

Beside her, Julia wore a skintight blue bodysuit that hugged every curve, instantly recognizable as Samus Aran from Metroid. The suit left little to the imagination, clinging to her ample bust and accentuating her long legs. Her light brown hair was pulled back in a high ponytail, and she’d replaced her rectangular glasses with contacts, giving me a clear view of her pretty face and hazel eyes.

“Tyler!” Lily called, dropping her bags to rush forward and hug me. “Did you watch our stream? We got so many new followers!”

“I caught some of it,” I said, returning her hug while trying not to stare at Julia in her form-fitting costume. “You both looked great.”

“It was amazing,” Julia said, setting down her box and approaching with a shy smile. “We had this anonymous donor who gave me enough for me to finally replace my phone and get some new equipment.” Her eyes sparkled with gratitude, and I had to fight to keep my expression neutral.

“That’s awesome,” I said casually. “Lucky break.”

“The computer’s in the trunk,” Lily said, pointing back to Diana’s car. “It’s super heavy.”

“I’ve got it,” I assured her, heading toward the vehicle.

The computer tower was indeed substantial, housed in a gaming case with LED lights and cooling fans. I lifted it carefully, adjusting my grip to distribute the weight evenly.

“Wow,” Julia said, watching me with admiration as I carried the tower effortlessly. “You’re really strong.”

“Thanks,” I replied, feeling a flush of warmth at her compliment. “Where does this go?”

“My room,” Lily said, leading the way upstairs.

Julia fell into step beside Lily, leaning close to whisper something that made her giggle. Then Julia turned back to me with an appreciative glance.

“Lily, you’re so lucky to have such a helpful brother,” she said, her tone light but her eyes lingering on my arms as I carried the heavy tower.

“Tyler is pretty great,” Lily agreed, giving me a knowing smile over her shoulder. “He takes good care of us.”

Once in Lily’s room, I set the computer down on her desk while the girls began unpacking the rest of their equipment. Julia bent to retrieve some cables from a bag, the bodysuit stretching taut across her backside. I quickly averted my eyes, focusing instead on helping Lily arrange the desk space.

“Do you need me to connect anything?” I asked.

“We’ve got it from here,” Lily said. “But thanks for carrying that monster up the stairs. Julia’s been using that same computer since high school.”

“It’s a dinosaur,” Julia admitted with a self-deprecating laugh. “But it’s served me well.” She straightened up, cables in hand and smiled warmly at me. “Seriously, thank you. That thing weighs a ton.”

“No problem,” I said, returning her smile. “Let me know if you need anything else.”

As I turned to leave, Julia touched my arm lightly. “Actually, would you mind showing me where the bathroom is? This costume is not exactly easy to navigate in.”

“Sure,” I said. “It’s just down the hall, second door on the right.”

“I’ll be right back to help set up,” Julia told Lily, following me into the hallway.

As soon as we were out of Lily’s room, Lily appeared in the doorway. “Tyler, can I talk to you for a sec?” she asked, her expression suddenly serious. “In your room?”

“Um, sure,” I replied, glancing at Julia. “The bathroom’s right there.”

“Thanks,” Julia said, continuing down the hall while Lily grabbed my arm and pulled me into my bedroom, closing the door firmly behind us.

“What’s up?” I asked, confused by her sudden urgency.

Lily’s eyes were wide with a mix of excitement and concern. “Julia doesn’t know about us,” she whispered, gesturing between us. “About our relationship. About you, me and Mom, any of it.”

“Well, yeah,” I said, raising an eyebrow. “That’s not exactly something you share with friends.”

“I know, but …” Lily bit her lip, fidgeting with the edge of her Zelda costume. “She’s my best friend, and she’s staying over more now, and I’m worried she might notice something.”

“We’ll be careful,” I assured her, not seeing the problem. “It’s not like we parade around naked or make out in front of guests.”

“That’s not all,” Lily continued, stepping closer and lowering her voice further. “I think you cast some kind of horny spell on me. I can’t sleep without climaxing anymore. It’s like my body is addicted to you.”

I rolled my eyes, unable to suppress a snort of laughter. “A horny spell? Really, Lily? That’s not a thing.”

“Then explain why I’m constantly wet,” she demanded, her cheeks flushing beneath her makeup. “Why I can’t focus on anything else when you’re nearby. It’s your fault!”

“Look,” I said with an exasperated sigh, “if you’re that worked up, either find an antidote to this supposed ‘spell’ or just masturbate like a normal person. Problem solved.”

Lily’s jaw dropped in indignation. “Are you serious right now? I can’t just masturbate with you in the house! It doesn’t work the same!” She stepped closer, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “I need your joystick, Tyler. Your magic cum is the only thing that satisfies me now.”

“This is ridiculous,” I said. “Julia is literally down the hall, and you’re talking about—”

“Lily?” Julia’s voice called from outside. “Did you say where the HDMI cables were? I can’t find them!”

Lily shot me a frustrated look, her cheeks flushed with unfulfilled desire. “We’re not done with this conversation,” she whispered before opening the door. “Coming, Jules! They’re in the blue bag!”

She gave me one last meaningful glance before slipping out, leaving me alone with my thoughts and a growing headache. What had gotten into her lately? We’d always been careful about our relationship, especially when others were around … Or not really when I thought about it again. We’d gotten caught when we were at Riley’s place, and she’d practically moaned like a pornstar during that night. I needed to talk some sense into her before she did something we’d all regret.

* * *

A few hours later, Diana had left for the flower shop, leaving me to host lunch for Lily and Julia. I’d thrown together some sandwiches and salad, nothing fancy but filling enough.

“These are delicious,” Julia said, taking another bite of her turkey sandwich. She sat directly across from me, her leg occasionally brushing against mine under the table. She’d changed out of her Samus costume into a tank top and shorts, but somehow managed to look just as alluring.

“Thanks,” I replied, trying to keep my eyes from lingering on the way her tank top clung to her curves. “It’s just basic sandwich-making skills.”

“Don’t let him fool you,” Lily chimed in, reaching for more chips. “Tyler is actually an amazing cook when he puts his mind to it. You should taste his steak.”

I narrowed my eyes at Lily, who tried to stifle a giggle.

“I’d love to,” Julia said, her eyes meeting mine and thankfully not catching on. “Maybe you could cook for me sometime?”

“Uh, maybe,” I answered noncommittally, taking a sip of water.

“Tyler works from home most days,” Lily continued, seemingly oblivious to the tension. “He’s building this whole fitness empire online.”

“I know … that’s so impressive,” Julia said, leaning forward slightly. “I’ve been thinking about branching out from just gaming content. Maybe fitness would be a good angle?” Her fingers brushed against my wrist as she reached for the salt.

“It takes a lot of dedication,” I said.

“I bet you could teach me,” she replied, a playful smile tugging at her lips. “I’m a fast learner.”

Lily rolled her eyes. “Please don’t encourage him. His ego is big enough already and it gets harder when he’s excited.”

I kicked her under the table, and she stuck her tongue out when Julia wasn’t looking. There were certain times there I badly wanted to bend Lily over and fuck her hard to teach her a lesson.

“I don’t know,” Julia said, giving me an appreciative once-over. “Confidence is attractive in a guy who can back it up.”

“Tyler certainly can back it up,” Lily said with a wink. “I’ve seen it countless times myself.”

Luckily, they left me alone for a little bit to talk about their progress.

“Oh my god, look at these new follower numbers!” Lily exclaimed, turning her screen toward Julia. “We gained another hundred since this morning!”

Julia’s attention immediately shifted, her eyes widening at the statistics. “That’s amazing! The cosplay stream was definitely the right move.”

As they fell into excited chatter about their channel growth, I took the opportunity to clear some plates, needing a moment to collect my thoughts.

“Need help with those?” Julia’s voice startled me as she entered the kitchen, a stack of glasses in hand.

“I’ve got it,” I said, taking them from her.

“I’ll set up the new equipment,” Lily said and scurried up the stairs.

Julia smiled. “She’s determined to get everything perfect before our next stream.”

“She’s always been detail-oriented,” I replied, keeping my tone neutral as I rinsed the dishes.

Julia studied me for a moment, her head tilted slightly. “You two are really close, aren’t you?”

“We’ve always looked out for each other,” I said carefully, hoping Lily’s innuendoes weren’t too obvious.

“That’s sweet. I wish I had a sibling, even a stepsibling would be fun.” She sighed, a flash of sadness crossing her features. “Family’s complicated, I guess.”

Something in her voice made me pause. “Everything okay at home?”

Julia shrugged, suddenly finding the floor fascinating. “It’s fine. Just … tight, you know? Mom’s been struggling since her modeling work dried up.”

“Modeling?” I asked, genuinely surprised.

“Yeah, she was pretty big in the nineties. Magazine covers, runway shows, the whole thing.” Julia smiled wistfully. “She’s still gorgeous, but the industry isn’t exactly kind to women over forty.”

“That must be tough,” I said, turning to face her fully.

“We manage.” Her casual tone couldn’t quite mask the worry in her eyes. “Living off savings mostly, and whatever gigs she can still book. I try to help with my streaming income, but it’s not exactly steady.”

I felt a pang of sympathy, thinking of the anonymous donation I’d sent. “What about your dad? Is he in the picture?”

Julia’s expression hardened slightly. “He died many years ago. Drug overdose.” She said it matter-of-factly, but I could see the hurt beneath the surface. “He was a total douche, honestly. Left Diana with a mountain of debt and a broken heart. Classic rockstar wannabe who never grew up.”

“I’m sorry,” I said softly, resisting the urge to reach out and comfort her.

“Don’t be. We’re better off without him.” She straightened up, forcing a smile. “Anyway, enough about my sad backstory. Lily’s probably wondering where we disappeared to.”

“Julia?” Lily’s voice called from upstairs. “Can you come help me with this capture card? It’s being stupid again!”

“Duty calls,” Julia said with a laugh. Before turning to leave, she touched my arm gently. “Thanks for listening. Most guys tune out as soon as a girl mentions family drama.”

“I’m not most guys,” I replied simply.

Her smile turned genuine, warming her entire face. “No, you’re definitely not.”

As she headed upstairs, I found myself staring after her, conflicted emotions swirling in my chest. There was something undeniably appealing about Julia, not just her physical beauty, but her resilience in the face of hardship. The more I learned about her, the more I wanted to help, to ease her burden somehow.

* * *

Throughout the afternoon, I caught Julia watching me whenever she thought I wasn’t looking. Small touches, inside jokes and questions that gave her reasons to talk to me alone, it was becoming increasingly clear that her interest went beyond friendship.

During a break from helping the girls set up their equipment, I excused myself to use the bathroom. As I was washing my hands, a knock came at the door.

“Just a second,” I said, drying my hands on a towel.

When I opened the door, Julia stood there, looking slightly flustered. “Sorry, I didn’t realize you were in here.”

“No problem, all yours,” I said, stepping aside to let her pass.

Instead of entering, she paused in the doorway. “Actually, can I ask you something? It’s kind of personal.”

“Sure.”

“My mom’s birthday is coming up, and I want to get her something special,” she began. “But I’m kind of on a tight budget, and I thought maybe you might have some ideas? Since you seem to have good taste.”

“What does she like?” I asked, leaning against the doorframe.

“Fashion, photography, art…” Julia’s eyes lit up as she spoke about her mother. “She used to collect vintage perfume bottles before we had to sell them. She’s got this amazing eye for beauty.”

“What about a photography book?” I suggested. “You could find something second-hand but still in good condition.”

“That’s actually perfect,” Julia said, her face brightening. “She’s always talking about this photographer from the nineties who shot her first magazine spread.”

As she described her mother’s modeling career, I couldn’t help noticing the worry lines that appeared between her brows when she mentioned their financial situation. The more Julia shared about her home life, the more my heart ached for her. Behind her cheerful demeanor and witty remarks was a young woman shouldering responsibilities far beyond her years.

“I could help you look online for that photographer’s work,” I said. “Might find something within budget.”

“You’d do that?” Her eyes widened with genuine surprise. “That would be amazing. Thank you.”

“No problem. Just let me know when you want to search.”

Julia hesitated, then impulsively wrapped her arms around me in a quick hug. “You’re the best. Lily’s so lucky to have you.”

She broke the hug, and I watched her disappear into the bathroom, my concern for her deepening. How was she managing day to day? Was she skipping meals to help her mom with bills? The cracked phone, worn clothes and grateful reaction to small kindnesses painted a picture of someone struggling far more than she let on.

I returned to my room, my mind racing with possibilities of how I could help without overstepping or embarrassing her. The anonymous donation had been a good start, but maybe there was more I could do.

Lily popped her head in a little while later, now dressed in a top and skirt instead of Zelda. “What were you and Julia talking about for so long?”

“Her mom’s birthday gift,” I replied honestly. “She wanted some ideas.”

Lily studied my face. “You like her, don’t you?”

“She seems nice,” I said carefully. “And she’s a good friend to you.”

“She is,” Lily agreed, perching on the edge of my bed. “And she’s had a rough time lately. Her mom lost their house recently, and they had to downsize to this tiny place. Julia never complains, but I know it’s hard.”

My chest tightened. “I didn’t realize it was that bad.”

“She’d kill me if she knew I told you,” Lily said, her voice low. “She hates people feeling sorry for her.”

“I won’t say anything,” I promised. “But I am glad you told me.”

The sound of a car pulling into the driveway interrupted our conversation. Lily hopped up. “Mom’s home! I’ll go help with the groceries.”

* * *

Dinner that evening was lovely. Diana had brought home ingredients for a Mediterranean feast: grilled chicken, roasted vegetables, hummus and fresh pita bread. Julia’s eyes widened at the food as we gathered around the table.

“This looks delicious, Diana,” she said, her voice tinged with awe.

“Thank you,” Diana said, kissing Julia’s head. “How was everyone’s day? Did you get all the streaming equipment set up?”

Lily launched into an excited explanation of their new setup while I distributed glasses of lemonade. I noticed Julia taking smaller portions than the rest of us, as if afraid of appearing greedy. When Diana wasn’t looking, I added another piece of chicken to her plate. Julia glanced up, catching my eye with a grateful smile.

“And how’s your business going, Tyler?” Diana asked, turning her attention to me. “Any updates on that new product line?”

“Actually, yes,” I replied, explaining the latest developments with my fitness platform. As I spoke, I noticed Julia watching me intently, her expression a mix of admiration and curiosity.

“That sounds fascinating,” she said when I finished. “How did you learn all that marketing strategy?”

“Mostly self-taught,” I admitted. “Lots of trial and error.”

“Tyler has always been good at figuring things out,” Diana said proudly. “Even as a little boy, he could fix anything that broke around the house.”

Julia’s eyes never left my face. “Do you think someone could learn that kind of business sense? Or is it something you’re born with?”

“Anyone can learn it with enough determination,” I said. “Why? Thinking of branching out from streaming?” I remembered she’d mentioned something similar earlier.

“Maybe,” she replied, twirling her fork thoughtfully. “I’ve been considering selling some cosplay accessories online. Nothing fancy, just handmade items to supplement my income.”

“That’s a great idea,” I said encouragingly. “I could help you set up a simple website if you want.”

Julia’s face lit up. “Really? That would be nice!”

Throughout dinner, Julia continued asking questions about my business, her genuine interest evident in the way she leaned forward, absorbing every word. She seemed happier than I’d seen her all day, as if the possibility of new opportunities had lifted a weight from her shoulders.

After helping clear the table, Julia and Lily retreated upstairs to prepare for another streaming session. Diana touched my arm as I loaded the dishwasher.

“That girl has stars in her eyes when she looks at you,” she observed quietly.

“I know,” I said.

Diana studied my face. “You feel sorry for her.”

“Is it that obvious?”

“Only to me,” she assured me. “Your compassion is one of your best qualities.”

I nodded, acknowledging the wisdom in her words. “I’m going to my room to catch up on some work. Let me know if you need anything.”

* * *

Once alone, I opened my laptop and navigated to Julia and Lily’s Twitch channel. They were just starting their stream, both dressed in casual gaming attire rather than elaborate cosplays. Julia’s face was animated as she greeted viewers.

Without overthinking it, I opened their donation page again. This time, I transferred an even larger amount with the message, For the hardworking streamer with the great laugh. Your dedication deserves support. Keep shining. -Your anonymous admirer.

I watched the screen, heart racing as I waited for the notification to appear. When it did, Julia’s reaction was everything I’d hoped for. Her eyes widened in disbelief, her hand flying to her mouth.

“Oh my god,” she gasped, turning to Lily. “It’s the same person from yesterday, look!”

Lily squealed, throwing her arms around Julia in an enthusiastic hug. “That’s amazing! You totally deserve it!”

“I can’t believe this,” Julia said, her voice trembling slightly. “Whoever you are, thank you so much. This means more than you know.”

The genuine emotion in her voice warmed my heart. Lily squeezed her friend tighter. “See? I told you people appreciate you! Your fans love you!”

Julia wiped at her eyes, clearly struggling to maintain her composure. “Sorry for getting emotional, everyone. It’s just been a tough few months, and this … this helps more than I can say.”

Seeing her relief and happiness, I knew I’d made the right decision. It wasn’t charity. Julia worked hard and deserved support for her content. If my anonymous donations could ease her burden a little, it was worth every penny.

I continued watching their stream, smiling at their playful banter and genuine friendship. Around midnight, I heard a commotion from Lily’s room, raised voices, followed by laughter. Curious, I stepped into the hallway just as Lily called out.

“Tyler! Can you come here a second?”

I made my way to Lily’s room and found a disaster zone. A large dark stain spread across one side of Lily’s bed, the sheets and comforter soaked through. Julia stood nearby with a roll of paper towels, trying to contain the damage while fighting back laughter.

“That happened?” I asked, taking in the scene.

Lily made a sad face, gesturing dramatically at the mess. “I spilled soda all over my bed. It’s everywhere!”

“You’re such a klutz, Lily!” Julia exclaimed, affectionately exasperated. “How do you survive without me?”

“It was an accident,” Lily pouted, though her expression told otherwise. I wasn’t sure why, but I didn’t believe it was an accident.

Julia rushed over with a handful of paper towels, dabbing at the spreading stain while Lily held up the now-empty soda bottle with a sheepish expression.

“This is why we can’t have nice things,” Julia said, shaking her head with affectionate exasperation. “You always spill drinks when you’re excited!”

Lily’s cheeks flushed as she tossed the empty bottle into the trash. “Hey, it’s the curse of being too excited! My enthusiasm just makes me … accident-prone.” She poked at the soaked mattress and grimaced. “Ugh, this is completely unusable tonight. And we don’t have any spare sheets since Mom just did laundry yesterday.”

“I could sleep on the floor,” Julia offered, still dabbing at the mess. “Or the couch? If your mom doesn’t mind.”

Lily waved her hand dismissively. “Nah, don’t worry about it. I want you to sleep on the good side of my bed.” She turned to me with a shrug. “I’ll just sleep with my brother tonight. His bed’s huge anyway. Is that okay, Tyler?”

“Sure,” I said, narrowing my eyes at her. She was plotting something.

Julia froze mid-dab, her eyes widening slightly as she glanced between Lily and me. There was a moment of silence before she resumed blotting the mattress.

“You guys are super close, huh?” Julia continued, her fingers fidgeting with the paper towel. “Must be fun having a brother like that.”

Lily caught my eye briefly before turning back to Julia with a playful smile. “Yeah, he’s the best. Don’t worry, we’ll behave … mostly.” She punctuated this with a wink.

Julia smiled, but something wistful crossed her features. “Wish I had a sibling to crash with. It’s just me and mom in our tiny apartment. Gets pretty lonely sometimes.”

“Well, that’s what friends are for,” Lily said, giving Julia a quick side-hug.

After helping them contain the worst of the spill and setting up some towels to soak up the remaining liquid, I retreated to my room. The conversation had left me unsettled, not just because of Lily’s obvious hints but because of Julia’s reaction. There had been something in her eyes, envy and curiosity.

I changed into my sleep shorts and settled into bed with my laptop, answering a few late emails before opening a book on my Kindle app. The soft glow of my bedside lamp cast the room in a warm, amber light as I tried to focus on the words rather than thoughts of Lily joining me soon.

Soon enough, my door creaked open. Lily’s silhouette appeared in the doorway, backlit by the hallway light. She wore a tiny tank top and sleep shorts that hugged her curves, her hair loose around her shoulders and her glasses perched on her nose.

“Hey, bookworm,” she whispered, closing the door behind her. “Sorry about the bed situation.”

I set my laptop aside, raising an eyebrow. “Are you really sorry, or did you plan this whole thing?”

Lily feigned offense, pressing a hand to her chest. “Me? Plan to spill sticky soda all over my expensive sheets? I would never!”

“Uh-huh,” I said, unconvinced. “This wouldn’t have anything to do with that ‘horny spell’ you accused me of casting earlier, would it?”

She padded across the room and slipped under the covers beside me, her body immediately seeking my warmth. “Maybe,” she admitted with a mischievous smile. “Or maybe I really am just clumsy.”

“What did Julia say after I left?” I asked, genuinely curious.

Lily snuggled closer. “She asked if we often shared a bed. I told her only when necessary, like during thunderstorms when I was little.” She giggled softly. “But she definitely had this look in her eyes, like she was trying to figure us out.”

“We need to be careful,” I said, even as I allowed my arm to wrap around her waist.

“I know, I know.” Lily turned so her back pressed against my chest, settling into the position of little spoon. “But it’s kind of exciting, isn’t it? The risk?”

“This is Riley’s farm all over again, isn’t it?”

She giggled. “It doesn’t have to be … Well a sequel wouldn’t hurt, don’t you think?”

I buried my face in her hair, breathing her in as we settled into our familiar positions. “You’re horny,” I murmured against her neck, feeling her shiver in response.

For a few minutes, we lay in silence, our breathing synchronizing in the darkness. Then Lily shifted, supposedly adjusting for comfort, but the movement pressed her round bottom directly against my groin.

“Oops, sorry,” she whispered, not sounding sorry at all. “Or am I?”

She did it again, more deliberately this time, a slow, circular grind that had immediate effects. I felt myself hardening against her, my cock twitching to life as blood rushed south.

“Lily,” I said, my voice low and rough. “Julia is in your bedroom, right down the hall.”

“Then we’ll have to be extra quiet,” she replied, reaching back to grab my hip and pull me closer. “Besides, I’m pretty sure she’s fast asleep with her earbuds in. She always listens to music before bed.”

My resolve weakened as Lily continued her teasing movements, each subtle shift of her hips sending jolts of pleasure through my body. My balls were already aching, tension building from a day of unexpected arousal and the knowledge that I shouldn’t be doing this with Julia in the house.

“You’re playing a dangerous game,” I whispered, even as my hand slid beneath her tank top to cup one firm breast.

Lily’s breath hitched as my thumb brushed across her nipple. “Maybe,” she admitted, pressing back more firmly against my now-straining erection. “But isn’t that half the fun?”

My resistance crumbled entirely when she reached behind her to slip her hand into my shorts, her fingers wrapping around my shaft.

“Lily,” I groaned as she began to stroke me. “We shouldn’t…”

“We definitely should,” she said, her movements growing bolder. “I’ve been thinking about this all day. I had to change panties three times … and it’s all because of you.”

She turned in my arms to face me, her eyes gleaming in the dim light. “A kiss?” she asked, and I was powerless to refuse.

Our lips met in a sweet kiss. Lily’s tongue slid against mine as her hand continued its torturous exploration below. I tugged her tank top up, breaking the kiss just long enough to pull it over her head before capturing her mouth again.

Lily moaned as my hands roamed her body. I rolled her onto her back, hovering above her as I kissed a path down her neck to her exposed boobs.

“Tyler,” she whispered, arching as I dove right into her cleavage. “Let’s fuck.”

Her shorts and panties came off, leaving her naked beneath me. In the dim light, I could see the wetness already glistening between her thighs, evidence of how much she wanted this. I fingered her lightly, parting her pinkish pussy lips and revealing her sweet, pink interior.

“Turn around,” I said, wanting her pussy more than anything. “On your hands and knees.”

Lily complied eagerly, positioning herself with her ass raised toward me, looking back over her shoulder with a seductive smile. “Like this?”

“Exactly like that,” I confirmed, shedding my own shorts before kneeling behind her, my cock lightly tapping her ass.

I ran my hands over the smooth globes of her ass, squeezing gently before spreading her cheeks to reveal her wet, pink pussy. The sight made my cock throb painfully, pre-cum beading at the tip.

“Remember,” I told her, with the tip poised at her hole, “don’t start moaning like a pornstar.”

Lily nodded, biting her lip. Then she wiggled her hips, deliberately pressing back against my hardness. I held back, teasing her by just letting the tip of my cock brush against her entrance without pushing in. She whimpered softly, trying to impale herself on me.

“Tyler,” she whispered, looking back at me with desperate eyes. “Don’t tease me. Your horny spell is torture.”

Chuckling, I gripped her hips firmly, keeping her in place. “You’ve been teasing me all day with your little comments in front of Julia. Maybe this is what you deserve.”

Lily dropped her head to the pillow, muffling a frustrated groan. Her body trembled with need as I continued to slide my length along her slick folds without entering her. I leaned over her back, my chest pressing against her, and whispered in her ear, “Tell me what you want.”

“You know what I want,” she said, pushing back against me again.

I nipped at her earlobe. “Say it.”

She turned her head, her eyes meeting mine with a mixture of frustration and arousal. “Please, big bro … I need your joystick,” she moaned, the gaming reference making me smile despite myself.

Her pleading broke my resolve. “Fine… but quiet,” I reminded her again, shifting us both onto our sides in a spooning position.

I slid one arm under her neck while my other hand guided my cock to her entrance. With a gentle thrust, I pushed inside her, feeling her tight walls stretch to accommodate me. Lily bit down on her lip to stifle a moan as I filled her completely.

For a moment, we remained still, enjoying the sensation of being joined. Then I began to fuck her that gradually deepened as Lily relaxed around me. My hand found her breast, kneading the soft flesh.

“Yes,” she said, barely audible. “Just like that, touch my titties.”

My hips rocked against her ass as I drove into her from behind. Lily’s hand covered mine on her breast, pressing it more firmly against her as if she couldn’t get enough of my touch.

“Harder,” she whispered, her free hand reaching back to grip my thigh.

I complied somewhat, increasing the force of my thrusts while maintaining the careful, measured pace so the slap didn’t become too loud. The bed creaked softly beneath us, and I briefly worried about the noise before losing myself in the pleasure of Lily’s body.

My left hand kept squeezing her tit. “Shhh,” I reminded her as I continued to pump into her.

Lily turned her head, seeking my lips in an awkward but loving kiss. Our tongues danced together as I drove into her.

“Tyler,” she said against my mouth. “I’m getting close.”

“Me too,” I admitted, feeling the familiar tightening in my balls.

Lily reached up, threading her fingers through my hair and pulling my head down to whisper in my ear. “Fuck me like Mario fucking Peach,” she said.

“I’m doing it right now,” I reminded her.

I slipped my arm beneath her leg, lifting it to change the angle and allow me to thrust deeper, her leg raised high as I pounded into her.

Her breathing quickened, short, sharp gasps that she muffled against the pillow. I could feel her tightening around me, her body trembling on the edge of release. My own orgasm built rapidly, pressure mounting as Lily’s inner walls began to pulse around my shaft.

Suddenly, I heard a creak in the hallway. I froze mid-thrust, my cock buried deep inside Lily. I was one friction away from detonating and spilling my seed inside her pussy.

“Did you hear that?” I whispered, my heart pounding.

Lily’s eyes widened as she strained to listen. “Is it Mom?”

“I don’t think so,” I muttered, barely breathing. “She should still be asleep.”

The padding of footsteps continued down the hall, and we both realized simultaneously who it was.

“Julia,” Lily mouthed silently, panic flashing across her face.

We remained perfectly still as the footsteps passed my door and continued toward the bathroom. The gentle click of the bathroom door closing allowed us both to exhale slightly.

“Shit, that was close,” I whispered, starting to pull out of Lily’s warmth.

“What are you doing?” Lily hissed, reaching back to grab my hip, trying to keep me inside her. “Don’t stop now.”

I shook my head firmly. “We need to wait at least twenty minutes until she’s back asleep.”

“Twenty minutes?” Lily looked devastated. “But I’ve got a painful pussy that needs cum more than anything right now.”

“Trust me,” I whispered, wincing as my cock slipped free of her tight hole. “My balls are equally as blue. But we can’t risk it.”

The sound of running water and then peeing came from the bathroom. Lily and I lay frozen, listening to every sound. When the toilet flushed and the sink ran again, I placed my hand gently over Lily’s mouth as a precaution.

The bathroom door opened, and Julia’s footsteps padded back down the hall. Suddenly, they stopped right outside my door. Lily and I exchanged terrified glances, barely breathing. My hand remained firmly over her mouth, feeling her rapid breaths against my palm.

For what felt like an eternity, there was no movement. Then, mercifully, the footsteps continued, followed by the sound of Lily’s bedroom door opening and closing.

We both exhaled in relief, our bodies sagging against each other

“Does she usually do that?” I whispered, removing my hand from Lily’s mouth.

Lily shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe she was listening? Or just stopped to check her phone or something?”

“Either way, we’re waiting twenty minutes,” I insisted, rolling onto my back.

Lily immediately rolled with me, her hand finding my still-hard cock. “I’m super wet,” she said, trying to position herself to slide me back inside her. “Let’s just be really quiet.”

I gently removed her hand. “Twenty minutes, Lily. Not a second less.”

“Pussy blocker,” she huffed, flopping onto her back beside me.

The minutes ticked by agonizingly slowly. Lily tried everything to change my mind, tracing patterns on my chest, whispering filthy promises in my ear and even sneaking her hand down to stroke me when she thought I wasn’t paying attention.

“Has it been twenty minutes yet?” she asked for what felt like the hundredth time.

I checked my phone. “It’s been nineteen minutes.”

“Close enough,” she insisted, already moving to straddle me.

“I’m timing it, Lily,” I said firmly. “One more minute.”

She rolled her eyes dramatically but complied, falling back against the pillows with an exaggerated sigh.

When my phone finally showed twenty minutes had passed, Lily didn’t wait for me to say anything. She immediately rolled onto her side, facing away from me, and reached between her legs to guide me back to her entrance.

“Finally,” she sighed as I pushed into her from the side, her walls welcoming me back with slick heat.

We resumed our fucking, my arm wrapped around her waist as I thrust into her from behind. Our bodies moved together in perfect synchronization, the pleasure building quickly after our forced intermission.

“Yes,” Lily said, barely audible as she pushed back against me. “I needed this so bad.”

I drove into her with controlled, measured thrusts, careful to keep the bed from creaking too loudly. The sensation was incredible, her tight pussy gripping me with each stroke and her body trembling against mine.

The tension that had been building earlier returned with a vengeance. My balls tightened as Lily’s inner walls began to pulse around me, signaling her approaching climax.

And with a final deep thrust, I buried myself completely in her pussy and exploded, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep within her. Lily shuddered against me, her own orgasm washing over her as she felt my semen.

We both moaned, my cock still twitching inside her, when a sharp knock came at the door.

Before either of us could react, the door swung open.


Chapter 3

“Tyler? Are you awake? I heard—” Julia’s voice cut off abruptly as she stood frozen in the doorway, her eyes widening at the sight before her. Her mouth hung open, eyes fixed on the taboo scene before her. The dim light from the hallway illuminated enough for her to see everything: me spooning Lily from behind, our bodies joined intimately and the sheets tangled around our legs.

“Oh my god,” Julia gasped, her hand flying to her mouth.

Lily’s head snapped up, her eyes widening in shock as she hastily pulled the sheet over our bodies. “Julia? Knock next time! What are you doing storming in like that?” Her voice was more startled than angry, her cheeks flushing crimson as she shifted away from me.

I felt frozen in place, my heart hammering against my ribs as I struggled to process what was happening. Julia’s expression transformed before our eyes, shock giving way to hurt, her hazel eyes filling with tears that glistened in the low light.

“You and Tyler…?” Julia whispered, her voice breaking. “He’s … your dream man … I mean …” She took a shaky step backward, her face crumpling. “I didn’t know … I’m sorry …”

Lily’s brow furrowed in confusion. “What are you talking about?” she asked, her tone still carrying traces of annoyance as she clutched the sheet tighter to her chest.

Julia’s gaze lingered on me, a mixture of admiration and heartbreak in her eyes. “I thought … maybe …” she trailed off, unable to finish the sentence. Her tears spilled over now, tracking silently down her cheeks.

“Jules, wait,” Lily called, her irritation softening as Julia backed further into the hallway.

But Julia was already turning away, her shoulders hunched as she hurried down the hall. We heard her fumbling in Lily’s room, followed by the sound of her gathering her things. Within moments, she reappeared with her backpack clutched to her chest, not looking at either of us as she rushed down the stairs.

The front door closed behind her, the quiet click somehow more devastating than if she had slammed it.

Lily slumped back against the pillows, her anger draining away as concern took its place. “She looked so sad,” she murmured, staring at the doorway where Julia had stood.

I was still processing what had happened, my body numb with shock. “Did she say ‘dream man’? What did she mean by that?”

Before Lily could answer, we heard movement from down the hall. Diana appeared in the doorway moments later, her hair tousled from sleep and her robe hastily tied around her waist.

“What’s going on?” she asked, her voice thick with sleep. “I heard someone leave.”

Lily looked up at her, guilt written across her face. “Julia walked in on us … having sex. It had to happen this way, I guess … she saw everything.”

Diana’s expression remained calm as she processed this information. “It’s late and dark out, and Julia shouldn’t be going anywhere alone right now. Is she okay?”

“I don’t know,” Lily admitted, sitting up straighter. “She just ran out.”

Diana’s gaze hardened slightly, though her voice remained gentle. “She’s your friend, sweetheart. Call her, make sure she’s safe. We don’t know if she did it on purpose or not.”

Lily sighed. “She should’ve knocked,” she muttered, but reached for her phone on the nightstand. “Fine…”

She slipped out of bed, and I couldn’t help but notice the evidence of our lovemaking still visible on her inner thigh, a glistening trail of my cum that she absently wiped away with the edge of the sheet as she dialed Julia’s number.

We all waited in tense silence as the phone rang. After a few seconds, the ringing abruptly stopped.

“Now what?” Lily stared at her phone in disbelief. “She declined my call.”

Diana went to her room, fetched her own phone and called her. “Let me try.”

Diana sat on the edge of the bed as she waited. To our surprise, Julia answered after the second ring. “Julia, honey, it’s Diana,” Diana said, her voice warm and reassuring. “Are you alright? Where are you?” She listened for a moment, nodding. “I understand you’re upset, but we’re worried about you being out alone this late … Okay … That’s good. It’s okay, honey … come back if you need to, or text when you’re home safe.”

She hung up and looked at us. “She took an Uber home. She’s upset but okay for now.”

Lily sat heavily on the bed beside me, her shoulders slumped. “I can’t believe this happened.”

Diana perched on the edge of the mattress, her expression thoughtful. “Did Julia know about your relationship? About our family arrangement?”

“No,” Lily said, shaking her head. “I never told her. But she said something weird … about Tyler being her ‘dream man.’”

Diana’s eyebrows rose. “Ah,” she said simply. “That explains her reaction.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, finally finding my voice.

Diana gave me a sympathetic look. “Isn’t it obvious? Julia has feelings for you, Tyler.”

The realization hit me like a bucket of cold water. All those lingering glances, the way she’d find excuses to touch my arm, her eager questions about my business, signs I’d definitely noticed but hadn’t fully processed.

“But why would she call me Lily’s dream man?” I asked, confusion still clouding my thoughts.

Lily’s face suddenly paled. “Oh no,” she whispered, covering her mouth with her hand. “I think I know what happened now.”

Diana and I both turned to her expectantly.

“Remember how I told you Julia and I talk about everything? Well, I’ve been telling her about this guy I’ve been seeing… this amazing guy who understands me completely, who makes me feel special and beautiful. I never used your name, Tyler. I just called him my dream man.”

“So she thought you were talking about some other guy,” I said slowly.

“And then she walks in and sees us together,” Lily continued, her voice growing smaller. “She must think I’ve been sleeping with my brother behind my boyfriend’s back.”

“Or worse,” Diana added gently, “she realizes you were talking about Tyler all along.”

Lily groaned, flopping back against the pillows. “This is such a mess. She’s my best friend. The only real friend I’ve ever had.”

“She’s hurting right now,” Diana said, stroking Lily’s hair soothingly. “Finding out the person she has feelings for is in a relationship with her best friend would be painful enough. Add in that you grew up together …”

“What do I do?” Lily asked, her voice small and vulnerable. “What if she tells people? What if she hates me forever?”

Diana was quiet for a moment, considering. “I don’t think Julia will tell anyone. That would hurt you, and despite everything, I believe she cares about you too much for that.”

“But our friendship …”

“Give her time,” Diana advised. “Let her process what she’s seen. Tomorrow, when emotions aren’t so raw, you can try to talk to her.”

Lily nodded glumly. I wrapped an arm around her shoulders, pulling her against my chest.

“It’s going to be okay,” I said, though I wasn’t entirely convinced myself.

Diana stood, tightening her robe. “Try to get some sleep, both of you. We’ll figure this out in the morning.”

After she left, Lily and I lay in silence, the mood completely transformed from our earlier passion. Finally, Lily spoke, her voice barely audible. “I should have been more careful. I knew she was crushing on you.”

“You knew?”

Lily nodded against my chest. “She told me weeks ago that she thought you were cute. I should have discouraged it more firmly, but I didn’t want to seem weird about it. And part of me …” she hesitated, “part of me liked that she was interested in you. It made me feel special, knowing you were mine.”

I kissed the top of her head, understanding the complicated emotions. “It’s not your fault. None of us expected her to walk in.”

“The spill was my fault,” she admitted. “I did it on purpose so we could sleep together. If I hadn’t been so selfish …”

“Hey,” I said, tilting her chin up to look at me. “We all make mistakes. What matters is how we handle them afterward.”

Lily’s eyes were troubled as she looked at me. “What if she never speaks to me again?”

“Then we’ll deal with that. Together.”

She settled against me, her body gradually relaxing as exhaustion took over.

Lily slid back into my arms, nestling herself against my chest. Her skin was still warm and slightly sticky from our lovemaking. She fit perfectly in the crook of my arm, her slender form melding against mine as if we were two pieces of the same puzzle. I could feel her heartbeat gradually slowing as she pressed herself closer.

“Tyler?” she whispered.

“Hmm?” I stroked her hair.

“Do you think I’m a bad person?” The vulnerability in her voice made my heart ache. “For tricking the spill … for how Julia reacted?” Her fingers traced nervous patterns on my chest as she awaited my answer.

I took a moment to consider my words carefully, wanting to comfort her without dismissing the gravity of the situation. “No, you’re not,” I replied, pressing a gentle kiss to her forehead. “You’re just … human. We all want what we want. Julia will understand, you’re her friend.”

“But what if she doesn’t?” Lily’s voice caught on the words. “What if she hates me forever?”

