


Homecoming Harem





My Best Friend's Mom





Ethan Dixon



Copyright © 2023 Ethan Dixon



All rights reserved



The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.



No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.






About Homecoming Harem





My Best Friend’s Mom



Aaron has just returned home after graduating, and the only thing on his mind is his long-time crush, Lindsey. The voluptuous, redheaded goddess has always held a special place in his heart, but there's a catch: she's his best friend's mom. As Aaron finds himself spending some alone time with Lindsey, their forbidden desire between them begins to boil over. Will they succumb to their lustful desires and risk everything, or will they keep their feelings locked behind closed doors?




Chapter 1


I felt a wave of nostalgia wash over me as I looked around my childhood room. The walls were still painted the same shade of blue that I had picked out when I was twelve years old. The posters of my favorite bands and sports teams were still tacked up on the walls. The same old wooden desk, where I had spent countless hours doing homework and playing games, still sat in the corner of the room. It was all so familiar, yet somehow different now that I had returned as a college graduate.

A knock pulled me from my reminiscing and I turned around to see my long-time best friend standing in the open doorway with a grin on his face.

“Connor!” I said as I stepped towards him.

“Welcome home!” he replied.

We clapped hands and then embraced in a brotherly hug.

It felt good to see him again after such a long time. We had been like brothers since we were five and had been inseparable until I left for college.

“How does it feel to finally be back home?” Connor asked.

“Great,” I replied. “Really great.” I looked at my surrounding room and then to the cardboard boxes stacked in the center of it. “It’ll be a lot better once I have unpacked though.”

Connor chuckled. “It looks like you have quite a bit of work set out for you.”

“You’re not wrong about that,” I replied with a sigh. “And this isn’t even half of it. There are a lot more boxes in the garage. It’s not easy downsizing from a one-bedroom apartment back to a single room.”

“Well, if you need an extra hand, I can help,” Connor said.

I shook my head. “I appreciate the offer, but I think I’ll manage.”

I wasn’t even sure just how much I was going to unpack. I had already realized that being confined to my small bedroom wasn’t going to work for me in the long run and I was already thinking about looking for a bigger place for my dad and me. I didn’t bring that up to Connor though. While I had hoped to stay in, or as close as I could to, Lake Forest I was fairly confident I would be within walking distance.

“Alright, but if you change your mind later, the offer still stands,” Connor said. “By the way, the main reason I came by unannounced is because one, you’re not answering your phone, and two my mom wanted me to ask you and your dad to come over for dinner. She’s searing some steaks right now.”

“Oh, sorry, I think I left my phone on silent after my flight,” I said.

I pulled it out of my pocket and saw a string of missed texts and calls from both Conner and his mom.

I scrolled through the notifications, my mind drifted to Connor’s mom, Lindsey, who had not only been like a mother to me, but also the object of all my greatest fantasies. Every detail of her voluptuous body was etched upon my mind, her luscious pink lips, her full and ample breasts, her plump, juicy ass, and her fiery red hair that cascaded down and around an immaculate face. The mere thought of her sent desire pumping through my veins.

“I would love to come over, but I don’t know about my dad,” I said as I tucked my phone back into my jeans. “We can ask him on the way out, but he’s been rather lethargic today.”

“Yeah, I talked to him a little after he let me in and he seemed pretty tired,” Connor replied.

“Thanks again, by the way. For looking after him while I was Georgia.”

Only a few months prior, my father had a heart attack at work that nearly cost him his life. To make matters worse, I didn’t even find out about it until he was back home and on the mend. Apparently, amidst the chaos, his phone and wallet were lost and he couldn’t remember anyone’s name or number.

“You don’t need to thank me for that. You know I think of you and your dad as family,” Connor said.

“Yeah, but that doesn’t mean I don’t appreciate it any less,” I replied with a smile.

Connor smiled and then gestured back to the boxes. “Did you want a few extra minutes to unpack before dinner?”

I shook my head. “No, I’ll just deal with it tomorrow.”

“Sounds like a plan to me,” Chase said before he turned and made his way down the hall.

I followed him out into the living room where we found my dad sitting in his favorite recliner with his eyes glued to the TV. I didn’t even need to look to know it was the History Channel.

“Dad, Lindsey is cooking dinner and she’s invited us over,” I said. “Want to come?”

My dad looked at me then Connor and back again. “No, I’m not really feeling up to it. You just go along without me and give her my thanks.”

I had expected as much and nodded. “Do you need me to get anything before I leave?”

He shook his head. “No, I’m fine.”

“Alright, well I’ll be right across the street. If something comes up, just give me a call.”

My dad made a shooing gesture. “Don’t start fussing over me like some worried hen. I’ll be fine. Just go enjoy your dinner and give my regards to Lindsey.”

I laughed and turned for the door.

“I’ll ask my mom to make you a plate and have Aaron bring it back with him later,” Connor said.

“Thanks,” my dad replied.

We made our way out the front door and Connor said, “Soon, we won’t be able to walk to each other’s place.”

I raised a brow. “What do you mean?”

“Sooner or later, Danielle and I are going to get a place of our own.”

“Oh?” I realized then that he wasn’t the same person I had known before I had left for Georgia. He had been devastated when I had told him that I intended to accept my full-ride scholarship to GT. But at that time, I had been his only real friend, and a girlfriend had seemed like a pipe dream.

“Yeah, she currently lives with her grandma and while she’s pretty laid back, we both know that the time is coming when we’ll need to get our own place,” he said. “The cost of living is a bitch though.”

I laughed. “You could say that again.”

I had been lucky and managed to cash in on the crypto craze pretty early on which left me in a better position than most my age, but I didn’t like to bring it up all that often. I just wasn’t interested in flaunting my wealth.

“So, have you been playing anything fun?”

“No, not really,” I replied. “With school and then moving, I have been pretty short on time.”

“Well, when you get some time, you gotta try out Warheart,” he said excitedly.

“Oh?” I asked.

Connor loved games, and I would be lying if I said that I didn’t too. While I hadn’t played anything recently, I still tried to keep up with what was out and worth playing. 

He started telling me all about the shooter, and I listened attentively as we made the short walk from my house to his, just across the street.

He was still in the middle of explaining the best his favorite parts of the game when we walked into the dining room where Lindsey was busy setting the table.

My pulse quickened and my eyes immediately started feasting upon her beauty. She wore a floral, knee-length dress with a fitted waistline that accentuated her hourglass figure. The V-neckline revealed just a touch of her cleavage and I felt my cock twitch as I imagined how it would feel to thrust it between those two large tits.

“Aaron, you’re here!” she cried out, bringing my eyes up to her flawless face.

She stopped what she was doing and raced over to me. I spread my arms and she crashed face first into my chest and hugged me. I closed my arms around her and pulled her against me, savoring the feeling of her soft body as I drank in her intoxicating scent.

For a moment, I was in heaven, but then a wave of guilt washed over me. While we weren’t related by blood in any way, she had always treated me like a son and when I wasn’t fantasizing about fucking her, I still thought of her as my own mother.

After what felt like an eternity, Lindsey slowly pulled her head back, and our eyes locked as she looked up at me with a playful twinkle.

“I forgot how tall you are,” she chuckled. “And look at you, you’ve put on some muscle.” She slipped her hands between us and playfully pressed her palms against my chest, feeling my newfound muscles.

Growing up and well into my early adult years, I'd always carried a bit of extra weight. But after relocating across the country, I discovered a passion for working out. I can't quite put my finger on what sparked my interest in hitting the gym, but I suspect it had something to do with witnessing my dad's health decline over the years.

“I have been trying to make my personal health a focus,” I said with a bit of pride.

“I can see that,” Lindsey said as her hands shifted to my biceps. “You went away a boy and came back a man.”

“I noticed that as well,” Connor said drawing my eyes to him. “That you got swole.” He shrugged. “I was actually going to say something, but I don’t know, I always feel a little awkward talking about another guy’s physique.”

I chuckled and then looked back at Lindsey who seemed mesmerized by the changes to my body. I was perfectly content with her running her hands all over my body for as long as she desired, but after a moment she seemed to snap out of a trance and stopped. Her expression was unreadable as she took a step back, but before I could ask if something was wrong, she smiled and gestured to the dining room table.

“You two should take a seat and I’ll start bringing out the food,” she said, her voice carrying a subtle hint of tension.

I cocked my head to the side but chose not to address the slight oddity. Instead, I asked, “Can I help in any way?”