“She won’t,” I assured her, though part of me wondered if I was being overly optimistic. “She cares about you too much for that.”

Lily sighed, her body relaxing against mine as I held her tighter. My arms encircled her completely. She nuzzled her face into my neck, her breath warm against my skin.

“I hope you’re right,” she murmured, her voice already growing drowsy. A contented sigh escaped her lips as she settled more comfortably against me.

I listened as her breathing gradually deepened and evened out, signaling her transition into sleep. Yet even as Lily found peace in slumber, my mind remained active, replaying the events of the night.

The look on Julia’s face when she’d discovered us, that mixture of shock, betrayal and heartbreak, haunted me. I felt a pang of guilt, not just for being caught, but for the unintentional pain we’d caused. She clearly had developed feelings for me, feelings that now seemed cruelly misplaced.

Tomorrow would bring difficult conversations. Lily would need to reach out to Julia to try to salvage their friendship. But perhaps there could be more to that conversation than just damage control. Perhaps Julia might find that her feelings weren’t as hopeless as she believed. Maybe there was room in our unusual relationship for one more person who needed love and acceptance.

With that thought warming me from within, I finally allowed my eyes to close, joining Lily in sleep.


Chapter 4

Warmth. That was my first sensation as consciousness slowly returned. Lily’s body was curled against mine, her back pressed to my chest and my arm draped protectively over her waist. My morning wood pressed insistently against her bare bottom, a natural reaction to the beautiful, dear girl in my arms. I blinked sleepily, noticing a dried trail of last night’s cum on her inner thigh.

Lily slowly woke up as well, mumbling something incoherent as she shifted against me. Her movement sent a jolt of pleasure through my already hard cock, and I had to suppress a groan. Despite the complications of last night, my body clearly hadn’t forgotten how good she felt.

“Morning,” I murmured, kissing her shoulder.

Lily turned in my arms, her eyes puffy and underlined with dark circles. “Morning,” she replied, her voice raspy from sleep.

“You look exhausted,” I said, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Did you sleep at all?”

She shook her head, biting her lower lip. “Not really. I kept seeing Julia’s face when she found us. That look of betrayal…” Lily’s voice cracked. “I had nightmares about it. In one, she was crying and backing away from me, saying she never wanted to see me again. In another, she told everyone at school about us, and people were laughing and pointing…”

“Hey,” I said, cupping her cheek in my palm. “It’s going to be okay. We’ll sort this out together.”

“What if she hates me now?” Lily whispered, tears gathering in her eyes. “What if I’ve lost my friend forever?”

I pulled her closer, pressing a kiss to her forehead. “You’re not a bad person, Lily. Julia was shocked, yes, but she cares about you. We’ll figure it out, I promise.”

Lily nodded against my chest, though she didn’t seem entirely convinced. “I’ve never had a friend like her before. Someone who gets me, you know? Everyone else always thought I was weird or too dorky.”

“I know,” I said, thinking of the years Lily had spent being bullied and ostracized. “And that’s why I believe you two will work through this. Real friendship can survive difficult moments.”

She looked up at me, her eyes still troubled but with a glimmer of hope. “You really think so?”

“I do,” I assured her, leaning down to press a kiss to her lips.

What started as comfort quickly deepened as Lily responded eagerly, her arms wrapping around my neck as she pressed herself against me. Her tongue slipped past my lips, dancing with mine as her hand slid down my chest and stomach, finally wrapping around my erection.

“Lily,” I groaned against her mouth as she stroked me slowly.

“I need this,” she whispered, her eyes pleading. “I need to feel close to you right now.”

I nodded, understanding her need for connection and reassurance. My hand found her breast, kneading the soft boob and teasing her nipple to hardness as we continued to kiss. Lily moaned, arching into my touch as her strokes on my cock became a bit more enthusiastic.

“Just touching,” I murmured against her lips, knowing we couldn’t stay here for the rest of the day.

“But I want an orgasm,” she pleaded.

“Alright, fine,” I said.

Lily beamed and her hand never stopped its delicious torture on my shaft. I slipped my own hand between her legs, finding her already wet and ready. My fingers circled her clit before dipping into her pussy, making her moan against my mouth.

We brought each other to the edge, swallowing each other’s moans with deep kisses. Lily came first, her body shuddering against my hand as she bit down on my shoulder to muffle her cries. I followed moments later, spilling over her fingers and onto my stomach.

As we lay catching our breath, Lily pressed a final, tender kiss to my lips. “Thank you,” she whispered, her expression lighter than it had been all morning.

“For what?”

“For always knowing what I need.”

We cleaned up and dressed quietly, the intimacy of the morning giving way to the reality of the day ahead. Lily borrowed one of my t-shirts, the fabric hanging loosely on her smaller frame, and pulled on her sleep shorts from the night before.

“Ready to face the day?” I asked, taking her hand in mine.

She squeezed my fingers, taking a deep breath. “As ready as I’ll ever be.”

The smell of pancakes, tea and fresh flowers greeted us as we descended the stairs. Diana was already in the kitchen, dressed in a flowing sundress with her blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail. She looked up as we entered, her smile warm but her eyes concerned.

“Good morning, you two,” she said, flipping a pancake. “Sleep well?”

Lily shook her head, sliding onto a stool at the kitchen island. “Not really.”

Diana nodded in understanding, reaching across to squeeze Lily’s hand. “That’s to be expected, sweetheart.”

I poured tea for Lily and myself. She gave me a grateful smile, wrapping her hands around the mug as if seeking warmth.

“I tried texting Julia this morning,” Lily said, staring into her tea. “She hasn’t responded.”

“Give her time,” Diana said, placing a stack of pancakes in the center of the table. “She had quite a shock last night.”

Lily’s face hardened slightly. “She overreacted. It’s not like she caught us murdering someone. So what if we grew up together? It’s our business.”

Diana’s eyes relaxed as she took a seat across from Lily. “She didn’t overreact, honey. Julia has a crush on Tyler, and seeing you two like that hurt her heart. Finding out the guy she’s been dreaming about is not only unavailable but in a relationship with her best friend who happen to grow up with him? That’s a lot for anyone to process.”

Lily deflated, her momentary defensiveness giving way to understanding. “I guess you’re right. It was just … the way she looked at me, like I betrayed her.”

“It caused a misunderstanding,” Diana said gently. “But misunderstandings can be fixed, but with time and honest conversation.”

I served myself some pancakes, thinking about Diana’s words. Julia’s hurt expression haunted me, not just because we’d been caught, but because I genuinely cared about her feelings.

“Did she make it home okay last night?” I asked, cutting into my breakfast.

“She texted me when her Uber arrived,” Diana confirmed. “Just a brief message saying she was home safe.”

Lily pushed her pancakes around her plate, her appetite clearly diminished by worry. “She was so excited on our stream yesterday,” she said with a sigh. “There was this anonymous donor who gave her enough money to buy a new phone and some equipment. She was so happy … I feel so bad now.”

Diana looked at me, a knowing glint in her eye. “An anonymous donor, hmm?”

Catching on, Lily’s head snapped up. “Wait, Tyler, was that you? The donation?”

I nodded, suddenly feeling self-conscious under their combined gaze. “Yeah, it was me.”

Lily’s eyes widened. “But it was so much money! Why didn’t you say anything?”

I shrugged, trying to downplay it. “She needed it, and I had it to give. I didn’t want her to feel uncomfortable accepting it from me directly.”

“That was so nice of you,” Lily said, genuine warmth spreading across her face. “It meant the world to her. You should have seen how excited she was when she realized she could finally replace her broken phone.” Her expression turned thoughtful. “Imagine if she knew it came from you, her ‘dream guy’.”

“I just wanted to help,” I said quietly. “She works hard, and she’s been such a good friend to you. She deserves some support.”

Diana reached across the table to squeeze my hand. “It was kind. Julia needs people like you in her life. Don’t second-guess your generosity just because of what happened.”

“You know,” Lily said slowly, setting down her fork, “maybe this doesn’t have to be the end of our friendship with Julia.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

Lily took a deep breath. “I’ve been thinking about it all night. Julia likes you, Tyler. And I’ve seen how you look at her too.” She reached across the table to take my hand. “What if … what if we told her the truth? About us? And what if…” she paused, “what if I told her I wouldn’t mind sharing you?”

Diana’s eyebrows rose, but she didn’t seem shocked by Lily’s suggestion.

“Are you sure about that?” I asked carefully. “You wouldn’t be jealous?”

Lily shrugged, a small smile playing on her lips. “Maybe a little, but Julia’s different. She’s my best friend, and I love her. And I know she needs someone like you in her life.” She squeezed my hand. “Besides, you’re enough man for both of us … Well, four if you count Riley and Mom.”

I felt a flush of warmth at her words, not just from the compliment but from the realization that Lily truly understood my need to protect and provide for those I cared about.

Diana cleared her throat. “That’s very generous of you. But first, we need to make sure Julia is okay. Maybe try calling her again?”

Lily nodded, pulling out her phone. Her fingers trembled as she dialed, and I could see her nervously fidgeting with the hem of my borrowed t-shirt as she waited. After several rings, her face fell.

“Still no answer,” she said, disappointment evident in her voice. “She’s really upset.”

“Try one more time,” Diana said. “Sometimes people need to see that you’re making an effort.”

Lily tried again, her guilt visibly mounting with each unanswered ring. “Nothing,” she whispered, setting her phone down with such gentleness it seemed she was afraid it might shatter. “I’ve really messed up, haven’t I?”

Before any of us could respond, the doorbell rang. We exchanged puzzled glances.

“Are we expecting anyone?” I asked, already rising from my seat.

Diana shook her head. “Not that I know of.”

I moved toward the door, feeling a strange mix of dread and hope. When I opened it, I was surprised to find a tall, elegant woman standing on our doorstep. She had to be in her late thirties or early forties, with long, wavy chestnut hair and beautiful hazel eyes that immediately reminded me of Julia. She wore simple jeans and a plain white blouse that fitted her toned and slightly curvy body.

“Hello,” she said, her voice sweet yet mature. “I’m Vanessa Voss, Julia’s mother. Is Lily home?”

“Yes, of course,” I said, stepping aside to let her in. “Please, come in.”

Vanessa stepped inside, her gaze quickly taking in the entryway before settling back on me. There was no mistaking the way her eyes lingered, a subtle appreciation in her expression that made me suddenly conscious of my casual appearance.

“Thank you,” she said, offering a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. “Julia came home very upset last night. She said something about a misunderstanding with Lily. I just wanted to make sure everything is okay.”

Diana appeared behind me, extending her hand. “I’m Diana, Lily’s mother. Please come in and have some coffee or tea. The kids were just having breakfast.”

Vanessa seemed to relax slightly at Diana’s warm welcome. “Tea would be wonderful, thank you.”

I led her to the kitchen, where Lily sat frozen. When she saw Vanessa, she immediately stood up. “I’m so sorry about what happened,” Lily began, her words tumbling out. “I never meant to hurt Julia, I swear. Is she okay?”

Vanessa’s expression softened as she took in Lily’s obvious distress. “She’s been better, honey. She wouldn’t tell me exactly what happened, just that there was a misunderstanding between you two.”

Diana gestured for Vanessa to sit and busied herself preparing tea. “These things happen between friends sometimes,” she said diplomatically. “Especially at their age.”

Vanessa nodded, accepting the mug Diana offered. “It’s not the first time I’ve seen Julia upset over friendship drama, but this seemed … different.” She took a sip of her tea. “Being a single parent isn’t easy. Sometimes I feel like I’m missing half the story.”

“I understand completely,” Diana replied, sitting across from her. “After my husband passed, I felt the same way raising Tyler and Lily.”

Vanessa’s eyes widened slightly. “I didn’t realize … I’m sorry for your loss.”

“It was more than a decade ago,” Diana said with a gentle smile. “We’ve managed, just like you’re managing with Julia.”

As the two women fell into conversation about the challenges of single parenting, I noticed Lily watching Vanessa with a mixture of guilt and curiosity. I understood her feelings; this was the mother of her best friend and a woman who had no idea about the complex relationships in our household.

“It’s not easy,” Vanessa was saying, her fingers tracing the rim of her mug. “Julia’s father has been out of the picture since she was little. My modeling career paid the bills for years, but the industry isn’t kind to women my age. Not many campaigns looking for mothers in their late thirties.”

“I can see where Julia gets her looks,” I said before I could stop myself.

Vanessa’s gaze shifted to me, an interest flickering in her eyes. “That’s very kind of you to say,” she replied, her smile warming. “And you must be Tyler. Julia’s mentioned you quite a few times.”

I felt a flush of warmth at the knowledge that Julia had talked about me to her mother. “What did she say?”

“Very good things,” Vanessa confirmed with a knowing look that made me wonder exactly what Julia had shared. “She says you run your own business? Something in fitness?”

“That’s right,” I said, surprised by her knowledge. “E-commerce selling fitness equipment.”

“Impressive for someone so young,” Vanessa said. “Julia says you’re very kind to her.”

“I just want to see her succeed,” I said honestly. “She’s talented and works hard.”

Vanessa’s expression relaxed further. “That means a lot. Julia doesn’t have many people in her corner.”

Diana refilled Vanessa’s cup. “So, how is Julia this morning? Lily’s been trying to reach her, but she hasn’t been answering.”

Vanessa sighed. “She’s been in her room since last night. I heard her crying, but she wouldn’t tell me why, just that she felt stupid and embarrassed.”

Lily’s face crumpled at this information. “It’s my fault,” she admitted quietly. “There was a … misunderstanding.”

“I’d like to go talk to Julia,” I said, looking directly at Vanessa. “If that’s alright with you.”

Vanessa’s eyebrows rose slightly, but there was a glimmer of hope in her expression. “You would?”

“Yes,” I said firmly. “I think I might be able to help clear things up.”

“That would mean the world to her,” Vanessa said, her relief palpable. “Julia thinks very highly of you. She’s told me how kind you’ve been, how you’re a great listener and always so considerate.” She paused, a hint of maternal pride crossing her features. “She doesn’t usually open up to people like that.”

“How much has she told you about me?” I asked, genuinely curious.

Vanessa smiled. “Enough that I feel like I know you already. How you’re ‘different’ from other guys her age.” She chuckled. “I think she has quite a crush.”

“I want to come too,” Lily said, straightening her shoulders despite her obvious nervousness. “I need to explain things to Julia myself. I owe her that much.” She turned to Vanessa with pleading eyes. “If that’s okay with you.”

Vanessa studied Lily for a moment, then nodded. “I think that would be good. Julia values your friendship deeply, even if she’s hurt right now.”

“Thank you,” Lily said, sighing in relief. “I promise I’ll make things right.”

Diana reached across the table to squeeze Lily’s hand. “I’m proud of you for taking responsibility,” she said. “That’s the mark of true maturity.”

Lily gave her a grateful smile before turning to me. “When can we go?”

“Now, if you don’t mind,” I said, looking to Vanessa for approval.

“That would be fine,” Vanessa said, finishing her tea and standing. “I can drive you both there.”

“Let me just change quickly,” Lily said, glancing down at her borrowed t-shirt and sleep shorts. “Give me two minutes.”

While Lily ran upstairs, Diana pulled me aside. “Be gentle with Julia,” she advised in a low voice. “She’s probably feeling very vulnerable right now.”

“I will,” I promised. “We’ll fix this.”

Lily returned moments later in jeans and a simple blouse, her hair hastily pulled into a ponytail. Her face was washed, but I could see the anxiety in her eyes as she nervously fidgeted with her phone.

“Ready?” Vanessa asked, car keys already in hand.

We said goodbye to Diana and followed Vanessa out to her car, a well-maintained but obviously aging sedan with a few rust spots along the wheel wells. As we climbed in, I noticed the worn upholstery and the small crack running across the bottom of the windshield.

Lily sat in the back while I took the passenger seat beside Vanessa. As we pulled away from the house, Vanessa glanced at me.

“So, Tyler, Julia tells me your business is doing quite well,” she said conversationally. “Something about fitness equipment?”

“Yes,” I said, grateful for the neutral topic. “I started with a simple online store selling specialized workout gear, and it grew from there.”

“He’s being modest,” Lily chimed in from the backseat. “Tyler is super successful.”

Vanessa looked impressed. “That’s remarkable for someone your age. Did you always know you wanted to be an entrepreneur?”

“Not exactly,” I said. “It started as a side project while I was in college, but I realized I enjoyed building something of my own more than following someone else’s path.”

Vanessa nodded thoughtfully. “I understand that feeling. When I was modeling, I always felt like I was fulfilling someone else’s vision. There’s something special about creating your own way.”

“What kind of photos did you take?” I asked, though I already knew the answer from our earlier conversation. I wanted to hear more about her life.

Her eyes were fixed on the road ahead. A hint of shyness crept into her voice as she spoke, “Magazine work mostly, some runway, but nothing too famous.”

“Julia told me you were on the cover of like, five major magazines.”

“That was a long time ago,” Vanessa said. “The industry changes quickly, and they’re always looking for the next young face.” She glanced at me briefly. “Not much demand for models in their late thirties, unfortunately.”

“Their loss,” I said sincerely. “You’re still stunning.”

A faint blush colored Vanessa’s cheeks. “That’s very kind of you to say.”

As we drove through town, the neighborhoods gradually changed. The well-maintained houses with manicured lawns gave way to smaller homes with more modest appearances. Vanessa turned down a street lined with apartment buildings and small duplexes, eventually pulling into the parking lot of a two-story apartment complex.

“Here we are,” she said, turning off the engine. “It’s not much, but it’s home for now.”

The building was clean but clearly aging, with peeling paint around the windows and a small sign advertising “Affordable Units Available.” The contrast with our spacious family home, or their older home, was immediately apparent, though Vanessa carried herself with such dignity that you might think she was entering a mansion.

We followed Vanessa up a narrow staircase to the second floor. She unlocked the door to apartment 2B and ushered us inside.

The apartment was small but well-maintained. What it lacked in space, Vanessa had clearly tried to make up for with thoughtful touches. Framed photographs lined the walls, many showing a younger Vanessa in various modeling poses alongside pictures of Julia growing up. A small bookshelf overflowed with well-worn paperbacks, and a vase of fresh wildflowers brightened the coffee table.

Despite these efforts, there was no hiding the worn carpet or the water stain on one corner of the ceiling. The furniture, while clean, showed signs of age: a couch with slightly flattened cushions, a coffee table with rings from countless mugs, and mismatched dining chairs around a small table.

“Julia?” Vanessa called, setting her purse on a small side table. “Tyler and Lily are here to see you.”

For a moment, there was silence. Then we heard movement from down the short hallway, and Julia appeared in the doorway of what I assumed was her bedroom. My heart clenched at the sight of her. Her eyes were puffy and red-rimmed, with visible tear tracks on her cheeks. She wore an oversized sweater and leggings, her hair loose but unbrushed, and her glasses slightly askew on her nose.

When she saw us, she froze, her gaze darting between Lily and me before settling on her mother.

“Honey,” Vanessa said gently, crossing to her daughter and placing a reassuring hand on her arm. “They wanted to talk to you. I think it might help to clear things up.”

Julia bit her lower lip, clearly struggling with her emotions. “I don’t know if I can—”

“Please,” Lily interrupted, taking a step forward. “Just give us a chance to explain.”

Julia hesitated then yielded.

Vanessa squeezed her daughter’s arm. “I’ll give you three some privacy. Is that okay, sweetie?”

When Julia nodded again, Vanessa grabbed her phone and a light jacket. “I’ll take a walk around the block. Text me if you need me to come back sooner.”

Once Vanessa had left, an awkward silence filled the small living room. Julia stood with her arms wrapped around herself, as if creating a protective barrier. Lily shifted nervously from foot to foot, while I tried to project calm despite the tension in the air.

“Should we sit?” I suggested, gesturing to the couch.

Julia moved stiffly to an armchair, curling into it with her knees drawn up. Lily and I settled on the couch opposite her, close but not touching.

“I’m so sorry,” Lily began, after taking a deep breath. “I never meant to hurt you, Jules. You’re my best friend, and I’ve been keeping this huge secret from you because I was scared of how you’d react.”

“What secret?” Julia asked. “That you’re sleeping with Tyler? Or that you knew I had feelings for him and didn’t tell me?”

Lily flinched at the directness of the question. “Both, I guess.”

I leaned forward, meeting Julia’s gaze. “This isn’t just about sex. Lily and I … It started this summer, but it’s love and care. Our mother knows and supports us.”

Julia’s eyes widened. “Your mom knows? And she’s okay with it?”

“Yes,” I confirmed. “Our family is … unconventional, but we’re happy.”

Julia was quiet for a moment, processing this information. I could almost see the pieces falling into place in her mind.

“I get it now,” she said slowly. “It explains why you’re so close and so protective of each other. The way you look at her…” She trailed off, fresh tears welling in her eyes.

Lily moved to the edge of the couch, her hands clasped tightly in her lap. “I should have told you. Especially when you confided in me about your feelings for Tyler. It was selfish of me to have sex with him last night when I knew how much you cared about him. I just … I didn’t know how to tell you.”

Julia wiped at her tears with the sleeve of her sweater. “I was so confused and hurt,” she said, her voice breaking. “But I think … I think I understand now.” She took a deep breath, her shoulders relaxing slightly. “It’s okay. I was just shocked. There were so many emotions hitting me at once.”

Lily’s face relaxed with hope. “Really? You don’t hate us?”

“No,” Julia admitted, though her eyes remained sad. “Surprised, yes. Hurt that you didn’t tell me, definitely. But I could never hate you, Lily.” She offered a watery smile. “You’re my best friend. I’m sorry I got so mad and ran out like that.”

Lily moved from the couch to kneel beside Julia’s chair, taking her friend’s hand. “I should be the one apologizing. I knew how you felt about Tyler, and I kept this huge secret from you.”

Julia squeezed Lily’s hand, a tear escaping down her cheek. “I feel so stupid now, going on and on about my crush on him while you just listened.”

I leaned forward, my elbows on my knees. “Julia, can I ask you something? What was it that attracted you to me in the first place?”

Julia’s cheeks flushed as she met my gaze. Her eyes, though red-rimmed, held a vulnerability that tugged at my heart.

“Everything,” she said, then cleared her throat. “I’ve been in love with you since the first time I saw how you protected Lily, how you treated her with such care. The way you listen when people talk, like really listen. Your kindness, your strength…” Her voice faltered. “I never thought you’d actually be with her like that. But now it makes sense why you two are so connected.”

She looked down at her hands, which trembled slightly in her lap. “You’re nothing like the guys I’ve known. You’re responsible and thoughtful, and you make people feel safe. Do you know how rare that is?” A tear slid down her cheek. “When I’m around you, I feel like everything might actually be okay.”

Her honesty touched something deep within me. I moved to sit on the arm of her chair, close but not crowding her.

“Julia, I want you to know something,” I said gently. “Those feelings aren’t one-sided. I care about you too. I’ve noticed how hard you work, how you support Lily and how you keep going despite challenges.”

Her eyes widened with surprise. “You have?”

“Of course,” I said, reaching for her hand. “In fact, there’s something I need to tell you.” I took a deep breath. “Those anonymous donations to your stream? That was me.”

Julia gasped, her free hand flying to her mouth. “You? But why didn’t you say anything?”

“I didn’t want you to feel awkward about accepting it,” I explained. “I just wanted to help because I saw how much you were struggling with your old equipment.”

“That money changed everything for me,” Julia said, her eyes filling with fresh tears, but these seemed different from before. “I was able to buy a new phone, upgrade my streaming setup…” She suddenly lunged forward, wrapping her arms around my neck in a tight hug. “Thank you so much. You have no idea what that meant to me.”

I returned the embrace, feeling her warmth against me and the slight tremble in her body as she clung to me. After a moment, she pulled back abruptly, glancing at Lily with concern.

“I’m sorry,” she said quickly. “I shouldn’t have, I mean, is this okay?”

Lily smiled, reaching out to take both our hands. “It’s more than okay. Tyler has enough love for both of us, Jules. I’ve been thinking about it a lot, and I know how much you care about him. And he cares about you too.”

Julia looked between us, confusion and hope warring on her face. “What are you saying?”

“I’m saying,” Lily continued, “that maybe we could share. If that’s something you’d want.”

Julia’s mouth opened in shock. “Share? You mean like…?”

I nodded, giving her hand a gentle squeeze. “Only if you’re comfortable with it. No pressure, no expectations.”

“But what about your mom?” Julia asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Lily and I exchanged a glance. “Mom understands our situation,” I said carefully. “She supports us being happy, whatever form that takes.”

Julia sat back in her chair, clearly overwhelmed. “This is a lot to process,” she admitted. “I never imagined…”

“You don’t have to decide anything now,” I assured her. “Take all the time you need.”

“We’re still friends?” Lily asked.

A genuine smile broke through Julia’s tears. “Of course, we’re still friends. Nothing could change that.” She looked at me with a new warmth in her eyes.

The tension that had filled the apartment began to dissipate. Julia wiped the last of her tears away, her posture relaxing as she settled more comfortably in her chair.

Julia sat quietly for a moment, her cheeks still flushed pink as she looked down at her hands in her lap. She glanced up, eyes flicking shyly between me and Lily.

“Do you think…” she began, her voice soft and hesitant, “maybe we could go back to your place? Just to play some games or hang out like we normally do?” She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “I’d really like things to feel normal again.”

Lily’s face instantly lit up. “Yes!” she said, bouncing forward and grabbing Julia’s hands. “I’ve been dying to play Smash with you all day! You promised to show me that new combo you’ve been practicing!”

Julia laughed. “Okay,” she nodded quickly, already looking more like herself. “Let me grab my stuff.”

She rose from the chair and disappeared into her bedroom, leaving Lily and me exchanging hopeful glances.

“This is good,” I whispered to Lily. “Really good.”

Lily nodded, squeezing my hand. “Thank you for coming with me. I don’t think I could have fixed this alone.”

Julia returned moments later with her backpack. The redness around her eyes had faded, and though she still seemed a bit shy, there was an eagerness in her movements that hadn’t been there before.

We heard the apartment door open, and Vanessa stepped back in from her walk. She paused in the doorway, taking in the scene before her, Lily beaming, Julia smiling through the remnants of dried tears and me standing close by. Her shoulders visibly relaxed, the tension in her face melting away.

“Everything okay?” she asked, her gaze moving between the three of us.

“Much better,” Julia replied, adjusting the strap of her backpack. “They’ve invited me back to their place. Is that alright?”

Vanessa’s smile was warm and genuine. “Of course it is. Are you all ready to head back now?”

Lily nodded enthusiastically. “Yes! Julia’s been practicing her Samus combos. It’s going to be epic.”

Vanessa chuckled, her eyes crinkling at the corners as she reached for her car keys. “We’d better get going then, before Julia starts trash-talking you in the car.”

“Mom!” Julia protested, but she was laughing.

We filed out of the apartment, the atmosphere completely different from when we’d arrived.

In the car, Vanessa gestured for me to take the front passenger seat while Lily and Julia climbed into the back. The two girls immediately fell into lively conversation, giggling and planning their gaming strategy for the afternoon.

The car pulled away from the curb, and we drove in silence for a few minutes.

“So,” Vanessa said, glancing over at me, “what do you do besides running your business and being a big brother? Any hobbies? Interests?”

I considered the question, appreciating her genuine curiosity. “Work keeps me pretty busy,” I admitted. “But I like being home with Mom and Lily, helping out at Mom’s florist shop sometimes. Playing games, reading… nothing too exciting, simple but good.”

Vanessa nodded, a thoughtful expression crossing her face. “Simple can be beautiful,” she said. “I spent years chasing glamour in the modeling industry, always reaching for the next big contract, the next cover. Now, all I want is quiet, stability and safety.” She paused, glancing at me. “Julia says you’re very good at making people feel safe.”

I felt warmth spreading through my chest at her words. “I try,” I said honestly. “Julia’s easy to root for. She works so hard.”

Vanessa’s lips curved into a knowing smile as she kept her eyes on the road. “Remember what you said you’d do when you found the mystery donor, Julia?” she called over her shoulder. “Hug them until they couldn’t breathe?”

From the backseat came an embarrassed chuckle. “Mom … it was Tyler who sent them.”

Vanessa’s hands tightened briefly on the wheel. She turned to look at me, her eyes wide. “You? You were the anonymous admirer?”

I rubbed the back of my neck, suddenly feeling shy under her intense gaze. “Yeah … saw how hard she worked, figured she deserved a boost.”

Vanessa’s eyes glistened. “Tyler … that was so sweet, so incredibly kind.” She reached over and squeezed my forearm. The warmth of her fingers sent an unexpected tingle up my arm.

“Julia talked about those donations for hours,” she said. “Said it felt like someone actually saw her. Thank you, from the bottom of my heart.”

“It was nothing,” I said, feeling a flush creep up my neck.

“It was everything,” Vanessa said, her voice quiet and sincere. “To a mother who sometimes feels she can’t give her daughter all she deserves…” Her voice caught slightly. “You have no idea what that meant to us both.”

“Anyone would have done the same,” I insisted, though I knew that wasn’t true. “Julia’s talented. She just needed a chance to show it.”

“Not everyone would have done that anonymously,” Vanessa pointed out. “Most people would have wanted the credit and the gratitude.” Her eyes, when they met mine briefly, held a depth of appreciation that made my heart beat faster.

“Maybe,” I said, enjoying the warmth.

Vanessa suddenly laughed as we merged onto the main road. “You know, this reminds me of a photoshoot I did in Milan years ago. The photographer kept insisting I look ‘joyfully contemplative’ - whatever that means!”

“Did you figure it out?” I asked, genuinely curious.

“Eventually, I just thought about my favorite gelato place and managed to look happy enough,” she admitted with a playful smile. “The fashion world is full of these ridiculous moments. Once I had to pose with a live peacock for six hours.”

“No way,” Lily chimed in from the backseat. “What happened?”

“That bird had attitude,” Vanessa said. “It kept trying to attack the lighting assistant. Poor man was terrified!”

Julia leaned forward between the seats. “Mom never tells me these stories anymore! Tell them about the time you had to model swimwear in Iceland.”

“Oh god,” Vanessa groaned dramatically. “February in Reykjavík, standing in a bikini while everyone else wore parkas. I couldn’t feel my toes for two days!”

The car filled with laughter, the earlier tension completely dissolved.

“What about you, Tyler?” Vanessa asked. “Any funny stories from your business?”

I smiled, thinking back to some of my more colorful customer interactions. “I once had a guy email demanding a refund for workout bands because they ‘made his muscles too sore.’”

“That’s literally what they’re supposed to do,” Julia said, giggling with Lily.

“Exactly,” I said. “Then there was the woman who returned a jump rope because it was ‘too ropey.’”

Lily snorted. “What did she expect?”

“A ‘less aggressive jumping experience’ according to her email,” I replied, mimicking a serious tone that sent everyone into another fit of giggles.

The conversation flowed easily the rest of the way home, with Vanessa sharing more modeling mishaps and me countering with bizarre customer complaints. Lily and Julia contributed with their own streaming disasters, including Lily’s infamous energy drink spill during a boss fight that had viewers thinking she was having a meltdown.

When we pulled into our driveway, Lily and Julia immediately tumbled out of the car, already deep in conversation about game strategies.

“Don’t forget your backpack!” Vanessa called after Julia, who spun around to grab it before the girls disappeared inside, their excited chatter fading as the front door closed behind them.

Vanessa turned off the engine but made no move to exit. She turned slightly in her seat, facing me with an expression I couldn’t quite read.

“Tyler,” she said softly, then suddenly leaned across the center console and pulled me into a hug.

I stiffened in surprise as her body pressed against mine. The soft curves of her breasts pushed against my chest and her skin radiated warmth through her blouse. A subtle scent of vanilla perfume filled my senses as her hair brushed against my cheek.

Her hips shifted slightly against mine as she adjusted her position, and I felt her warm breath tickle my neck. My body responded instinctively to her proximity, and I had to focus to maintain control.

“Thank you,” she whispered directly into my ear, her lips nearly touching my skin. “For being there for my daughter. It’s been … tough. More than she lets on. Knowing there’s someone like you looking out for her … helps me sleep at night.”

I returned the hug. My hands found the curve of her waist, feeling the softness there as I held her respectfully.

“She’s lucky to have you too,” I said quietly, meaning every word.

Vanessa pulled back slowly, her hands lingering on my shoulders a heartbeat longer than necessary. Her eyes searched my face with an appreciative gaze that made my pulse quicken.

“Drive safe?” she said with a laugh, then caught herself. “Wait, no, I’m driving.” A small, knowing smile played on her lips. “See you soon, Tyler.”

I nodded, unable to find words as I climbed out of the car. She gave a final wave before backing out of the driveway, leaving me standing there watching her depart, my heartbeat still elevated from our encounter.

When I finally turned to enter the house, Diana was waiting in the foyer, arms crossed and one eyebrow raised in that knowing look she’d perfected over the years.

“How did it go?” she asked, studying my face carefully.

I exhaled deeply, running a hand through my hair as I gathered my thoughts. “Better than expected,” I admitted. “We talked everything out. Julia’s okay, hurt but understanding, and she knows about us now. Lily suggested sharing.”

Diana’s eyes widened momentarily before relaxing with pride. “My brave girl,” she said, stepping forward to cup my face in her hands, her thumbs brushing gently against my cheeks. “And you? Holding up?”

“Good and relieved,” I said honestly. “Julia’s special. Deserves to feel safe too.”

Diana smiled, her expression warm and maternal yet with an undercurrent of heat I recognized well. She leaned in, pressing her lips to mine in a slow, deep kiss. Her lips parted, her tongue teasing mine in a way that made my body respond immediately.

“I’m proud of you, sweetheart,” she murmured against my lips, her voice low and intimate. “So very proud.”

From upstairs came the clicking of controllers and Lily’s triumphant crow of victory, followed by Julia’s good-natured protest.

As Diana took my hand to lead me toward the kitchen, I realized that our unconventional family might just be expanding in ways I hadn’t anticipated.

“Sounds like things are back to normal up there,” I said, leaning against the kitchen counter while Diana opened the refrigerator.

“Girls that age bounce back quickly,” she said, pulling out vegetables for dinner. “I’m glad they worked things out.”

She moved around the kitchen, her sundress flowing around her legs. “Their apartment is really small,” I said, thinking of Vanessa’s modest home. “Makes our place feel huge by comparison.”

Diana glanced up from chopping a bell pepper. “Not everyone is as fortunate as we are. Single mothers especially have it tough.”

“I know,” I said, thinking of Vanessa’s confidence and beauty despite her circumstances. “She’s really pretty, even after everything she’s been through.”

Diana’s knife paused mid-chop. She set it down and approached me with a playful smile, her hand coming to rest on my arm. “Oh? Noticing other women already?” Her fingers traced small circles on my bicep.

I felt my cheeks warm under her gaze. “Just an observation.”

She stepped closer, her body nearly touching mine. “Vanessa is beautiful, no doubt about that. But remember, Julia is your priority right now. She’s younger and more vulnerable. Be gentle with her heart, don’t rush anything.”

“I will,” I promised, wrapping an arm around her waist. “Thanks for looking after me, keeping me grounded. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

“That’s what a mother is for, sweetheart.” She leaned in, pressing her lips against mine in a quick but affectionate kiss that left me wanting more. When she pulled away, her eyes held that familiar mix of maternal love and desire that still made my heart race.

“Now,” she said, returning to her vegetables, “how about you set the table while I finish dinner?” She glanced toward the ceiling, where another victorious shout echoed from Lily’s room. “It sounds like they’re having fun.”

Upstairs, Lily and Julia were indeed having the time of their lives. I could hear them trash-talking each other. “Just going to have a quick peek,” I told Diana as I headed upstairs.

“No way! That’s cheating!” Julia exclaimed, followed by Lily’s cackling laughter.

“It’s not cheating if it’s in the game! You just suck at dodging!”

I peeked into the room to see them cross-legged on Lily’s bed, controllers in hand as they battled in Super Smash Bros. Lily’s Kirby had just sent Julia’s Samus flying off the screen.

“Best three out of five!” Julia demanded, her glasses slightly askew and her cheeks flushed with excitement.

“You’re on!” Lily agreed, already selecting the next stage. Neither of them noticed me standing in the doorway, too absorbed in their game.

I smiled and left them to it, heading back downstairs to help Diana. The afternoon passed comfortably, with the sounds of gaming and laughter filtering down from above. The scent of Diana’s stew gradually filled the house.

By the time Diana called everyone to dinner, the sun was beginning to set, casting a warm glow through the dining room windows.

“Coming!” Lily shouted from upstairs, followed by thundering footsteps as the girls raced down to the table.

“This smells amazing, Diana,” Julia said as she slid into her chair, her eyes wide at the steaming dish Diana placed in the center of the table.

“Thank you, dear. I hope you like it.”

Lily immediately began serving herself a generous portion. “Mom’s food is legendary. And it magically makes you happy.”

Julia took her first bite and closed her eyes in bliss. “Oh my god, this is incredible. So much better than the ramen I’ve been living on this week.”

“You’re welcome to join us for dinner anytime,” Diana said warmly, passing the bread.

“Thank you,” Julia said, her voice quiet with genuine gratitude as she took another bite.

The conversation flowed easily throughout the meal. Lily and Julia recounted their gaming victories and defeats, with Lily dramatically reenacting the final winning move that had Julia groaning and throwing a napkin at her.

“So, Julia,” Diana said as she refilled our glasses, “how’s your streaming going?”

Julia’s face lit up. “It’s been amazing. Ever since I got the new equipment, my stream quality is so much better. I’ve gained almost a hundred new followers this week alone.” She glanced at me, a shy smile crossing her face. “It’s making a real difference.”

“I’m glad to hear it,” Diana said. “You girls work so hard. You deserve success.”

As we finished dinner, Lily turned to Julia with eager eyes. “Stay over tonight! We can do a late-night stream or just hang out and talk. It’ll be fun.”

Julia’s expression turned regretful. “I’d love to, but I want to spend some time with my mom tonight. She’s been worried about me, and I should check in with her.”

“Of course,” Lily said, though I could see the disappointment in her eyes.

“Maybe next time?” Julia offered, looking genuinely torn.

Lily immediately brightened. “Definitely, anytime, you’re always welcome here.”

She wrapped her arms around Julia in a tight hug, and I noticed Julia’s eyes glistening slightly as she returned the embrace.

After dinner, Julia helped clear the table despite Diana’s protests. Then Lily immediately dragged Julia back upstairs to gather her things, leaving Diana and me alone in the kitchen.

“You did well today,” she said, wiping down the counter. “I’m proud of how you handled everything.”

Before I could respond, the doorbell rang. Diana went to answer it while I finished putting away the leftovers.

Vanessa stood in the doorway, looking slightly tired but still elegant in her simple outfit. “I hope Julia wasn’t too much trouble,” she said as Diana welcomed her in.

“Not at all,” Diana assured her. “She’s always welcome here. The girls are just getting her things.”