She bit her bottom lip as though considering my offer, but after a moment she shook her head. “No, I’ll take care of everything.” She gestured to the table. “Please sit.”

I looked at Connor who was oblivious to anything going on around him as he typed away on his phone.

I looked back to Lindsey who turned her back and started walking to the kitchen. My cock twitched again as I studied her round ass, imagining how it would feel to slam my hips into it before she disappeared from sight.

The dining room was modest, with simple wooden furniture and a vase of fresh flowers set at the center of the table. I took a seat and Connor took the chair to my right. He set down his phone and started telling me again about Warheart.

It wasn’t long before Lindsey came out with a bottle of wine and three glasses, two of which she placed before Conner and I before she made a return trip to the kitchen to collect three plates

I accepted my offered plate with a word of gratitude. I couldn’t remember the last time I had eaten a home-cooked meal and the plate she had prepared for me looked divine. I looked down at the perfectly seared steak that had been paired with a medley of roasted vegetables and roasted red potatoes, and my mouth watered.

Connor did us the honor of uncorking the bottle of wine and filling our glasses which complemented the steak beautifully.

“So, tell me about Georgia,” Lindsey said, her striking green eyes meeting mine from across the table.

I smiled and between bites, I began recounting my time spent in Georgia. Sadly, it wasn’t all that interesting of a story to tell, but I did my best to add a little extra flourish to the few interesting tidbits.

Before I had even left for college, I had realized that choosing to go to school across the country where I had no family or friends had been a mistake. The moment I landed, I made it my mission to get back home with a degree as quickly as I possibly could. I had packed my schedule with as many classes as I could manage and I had even taken classes over my summer. The major downside to all that was that I had no real social life to speak of and I also didn’t really have the opportunity to come home all that often.

If not for my sudden urge to hit the gym, I might have lost my mind. The first semester in particular had nearly broken me. I learned pretty quickly that loneliness can be a killer.

I cleared my plate and as the conversation fell into a lull, I looked over to Connor who had been abnormally quiet. He was distracted with his phone again, his fingers working across its screen.

“Danielle,” Lindsey said in explanation. “He can’t go more than a few minutes without sending her a text.”

“Memes can’t share themselves, Mom,” Connor replied.

I chuckled. “He’s got a point.”

Lindsey shook her head and her long red hair swayed back and forth like a pendulum. “I guess now would be a good time to start cleaning up.” She started to rise from her chair, but I wasn’t having it.

I sprang from my seat, and almost knocked my chair over in my haste. "No you don't," I said firmly, my eyes meeting hers. "You've already done so much, let me take care of this."

She pouted her lips. “But you’re our guest and this is your welcome home dinner.”

“I’m family and I want to show some gratitude for this amazing dinner you cooked me,” I said as I walked around the table and scooped up the plates.

She didn’t put up anymore of a fight and I took the plates to the kitchen.

“I’m going to have to head out soon,” Connor said when I returned to the dining room.

“Hot date?” I asked more out of reflex.

“Kind of,” he replied with a grin. “Danielle asked me to come over after she gets off work.”

“You two really are serious,” I noted.

“They’re obsessed with each other,” Lindsey said. “If neither of them worked, they would be attached at the hip.”

Connor didn’t try to argue and I chuckled.

Lindsey sighed. “Well, I guess it’ll be another night with me all on my own.”

Without thinking I replied, “I could stay a bit longer and hang out with you if you would like.”

Connor's eyes lit up. “That’s a great idea!”

Lindsey chuckled and shook her head. “Oh, you don’t have to. I'm just being dramatic.”

I gazed into her eyes. “It’s not a matter of having to, but wanting to,” I said. “It’s been too long and I would love to spend a bit more time with you.”

Her face lit up like a radiant sunrise, as she smiled. "Alright," she said with a hint of playful reluctance, "if you insist."




Chapter 2


Lindsey had tried to insist that I shouldn't clean, but I was determined to do so as a way to show my appreciation and she relented to my persistence. After Connor left to go meet up with Danielle, I went to the kitchen and Lindsey stepped away to freshen up and slip into something that she said would be more comfortable.

We had decided that we would watch a movie together and I was excited to spend a bit of alone time with her. After I placed the last plate into the dishwasher, I started it up and left the kitchen.

I walked into the living room, lit only by the glow of the TV, and my focus zeroed in on Lindsey. She lounged on the plush couch with a glass of wine in one hand and a freshly opened bottle on the table before her. She had changed into a red, lace chemise that hugged her curves in all the right places. The neckline plunged low, revealing a tantalizing peek of her massive breasts, and my cock stirred with desire.

I was so entranced by her beauty that I stopped in my tracks and stood there staring, frozen in place. It wasn't until she patted the couch next to her that I snapped out of it.

I shook my head and cleared my mind enough to remember how to use my legs then made my way over to the couch and took a seat beside her.

She leaned against me and I breathed in her scent, a heady mix of lavender and vanilla.

“Did you want to pick what we watch?” she asked, offering me the remote.

I shook my head. “No, you choose.”

“If you leave me in charge, I’m going to choose something romantic,” she said in warning.

I chuckled. “That’s fine with me.”

"Oh really?" she asked, her voice laced with skepticism. "Well, we'll see if you can handle this one. But, don’t cry to me if you get bored.”

With a playful grin, she navigated to the movie she wanted to watch and I filled up the empty glass that had been left for me next to the bottle. The room filled with music and I settled deeper into the couch, enjoying the warm press of Lindsey’s body against mine.

“Are you sure your father is okay with me keeping you a bit longer?” she asked, her voice carrying a hint of concern.

I turned my head toward her and I resisted the urge to lean in and kiss her as our eyes met. “Yeah, he’s fine,” I said. ”I checked on him while I was in the kitchen and he said that he had already eaten dinner and was probably going to head to bed soon. He asked me to tell you that he’s grateful for the plate you set aside for him and he looks forward to eating it tomorrow.”

She smiled. “Well, let him know that I would be more than happy to cook him dinner anytime he wants to come over.”

“I’ll be sure to pass along the message,” I said.

She leaned against me some more, her soft body molding to mine as if we were two pieces of a puzzle made to fit together. I wrapped my arm around her shoulder and pulled her even closer.

The movie began playing on the screen, but all of my attention was on Lindsey. I could feel the steady rhythm of her breathing, I snuck a peak down the top of her chemise, watching the way her large breasts gently rose and fell. I was hyper-aware of her presence, her touch, her scent. Not even the subtlest of movements went unnoticed.

Desire coursed through me like a wildfire, igniting every nerve ending in my body and I was thankful for the dim lighting as my hardening cock formed a bulge at my crotch as it tried to find a way to escape.

Midway through the move, Lindsey shifted without a word and then lowered her head to my lap. I wanted to stop her, but I couldn’t think of any way to do so without arousing suspicion.

My heart skipped a beat as she placed the side of her head directly onto my crotch. Fear and anxiety set my nerves aflame as I prepared for her to react to my cock that throbbed against the side of her face with only a few layers of fabric between them. Would it be disgust or outrage?

I tried to purge my mind of all the illicit thoughts that filled it and at the same time I flexed my calves to try and draw some blood away from my dick, but it was all to no avail. My cock could sense how close it was to the woman that I had always dreamed of burying it inside and it was determined to make its desires known.

Minutes flew by, but she didn’t react as she continued to quietly watch the movie. I stared down at her, wondering if she had just been shocked into silence, but I could see no sign of displeasure on her beautiful face as she continued to watch the movie.

Suddenly, Lindsey spoke. "You never mentioned any girls.”

I was taken aback by her sudden question. "What?" I asked, trying to process what she was talking about.

"When you were talking about your time in Georgia," she clarified. "You never mentioned any girls."

I chuckled nervously, feeling the heat rising to my cheeks. "Oh, well, there weren't really many," I admitted.

Her expression remained neutral. "No girlfriends?" she probed.

I shook my head. "Not really, no," I replied. "I dated a couple over the years, but nothing really came of it. I just never really seemed to connect with anyone."

"Does that mean you're a virgin?" she asked, her voice just barely audible over the sound of the movie.

Her words hung in the air as I tried to compose myself. At twenty-two years old, I was still a virgin, and the thought of admitting it made me feel like a failure. However, I could never lie to Lindsey.

After a moment of hesitation, I replied in a quiet voice, "Yes." The words felt heavy and left a bitter taste in my mouth. I could sense my insecurities rising as I awaited her reaction.

She turned in my lap and her eyes locked onto mine. She looked surprised but not in a negative way. "Really?" she asked, her voice full of curiosity.

I nodded slowly, "I would never lie to you."

She slowly rose up from my lap, shifting her body and positioning herself to face me. Our eyes met, locking in a moment of intense connection, our faces aligned. She lifted a hand and tenderly brushed her fingers along the line of my jaw, sending shivers down my spine.

“I guess that explains why you’re so turned on,” she said with a slight grin.

My cheeks burned with embarrassment and I opened my lips to apologize, but before I could get a word out, Lindsey leaned in and kissed me. The shock of it wiped away all of my thoughts and concerns, and I melted into the embrace.

The kiss started off soft and tender but quickly grew more passionate and intense. She ran her free hand under my shirt to feel my body and I couldn’t resist exploring her curves at the same time. I brought my hand to one of her large tits and kneaded my fingers into the soft and supple flesh through the thin material of her chemise.

She responded to my touch with a moan that further incited my already throbbing cock that sought freedom from the confines of my pants.

She withdrew her hand from under my shirt and brought it to my crotch to rub along the length of my cock through my jeans.

I moaned and shifted my hand, moving it under the fabric of her chemise, to cup and massage her bare breast. I reveled in the feeling of her soft and smooth skin beneath my fingertips and her moans, muffled by our kiss, encouraged me as I teased her nipple.

Her hand shifted to my belt and her talented fingers made quick work of it before she unbuttoned and unzipped my pants. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of my briefs and then pulled them down just enough to free my rock-hard cock. I groaned as she wrapped her hand around my thick shaft and began to jerk me off.

She broke off the kiss and looked at my cock. I followed her eyes, mesmerized by the sight of her hand running up and down along the length of it.

"God, you're so big," she whispered, her voice full of wonder and desire.

My cock twitched within her hand, her words of praise fanning the fires of pleasure that were rapidly consuming me. She turned back and pressed her lips to mine once more. Our tongues continued their dance, serenaded by a series of muffled moans and groans as I continued to knead my fingers into one of her tits while she worked her hand up and down along the length of my cock.

This moment was a dream come true and the flames of pleasure quickly consumed me. My chest began to heave and my cock swelled all the more as her hand moved faster and faster, bringing me closer and closer to the brink of ecstasy. I felt the pleasure building to a fever pitch.

I felt myself reach the point of no return and I moaned loudly. The pleasure exploded in a burst of pure ecstasy that rocked me to my very core. For a moment, I was lost in a haze of pure bliss, gasping and panting as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me. Her hand continued to pump along the length of my cock erupting cock that sent thick ropes of cum flying out into the darkness. It felt like the longest and most powerful orgasm of my life.

The passionate kiss grew more tender as I came down from that moment of ecstasy until she finally broke off the embrace and pressed her forehead to mine. Her hand, coated in my cum still lingered around my pulsing cock that was already ready for the next round.

I wanted to return the favor, to gift her body with the same pleasure she had given mine. I released her breast and ran my hand down over her abdomen, moving closer and closer to her most to her cunt. But before I could reach my goal, she grabbed my wrist with her free hand and stopped me.

“We can’t,” she said.

I didn’t know what to say. We had already done far more than I had ever truly believed was possible and while I was eager for us to continue, I was in uncharted territory.

We sat there in silence for a long moment, staring into each other’s eyes as she continued to press her forehead gently against mine.

“I can’t do this to you,” she said finally.

To me? I silently questioned.

Before I could figure out what exactly she was saying, she disentangled herself and shifted off the couch.

I looked up at her in confusion and tried to think of the words I should say to get her to sit back down.

She spared one last look at my pulsing cock then said, “I’ll be right back.”

She stepped away and my eyes followed her until she disappeared into the nearby hall.

Alone, I sat in the dimly lit living room, with my pants still unzipped and my throbbing cock aimed upward. My mind tried to figure out what had just happened. What had I done wrong? But no answer came. I tucked my cock away and fixed my pants.

Lindsey returned a few minutes later, wrapped in a cozy blanket.

“Lindsey-”

She silenced me with a press of her finger to my lips.

“Let’s not talk,” she said in a soft, soothing voice. “I just want to lay with you if that’s okay.”

I slowly nodded my head and laid down on my side, pressing my head to one of the soft throw pillows.

Lindsey grabbed the remote and turned off the TV before she sat on the couch then shifted her body so that she could lie next to me. With her body pressed against mine, the couch was large enough for us to lie side by side. Her back pressed to my chest, and I wrapped my arm around her, holding her tight against me.

As we laid there in each other's embrace, my cock continued to make its desires known. It throbbed and pressed up against Ashley’s ass, demanding that we pick up from where we left off.

I was exhausted, my mind and body drained from the long day that had started with me returning home and ended with me getting a hand job from my best friend’s mom. Despite my fatigue, my mind continued to race as I wondered what tonight might mean for the future of my relationship with Lindsey. It felt like hours passed, but eventually, I did manage to drift to sleep.




Chapter 3


The first thing I noticed when I woke was that I was alone on the couch. I opened my eyes and looked around the living room which was illuminated by the golden glow of sunlight that poured in through a large window. There was no sign of Lindsey and I wondered if she had returned to her room.

I rubbed my eyes, sat up, and then noticed the note that was left on the table next to a key. I picked it up and read.




Thank you for last night. I didn’t want to leave you sleeping alone this morning, but I have to pop into work for a few hours and I didn’t want to wake you. Feel free to help yourself to anything you need, but don't forget to lock up before you head out.





With Love,





Lindsey


I folded the note and put it into my pocket, a small memento that I felt compelled to save.

While I had disappointed that she had stopped us from going any further, there was no denying that the night before had been one I would never forget. I ran a hand back through my hair, and once again wondered how it might affect my relationship with Lindsey going forward.

Try as I might, I knew I wouldn’t be able to come up with any answers, especially with the fog of sleep still lingering so I got up, went to the bathroom to relieve myself, then went to work cleaning up the living room.

When that was done I grabbed the plate Lindsey had made for my dad and then made the short trip home.

My dad was engrossed in some show on World War II and acknowledge me only with a little wave, which I was grateful for as I didn’t really want to explain or talk to him about the night before. I went to my room, stripped out of my clothes then headed to shower to wash away the cobwebs of sleep.

After my shower, I decided that I would make a trip to Bean Bliss, a local coffee shop down the street. Because of his heart, my dad couldn’t have any coffee, so I didn’t try and tempt him before I headed out, only telling him that I was going for a drive and that he could call me if he needed anything.

I headed to the garage and there I found my grandfather’s 69 Mustang, a prized possession that he had left me in his will. I smiled as I slid into the driver’s seat and turned the ignition, feeling as much as hearing the engine purr.

I silently thanked my late grandfather for leaving me this beauty before I backed out of the garage and hit the streets. Feeling the power that was waiting to be unleashed, I was tempted to let her fly, but I resisted the urge, knowing that the moment I gave in to temptation a cop would likely appear out of nowhere.

I pulled into Bean Bliss’s parking lot and made my way inside. The coffee shop was a local favorite and oftentimes one could find artists, poets, and bands performing. No one was performing when I arrived, but there was a sign indicating that there would be someone later that afternoon.

I took my place in line behind four others patiently waiting. My mind drifted to Lindsey, and I could almost hear the sweet sounds of her moans as replayed that heated moment of passion from the night before. It was the single greatest moment of my life, but I couldn't shake off the fear that it may have been one that forever damaged our bond.

She meant the world to me and my heart wrenched at the thought of losing what we shared. Ever since she had come into my life, she had been there for me through thick and thin. I took in a deep, calming breath, and told myself to not jump to conclusions until after I had spoken with her.

When it was my turn to order I briefly glanced at the extensive menu behind the barista before I opted for just a large house coffee. I wasn’t one to judge others for their extra sweet drinks, but they just weren’t for me.

While I was adding a little half and half to my cup, I heard a familiar voice call out, “Aaron?”

As I scanned the room for the source, my gaze settled on a figure rising from a nearby table. My heart skipped a beat as I recognized Kayla Graham my former high school English teacher who I had crushed on my entire senior year.

She looked stunning, exuding confidence and poise with every step she took. I couldn't help but steal a quick glance over her incredible body.