Lily and Julia came bounding down the stairs, Julia’s backpack slung over her shoulder. “Tyler!” Lily said. “Please, help Julia with the computer. We aren’t as strong as you.”

“Will do,” I said. I hurried upstairs and lifted Julia’s computer, carrying it down and placing it in the trunk.

“Ready to go, sweetheart?” Vanessa asked.

“Almost,” Julia said, turning to Lily. “Thanks for today, and for everything.”

They hugged again, Lily whispering something in Julia’s ear that made her smile. Then Julia turned to me, stopping for just a moment before stepping forward.

I opened my arms, and she moved into them without hesitation. I held her close, my arms encircling her slender frame in a protective embrace that lasted longer than a typical goodbye hug. I felt her relax against me, her head resting briefly against my chest.

“I knew it was you,” she whispered, her voice so soft only I could hear it. “Thank you. It meant everything.”

I tightened my arms around her slightly. “You’re welcome,” I murmured against her hair. “You deserve it.”

When we finally separated, her cheeks were flushed, but her eyes were clear and warm. Vanessa watched from the doorway, a smile playing on her lips as her gaze met mine over Julia’s head.

“We should get going,” Vanessa said gently. “It’s getting late.”

Julia nodded, giving Lily one final hug before joining her mother. “Thanks for dinner, Diana. It was amazing.”

“Anytime, dear,” Diana replied. “Don’t be a stranger.”

We watched from the doorway as they walked to Vanessa’s car. Just before getting in, Vanessa turned and gave a little wave, her eyes lingering on me for a moment before she slid into the driver’s seat.

As their car disappeared down the street, I felt a curious mixture of emotions, satisfaction at having helped mend Lily and Julia’s friendship, lingering warmth from Julia’s embrace, and a protective instinct that surprised me in its intensity. I closed the door slowly, letting out a deep breath.

“Well,” Lily said with a big smile on her face. “That went better than I expected.”

Diana smiled, wrapping an arm around Lily’s shoulders. “You did well, sweetheart, both of you did.”

I nodded, still feeling the ghost of Julia’s embrace, the way she had fit so perfectly against me. Something protective and possessive stirred inside me, a desire to shield her from hardship and to ensure she never had to worry about basic necessities again.

“I think I’m going to head to bed early,” I said, suddenly aware of how emotionally drained I felt. “Got to be up before sunrise for that product shoot tomorrow.”

“The beach shoot?” Diana asked, already turning toward the kitchen to finish cleaning up.

“Yeah. New equipment line launches next week, need to get the promotional content ready.”

Lily yawned dramatically. “Well, I’m going to binge-watch that new series Julia recommended. Night, bro.” She planted a quick kiss on my cheek before bounding back upstairs, her energy seemingly inexhaustible.

* * *

In my bedroom, I set my alarm for 4:30 AM and laid out my clothes for the morning. As I settled into bed, my thoughts drifted between Julia’s warm embrace and Vanessa’s knowing gaze. There was something about both of them that called to my protective instincts in different ways. Julia’s youthful openness, her earnest ambition. And Vanessa, her quiet dignity and her mature beauty.

Sleep claimed me quickly, and it was something I needed.


Chapter 5

My alarm buzzed and woke me up. The house was silent and dark as I showered and dressed, careful not to wake Diana or Lily. I loaded my equipment into the car, camera, tripod, lighting reflectors, and the new product samples. I jumped into the car and drove through the quiet pre-dawn streets.

The beach was exactly as I’d hoped: deserted, with just the first hints of light breaking over the horizon. I parked, hopped out and popped the trunk. Waves lapped gently at the shore as I unloaded my gear. Heading to the beach, I searched for the perfect spot, flat enough for the equipment, with the ocean as a background.

Setting up took about twenty minutes. I arranged the new push-up handles, resistance bands and portable workout bench on a flat section of sand, positioning my tripod to capture both the equipment and the gradually brightening sky. The first golden rays of sunlight were beginning to streak across the water, creating exactly the natural lighting effect I wanted for the photos.

I checked my phone, several new orders had come in overnight. The business was growing faster than I could have imagined. The pre-orders for this new equipment line were already double what I’d projected, and the official launch was still a week away. I scrolled through the numbers, a sense of pride mingling with creeping anxiety.

“This is getting too big for just me,” I muttered, setting my phone aside and adjusting the camera settings.

I started with static product shots, the equipment arranged artfully against the sunrise. Then I moved to demonstration photos, setting the camera timer and positioning myself with the equipment. After capturing enough stills, I switched to video mode, ready to film the workout demonstrations that had become my signature selling point.

As I began the first set of push-ups on the new handles, I felt the familiar burn in my chest and shoulders. The handles worked perfectly, allowing a deeper range of motion than standard floor push-ups. I maintained slow, controlled form, knowing that proper technique was what my customers valued in my demonstrations.

Sweat began beading on my forehead by the fifteenth rep. I was completely in the zone, focused on my breathing and form, when something caught my eye. A figure jogging along the shoreline path.

As I pushed up from the sand, I recognized her immediately. It was Julia’s Diana. She wore tight black yoga shorts that rode up slightly on her toned thighs, paired with a matching sports bra that revealed a flat stomach and lifted her full breasts. Her skin glistened with a light sheen of sweat, making her look glowing in the morning light. Her chestnut hair was pulled back in a high ponytail, though loose strands had escaped to stick to her damp neck and shoulders.

I found myself pausing mid-rep, watching as her hips swayed and her legs flexed with each step. For a woman in her late thirties, she possessed a beauty that many younger women would envy.

Vanessa glanced in my direction, her pace slowing as recognition dawned on her face. She smiled brightly and waved, changing course to walk toward me. I quickly stood, suddenly conscious of my sweat-dampened shirt and disheveled appearance.

“Tyler?” she said, coming closer with a slightly heavy breath. She placed her hands on her hips, her chest rising and falling. “What are you doing out here this early?”

I wiped my hands on my shorts, oddly nervous. “Filming promo content for the new gear,” I said, gesturing to my setup. “Trying to show real use in natural light.”

Vanessa’s eyes moved over the tripod, handles, and camera with obvious interest. “Looks professional,” she commented, sounding impressed. “You make it look easy.”

I couldn’t help but let my eyes wander over her athletic figure, appreciating how the morning light adorned her body. “You look incredible out here,” I said, then added, “Morning jog?”

She laughed softly, and I could tell that she was clearly pleased by the compliment. “Gotta stay fit while I age, can’t let the industry win,” she said, running a hand over her thigh. “These legs don’t look this good by accident.”

My eyes lingered on her legs and hips, admiring the results of her dedication. “You’re not aging, you’re just getting better,” I said sincerely. “Seriously, you look amazing.”

A slight blush colored her cheeks as she glanced at my camera setup again. “Need a hand?” she offered. “I can hold the camera or tripod, give you better angles.”

I considered her offer, remembering her modeling background. Having someone with her experience might actually be useful. “That would be great, actually,” I said. “If you’re sure you don’t mind?”

“Not at all,” Vanessa replied, stepping closer to examine the equipment. “It’s been a while since I’ve been on this side of a camera shoot. Could be fun.”

I showed her the basic camera controls, impressed by how quickly she grasped the technical aspects. “I was just about to film some demonstration sets with the push-up handles,” I said. “If you could get some shots from different angles, that would be perfect.”

“I think I can manage that,” she said confidently, taking the camera from me. She adjusted the settings as if she’d done it a hundred times before. “Ready when you are.”

I positioned myself over the handles again, aware of Vanessa’s eyes on me as I began another set of push-ups. Her presence added an unexpected element to what was normally a solitary morning routine.

“These are great angles,” Vanessa said, moving around to capture different perspectives. “The light on your muscles is perfect right now.”

I focused on maintaining proper form, though I couldn’t help feeling a rush of satisfaction at her approving gaze. As I completed the set, Vanessa handed the camera back to me so I could review the footage.

“These are excellent,” I said, genuinely impressed as I scrolled through the shots. “You’ve got a natural eye for this.”

Vanessa smiled, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “Years of watching photographers work,” she explained. “You pick up a few things.”

“Want to try the resistance bands?” I asked, reaching for the next piece of equipment. “I need to show a few exercises with these too.”

“Sure,” she agreed, taking the camera back. “What’s next?”

For the next hour, I demonstrated various exercises while Vanessa captured the footage. She proved to be an invaluable assistant, suggesting angles and positions that highlighted both the equipment and proper form. The shoot progressed twice as quickly as it would have alone.

Between sets, we chatted like friends. Vanessa told me about her morning routine, how she’d been jogging this same stretch of beach for years. I shared details about my business, the growing demand for home fitness equipment since the pandemic.

“So it’s really taking off, huh?” she asked as I completed a set of rows with the resistance bands.

I nodded, wiping sweat from my forehead with the back of my hand. “Yeah, it’s growing faster than I expected. I might need to hire some help soon.”

Vanessa adjusted the camera angle, pointing it slightly upward as I moved into position for another set of exercises.

“That angle really shows off your arms … which are very impressive,” she commented, her voice carrying a hint of appreciation that wasn’t purely professional.

I continued the rep, feeling the burn in my muscles as I pulled the resistance bands. Vanessa circled around me, capturing different perspectives.

“And your chest looks hot from here, perfect form,” she said, kneeling slightly to get a lower angle.

I focused on maintaining proper technique despite her compliments making my heart rate increase for reasons unrelated to physical exertion. And she kept going, and honestly, I didn’t want her to stop either.

“You’ve got great definition. Those shoulders … wow,” she added, not even trying to disguise the admiration in her voice.

I exhaled deeply, completing the set before responding. “Thanks. Coming from a former model, that means something.”

Vanessa lowered the camera, a playful smile dancing across her lips. “Oh, I’ve seen a lot of physiques. Yours stands out.”

I finished the final set, standing up and grabbing my towel to wipe the sweat from my face and neck.

Vanessa’s eyes followed the movement of the towel as I dragged it across my chest and down my abs, and her gaze lingered on my muscles.

“You’re really dedicated. It shows,” she said, stepping closer to hand me back the camera.

I smiled, taking in her flushed face and the healthy glow of her skin. “Takes one to know one. You’re glowing from that jog, sweat looks good on you.”

Vanessa blushed slightly, reaching up to brush a loose strand of hair back from her face. “Thank you. It’s nice to hear.”

I turned to pack up my equipment, carefully placing the camera in its padded case and collapsing the tripod. Vanessa helped gather the resistance bands, folding them neatly before handing them to me.

As I stowed the last of my gear in the equipment bag, I felt her touch on my arm. I turned to find her expression had shifted to something more serious.

“Tyler … can we talk for a minute? About Julia,” she said.

I nodded, setting the tripod down on the sand and giving her my full attention. “Of course.”

Vanessa took a deep breath, glancing around to ensure we were alone on this quiet stretch of beach. The nearest jogger was at least a hundred yards away.

“Julia hasn’t stopped talking about you since the reconciliation,” she began, her eyes meeting mine directly. “How kind you are, how safe you make her feel … she can’t stop thinking about you.”

I felt flattered, but I was unsure how to respond.

“She’s shy and inexperienced, but I know my daughter. She wants more than just hugs and kisses,” she said, maintaining unwavering eye contact.

“She’s never been with anyone… but she’s ready,” Vanessa continued, her voice lowering further. “She wants you to be the one.”

“Ready for what?” I asked even if I had a clue.

“She has fantasies about you … about being close, being touched,” Vanessa said, her eyes never leaving mine. “She’s scared to ask, but I know her heart.”

“Oh, I get it,” I said, processing her words as she continued.

“The apartment is empty right now,” she added. “I’m heading to the gym after this. You’ll have the place to yourselves. If you want, take the opportunity while it’s just the two of you.”

I cleared my throat, searching for the right response. “Are you sure about this? I mean, you don’t mind?”

Vanessa chuckled, touching my forearm again, quietly admiring the veins. “Mind? No, I just want to see her happy. She’s been through enough loneliness.” Her eyes warmed with approval as she looked at me. “You’re the only man fit for the job. Gentle, kind, strong… exactly what she needs for her first time.”

“Alright,” I said, knowing I had to do the right thing.

She smiled, adding quietly, “Be gentle with her. She’s a virgin. She trusts you completely.”

Before I could formulate a response, Vanessa stepped closer and pulled me into another hug. This wasn’t the quick, friendly embrace from yesterday but intimate and warm. Her body pressed fully against mine, curves molding perfectly to my form.

I could feel the dampness of her sports top against my chest, her full breasts soft and warm through the thin fabric. Her hips aligned flush with mine and the vanilla scent of her perfume mingled with the saltiness of fresh sweat. The combination was intoxicating.

My body responded instantly, cock twitching and hardening against her. I stiffened, both from arousal and surprise at her boldness. My mind raced as I stood there, her body heat seeping into me. What a hot-ass mom… confident, beautiful and literally pushing her daughter into my arms.

Vanessa’s lips brushed my ear as she whispered, “Go see her, Tyler. Make her feel loved.”

She pulled back slowly, her hands sliding down my arms in a caress that felt both maternal and seductive. With a knowing, encouraging smile, she squeezed my hands once more before turning away. I couldn’t help but watch as she jogged off, her hips swaying hypnotically with each step, her ponytail bouncing against her back.

I gathered my equipment, mind spinning with Vanessa’s words and the feeling of her body against mine. The arousal building inside me made it difficult to focus on the simple task of packing up my gear. Camera, tripod, resistance bands, you name it. I threw everything into my bags, not caring about the careful organization I usually maintained.

Within minutes, I was in my car, driving toward their apartment complex. Morning traffic was beginning to build, the streets filling with commuters heading to work. I drummed my fingers impatiently on the steering wheel at each red light, my thoughts consumed with Julia. Would she welcome me? How would I make a move without coming off as a creep?

By the time I pulled into the apartment complex parking lot, my heart was racing.

I sat for a moment, gathering my courage. Then I hopped out, entered the complex and went up to their door. I took a deep breath and knocked, then waited. No answer came. I knocked again, louder this time, wondering if she was out or still asleep. The silence stretched on, and doubt began to creep in. Maybe Vanessa had been wrong. Maybe Julia wasn’t home.

Just as I was about to turn away, I heard footsteps inside. The door opened slowly. Julia stood in the doorway, wrapped in a loosely tied pink bathrobe. Her hair was damp from a recent bath or shower, cascading in wet waves over her shoulders. Her skin was flushed and glowing, droplets of water still clinging to her collarbone. The robe slipped slightly off one shoulder, revealing the smooth curve of her skin.

Steam lingered in the hallway behind her, carrying the sweet scent of bubble bath and soap. She was clearly in the middle of her morning routine, not expecting visitors. But her eyes widened in surprise when she saw me, then lit up with pure elation.

“Tyler? Hi.”

She stepped back to let me in, the movement causing her robe to shift, revealing a glimpse of cleavage and the smooth line of her thigh. Despite her obvious shyness, her face beamed with happiness.

I stepped inside, and the door closed behind me. The apartment was quiet and empty except for us, just as Vanessa had promised. Julia tucked a strand of wet hair behind her ear, looking up at me with questioning eyes.

She immediately looked past me, eyes searching the hallway behind. “Wait … where’s Lily?”

I smiled. “It’s just me. Lily’s at home. I just wanted to stop by and see if you’re okay after last night.”

Julia’s cheeks flushed a deep pink. Her eyes dropped shyly to the floor. “I … I’m okay. Better now that you’re here.”

She stepped back to let me in. We stood awkwardly in the small living room. Morning sunlight streamed through thin curtains. Julia fidgeted with her robe belt. Her blush intensified as she realized how underdressed she was.

I noticed her reddening face and smiled. “You okay? Your face is really red.”

Julia laughed nervously and tucked a damp strand of hair behind her ear. “I just … didn’t expect you to show up, especially alone, but it’s nice.”

I stepped closer, careful not to crowd her personal space. “I didn’t want to wait. I needed to make sure you’re really alright.”

Julia met my eyes. “I am. Now that you’re here … I’m more than alright.”

“You look cute like this. Fresh from the bath, all flushed.”

Julia blushed harder and bit her lower lip. “Stop … you’re making it worse.” Despite her protest, her eyes sparkled with delight.

I saw the moment unfold before me. Her slightly heavy breathing, her parted lips and the shy but unmistakably inviting gaze. I closed the gap between us slowly and raised my hand to cup her cheek.

“Tell me if this is too much,” I whispered. My thumb gently stroked her skin.

Julia did not pull away. Instead, she leaned in slightly. Her eyes closed. I kissed her carefully, testing her response. Julia responded immediately. Her hands clutched my shirt. The kiss deepened to a tongue kiss quite quickly, and I wrapped my arms around her.

She pulled back just enough to whisper. “You kissed me.”

“How did it feel?” I asked. My eyes searched hers.

“It felt nice … I’ve always wanted to be kissed.”

I kissed her again, deeper this time. My hands slid to her waist over the silky robe. I could feel the warmth of her skin through the fabric. The curve of her body fit perfectly against my palms.

Julia broke the kiss. She was breathless and flushed. “Can we … go to my room? It’s small, but … it works.”

I nodded as she took my hand and led me down the short hallway to her bedroom. The space was modest but cozy. A single bed with rumpled sheets, anime and game posters on the walls, a small streaming setup in the corner with a gaming chair. Everything about the room reminded me of Lily’s.

Once inside, she turned to me. Her fingers trembled on her robe belt. “Do you want to see me nude?”

“I do.”

She untied the belt slowly. She let the robe fall open to reveal her naked body. 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. Her skin was still damp and warm from her bath.

I studied her, pretty and innocent. “You’re beautiful, Julia, absolutely beautiful.”

“You think so?” she asked, her cheeks pinkening.

“Of course.” I stepped forward to kiss her again. My hands were now free to explore gently. I caressed the soft swell of her breasts and traced the curve of her waist and hips. She shivered under my touch, responsive and eager despite her inexperience.

I guided her to sit on the edge of the bed. Then I knelt between her legs. My lips traced a path down her neck, across her collarbone, finally reaching her breasts. I took one rosy nipple gently into my mouth and sucked softly while she giggled.

“Tyler,” she whispered. Her body arched toward me. “I never thought … I never imagined …”

“Shhh,” I soothed. My hands slid up her thighs. “Just feel, let me make you feel good.”

My lips traveled lower. I kissed down her stomach and felt her muscles quiver beneath my mouth. When I reached the juncture of her thighs, I looked up and sought permission in her eyes.

Julia nodded. “Let me sit on the bed.” She plopped down, and she bit her lip nervously but spread her legs wider to welcome me.

My first gentle lick drew a startled gasp from her. I licked slowly. I let her adjust to the new sensation of oral sex. My tongue explored her folds carefully. Her inexperience was evident in her reactions. Each gasp, each surprised moan was genuine and unfiltered.

“Oh my god,” she said. Her hands clutched at the bedsheets. “Tyler, I … that feels…”

I increased my pressure slightly and focused on her clit, gently tapping it with my tongue. Her thighs began to tremble on either side of my head. Her breathing became more ragged.

“It’s okay,” I murmured against her sensitive flesh. “Just let go, I’ve got you.”

When her orgasm came, it took her by surprise. Her back arched off the bed. A cry escaped her lips as pleasure washed through her in waves. I held her hips steady and worked her through it until she collapsed back, panting and wide-eyed.

“That was…” she gasped. She struggled to find words. “I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

I rose and sat beside her on the bed. I pulled her into my arms. She curled against me. Her naked body was warm against my still-clothed form. I stroked her hair and pressed kisses to her forehead.

“We can stop here if you want,” I said. “There’s no rush.”

She looked up at me. Her hazel eyes were clear and certain despite the blush still coloring her cheeks. “No. I want more. I want everything with you.”

Her hands moved to my shirt. She tugged at the hem. “But you’re wearing too many clothes. I want to see you naked too.”

I smiled and helped her pull my shirt over my head. Her eyes widened at the sight of my muscular chest and abs. Her fingers reached out to touch me.

“Can I?” she asked. Her hand hovered near the waistband of my shorts.

“Of course,” I said.

With fumbling but eager fingers, she helped me remove my shorts and underwear. When my erection sprang free, she gasped. A mixture of awe and nervousness crossed her face.

“It’s okay if you’re not ready,” I assured her.

Julia shook her head. “I’m ready. I want this. I want you.” She lay back on the bed and pulled me gently on top of her.

I positioned myself between her legs. I was careful to support my weight on my forearms. “This might hurt a little at first,” I warned her. “Tell me if you need me to stop.”

She nodded and wrapped her arms around my neck. “I trust you.”

I kissed her deeply, tongue against tongue, as I began to push my erection inside her. I felt her tightness resist me initially. Julia winced slightly. Her nails dug into my shoulders.

“Breathe,” I whispered against her lips. “Relax for me, beautiful.”

She took a deep breath and forced her muscles to relax. I pushed forward slowly, inch by inch, until I felt the resistance give way, breaking her hymen and taking her virginity. Julia gasped. A small sound of pain escaped her.

“Are you okay?” I asked immediately.

After a moment, she nodded. “Yes, don’t stop.”

I continued, gentler than I had ever been with anyone, until I was fully seated inside her.

“You feel amazing,” I told her. My voice was strained with the effort of holding still to let her adjust.

Gradually, her discomfort faded. Julia was soaked and grippy at the same time.

“Tyler,” she moaned. Her eyes were wide with discovery as pleasure began to replace pain. “Oh god…”

I fucked her slowly, watching her face for any sign of discomfort. Instead of pain, I saw pure pleasure as I kept filling her again and again.

“Is this okay?” I whispered, brushing my lips against hers.

Julia nodded, her eyes locked with mine. “Yes … please don’t stop.”

I maintained a gentle rhythm, careful not to overwhelm her. Gradually, her body relaxed, and she began to move with me. As I kept stretching her pussy, over and over again, her hands slid up my back, fingers exploring my muscles before gripping tighter. I felt her nails dig lightly into my skin as she pulled me closer.

“You feel so good,” I told her, increasing my pace slightly as her breathing quickened. “You’re so beautiful, Julia.”

I fucked her harder, and for every smack, her tits jiggled beautifully. The slight sting of her nails against my back only intensified the pleasure coursing through me. I watched her face, captivated by every flicker of emotion that crossed her features.

She wrapped her legs around my waist, drawing me deeper inside her pink hole. “I love this,” she said. “I love you doing this to me.”

I slid my arms under hers and put my weight on her breasts. Then I let my hips do all the work while I fucked her, our hips slapping together. I kissed her neck and nibbled on her earlobe. She squirmed beneath me as I kept rapidly sliding in and out of her. She became incredibly wet, and I felt it on my groin and thighs. It turned me on even more.

“Tyler,” she said close to my ear. “Something’s happening … I think I’m going to …”

I plunged my cock into her, breaking her sentence. She moaned out, her entire body tensing as her second orgasm crashed through her. I felt her inner muscles clenching around me, pulling me deeper.

The sensation and friction were too much. With a final thrust, I buried myself deep inside her and groaned her name as my own release overtook me. Wave after wave of pleasure washed through me as I shot out my cum into her depths, our bodies connected in the most intimate way possible.

I held onto her, slowing down my thrusts to a standstill, letting her pussy squeeze me a couple of more times, making sure she received every drop. I stayed inside her for a few moments, not wanting to pull out just yet. I peppered her forehead and cheeks with kisses, tasting the salt of her sweat.

When I finally pulled out, I did so as gently as possible. Julia made a small sound of loss that tugged at my heart. I grabbed some tissues from the nightstand and tenderly cleaned her. Her pussy oozed of my cum and her honey, and it had spilled over her inner thighs as well.

Then Julia curled against my chest as I joined her, her body fitting perfectly against mine. “Thank you … that was perfect. I feel … satisfied.”

I wrapped my arms around her tightly, pulling her even closer. “I’m glad. The sex was amazing.”

“I never imagined it could be like that,” she murmured. “I always thought it would hurt more or be awkward.”

I smiled, kissing the top of her head. “It gets even better with practice.”

She looked up at me, her eyes hopeful. “So we’ll do this again?”

“As many times as you want,” I promised. “Though maybe next time we should lock the door. Your mom could have walked in.”

Julia giggled. “She’s at the gym for another hour at least. She always does cardio, then weights, then sits in the sauna.”

I nodded, though something about her words triggered a memory of how I’d gotten here to begin with. “You know, I ran into your mom this morning at the beach.”

Julia’s eyes widened with interest. “Really? What was she doing there?”

“She bumped into me during her morning jog,” I said. “She helped me with my product shoot. She’s got a good eye for photography.”

“Mom used to model,” Julia said proudly. “She knows all about angles and lighting.”

I wondered if I should mention the rest of our conversation, but decided against it. Some things were better left unsaid, and if Vanessa wanted Julia to know, then she could tell her herself.

As we lay together, talking about various topics, a loud knock echoed through the apartment, jolting us both from our peaceful moment.

Julia’s eyes widened. “That’s Mom!” she said, a cute blush creeping up on her cheeks. “She’s back early from the gym.”

“Julia? Honey, are you home? I forgot my keys!”

Julia sprang into action, scrambling out of bed, which sent the sheets flying.

“Quick, get dressed!” she whispered urgently, grabbing a loose tank top and shorts from a pile of clothes. There was no time for underwear, she pulled the items on hastily, the thin tank doing little to conceal her tits and nipples.

I jumped up, searching for my own clothes. My hands shook slightly as I pulled on my pants, my semi-hard cock still sensitive as I tucked it away awkwardly. I fumbled with my shirt buttons, missing holes and creating a misaligned mess in my rush.

Julia glanced at me, biting her lip with a nervous yet somehow playful smile. Her hair was a wild tangle from our fucking, completely destroying any evidence of her earlier shower.

“Honey, are you there?” her mother called again.

“Sure, Mom! Coming! Just… give me a sec!”

“You don’t have to rush, sweetie!”

I grabbed my socks, not bothering to put them on, and stuffed them in my pocket. Julia ran her fingers through her hair in a futile attempt to tame it, then took a deep breath, gesturing for me to follow her.

We went up to the door, and Julia opened it. They greeted each other with a hug while I stood awkwardly in the background. After they broke the hug, Vanessa greeted me with a wink.

We tried to walk normally as we entered the living room, but I knew we were failing miserably. Julia’s post-orgasmic glow was unmistakable, her skin dewy and flushed, and the subtle scent of sex clung to us both despite our hasty dressing.

We sat down on the couch, and Vanessa looked fresh and composed in her workout clothes, her phone in hand. She glanced at her daughter, her eyes slowly scanning Julia from head to toe, taking in every detail of her disheveled appearance. A knowing smirk played at the corners of her mouth as Julia shifted uncomfortably under her mother’s scrutiny.

“You two look … refreshed,” Vanessa said, a giggle escaping her lips. She focused specifically on Julia, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

“Why are you giving me that look?” Julia asked her mother, her blush deepening.

“Sweetie, you’ve got lipstick smeared all over your cheeks and neck. Your hair’s a total bird’s nest, and … oh honey, you’re not wearing a bra, are you? Everything’s just … bouncing free.”

Julia’s face turned even redder. She looked down at herself, suddenly aware of how obvious her state of undress was.

“Oh god, Mom, what? I… uh …” she stammered, tugging at her tank top self-consciously. The movement only drew more attention to her nipples, which hardened visibly under the scrutiny and thin fabric. “Sorry, I uhm, forgot.”

Diana chuckled. “It’s fine. I told you to take your time.

“I need a shower, right now!” Julia mumbled, rising and heading to the bathroom. She turned and practically sprinted down the hall. Within seconds, the sound of running water filled the apartment.

“Be nice, Mom!” Julia’s voice called out over the sound of the shower.

I was left sitting awkwardly a cushion away from Vanessa, my shirt still buttoned incorrectly, my hair a mess, and the unmistakable scent of Julia still on my skin. Vanessa’s eyes met mine, and she giggled again, patting the couch cushion beside her invitingly.

“Come closer. Don’t be shy.”

She looked fresh from the gym, showered and changed since I’d seen her on the beach this morning. Her hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders, and she was wearing form-fitting yoga pants with a light sweater.

I inched closer, and for some reason, it just felt hotter in here.

“So,” Vanessa began. “I see you took my advice.” Her eyes flickered briefly to the hallway where the shower was running before returning to mine. “Was she happy?”

“I, uh … yes. I think so.”

Vanessa’s smile widened. “I can tell. She’s practically glowing.” She leaned closer. “You were gentle with her, right? First times should be special.”

“Of course,” I said. “I would never hurt her.”

“I know you wouldn’t,” Vanessa replied, her hand coming to rest lightly on my knee. Her eyes searched mine with genuine interest. “So … how did it go? I want to know everything went well for her.”

I was unsure how much detail was appropriate to share with Julia’s mother. But Vanessa’s expression was so open, so genuinely concerned for her daughter’s happiness that I found myself answering. “It … went really well. We talked first, then … things heated up.”

Vanessa smiled wider, crossing her legs slowly. I noticed how her breath quickened slightly as she leaned toward me. Was she getting turned on by this conversation?

“Tell me more,” she pressed gently but eagerly. “What positions did you try? Did you make her moan? How did she react when you came?” Her eyes sparkled with curiosity as she added, “And … did you like her? Really like her?”

I lowered my voice even though the shower was still running. “Missionary mostly, then her on top. She came hard, twice.” I paused, then added with complete sincerity, “I love her. She’s amazing. You’ve raised a wonderful daughter.”

Vanessa beamed at me, her entire face lighting up. “I’m so glad. And proud of her, she deserves someone like you.”

The genuine warmth in her voice made me relax a little. She truly cared about her daughter’s happiness.

“How was your gym session?” I asked, curious about it as well.

Vanessa immediately brightened. “Oh, great! Want to see some selfies? I snapped a few for progress.” She pulled out her phone and began scrolling through photos. “I’ve been working really hard on toning up.”

She turned the screen toward me, showing herself in tight leggings and a sports bra, sweaty and flexed. The poses highlighted her perfectly curved ass, heaving breasts and tight abs. Some were bent over, training her back with dumbbells. Some others she was doing hip thrusts and squats, her ass looking sexier than ever.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away. Despite having just been intimate with her daughter, I felt myself responding to Vanessa’s photos. She was stunning for any age, let alone a mother.

“These are from this morning,” she said, swiping to another photo where she posed in front of a mirror, her back arched slightly to emphasize her curves.

As she leaned closer to show me another photo, her hand “accidentally” brushed against my crotch. I felt her fingers graze my hardening cock through my pants.

She chuckled softly. “Oops … sorry about that.” Her eyes widened as she noticed my reaction. “Wait, are you…?”

I blushed. “Yeah … those photos are hot. They made me hard again.”

Vanessa’s eyes widened with flattery. “Really? I’m touched.” She bit her lip, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “But tell me, did you finish inside my daughter? Leave her all filled up?”

Her hand lingered near my thigh, not quite touching me but not pulling away either. The intimate question shocked me, but something in her expression told me she wasn’t asking out of maternal concern. “I did,” I admitted, my cock now fully hard under her gaze. “I couldn’t help myself.”

Vanessa’s pupils dilated slightly. “And now you’re hard again?” she said with a giggle.

“Yup,” I said and she infected me with her giggles.

“Julia needs that love and closeness.” She shifted on the couch, her thigh now pressing lightly against mine. “You know, Julia’s always been so reserved. I worried she’d never experience real love.”

The shower was still running, giving us a private bubble of conversation. “She’s super cute,” I said honestly. “So responsive and eager to learn.”

Vanessa nodded approvingly. “She gets that from me. We’re more alike than she realizes.” She glanced toward the hallway, then back to me. “I should probably start dinner soon. Will you be joining us?”

The casual shift in conversation threw me off balance. “I, uh … I should probably head home. Lily will be wondering where I am.”

“Of course,” Vanessa said, standing up smoothly. “But you’re welcome anytime, Tyler. Day or night.” She emphasized the last words with a meaningful look. “Our door is always open to you.”

I stood too, adjusting myself discreetly. “Thank you. That means a lot.”

Vanessa stepped closer, reaching up to fix my misaligned shirt buttons. “Can’t send you home looking like this,” she murmured. “What would your mother think?”

The intimacy of the gesture felt both motherly and erotic. When she finished, her hands rested briefly on my chest.

“There,” she said. “Much better.”

The shower stopped, and we both heard the bathroom door open. Vanessa stepped back, giving me a quick wink before calling out, “Julia, honey! Tyler is just heading out!”

Julia appeared in the hallway, wrapped in a towel, her hair wet and slicked back. “You’re leaving?” she asked me, disappointment clear in her voice.

I nodded. “I should get back. I told Lily I’d be back hours ago.”

“I see,” Julia said, eyeing my lips, her desire plainly written across her face. Before I could say another word, she crossed the distance between us, still clutching her towel with one hand while the other reached for my shirt collar. She pulled me down to her level and pressed her lips against mine.

I responded immediately, wrapping my arm around her waist and drawing her against me. Her lips parted, inviting me in and I deepened the kiss, my tongue meeting hers. She tasted minty fresh from her recent shower, and I could feel droplets of water from her hair dampening my shirt.

Julia pressed herself against me, her towel slipping slightly as she focused entirely on us.

When we finally broke apart, Julia’s eyes were shining. Her cheeks flushed pink as she smiled up at me. “That was amazing,” she whispered. “The sex was amazing too, all of it.”

I smiled back at her, tucking a wet strand of hair behind her ear. “It really was,” I murmured, my thumb caressing her cheek.

Behind Julia, Vanessa stood watching us with a smile of approval on her face. There was something wholehearted and genuine in her expression, not just tolerance, but true happiness at seeing her daughter’s joy.

I broke the hug and stepped into the hallway. Vanessa called after me. “Drive safe. And thank you for making my daughter so happy.”

“You’re welcome.”

* * *

I drove home with my mind still reeling from everything that had happened. The beach photoshoot with Vanessa, the unexpected invitation to see Julia, and then … well, everything after that. My body felt energized despite everything that had happened. Something about being with Julia had awakened something in me, a protective instinct mixed with genuine affection.

As I pulled into our driveway, the late afternoon sun cast a warm golden glow across the neighborhood. Sacramento summers always had this magical quality at sunset, everything bathed in amber light that made even ordinary suburban houses look like something from a painting.

I’d barely shifted into park when our front door burst open. Lily came down the porch steps, moving so quickly I worried she might trip. She wore a flowing light blue summer dress that fluttered around her thighs with each bouncing step, her signature blend of cute and sexy that always made my cock twitch.

But what really caught my eye was the fluffy white bunny ears headband perched atop her loose brown hair. They bobbed comically with each step, a playful accessory that somehow perfectly matched her excited energy. Her glasses sat slightly askew on her nose, and her face was lit up with the biggest smile.

“Tyler!” she called out.

I barely had time to climb out before she launched herself at me. I caught her mid-jump, her momentum spinning us in a half circle as her arms wrapped tightly around my neck.

“Whoa there,” I said, steadying us both. “Miss me much?”

Instead of answering, Lily pressed her lips to mine. The kiss started soft and sweet, tasting of cherry lip balm and those cookies Diana loved to bake.

I responded instinctively, one arm supporting her back while my other hand slid to her waist. When we finally broke apart, we were both breathless.

Lily tilted her head, causing one bunny ear to flop sideways adorably. “Where’ve you been? The beach photos weren’t supposed to take that long…” Her playful pout couldn’t hide the curiosity sparkling in her eyes. “And Julia skipped her stream today.”

I set her down gently but kept my hands on her waist. “I went to Julia’s after. We talked, then … things happened. We had sex.”

Lily’s eyes widened, her mouth forming a perfect ‘o’. Then, to my relief, she let out an excited chuckle.

“Really?! That’s awesome! I’m so glad, she deserves it after everything.” She bounced on her toes, making those bunny ears bob wildly. “You have to tell me all the details later, okay? Was she nervous? Did she like it?”

Before I could answer, Lily stretched up on tiptoes to kiss me again, harder this time. I could feel a mixture of pride and arousal in the way her body pressed against mine.

“Come on!” She grabbed my hand, tugging me away from the car. “I have something to show you!”

Lily dragged me through the side gate and into our backyard. She pulled me onto the sofa, immediately curling against my side with her legs draped over my lap. One bunny ear brushed my cheek as she nestled closer.

“What’s up?” I asked her, not sure whether she wanted to show me something or if she wanted me to tell her about Julia.

“So, there’s this big gaming and cosplay expo coming up! We have to go there, it’s gonna be epic.”

I frowned slightly, trying to follow her sudden change of topic. “Expo? Like… comic con stuff?”

Lily poked me hard in the chest, giggling. “Stupid! Yes, like that, but way better. It’s got Zelda-themed panels, new game demos, and a huge cosplay contest with actual prize money. We have to go!”

I rubbed my chest where she’d poked me. “I got work to do.”

“But you’d be perfect as Link!” Lily sat up straighter, her eyes sparkling behind her glasses. “Classic green tunic, Master Sword, hero vibes. I’ll be Tetra, you know, the sassy pirate princess from Wind Waker?” Her hands gestured wildly as she spoke. “And Julia could be Zelda, elegant gown, full princess mode. We’d be the perfect Tri-Force trio!”

With each word, her bunny ears bobbed. They always seized my attention for one reason or another. Her hands painted pictures in the air, describing costumes and poses with such vivid detail that I could almost see us there.

“Think about it,” she continued, barely pausing for breath. “You with a sword, me with my pirate gear, and Julia looking all regal and princess-like.”

I had to admit, the idea was starting to sound appealing. Not the dressing-up part necessarily, but seeing Lily and Julia together, watching them bond over something they both enjoyed, that was worth considering.

“That actually sounds fun,” I said. “Dressing up, checking out the gaming stuff…”

But reality quickly crashed back into my thoughts. “But as I said, I have work though, orders piling up, emails to answer and so on. The business is growing faster than I can handle it. Taking off for an expo…”

“It will only last a week,” she said, tugging at my arm.

“A week is quite a lot,” I said, scratching my neck.

Before I could finish, Diana stepped outside, carrying a tray with three tall glasses of her homemade lemonade and wearing a light sundress. “So, how did your date with Julia go?”

“I think you heard what I told Lily,” I told Diana with a wink.

“I did indeed, and I also heard about your business,” she said, slightly concerned.

“Yeah, what about it?”

“Tyler, honey,” she said, setting the tray down on the small table beside us. “Think about your well-being. Take a day off, it’s important. You work too hard.” Her voice carried that warm, maternal tone that always made me feel both comforted and slightly scolded. She handed me a glass, her fingers lingering against mine for a moment as she winked at Lily. “Besides, spending time with Lily and Julia sounds wonderful. It’s all about balance.”

I took a long sip of the lemonade, the tart sweetness refreshing after the long, eventful day. Diana sat on the chair opposite us.

Looking between them, Lily’s eager expression and Diana’s encouraging smile, I felt my resolve weakening. Maybe they were right. The business was doing well enough that I could afford a short break. And then I thought of all the fun we could have. I had a feeling I wouldn’t be able to go on such an adventure again.

I sighed, then smiled. “Okay … yeah, maybe. A couple of days might be good.”