She was a vision of beauty dressed in a fitted black dress that hugged her hourglass figure. Her long, shapely legs ended in a pair of heels that clicked against the floor’s surface as she closed the distance that divided us.

My eyes lifted to her immaculate face that was framed by raven-black tresses. Her dark eyes were deep inviting pools that I longed to lose myself in. I wondered how her full, rosy lips would taste as they curved into a smile.

It had been years since I had last seen her, but she had only become more beautiful, and my heart raced as she drew me into a hug. I smiled and inhaled her scent as we embraced.

“Mrs. Graham, it’s so good to see,” I said as I reveled in the feeling of her body pressed against mine. “It’s been too long.”

“I’m not your teacher anymore, it’s just Kayla now,” she said. “And it really has, I almost didn’t recognize you.” She finally released me from the hug and took a step back to look me over from head to toe. “You’ve changed so much.”

I smiled and replied, “You’re just as beautiful as you ever were.”

Her smile brightened and her cheeks flushed just a little from my compliment. “Thank you,” she said. “You may look different, but you’re still just as sweet as I remember. What are you up to these days? Still going to GT?”

“No, I actually just finished getting my degree,” I replied. “I’m back home. For good this time.”

“Really? Congratulations!” Her eyes wandered down over my body once more and I couldn’t be certain, but the look in her eyes gave me the impression that she liked what she saw. "I hope you're not in a hurry,” she said as her gaze returned to my face. “Do you have a little time to catch up a bit with your old teacher?" She gestured to the small table with a laptop set atop where she had been sitting only a moment before.

“If you mean you, you’re not old,” I replied. “And, I would love to.”

“Agree to disagree,” she said with a laugh before she gestured for me to follow her.

I picked up my coffee and followed as she led me to the table. My eyes fell to her heart-shaped ass, hugged by the dress she wore. Her cheeks teased me as they swayed from side to side with each step.

“So, tell me about your time in Georgia,” she said after she took a seat. “Lots of parties and girls?”

I laughed and shook my head as I sat down across from her. "Not as much as eighteen-year-old me would've hoped for," I admitted. "I dated a few girls here and there, but nothing really came of it, and I never quite fit in with the party crowd."

"I find that hard to believe," she said, her eyes roaming over me. "I mean, look at you. You must be beating girls off with a stick."

I laughed. I would have to be careful around her or she might build my ego up a bit too much.

I told her the story about the few girls I had dated in college, explaining that I just hadn't felt that spark with any of them, and with my hectic schedule, my brief relationships with them just fizzled out. 

Our conversation turned to her, and she told me that she was working on a novel over summer break. A dream she had forgotten about until recently. I listened with rapt attention, as she told me of the hardships she had faced while I as gone.

Her mother had developed a severe case of dementia and she caring for her had been difficult before she put her in a nursing home. I reached across the table and gently placed my hand on hers, offering her some comfort.

The topic of conversation drifted back to happier topics as she told me how she was making a real effort to get more out of life. To do those things that she has always wanted to do but never found the time for.

“I have started hiking and later this summer, I’ll be traveling out of the States for the first time.”

“Really? Where are you going?” I asked.

“The City of Love, Paris!” she said with a smile.

“That’s exciting,” I said. “Traveling with some friends or a boyfriend?”

My gaze fell to her hand, confirming that I didn’t see any engagement ring or wedding band.

“No, it will just be me,” she said. “I don’t have a boyfriend and I couldn’t convince any of my friends to commit to the trip.”

I was surprised to hear that a woman as beautiful as her was single, but before I could inquire further, she gestured to her laptop and said, “Before I go though, I want to get this story written.”

“What kind of story?" I asked, my curiosity piqued.

“Probably not something you would be interested in reading,” she said with a little laugh that sounded like music to my ears. “A historical romance.”

"Well, it’s not a genre I’m familiar with, but I would love to read anything written by you," I replied. “In-fact, if you need an extra set of eyes to look it over, I'd be more than happy to lend you my mind."

She smiled at my words and said, "I just might take you up on that.”

Her phone buzzed, interrupting our conversation. "Well, that’s going to have to be the end of our little reunion," she said. "I’m going to head over to the nursing home and have lunch with my mom. Do you think I could get your number?"

“Of course,” I said before I gave it to her. As she typed in my number, I let my eyes wander over her body once more.

A moment later, my phone buzzed, and I pulled it from my pocket to see that she had sent me a heart emoji.

"Perfect," she said, tucking her phone back into her purse. "Now you have my number as well. I hope that means you won’t be a stranger."

“I’ll be the first to admit that I’m not the best with texting, but I promise, I’ll make sure to stay in touch.” 

She smiled and as she rose, I stood up with her. We hugged each other again and I savored the warmth of her embrace.

"I can't wait to see you again," I whispered in her ear.

She pulled away and drew me into those deep, dark pools of her eyes. “That makes two of us," she said before she leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. She grabbed her purse and laptop, and I stared after her until she stepped out of the coffee shop.

Alone once again, I sat down at the table and looked at my phone. Connor had sent me a few texts, a series of memes that did manage to earn a small chuckle, but my mind become troubled when thoughts of his mom returned.

I was disappointed to see that I had no messages from her, but I told myself that she was likely busy at work and after last night, she might want some space. I was just about to put my phone away when I decided that if she wanted space, I would give it to her, but I wanted to make sure that she at least knew I wanted to see her.


Aaron: I had a great time last night and I hope you did too. If you’re free tonight, I would love to see you.


I returned my phone to my pocket, drained my coffee, and then headed out to my car.




Chapter 4


I took a roundabout way home and reminisced on the years that had passed. While the list of things I needed to take care of was long, there was no particular rush.

After an hour of sightseeing, I made my way home, and as I turned onto the street I shared with Lindsey and Connor, I noticed an absolutely gorgeous girl walking a tiny Yorkshire Terrier. She had lustrous blonde hair that was tied back into a ponytail that was just begging to be tugged on as it swayed from side to side. The fluidity of her movements caused me to unconsciously slow down so that I could admire her beauty. She wore a pair of baby blue yoga pants that clung to shapely legs and perfect ass like a second layer of skin, and I feasted on her ass cheeks as they bounced and jiggled with her steps. Her white tank top clung to her lithe frame, accentuating her every curve, and I felt my heart quicken as my mind filled with images of what I might do with a girl like her in the bedroom.

She looked at me and her piercing blue eyes met mine as I slowly drove past her. I was fortunate that there was no one behind me as I slammed on the breaks without thinking. I realized immediately that this wasn’t just some random girl, but one I had thought of as my own little sister. Realizing I couldn’t just leave my car in the middle of the street, I swiftly pulled to the curb, parked, and then jumped out.

“Sabrina!” I yelled

“Aaron?!”

The petite beauty darted towards me, a bright smile lighting up her face. She threw herself into my arms, hugging herself against me in a loving embrace. Her laughter filled the air and she dropped her dog’s leash as I wrapped my arms around her and lifted her up off the ground and spun her around playfully. I couldn't help but take a deep breath, reveling in the sweet fragrance.

For a long moment, I kept her trapped in my bear hug before I finally set her down gently on her feet and released her from hold. She took a tiny step back and gazed up at me. She stood barely five feet tall if that, and I towered over her.

“I didn’t know you were back!” she said. “Why didn’t you call or at least text me?” She pouted her lips.

“I was going to later today,” I replied. “I only got back yesterday.”

“That just means you should have called me yesterday,” she said.

I raised my hands and made a pacifying gesture. “I’m sorry. You’re right, I should have.”

Her pout faded back into a smile as she said, “I forgive you.”

She squatted and collect the fallen leash, and I felt my cock stir as her head became level with it. An image of her bobbing her head on my cock filled my mind.

I took a deep breath and tried to purge the illicit images from my mind. She had always been like a younger sister to me and although she was eighteen and drop-dead gorgeous, I knew it was wrong of me to have such thoughts.

“You’ve changed so much,” she said as she rose back up.

“I have changed?” I asked. “Look at you?”

“What about me?” she asked, placing her hands on her hips.





You’re hot,


 
I thought but didn’t say. “You’re all grown up.”




“I’m glad you noticed!” she said. “With the way you’ve replied to messages over the years, I was worried you might never realize.”

I chuckled. “What do you mean?”

“Your replies always made me feel like you were slightly annoyed or uninterested in talking to me,” she said, her smile fading. “I always felt like I was a nagging little girl whenever I would try to talk to you.