Lily’s face lit up with excitement. She bounced on the cushion beside me, causing the bunny ears to flop wildly. “And get this, there’s this themed hotel nearby. It’s cosplayed into a full castle!”

Diana raised an eyebrow, clearly amused by Lily’s enthusiasm, but said nothing as she sipped her lemonade.

Lily leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a playful, sultry tone meant just for me. Her hand found my thigh, fingers tracing small patterns that sent shivers up my spine.

“We can play the full adventure,” she whispered. “You slay Ganondorf, rescue us… Then you have sex with us as your reward. Happily ever after in the royal bedchamber.” She winked, her finger now drawing deliberate circles higher on my thigh.

I chuckled and nearly spat out my lemonade. “Throwing Julia right into a threesome? That’s fast.” Despite my concerns, I felt my cock responding to Lily’s suggestion. The thought of both of them, dressed as princesses, waiting for me in a castle-themed bedroom … But then I remembered Julia’s innocent expression during our first time. “She’s so inexperienced. She might not be ready for something like that.”

Lily’s expression softened, though the mischievous glint remained in her eyes. “We’ll do some cheat codes! Easy mode, no pressure. She’ll cope; she’s excited about you. We’ll talk boundaries first.” Her tone was playful but carried genuine care. “Besides, I’ve seen how she looks at you sometimes. She’s curious.”

“Wait, have you asked her?”

“Nope, but I know she wants to come,” Lily said confidently.

“How?”

She rolled her eyes and called me stupid. She DM’d Julia, and she answered within seconds. Lily turned the phone to my face. I’m so game! Julia answered with exciting emojis.

Diana stood quietly, gathering the now-empty glasses. “I’ll leave you two to figure out the details,” she said with a knowing smile. “Dinner will be ready in thirty minutes.”

I nodded, still processing Lily’s suggestion. As Diana disappeared back into the house, I turned to Lily, studying her eager face. Those bunny ears somehow made her look both adorably innocent and seductively playful at the same time.

The idea was tempting, more than tempting. “Alright,” I said, making my decision. “Let’s do it.”

Lily squealed, but I silenced her by leaning in and kissing her deeply. My hands found their way into her hair, fingers tangling in the soft strands as our tongues met. The bunny ears were knocked slightly askew as I pulled her closer.

When we finally separated, Lily snuggled against my chest, her body warm and familiar against mine. “Can’t wait … my hero,” she whispered, her breath tickling my neck.


Chapter 6

Lily and Julia had a group chat for their gaming and streaming, and they’d invited me to it. I wondered if it was a mistake to have accepted it since it blew up with notifications as I brushed my teeth. My phone buzzed repeatedly on the bathroom counter, lighting up with Lily’s excited messages. I rinsed and grabbed it, scrolling through the conversation that had already grown to dozens of messages.

Lily, SHOPPING DAY!!! Need accessories for Tetra, Link, Zelda costumes!

Julia, I’m so excited!

Lily, Tyler is driving us, right bro? @Tyler

I typed a quick response, Yeah, I’ll drive. Pick you up at 11, Julia?

Julia’s reply came instantly, Perfect!

Yesterday, I’d bedded Julia for the first time, and today we were heading to the mall to prepare for the expo.

Lily burst into the bathroom without knocking, already dressed in a pair of denim shorts that showed off her legs and a cropped yellow top that revealed a strip of her midriff. Her hair was loose as always, and she wore minimal makeup that somehow enhanced her natural beauty.

“Did you see the chat? We need to get going soon!” She bounced on her toes. “I made a whole shopping list of everything we need for our costumes.”

I couldn’t help but smile at her enthusiasm. “I see that. Let me finish getting ready.”

* * *

An hour later, Lily and I were in my car heading to Julia’s apartment. Lily chatted non-stop about cosplay techniques, wig styling and prop construction. I nodded along, enjoying her passion even if I didn’t understand half the terminology she used.

“She’ll make an amazing Zelda though. She has that princess energy,” Lily said, scrolling through reference images on her phone.

I thought about Julia, about yesterday, about how she’d felt in my arms. “Yeah, she does.”

I chuckled. When we arrived at Julia’s complex, I parked. Lily hopped out of the car and sprinted to the door, but I held back. This was the first time I’d see Julia since we’d been intimate. Would things be awkward? I hoped not.

Julia opened the door before Lily could. She wore simple jeans and a faded Nintendo t-shirt that had seen better days. Her light brown hair fell in natural waves past her shoulders, and her rectangular glasses kept sliding down her nose. She looked beautiful in her simplicity.

“Hey!” she greeted Lily with a quick hug, then turned to me, a shy smile spreading across her face.

I hopped out of the car and stepped forward, drawn to her like a magnet. Without hesitation, I pulled her into my arms and kissed her deeply, my tongue finding hers. She melted against me, returning the kiss with equal fervor.

When we broke apart, I kept my arms around her waist. “How are you?”

“I’m good,” she said, her cheeks pink and cute. “Mom says hi, by the way.”

The thought of Vanessa knowing exactly what had happened between us made my face heat up. Lily cleared her throat dramatically. “If you two are done making out, we have shopping to do!”

* * *

The drive to the mall was filled with laughter and excited chatter. Lily dominated the conversation from the passenger seat, describing her vision for our costumes in detail. Julia sat in the back, occasionally catching my eye in the rearview mirror, her smile secretive and warm.

Arden Fair Mall was bustling with shoppers when we arrived. We found parking near the east entrance, and Lily immediately took charge, linking her arms through mine and Julia’s.

“First stop, cosplay basics!” she said, pulling us toward the entrance. “We need fabrics, wigs and props.”

I let myself be dragged along, enjoying the contrast between Lily and Julia. Lily was all confident in her cute outfit, turning heads as we walked through the mall. Julia was more subdued in her simple attire, but no less beautiful.

Our first stop was a specialty shop that carried cosplay supplies. The walls were lined with wigs in every color imaginable, and racks of fabrics filled the center of the store. Lily immediately began pulling bolts of cloth, comparing colors and textures.

“This blue is perfect for Tetra’s vest,” she said, holding up a rich navy fabric. “And this cream color works for her wrap and shorts.”

“For Link, we need this forest green,” Lily continued, pulling another bolt. “And some brown leather for the belt and gauntlets.”

Julia stood in front of a display of blonde wigs, her fingers gently touching the synthetic hair. “These are beautiful,” she murmured, checking the price tag. Her face fell slightly. The cheapest wig was $49.99, and the higher quality ones ran upwards of $80.

“You’ll need a good one for Zelda,” Lily said, joining her. “Her hair is such a signature part of the character.”

Julia nodded, then quietly put the wig back on the display. “Maybe I can style my own hair? With some temporary color spray?”

Lily frowned. “It wouldn’t have the same effect. Let’s keep it on the list.”

We moved to another section where fabrics for Zelda’s gown were displayed. Silks, satins and brocades in royal purples and whites filled the shelves. Julia’s eyes widened at the price tags, her fingers brushing lightly over a purple silk. “$36.99 per yard? That’s …” She bit her lip, quickly moving to a different section with simpler cottons. “This might work too. It’s not as authentic but …”

I watched as Julia fingered the $8.99 cotton-polyester blend. Lily was still excitedly gathering expensive fabrics, but Julia kept gravitating toward clearance bins and discount racks.

“This is cute,” she said, holding up a golden trim that would work for Zelda’s dress details, then checked the tag and quietly put it back. “Maybe next time.”

I noticed her doing this repeatedly, finding something perfect, checking the price, then returning it with a forced smile. While Lily enthusiastically filled our shopping basket, Julia’s side remained nearly empty.

“Everything okay?” I asked quietly.

“Yeah, of course,” she answered too quickly. “Just thinking about which accessories would work best.”

Lily called from across the store, “Julia! Come look at these earrings for Zelda!”

“Be right there!” Julia called back.

But as she turned to join Lily, I gently caught her elbow. “Hey,” I said softly. “You don’t seem excited anymore. What’s up?”

Julia glanced around to make sure Lily was out of earshot, then pulled me into a quiet corner of the store. Her cheeks flushed with embarrassment as she leaned close.

“Hey…” she whispered awkwardly, her eyes not quite meeting mine. “This is really embarrassing, but … can I borrow some money? Just for the basics, I’ll pay you back after my next stream donation or something.” She blushed deeper, fidgeting with the hem of her t-shirt. “You’ve already been so kind with that donation during my stream, but this is just temporary, I swear.”

I remembered her apartment, the worn furniture and the careful way Vanessa managed their household. Without hesitation, I took her hands in mine.

“Don’t worry about paying back, you’re with me now. I’ll pay for everything.”

Julia’s eyes widened. “Tyler, no, I can’t let you—”

“I want to,” I insisted. “The business is doing well. Let me do this for you.”

Her eyes glistened as she threw her arms around my neck, hugging me tightly. “Thank you,” she whispered against my ear. “You’re such a good man. I’m so lucky to have met you.”

I held her close, breathing in her sweet scent, feeling protective and needed in a way that stirred something primal inside me. “It’s nothing, really.”

Lily appeared suddenly beside us, her arms loaded with fabric samples and accessories. She took in our embrace with a knowing smile.

“What’s going on here? Secret cuddles without me?”

Julia pulled back, wiping quickly at her eyes. “Tyler is just being amazing, as usual … paying for everything.”

Lily’s expression softened as she understood the situation immediately. She set down her items and wrapped her arms around Julia.

“You’re part of the team now, no one goes without,” Lily said, squeezing Julia tight. “We take care of each other. That’s what family does.”

Family. The word hung in the air between us, and I saw how it affected Julia, the surprise, the hope and the joy. She belonged with us now.

With the financial issue resolved, Julia’s enthusiasm returned. She moved through the store, more excited than ever, selecting the perfect blonde wig, the royal purple silk and all the accessories needed for an authentic Zelda costume. I handed over my credit card without comment each time, enjoying her happiness.

* * *

After two hours of shopping, we decided to take a break at the food court. Lily and Julia found a table while I went to order our food, pizza for Lily, a chicken sandwich for Julia, and a burger for me.

As I waited for our order, I spotted Julia and Lily at our table, chatting animatedly. Julia looked happier than I’d ever seen her, gesturing excitedly as she talked about her costume plans. The sight warmed me, until I noticed three young women approaching their table.

Even from a distance, I could see the change in Julia’s posture. Her shoulders hunched, her smile disappeared, and she seemed to shrink into herself. Lily looked confused, then increasingly irritated as the women continued talking.

I grabbed our food and hurried over, catching the tail end of what one of them was saying.

“—still playing dress-up? God, that’s so sad.” The speaker was a tall blonde in designer jeans and a crop top that probably cost more than all our costume materials combined. Her friends, one brunette with heavy makeup and another with bright red hair, flanked her like loyal minions.

“Look at you hanging with the weird girl now,” the redhead added with a sneer. “You really found your level, didn’t you?”

Julia sat frozen, eyes down, “Please just leave us alone, Amber.”

Lily shot to her feet, her eyes flashing with anger. “Jealous much?” she snapped. “Our cosplays are gonna slay at the expo. Yours looks like last year’s clearance rack.”

“Cosplay?” They looked at each other and giggled.

I set our food down harder than necessary, the trays clattering against the table. All eyes turned to me.

“Is there a problem here?” I asked, my voice calm but firm as I moved to stand beside Julia, placing a protective hand on her shoulder.

The blonde, Amber, apparently, looked me up and down, her expression shifting from contempt to interest, her eyes traveling from my face down to my chest and arms. Her friends exchanged glances, suddenly looking embarrassed.

“Sorry,” the brunette said, nudging Amber. “We were just saying hi.”

The redhead was staring at me with growing recognition. “Wait, aren’t you that fitness guy?” She pulled out her phone, tapping the screen frantically. “I follow your channel! The resistance band tutorials helped me so much.”

I maintained my protective stance. “That’s me. But that doesn’t excuse how you’re treating Julia. She hasn’t done anything to you.”

Amber shifted uncomfortably, her bravado dissolving. “We were just joking around.”

“It didn’t sound like joking,” I said. “Try being kind next time.”

The three women backed away, mumbling apologies. As they retreated, I turned to Julia, who was still sitting frozen at the table.

“You okay?” I asked softly.

She nodded, her eyes wide behind her glasses. “Thanks … that used to happen all the time in high school. They bullied me then. It means a lot that you both stood up for me.”

Lily slid into the seat beside her, wrapping an arm around her shoulders. “Those girls are total losers. You’re our princess now, well, literally!” She grinned.

I squeezed Julia’s hand under the table. She squeezed back, her fingers lingering on mine. The subtle contact sent a wave of heat through my body, and I noticed her cheeks pinkening as our eyes met.

We ate our lunch, the incident gradually fading as Lily kept us entertained with stories about past cosplay disasters and convention mishaps. By the time we gathered our shopping bags to leave, Julia was laughing again.

As we walked through the parking lot, I heard quick footsteps behind us. Turning, I saw the redheaded girl jogging to catch up, without her friends this time.

“Julia, wait,” she called.

Julia tensed beside me. I placed my arm around her waist, holding her protectively.

The redhead stopped a few feet away. “I wanted to apologize properly. What I said was really mean, and I’m sorry for everything.”

Julia regarded her cautiously. “It’s fine, Megan.”

“It’s not fine,” Megan insisted. “I just … I go along with Amber sometimes without thinking. Your cosplay will probably look amazing.”

Julia nodded. “Thanks, I appreciate that.”

After an awkward moment, Megan turned and walked away. I kept my arm around Julia, feeling her lean into me. “I’m so much happier with you,” she whispered. “Both of you. I’ve never had anyone stand up for me like that.”

I hugged her tightly, breathing in the scent of her hair. “Get used to it.”

The drive home was filled with music and laughter. Lily cranked up the radio when her favorite song came on, and soon all three of us were singing at the top of our lungs, windows down, shopping bags rustling in the backseat.

* * *

When we pulled into our driveway, Diana was gardening in the front yard. She stood up, brushing dirt from her knees as we piled out of the car, arms loaded with bags.

“Successful trip?” she called, pushing her sunhat back.

“The best!” Lily said, bouncing up to show Diana some of her purchases. “We got everything for our cosplays. And Tyler totally shut down some bullies from high school.”

Diana raised an eyebrow, looking at me with approval. “That’s my boy, always the protector.”

Julia blushed beside me, clutching her bags of purple silk and gold trim. Lily led the way to her bedroom, which looked like a cosplay workshop had exploded inside it. Obviously, she hadn’t cleaned her room in a couple of days. Fabrics draped over every surface, a sewing machine sat ready on her desk and various wigs perched on styrofoam heads along her dresser.

“Welcome to cosplay heaven,” Lily said, dumping her new purchases onto the already cluttered bed. “Let’s start trying things on!”

She pinned and tucked fabrics, showing Julia basic sewing techniques while I helped where I could, mostly holding things in place and offering opinions when asked.

Lily disappeared into her closet and then stepped out. She had changed into a pair of blue shorts that hugged her ass perfectly, a matching wrap-style top that showed her midriff, and a red bandana tied around her neck. She’d pinned up her hair and added a temporary yellow streak.

“Who am I?” she asked, striking a pose with her hands on her hips. “Only the most fearsome terror of the Great Sea!”

“Tetra!” Julia clapped, her eyes wide with admiration. “You look amazing!”

Lily twirled, showing off the costume from all angles. “The wig will complete it, but not bad for a first fitting, right?”

“You look amazing,” I told her.

“Your turn, Tyler,” Julia said, tossing me a bundle of green fabric right at my face. “Basic Link, let’s see how it fits.”

I retreated to the bathroom to change into the mock-up tunic Lily had quickly assembled. It was just a basic green shirt with a belt, paired with tan pants, but when I added the pointed green hat and toy sword Lily had found, the effect was surprisingly convincing.

When I returned to Lily’s room, both girls stopped talking mid-sentence. Julia’s mouth fell open slightly.

“Wow,” she said.

Lily circled me, adjusting the tunic and belt. “Not bad, bro. Not bad at all.” She handed me the sword with a playful grin. “My hero!”

I struck a heroic pose, pointing the toy sword toward the ceiling. Both girls laughed, but I noticed Julia’s eyes lingering on my arms where the tunic sleeves ended.

“Julia’s turn,” Lily said, gathering up the white and purple fabrics. “This is just the base for now, but we can start visualizing.”

Julia took the garments shyly and slipped into the bathroom. We waited, Lily making final adjustments to my costume while we heard fabric rustling behind the door.

When Julia finally stepped out, my eyes widened. She wore a simple white dress that Lily had quickly basted together, with purple fabric draped across the front like a tabard. Lily had lent her a simple tiara, which sat atop her brown hair. Despite the costume’s unfinished state, Julia looked regal and elegant.

“Does it look princess-y?” she asked nervously, smoothing the fabric with her hands.

“You’re perfect,” I said before I could stop myself. “I mean, the costume is perfect. You look exactly like Zelda.”

Lily clapped excitedly. “Group photo time, get by the mirror!”

We crowded together in front of Lily’s full-length mirror, posing heroically. Lily insisted on trying different poses, serious, action and then increasingly silly ones. As we laughed and shifted positions, the atmosphere grew more playful.

“Wait, wait,” Lily giggled. “We need to really get into character!”

She struck a provocative pose, one hand on her hip, the other pulling down the edge of her top to reveal more cleavage. “Oh Link,” she teased in a sultry voice, “save us from Ganondorf! A reward awaits…”

Julia giggled but followed Lily’s lead, striking a princess pose with one shoulder of her dress slipping down. I watched, transfixed, as the two of them continued their erotic roleplay.

Lily’s playfulness escalated. She turned away from the mirror and lifted her top completely, flashing her breasts at us before quickly covering up again, laughing at my expression.

“Lily!” I said, though I couldn’t help laughing too.

Then, Lily lowered her shorts, giving us a quick glimpse of her bare ass, giggling as she wiggled it playfully. Her panties were a bright teal that matched her costume colors perfectly.

“Lily!” Julia said, though she was laughing too, her eyes wide with a mix of shock and fascination.

“What? We’re just getting into character!” Lily winked at Julia. “Your turn, princess!”

Julia hesitated, biting her lip nervously. Then, with a sudden burst of courage that surprised me, she turned around and lifted the back of her gown, flashing her round ass covered in simple white cotton panties.

“Oh my god, I can’t believe I just did that!” she squealed, quickly dropping the fabric and covering her face with her hands, peeking through her fingers.

I stood watching them, unable to tear my eyes away. The sight of both their asses, so different yet equally enticing, had my blood rushing south rapidly.

Lily noticed my reaction and grinned wickedly. “Look at our hero getting all excited,” she teased, pointing at the obvious bulge forming in my costume pants. “I think Link’s Master Sword is ready for action!”

Julia’s eyes dropped to my crotch, and her blush deepened, but she didn’t look away.

“We need to document this,” Lily said, grabbing her phone from her desk. “Cosplay progress pics!”

She positioned us together, our costumes still on but now disheveled from our playful flashing. We took several normal photos first, the three of us posing heroically, making silly faces, pretending to battle invisible monsters. Before anything could progress further, a knock at the bedroom door broke the spell.

“Kids?” Diana’s voice called through the door. “Dinner’s ready!”

Lily quickly adjusted her top, and Julia pulled her dress back into place. I moved to stand in front of the bed, hoping to hide my obvious arousal.

“Coming!” I called back, quickly checking that I looked decent before opening the door.

Diana stood there in her apron, eyes widening as she took in our appearance. “Well, don’t you three look enthusiastic about your costumes,” she said with a knowing smile. “Dinner’s on the table. Julia, you’re welcome to join us.”

“Thank you, Diana,” Julia said, smoothing down her Zelda dress. “I’d love to.”

We followed Diana downstairs, our costume moment broken but not forgotten. Lily whispered in my ear as we descended, “To be continued, hero,” before skipping ahead to help Diana set the table.

Diana had made smoked brisket with mashed potatoes. The conversation flowed easily, with Lily dominating as usual, describing our shopping trip in detail while carefully omitting our encounter with the bullies. Julia seemed completely at ease, laughing at Lily’s jokes and complimenting Diana’s cooking repeatedly.

“This is amazing,” Julia said between bites. “I’ve never had meat this good … in fact, we rarely eat it.”

Diana beamed. “Thank you, dear.”

As we ate, I noticed how natural it felt having Julia at our family table. She fit seamlessly into our dynamic, her quiet warmth complementing Lily’s playful energy. Under the table, her knee occasionally pressed against mine, each touch sending little jolts through my body.

Diana asked Julia about her streaming, genuinely interested in how the platform worked and what games she preferred. Julia opened up, her passion clear as day as she explained her channel’s growth and future plans.

“Tyler has been so supportive,” Julia said, glancing at me with a smile. “His donation really helped me upgrade some equipment.”

“He’s good that way,” Diana said, her eyes warm as she looked at me. “Always taking care of people.”

“Intimately too,” Julia said shyly as we exchanged loving glances.

After we’d eaten, Diana served us Tiramisu. Julia moaned with each bite, which did nothing to help my already aroused state.

When we were finished, the doorbell rang.

“That must be your mother,” Diana said, rising to answer the door.

Julia checked her phone. “Oh, that’s right.”

We all moved to the entryway as Diana welcomed Vanessa inside. Even in simple jeans and a blouse, she looked sexy, tall, mature and gorgeous.

“I hope I’m not interrupting,” Vanessa said, greeting Diana with a quick hug.

“Not at all,” Diana assured her. “We just finished dinner.”

Vanessa’s eyes found me, and her smile widened. Without hesitation, she stepped forward and wrapped her arms around me in a warm embrace. I froze momentarily, surprised by the sudden contact, before returning the hug.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “Julia told me how wonderful you’ve been to her. She texted me about the shopping today, standing up to those girls…” She pulled back, her eyes suspiciously bright. “You’ve made my daughter so happy. It means the world to me.”

“It’s nothing, really. Julia’s amazing.”

Vanessa squeezed my hands. “It’s not nothing to me. You’re a good man, Tyler.”

The sincerity in her voice warmed my heart. I glanced at Julia, who was watching us, her eyes filled with affection.

Lily came over, breaking the moment. “Vanessa, you have to see our costumes! We’re doing a Zelda group cosplay for the upcoming expo.”

“I’d love to see them,” Vanessa said, smiling at Lily’s enthusiasm.

We spent the next fifteen minutes showing Vanessa our costume pieces and explaining our plans. She seemed genuinely interested, asking questions and complimenting our creativity.

“Julia used to love dressing up as a child,” Vanessa revealed, causing Julia to blush. “She had this princess phase where she wore a tiara everywhere for months.”

“Mom,” Julia said, but she was laughing.

When it was time for them to leave, I walked Julia and Vanessa to their car. Julia hung back, letting her mother go ahead to give us a moment alone.

“Today was perfect,” she said quietly, looking up at me through her lashes. “Thank you for everything.”

I cupped her face gently, brushing my thumb across her cheek. “You’re welcome. The expo will be so much fun.”

She nodded, rising onto her tiptoes to press a kiss to my lips. “Can’t wait.”

She hopped into the car, and I watched their car pull away. When I turned back to the house, I found Diana waiting in the doorway, a knowing smile on her face.

“Vanessa’s lovely, isn’t she?” she said as I stepped inside.

“Yeah, she seems really nice,” I replied, closing the door behind me.

Diana’s smile turned mischievous. “Watch out for her, by the way.”

I paused halfway through taking off my shoes. “What do you mean?”

“Vanessa,” Diana said, leaning against the wall with a casual air that didn’t match the gleam in her eyes. “She’ll want in on the fun too.”


Chapter 7

The morning of the expo arrived faster than I expected. I stretched and checked my phone. 7:15 AM. Still early, but I knew Lily would be up already, making final touches to our outfits.

After a quick shower, I stood in my bedroom, looking at the completed Link costume hanging on my closet door. Lily had outdone herself. What had started as a simple green tunic had evolved into an elaborate costume with detailed embroidery, a chainmail-patterned undershirt and authentic-looking leather gauntlets and boots. For the past days, she’d worked on it every day along with her Tetra costume.

I pulled on the base layers first, a thin, long-sleeved shirt with the chainmail pattern and fitted tan pants. Next came the tunic itself, deep forest green with gold detailing along the edges. The leather belt was next, followed by the gauntlets that covered my forearms.

The boots were surprisingly comfortable, with hidden padding Lily had added to make them easier to wear all day. I strapped the Master Sword replica to my back, adjusting it until it sat at the perfect angle. Finally, I pulled on the green hat, tucking my hair underneath.

Looking in the mirror, I barely recognized myself. I struck a heroic pose, then laughed at my own reflection.

“I look ridiculous,” I muttered, then straightened my shoulders and tried another pose. “But also kind of heroic.”

I heard Lily in her bedroom, drawers opening and closing, her excited voice talking to herself as she prepared. I decided to head downstairs and grab some breakfast before she’d burst right in and call me sleepyhead.

Diana was in the kitchen, dressed in yoga pants and a loose top, her hair pulled back in a ponytail. Even in casual clothes, she looked beautiful, the same warm eyes and delicate features Lily had inherited. She was slicing fruit for a platter, humming to herself.

“Good morning, hero,” she said, looking up with a smile. “Ready for your big adventure?”

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” I said, walking over to give her a hug. I held her a moment longer than usual, soaking in her warmth.

“You look incredible,” she said, stepping back to admire my costume. “Lily’s really outdone herself.”

“She has,” I agreed, snagging a piece of cantaloupe from the fruit platter.

Then we heard Lily running down the stairs. She bounced into the kitchen, fully transformed into Tetra. Her costume was even more impressive than the mock-up we’d tried earlier. The shorts were short and tight, showing off her toned legs. The blue wrap top revealed just enough of her midriff to be enticing without being inappropriate for the expo. She’d added a red sash around her waist and a matching bandana, and the yellow wig was perfectly styled.

“Ta-da!” she said, spinning in a circle with her arms outstretched. “Tetra reporting for duty! How do I look, hero?” She winked playfully, one hand on the toy cutlass at her hip.

I whistled appreciatively. “You look amazing. Perfect sassy pirate princess vibe.”

Lily grinned and sauntered over to me, wrapping her arms around my neck. “You don’t look so bad yourself.”

She pressed her lips to mine in a quick kiss that tasted like cherry gloss. I placed my hands on her waist, enjoying the warmth of her skin beneath the thin fabric of her top.

“Save some energy for the castle later,” I murmured against her lips, making her giggle.

We sat down to a spread of fruit, yogurt and homemade muffins. Lily barely touched her food, too excited to eat. She kept checking her phone, texting updates to Julia.

“She’s almost ready,” Lily reported. “Her mom helped with the final touches on the dress last night.”

Diana chimed in now and then with various questions, happy for us. She patted my hand. “Remember to enjoy your little vacation. There’s more to life than working.”

I smiled. She felt like my archangel at times, always watching over my back and health.

After breakfast, Lily disappeared upstairs to grab our bags of supplies, extra costume pieces, emergency repair kit and snacks. Then she slumped down onto the couch where she was talking on the phone.

“No, put the strap around your waist first, then connect the shoulder piece,” she instructed, presumably to Julia on the other end. “Does that make sense? Send me a picture.”

Her voice rose with excitement. “Oh my god, you look amazing! The fabric drapes perfectly! Tyler, come see this!”

I walked into the living room where Lily was holding up her phone, showing a selfie Julia had just sent. Even through the small screen, I could see how stunning she looked in her completed Zelda costume. The royal purple and white fabric complemented her perfectly, and the blonde wig transformed her completely.

“Wow,” I said, genuinely impressed. “She looks fantastic.”

Lily grinned. “I told you the blonde wig was worth it! Julia, he’s drooling over here. Literally drooling.” She wasn’t exaggerating by much.

I felt Diana’s presence before I saw her, the light touch of her hand on my shoulder as she leaned in to look at Julia’s photo.

“She makes a beautiful princess,” Diana said appreciatively. “You three will be the hit of the expo.”

Lily continued her conversation, moving to the mirror to adjust her wig and take selfies to send to Julia, comparing their looks and suggesting last-minute adjustments.

Diana nudged me gently. “What are you thinking about? You look lost in thought.”

I hesitated, unsure how to articulate what was on my mind. How could I explain that I was trying to figure out how to handle both Lily and Julia at once? Not just at the expo, but in general, in bed and together.

“Just … wondering how today will go,” I said vaguely.

Diana gave me a knowing look. “Handling two girls at once is like tending a garden: Give each one attention, listen to what they need, don’t rush.”

I felt heat rise to my face. Of course Diana would see right through me. She always did. “That’s it?”

She leaned against the counter, her posture casual but her eyes intent on mine. “Make sure Julia feels safe. She’s new to this. Start slow, check in often.”

“I will,” I said, agreeing with my mother’s wise words.

“Lily’s eager,” Diana continued, her voice gentle but matter-of-fact. “Let her lead sometimes, but keep control when it counts.”

Her advice was practical, maternal, but there was something in her tone that sent a shiver through me, a subtle erotic undertone that reminded me our family was not conventional.

“Balance affection, honey. Hugs, kisses, words … they both want to feel cherished.”

I nodded, taking in her advice. Diana had always been open about relationships and intimacy, and I was grateful for it.

“Thanks, Mom,” I said. “I’ll take care of them.”

Diana stepped forward and wrapped me in a tight hug. “I know you will. You’re a good man.”

She pulled back, her hands still on my shoulders, a slight twinkle in her eye. “I’ll be spending the evening with Riley and Vanessa, by the way. Girls’ night. We’re getting closer.”

Before I could ask for something, the doorbell rang.

“That must be Julia,” Lily called from the living room.

My heart rate picked up as I headed to the door. Lily had already opened it, and Julia stood on our porch, fully transformed into Princess Zelda. Her flowy white gown with blue accents caught the morning light, making the fabric shimmer. The gold tiara sat perfectly atop her long blonde wig, which cascaded down her back in gentle waves. She wore gloves that reached past her elbows, and her makeup gave her a subtle glow that truly made her look royal. The dress hugged her curves in all the right places, and the low neckline showed just enough cleavage to be enticing without being inappropriate.

She twirled shyly, the dress flaring out around her ankles. “Princess Zelda, at your service.”

“Wow…” I said, my eyes lingering appreciatively on every detail of her transformation. “You look stunning … like a real royal.”

Lily squealed from behind me, pushing past to hug Julia tightly. “Perfect! We’re the ultimate trio now!”

We were all stoked, and we took photos in the entryway. Lily insisted on capturing every angle, every combination of poses. She set up her phone on a timer and we did serious, heroic poses first, then gradually sillier ones.

“Link, your princesses await,” Lily said in a dramatic voice, striking a pose with one hand on her hip, the other gesturing grandly toward Julia, who giggled and copied her stance.

I heard a car honk from the driveway. Julia looked over her shoulder. “That’s my mom. She wanted to see us all together before we left.”

We stepped outside to greet Vanessa, who was getting out of her car. She looked casual but stunning in a simple sundress that accentuated her figure, her hair falling freely around her shoulders.

“Hi, Vanessa,” I said warmly, suddenly very aware of my costume. “Thanks for bringing her. You look great.”

Vanessa’s eyes traveled from my face down to my boots and back up again, a smile playing on her lips. “Have fun. Take good care of my princess.” She gave me a subtle wink and rested her hand briefly on my arm, a callback to her earlier teasing that made my cock twitch.

“Mom, stop…” Julia said, her cheeks turning pink beneath her makeup.

Vanessa laughed and stepped back, raising a hand in farewell. “Text me when you’re checked in. Have an epic adventure!”

We loaded our bags into my car, carefully arranging them to avoid damaging our costumes. Lily immediately claimed the front passenger seat, leaving Julia to sit in the back.

“I call shotgun for the first half,” Lily said.

The drive from Sacramento to San Francisco would take about an hour and a half, maybe more with traffic. I started the engine, mentally preparing for the journey ahead.

“Everyone buckled up?” I asked, checking the rearview mirror to see Julia settling in, her dress carefully arranged around her.

“Ready, Captain,” Lily said with a mock salute.

“Ready, Hero,” Julia echoed, her eyes meeting mine in the mirror.

I pulled out of the driveway, waving to Diana and Vanessa who stood side by side, watching us leave.

Lily immediately took control of the music, connecting her phone to the car’s Bluetooth. The sound of Zelda soundtrack remixes filled the car, upbeat electronic versions of the familiar game themes.

“This is perfect,” Julia said from the backseat, her head bobbing to the music.

Lily twisted in her seat to look back at Julia. “I made a whole playlist for the drive. We’ve got remixes, orchestral versions, even some lo-fi Zelda beats for when we hit traffic.”

As we merged onto I-80, heading west toward San Francisco, Lily reached into her bag and pulled out a package of cookies. “Snacks!” she said, passing them around.

The atmosphere in the car was lighthearted and exciting. Lily kept up a steady stream of conversation, discussing what panels we should attend, which exhibitors we wanted to meet and her plans for future cosplays. I drove steadily, keeping my eyes on the road as we passed through the suburbs of Sacramento and headed into more open highway.

About twenty minutes into the drive, the initial excitement seemed to wane. The conversation lulled, and Lily started fidgeting in her seat. She adjusted her position several times, tugging at her costume, checking her phone, then putting it away again. From the corner of my eye, I noticed her glancing repeatedly at my lap, a mischievous smile playing on her lips.

“This drive’s dragging,” Lily sighed dramatically, slumping in her seat. “Tetra needs a stamina boost to sail these roads.”

I chuckled, keeping my eyes fixed on the highway ahead. “Stamina? What are you talking about?”

Lily smirked, shifting closer to me. Her hand slid onto my thigh, fingers tracing light patterns that made my cock stir.

“You know, like in Zelda, Link needs magic jars to fill up his magic,” she said. “And I need some cum for my magic and stamina … hero’s essence and all.”

Her fingers crept higher, rubbing teasingly along my inner thigh. Blood rushed south immediately.

I gripped the wheel tighter, trying to focus on the road while my cock twitched under my tunic. “Whoa, Lily, that’s wild. I might crash if you start that here.”

Lily pouted playfully, but her hand remained firmly on my thigh. “Come on, big bro, it’s thrilling! Besides, I have a fairy in my bottle. You won’t die, just respawn at the last checkpoint.” She winked, referencing how Zelda fairies revive Link when he falls in battle.

From the backseat, Julia’s unexpected laughter made me glance in the rearview mirror. Her cheeks were flushed pink, eyes bright with excitement.

“Oh my god, Lily, you’re crazy,” Julia said, but her voice held no disapproval, only fascination. “But … yeah, it’s kinda thrilling. The risk makes it hot.” She shifted in her seat, adjusting her princess gown, a blush spreading across her cheeks.

Lily’s confidence grew with Julia’s encouragement. She leaned closer, her breath hot against my ear as her fingers found my zipper, slowly pulling it down.

“We’ll take turns, climb up front, suck you for a minute each, then swap seats quick,” she suggested like the horny teen she was. “The one who gets the load has to share it … magical cum swap, like passing a heart container.”

My heart pounded in my chest, my rational mind screaming about traffic safety while my body responded eagerly to her touch. “Guys, seriously? On the highway?” My protest sounded weak even to my own ears as Lily’s hand slipped inside my now-open pants, wrapping around my already hard cock.

“I’m game if you are,” Julia chimed in from the back. “Princess needs her hero’s potion too.” She giggled, the sound both innocent and provocative at once.

Lily looked back at Julia, then at me triumphantly. “See? Team effort. You drive, we level up. It’ll be quick, promise no crashes.”

I took a deep breath, checking the traffic around us. The highway was relatively empty in our lane, with steady but not heavy traffic. We had about an hour left of driving. My cock throbbed in Lily’s hand, making the decision for me.

“Alright,” I said, giving in to their seduction. “But be careful swapping.” I adjusted my seat back slightly, creating more room while maintaining my view of the road.

Lily didn’t waste a second. She unbuckled her seatbelt and awkwardly maneuvered to kneel in the front seat, her head dipping into my lap. The warmth of her mouth enveloped me, and I had to stifle a groan as she began working her tongue around my shaft.

“Hmm, hero’s stamina boost,” she moaned around me, the vibrations sending shocks of pleasure up my spine.

I gripped the steering wheel hard, fighting to keep the car steady as Lily’s head bobbed enthusiastically in my lap. The sight of her yellow Tetra wig moving up and down while I drove down the highway was surreal and intensely arousing.

After what felt like both an eternity and not nearly long enough, Lily pulled off with a wet pop, her lips glistening. “Your turn, princess!” she said, grinning wickedly.

What followed was a clumsy, thrilling exchange as Lily attempted to climb into the back while Julia moved forward. Lily went first, awkwardly climbing over the center console, her ass high in the air as she squeezed between the front seats. Her tight shorts rode up, giving me a perfect view in the rearview mirror.

“Oops, hero, get a good look?” Lily teased me, deliberately wiggling her rear before settling into the back seat.

Julia’s transition was equally revealing and clumsy. As she maneuvered forward, her elegant princess gown hiked up around her thighs, giving me glimpses of simple white panties beneath with a wet patch in the center. She giggled nervously as she settled into the passenger seat, her blonde wig slightly askew.

“Ready for your adventure, Link?” she asked, her voice breathless with excitement as she leaned over.

“Go on, princess.”

Julia started shyly, tentative licks and kisses that quickly gave way to deeper sucking.

I gasped as she unexpectedly took me deep into her throat, a technique I hadn’t expected from the seemingly innocent princess.

“Tastes like adventure…” Julia murmured, pulling off briefly before diving back down.

The sensation was so intense that I swerved slightly, earning an angry honk from a passing sedan. The sudden noise made Julia jump, but instead of stopping, she moaned around my cock, the vibration sending waves of pleasure through me.

“Holy shit,” I hissed through clenched teeth, correcting our course quickly. “That was close.”

Lily laughed from the backseat. “That’s the point, hero! Danger makes it better!”

Julia worked me for another minute, her blonde wig tickling my thighs as she bobbed enthusiastically. I was getting dangerously close when Lily tapped her shoulder.

“My turn again, princess,” she said. “Back to your castle.”

What followed was another awkward shuffle. Julia pulled off me with reluctance, wiping her mouth with the back of her gloved hand before attempting to climb back. She turned around, getting on all fours to maneuver between the seats. Her royal gown slipped up, revealing her entire ass and thighs as she struggled to coordinate her movements.

“Oops!” she giggled, not bothering to fix her dress as she deliberately wiggled her hips, giving me a perfect view in the mirror of her round cheeks barely covered by those innocent white panties.

Lily didn’t waste any time. As soon as Julia was moving to the back, she was already climbing forward, her pirate shorts riding up to expose her own firm ass with sexy teal panties.

Within seconds, Lily was back in position, her mouth engulfing me. She added her hand this time, pumping the base of my shaft while she kept plunging the tip down her throat.

“Fuck, Lily,” I groaned, struggling to focus on the road.

She pulled off just long enough to say, “Drive steady, hero. The princess is watching how it’s done,” before taking me deep again, her hand working perfectly with her mouth.

My eyes flicked between the road and the rearview mirror, where I could see Julia watching intently as if studying how to give head.