I frowned and shook my head. “I’m so sorry. That’s not at all how I felt.” I hated to think that she might have avoided reaching out to me during a difficult moment in her life because she was afraid of annoying me. “I honestly didn't realize that’s the way my messages were coming off. You know I'm not great with texting.”

“Or calling. Or emailing. Or really anything that involves keeping in touch with those you love,” Sabrina added.

“I’m sorry,” I said again. “How about I try to start making it up to you and take you out sometime?”

Sabrina's face lit up as her smile returned, and I felt a sense of relief. “I would love that, but are you still going to be here in two weeks?”

“Yes, I’m back for good this time,” I assured her.

“Good because I’m flying out with my parents tonight to Seattle to see my grandma,” Sabrina said.

“That’s too bad,” I said, disappointed. “But I’ll be here when you get back, so we can make up for all our lost time then.”

I felt a tug on my leg and looked down to see her terrier nipping at my jeans and pawing at my leg. I crouched down and pet the little, furry dog.

“Scout likes you!' Sabrina said with a little excitement.

“Is that not normal?” I asked.

“He’s friendly enough, but a bit on the shy side,” she said. “He doesn’t usually like to get too close to people he doesn’t know.”

“Well, I’m glad he likes me,” I said as I continued to pet Scout.

Sabrina’s watch beeped and she sighed. “I don’t want our reunion to end so quickly, but my mom will lose her mind if I don’t get back soon. I’m not done packing and we have only a couple more hours before we have to leave.”

“It’s alright,” I said as I rose back up to my full height. “As I said, we’ll have plenty of time to catch up when you get back. Did you want me to give you a ride home?”

“You don’t mind if Scout rides with us?” she asked, gesturing to her adorable furry companion.

“Of course not. He’s always welcome.”

She gave a cute little cheer then scooped up Scout and I walked her over to the passenger door. I pulled it open and helped her into the car before I made my way to the other side and slid into the driver's seat.

“I still can’t believe your grandpa left you this,” she said as the car roared to life.

“Yeah, I was pretty fortunate,” I admitted. “Not only did he leave it to me, but he kept it in great shape.” I shifted gears and pulled out into the street. “I’m also grateful that my dad took care of it while I was gone.”

“Why didn’t you take it with you?” she asked.

“Well, I was living in a dorm, at least for the first two years, and I didn’t really see any sense in having it there when it would just cause bring me extra stress.” I shrugged “With the way things turned out though, it would have been nice to have it during my junior and senior year.”

“I can’t wait to hear all about it, I’m looking forward to college,” she said.

“The last I heard, you were still undecided, where did you settle on going?” I asked.

“Oh, I’m going to Cal State,” she said. “I could never go somewhere far like you. I needed to be somewhere close enough for me to still live at home.”

“Not eager to move out?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No, not quite yet. I mean, the idea of having my own place is tempting, but I don’t want to worry about finding a job where I can make enough to afford rent while I’m still going to school. Plus, my mom is a pretty good cook.”

“Yes, she is,” I said with a smile.

I pulled into Sabrina’s driveway, parked, and then quickly made my way to her door to help her out. The moment she put Scout down, he made a break across the lawn and to the front door, and she released his leash so he could run free.

I Sabrina watched Scout run off, I gazed down at her, mesmerized by her beauty. “I wish you didn’t have to go,” I admitted.

“Me too,” she said with a sigh. Her eyes lifted up to mine. “I’ll be texting and calling you while I’m there, so you better keep an eye on your phone.”

“I will,” I said. “Send me pictures too. I have always wanted to go to Seattle.”

“If you ever do, make sure to take me with you so that I can show you all of my favorite places.”

“That sounds like a good idea,” I said. “Maybe the two of us can go on a road trip together.”

“That would be fun!” she said excitedly.

“Then it’s settled. We’ll find a way to make it happen.”

I pulled her into a tight hug and for a long moment, we silently held each other until her mom’s voice broke the spell. “Aaron? Is that really you?”

I released Sabrina and turned to see her mom standing on the porch waving.

“In the flesh,” I said as I started walking Sabrina up to her door.

Donna greeted me with a warm hug as I came up the steps.

“I’m so happy that you’re back,” Donna said. “You know, Sabrina has been absolutely miserable without you.”

I looked at Sabrina and saw her blushing.

“Well, I’m back for good and look forward to making up for lost time with her once you all get back from Seattle,” I said.

Donna’s smile brightened. “We would love to have you over for dinner sometime.”

“I would love that,” I replied. “We were just talking about how great of a cook you are.”

“Oh really?”

I nodded and then looked at Sabrina. “Alright, well as much as I would love to stay, I better let you get to packing, but I’ll be keeping an eye on my phone.”

“Good, because I will be waiting on your replies,” Sabrina replied.

I smiled and hugged her and her mom one last time before I turned and headed back to my car.

As I slid into the driver’s seat, I saw that I had missed a text.


Lindsey: I had a great time too. Let’s have dinner tonight, my treat.


I gave a silent cheer, feeling both relieved and excited.


Aaron: I would love that! What time should I pick you up?


Before I could start my car, my phone lit up again.


Lindsey: Seven





Chapter 5


With my concerns about Lindsey abated, at least for a time, I decided to head over to my local gym. After setting up a membership, I hit the weights and worked up a sweat which helped melt away more of my stress and anxiety.

After my workout, I returned home and spent the afternoon sorting through my boxes with a few occasional breaks that I spent chatting with my dad.

As the evening drew near, I began to worry about what I should wear. My traditional attire consisted of jeans and a t-shirt but I realized that likely wouldn’t be suitable for wherever Lindsey wanted to go. She held a high-ranking position at a finance firm so I imagined she was likely accustomed to dining at upscale restaurants while I tended to frequent places that were little more than a hole in the wall.

It had been years since I had been fitted for a suit and I didn’t think I had one that would even still fit me. I texted Lindsey, feeling a bit panicked about any potential dress code, but her reply put me at ease as she informed me that I could just wear some dress pants and a button-down shirt. Neither of which I had in great abundance, but I did have a few pairs that I could choose from.

I made a mental note to go shopping for some new clothes as soon as I could.

Time dragged through the afternoon, then spend up as seven o’clock approached. I took a hot shower and then fussed more than I would ever openly admit over my outfit before I hopped into the car and made the short trip across the street to Lindsey’s.

My heart pounded in my chest as I made my way up to the front door. For the first time in my life, I wasn’t sure how I should greet her. Should I try to kiss her? I wanted to, but I was afraid of how she might react.

The door opened before I could knock and instead of Lindsey, I was greeted by her son and my best friend, Connor. “Hey, man, I heard that you’re going to take my mom out tonight.”

We clapped hands and embraced in our traditional brotherly hug.

“Yeah, I figured it would be nice for us to spend a bit more time together,” I said, following him inside. “Are you coming with us?”

“No, I already have plans of my own,” he replied.

We walked into the living room and my eyes shot to the couch where only the night before his mom had wrapped her hand around my cock and jacked me off. I was struck by a powerful wave of guilt and found myself feeling awkward and uncertain. I couldn't help but wonder how he would react if he found out what had happened between his mother and me, and how I truly felt about her.

“That’s awesome,” he said, seemingly oblivious. “I have been really worried about her because ever since Danielle and I started dating, she’s had to spend most of her nights here all by herself.”

“Well, I’m more than happy to keep her company,” I replied perhaps a little too eagerly. Quickly, I shifted the topic. “Speaking of Danielle, you have to introduce me to her soon.”

“I do and I was actually just thinking about that. She works at a restaurant so weekends are tough, but maybe on Tuesday the three of us could meet up during my lunch break?”

“That sounds great to me,” I replied. “Want to get Mexican?”

“Of course, man. It’s Taco Tuesday at Mi Casas. “

“Yes!” I cheered. “You don’t know how much I missed that place. I spent four years searching but I couldn’t find a single place in Georgia that could even come close to Mi Casas.”

My attention was drawn away from him by movement in the hallway and my jaw nearly hit the floor when my eyes locked on Lindsey. She looked like a goddess who had just descended from the heavens, clad in an elegant red dress that hugged her voluptuous body in all the right places. The dress was made of a silky material and flowed down to her ankles, the skirt swaying gracefully as she walked into the room. Blood rushed to my cock and my eyes trailed down along the length of the dress’s plunging neckline to where her large tits pressed together, creating a deep valley I longed to explore.

Words eluded me as I stared at her in complete awe. Her long, wavy red hair cascaded down over her shoulder in loose waves that shimmered in the room’s light. The subtle scent of her perfume enveloped me as she approached, and I was lost in a haze of her perfection.

“Hi, Aaron,” she said, her voice soft and seductive. She closed the distance between us and pressed her body against me as she drew me into a hug.

“You look amazing,” I whispered into her ear as I pulled her tighter against me.

“Thank you,” she replied as she released me and took a step back.

My eyes settled on her full lips which were painted a deep shade of red. I want desperately to taste them, but with Connor standing next to us, I didn’t dare make a move.

I looked at my friend who was lost in his own world, typing away on his phone. I realized then that I might have gotten away with a kiss, but as I thought about it, I didn’t even know if Lindsey would be receptive to my advances.

“Shall we get going?” I asked, looking back to Lindsey.

“Yes, we have a reservation and I have heard that they aren’t very sympathetic if you’re late,” Lindsey said before she looked at Aaron. “Will you be staying the night at Danielle’s?”

Connor looked up from his phone and nodded. “I think so. She’s usually pretty tired after work so she’ll probably just ask me to crash with her at her place.”

As I registered Connor’s words it suddenly dawned on me that he had likely managed to lose his virginity before I did. For all the worries and concerns I had about him never finding a true relationship or love, he was sailing past me in that department.

“Alright, well I’ll make sure your mom gets back home safe and sound,” I said.

“I know you will,” Connor replied.

I led Lindsey out of the house and then helped her into the passenger seat before I got in and started up the car. While I backed out of the driveway and started heading down the road, she pulled the restaurant's information up on her phone’s GPS and then set it into one of the car’s two custom cup holders, one of several quality-of-life additions my grandfather had made to the Mustang.

“How was your day?” I asked as an easy way to break the ice. I wanted to tackle the elephant in the room, to find out where we stood after last night, but I didn’t want to ruin our evening before it got started by doing so.

While I desired her more than water, I didn’t know how she felt about me. Was last night just a mistake? She had appeared to be filled with so much regret and it actually hurt to think that I might have marred our relationship with an unerasable stain.

She let out a long sigh. “It was long and stressful. The second quarter is coming to an end and I have a lot of things I need to see to before it does.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I replied. “Hopefully tonight you can get your mind off work for at least a little while.”

“I hope so,” she replied. “What about your day?”

As I guided the car onto the freeway I recalled my day, telling her about my chance meeting with Kayla and Sabrina, and my trip to the gym.

“I always thought that you and Sabrina would be the perfect match,” Lindsey said with a smile.

After seeing her earlier in the day, I couldn’t deny that the prospect was tempting, but I didn’t want to entertain such thoughts while I was on a date with Lindsey. I looked over to her, trying to gauge her reaction to her own words, but her face was unreadable as she gazed out the window.

I didn’t know how to respond and a long silence stretched out between us, interrupted only by the GPS as it called out directions. Taking it upon myself to break the silence, I decided to bring up some of the happier memories we had shared together over the years.

Lindsey was receptive to my words and for the rest of the drive, we took turns sharing and discussing some of our fondest memories.

The GPS eventually led us to a street that ran along the beach and the setting sun kept us company the rest of our way to our destination, a place called Elevate that I had never heard of.

I pulled up to the entrance leading into a chic building and a valet was there to greet us, and he helped Lindsey out of the car before I could get there. His eyes lingered on her and walked past him and wrapped a hand around her waist.

Lindsey leaned into me, smiled, and pressed a gentle kiss on my cheek.

The valet finally pried his eyes away from her and looked at me. I grinned and tossed him the keys.

“Nice car,” he said, gesturing to my Mustang.

We both knew that the real prize here was Lindsey.

“Thanks,” I said. “Make sure to take good care of her.”

“I will,” the valet promised.

We turned away and I guided Lindsey to the entrance where we were greeted by a hostess who verified our reservation and then escorted us to an elevator. I looked over the modern interior of the lobby as we walked and realized that the restaurant we were going to was on top of a hotel.

The walls of the elevator were glass and we were treated to a beautiful view of the beach as we ascended. I held Lindsey close and gazed out at the horizon where the sun painted the sky in streaks of orange and pink.

Lindsey looked at me and then laughed, drawing my eyes back to her.

“What’s funny?”

She brought her thumb up to her lips and licked the pad of it before she pressed it to the side of my face and rubbed it. “I got some of my lipstick on your face.”

“Leave it,” I said with a bit of mirth. “I’ll wear it as a badge.”

She laughed, but shook her head and continued to rub the lipstick away.

The elevator door opened at the roof and we were greeted by tranquil music that filled the air. We stepped out into what looked and felt like a lush oasis, with small trees and plants lining the perimeter.

“Wow, this place is nice,” I commented.

“Isn’t it?” Lindsey replied. “Some of my friends from work have been raving about it.”

We were greeted by a host who guided us to a table that was situated at the edge of the rooftop, offering an unobstructed view of the ocean and the setting sun. The table was adorned with a crisp, white tablecloth and lit by a small candle that flickered in the gentle breeze. The chairs were plush and comfortable, and after helping Lindsey into hers, I sank into mine beside her.

We sat facing the beautiful horizon and basked in this blissful moment with the woman of my dreams. “Thank you for taking me here,” I said.

“Thank you for coming,” Lindsey replied, her emerald eyes captivating my attention. “I have been wanting to come here for quite some time, but I didn’t want to come alone.”

“Never thought to bring Connor?”

“I tried, but he’s always so busy with Danielle, and the restaurant’s not the easiest place to get a reservation,” she said.

I tilted my head. “So, you already had the reservation before I text you.”

She smiled and nodded. “The moment I heard that you were coming home, I made the reservation.”

“When were you going to tell me?” I asked.

“I meant to last night, but I got distracted by other things…”

Memories of the night before flooded my mind. The sound of her sweet moans. The feeling of her body pressed against me.

“Then, after last night, I kind of thought that we might skip it until you sent your text,” she said.

I looked at her with confusion, but before I could ask her to elaborate, our waiter arrived to get our drinks.

I looked at the cocktail menu before me and chose one almost at random after Lindsey ordered. She added an appetizer of oysters and I realized that tonight was going to be a night of quite a few firsts.

After the waiter left, I looked at Lindsey and asked, “Why wouldn’t you want to tell me about your plans for us to have dinner together after last night?”

She took in a deep breath and let out a sigh. I could tell that what had happened between us was weighing just as heavily on her shoulders as it was on mine. “Aaron, I hate to admit it, but I have been lonely. Really lonely. And last night I let myself get carried away and I feel terrible for taking advantage of you.”

My head reeled back. “Take advantage of me?” There were no other tables within earshot, but I still leaned in close and lowered the tone of my voice so only she could hear me when I said, “I don’t know if you recall, but if anyone took advantage of anyone, it was me. I mean, I was the only one to… You know…”

“Cum?” she asked with a smirk.

I chuckled and nodded. “Exactly.”

She leaned in closer to me and I resisted the urge to kiss her. “What if I told you that after you fell asleep, I got myself off twice while you had your arm wrapped around me?”

My eyes widened in surprise. “Well, first, I would note that it’s apparently far more difficult to wake me up than I had imagined. Second, I would ask why you didn’t try to wake me up?”

Lindsey smiled and shook her head. “Because if I had woken you up, I wouldn’t have hesitated to steal your virginity and ruin our relationship more than I have.”

“I don’t think you realize that you’re telling me that if I had woken up last night, I would have had my greatest fantasy come true,” I said. “You haven’t ruined our relationship, if anything you have opened up a new avenue that I have long dreamed we might walk down together.”

“Aaron, I’m almost twice your age,” she said. “I’m old enough to be your mother and I’ll admit that until you graduated, that’s exactly how I saw myself.” She sighed. “Then I don’t know what happened.”

I reached under the table and placed a hand on her knee. “I don’t think you realize that my feelings mirror your own. I can’t tell you exactly when it happened, but one day I saw you as the beautiful woman that you are, and I have been desiring you ever since. You’re the woman of my dreams.”

She didn’t immediately respond, and soon after, the waiter arrived with our drinks which Lindsey used as the perfect distraction, drawing our conversation away from the current topic.

I didn’t press and instead raised my glass to her in toast and after a clink of our glasses, took a sip.