After a few minutes of Lily’s bj, she pulled back and called, “He’s about to come. Julia, your turn.”

Lily wasn’t kidding. I was probably a couple of head bobs away from blowing my load. Again they traded places, this dance of bodies now becoming a familiar routine. Each transition revealed more flesh, Lily’s pirate booty bouncing as she scrambled back, Julia’s princess curves on full display as she climbed forward, her gown now completely hiked up around her waist.

I was so distracted by the sight that I almost missed the massive semi-truck merging into our lane from the right.

“Guys, careful … truck coming up,” I warned, quickly checking my blind spot and accelerating to avoid the collision.

The girls squealed with excitement as the truck’s horn blared. The near-miss sent adrenaline surging through all of us, making my cock throb even harder as Julia settled back into position.

“That was close,” Julia said, her eyes wide with excitement rather than fear.

“Keep going,” I said, already feeling the familiar tightening that signaled my approaching orgasm. “I’m close … gonna cum soon.”

Julia took this as a challenge, sucking harder than ever. Her technique had evolved, as if gaining experience from a game, incorporating what she’d observed from Lily, more suction, clever tongue movements and one hand working what her mouth couldn’t swallow.

The pressure built rapidly, my thighs tensing as I fought to keep the car steady. “Fuck, Julia, I’m right there…”

She moaned encouragement, taking me deeper, her eyes looking up at me past her blonde wig with such intensity that it triggered my orgasm.

“Fuck … princess!” I said, my hips bucking involuntarily as I erupted in her mouth.

Julia’s eyes widened at the force of my climax, but she stayed in place, swallowing some of my cum while clearly holding the rest in her mouth. Her cheeks bulged slightly as she pulled off, one hand covering her lips.

“Now, quick!” Lily urged from the backseat. “The magic needs to be shared!”

Julia nodded, awkwardly climbing back one last time. Her ass was fully exposed again, the white fabric of her panties now visible through a slight dampness, which bumped into my face. She fell into the backseat, landing partially on Lily’s lap.

Without hesitation, the two girls leaned toward each other. Julia cupped Lily’s face and pressed their lips together in a deep, messy cum kiss. I watched in the rearview mirror, mesmerized, as they shared my load between them, their tongues visibly passing the white cream back and forth as if it were divine.

“Magical exchange,” Lily murmured into the kiss, “stamina for all.”

Some of my cum dripped down their chins as they moaned into each other’s mouths. Their tongues danced together, sharing every last drop until they finally broke apart, both breathing heavily.

I was in a post-orgasmic haze, my body tingling as I focused on keeping the car steady. “Holy shit … that was insane. No more risks, I almost crashed like three times.”

The girls laughed, wiping their mouths with the backs of their hands, looking thoroughly satisfied with themselves.

“Worth every thrill,” Julia said, fixing her wig and smoothing down her princess gown.

Lily grinned, reaching forward to pat my shoulder. “Our magic bar is replenished, definitely ready for an adventure!”

The rest of the drive passed without further incidents. We crossed the Bay Bridge in the late afternoon, the San Francisco skyline spreading before us like something from a fantasy game. Towers of glass and steel rose, and the bay waters glittered beneath us.

“Look at that view,” Julia said in awe from the backseat, pressing her face against the window. “It’s gorgeous!”

“We’re here, San Francisco, baby!” Lily said eagerly.

I navigated through downtown traffic, following the GPS toward our hotel. The streets were filled with people in costumes heading to the expo, many dressed as various video game characters. Every few blocks, we spotted another Mario or Princess Peach, though none as impressive as our outfits.

“Amateurs,” Lily scoffed as we passed a Link whose costume consisted of just a green t-shirt and a paper hat.

The Regency Royale Hotel appeared ahead of us. I pulled into the circular driveway where a valet in a subtle Hylian-inspired uniform approached the car.

“Welcome,” he said with a grin, opening Lily’s door first. “Here for the expo?”

“What gave it away?” I joked, stepping out and handing him my keys.

Lily and Julia stepped out as well, their costumes immediately drawing looks from nearby guests and staff. The valet whistled low under his breath.

“Best cosplay I’ve seen all day,” he said. “The hotel’s gone all-out for expo weekend. You’ll see.”

He wasn’t exaggerating. As we entered the grand lobby, we were greeted by a massive display featuring life-sized replicas of the Master Sword and Hylian Shield mounted on a stone pedestal reminiscent of the Temple of Time. There were Pokémon positioned around the base in battle stances, and characters from Smash arranged as if the match had just been paused mid-fight. Banners hung from the ceiling proclaiming, LEVEL UP YOUR STAY! and A HERO’S WELCOME AWAITS!

The marble floor gleamed beneath chandeliers that had been modified with subtle Triforce designs. Hotel staff wore standard uniforms but with small nods to the gaming theme, Triforce pins, pointed elf ears or small fairy accessories clipped to their lapels.

“This is amazing,” Julia said, turning in a slow circle to take it all in.

Lily grabbed my arm, tugging me toward a photo opportunity where guests could pose with a cardboard cutout of Ganondorf. “Tyler, we need pictures!”

“Let’s check in first,” I said, gently steering them toward the front desk where a young woman with subtle elf ear tips waited with a friendly smile.

Her name tag read Kira, and she brightened as we approached. “Welcome to the Regency Royale! Here for the expo? Your costumes are amazing!”

“Thanks,” I said, handing over my ID and credit card.

She typed quickly, her eyes lighting up as she found my booking. “Ah yes, I see you reserved our Royal Suite package. Excellent choice.”

I nodded, trying not to blush. I’d splurged on the hotel’s most romantic suite: king-sized bed, jacuzzi tub and panoramic city view. The website had advertised it as perfect for couples, with champagne service and rose petals included. If I were going to take a vacation, it better be worth the money.

“Will you be needing one key or…?” Kira glanced at Lily and Julia, then back to me with a questioning smile.

“Three, please,” I said.

Lily slipped her arm through mine possessively while Julia moved closer on my other side, both flanking me like the character escorts they were dressed as.

Kira’s eyes widened slightly, a knowing smile playing at her lips as she processed three keycards. “You three are adorable! Are you all together?”

“Yes, we’re together,” I said, unable to keep the pride from my voice as I wrapped an arm around each girl’s waist.

Kira handed me the keycards in a decorative Triforce-shaped holder. “Lucky girls! Enjoy the suite, it’s our romantic package, perfect for adventures.” She gave us a conspiratorial wink. “I’ve added a note for housekeeping to prepare everything as requested. Champagne will be delivered shortly after you arrive, and rose petals are already arranged on the bed.”

Lily giggled, leaning against me. “Hear that, hero? Rose petals!”

Julia’s cheeks flushed pink, but she smiled shyly.

“The bellhop will bring your bags up,” Kira added. “Enjoy your stay, and may your quests be successful.”

We thanked her and headed toward the elevators, Lily skipping with excitement. As we waited, I squeezed both their waists gently.

“Romantic suite … no pressure, right?” I said, only half-joking.

Julia suddenly threw her arms around me, hugging me tightly. “You’re so nice to us. Thank you for all this, Tyler. I’ve never stayed anywhere this fancy.”

I kissed her forehead. “You deserve it.”

Lily joined the hug, pressing against my side. “I love you,” she whispered, kissing my cheek.

The elevator arrived, and we stepped inside. As soon as the doors closed, Lily pounced, pressing me against the wall and kissing me deeply. Julia watched for a moment before joining in, her lips finding my neck as Lily claimed my mouth. The three-way kiss was sweet and warmed me in all the right places.

When the elevator doors opened on the top floor, we broke apart, slightly breathless from all the kissing. We followed the signs to the Royal Suite at the end of the corridor.

I swiped the keycard, and the door swung open to reveal a breathtaking space. The suite was massive, easily three times the size of a standard hotel room, with a panoramic view of San Francisco.

“Holy moly,” Lily whispered, stepping inside and spinning around. “I feel like a princess!”

Julia followed, her princess gown sweeping across the polished hardwood floor. Her eyes widened as she took in the luxurious surroundings.

The centerpiece was an enormous king-sized bed draped in silky sheets. True to Kira’s words, rose petals were scattered across the surface. The heart-shaped pillows were soft and pink. A sitting area with plush couches faced the windows, and a fully stocked mini-bar gleamed in the corner, complete with crystal glasses and premium liquors. I spotted several gaming touches throughout the room, controller-shaped lamps that must have been promotional items from previous expos, framed vintage Zelda game maps on the walls, and even a small collection of Amiibo figures arranged on the coffee table.

“Tyler, there’s a jacuzzi!” Lily called from the bathroom doorway. “With jets and everything!”

I walked over to join her, whistling low at the sight of the massive marble bathroom. The jacuzzi tub could easily fit all three of us, with mood lighting and a rack of luxurious bath products beside it.

The bellhop arrived with our bags, his eyes widening slightly at the three of us in our costumes and the obvious romantic setup of the room. I tipped him generously, and he left with a big smile on his face.

Lily immediately dropped her bags and bounced onto the bed, rose petals flying up around her. “This is perfect. It’s romantic and royal!” She grabbed one of the heart-shaped pillows and hugged it to her chest. “We’re going to have so much fun tonight.”

Julia set her bags down more carefully, moving to the mirror to adjust her blonde wig and touch up her makeup. “This is the nicest place I’ve ever stayed,” she said, fixing a stray golden strand. Her eyes met mine in the mirror, filled with gratitude.

“The jacuzzi…” she added, glancing toward the bathroom with a shy smile. “Later?”

I pictured the three of us, naked in the bubbling water and wet skin glistening under the mood lighting. “Definitely later,” I agreed, moving to unpack our expo essentials.

Lily was already reorganizing her makeup bag, refreshing her lipstick and adjusting her Tetra outfit. “Do I look like I’m ready to sail the high seas and kick some ass?” she asked, striking a pose with one hand on her hip.

“Perfect pirate princess,” I assured her.

Someone knocked on the door, and we told him he could come in. A hotel staff member wheeled in a cart with an ice bucket containing a bottle of Dom Pérignon, alongside a plate of chocolate-covered strawberries and assorted fancy chocolates.

After he left, Lily immediately popped the champagne, the cork flying across the room with a loud pop that made Julia jump and then giggle. We toasted our adventure, clinking glasses before taking sips of the bubbly liquid.

“We should probably head to the expo soon,” I said, checking my phone for the time. “We want to catch all the vendors before things get too crowded.”

Lily nodded, finishing her champagne in one gulp and setting the glass down. She sauntered over to me, pressing her body against mine, her hands sliding up my chest. “Let’s hit the expo first, but save energy for the reward quest later,” she said, placing a quick kiss on my lips that tasted like champagne.

The expo was being held at the Moscone Center, just a short walk from our hotel. We gathered our passes and bags, making sure we had everything we needed for the day ahead.

“Ready, princesses?” I asked, adjusting the Master Sword on my back.

“Ready, hero!” they replied in unison, linking arms with me as we headed out.

The streets were filled with fellow cosplayers and gaming enthusiasts, many dressed as various Nintendo characters. The closer we got to the convention center, the more the crowds thickened. Several people stopped us to compliment our costumes or ask for photos, which Lily was all too happy to pose for.

“Your Tetra is perfect!” one girl gushed, taking pictures with Lily while her friend admired Julia’s Zelda outfit.

“And your Link is so hot,” the friend whispered to Julia, eyeing me up and down. “Lucky princess.”

Julia smiled proudly, slipping her arm through mine possessively. “I know,” she said, leaning her head against my shoulder.

The Moscone Center West loomed ahead, its glass facade decorated with massive banners featuring Zelda artwork. Lines had formed outside the various entrances, but they moved quickly as staff efficiently processed attendees.

We joined the shortest line, inching forward as the security team checked passes and bags. When we reached the front, a burly security guard in a black polo shirt scanned our badges and attached wristbands to our arms.

“Weapons check,” he said gruffly, pointing to my Master Sword.

I removed it from my back, letting him examine it to confirm it was just a foam prop.

Inside, the convention center was a sensory overload. The main vendor hall stretched before us, filled with booths selling everything imaginable related to gaming and pop culture. Gaming remixes played over the speakers, the upbeat electronic versions of familiar game themes creating a festive atmosphere.

“Where to first?” I asked, trying to get my bearings in the massive space.

Lily immediately pointed to a large booth displaying cosplay accessories. “There! I want to check out their props!”

We navigated through the crowded walkways, past rows of vendors selling everything from handcrafted swords to collectible figures, plushies and art prints. The lighting was bright, illuminating displays of merchandise that glittered and beckoned from every direction.

Julia stuck close to me, occasionally gripping my arm tighter when the crowd surged. I noticed her eyes lingering on various items, a delicate jewelry display, a collection of art prints, but she never suggested stopping.

As we browsed through a section dedicated to Zelda merchandise, I spotted a booth selling high-quality character accessories. A small fairy plush caught my eye, it was beautifully made, with translucent wings that shimmered in the light.

“Wait here,” I told the girls, slipping away to the booth.

I purchased the fairy plush, along with a beautiful Tetra-themed pin that featured the pirate princess with her cutlass drawn. For Julia, I found something even better, a silver necklace with a Triforce pendant, small enough to be elegant rather than cosplay-obvious, and a tiara upgrade that would enhance her Zelda costume with crystal accents.

When I returned to them, I held out the gifts with a smile. “For my pirate princess,” I said, handing Lily the fairy plush and pin.

“Tyler!” she squealed, immediately attaching the pin to her costume and hugging the fairy plush. “It’s perfect! Thank you!”

Then I turned to Julia, holding out the necklace and tiara. “And for Princess Zelda, to make her shine even brighter.”

Julia went completely still, her eyes widening as she stared at the gifts in my hand. Slowly, she reached out to take them, her fingers trembling slightly.

“This is so sweet,” she whispered, examining the gifts.

I handed Julia the limited-edition Zelda figurine I’d purchased.

“Tyler, I…” she stammered, her fingers trembling slightly as she traced the details of Princess Zelda’s ornate dress. “No one’s ever bought me stuff like this before.”

“It’s nothing,” I said softly, though we both knew it wasn’t true.

Julia leaned in, her light brown hair brushing against my shoulder as she pressed her lips to my cheek.

“You’re amazing,” she whispered, her breath warm against my skin.

Lily bounced on her toes beside us, her Tetra costume jingling slightly. “Our hero spoils us!” she said, pulling out her phone and stretching her arm to fit the three of us in frame. “Smile with your treasures, everyone!”

We huddled together, our new expo purchases displayed proudly as Lily snapped several photos. I could feel Julia still trembling slightly against my side.

“Okay!” Lily said, tucking her phone away. “Where to next? I think we’ve covered most of the main floor.”

I consulted the expo map, noticing a section on the upper level I hadn’t paid attention to before. “There’s more upstairs we haven’t checked out yet.”

We made our way to the escalator, weaving through the crowd. The upper floor was notably less congested, with a quieter, almost secretive atmosphere. Near the back corner, a black curtain cordoned off an area with a discreet sign, 18+ Content - ID Required.

“Well, well, what have we here?” Lily’s eyes lit up with mischief.

A bored-looking security guard checked our IDs before waving us through the curtain. Inside, the lighting was dimmer, the crowd sparser and older. Booths displayed merchandise that would never make it to the main expo floor, explicit artwork, adult comics and toys inspired by popular gaming characters.

“Holy shit,” Lily whispered, making a beeline for a display of magazines. “Look at these!”

I followed, feeling a strange mix of amusement and arousal as I took in the pornographic interpretations of familiar gaming icons. Lily eagerly flipped through a magazine, her laughter drawing the attention of nearby browsers.

“Look!” She held up a page showing a nude Princess Peach engaged in passionate sex with Mario. “Peach getting railed by Mario!”

Julia approached cautiously, her cheeks flushed. She glanced around as if worried someone might recognize her, but curiosity won out as she peered over Lily’s shoulder.

“The art is really good,” she admitted, her voice hushed.

I browsed the selection, eventually selecting a few high-quality comics featuring nude princess scenes and group adventures. As the vendor rang up my purchases, Lily let out a delighted gasp from a nearby booth.

“Tyler! Julia! Come look at this!” She held up a glossy DVD titled Zelda: Royal Rewards. The cover featured a suggestive illustration of Princess Zelda sandwiched between Link and a female pirate character.

Lily’s eyes widened. “This is … wow. We have to watch this in the hotel room later. Think of the roleplay inspiration!”

Julia leaned in to see, her blush deepening but her eyes fixed on the explicit artwork. Lily whispered something in her ear that made Julia’s eyes widen.

“Imagine us recreating some scenes tonight…” Lily said with a wicked grin.

Julia’s hand flew to her mouth. “I’m blushing already.”

I added Lily’s find to my growing pile of purchases, trying to maintain some semblance of casual interest despite the heat rising in my body. The vendor slipped everything into a plain black bag with a knowing smile.

“Enjoy,” she said with a wink.

We tucked our adult purchases discreetly among our other expo bags before slipping back through the curtain to the main area. Lily checked her phone and nudged me.

“There’s a cosplay meetup happening in fifteen minutes at the center courtyard,” she said. “We should totally go!”

The designated meetup area was easy to spot, a large open space already filling with cosplayers. Our trio attracted immediate attention as we approached.

“Amazing costumes!” A photographer with a professional-looking camera approached us. “Would you mind posing for some shots?”

“We’d love to!” Lily said.

The photographer directed us to stand together, me in the center with a princess on each side. More cosplayers gathered around, admiring our outfits, and soon we had a small crowd watching as the photographer arranged us in various poses. Lily thrived under the attention, striking dramatic pirate stances while Julia gradually grew more comfortable, her initial shyness giving way to genuine enjoyment.

“Let’s get a hero’s sandwich!” called out the photographer, motioning for the girls to press close on either side of me.

Lily immediately pressed against my left side, her body warm against mine. Julia hesitated briefly before sliding in on my right.

“Closer, please!” The photographer gestured inward with both hands. “Best trio ever! Let’s showcase these amazing costumes!”

Lily needed no further encouragement. She slipped behind me, wrapping her arms around my waist and pressing her entire body against my back. I felt her deliberately push her hips forward, her firm ass grinding subtly against me in a way only I would notice.

“Princess, lean in toward your hero,” the photographer instructed Julia.

She complied, turning slightly to face me. The movement caused her dress to shift, the neckline dipping lower as she pressed forward. The swell of her breasts pushed against my arm and chest, her cleavage now prominently displayed between us.

“Perfect!” The camera clicked rapidly. “You three have unbelievable chemistry!”

“The detail on that Tetra costume is amazing,” one girl commented. “Those shorts fit perfectly.”

“And Zelda’s dress is so elegant,” added another. “The way it hugs her curves is just like in the game.”

Lily beamed at the compliments, subtly shifting her position to press even more firmly against me. “We take our cosplay very seriously,” she said with a wink that made the observers laugh.

After what felt like a hundred photos, the photographer finally thanked us. As we broke from our pose, Lily whispered in my ear, “Did you feel how hard I was pressing against you? Just a preview for later.”

Julia overheard and blushed deeply, but there was a gleam in her eye that told me she was thinking similar thoughts.

We mingled with other cosplayers for a while, exchanging compliments and posing for more photos. I noticed several people watching our trio with particular interest, especially when Lily would casually touch my arm or when Julia would lean close to whisper something.

We found something to eat, sandwiches that I paid for. We talked about the successful expo so far, but there was still more we wanted to see and discover.

After we’d eaten, we decided to explore the gaming demo area before the expo closed for the day. The large room was filled with stations where attendees could try upcoming games, including brand new releases.

“Look! They have the new Mario Kart!” Lily squealed, pointing to a demo station with almost no line. “They’re not supposed to release it for another month!”

Julia’s eyes lit up. “I love Mario Kart! I always play as Peach.”

“Three open controllers,” I said, guiding them toward the station. “Perfect timing.”

We settled into the gaming chairs, with me in the middle. A Nintendo rep handed us each a controller, explaining the new features.

Lily selected Bowsette immediately, while Julia chose Princess Peach as promised. I went with Mario, earning a playful nudge from Lily.

The race began on a track called Rainbow Road. The graphics were stunning, with light trails following each kart and realistic water splashes when we hit puddles.

“Oh my god, I’m terrible at this!” Julia laughed as her kart veered off the rainbow path, plummeting into space before being rescued by Lakitu.

Lily leaned forward intensely, her tongue poking out slightly in concentration. “Not getting away that easy, bro,” she muttered as her kart pulled alongside mine.

As we raced, I felt Julia’s thigh press against mine. On my other side, Lily deliberately bumped into me whenever she made a sharp turn, her breast brushing my arm.

“You’re doing that on purpose,” I whispered to her.

“Doing what?” she asked innocently, then immediately leaned hard into me as she took a hairpin turn, her entire side pressing against mine.

Julia shifted closer, her knee now firmly against my thigh. “The blue shell is coming for you, Tyler,” she warned, her voice playfully threatening as she released the item.

“No fair!” I said as the blue shell exploded over my kart, sending Mario spinning.

Lily cackled and zoomed past, taking first place momentarily. “Eat my dust, hero!”

We played for over an hour, losing track of time as we raced through various courses. With each race, the flirting intensified. Julia grew bolder, leaning into me completely when taking sharp turns. Lily’s commentary became increasingly suggestive, with references to handling joysticks and crossing finish lines.

By the time we finally tore ourselves away from the game, the expo was winding down for the day.

“I’m starving,” Julia admitted as we made our way toward the exit.

I checked my watch, surprised to see it was already after 6 PM. “Let’s get dinner.”

Outside, the sun was beginning its descent, casting a golden glow over the city. I guided them to a restaurant I’d researched beforehand, with beautiful views of the bay and the famous bridge.

“This place is fancy,” Julia whispered as we were led to a table by the window.

“Only the best for my princesses,” I replied, pulling out chairs for both of them.

The restaurant was upscale but not stuffy, with warm lighting and comfortable seating. Our window table offered a beautiful view of the sunset beginning to paint the sky in shades of orange and pink. Despite being in our costumes, the staff treated us with professionalism, though we did get admiring glances from other diners.

Lily immediately grabbed the wine list. “They have champagne! Can we get some?”

I nodded, ordering a bottle when our server arrived. While we waited for our drinks, I watched the girls as they admired the view. Then our champagne arrived, and I raised my glass. “To adventures, both at the expo and … after.”

The girls clinked their glasses against mine, both blushing slightly at my implication.

“To adventures,” they echoed.

We ordered a feast, seafood platters, prime rib and decadent sides. The conversation flowed easily, recounting our favorite moments from the day, comparing the costumes we’d seen, and discussing what we wanted to do tomorrow.

“The sunset is stunning,” Julia said, her eyes reflecting the fiery sky outside. The fading light bathed her face in a warm glow that made her look almost magical.

“Not as stunning as you two,” I said, reaching for their hands across the table.

Lily intertwined her fingers with mine. “Smooth talker.”

Julia squeezed my other hand, her thumb tracing small circles on my palm. “I can’t believe how perfect today has been.”

We lingered over dessert, a chocolate souffle we shared between the three of us, feeding each other spoonfuls and laughing when Lily got chocolate on her chin. By the time we finished, night had fallen completely, the city lights twinkling like stars.

After I paid the bill, we stepped outside into the cool evening air. The walk back to the hotel was magical. San Francisco at night was alive with energy, street performers and couples walking hand in hand.

Then we found our hotel and entered. The lobby was quieter now, with most expo attendees either out to dinner or already in their rooms. We made our way to the elevator, and once inside, Lily immediately pushed the button for our floor, then turned to me with a mischievous smile.

“Finally alone,” she said, pressing against me. She reached down to the hem of her shorts, slowly pulling them up to reveal more of her thigh. “I’ve been thinking about getting out of this costume all day.”

Julia moved to my other side, her lips finding my neck in a kiss. “Me too,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “And … I really want to see what was in those magazines you bought.”

The elevator dinged, and we stepped out into the hallway, Lily leading the way with an exaggerated sway of her hips. Julia followed, her royal gown flowing behind her like a dream.

I opened the door for them, and Lily clapped her hands together. “First things first, expo sweat and roadhead stickiness. Jacuzzi time!”

I laughed at her bluntness, closing the door behind us. “Subtle as always, Lily.”

“So, we’ll be nude together?” Julia asked.

“Unless you like to bathe with your clothes on,” I told her as I turned on the jacuzzi.

“Uh-uh,” she said, shaking her head. “But I’ve never … done anything like this with two people.” Her cheeks flushed pink beneath her Zelda makeup. “I’m a little nervous.”

I moved to her side, placing a gentle hand on her shoulder. “We can take it as slow as you want, Julia. No pressure.”

Lily wrapped an arm around Julia’s waist. “And we’ll make sure you feel comfortable the whole time. Promise.”

Julia looked a bit more relaxed. “Okay. So … jacuzzi first?”

“Yes! But first, we need to get out of these costumes.” She turned her back to me, sweeping her yellow Tetra wig aside. “Tyler, a little help?”

I stepped behind her, finding the hidden zipper that ran down her back. As I slowly pulled it down, revealing inch after inch of her smooth skin, Lily looked over her shoulder at Julia.

“Your turn, princess. Let the hero help you out of that royal gown.”

Julia turned around, presenting her back to me. The Zelda dress had an elaborate series of hooks and a zipper down the back. I moved behind her, my fingers working carefully at the fastenings.

“This is quite the royal garment,” I said, my breath against her neck making her shiver.

“It’s a great design,” Julia replied, her voice slightly breathless as I undid the first few hooks.

Lily was already shimmying out of her Tetra top, revealing a teal lace bralette that perfectly matched her character’s color scheme. “Costume authenticity extends to underwear,” she said with a wink, noticing my appreciative gaze.

I continued working on Julia’s dress, feeling her tremble slightly as my fingers brushed against her bare skin. The zipper finally came free, and the white fabric parted to reveal her back, adorned only with the thin strap of a white bra.

“There you go,” I murmured, stepping back to give her space.

Julia held the dress against her chest for a moment, then slowly let it fall to the floor, pooling around her feet. She stood in simple white lingerie, a bra and matching panties that contrasted beautifully with her porcelain skin. Then she took off the rest of her clothes. It was the second time I saw her nude. 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.

Lily whistled appreciatively. “Damn, Julia. You’ve been hiding that body under hoodies all this time?”

Julia blushed, crossing her arms over her stomach self-consciously. “Is it … okay?”

“More than okay,” I assured her, my voice coming out huskier than intended. “You’re gorgeous.”

Lily had already stripped down to her teal lingerie set and was working on removing my costume, her fingers unbuckling the various straps and belts of my Link outfit.

“The hero needs assistance with his armor,” she joked, pulling off my tunic.

Soon, I stood in just my boxers, feeling both exposed and incredibly turned on as both girls’ eyes roamed over my body.

“Your turn,” I said to Lily, reaching for the clasp of her bralette.

She turned, allowing me to unhook it. The teal fabric fell away, revealing her perky breasts with small, pink nipples, and also her pink youthful pussy.

I took them both in, eyes bouncing from Lily to Julia. Lily was slightly shorter, but apart from that, they were similar. They both had porcelain skin from being indoors and gaming. Julia’s tits were slightly rounder and perkier, and her mound was slightly hairy. Lily was shaved. “You could pass as twins,” I told them, making them giggle.

“We know,” they said in unison.

“Jinx!” Lily said. “Someone owes me a Coke.”

Julia chuckled but then narrowed her eyes at me. “What are you waiting for?”

“Your turn, hero,” Lily said, pointing at my boxers.

I stripped off my last piece of clothing, my erection springing free. Both girls’ eyes widened slightly.

“The jacuzzi awaits,” I said.

We moved to the bathroom where the jacuzzi bubbled invitingly, steam rising from the surface. I stepped in first, settling into the warm water with a sigh. Lily followed, sliding in on my right side, while Julia lowered herself more cautiously on my left.

“Oh god, this feels amazing,” Julia said, moaning as she sank into the warm water, the jets massaging her back.

The bubbles frothed around us, partially obscuring our bodies beneath the surface. The bathroom lighting was dim and romantic, with electric candles casting a soft glow around the marble room. Steam rose in gentle wisps, creating an intimate atmosphere.

I reached for the champagne. Pouring three glasses, I handed them to the girls before taking my own.

“To new experiences,” I toasted, clinking my glass against theirs.

We sipped the bubbly drink, letting the expensive champagne complement the luxurious feeling of the warm, bubbling water. Lily leaned her head back against the edge of the tub, letting out a long, contented sigh.

“This is exactly what I needed after walking around the expo all day,” she said, her eyes closed in bliss.

Julia seemed to be relaxing more by the minute, the tension visibly leaving her shoulders as she sank deeper into the water. Her knee brushed against mine beneath the bubbles, and she didn’t pull away.

“I can’t believe how perfect this whole day has been,” she said, taking another sip of champagne. “The expo, the hotel, this jacuzzi…” Her eyes met mine over the rim of her glass. “And the company.”

Lily smiled lazily, reaching under the water to place her hand on my thigh. “Speaking of company … How are you feeling about tonight, Julia? Any questions for the more experienced parties?” Her tone was teasing but kind.

Julia blushed. She took a larger sip of champagne before asking, “So … how was your first threesome? Was it weird? Or scary?”

I didn’t expect such a direct question. Lily, however, just smiled, shifting closer to me in the water. “Mine was with Mom and Tyler,” she said, smiling at the memory. “It was super sexy. Mom guided us, showed me how to touch him, how to feel good, how to give proper blowjobs and take it deep.” Lily’s hand squeezed my thigh under the water. “It felt safe, loving … like family sharing something special.”

Julia’s eyes widened, her lips parting in surprise. “With your mom? That sounds … really hot. And intimate.” Her breathing had quickened slightly, and I noticed her shift closer to me, her hand finding my thigh under the water, mirroring Lily’s position on my other side.

“It was,” I confirmed, remembering that first night with Diana and Lily. “Mom has always been … open about teaching us. She wanted us to learn from someone who loves us. But at first, we tried to hide our relationship.”

“That’s beautiful,” Julia said. “Mom and I sometimes talk about sex, but since I’ve been a loner for so long, details weren’t really necessary.”

I placed my hand over hers underwater. “We take it slow. Tell us if anything feels off or if you want to stop.”

We soaked for a while longer, the conversation flowing as easily as the champagne. Eventually, Lily stretched, water cascading off her shoulders.

“I’m turning into a prune,” she said, standing up. Water streamed down her naked body, highlighting every curve and also her plump ass I badly wanted. “Besides, I want to look at those magazines we bought.”

Julia’s eyes lingered on Lily’s body before she too stood up. “Me too. I’m curious about what’s in them.”

I enjoyed the view as both girls stepped out of the jacuzzi, water glistening on their naked skin. Lily grabbed towels for each of us, wrapping one loosely around her waist while leaving her breasts exposed. Julia took hers with a shy smile, draping it over her shoulders in a way that covered her front but left her back bare.

I stepped out last, water streaming down my body as I accepted the towel Lily handed me. I wrapped it loosely around my waist, not bothering to secure it tightly.

“Let’s get comfortable,” Lily suggested, padding barefoot into the main room.

We followed her to the bed, where our bags from the expo were still sitting. Lily immediately dug through the black bag containing our adult purchases, pulling out the glossy magazine with triumphant glee.

“Here it is!” she said, holding up the magazine titled Zelda: Royal Rewards. The cover featured explicit artwork of Princess Zelda and a female pirate character, clearly meant to be Tetra, posed provocatively on either side of Link.

Julia settled beside me on the bed. Her towel had slipped slightly, revealing the side of one breast. She didn’t adjust it, which I took as a good sign.

Lily flopped down on my other side, already flipping through the pages. “Oh my god, this is so hot,” she said, her eyes wide as she took in the explicit illustrations.

I leaned over to look, feeling my cock stir beneath my towel. The artwork was surprisingly high-quality, detailed illustrations of Princess Zelda on her knees before Link, her royal lips wrapped around his cock while Tetra stood behind him, her hands exploring his chest.

“Wow,” I murmured, genuinely impressed by both the artistry and the eroticism.

Julia leaned closer, her breathing quickening as she looked at the images. “That’s … really explicit,” she whispered, but she didn’t look away.

Lily flipped to the next page, which showed the trio in various positions, Link taking Zelda from behind while she pleasured Tetra with her mouth, then another of both women sharing Link’s cock between them.

“Listen to this,” Lily said, her voice dropping as she read the captions aloud. “‘The hero claims his princesses, their royal bodies his reward for saving Hyrule.’” She giggled, turning the page. “Oh! Page eight, double blowjob! ‘Princess Zelda and the pirate Tetra demonstrate their gratitude, sharing the hero’s mighty sword between their eager lips.’”

Julia’s cheeks flushed deep red, but her eyes remained fixed on the images. “They look so … free,” she said, reaching out to touch the page lightly. “Can we try some of these?”

Lily closed the magazine with a snap, her eyes gleaming. “That’s the plan, princess. Do you want to watch some porn at the same time?”

Julia looked excited. “I guess we could, did you two also do that?”

Lily nodded with a grin. “We snuck into Mom’s wardrobe and watched some of her dirty DVDs, and then we roleplayed.”

I laughed, the memory vivid in my mind. “What was it, Saving Ryan’s Privates?”

Lily nodded eagerly, turning to Julia. “Mom had this collection of vintage porn DVDs hidden in her closet, along with a box of dildos.”

“That you apparently used more than once.”

“Hey! I couldn’t afford them. Mom didn’t mind anyway.” Lily continued. “So we watched them together, and it was super fun. We tried to copy some of the scenes and laughed a lot. But it got us both turned on … led to some great playtime.”

Julia’s eyes widened with interest. “That sounds amazing. Do you think we could stream something? Like, for private viewing?”

I reached for the remote control on the nightstand. “Let’s see what’s on TV, maybe the hotel has on-demand adult content.”

I navigated through the menu, finding the adult section hidden discreetly under “Premium Entertainment.” Sure enough, there was an impressive selection of films available.

“Look at that,” I said, scrolling through the options. “They’ve got everything from new releases to classics.”

“Ooh, stop there!” Lily pointed at the screen. “The King’s Harem, that’s perfect for us!”

The preview image showed a medieval setting with a king surrounded by scantily clad women. According to the description, it was from the early ‘90s, with actual plot and production value.

“This looks promising,” I said, selecting the film and confirming the charge to our room.

The movie began playing, opening with surprisingly decent production design, a castle set with a throne room, and actors in period costumes. Soft, sensual music played as the king, a muscular man with flowing hair, entered the scene.

“My loyal subjects,” he said to the group of beautiful women kneeling before him, “you have served your kingdom well. Tonight, I shall reward your devotion.”

The women responded with enthusiastic gratitude, their lines delivered with the exaggerated emotion typical of ‘90s adult films.

“My lord, let us serve you as you deserve,” said one woman, her costume a flimsy approximation of medieval attire.

Lily giggled, sliding off the bed to kneel on the floor in front of me. “My lord, let me please you,” she said, mimicking the actress’s tone perfectly while gently parting my towel.

My cock sprang free, already hard from the combination of the jacuzzi, the magazine, the nude girls and now the film playing on screen. Lily winked up at me before taking me into her mouth. Julia watched wide-eyed, her lips parted slightly as Lily bobbed her head, taking me deep into her throat.

On screen, the scene had progressed to the king receiving oral pleasure from one woman while kissing another. Julia’s gaze flickered between the TV and Lily’s performance.

“You can join anytime,” I said to Julia, reaching out to stroke her damp hair.

Lily pulled back, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Yeah, Julia. The king always has room for another loyal subject,” she said with a playful smile.

Julia hesitated only briefly before sliding off the bed to join Lily on her knees. “Like this?” she asked, moving between my legs beside Lily.

“However you want,” I told her, running my fingers through her hair encouragingly.

Lily leaned over to whisper something in Julia’s ear, making her blush and nod. Then, to my surprise, Julia climbed onto my lap, pushed me forward so I lay down and then straddled me. Her towel fell away completely as she settled against me, her wet pussy sliding against my cock.

“Is this okay?” she asked, beginning to grind slowly, mimicking the woman on screen who had now mounted the king.

“More than okay,” I groaned, my hands finding her hips to guide her movements.

Lily watched with obvious approval. “Look how much he’s enjoying your pussy rubbing.”

Julia gained confidence with Lily’s encouragement, her pussy becoming wetter as she ground against me, her breasts bouncing gently with each motion. She spread her honey along my cock and waist. She was trying to act like the woman in the film, occasionally glancing at the screen for reference, but her natural responses quickly took over.

The porn continued playing in the background, but we were no longer following along. Lily jumped onto bed, moving closer to Julia. She leaned forward and pressed her lips to Julia’s.

I watched in awe as the girls shared their first kiss. Their tongues visibly danced together, Lily’s hands coming up to cup Julia’s breasts as they kissed deeply.

When they finally broke apart, both breathing heavily, Lily smiled. “See? Just like the video, now we make our own.”

Julia nodded eagerly. I pulled her down for a kiss of my own, tasting Lily on her lips. Then I turned to kiss Lily, completing our triangle of shared intimacy.

My hands explored both their bodies, alternating between them, cupping Lily’s breasts, then moving to Julia’s fuller ones, squeezing their asses, running my fingers through their brown hair.

“I want to taste you both,” I said.

Lily immediately understood, positioning herself on the bed with her legs spread wide. “Julia, sit on his face while I suck his cock.”

I lay back on the bed as Lily guided Julia into position. Lily’s eyes met mine with that familiar mischievous gleam that always made my heart race.

“Julia, come here,” I told her, reaching for her hips.

Julia moved forward on her knees, hesitating just slightly before positioning herself above my face. I could see how wet she already was, her excitement evident in the glistening folds between her thighs.

“Like this?” she asked.

“Perfect,” I assured her, guiding her down until her pussy hovered just above my mouth.

Meanwhile, Lily had positioned herself between my legs, her warm breath teasing my cock as she looked up at Julia with approval.

“Ready for the chain reaction?” Lily asked with a wink.

Without waiting for an answer, she took me into her mouth, her lips sliding down my shaft. I groaned against Julia’s pussy before extending my tongue to taste her. She gasped, her thighs trembling on either side of my head as I explored her folds, finding her clit with the tip of my tongue. There wasn’t too much hair on her mound, but to me, the little that was there just made her sex sexier.

It started getting hot. Lily’s warm mouth sucked my cock while I lost myself in Julia’s sweetness. Julia moaned above me, grinding gently against my face as she grew more comfortable. Her taste was musky and sweet, slightly sourer from Lily’s but equally delicious.

“Oh god,” Julia whimpered, her hands finding the headboard. “That feels amazing.”

Lips stretched around my erection, Lily hummed in agreement around my joystick, the vibration sending waves of pleasure through me. I flattened my tongue against Julia’s clit before sucking it gently between my lips. Her reaction was immediate, a sharp cry and her hips bucking against my face.

After several minutes of this intense pleasure, Lily pulled away from my cock with a wet pop. “Switch time,” she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Julia, want to try?”