Our conversation turned to less serious topics that carried us through our appetizer and dinners, both of which had been to die for. When the waiter came to collect our dishes, I discreetly slipped him my card and silently mouthed for him to add a good tip.

“Wait, what’s going on?” Lindsey asked when the waiter dropped off the receipt and returned my card.

“What?” I smiled. “Did you think I was going to let you pay for our first date?”

“Aaron, this was supposed to be my treat.”

“How about you treat me to a kiss?” I asked.

She hesitated a moment as she seemed to consider my offer before she leaned in and kissed me gently.

I savored the sweet taste of her lips and when she drew her head back, I gazed into her eyes. “Thank you,” I whispered.

“I shouldn’t have done that,” she said as her face hovered directly before mine with no more than a few inches dividing us from one another.

“Why?” I asked. “We both want this.”

“Aren’t you worried about what people will think when they see us together?” she asked.

“Why would I care what they think?” I asked. “If anything, I expect that most will be looking at me with envy. I don’t know if you realize, but your beauty is without compare.”

She smiled to my words then leaned in and kissed me once more. “Are you sure this is something that you want?” she asked, her voice just a whisper.

“Yes,” I said.

She pressed her forehead against mine and closed her eyes before she said, “Let’s head home.”




Chapter 6


True to his word, the valet took good care of my car, and as promised, it was in pristine condition. I handed him a generous tip and then helped Lindsey into the car before we hit the road and started making our way back home.

"Thank you again for coming out with me," she said. "It's been so long since I've gone out like that."

I grinned at her. "On a date?"

Lindsey laughed. "Yes, on a date. I wasn’t lying when I told you that I have been feeling lonely, but there just haven't been any men that interest me. At least until you walked back into my life."

Being as beautiful as she was, I couldn’t even try to imagine how many men had tried to pursue her, but I was glad to hear that out of all of them, I was the only one she had shown any interest in.

"Does that mean you're willing to explore this? Us?" I asked.

"Are you really sure this is what you want?" she asked cautiously.

I nodded without hesitation. "More than anything."

"Then yes, if you're sure, I'm more than willing," she said with a smile.

My smile matched hers as I guided us onto the freeway, which was surprisingly clear of any real traffic with only a few cars scattered here and there. 

Lindsey suddenly shifted in her seat and leaned in close to me before she whispered seductively, "Do you want me to show you just how willing I am?"

I glanced over at her and saw the hunger in her eyes. "Yes," I said, my tone dropping a few octaves.

"Alright, but I’m putting my life in your hands so make sure to drive safe and keep your eyes on the road," she said with a playful grin before she unbuckled her seat belt and leaned in closer. Her lips traced along the shell of my ear, her tongue darting out to lick and nip at the sensitive skin. I could feel the heat of her body radiating off of her as she pressed herself against me.

"You're so fucking sexy," Lindsey whispered into my ear, her voice heavy with desire. "When you first walked into the door yesterday, my panties were instantly drenched."

My cock twitched, her words fanning that roaring fire of unending desire that burned within me. She moved one of her hands to my crotch, her fingers teasing and stroking the growing bulge in my pants. “Look how hard you alright are," she purred, admiring my cock as she rubbed her palm over it. "Did I do this to you?"

"Just thinking about you gets me hard," I replied, my voice strained with need. “Whenever I’m near you I have to fight to keep my hands off of you. To keep from kissing you.”

“Well, now you can touch and kiss me whenever and however you desire,” she whispered as she took my right hand and pushed it down the top of her dress so that I could cup one of her large tits.

Her hand returned to my crotch and her talented fingers went to work. In quick succession, my belt was unclasped and the buttons and zipper of my pants were undone. She tugged down the band of my briefs and my thick, throbbing cock sprang free. 

“I can’t wait to feel this big fat cock of yours in my pussy,” she whispered in my ear as she wrapped her fingers around it. “You’re going to stretch me out so much.”

Her touch was electric as she began to stroke her hand up and down along the length of my cock, sending jolts of pleasure coursing through me. I lost myself in the feeling of the warmth of her breath against my ear and the softness of her lips against my skin as she jacked me off.

Her moans filled the air as she flicked her tongue against my ear, sending shivers of pleasure down my spine. "Do you jack yourself off thinking about me?" she asked with a husky whisper.

"More times than I can count," I admitted truthfully.

"Well, don't worry, from now on you won’t have to," she promised. "Mommy is going to take great care of you from here on out. I’m going to make sure these large balls,” she released my cock and cupped my balls, “are drained of every last drop." Her voice was filled with desire and promise.

My cock throbbed against her hand as she circled her fingers around it once more. "Remember to keep your eyes on the road," she reminded me before she shifted and then lowered her head to my lap.

I started to say something, but my words were cut off by a deep groan that escaped from between my lips as her warm, wet mouth enveloped my cock. The sensation was beyond anything I had ever felt before. Her full, soft lips clamped down on my shaft and her warm, wet tongue expertly rolled against it, sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned.

She lifted her head and swirled her tongue around the head of my cock before she descended once more, taking me all the way to the back of her throat before rising once more. Again and again, she bobbed her head on my cock, and at the same time, she began to gently massage my balls between her fingers.

She moaned around my pulsing cock and I noticed that she had worked her hand between her legs. She was touching herself while she sucked my cock. Not needing to worry about shifting gears, I reached across her back and tugged her skirt up and over her big, round ass so that I could grab one of her bare pillowy cheeks.

“You taste so fucking good.” she moaned as she lifted her head off of my cock for a moment. “Mommy can’t wait to feel you cum down her throat.”

Her words add fuel to the fire and I moaned loudly as her mouth enveloped my cock once more. Her movements became more rapid, and I could tell that she was loving every second of this just as much as I was. I surrendered to the flames, allowing them to consume me as her moans reverberated along the length of my cock, the pitch and frequency increasing.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned. “I’m going to cum.”

My body tensed and my heavy balls tightened. I threw my head back against the headrest and resisted the urge to close my eyes as my cock exploded in her mouth. 

She let loose a loud moan and then shuddered, cumming as I blasted her throat with thick, sticky ropes of my cum that she hungrily swallowed, again and again, not letting a single drop I had to offer go to waste.

Even after I came down from my orgasmic high, she continued to suck on my cock, thoroughly cleaning it before she tucked it back into my pants.

“That was incredible,” I gasped.

"And hopefully just the start,” Lindsey said. “I'm so turned out right now. I really hope that you can go again.”

“This is a dream come true,” I said. “When we get home, I’m going to fuck you until we’re both too exhausted to keep our eyes open.”

“Mmm…” She shifted in her seat and turn her body to face me. Her dress rode up her thighs, revealing her lacy panties, which she had pulled aside to reveal her hairless, glistening cunt. My eyes danced between the road and her pussy, as she parted her lips and rolled the tips of her fingers over her clit.

My cock ached to be freed and buried inside her tight, wet cunt, and I nearly pulled over to the side of the road to do just that, but with us being so close to home, I resisted. Her cries grew louder, and it was a miracle that I managed to not floor it. 

“Park in the garage,” she said when I finally pulled into her driveway. She stopped touching herself long enough to fish the garage door opener from her purse.

It opened and I drove forward and parked beside her white SUV. The garage door started lowering again as I stepped out of the car and hurried to the passenger door.

I helped her out of the car, and the moment she found her feet, our lips met in a frenzied kiss. I pressed her back against the side of my car and ran my hands all over her, feeling the incredible curves of her body through the thin fabric of her dress. I reached up to her large tits, kneading them with my fingers as she moaned softly into my mouth. Her breasts were full and heavy, and I loved the way they felt beneath my fingers as I squeezed and massaged them.

"Mommy can't wait to get to the bedroom," she whispered, her voice dripping with desire. "She needs you to fuck her right here and now."

“Is that what Mommy needs?” I asked as I led her to the front of the car and bent her forward over the hood. “To have my cock buried deep inside her?” I lifted the skirt of her dress and revealed her perfect, round ass. I couldn't help but admire it for a moment before I quickly pulled out my rock-hard cock.

“Yes, please,” she moaned as she looked back at me over her shoulder. “Give Mommy that big fat cock.”

I tugged her panties to the side and held them in place by trapping them between the fingers of one splayed hand that I pressed to one of the cheeks of her ass. With the other hand, I guided the head of my cock through her slick folds, coating it with her juices as I found her entrance.