Julia nodded eagerly, climbing off my face. She moved down between my legs. I barely had time to catch my breath before Lily lowered herself onto my mouth, her familiar musky taste greeting me like an old friend. Above me, I could see her guiding Julia, showing her how to stroke me with her hand while teasing the head with her tongue.

“That’s it,” Lily said as Julia sucked my cock. “He loves it when you swirl your tongue around the tip.”

Even if this was the third time she’d sucked my cock, she learned to push my buttons quickly, following Lily’s instructions with enthusiasm. What she lacked in experience, she made up for in eagerness, her lips stretching around me as she took me deeper with each bob of her head.

Meanwhile, I devoured Lily, knowing exactly how she liked to be touched, licked and sucked. I spelled my name against her clit with my tongue, a trick that always drove her wild. Her thighs clenched around my ears as she ground against my face, chasing her pleasure.

“Fuck, Tyler,” Lily said, her hands tangling in my hair. “Your tongue should be illegal.”

Then Julia took me deep into her mouth, surprising both Lily and me with how much she could take. I felt the head of my cock hit the back of her throat, and she held me there for a moment before slowly withdrawing.

“Holy shit,” Lily said, clearly impressed. “Where did you learn that?”

Julia blushed, stroking me with her hand as she replied, “I practiced on bananas. Never had anyone to try it on for real.”

“Well, you’re a natural,” Lily said, shifting off my face to give me a chance to breathe. “Mom had to teach me.”

I sat up, pulling Julia into a deep kiss, tasting myself on her lips while Lily watched approvingly. “I love you,” I told her, stroking her cheek.

“I want more love,” Julia whispered against my lips. “I want to feel you inside me.”

I guided Julia to lie back against the pillows, her hair fanning out around her. Her legs parted for me, revealing her glistening pussy. Lily reached between us, guiding my cock to Julia’s pussy.

I was about to penetrate her for the second time. I brushed some hair away from her mound to get a better view of her porcelain thighs and the crisp, pink slit.

I pushed forward slowly, feeling her body resist slightly before yielding to me. The first plunge was always the sweetest, and I slid in easily, her pussy so wet I could barely stop the slide. All the sudden, I had pushed all the way to the hilt with her pussy against my base and my cock twitching inside her.

“You okay?” I asked, holding still to let her adjust.

She nodded, wrapping her legs around my waist. “Yes. Go on, fuck me.”

I began to fuck her, making her moan beneath me. Julia threw her head back and enjoyed every thrust. Then she turned to the TV, seeing the porn playing. While the king fucked one of his girls missionary, another girl straddled her face. Julia turned to Lily. “Wanna sit on my face?” she asked, biting her bottom lip.

“Well, duh.” Lily straddled Julia’s face, facing me so we could watch each other as I thrust into Julia and she rode Julia’s mouth. A string of honey clung to Lily’s pussy as she lowered onto Julia’s face. My cock stirred as I saw Lily’s pussy touch down onto her best friend’s rosy tongue. The sight was so erotic, Lily’s small, perky breasts bouncing slightly as she ground against Julia’s face, her eyes locked with mine.

“Fuck, this is hot,” Lily said, reaching out to run her fingers down my chest.

I increased my pace slightly, driving deeper into Julia’s snug, wet vagina with each thrust. She moaned against Lily’s pussy, the vibrations making Lily throw her head back in pleasure.

“Yes, hero,” Julia gasped when Lily shifted slightly, giving her room to speak. “Just like that.”

Lily watched us with hungry eyes, her hips working against Julia’s mouth. “Didn’t know you were such a talented licker,” she said, reaching back to squeeze Julia’s breast.

I could feel Julia tightening around me, her body tensing as she approached her climax. I slowed my thrusts, wanting to prolong the moment.

“Not yet,” I whispered, kissing my way up to her neck. “We have more positions to try.”

Lily climbed off Julia’s face, her thighs glistening with arousal and Julia’s saliva. “My turn to ride the lord,” she said, giving me a playful push.

I withdrew from Julia, whose pussy gaped open for a brief sec before closing. “Don’t worry,” I assured her, kissing her. “We’re just getting started.”

I lay back on the bed, my cock as erect as a sword, slick with Julia’s arousal. Lily immediately straddled me, facing away from me in reverse cowgirl position.

“Watch and learn, princess,” Lily said to Julia as she positioned my cock at her entrance. “This is how a pirate claims her treasure.”

In one smooth motion, Lily sank down on me, taking me to the hilt. She threw her head back with a satisfied groan, her hands braced on my thighs as she began to ride me like a horny girl.

“Fuck yes,” she moaned, bouncing energetically.

I gripped her hips, guiding her movements and occasionally delivering a sharp slap to her ass that made her cry out in pleasure. The sight of her back, the curve of her spine, and her ass bouncing against me was hypnotic.

“Julia,” I said, reaching out for her. “Come here.”

Julia moved toward us, her eyes wide as she watched Lily ride me. “What should I do?”

“Sit on my face again,” I said, licking my lips. “Let me taste you while Lily rides me.”

Julia needed no further encouragement. She straddled my face, and I immediately went to work, lapping at her still-sensitive pussy while Lily continued to bounce on my cock.

After a few more moments of this incredible dual pleasure, I gently guided Julia off my face. “I want to try something new,” I said, my voice husky with desire. “Lily, lie on your back.”

Lily complied immediately, sliding off my cock and positioning herself on the bed, her legs spread invitingly. I helped Julia move between Lily’s legs, guiding her onto her hands and knees directly above Lily.

“Perfect,” I murmured, positioning myself behind Julia. “Now you can taste Lily while I take you from behind.”

Julia lowered her head eagerly, her ass raised high in the air as she began exploring Lily with her tongue. Lily moaned, her hands coming up to tangle in Julia’s hair as she guided her to the most sensitive spots.

I took a moment to appreciate the view, Julia on all fours, her round ass presented to me while she pleasured Lily with her mouth. It was like the magazine illustration come to life, but infinitely more arousing because these were real women who wanted me as much as I wanted them.

“You’re so beautiful together,” I said, running my hands over Julia’s ass before positioning myself at her entrance.

I pushed into her slowly, enjoying the tight, wet heat of her pussy as it gripped my cock. Julia moaned against Lily’s center, the vibration making Lily arch her back with pleasure.

“That’s it,” Lily said, her eyes meeting mine over Julia’s back. “Fuck her good. Make her feel it while she eats me.”

I did exactly what she told me, my hands gripping Julia’s hips as I thrust into her. Each forward motion pushed her face deeper into Lily’s pussy, creating a perfect chain reaction of pleasure. Lily’s eyes fluttered closed, her head thrown back as Julia worked her magic.

“Harder,” Julia gasped, lifting her head briefly before diving back down.

I complied, increasing both speed and force. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, punctuated by our collective moans and gasps. I watched as Lily’s hands moved to Julia’s breasts, hanging beneath her as she remained on all fours. Lily squeezed and kneaded them, occasionally pinching Julia’s nipples and making her cry out against Lily’s pussy.

“Switch places,” I said after several minutes of this delicious torture. “Lily, get under Julia facing the other direction.”

The girls quickly repositioned themselves, Lily sliding underneath Julia in a perfect 69 position. Now I could watch as Lily licked and sucked Julia’s clit while I continued to thrust into her from behind.

Then Julia cried out, her entire body shuddering as her orgasm crashed through her. The feeling of her pussy contracting around my cock pushed me over the edge as well.

I gripped her hips tightly as I buried myself deep inside her.

Wave after wave of pleasure washed over me as I emptied myself into Julia, filling her with my seed. Lily continued to lick and suck, prolonging Julia’s orgasm until she collapsed onto Lily with a final, shuddering gasp.

I pulled out slowly, watching with fascination as my cum began to leak from Julia’s well-used pussy. Lily immediately moved into position, her tongue darting out to catch the white droplets before they could fall onto the sheets.

“Hmm,” Lily hummed, gathering as much of my cum as she could before turning Julia over onto her back.

Lily crawled up Julia’s body, her eyes locked with mine as she positioned herself above Julia’s face. Without a word, Julia understood, reaching up to pull Lily down for a deep, passionate kiss. I watched, mesmerized, as they shared my cum, once again, between them, their tongues visibly passing the white fluid back and forth.

When they finally broke apart, a thin strand of saliva and cum connected their lips briefly before breaking. Both girls were breathing heavily, their bodies glistening with sweat and arousal.

“That was … nice,” Julia said, her voice filled with wonder. “Thank you both. I never imagined sex could be like this.”

Lily smiled, brushing a strand of hair from Julia’s forehead. “Welcome to the fun,” she said, her tone both playful and sincere. “This is just the beginning.”

I moved to lie between them, wrapping an arm around each of their waists and pulling them close. They nestled against me, their warm bodies pressing against mine from both sides.

“Best quest ever,” I murmured, pressing kisses to their foreheads.

We lay there in silence for a while, our breathing gradually returning to normal.

Julia was the first to speak. “I never thought my first threesome would be this perfect.”

I stroked her hair gently, noticing the slight tremor in her voice. “What’s on your mind?”

She sighed, burrowing closer into my side. “It’s just … I always wanted to go on adventures and be young and free, but I always felt left behind. My mom was always telling stories about her wild youth, traveling through Europe, having these amazing experiences as a supermodel.” Julia’s voice grew quieter. “I never did much of anything exciting. No sleepovers until I met Lily, never really went out anywhere special until I met you.”

I tightened my arm around her, pulling her closer. “Hey, you’re having adventures now. And we’re just getting started.”

Julia laughed. “Maybe, but sometimes I feel jealous of her, you know? She lived such a glamorous and adventurous life when she was my age. Meanwhile, I spent most of college in my room.”

“We’re still young,” I reminded her, tracing patterns on her bare shoulder. “Plenty of time for more adventures. This is just the beginning of your story, not the middle or the end.”

She smiled up at me, her eyes slightly damp. “I feel happier than I have in … I don’t even know how long. I don’t think I even know what depression is anymore.”

Lily giggled, reaching across me to poke Julia’s nose playfully. “That’s Tyler’s magic. He healed me the second I sucked him off and drank his magical cum.”

I chuckled, shaking my head at Lily’s ridiculous statement. “Lily…”

“It’s true!” Lily insisted, her eyes dancing with mischief. “His cum has healing properties. Scientific fact.”

Julia burst into laughter. “Well, in that case, I should be completely cured after tonight.”

We all laughed together, the sound filling the luxurious hotel suite. Outside, the city lights twinkled against the night sky, visible through the windows.

“Seriously, though,” I said once our laughter had subsided. “We’ve got the whole weekend ahead of us. The expo tomorrow, another night here … and after that, who knows?”

I lay in the middle with Lily curled against my right side, her head resting on my chest, while Julia nestled into my left, her fingers tracing patterns across my stomach. The sheets were tangled around our naked bodies, barely covering us but providing just enough warmth in the air-conditioned room.

“What an amazing day,” I whispered, pressing a gentle kiss to the top of Lily’s head, then turning to do the same for Julia.

Lily hummed contentedly, her leg draped possessively over mine. “Told you we’d make a perfect team.”

Julia’s face glowed with a mixture of happiness and lingering pleasure, her cheeks still flushed from our activities. She seemed more relaxed and more present, as if some invisible weight had lifted from her shoulders.

“You okay?” I asked her, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear.

She nodded, a dreamy smile playing on her lips. “More than okay. I feel … free. The threesome was amazing.”

“I agree,” I said, snuggling closer. “And there’s so much more to see and do.”

“Sexually or at the expo?” she asked.

“Both.”

They both chuckled.

Lily propped herself up on one elbow. “Tomorrow we should hit the cosplay contest, our trio’s gonna win. Then more gaming and see if we can find more X-rated magazines.”

I chuckled. “Already planning our victory celebration?”

“Obviously,” Lily replied, leaning down to press a kiss against my collarbone. “With costumes this good and chemistry this hot, we’re unbeatable.”

Julia yawned, snuggling closer to me. “I can’t believe this is real … you two are amazing.”

We fell into silence, the only sounds were our breathing and the AC. I felt a profound sense of contentment wash over me, holding these two young women in my arms. There was something deeply satisfying about protecting them, providing for them and bringing them pleasure.

Julia’s breathing gradually slowed, becoming deep and even as she drifted off to sleep. Lily followed shortly after, her body growing heavier against mine as she surrendered to exhaustion.

I remained awake a little longer, enjoying the weight of them against me, the scent of their skin mingled with the lingering traces of sex and expensive hotel soap.

With them warming my core, I finally closed my eyes, pulling both girls closer as I joined them in sleep.


Chapter 8

The next thing I knew, sunlight was streaming through the partially open curtains, painting bright rectangles across the rumpled bed. It was a good morning, and I blinked awake, momentarily disoriented by the unfamiliar surroundings before the sweet memories of the previous night came flooding back.

Lily was already stirring beside me, her eyes fluttering open as she stretched like a contented cat. “Morning, hero,” she mumbled. “Today’s expo day two, cosplay contest, more Zelda meetups and tonight… round two in the jacuzzi?”

I smiled, brushing my lips against her forehead. “Sounds like a plan.”

On my other side, Julia was beginning to wake up, her arms stretching above her head before she curled back against me with a satisfied sigh. “I can’t wait … last night was amazing. You two are the best.”

Lily sat up, letting the sheet fall away to reveal her naked body, seemingly unconcerned with modesty as she bounced slightly on the mattress. “I’m so excited. We should hit the vendor hall first thing. I want to check out that booth with the custom accessories. Maybe find something to add to our costumes before the contest.”

“And there’s that panel on game development at noon,” Julia added, propping herself up on one elbow.

I nodded, mentally organizing our day. “We should grab breakfast downstairs first. I’m starving after last night’s activities.”

Lily’s hand slid beneath the sheets, finding my morning wood and giving it a playful squeeze. “Stamina check?” she teased, raising an eyebrow.

I caught her wrist gently, bringing her hand to my lips for a kiss. “Save it for later. We need energy for the expo.”

She pouted playfully but withdrew her hand. “Fine, but I’m calling dibs on the first shower.”

“We could save water and shower together,” Julia suggested, a shy smile playing on her lips.

“I like how you think, princess,” Lily said, sliding out of bed and extending her hand to Julia. “Coming, hero?”

I watched appreciatively as they both padded naked toward the bathroom. “I’ll be right there. Just need to check something first.”

While the girls started the shower, I quickly checked my phone for any important work-related messages. There was a text from Diana wishing us a good day at the expo, and a reminder about a business email I needed to respond to on Monday, nothing urgent.

I could hear the girls laughing in the shower, the sound of running water mingling with their voices. I was about to join them when I noticed Julia’s phone light up on the nightstand with a notification. I wouldn’t normally have looked, but the preview caught my eye. It was from Julia’s mom, Vanessa.

Curious, I glanced at the message, Had a wonderful time with Riley and Diana last night! Hope you three are having fun. Miss you, sweetheart ❤️

I smiled to myself, wondering what the three women had gotten up to during their girls’ night. The thought of Diana, Riley and Vanessa together sparked my imagination, but I pushed those thoughts aside for later as I headed to join the girls in the shower.

* * *

After a refreshing, and somewhat distracting, shower with Lily and Julia, we got dressed and headed down to the hotel restaurant for breakfast. Both girls were full of energy, Lily vibrating with excitement about the cosplay contest, while Julia seemed equally as excited.

“Gonna be epic,” I said, finishing my tea as we wrapped up breakfast. “Let’s get our costumes ready.”

Back in our suite, the girls disappeared into the bathroom to begin the process of transforming into their characters. I could hear them chattering excitedly as they applied makeup and adjusted their wigs.

I was just finishing securing the last pieces of my Link costume when I realized Julia had been in the bathroom for quite some time. Lily emerged alone, fully transformed into Tetra once more, her yellow wig perfectly styled and her makeup flawless.

“Where’s Julia?” I asked, adjusting the Master Sword on my back.

Lily frowned, glancing back at the bathroom door. “She was fiddling with her phone and said she needed a minute. But she’s taking forever…” Her expression shifted from annoyance to concern. “I think we should check. Maybe she’s struggling with the costume.”

I nodded, moving to the bathroom door and knocking. “Julia? Everything okay?”

There was a moment of silence before a small, watery voice answered, “I’m fine.”

“You don’t sound fine to me,” I said. I exchanged a glance with Lily who looked equally as concerned.

Pushing the door open gently, I found Julia sitting on the edge of the marble tub, still in her hotel robe with her Zelda makeup only half-applied. Tears streamed down her face, ruining the careful eyeliner work she’d completed.

I froze in the doorway, my heart sinking at the sight of Julia. She sat on the edge of the tub, makeup smeared across her face, eyes red and puffy from crying. The gold and white Zelda robe hung loosely around her shoulders, her hair half-styled with pieces of the blonde wig still clipped in place.

“Hey… what’s wrong? Talk to me,” I said, moving into the bathroom and kneeling in front of her.

Julia looked up at me, her eyes filling with fresh tears. “It’s my mom’s birthday today,” she whispered, her voice breaking. “I completely forgot. I’ve never forgotten, not once in my life. She’s always made it special for me, even when money was tight, and I… I’m here having the time of my life while she…” A sob tore from her throat as she covered her face with her hands. “No card, no gift, no nothing. I’m the worst daughter.”

I immediately wrapped my arms around her, pulling her close. Her robe slipped slightly off one shoulder, but I gently fixed it, focusing only on comforting her.

“You’re not the worst. You’re amazing, and we’ll fix this,” I said firmly, stroking her hair.

I glanced over my shoulder to see Lily standing in the doorway, her face filled with concern. Without hesitation, she joined us, wrapping her arms around both of us.

“We can leave right now, drive back to Sacramento,” Lily said, her voice unusually gentle. “Expo’s fun, but family comes first.”

Julia cried harder, her body shaking against mine. “But you two were so excited… the contest, the panels, the castle rewards and all that …”

Lily pulled back slightly, her expression firm and serious, a look I rarely saw on her playful face. “Family is more important than a stupid expo. There were a lot of stinkers there anyway, crowds, lines, people who smelled like they hadn’t showered since last con. We can go to another one anytime.”

I nodded, squeezing Julia’s shoulder. “Lily’s right. Your mom’s birthday matters more. We’ll stop on the way, find a gift, something thoughtful, and surprise her.”

Julia looked up at us, tears still streaming down her face, but gratitude flickered in her eyes. “You’d really leave the expo… for me and Mom?”

Lily and I exchanged a quick glance before I answered, “Of course.”

The relief that washed over Julia’s face made my chest tighten. She wiped at her tears with the back of her hand, smearing her makeup further.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

I stood up, switching immediately to action mode. “Let’s get packed. We can be on the road in twenty minutes.”

We moved quickly. Lily helped Julia clean her face while I started throwing our things into suitcases. We hadn’t unpacked much, which made the process faster. I carefully packed away our costumes, making sure Lily’s Tetra outfit and my Link gear wouldn’t get damaged. The porn magazines and DVD went into a separate bag, along with the half-empty bottle of champagne.

Julia came out of the bathroom in normal clothes, jeans and a simple blue t-shirt. Her face was scrubbed clean of makeup, and her hair was back to its natural brown. She looked younger, more vulnerable but also calmer.

“I called the front desk,” I told her, zipping up the last bag. “They’re preparing our bill now. We’ll be out of here in five minutes.”

Julia nodded, attempting a smile. “I don’t know how to thank you both.”

“You don’t have to,” I assured her, giving her shoulder a gentle squeeze. “That’s what family does.”

We did a final sweep of the room to make sure we hadn’t forgotten anything, then headed down to the lobby. I dealt with checkout while the girls waited with our bags.

“Early checkout? Is everything all right with the room?” the receptionist asked, looking concerned.

“Everything was perfect,” I assured her. “It’s a family thing. We need to get back to Sacramento.”

She nodded sympathetically and processed our bill quickly. “I hope everything’s okay.”

“It will be,” I said, signing the receipt.

The valet brought our car around and we loaded our bags into the trunk. Julia slid into the front passenger seat while Lily climbed in back, immediately leaning forward between the seats.

“Operation Birthday Rescue is a go,” Lily said as I started the engine.

As we pulled away from the hotel, Julia reached over and took my hand, squeezing it gently. “Thank you,” she whispered again.

I squeezed back. “We’ll make this right.”

We merged onto the highway, heading back toward Sacramento. The mood in the car was somber but determined, a sharp contrast to our excited chatter on the journey to San Francisco. Julia sat quietly in the passenger seat, absently scrolling through her phone.

“So,” I said, breaking the silence, “let’s think about what your mom would like for her birthday.”

Julia looked up, her face brightening slightly. “Mom’s traditional gift is always flowers, she loves lilies or roses. It’s simple, but it means a lot.”

“Flowers are easy, we’ll grab those,” I said, already mentally mapping our route. “But what about a bigger surprise? Something unique?”

Julia’s shoulders lifted in a small shrug. “I don’t know … she doesn’t expect much, just us together is enough.”

Lily leaned forward from the backseat, resting her chin on the headrest between us. “What about something personal? Something that would make her feel special?”

I thought for a moment, remembering how Vanessa had mentioned her modeling days. “What about a photo from her modeling days? Something special, one that captures her at her best.”

Julia’s eyes widened. “Maybe… I think I have one on my phone. From when she was nineteen, right after she got pregnant with me. She looks so beautiful and happy.”

She began scrolling through her phone, searching through saved images.

“That’s perfect,” I said, feeling optimistic. “We can frame it, make it personal and timeless.”

“Yes!” Lily agreed. “Sentimental and thoughtful, she’ll love it.”

Julia smiled, the first genuine smile I’d seen since we’d found her crying in the bathroom. “There’s a mall off I-80 with a nice frame shop. We could stop there.”

“Perfect,” I said, changing lanes to position us for the exit. “Operation Birthday Rescue is officially upgraded to Operation Birthday Success.”

Lily giggled from the backseat. “We’re like a special forces team, but for birthdays.”

Julia laughed too, the sound brightening the car’s atmosphere. “The Birthday Brigade.”

I followed Julia’s directions and soon pulled into the Fountains at Roseville, an upscale outdoor shopping center with Mediterranean-inspired architecture. Water features and carefully manicured greenery created a pleasant atmosphere despite the morning heat already building.

“Florist first,” I said, parking near a row of boutique shops.

We headed straight for a high-end florist with an impressive display of fresh flowers visible through the window. Inside, the shop smelled amazing, a mixture of fragrant blossoms and greenery that hit us as soon as we walked through the door.

“It’s nice … but not as nice as Mom’s,” Lily whispered.

I chuckled and draped my arm over her shoulder. “Agree.”

“Can I help you?” asked a middle-aged woman with stylish glasses and a green apron.

“We need a beautiful bouquet,” I explained. “Lilies or roses, preferably. It’s for a birthday.”

Julia stepped forward. “My mom loves pink lilies especially.”

The florist nodded knowingly. “I have some gorgeous stargazer lilies that came in this morning. Would you like to see them?”

We followed her to a refrigerated display case where she pulled out several stunning pink lilies with deep magenta speckles. “We could create a bouquet with these as the focal point, add some roses and greenery for texture.”

“That sounds perfect,” Julia said, her eyes lighting up.

While the florist worked on arranging the bouquet, Lily wandered around the shop, occasionally picking up small items and examining them.

“What else does your mom like?” I asked Julia quietly.

“Sweets,” she replied without hesitation. “Especially strawberry cheesecake. That’s her absolute favorite, always has been.”

I nodded. “Then that’s our next stop.”

The florist returned with a stunning arrangement, pink lilies and blush roses nestled among delicate greenery, all wrapped in elegant paper with a silk ribbon.

“It’s beautiful,” Julia said, clearly pleased.

I paid for the flowers, handing them carefully to Lily who promised to guard them with her life. Next, we made our way to an artisanal bakery across the promenade.

The display cases were filled with tempting pastries and cakes. A friendly server helped us select a perfect strawberry cheesecake, decorated with fresh berries and a dusting of powdered sugar.

While waiting for them to box it up, I turned to Julia. “Found the photo?”

She nodded, pulling out her phone and showing me the screen. My eyes widened slightly as I looked at the image of 19-year-old Vanessa. She was stunning, standing in a sunlit studio, one hand resting lightly on her barely visible baby bump. Her chestnut hair fell in waves around her shoulders, and she wore a simple white dress that highlighted her natural beauty. But it was her expression that truly captured me, a mixture of hope, joy, and determination that made her eyes sparkle.

“Wow … she was gorgeous,” I said honestly, unable to look away. “Still is … this is perfect.”

Julia’s eyes grew misty as she looked at the photo. “She was so young and full of dreams… I want her to remember that.”

Lily peered over my shoulder at the image. “Your mom was a total babe! I mean, she still is, but wow.”

Julia nodded proudly. “She had already done some big campaigns in Europe. Then she found out she was pregnant with me. Everyone told her to… you know, not keep me.” Her voice grew quiet. “But she chose me instead of her career.”

I squeezed her shoulder gently. “Let’s find the perfect frame for this.”

With the cheesecake boxed and safely in hand, we headed to a small frame shop tucked between a bookstore and a jewelry boutique. The walls were lined with frames of every style and material imaginable.

We spent nearly twenty minutes selecting the perfect frame, a simple silver design with a floral pattern etched into the corners. The shop owner helped us print the photo and arrange it perfectly within the frame.

As we waited for him to finish wrapping it, Lily tugged on my sleeve. “It’d be sweet if they could go on a family dinner too, give her a night out.”

I agreed immediately. “Julia, what’s her favorite restaurant?”

“There’s this steakhouse she always mentions when we drive past it,” Julia replied. “But we’ve never gone because it’s way too expensive.”

I nodded decisively. “Not anymore.”

I stepped up to the counter and asked the frame shop owner if he knew where I could purchase a gift card for the restaurant. He directed me to another shop, where I quickly purchased a $300 digital gift card.

Julia watched me with wide eyes as I gave it to her. “Tyler, you don’t have to do all this…”

“I really have to,” I said firmly. “Your mom deserves it, and you do too.”

Julia’s eyes welled with tears, and she suddenly threw her arms around me, hugging me tightly. Her body trembled slightly against mine. The hug lasted longer than a casual embrace, her fingers clutching the back of my shirt as if holding onto something precious.

When she finally pulled away, her cheeks were flushed. “Thank you,” she whispered.

Lily watched us with a cute smile, the bouquet cradled carefully in her arms. “Alright, Operation Birthday Surprise is ready for deployment. Let’s roll!”

* * *

Back in the car, Julia directed us toward their apartment complex.

“Mom should be home,” Julia said as we parked. “She usually does yoga on Sunday mornings.”

We gathered our gifts, hiding them behind her back. We climbed the outdoor stairs to the second floor, and Julia led us to the apartment.

She took a deep breath before knocking, exchanging nervous glances with Lily and me. We heard movement inside, then the door swung open.

Vanessa stood there in form-fitting yoga leggings and a light tank top, her hair pulled back in a ponytail. A yoga mat was visible on the floor behind her. Her eyes widened in surprise, then filled with confusion as she saw us.

“Julia?” she said, clearly stunned. “What are you—”

Before she could finish, Julia pulled the flowers from behind her back. “Happy birthday, Mom!” Julia exclaimed, revealing the bouquet of pink lilies and roses from behind her back.

I couldn’t help but notice how sexy Vanessa looked in her tight yoga pants and tank top that clung to her curves in all the right places. Her skin glistened with a light sheen of perspiration from her workout, and her chestnut hair was pulled back in a ponytail that emphasized her high cheekbones and full lips. Even dressed down, she radiated the same beauty that had made her a successful model years ago.

Vanessa’s eyes widened in surprise, then immediately filled with tears. “Julia! Oh honey…” She grabbed the flowers and then pulled her daughter into a tight embrace, her yoga-toned arms wrapping around Julia’s shoulders. “You came back? I thought you were at the expo.” Her voice broke with emotion as she buried her face in Julia’s hair.

They held each other for a long moment, and I found myself unexpectedly moved by their embrace. There was something about the genuine love between them that tugged at my heart.

“Yes, I had to come back, because I love you.”

“I love you too, darling. This is so thoughtful,” Vanessa said, finally pulling back to look at the flowers more carefully. Her fingers traced the petals. “But what about your big weekend? The expo you’ve been talking about for months?”

Julia glanced back at Lily and me, then turned to her mother with a smile. “I couldn’t skip your birthday. You’re more important.”

Vanessa’s eyes welled up again, and she cupped Julia’s face in her hands. “That’s my girl,” she said, then looked past her daughter to include Lily and me in her warm gaze. “Come in, all of you.”

We followed them into the apartment. The yoga mat Vanessa had been using was rolled up in the corner. Vanessa set the flowers in a vase while Julia placed the wrapped frame on the table. I carefully set down the cake box, and Lily was nearby, still in full Tetra mode with her boundless energy.

“Tell me everything,” Vanessa said, gesturing for us to sit at the table. “Did you have fun at the expo? I want to hear all about it.”

“It was great,” Julia said, settling into a chair. “But we had to come back.”

“We couldn’t let Julia miss your birthday,” Lily added, helping me with the cake box.

Vanessa’s eyes softened as she looked at the three of us. “Stay, at least for cake. You sacrificed your trip for me; the least I can do is share.”

We agreed easily, sitting around the small table as Vanessa brought plates and spoons from the kitchen. There was something comforting about the domestic scene, so different from the wild energy of the expo or the luxury of our hotel suite.

“So tell me about the expo,” Vanessa said, sitting down across from me. “Were there lots of people in costumes? Did you meet anyone interesting?”

We took turns describing the highlights, Lily enthusiastically recounting the cosplay meetups, Julia mentioning the new games we’d tried and me filling in details about the vendor hall and the impressive displays.

As we talked, I noticed Vanessa watching us with a knowing smile. She leaned forward, lowering her voice conspiratorially. “And… any interesting adventures? The three of you look positively glowing.” She winked, and I felt my cheeks warm slightly, remembering that she knew about our unconventional relationship.

Lily giggled, and Julia blushed deeply, suddenly very interested in arranging her napkin. Julia hinted at the threesome and the dirty magazine and porno. Vanessa blushed lightly and patted her knee. “You don’t have to tell me more. I’m happy it was successful,” Vanessa continued, mercifully changing the subject. “You deserve some fun.”

Julia eagerly reached for the gifts we’d brought. “Mom, we got you a few things.”

She’d already given her mother the flowers, which now sat in a simple glass vase at the center of the table. Vanessa touched them gently, a soft smile on her face. “My favorites… thank you.”

Next came the cake box, which I helped open to reveal the strawberry cheesecake inside, decorated with fresh berries.

“Strawberry!” Vanessa exclaimed, her eyes lighting up. “You remembered.”

“Your favorite,” Julia said with a smile.

Then came the wrapped frame. Vanessa carefully removed the paper, her expression curious. When she saw the photograph inside, her hands froze, and her eyes widened.

“Oh…” she whispered, her fingers trembling slightly as they traced the edge of the frame. “This is from my modeling days. The day after I found out about you.” She looked up at Julia, tears forming in her eyes. “I was so scared but so happy.”

I watched as she stared at the photo of her younger self, memories playing across her face.

“This is so thoughtful… and unique,” she said finally, looking up at all of us. “I’ll treasure it forever.”

Julia pulled out one last gift, the envelope containing the restaurant gift card. Vanessa opened it, her eyebrows rising in surprise as she read the amount. “This is generous… thank you,” she said, looking directly at me with a warm, knowing expression. She didn’t press about who had paid for it, but her look told me she suspected. “I can’t wait to go out to eat with you.”

“Me too,” Julia said, hugging her mother from the side.

We cut into the cheesecake then, passing slices around the table. The conversation flowed naturally as we ate, stories of Vanessa’s previous birthdays, memories Julia shared from their life together and Lily jumping in with her infectious enthusiasm. Vanessa hugged Julia again, kissing the top of her head as she thanked her repeatedly for coming home.

After we finished, Lily and I started gathering our things, sensing that mother and daughter might want some time alone.

“We should probably head back,” I said, standing up. “Let you two catch up.”

Julia rose and came to me, wrapping her arms around my waist in a hug that lingered longer than casual gratitude would warrant. “Thank you for being so loving and understanding,” she whispered against my chest. “You made this perfect.”

I held her close, breathing in the sweet scent of her hair. “Anytime,” I murmured back.

When Julia finally stepped away, Vanessa approached me. To my surprise, she embraced me warmly, her body pressing against mine in a way that was both maternal and loving.

“Thank you for taking care of my daughter,” she said. “And for everything today.”

As she pulled back, she kept her voice low, meant only for me to hear. “We’ll enjoy the rest of the evening.”

Lily and I said our goodbyes, waving as we headed back to the car. As I slid behind the wheel, I felt a satisfaction at having helped make Vanessa’s birthday special, warmth from seeing Julia so happy and an undeniable stirring of interest from being near Vanessa.

“We did good,” Lily said as we pulled away from the apartment complex, a satisfied smile on her face.

“Yeah,” I agreed, thinking about the genuine joy we’d brought to both women. “We really did.”

As we pulled away from the apartment complex, the late afternoon sun cast long golden shadows across the tree-lined streets of Sacramento. Lily slid into the passenger seat beside me, kicking off her shoes and tucking her feet under her, looking super cute.

The radio played in the background, some indie folk song that perfectly matched the warm, contented mood settling between us. We drove in silence for a few minutes, both processing the emotional afternoon we’d just shared.

Lily was the first to break the silence, her voice soft and sincere as she gazed out at the passing suburbs.

“You know… seeing Julia and her mom happy beats any expo. The look on Vanessa’s face when Julia gave her the flowers and the photo? Priceless.” She turned to face me, her expression unusually gentle. “It was really sweet what we did, dropping everything, the surprise, the gifts. You were amazing today.”

I smiled, reaching over to place my hand briefly on her thigh, giving it a gentle squeeze. The simple touch conveyed everything I was feeling. “Yeah… it felt right. Family stuff like that matters more than cosplay contests or panels.”

Lily nodded, her fingers finding mine and interlacing them. “Totally. Julia needed this. And honestly? I’m glad we came back.”

My phone buzzed in my pocket as we neared home, but I waited until we were parked in our driveway to check it.

A text from Vanessa lit up my screen, Thank you again… come by anytime <3

I smiled to myself, tucking the phone away. I noticed Diana’s car in the driveway.

“Looks like Mom’s home,” I said as I pulled in behind her car.

We hopped out and opened the door. “Mom, we’re home!” Lily called for her.

“You’re back already? I thought the expo was all weekend!” She was in the living room and hurried to greet us, wrapping Lily in a warm hug first, then turning to me with open arms.

I stepped into her embrace, feeling her curves press against me as she held me slightly longer than she had Lily. The familiar scent of flowers and her subtle perfume enveloped me, and I felt myself relax completely.

“What happened?” she asked, pulling back but keeping one hand on my arm, her eyes searching mine with maternal concern.

Lily quickly jumped in to explain. “Julia forgot her mom’s birthday, so we drove back to surprise her. Flowers, cheesecake, framed photo from her modeling days, and a steakhouse gift card so they can go out.”

Diana’s eyes softened immediately, and a proud smile spread across her face as she looked between us.

“That’s so thoughtful of you both.” Her gaze lingered on me, her expression warm with approval. “Especially you, Tyler, always looking out for people. And Lily, I’m proud you prioritized friendship over fun.”

She pulled us both toward the house, her arm looped through mine. “Come in, tell me everything. I want details.”

We followed her inside. The house smelled like freshly baked cookies, and I spotted a plate of them on the kitchen counter.

“I was just about to have some iced tea on the balcony,” Diana said, placing her flowers in a vase. “Why don’t you join me? It’s such a beautiful evening.”

Lily and I exchanged glances and nodded. After the emotional day, unwinding on the balcony sounded perfect.

“I’ll grab the tea,” Lily offered, heading to the kitchen while I followed Diana outside to our favorite spot.

Our balcony overlooked the neighborhood, with a perfect view of the setting sun painting the sky orange and pink. The outdoor sofa was draped with soft cushions, and string lights were already beginning to glow against the darkening sky. Diana’s collection of potted flowers added splashes of color around the edges.

Lily joined us a few minutes later, carrying a tray with three glasses of iced tea and a plate with some cookies. Diana sat down between us, taking a glass of tea and turning slightly so she could see both our faces.

“So… how did the expo go before the birthday rescue? And the rest of it?” she asked, her eyes twinkling with curiosity.

Lily launched into an enthusiastic recap, describing the cosplay meetups, the vendor hauls, and our trio photos.

“We looked killer as Link-Tetra-Zelda! Tyler was so hot with the Master Sword, you should have seen how many girls were checking him out.” She nudged Diana playfully, who smiled and rolled her eyes.

I sipped my tea, content to let Lily handle this part of the story. She had always been the better storyteller anyway, painting vivid pictures with her animated gestures and expressive face.

Then, in typical Lily fashion, she casually dropped a bomb into the conversation. “And on the drive there… we gave Tyler a little stamina boost. Took turns, Julia and I swapped seats, flashed him our asses and he came in Julia’s mouth. Then we did a cum swap kiss, super hot.”

I gave her a look, not expecting her to be quite so graphic. While we were open about our sexual activities at home, Lily had a knack for delivering these revelations with zero filter.

Diana’s expression shifted from amusement to concern, her brow furrowing slightly as she gave Lily a gentle but disapproving look. “Lily… that kind of stuff on the highway? You have to be careful. If something happened, crash, cop, distracted driver, it could have been dangerous, for all of you.” Her tone wasn’t judgmental, just concerned.

Lily had the good grace to look slightly abashed. “I know, I know. We were careful though. Empty stretch of highway, cruise control…”

Diana shook her head but couldn’t quite hide her smile. “Just promise me you’ll be more careful. I worry about you three.”

I nodded, reaching over to squeeze Diana’s hand reassuringly. “We will, I promise.”

She squeezed back, her thumb stroking my palm in that familiar way that always made me feel safe.

“So tell me more about Vanessa,” Diana said, changing the subject. “How did she react to her surprise?”

I smiled, remembering Vanessa’s tearful joy. “She was completely shocked. I don’t think she expected Julia to come back.”

“The photo was the best part,” Lily said, her voice softening. “It was from when Vanessa was pregnant with Julia. She got all teary when she saw it.”

Diana nodded thoughtfully. “That’s beautiful. Photos like that carry so much emotional weight.” She turned to me, her expression curious. “And Vanessa … what do you think of her so far?”

I felt a slight warmth creep into my cheeks, remembering Vanessa’s parting words and the text message burning a hole in my pocket. “She’s… really nice. You can still see the mode in her … beneath the mother.”

“And she’s totally hot,” Lily added with a grin. “Like, MILF status for sure—”

“Lily!” I cut her off, laughing despite myself.

Diana chuckled.

Suddenly remembering the text I saw earlier, I decided to shift the conversation. It was getting too dirty anyway. “By the way, Mom, how was your evening with Riley and Vanessa?”

Diana’s face lit up as she set her tea down on the table. “Wonderful,” she said, leaning back comfortably against the cushions. “We really wound down, wine, takeout, girl talk, you name it. Riley brought stories from the shop, Vanessa shared some modeling memories… we got closer.” Her smile grew warmer. “Laughed a lot, shared secrets. It felt good to connect like that.”

I noticed something in her expression, a kind of glow that went beyond simply enjoying a casual night with friends. Lily noticed it too, her eyebrows raising slightly as she studied Diana’s face.

“Sounds like fun,” I said, watching her carefully. “You all seemed to hit it off quickly.”

Diana took a slow sip of her tea, her eyes meeting mine over the rim of her glass. “They’re both special women,” she said, her fingers trailing absently along the edge of the sofa cushion. “We might make it a regular thing.”

Lily’s eyes widened, and she broke into a delighted grin. “Ooh, Mom’s got a girls’ night crew!” she exclaimed, bouncing slightly on the cushion.

Diana laughed. “Something like that.” She reached out to ruffle Lily’s hair affectionately.

There was a silence as the sun continued its descent, painting the sky in deepening shades of orange and purple. The string lights around the balcony glowed more as darkness gradually claimed the neighborhood. In the distance, a few early stars had begun to appear.

Lily shifted on the sofa, leaning against my shoulder with a contented sigh. “Best decision we made today,” she murmured, her eyes fixed on the sunset.

I knew she was talking about helping Julia, about putting someone else’s needs ahead of our own plans. I nodded, wrapping my arm around her shoulders and pulling her closer.

Diana watched us, maternal pride evident in her eyes. “I’m proud of you both,” she said quietly. “Family first, always.”

As we sat there together, I felt a profound sense of peace wash over me. The warmth of home, the comfort of being with the two women who meant the most to me in the world and the satisfaction of knowing we’d done something genuinely good today, it all blended together into a feeling of rightness that settled deep in my chest.

I thought about Julia and Vanessa sharing their evening together, about the possibility of seeing them again soon. I thought about Diana’s hints at new connections forming, about our unconventional family potentially growing in unexpected ways. The future stretched before us, full of possibilities and adventures I couldn’t yet imagine.

The sky had darkened when Lily finally stirred against me, yawning widely. “I should probably unpack,” she murmured, though she made no move to get up.

“It can wait until morning,” Diana said, reaching over to stroke Lily’s hair gently. “Today was a big day.”

I nodded in agreement, feeling the pleasant weight of exhaustion settling over me as well. Between the expo, the hotel adventures, the drive back, and Vanessa’s birthday surprise, we’d packed a lot into the past thirty-six hours.

“I’m going to head in and shower,” I said, reluctantly disentangling myself from Lily. “Anyone want me to bring out anything when I come back?”

Diana shook her head. “Just yourself. It’s too nice to go inside just yet.”

As I stood, stretching my arms above my head, I caught Diana watching me. Her eyes traced the line of my body appreciatively.

I nodded and headed up to shower.


Chapter 9

Afew days had passed since our impromptu birthday celebration for Vanessa. I sat at my desk, the late afternoon sun slanting through the blinds. The house was quiet aside from the distant noise of Lily’s stream down the hall.

I’d been working steadily for hours, reviewing inventory reports and answering emails from suppliers. Business was good, better than good, which meant more work but also more opportunities.

My phone buzzed beside my keyboard, pulling me from my concentration. When it buzzed again, and then a third time in quick succession, I finally reached for it.

Julia’s name lit up my screen with multiple text messages, Hi! We’re at Romano’s Steakhouse.

Mom hasn’t stopped smiling since we got here.

She loves the flowers and the framed photo.

A photo appeared next, showing Julia and Vanessa squeezed together in a leather booth, both beaming at the camera. Vanessa looked healthy and glowing, her modeling background evident in the natural way she posed, while Julia’s smile was wide and genuine. I couldn’t help noticing that Julia wore a navy blue sundress that had clearly seen better days, the hem was visibly frayed, the fabric faded from numerous washes, and there was a small pull near the shoulder that had been inexpertly mended.

Despite these imperfections, she looked absolutely beautiful. The worn dress somehow enhanced rather than diminished her charm, the faded fabric contrasting with her bright eyes and warm smile. It made me want to hold and kiss her again.

I typed back quickly. You both look amazing. So glad you’re enjoying it. That dress brings out your eyes, but you deserve something new. How about shopping after dinner? My treat.

There was a pause before her response came through, Oh! That’s really sweet but you don’t have to do that…

I smiled at her hesitation, imagining her blushing as she typed. I want to. No arguments. Say yes?

Another pause, then, Mom actually has a modeling gig tonight! Some local boutique hired her. So I’m free after dinner. Are you sure?

Absolutely. Text me when you’re done. I’ll pick you up.

Okay! Thank you thank you thank you!!!

I set my phone down, a pleasant anticipation building inside me. I checked the time, just past five. Plenty of time to wrap up work and take Julia shopping before the mall closed.

I quickly finished the inventory email I’d been drafting, double-checked my spreadsheet calculations and saved the file. The work would still be there tomorrow, but tonight was for something … someone more important.

I shut down my computer and stood, stretching my arms above my head to work out the kinks from sitting too long. Lily’s voice drifted down the hall, punctuated by keyboard clicks and occasional laughter.

Following the sounds, I made my way to her door and knocked lightly before cracking it open. Lily’s streaming room was bathed in the pinks and blues of her RGB lighting setup, creating an almost dreamlike atmosphere. She sat in her gaming chair, focused intently on her monitor, a pair of fluffy white bunny ears perched atop her head. Her outfit for today’s stream was a cropped pastel pink top that revealed her midriff and a short pleated skirt that had ridden up dangerously high as she shifted in her seat.

She was mid-sentence when she spotted me in the doorway, her eyes lighting up immediately.

“Oh! Family interruption, chat!” she said cheerfully to her audience, quickly muting her microphone before leaping out of her chair and bounding over to me. She threw her arms around my neck and pressed her lips against mine, a quick but hungry kiss that tasted of cherry lip balm. Her body pressed against mine for a brief moment before she pulled back, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

“How’s work going?” she asked, adjusting her bunny ears that had gone slightly askew during our greeting.

“Fantastic, but I’m taking a break. Julia’s at dinner with her mom, and I’m taking her shopping afterward.”

Lily’s eyes widened with delight, and she hugged me again, tighter this time. The bunny ears flopped against my cheek as she squeezed me.

“That’s so sweet of you,” she said, genuine warmth in her voice. “Tell her I said hi, and have fun spoiling her. She deserves it after everything.”

“I will.”

She gave me one more quick kiss before bouncing back to her chair. Unmuting her microphone, she spun to face her camera with a cheeky grin.

“Okay chat, my brother’s off to be a gentleman and take his girlfriend shopping. Isn’t he the sweetest?”

I chuckled and blew her a kiss, and she blew it back at me. I closed her door with a smile and headed to my room to change into something a little nicer than my work-from-home attire.

My phone pinged with a message from Julia, We just finished dinner. I’m heading home now. See you soon!

Perfect timing. I waited a little and then drove there.

* * *

I pulled into the apartment complex just as the sun was beginning to lower. I texted her that I had arrived and waited, drumming my fingers lightly against the steering wheel.

A few minutes later, I spotted her coming out of the building. She was still wearing the navy sundress from dinner, now with a light cardigan thrown over her shoulders against the evening chill. As she approached the car, I was struck again by her innocent beauty.

When she spotted me, her face lit up with a smile. Her hazel eyes were bright behind her glasses, and I noticed faint freckles scattered across her nose, highlighted by the warm afternoon light. There was something so naturally beautiful about her, no filters, no pretense, just Julia.

She hopped into the passenger seat with an eagerness that made me smile. Before she could even settle in, I found myself leaning over, drawn to her like gravity. Our lips met, and when she sighed against my mouth, I deepened the kiss. She melted into it, one hand coming up to cup my jaw, her fingers cool against my skin.

When we finally broke apart, we were both breathless. Julia laughed nervously, tucking that same stubborn strand of hair behind her ear again. The sound of her laughter filled the car, light and sweet.

“Hi,” she whispered, her cheeks flushed pink.

“Hi yourself,” I replied, unable to stop smiling.

She kicked off her shoes, letting them fall to the floor mat, and tucked her legs under her sideways, making herself comfortable. The cardigan slipped off one shoulder, revealing the delicate skin there.

I started the car and pulled away from the curb as soft indie acoustic music played on the radio. Julia looked more relaxed and happy than I’d seen her in a long time, her body language open and at ease as she settled into the seat.

I glanced over and smiled gently. “Okay, spill it. How was lunch? Tell me everything.”

Julia lit up instantly, her eyes sparkling behind her glasses as she turned toward me. Her hands began gesturing animatedly as she talked, painting pictures with her movements.

“It was amazing,” she said. “You should have seen Mom’s face when we walked in and they seated us at this gorgeous corner table. She actually gasped when she saw the flowers, like she couldn’t believe they were real. The hostess thought I was some kind of celebrity or something.”

I smiled, picturing Vanessa’s surprise. Julia continued, “Mom ordered her favorite ribeye, medium-rare, with mashed potatoes and creamed spinach,” Julia continued, her voice warming with the memory. “And a glass of red wine, something fancy I couldn’t pronounce. She never splurges like that.”

My hand rested near the gear shift, and I occasionally brushed her knee or squeezed her fingers when she paused in her story. I listened fully, no phone, no distractions, nodding at the right moments, my eyes flicking between the road and her expressive face.

“We shared bites and laughed about old family stories,” Julia said, smiling at the memory. “Mom told these embarrassing stories about me as a toddler, apparently I used to take off all my clothes at the grocery store. So I retaliated with stories about her modeling disasters, like the time she fell off a runway platform into the photographer’s pit.”

I chuckled, imagining Vanessa tumbling into a sea of cameras.

“She kept saying, ‘This is one of the best birthdays I’ve had in years, baby girl. Maybe ever.’” Julia’s voice lowered to a whisper. “She kept looking at the photo between bites. I think it meant more to her than the steak, and that’s saying something.”

“I’m glad you were enjoying yourselves,” I said.

As we stopped at a red light, I turned to look at her fully. There was something so innocent and beautiful about her in that moment, sharing these precious memories, her joy as clear as day. “I hope she appreciated the photo as well.”

Julia’s eyes lit up, and she leaned forward slightly, tucking her feet more securely beneath her. “Oh! She couldn’t stop touching the glass and talk about how, ‘This was the day I chose you over everything else. Look how young and scared I was.’ Then she looked at me and said, ‘Best decision I ever made, Julia. Not even close.’”

I nodded, genuinely moved by Vanessa’s words. The light turned green, and I accelerated smoothly, keeping my voice gentle as I asked, “Did the gift card surprise her? Or did she know it was me?”

Julia laughed. “She definitely knew. After you left, she looked at it, then looked straight at me and said, ‘Tell Tyler I said thank you.’ I tried to play it off like it was from both Lily and you, but she just gave me this look. You know, that mom look that says ‘I know exactly what’s happening here.’”

I chuckled, imagining Vanessa’s knowing expression. Julia reached over, her fingers touching my forearm lightly where it rested near the gear shift. Her touch was warm, gentle, her thumb brushing a small circle against my skin. The simple contact sent a pleasant shiver up my arm.

“You’re such a good listener, Tyler,” she said quietly. “Like … you actually care what I’m saying. Most guys would’ve zoned out by now.”

I shrugged modestly, feeling a warmth spread through my chest at her words. “I like hearing you talk. Especially when you’re this happy.”

Julia blushed hard, her cheeks turning a deep pink that spread down her neck. Her eyes dropped to her lap for a second before meeting mine again.

When she continued, her voice was more intimate. “Mom asked a ton of questions about you. Like… a lot.”

“Oh yeah?” I kept my tone casual, though I felt a flutter of interest. “What kind of questions?”

“She wanted to know how we met,” Julia said, playing with the frayed edge of her dress. “I told her about the streaming collab with Lily, how you helped us set up the equipment.”

I smiled at the memory. “That was a good day.”

“And she asked what you’re like day-to-day,” Julia continued, her fingers still absently tracing patterns on my forearm. “I told her you’re steady, thoughtful, always looking out for people.”

Her words made me feel oddly exposed, but in a good way, like someone had seen past my surface to something real.

“She even asked if you’re really as kind as I keep saying.” Julia let out a shy laugh, her blush deepening. “I told her yes. Obviously.”

The way she said it, with such certainty and warmth, made my heart beat a little faster.

“She kept smiling this weird knowing smile every time your name came up,” Julia admitted. “I think she likes you … a lot.”

I chuckled, feeling my own cheeks warm slightly. “Good to know I’m not in trouble with your mom yet.”

Julia squeezed my arm once more before letting go, settling back into the seat with a contented sigh. The car filled with silence for a moment, only the soft indie music from the radio and the sound of tires on asphalt surrounding us.

Then Julia perked up. “Okay, but seriously, where are we going? I haven’t been shopping for clothes that aren’t thrift in forever.”

I smiled, turning onto the highway exit that would take us to the upscale outdoor mall. “Somewhere nice. You pick whatever you want. No budget tonight.”

“Tyler, nooo, that’s too much!” Julia protested, but her eyes were already shining with excitement and gratitude. “You can’t just—”

“I can and I will,” I said firmly, enjoying the way her face lit up despite her protests. “Consider it a thank you for letting me be part of your mom’s birthday.”

As we pulled into the mall parking lot, Julia was already pointing at stores, her enthusiasm infectious. I found a spot near the main entrance and turned off the engine, taking a moment to watch her as she chattered about which stores she wanted to visit first.

In the fading evening light, with her worn dress and bright eyes, she looked both vulnerable and happy.

“Ready?” I asked, unbuckling my seatbelt.

Julia nodded eagerly, then impulsively leaned across the console to press a quick kiss to my cheek. “Thank you,” she whispered, her lips lingering near my ear for just a second longer than necessary.

The mall was busy with evening shoppers, but not crowded. As we walked from the parking lot, Julia stayed close to my side, occasionally brushing against me. When we reached the main promenade, her eyes widened at the array of stores, their windows displaying mannequins in the latest fashions.

“Where to first?” I asked, enjoying her excitement.

Julia bit her lip, looking around with a mix of eagerness and hesitation. “I don’t even know where to start. I usually just hit the clearance racks at Target or Goodwill.”

I spotted a mid-range boutique nearby with stylish but not overly trendy clothing displayed in the window. “How about there? Looks like they have some nice dresses.”

Julia nodded, and I placed my hand lightly on her back as we walked toward the store. Inside the boutique, the lighting cast a warm glow over racks of carefully arranged clothing. A sales associate with a welcoming smile approached as we entered.

“Welcome! Can I help you find anything specific today?”

Julia looked at me, a mixture of excitement and uncertainty in her eyes. I squeezed her hand reassuringly. “We’re just browsing,” I said. “Maybe some dresses, casual wear, whatever catches her eye.”

The associate nodded. “Let me know if you need anything. The fitting rooms are in the back.”

Julia moved toward a rack of dresses, her fingers gently touching the fabrics as if they might disappear. I followed, watching as she selected a few items, checking price tags and then quickly putting them back.

“Don’t look at the price,” I said. “Just pick what you like.”

She gave me a look that was both grateful and hesitant, but finally nodded and began selecting clothes in earnest.

Soon, Julia disappeared into the fitting room with an armful of garments while I settled into a comfortable chair outside, scrolling through my phone but mostly waiting for her.

When the door opened, I looked up and my eyes widened. Julia stood before me in a lavender sundress that flowed around her knees. The material cinched perfectly at her waist, highlighting her slender figure. She looked transformed, not just by the dress, but by the way she held herself in it.

She spun slowly, the fabric twirling around her legs. A laugh escaped her lips, bright and unfettered. “I feel like a princess!” she exclaimed, her hands smoothing down the sides of the dress.

I couldn’t help but smile at her joy. “You look like one,” I said honestly, my voice lower than I’d intended.

Her cheeks flushed with pleasure as she admired her reflection, turning to see the dress from different angles.

“We’ll take it,” I told the sales associate, who smiled and nodded.

“You don’t even know how much it costs,” Julia said weakly.

I stood up, moving closer to her. “It doesn’t matter.”

I handed my card to the associate for the first purchase of the evening. Julia’s eyes followed the transaction, her lip caught between her teeth.

“Thank you,” she whispered before hurrying back to try on more clothes.

The next outfit transformed her again. She stepped out in fitted black jeans that hugged her perfectly, paired with a cream off-shoulder sweater that made her skin glow. She stood in the doorway of the dressing room, one hand nervously playing with her hair.

“Is this too much?” she asked, a bit insecurely.

I stepped closer, my heart beating faster at her beauty. Gently, I brushed hair from her face, tucking it behind her ear.

“It’s perfect,” I assured her, my fingers lingering against her cheek. “You deserve to feel beautiful every day.”

Her eyes met mine, filled with gratitude. I handed my card to the associate again, not breaking our gaze.

As the evening progressed, Julia’s confidence grew with each new outfit. The sales associates began bringing items they thought would suit her, sensing the special occasion. One brought an emerald-green blouse that instantly caught my eye. “This would bring out your hazel eyes,” I suggested.

Julia tried it on, and the effect was stunning. The rich color transformed her, making her eyes appear almost golden in the boutique lighting.

On impulse, I picked up a simple silver necklace from a display near the register, a pendant on a fine chain. When Julia stepped out in the blouse, I held it up.

“To complete the look,” I said.

Her eyes widened as I stepped behind her, gently placing the necklace around her throat and fastening the clasp. Her fingers rose to touch the pendant, and in the mirror, I could see her eyes grow misty.

“No one’s ever bought me jewelry before,” she said.

I rested my hands lightly on her shoulders, meeting her eyes in the reflection.

We moved on to a display of casual wear, where she selected a cozy oversized cardigan in soft gray knit. When she tried it on, she hugged it tight around herself, burying her face in the soft material.

“These feel like a hug,” she murmured, her voice muffled by the fabric.

I smiled, watching her joy with each discovery. We added a pair of white sneakers to replace her worn ones, and with each purchase, I watched her transform, not just in appearance, but in how she carried herself. Her shoulders straightened, her smile came more readily and her laugh grew more confident.

Throughout the evening, she kept thanking me, her voice filled with disbelief. “You really don’t have to…” she’d say, or “This is too much…” But her protests grew weaker each time, overcome by the simple pleasure of having new, beautiful things that were truly hers.

I couldn’t take my eyes off her. Each time she came out of the dressing room, I found myself captivated by her natural beauty, enhanced but not hidden by the clothes. I told her how the sunshine yellow top matched her personality, how the soft blue cardigan brought out the kindness in her eyes and how each piece seemed made for her.

After the fifth outfit, the black jeans paired again with the cream sweater, Julia stopped in front of me. The joy in her expression had shifted to something more serious and more thoughtful.

“Tyler…” she began, her voice quiet but firm. “This is enough. More than enough. You’re not a wallet to me. You’re… you. And I’m already so happy with what you’ve given me today.”

Her words warmed my heart. I set the hanger I’d been holding aside and pulled her gently into my arms, my hands resting protectively on her back. She felt so right there, fitting perfectly against me.

I held her close, breathing in the clean scent of her hair, feeling how small and precious she was against my chest. In that moment, I realized how rare and dear this sweetness was, this genuine gratitude without calculation or expectation. Julia wasn’t looking for what she could get from me; she was simply grateful for what I’d already given.

“Let’s get these to the car,” I said, reluctant to break the moment but knowing we had many bags to carry.

I gathered the shopping bags while Julia collected her old purse. The sales associate smiled warmly at us as we left, wishing us a good evening. Outside, the mall lights were beginning to glow against the darkening sky.

At the car, I popped the trunk, and I loaded the bags carefully, arranging them so nothing would get crushed. Julia watched with a smile, her fingers playing with the pendant of her new necklace. “Thank you again,” she said. “For everything.”

Instead of getting in the car right away, I nodded toward a path that wound away from the parking lot. “Want to take a walk? There’s a nice view just down there.”

Julia’s eyes lit up. “I’d love that.”

We left the mall behind and walked hand-in-hand along the path that curved toward a small park overlooking the ocean. Palm trees swayed gently in the evening breeze, their fronds rustling above us. The sky was turning pink and orange as the sun approached the horizon, and the air was warm and comfy. Our fingers laced together naturally, as if they’d always belonged that way. Julia swung our joined hands lightly at first, a small gesture of happiness that made me smile. But as we continued walking, her steps slowed, and her playful movement stilled.

I noticed her expression shift, her smile fading, brow furrowing slightly, eyes growing distant. Something was troubling her, clouding the joy we’d shared all evening.

I stopped under a tree, turning to face her. “Hey … what’s wrong? You look worried.”

Julia hesitated, her eyes darting away from mine before she finally spoke, “This… all of this… feels too good to be true. You’re perfect: kind, patient, generous and strong. I keep waiting for the part where it falls apart.” She looked down at our joined hands, her thumb brushing across my knuckles. “My dad… he was a junkie. He left when I was little. Just walked out one day and never came back. Mom cried for weeks. I remember hiding in my room so she wouldn’t see me cry too.” Her voice cracked on the last words, and her confession landed hard. “I’m scared that one day you’ll decide I’m not worth it and leave too. Everyone leaves eventually.”

I cupped her face gently in my hands, my thumbs brushing her cheeks, willing her to look at me. “Julia… listen to me. I’m not him. I will never do that to you.” I pulled her closer, my voice low and steady as I continued. “You’re safe with me. I promise. I take care of the people I love, Lily, Mom, and now you. You’re part of that now. I’m not going anywhere.”

Julia’s eyes filled with tears as she searched my face, looking for any hint of insincerity. Finding none, she nodded slowly. “I know. I believe you. I just… needed to hear it.”

We stood there at the overlook as the sun dipped below the horizon, the sky blazing orange, pink and gold; the water glittering with reflected light. The breeze picked up slightly, carrying the scent of the ocean to us as day surrendered to evening.

“My whole life,” Julia said quietly, her gaze fixed on the horizon, “I’ve been waiting for the other shoe to drop. For good things to end. Mom worked so hard after Dad left, but there was never enough. Every time something good happened, something bad would follow.”

I wrapped my arm around her shoulders, pulling her against my side. “I understand that feeling. When Dad died, it felt like the world was just waiting to take more from us. But sometimes…” I paused, searching for the right words. “Sometimes good things can last, Julia. They can even grow.”

She turned to face me fully, her eyes reflecting the golden light of sunset. “I’ve never been very good at believing that.”

“Then let me help you believe,” I whispered, leaning down to brush my lips against hers.

We kissed gently at first, but when her arms slid around my neck, pulling me closer, I deepened the kiss, pouring all my feelings into it. I wanted her to feel how much she meant to me, how I would never walk away.

When we finally broke apart, Julia’s eyes remained closed for a moment longer, her lips curved in a soft smile. When she opened them, the doubt and fear had faded, replaced by warmth and hope.

“I could get used to sunset kisses,” she murmured.

I laughed, tucking hair behind her ear. “Good, because I plan on giving you plenty of them.”

We stood together as the first stars appeared in the darkening sky, neither of us in a hurry to leave. Julia leaned her head against my shoulder, and I held her close, enjoying the moment.

“Tyler?” she whispered, looking up at me with those expressive hazel eyes. The last rays of sunlight caught in her hair, turning the light brown strands to gold.

“Yes?” I answered, my voice low and intimate in the growing twilight.

She hesitated for a moment, her fingers nervously toying with the pendant of her new necklace. The ocean stretched out before us, vast and glittering, catching the last brilliant colors of the sunset. The view was breathtaking, but I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

“I love you,” she finally whispered, her voice trembling but sure. “I know it might seem fast, but I do. I love you, Tyler.”

a warmth spreading through me. In that moment, with her looking up at me with such vulnerability and hope, I knew with absolute certainty that I felt the same.

“I love you too, Julia,” I said, a smile spreading across my face.

I pulled her to me then, one hand sliding to her back while the other cradled her face. Yet again, our lips met in a deep, slow kiss as the sunset painted us in its warm light. The breeze picked up slightly, tugging at her new cardigan and sending her hair dancing around us. Her hands slid up to cradle my face, her touch gentle yet certain.

The kiss lingered between us, tender and reassuring, full of promise. I poured everything I felt for her into that kiss, my protection, my devotion and my love. When we finally broke apart, I kept her close, our foreheads resting together, sharing the same breath.

“You’ll always be safe,” I promised against her lips. “Taken care of. Just like I take care of Lily. You’re mine now, okay?”

Julia nodded, tears slipping down her cheeks though she was smiling. “Okay,” she whispered back.

We stood wrapped in each other as the last light faded from the sky, our hands still linked. The stars began to appear one by one above us, and her new clothes waited in the car, tangible symbols of the care I would always show her. Our future stretched before us, bright and certain.

“It’s getting dark,” I said finally, though I made no move to leave. “We should probably head back.”

Julia nodded but didn’t step away. “Just one more minute,” she murmured, nestling closer against my chest.

I wrapped my arms more securely around her, sheltering her from the cooling evening air. The weight of her against me felt right, like a missing piece finally slotting into place.


Home Sweet Home 3

My relationship with Julia is going great… until I meet her mother.

Vanessa is a former supermodel in her late thirties, gorgeous and caring, but drowning in debt. When my clothing line needs a mature, beautiful face, she’s the perfect fit. What starts as a simple job offer quickly takes a romantic turn.

When Vanessa and Julia are evicted with nowhere else to go, I do the only thing I can: I bring them both into my home. Now the woman I love and the forbidden woman I’ve been dreaming about are living under the same roof.

I saved them. But keeping our secret is becoming impossible… and the dangerous possibility that I might end up with both of them is getting harder to resist.


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.


Home Sweet Home 4 Epilogue

When a hostile neighbor threatens the peace of my unconventional household, I realize we may have outgrown the home that brought us together. As Diana and Riley prepare to sell the flower shop, Riley’s farm offers something we’ve been missing: privacy, space, and a chance at a fresh start. The women I love and I are ready to leave the past behind and build a new life together.


Chapter 1

Amonth flew by after that incredible night with Vanessa and Julia. Life settled into a new flow, one filled with more pleasure and fun than I ever imagined possible. The memory of that threesome still made my cock twitch whenever I thought about it: their tongues meeting around my shaft, Vanessa watching as I filled Julia completely.

I sat in my office, the afternoon sun streaming through the blinds as I clicked through footage on my monitor. Vanessa sat beside me, her perfume filling my senses as she leaned closer to point at something on the screen. Diana had taken Lily and Julia shopping for new streaming equipment, leaving us alone for the afternoon.

“I like that angle better,” Vanessa said, her finger tracing the outline of her own silhouette on the screen. The latest photoshoot had gone exceptionally well, her confidence had grown exponentially since joining my business. “The lighting hits my cheekbones perfectly there.”

I nodded, making the adjustment in the editing software. “You’re a natural at this. The camera absolutely loves you.”

She smiled, a hint of pride in her eyes. “I got another email yesterday. Some agency in the city wants me to do a commercial for them.”

“That’s amazing,” I said, genuinely impressed but feeling a slight pang of possessiveness. “Are you going to take it?”

Vanessa shook her head, her chestnut hair brushing against my arm. “No. I only want to work with you. This is special. I don’t want to share it with anyone else.”

Her loyalty warmed me. I continued clicking through the shots, each one more stunning than the last. Vanessa had blossomed in front of the camera, her maturity and confidence shining through in every pose.

“You were quite loud with Julia last night,” she said suddenly, a mischievous glint in her eye. “I could hear you two all the way from my room.”

Heat rushed to my face. “Sorry about that. We got carried away.”

“Don’t apologize,” Vanessa said, her hand finding my thigh under the desk. “It turned me on. Hearing Julia climax like that… knowing it was because of you.” Her fingers inched higher. “It made me wet.”

The past month had been a whirlwind, full of new experiences with the women in the house. Lily and I still shared something special, and the bond I had with Diana hadn’t changed. Now Julia and Vanessa had become part of our unconventional dynamic as well. Some nights I’d take Lily and Julia together, their youthful energy matching perfectly. Other nights, Diana and Vanessa would teach new techniques, the two mature women showing me pleasures I’d never imagined.

Vanessa’s hand reached my growing bulge, massaging gently. “You’ve been so busy lately,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “Satisfying all of us. Do you ever get tired?”

I turned to look at her, taking in her blue-green eyes and full lips. “Never,” I answered truthfully. “Especially not when it comes to you.”

She bit her lip, glancing at the monitor where a particularly sensual shot of her was displayed. In the image, she was posed on a chaise lounge, her curves highlighted perfectly by the sports top and leggings, the fabric clinging to her breasts and hips in a way that made my cock hard.

“You look incredible,” I murmured, my eyes darting between the image and the real woman beside me.

“You made me feel incredible,” she replied, her hand now boldly squeezing my hardness through my pants. “You’ve changed everything for us, Tyler. For me.”

I couldn’t take it anymore. I spun my chair to face her, pulling her onto my lap in one swift motion. Our mouths crashed together, tongues meeting in a desperate dance.

“I need you,” she gasped against my lips, already grinding her hips against my erection. “Right now.”

I stood, lifting her with me, and swept my arm across the desk, sending papers flying. I set her down on the edge, my hands already working at the buttons of her blouse. She helped, fingers fumbling with excitement as she revealed her black sports bra underneath, one that I’d given her.

“God, you’re gorgeous,” I growled, pushing the fabric aside to expose her large breasts, the rosy nipples already hard and begging to be sucked.

I bent down, taking one nipple into my mouth while my hand massaged the other breast. Vanessa’s head fell back, a moan escaping her lips as she arched into my touch. Her fingers tangled in my hair, holding me close.

“I’ve been thinking about this all day,” she admitted between gasps. “Watching you work, so focused and in control. I wanted to distract you.”

I chuckled against her skin, moving to her other breast. “Mission accomplished.”

Her hands moved to my belt, quickly unfastening it and unzipping my pants. My cock sprang free, already rock hard and leaking at the tip. Vanessa wrapped her long fingers around it, stroking slowly.

“Push it inside me.”

I pushed her skirt up around her waist, revealing a matching black thong. I hooked my fingers under the thin fabric and pulled it aside, exposing her already wet pussy. I ran my fingers through her folds, finding her hot and ready.

“Always so wet for me,” I murmured appreciatively.

Vanessa squirmed under my touch, her hips bucking impatiently. “Please, Tyler. Don’t tease me.”

I positioned myself at her entrance, rubbing the head of my cock against her slickness. Then, with one powerful thrust, I buried myself inside her to the hilt. We both groaned at the sensation, her walls gripping me tightly.

“Fuck, you feel amazing,” I gasped, holding still for a moment to savor the feeling of being completely surrounded by her heat.

I began to move, slowly at first, then picking up speed as Vanessa wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper with each thrust. The desk creaked beneath us, papers crunching under Vanessa’s back as I pounded into her.

“Yes, yes, right there,” she moaned, her voice getting louder with each thrust. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop!”

I gripped her hips, angling myself to hit that perfect spot inside her that made her see stars. Her moans turned to cries, her nails digging into my shoulders through my shirt. The wet sounds of our joining filled the room, along with the thumping of the desk against the wall.

“You feel so good,” I grunted, feeling my release building already. “So fucking tight.”

Vanessa’s inner walls clenched around me as her first orgasm hit, her back arching off the desk. “Tyler! Oh god, Tyler!” she screamed, her voice echoing through the empty house.

I continued thrusting through her climax, relentless in my pace. Sweat beaded on my forehead as I drove into her again and again, the desk now slamming loudly against the wall with each powerful thrust.

I felt my own release approaching, that familiar tightening in my balls. Then with a final, powerful thrust, I buried myself as deep as possible and exploded, pumping rope after rope of hot cum into her pink depths. Vanessa came again at the same moment, her pussy milking me for every drop.

We stayed like that for a moment, both panting heavily, my forehead resting against hers. Slowly, I became aware of the mess we’d made: papers scattered across the floor, Vanessa’s blouse hanging open, her skirt bunched around her waist and my pants around my ankles.

“Geez, what a mess,” I said.

Before she could reply, we both froze at the sound of a sharp, angry knock on the front door. Three rapid bangs, followed by a pause, then three more.

“Shit,” I muttered, quickly pulling out of Vanessa and hastily tucking myself back into my pants. Vanessa jumped off the desk, adjusting her clothes with trembling hands.

The knocking came again, more insistent this time. I hastily zipped up my pants as Vanessa straightened her skirt.

“Coming!” I called out, running a hand through my disheveled hair. Vanessa quickly buttoned her blouse.

“Do I look okay?” she whispered, her cheeks still flushed.

I nodded, pressing a quick kiss to her forehead before heading downstairs. The knocking continued, growing more aggressive with each passing second. When I finally opened the door, I found myself face to face with my neighbor: a scrawny middle-aged man with a permanent scowl. I’d seen him around occasionally but never bothered to learn his name.

“Can I help you?” I asked.

His nostrils flared as he looked past me into the house. “What the hell is going on in there?” he demanded, his voice shrill with indignation. “The whole neighborhood can hear you! Is this some kind of brothel you’re running?”

“Excuse me?”

“Don’t play dumb with me,” he spat. “All hours of the day and night: moaning, screaming, banging against walls. I’ve got kids living next door! They shouldn’t have to hear… whatever the hell you people are doing in there.”

Vanessa appeared behind me, her composure mostly restored though her cheeks were still flushed. The neighbor’s eyes narrowed when he saw her.

“Listen,” I said, keeping my voice calm and reasonable. “I apologize if we were being loud. We’ll keep it down.”

“Keep it down?” he scoffed. “I’m this close to calling the police.” He held up his thumb and index finger with barely a space between them. “Public indecency, disturbing the peace, I bet they’d find all sorts of things wrong with whatever’s happening in this house.”

Vanessa stepped forward, anger flashing in her eyes. “Are you threatening us?”

I placed a gentle hand on her arm, silently urging her to let me handle this. The last thing we needed was police involvement, especially given our unconventional living situation.

“Sir,” I said firmly but politely, “I understand your concern, and I apologize for any disturbance. We’ll be more mindful of the noise level going forward.”

The man glared at us for a long moment, his jaw working as if he had more to say. Finally, he jabbed a finger in my direction. “One more incident like today, and I’m calling the cops. Got it? This is a family neighborhood.”

“Understood,” I replied evenly, refusing to be intimidated. “Have a good day.”

I closed the door before he could say anything else, letting out a long breath as I turned to face Vanessa. She was clearly fuming, her arms crossed tightly over her chest.

“What an absolute jerk,” she hissed. “Who does he think he is?”

I shrugged, trying to defuse the tension with a small smile. “Just a neighbor with sensitive ears, I guess.”

Vanessa’s anger didn’t subside. “Has he always been like this? A troublemaker?”

“Honestly, I’ve barely interacted with him before,” I admitted. “He keeps to himself mostly. I think I’ve waved to him maybe twice in the three years I’ve lived here.”

She scoffed, running a hand through her chestnut hair. “I bet he’s just jealous. Young, successful guy like you, living with beautiful women…” A smirk played on her lips. “Maybe he heard me screaming your name and it bruised his fragile ego.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at that, pulling her into a gentle embrace. “Maybe. But we should probably try to keep it down a bit. The last thing we need is police showing up and asking questions about our unique living arrangement.”

Vanessa sighed, melting against me. “Fine. I’ll try to be quieter. No promises though, you make it very difficult.”

We made our way back upstairs to my office, where papers were still scattered across the floor from our fucking. Vanessa helped me gather them up.

“Let’s get back to work,” I suggested, settling into my chair and pulling up the spreadsheet we’d been reviewing before getting distracted. “We should finish going through these numbers.”

Vanessa nodded, leaning over my shoulder to look at the screen. The financial data showed impressive growth, the fitness business was thriving. The numbers were better than I’d ever anticipated.

“It’s all so positive,” Vanessa murmured, her finger tracing along a particularly impressive upward trend. “I can’t believe how quickly things have turned around.” She paused, her voice growing softer. “I still feel embarrassed sometimes, thinking about the debt you paid off for us.”

I turned in my chair, taking her hands in mine. “Hey, look at me.” When her blue-green eyes met mine, I continued, “The money was just money. What you and Julia have given back to us in love, in joy, in passion … that’s worth so much more.”

Her eyes glistened with unshed tears. She leaned forward, pressing her forehead against mine. “Thank you,” she whispered. “For everything. For saving us, for believing in us… and for loving us.”

I kissed her. “It finally feels complete, with you and Julia here. I wouldn’t change a thing.”

Vanessa smiled against my lips. “Not even our nosy neighbor?”

I chuckled. “Well, maybe that part. But everything else? Perfect.”

We turned back to the computer, working through spreadsheets and editing photos for another hour before I heard the front door open downstairs, followed by excited chatter and shopping bags rustling.

“We’re home!” Diana’s voice called up the stairs. “And we brought sandwiches!”

Vanessa smiled at me, closing the laptop. “Perfect timing. I’m starving after all that… work.”

I winked at her as we headed downstairs to join the others.

“So how was your afternoon?” Diana asked, passing around the food at the dining table. “Did you get much work done?”

Lily snorted. “Yeah, what kind of ‘work’ were you two up to? The house was empty all afternoon…”

I caught Vanessa’s eye across the table, watching a blush creep up her neck. Julia glanced between us, a knowing smile playing on her lips. I just chuckled. “There’s a lot going on behind the scenes. Updating products, ads… more than you’d think.”

“So only work?” she said, narrowing her eyes suspiciously.

“Actually,” I said, deciding to address the elephant in the room, “we had a visitor while you were out.”

Diana raised an eyebrow. “Oh?”

I took a bite of my sandwich before continuing. “Our neighbor came by. The grumpy one from next door. Apparently, we’ve been noisy.”

Lily’s eyes widened. “Wait, seriously? He actually complained? What did he say?”

“He threatened to call the cops,” Vanessa said, grabbing her sandwich with unusual force. “Said we were disturbing the neighborhood.”

Julia’s face instantly flushed crimson. “Oh my god,” she whispered. “He heard us? All of us?”

“He specifically mentioned the noise from today,” I explained, watching Julia’s expression shift from embarrassment to concern as she looked at her mother.

“Mom, are you okay? This is awful.” Julia reached across the table to squeeze Vanessa’s hand.

Lily, meanwhile, grinned. “We’re that loud? That’s kind of hot. I mean, we must be really good if the neighbors are getting jealous.”

Diana brushed her lips, her expression thoughtful but calm. “That man has always been difficult,” she said, her voice steady and firm.

“Really?” Vanessa asked. “So this isn’t new behavior?”

Diana shook her head. “Not at all. Frank, that’s his name, he and his wife moved in many years ago. They seemed happy at first, but then she left him. After that, he became bitter.”

“So he’s divorced?” Vanessa asked.

Diana nodded. “She couldn’t handle his controlling behavior. At least, that’s what she told me before she left. He tried to dictate everything: when she could go out, who she could see.” She sighed.

“So you think he’s just jealous?” I asked, thinking back to what Vanessa had suggested earlier.

“I think he’s sad,” Diana said simply. “Sad and lonely. He sees a house full of happy, attractive women, and a young man who clearly keeps them all very satisfied.” She winked at me. “And it reminds him of everything he’s lost.”

“That’s what I told Tyler earlier,” Vanessa said, her anger seemingly diffused by this new perspective. “He’s jealous.”

Julia still looked uncomfortable. “But what if he does call the police? What would we even say?”

“We’ll cross that bridge if we come to it,” Diana said firmly. “But for now, maybe we could try to be a little more discreet.”

Lily pouted. “But being loud is half the fun.”

We all laughed, the tension breaking. The conversation shifted to their shopping trip, with Lily excitedly showing off new equipment for her streaming setup while Julia described a fabric store they’d discovered for her cosplay projects.

After dinner, Diana disappeared into the kitchen, returning moments later with a large cake box. “I got us a little something to celebrate one month of our new arrangement.”

We moved to the living room. I settled onto the couch, and Lily immediately plopped down on my lap, wiggling to get comfortable. As she shifted, I felt something hard press against my thigh.

“Lily,” I whispered, “what’s that?”

She turned to face me, a mischievous glint in her eye. Without a word, she carefully lifted the back of her skirt, revealing her bare ass, and the base of a jeweled butt plug nestled between her cheeks.

“Surprise,” she whispered back, a wicked grin spreading across her face. “Julia has one too, but she’s too shy to show hers in front of everyone.”

I glanced at Julia, who blushed furiously but gave me a small, confirming nod.

“Since we have an annoying enemy neighbor now,” Lily continued, her voice low enough that only I could hear, “we should give him something to really complain about. Hard mode tonight.”

“Hard mode?” I repeated, raising an eyebrow.

“You know,” she wiggled her ass subtly against my growing erection, “anal.”

The thought of both girls preparing themselves this way sent blood rushing straight to my cock.

Lily felt my reaction and smiled triumphantly. “So? Are you up for it?”

I couldn’t help but chuckle at her boldness. “You’re incorrigible, you know that?”

“Is that a yes?” she pressed.

I nodded, my voice dropping to a husky whisper. “Absolutely.”

“But first cake,” Diana reminded us, opening the box to reveal a chocolate cake with “Love” written in elegant script across the top.

“It’s beautiful,” I said, genuinely touched by the gesture.

For the rest of the evening we enjoyed the cake and also a movie. I could barely focus on the movie Diana put on, too distracted by Lily’s occasional squirming on my lap and Julia’s shy glances from across the room. By the time we all said goodnight, I was painfully hard and ready.

In my bedroom, Lily wasted no time. As soon as the door closed, she pulled Julia close, kissing her deeply while reaching for the hem of her dress.

“I want to be extra loud tonight,” Lily said, breaking the kiss to look at me with fire in her eyes. “Let’s give Mr. Nosy Neighbor something to really complain about.”

Julia giggled, her earlier shyness melting away as she helped Lily strip off her clothes. “Hard mode it is.”

What followed was unlike anything we’d done before. Lily, always the more adventurous one, went first. She positioned herself on all fours on the bed, reaching back to slowly remove the plug that had been stretching her all evening. Her rosebud gaped open while I covered my cock in lube.

I took my time, entering her slowly, watching in fascination as her ass stretched around my cock. Lily moaned deliberately loudly as I pushed deeper, her hands fisting in the sheets.

“Oh fuck, Tyler,” she cried out, “your cock feels so much bigger in my ass!”

Julia watched wide-eyed, her hand between her legs, fingering herself as she waited for her turn. I fucked her ass for a minute or two before moving onto Julia, who was already on all fours.

“Me next,” she said, reaching back to remove her own plug.

I moved behind her, and as I pushed into her tight ass, she gasped, her back arching beautifully.

“God, yes,” she moaned, just as loud as Lily had been. “Deeper!”

Back and forth I went between them, fucking first one tight ass then the other. Lily’s eyes rolled back in pleasure as I filled her again, her moans growing louder with each thrust. Julia trembled beneath me when I returned to her, her ass gripping me firmly.

“Harder,” Lily said when I switched back to her. “Make me moan.”

I gripped Lily’s hips tightly, fucking harder. Her tight ass gripped my cock perfectly as I pounded into her, the lewd slapping sounds filling the room along with our moans.

“Yes! Fuck my ass!” Lily screamed, not even attempting to keep her voice down. “God, it’s so deep!”

Julia watched us intently, her fingers working furiously between her legs. The sight of her pleasuring herself while I fucked her friend’s ass pushed me closer to the edge.

With a final powerful thrust, I buried myself as deep as possible in Lily’s tight hole and exploded. My orgasm was intense, wave after wave of pleasure washing over me as I pumped her backdoor full of my seed. When I pulled out, her butt glistened with cum, and I spilled some over her cheeks.

I collapsed beside Lily, completely spent. Julia cuddled up on my other side, her body still warm from all the butt fucking. Lily’s breathing gradually slowed as she nestled against my chest, her eyes already drooping with exhaustion.

“That was nice,” she murmured sleepily. “Best hard mode ever.”

I pressed a kiss to her forehead, then turned to place one on Julia’s as well. “You two are something else.”

Julia smiled, her hand tracing patterns on my chest. “Next time I want to go first.”

I chuckled, pulling them both closer. The warmth of their bodies and the satisfaction of our activities quickly lulled me toward sleep. As my eyes drifted shut, I couldn’t help but smile. Nosy neighbor be damned … this was worth any trouble that might come.


Chapter 2

The next morning, I found myself alone in bed. A note on the pillow informed me that Lily and Julia had gone to pick up supplies for their next cosplay project. I stretched, feeling pleasantly sore from the previous night’s activities, and headed for the shower.

After getting dressed, I made my way to my office to catch up on some work. Vanessa was already there, scrolling through emails on her laptop.

“Morning,” she said brightly when I entered. “I hope you don’t mind. I wanted to get an early start.”

“Not at all,” I replied, settling into my chair beside her. “How are you feeling today?”

Vanessa’s lips curved into a smile that could only be described as mischievous. “A little jealous, actually. Julia told me about last night.”

I felt heat rush to my face. “Oh?”

“Mmm,” she said, turning to face me fully. Her hand reached for something in her purse. “She said you all had quite a good time.”

My eyes widened as she pulled out a small jeweled plug … the same one Julia had worn the night before. “Is that…”

“Julia’s? Yes.” Vanessa’s cheeks flushed slightly. “She let me borrow it. I’ve been curious.”

“You mean…”

“I tried it earlier this morning,” she confirmed, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “Getting ready for you.”

My cock instantly hardened at her words. Vanessa stood, walking around to my side of the desk with a deliberate sway of her hips. She bent down, her lips brushing against my ear.

“I want you to fuck my ass,” she whispered.

I groaned, pulling her onto my lap. Our lips met in a hungry kiss as my hands roamed her body, squeezing her ass and feeling the base of the plug through her skirt. Vanessa moaned into my mouth, grinding against my erection.

“Lock the door.”

Vanessa ran to comply, turning the lock before returning to me. In one swift motion, I spun her around and bent her over my desk, pushing her skirt up to reveal her lack of underwear.

“How long have you been planning this?” I asked, running my fingers along the seam of her ass.

“Since yesterday,” she admitted. “When I heard Lily and Julia talking about it.”

I slid in a finger, watching in fascination as her hole stretched around it.

“Are you sure about this?” I asked, wanting to be certain.

“Absolutely,” she replied, looking back at me over her shoulder. “I want to feel what made Julia moan so loudly.”

I unzipped my pants, freeing my throbbing erection. “You got lube?”

“Right on the desk,” she said with a grin.

After applying a generous amount of lube, I positioned myself at her backdoor. “Relax,” I instructed, slowly pushing forward.

Vanessa gasped as I entered her, her hands gripping the edge of the desk. “Oh god,” she moaned, not bothering to keep her voice down. “It’s so big.”

I took my time, allowing her to adjust to the unfamiliar intrusion. Once fully seated, I paused, enjoying the incredible tightness surrounding me.

“You feel amazing,” I groaned, beginning to fuck her slowly.

Vanessa’s moans grew louder for every smack. “Harder,” she said. “I want to feel it all.”

I increased my pace, gripping her hips firmly as I drove into her ass. The office filled with the sounds of our anal sex, skin slapping against skin, Vanessa’s increasingly vocal cries of pleasure, and my own grunts of exertion.

I compared her ass to Julia’s, and they both felt equally as great. It didn’t take long before I exploded deep inside her, filling her ass with my cum.

We collapsed against the desk, both breathing heavily. After a moment, I carefully withdrew, spilling cum on her ass and helping Vanessa stand.

“You aren’t sore?”

“Nope … No wonder Julia was walking funny this morning.”

We both laughed.

*****

Later that day, Riley would pay us a visit. Diana had prepared a barbecue, and we were enjoying the warm weather on the patio. I was manning the grill when a voice called out from the side gate. “Hello? Diana? Are you decent?”

“Riley!” Diana exclaimed, hurrying to let her friend in. “I was wondering when you’d show up.”

Riley stepped into the yard, looking stunning as always in a flowing summer dress. She carried a bottle of wine in one hand and a gift bag in the other.

“Sorry I’m late,” she said, air-kissing Diana’s cheeks. “Traffic was a nightmare.”

I waved from the grill. “Hey, Riley. Good to see you.”

Her eyes lit up when she saw me. “Tyler! Just the man I was hoping to see.” She approached, giving me a hug that pressed her impressive bust against my chest. All I could see was her gorgeous red hair, and I made sure to palm her plump ass once I got the chance.

“How are you?”

“I’m fine.”

“Details, details,” Riley waved her hand dismissively, then turned to the table where Vanessa, Julia, and Lily were setting out plates and utensils. She embraced all of them, happy to see Vanessa again, and Lily and Julia as well.

I returned my attention to the steaks on the grill, and soon we were all seated around the patio table, plates loaded with food and glasses filled with wine. The afternoon sun bathed everything in a golden glow as we ate and chatted.

“So,” Riley said, leaning toward Vanessa with a conspiratorial smile, “has Diana told you about our little business arrangement yet?”

Vanessa glanced at Diana. “The flower shop? Yeah, I know all about it.”

“Not just that,” Riley replied, her eyes twinkling. “Though the shop is doing wonderfully now, thanks to our handsome man here.” She raised her glass in my direction.

The past few months had been transformative for all of us. Diana and Riley’s business had struggled for years, but with my marketing expertise and financial backing, we’d managed to turn things around completely.

“Actually,” Diana said, setting down her wine glass, “that’s something I wanted to discuss with everyone today.” She looked around the table, her expression both excited and nervous. “Riley and I have been talking about selling the business.”

“Selling?” I asked, surprised. “But it’s profitable.”

Diana nodded. “Exactly. It’s the perfect time to sell, while the numbers look good. We’ve already had an offer from that chain that’s been expanding in the area.”

“But what would you do?” Lily asked, fork paused halfway to her mouth.

“Retire,” Diana replied simply. “Both of us. We’ve been working our whole lives. It’s time to enjoy ourselves a bit.”

The thought of Diana being home more often sent a thrill through me. More time together, more opportunities to explore our relationship without the constraints of her busy schedule.

“That sounds wonderful,” I said sincerely.

Diana smiled at me, reaching across the table to squeeze my hand. “It’s all thanks to you, Tyler. Without your help turning the business around, this wouldn’t be possible.”

“To Tyler,” Riley declared, raising her glass. “The man who satisfies… all our business needs.”

Everyone laughed and raised their glasses. As we clinked them together, Riley leaned closer to Vanessa.

“You know,” she said in a stage whisper loud enough for everyone to hear, “I once roleplayed as Diana to warm him up for sex.”

Vanessa giggled. Julia’s eyes widened to saucers, and Lily burst into laughter.

“Riley!” Diana admonished, though she was smiling. “Is nothing sacred?”

“What?” Riley asked innocently. “I’m just letting Vanessa know what she’s gotten herself into. No secrets among friends, right?”

Vanessa recovered quickly, a slow smile spreading across her face. “No secrets,” she agreed, glancing at me with heated eyes. “I appreciate your honesty.”

“Besides,” Riley continued, sipping her wine, “it clearly worked. Look at him now, keeping all of you satisfied, from what I hear.”

“Riley has always been very open,” I explained to Vanessa and Julia, feeling my cheeks warm despite myself.

“Open is one word for it,” Lily quipped. “Insatiable is another.”

We all laughed again, the conversation flowing easily as we ate. We traded stories. Diana and Riley told some other personal stories, and Vanessa and Julia told some as well. The afternoon stretched on pleasantly, but then I heard the distinctive sound of a car pulling up outside, followed by doors slamming.

“Are we expecting anyone else?” I asked, looking at Diana.

She shook her head, her brow furrowing. “No, that’s everyone.”

The doorbell rang, its chime carrying through the open patio doors. I stood up. “I’ll get it.”

Making my way through the house, I reached the front door and opened it to find two uniformed police officers standing on the porch. My stomach dropped.

“Good afternoon,” said the taller one, a middle-aged man with a serious expression. “I’m Officer Davis, and this is Officer Martinez. Are you the homeowner?”

“No, that would be Diana,” I replied, trying to keep my voice steady. “Is there a problem?”

“We’ve received some complaints from the neighbors,” Officer Martinez explained. She was younger, maybe early thirties, with dark hair pulled back in a tight bun. “May we speak with the homeowner?”

“Of course,” I said, stepping back to let them in. “We’re having a barbecue in the backyard. I’ll go get her.”

I returned to the patio, my face must have betrayed my concern because conversation immediately stopped.

“What is it?” Diana asked.

“Police,” I said quietly. “They want to talk to you. Something about neighbor complaints.”

Diana’s expression hardened as she stood, smoothing her dress. “Everyone stay here,” she instructed before following me inside.

The officers were waiting in the living room, both standing awkwardly as if afraid to touch anything.

“I’m Diana,” Diana said, extending her hand. “I understand there’s been a complaint?”

Officer Davis cleared his throat. “Yes, ma’am. We’ve received reports from a neighbor about excessive noise coming from this residence. Specifically, uh, noises of an intimate nature.”

I felt my face burning as Diana maintained her composure.

“I see,” she said coolly. “And this requires police intervention because…?”

“The reports indicate the noise has been extremely disruptive,” Officer Martinez cut in. “Multiple incidents over the past few days, at various hours. Your neighbor claims to have heard… explicit language and sounds that have disturbed his household.”

“This is ridiculous,” Diana said, crossing her arms. “We’re enjoying our home. Sometimes we’re enthusiastic, yes, but this is clearly an exaggeration.”

“Ma’am,” Officer Davis said, looking increasingly uncomfortable, “the reports specifically mention hearing multiple parties engaged in what sounds like sexual activity. At high volume, repeatedly.”

The back door opened, and the rest of our group filed in, curiosity evidently getting the better of them. I watched Julia’s face drain of color when she realized what was happening. Vanessa moved protectively closer to her daughter, while Lily looked more amused than concerned. Riley simply raised an eyebrow, watching the scene unfold.

“Officers,” I said, stepping forward, “I think there’s been a misunderstanding. We have a full house right now, with guests staying over. Sometimes we watch movies late, play video games, Lily streams online, which can get loud.”

Officer Martinez’s eyes moved from face to face.

“Sir, the complaints weren’t about video games,” she said pointedly. “Your neighbor specifically mentioned hearing sexual activities at disruptive volumes.”

Julia looked like she wanted the floor to swallow her. Vanessa’s jaw tightened, her hand finding her daughter’s shoulder.

“This is humiliating,” Vanessa said quietly. “Are we being accused of something illegal?”

“No, ma’am,” Officer Davis quickly assured her. “This is just a noise complaint. We’re required to follow up on all citizen reports.”

“Well, you’ve followed up,” Diana said firmly. “And I can assure you we’ll be more mindful of our enthusiasm in the future.”

Officer Martinez nodded, clearly eager to be done with this uncomfortable interaction. “That’s all we’re asking, ma’am. Just keep it down to a reasonable level.”

“Of course,” Diana replied with a tight smile. “Is there anything else?”

The officers exchanged glances before Officer Davis shook his head. “No, that’s all. Thank you for your cooperation. Have a good day.”

I showed them out, closing the door behind them with a sigh of relief. When I returned to the living room, the atmosphere was tense.

“Well,” Riley broke the silence, “that was interesting. What on earth was that about?”

Diana explained the situation as we all moved back to the patio. Julia couldn’t meet anyone’s eyes, her embarrassment palpable.

“It was that asshole neighbor, wasn’t it?” Lily asked, anger coloring her voice.

I nodded. “Must have been Frank.”

“What a petty, pathetic man,” Vanessa spat, her protective instincts clearly triggered by her daughter’s distress. “We’ve done nothing wrong.”

The rest of the afternoon was subdued, our earlier lighthearted mood shattered by the police visit. As everyone helped clean up after dinner, I couldn’t shake the feeling that our perfect little world was suddenly under threat.

* * *

That night, as I lay in bed with Lily and Julia curled against my side, I stared at the ceiling, mind racing with possibilities. What if the neighbor kept calling the police? What if someone started asking more questions about our living situation?

“Stop thinking so loud,” Lily mumbled, poking my chest. “I can practically hear the gears turning in your head.”

I sighed, pulling her closer. “Sorry. Just worried about this situation.”

Lily propped herself up on one elbow. “We should mess with him. Play porn audio through speakers pointed at his house.”

I couldn’t help but laugh, and so did Julia. “That would definitely make things worse.”

“Maybe,” she conceded with a mischievous smile, “but it would be satisfying.”

I kissed the top of her head, appreciating her spirit even as I worried about what tomorrow might bring.

* * *

The following morning, I found a note taped to our front door as I stepped out to grab the mail. In blocky, angry handwriting it read: KEEP IT DOWN OR I’M CALLING THE COPS AGAIN. LAST WARNING.

I crumpled the note in my fist, anger surging through me. This was becoming harassment. Inside, I found Diana and Vanessa at the kitchen table, sipping coffee and discussing plans for the day.

“Everything okay?” Diana asked, noticing my expression.

I smoothed out the crumpled paper and placed it on the table. “Our friendly neighbor left us a love note.”

Vanessa’s face darkened as she read it. “This is ridiculous. He’s trying to intimidate us.”

“It’s working,” Julia’s voice came from the doorway. She looked small and vulnerable, arms wrapped around herself. “Maybe we should just go.”

“Go where?” Vanessa asked, turning to her daughter.

“I dunno,” Julia said quietly.

“Absolutely not,” I said firmly, moving to put an arm around Julia’s shoulders. “This is our home.”

“Tyler is right,” Diana added. “We’re not letting some bitter old man dictate how we live our lives.”

Lily bounded down the stairs, still in her purple, tight pajamas. “What’s going on? A meeting without me?”

I handed her the note. Her eyes narrowed as she read it, then a wicked grin spread across her face. “Oh, it is ON. I’m going to make that man regret the day he ever moved next door.”

“Lily,” I said, “don’t make this worse.”

* * *

Over the next few days, the situation deteriorated rapidly. Every time one of us left the house, Frank would appear in his yard, watching with narrowed eyes. When Lily streamed late at night, he would bang on our door, even though she kept her voice at a reasonable volume. Each morning brought a new note, each one more threatening than the last.

The tension began to affect all of us differently. Lily grew increasingly defiant, deliberately making noise when she knew Frank was home. During one of her streams, she “accidentally” let slip that our neighbor was harassing us, sending her followers into a frenzy of outrage.

“Lily, what were you thinking?” I demanded after discovering what she’d done. “Now you’ve got thousands of strangers involved in our private business.”

“Good!” she shot back, arms crossed defiantly. “Maybe public shame will make him back off. Besides, I didn’t use his name or address.”

“That’s not the point,” I said. “This is exactly the kind of attention we don’t need right now.”

Julia, meanwhile, became quieter, spending more time with herself and less time with the rest of us. I found her one afternoon, packing some of her clothes into a suitcase.

“What are you doing?” I asked, leaning against the doorframe.

She jumped, not having heard me approach. “Just organizing.”

“Julia,” I said, sitting beside her on the bed. “Talk to me.”

Tears filled her eyes. “I’m so embarrassed, Tyler. The police came to your house because of us.”

“That’s not true,” I insisted, taking her hands in mine. “This is all because of one bitter, lonely man who can’t stand to see others happy.”

“But if Mom and I hadn’t moved in—”

“Then I wouldn’t be as happy as I am now,” I finished for her. “Julia, you and Vanessa belong here. With us … with me.”

She looked up at me, vulnerability plain in her eyes. “You really mean that?”

“With all my heart,” I promised, leaning in to kiss her gently.

* * *

Later that evening, Vanessa cornered me in the kitchen. Unlike her daughter, embarrassment had given way to fierce determination.

“I’m not letting that man shame us out of our happiness,” she said, hands on her hips. “We’ve done nothing wrong.”

“I know,” I agreed, admiring her strength. “But Julia’s really struggling with this.”

Vanessa’s expression softened. “She’s always been sensitive about what others think. But I refuse to let her believe we should be ashamed of our choices.”

The next morning, another note appeared, this one threatening legal action for maintaining a house of ill repute. Diana tore it up without comment, her lips pressed into a thin line.

That night, I lay awake long after everyone else had gone to bed. What had once been our sanctuary now felt under siege. Something had to change.

* * *

At breakfast the next morning, I cleared my throat to get everyone’s attention. “I think we should move,” I said simply.

Four pairs of eyes turned to me in surprise.

“Move?” Diana repeated. “Tyler, this is our home.”

“I know,” I said gently. “But maybe it’s time for a change. A fresh start somewhere new. Somewhere with more space, more privacy.”

Lily frowned. “Are you seriously letting this jerk win?”

“It’s not about winning or losing,” I explained. “It’s about what’s best for us. Look at us, we’re all stressed, on edge. Julia and Lily are sharing a bed, Vanessa’s still sleeping in Diana’s room. We’ve outgrown this house. This isn’t just about Frank.”

“He’s right,” Vanessa said after a moment. “As much as I hate to admit it, this place isn’t big enough for all of us.”

Julia nodded hesitantly. “I was thinking the same thing, but I didn’t want to say anything.”

Diana sighed and rubbed her temples for a moment, then looked around the table at all of us. “Actually… I’ve been thinking. I talked to Riley about this the other day.” She met my eyes, then glanced at everyone else. “Riley mentioned spending more time at the farm. She also mentioned it would be fun to have us there. There’s plenty of space, real privacy, horses, fresh air… and we would not have to deal with neighbors like Frank breathing down our necks every single time we make a sound. Plus, we’ll have plenty of money left for renovation.”

Lily’s eyes went wide. “I love her farm! I’ve wanted that since the last time we stayed there. Bella, the fields, no annoying neighbors… it would be perfect!”

I leaned back and nodded. “I’m not against it. The house has been feeling smaller and smaller lately anyway. And after everything with Frank… maybe a fresh start is exactly what we need.”

Lily immediately spun toward Julia, grabbing both her hands. “Julia! You’re going to love it there. There’s horses, a huge barn, tons of space to cosplay outside without anyone bothering us. We can ride together every day. It’s going to be amazing!”

Julia blinked, a little overwhelmed but smiling at Lily’s infectious energy. “If you guys think it’s a good idea… I’m okay with it.”

Diana smiled at Lily’s enthusiasm. “I’ll talk to Riley about it tomorrow.” She reached across the table and took my hand. “Tyler… I’m going to need your help with selling the flower shop. Would you help us?”

I squeezed her hand and nodded without hesitation. “Of course, whatever you need.”

Diana’s eyes softened with relief and gratitude. “Thank you, sweetie,” she whispered. “I’ll talk to Riley then about the farm.”


Chapter 3

The late afternoon sun poured through the large front windows of the florist shop, bathing everything in that warm, golden light Diana always said made the flowers look their most beautiful. The place was almost unrecognizable now. Most of the shelves stood empty. Cardboard boxes were stacked everywhere. The big Closed for New Chapter - Thank You for Years of Support sign hung in the window. The coolers were dark and silent. Only a few final buckets of roses and lilies remained on the counter, their petals glowing softly in the sunlight.

I had been here since early morning. I carried the heaviest boxes out to the truck, helped Riley disassemble and move the old display shelves, taped up dozens of cardboard boxes, and organized the final paperwork on the counter. My business experience had come in handy these last few weeks. I went over every offer with them line by line, negotiated a better sale price than they expected, and handled most of the contracts and closing documents so Diana and Riley would not have to deal with the stress. And now it was almost over.

Earlier, Diana had also asked Riley about the farm. “Riley… we talked about something yesterday. Are you really sure it’s okay if we all move to the farm?”

Riley’s face instantly brightened. “Are you kidding? Of course! There’s more than enough space for everyone. You, Tyler, Lily, Vanessa, and Julia… it’s going to be so much fun.”

“Does it have good internet connection?” I asked Riley.

“Of course,” she said. “You’ll have your own office and everything. We can also expand with the amount of money we have now.”

Diana let out a small, relieved laugh and squeezed Riley’s hands. “Then it’s settled.”

I was glad. It was about time we found a bigger home, especially after all that drama. The farm was free from neighbors, which meant we could be as loud as possible.

I continued to help them, and eventually, I set down the last heavy box by the door and wiped the sweat from my forehead. Diana stood in the middle of the shop, arms wrapped around herself, slowly turning in a circle like she was trying to memorize every inch of the space.

I walked over to her quietly. “That’s the last one. Truck is loaded.”

She did not answer right away. Instead, she stepped behind the counter and ran her fingers gently over the old wooden workbench she had used for years, the one with years of water stains, knife marks and little nicks from countless arrangements. Then she touched the old brass cash register she had refused to replace, even when it started sticking. Finally, she picked up a small glass vase from the shelf, the one she had used for Lily’s nineteenth birthday bouquet, filled with purple flowers because Lily had begged for princess colors.

“This place… It kept us going for so many years. I was twenty-eight, scared out of my mind. I did not know anything about running a business, but I knew I had to make it work. Every bouquet I made here was for you two. Every early morning when I came in before sunrise, every late night when my hands were raw from thorns and cold water, it was all so we could keep the house, so Lily could go to that private school after the bullying, so you could have a chance to build something of your own.”

Tears welled up in her eyes. She set the vase down carefully. I stepped forward and pulled her into my arms. She buried her face in my chest immediately, her hands clutching the back of my shirt as she cried.

I held her tight, one hand stroking her back, the other cradling the back of her head. “You did so much more than just keep the shop open,” I said against her hair. “You kept us together. You gave us stability when the world felt like it was falling apart. I am so proud of you.”

Riley came over from the back room, her own eyes misty. She wrapped her arms around both of us, turning it into a tight group hug. “We really did build something beautiful here,” Riley murmured. “Even on the hardest days, I never regretted it. Not once.”

Diana cried then slowly started to calm down in our arms. I kissed the top of her head, then her forehead, brushing away the tears on her cheeks with my thumb. She looked up at me, eyes red and shining, but there was something peaceful starting to settle in her expression.

“I was terrified of this day,” she admitted. “I thought selling the shop would feel like losing a piece of myself. Like I was failing you two all over again.”

“You are not failing anyone,” I said firmly. “You supported us for years. Now it is your turn to rest. At the farm, you can grow whatever flowers you want, whenever you want. No bills, no stress and no waking up at four a.m. to open the shop. You get to live, with all of us.”

She leaned up and kissed me, not a quick peck on the cheek like the old days, but a slow, grateful kiss on the lips. Her hands stayed on my chest, and for a moment the closeness between us felt warm and intimate even in the middle of all the emotion.

When she pulled back, she looked at both Riley and me with a small, watery smile.

“I do not know who I am without this shop,” she whispered. “But I think I am ready to find out.”

Riley squeezed her shoulder. “You are still the strongest, kindest woman I know. And now you have got all of us behind you.”

Diana took one last long look around the shop, at the workbench, the cash register, the vase, the golden light on the remaining flowers. Then she walked over to the light switch.

She hesitated for several seconds. “This chapter is over,” she said, almost to herself. “But a much better one is beginning.”

She flipped the switch. The lights went out. And the shop fell into a peaceful golden twilight, the last rays of sun making everything look almost magical one final time.

Diana turned back to us, took a deep breath, and said the words I knew had been hardest for her to say, “Let’s go home.”

* * *

Diana drove me back home, Riley following behind us in her own car. Diana stared out the window, her hand resting on mine. She hadn’t said much since we turned off the lights for the last time.

When we finally pulled into the driveway, the others were already waiting on the porch, and as soon as we got out of the car, Lily couldn’t hold it in anymore.

“So? How did it go?” she asked, eyes wide.

Diana took a deep breath, then smiled. She gathered everyone on the porch, waiting until Riley joined us before she spoke.

“It’s done,” Diana said. “The shop is officially sold.”

Lily let out a little squeal and clapped her hands. Vanessa reached over and gently rubbed Diana’s shoulder in support.

And then Diana continued. “And… we’ve made another decision. Riley is more than happy to have us at her farm. We’re moving there.”

Lily’s reaction was immediate. She jumped up from her seat, eyes sparkling. “Yes! Oh my god, yes! We’re really moving to the farm?!” She threw her arms around Diana first, then tackled me in a hug. “This is the best news ever!”

I wrapped an arm around her waist and chuckled.

Julia smiled shyly, though there was clear excitement in her eyes. “It sounds really nice,” she said quietly, glancing at her mom. “Lots of space to ride horses and… do other things without worrying.”

Vanessa nodded, looking at Diana with warm support. “A fresh start for all of us.”

Riley grinned from the edge of the porch. “I’m thrilled to have you all there. The farmhouse is going to feel alive again.”

Diana let out a relieved laugh as she looked at all of us gathered together. “We’ll start packing this week.”


Chapter 4

Boxes were stacked in every hallway, furniture had been pushed against walls, and the house that had been our home for so many years now echoed with footsteps and laughter. Lily was running around, wearing one of her old cosplay shirts. Julia labeled boxes with colorful markers. Vanessa and Diana worked together in the kitchen, wrapping dishes and reminiscing about old recipes.

I was the muscle. I carried the heaviest boxes, helped load the rented moving truck, and made sure nothing got damaged. Riley had come over early with her truck as well, and the two of us worked side by side, sweating under the morning sun.

By midday, the old house was mostly empty. I stood in the living room for a moment, looking around at the bare walls. The spot where Lily and I used to play video games. The couch where Diana used to fall asleep after long days at the shop. The stairs where Lily used to slide down the banister when she thought no one was watching. We had so many memories here that I could stand and reminisce over them for days.

Diana walked up beside me and slipped her hand into mine. “It feels strange, doesn’t it?” she whispered.

“Yeah,” I said quietly. “This house saw a lot. Good times… and some really hard ones.”

She leaned her head against my shoulder. “But we made it. And now we’re starting something new.”

Lily appeared from the kitchen, carrying the last small box. When she saw us standing there, she set it down and joined the hug, wrapping her arms around both of us. Julia and Vanessa followed shortly after, and even Riley came in from outside. For a long moment, the six of us stood together in the empty living room, holding each other in silence.

“This house took care of us,” Diana said softly. “Now it’s time for us to take care of each other somewhere new.”

We headed outside and locked the door for the final time. I handed Diana the keys, and she stared at them for several seconds before slipping them into her pocket. Then we climbed into the trucks and cars and left the old neighborhood behind.

* * *

The drive to Riley’s farm took just under an hour. As we turned onto the long gravel driveway, Lily said eagerly from the passenger seat. “Look! We’re here!”

The farmhouse came into view: big, charming, and surrounded by open fields. Horses grazed peacefully in the pasture. Bella lifted her head as if she already knew we were coming.

Riley pulled up beside us, grinning widely as she got out. “Welcome home, everyone!”

We spent the first couple of hours unloading the essentials. We went through the bedrooms, but when we got to the biggest room on the second floor: a spacious bedroom with a massive king bed that could easily fit four or five people comfortably, everyone stopped and looked at me.

Lily smirked. “This one’s obviously for Tyler… and whoever wants to sleep with him.”

Diana raised an eyebrow, a playful smile on her lips. “It does have the biggest bed. Seems practical.”

Riley laughed. “I vote we make this the official group room. Plenty of space for bonding.”

Vanessa blushed but didn’t disagree. Julia turned bright red and hid her face against Lily’s shoulder.

I couldn’t help but grin. “I’m not complaining.”

We spent the rest of the afternoon arranging furniture, unpacking clothes and turning the big farmhouse into our new home. But Riley told us that we should have some fun too. “I think Bella wants to say hello,” she said with a wink.

Lily dragged Julia and me toward the stables, her glossy brown hair swaying behind her with every step.

“Come on! We have to ride Bella just like the first time,” Lily said. “It’s tradition now.”

I chuckled and squeezed her hand. Julia walked on my other side, looking equal parts amused and a little nervous in her riding boots and sundress. “You two are really going to make me ride a horse just so you can relive your naughty memories?” she teased.

“Exactly,” Lily said with a grin, glancing back at her. “And you’re going to hear every detail.”

Bella was already saddled and waiting, her chocolate-brown coat gleaming in the sunlight. Lily mounted first, then patted the space behind her. I swung up behind her, my chest pressing warmly against her back as I wrapped my arms around her waist. Julia mounted a chestnut mare beside us.

As soon as Bella started walking, Lily leaned back against me with a contented sigh, her body fitting perfectly against mine.

“Remember this?” she asked, loud enough for Julia to hear. “This is exactly how we rode the first time we came here. I kept accidentally rubbing my ass against you every time Bella trotted. I made you touch my pussy too.”

I chuckled, resting my hand on her thigh. “You were terrible at pretending it was an accident.”

Lily giggled and turned her head slightly toward Julia. “I was so turned on that day, but being pressed against him like this… God, I was soaked. I kept imagining him pulling my dress up and fucking me right on the horse.”

Julia’s cheeks flushed a deep pink. She gripped the reins tighter. “You two are so naughty,” she murmured, though her voice was thick with arousal. “I still can’t believe you were doing all that while Diana was right there at the farmhouse.”

Lily’s grin widened. “Oh, we were way worse than that. Earlier that week, I gave him a blowjob on the couch while watching one of Mom’s old pornos. I was dressed as a nurse and everything. He came in my mouth for the first time and I swallowed almost all of it.

Julia let out a shy, breathless laugh. “Lily!”

“What?” Lily said innocently. “It felt amazing. And Tyler was so cute trying to act like we weren’t crossing every line possible.” She reached back and gave my thigh a playful squeeze. “Weren’t you, Tyler?”

I kissed the side of her neck. “You were impossible to resist.”

As we rode further into the sun-drenched fields, Lily kept sharing our memories: the tickle fights that turned into masturbation sessions, the risky shower quickie while Diana was sunbathing downstairs and how we almost got caught returning Diana’s porn DVD. Julia listened with wide eyes, her face growing more flushed with every story.

“You really did all of that behind everyone’s back at first?” Julia asked.

Lily nodded and pressed herself more firmly against me. “We tried to be good… but it felt too right. And now look at us.” She reached out and took Julia’s hand. “We don’t have to hide anything anymore.” Lily leaned her head back against my shoulder and let out a happy sigh as the warm breeze brushed over us. “This is perfect,” she whispered. “Our first day living here together… and I get to ride with both of you.”

Indeed, it was perfect.

We rode in comfortable silence for a while, the horses walking at a relaxed pace, until Lily pointed ahead. “There it is,” she said, her voice full of nostalgia. “Our spot.”

The secluded clearing came into view beside the gentle stream that fed into a small sparkling waterfall. Soft grass covered the ground, shaded by old trees. It looked exactly the same as I remembered.

We dismounted and tied Bella and the other horse to a nearby tree. Lily took both my hand and Julia’s, leading us straight to the exact patch of grass where everything had changed between us.

“Right here,” Lily whispered. She gently pulled us down so the three of us sat together, leaning back against my chest while reaching for Julia’s hand over my belly.

“This is where Tyler first went down on me,” she told Julia, her cheeks warming with the memory. “I was so nervous… but so ready. I’d never felt anything like it. He licked me so gently at first, then deeper, and I had to bite my own arm so I wouldn’t moan too loudly.”

Julia’s eyes widened. “Right here? Out in the open?”

Lily nodded, smiling. “Right here. I came so hard on his tongue I saw stars.” She turned her head and kissed my jaw. “And you were so good at it, even though it was the first time you tasted me.”

I wrapped one arm around Lily’s waist and rested my other hand on Julia’s thigh. “You tasted incredible,” I murmured.

“And later… this is also where we had sex for the first time. Full sex. I was so wet and aching for him. I remember lying right here, spreading my legs and begging him to take me.” She giggled. “I was so tight, but it felt perfect. When he finally pushed inside me… I thought I was going to melt.”

Julia was blushing furiously now, but she couldn’t look away. “God… you really lost your virginity right here?”

“I did,” Lily said proudly, squeezing Julia’s hand. “It was scary and exciting and the best thing we’d ever done. I came while he was deep inside me, and he filled me up right after. We just stayed like that for so long, breathing together.”

A peaceful quiet settled over us. Lily lay back fully, resting her head on my chest. Julia hesitated only a moment before curling up against my other side, her head on my shoulder. The warm afternoon sun filtered through the leaves above us as the stream trickled nearby.

I stroked both girls’ hair, one hand resting on Lily’s waist, the other gently running along Julia’s arm.

Lily tilted her head up and kissed me deeply. Then she let Julia have her turn. She leaned in and kissed me. It was gentle, a little nervous, but full of warmth.

When she pulled apart, both girls nestled closer against me. “This spot will always be special,” she said quietly. “But now it’s even better… because we’re all here together.”

We stayed like that for a long while, tangled together on the soft grass, trading soft kisses and gentle touches as the golden sunlight slowly shifted across the clearing.

* * *

The ride back was slow and easy, the warm evening air brushing over us as the sun began to sink behind the hills. Lily sat nestled between my arms, her back pressed against my chest, while Julia rode beside us. Every now and then Lily would reach over and squeeze Julia’s hand, smiling like she couldn’t believe this was all real.

When we finally got back to the farmhouse, the smell of grilled chicken and fresh herbs hit me immediately. Diana and Riley had set everything up beautifully on the big wooden porch: plates of food, chilled wine and lemonade.

“Look who decided to come back,” Riley called out with a big grin, her red hair glowing in the sunset.

Diana smiled as she placed the last dish on the table. “I hope you three worked up an appetite out there.”

We tied up the horses and joined them. I sat down with Lily on one side and Julia on the other. We filled our plates, the conversation light and full of laughter.

We talked about everything, and at one point Riley brought up the night she caught me and Lily.

I felt my face heat up as Riley took a sip of wine, grinning. Lily burst out laughing and hid her face against my shoulder. I groaned and rubbed the back of my neck, unable to stop smiling.

We clinked our glasses together as the sunset painted the sky in deep oranges and pinks. The conversation stayed warm and easy, full of teasing and affection. Lily stayed pressed against my side, Julia’s hand resting on my thigh under the table. Across from us, Diana and Riley kept exchanging happy glances.

As the sky slowly darkened, I looked around the table at all five of them: Lily, Diana, Riley, Vanessa and Julia and felt something settle deep in my chest. This was indeed home.
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