With a grunt and a hard thrust, I buried my cock inside her, officially losing my virginity to my best friend’s mom.

Lindsey cried out with pleasure as my hips clapped against her ass. I moaned as her tight pussy constricted around me and for a moment, I held still with my cock sheathed inside her snug, wet pussy, basking in the sensation. Then, when I could stand to wait no longer, I drew my hips back before I drove myself into her again and then again.

She threw her ass back into me each time I thrust into her, our bodies moving in perfect sync. I released her underwear, trusting my steely, hard cock to keep it from getting in the way as it pistoned in and out of her tight cunt. I grabbed her hips with both hands and Lindsey laid her torso body flat across the hood.

“That’s right, fuck Mommy,” she moaned as I hammered into her from behind, the sound of our two bodies clapping together echoing off the walls of the garage. “Give her your hot cum.”

“Is that what you want?” I asked, my words escaping between a series of grunts and moans. “Do you want me to cum inside your pussy, Mommy?”

“Yes!” she cried. “Please!” 

I pounded into her from behind, lost in the inferno that consumed me. Harder and harder, faster and faster, my hips hammered into her ass. This was why I had been putting in work at the gym.

She suddenly cried out and I felt her pussy clamp down on my cock like a vice as she orgasmed. The sensation sent me over the edge, and at the same time, I exploded in ecstasy.

My cock twitched against the constricting inner walls of her cunt as I flooded her depths with a torrent of my hot, sticky cum. Through my orgasm, I continued to thrust my hips into her ass.

It wasn’t until long after that moment of pure ecstasy passed that I let loose a deep sigh of relaxation, stopped, and leaned forward over Lindsey’s back. With my cock still buried inside her, Lindsey turned her head towards me and we kissed over her shoulder.

For a long moment, we tenderly kissed one another, our tongues slowly dancing together.

After a long make-out session, I drew my head back and gazed lovingly into her eyes.

"Take me to my room,” Lindsey whispered.




Chapter 7


The smell of fresh coffee stirred me from my dreams, and I felt the warm press of Lindsey’s body against me. Slowly, I opened my eyes to the sight of her flawless face hovering above mine. She smiled and greeted me with a kiss.

“Good morning, handsome,” she whispered.

“So, it wasn't all just a dream," I said, still groggy from sleep.

"No, it was far too good to just be a dream," she said, a mischievous glint in her eye. She ran her hand over my bare chest. “You've left me feeling sore in all the right places."

I grinned. We had stayed up until nearly sunrise exploring every inch of each other's bodies. I thought back to the various positions and places in the room we fucked and my cock twitched.

“Were you really a virgin?” she asked.

I chuckled and nodded my head. "Yes, but I would be lying if I said I hadn't thought about us having sex many, many times."

"So have I," she replied before she kissed me. Her hand drifted down my body and wrapped around my cock. “Look who’s already ready to go.”

“He’s always going to be ready for you,” I said with a grin.

She moved the blanket away from my body and then shifted, straddling me. She rubbed the head of my cock through her pussy, and I could feel as much as I could see how wet she was as she coated me with her juices.

She lined me up and then slowly lowered her body, impaling herself on my cock. I stared up at her, mesmerized by the way her face contorted with pleasure as she stared down at me. Her full lips parted and she gifted my ears with a sweet moan.

I ran my hands over her, savoring the feeling of her warm and soft body beneath my fingertips as she started to roll her hips, her body undulating sensuously as she rode me.

"Fuck, Baby," she said, her voice strained with pleasure. "You’re so big."

I reached up and cupped her large tits, squeezing them gently as she raised and lowered her hips. “You can take it,” I groaned. “Ride my cock like a good slut, Mommy.”

Excitement flared behind her green eyes and she started to move faster, riding me harder. “Make Mommy cum on your thick cock,” she moaned.

I shifted my hands to her hips and seized control, the muscles in my arms flexing as I quickly raised and lowered her, bouncing her on my cock. At the same time, I lifted my hips off the bed and thrust my cock upwards, my hips slamming against her body each time she fell

“You like that, Mommy?” I asked, my words escaping between deep grunts.

“Yes, Baby.” she moaned; her voice breathless. “Fuck me harder. Pound Mommy’s pussy with that big, fat cock.”

My chest heaved and my muscles burned as I hammered into her, harder and harder. “Cum for me, Mommy,” I growled. “Cum on my cock.”

“Oh god. Yes! Yes! Aaron!” she cried. She threw her head back and came, her body writhing as she shook with the intensity of her orgasm.

I kept thrusting into her, pounding into her tightening pussy, fucking her even as she trembled above me until I couldn’t hold back any longer. With a loud groan and a grunt, I exploded. My cock erupted and I pumped her pussy full of my cum.

Our orgasms seemed to carry on for a lifetime, but when that moment of pure ecstasy passed, she collapsed on top of me, her body heaving with mine from exertion.

After a moment, her lips found mine and our tongues slowly danced together as we basked in bliss.

“You’re going to get me addicted to you,” she whispered after she broke off the kiss.

“Good thing I’ll always be here to see that your every need is met,” I replied.

“As I will always see to yours,” she replied with a smile.

She kissed me gently and then slowly lifted her body off of my cock, causing us both to groan. “I brought you some coffee,” she said as she shifted to the edge of the bed and then slid off. “And when you're ready, we can have breakfast together."

"I would love that," I replied with a smile.

She grabbed the still warm mug from the nightstand and handed it to me. 

“Also, I don’t want you to think that I was prying or anything, but I did have to mute your phone," she said. "You got a message from Kayla this morning and it was vibrating on the nightstand. You sleep like a rock so I had to silence it so I could get some rest." She chuckled.

"Oh, I'm sorry,” I said after a drink of my coffee. “I forgot to put it on mute. My mind was kind of consumed by other things.”

“I wonder what,” she said with a grin.

“One can only guess,” I replied playfully.

She gave me a good look at her naked body from behind as she turned and made her way into the closet.

I took another drink of my coffee before I shifted closer to the nightstand where I set the mug on a coaster and grabbed my phone.

It seemed that Kayla was an early riser as she sent the text at just a hair past six in the morning. Only a short while after Lindsey and I had finally gone to sleep, completely spent.


Kayla: It was great seeing you yesterday. I would love to grab a coffee or go on a hike with you sometime. Also, send me your email so I can send you a copy of my manuscript if you're still interested in reading it.


I smiled and debated responding, but after a moment of consideration, I decided that I would wait until later. Lindsey came out of the closet wearing a green robe just as I was setting the phone back down on the nightstand. I once again picked up my mug of coffee and flashed her a smile.

“Anything going on between you and Kayla?” she asked, her tone curious without a hint of jealousy.

I shrugged. “I won’t lie and pretend like I didn’t have a bit of a crush on her in high school, but after last night, you don’t have to worry about anything happening between her and me.”

She took a seat on the bed near me and tilted her head. “Why is that?”

I looked at her with confusion. “Well, because I’m fully committed to you.”

She smiled and leaned in close to me. “That doesn’t mean that you can’t continue to explore your connections with others and have a bit of fun,” she said. “I’m fully committed to you, and I’ll never let another man touch me, but I’m not interested in keeping you from other women. It wouldn’t bother me if you had a relationship with anyone else, so long as there is always room for me.”

I was taken aback by her words. “Are you being serious or is this some kind of test?”

She chuckled. “This isn’t a test, and I do mean it. If you want to have a harem, I’m perfectly happy just being a part of it.”

I laughed. “A harem? You can’t be serious.”

“Yes, a harem, and I am,” she said before she kissed me gently. “But that’s your choice. I just want you to be happy.” She kissed me again. “Now I’m going to go make breakfast.

My eyes followed her as she slipped out of bed, leaving me alone in her room to reflect on her words. A harem? She couldn’t have really meant that could she? Even if she was serious, who else would be willing to go along with such an arrangement?

I picked up my phone and texted Kayla, letting her know that I liked the sound of both, getting coffee and going on a hike together soon. I also gave her my email so that she could send me her manuscript.

With that taken care of, I got up and went through my morning routine before I dressed, and headed to the kitchen with a now empty mug in hand. 

I found Lindsey by the stove, making omelets.

"Breakfast is almost ready,” she said as I stepped into the kitchen.

I set my mug down by the pot of coffee, then wrapped my arms around her from behind. “Thank you,” I said before I kissed her cheek.

"You never have to thank me, but you're welcome," she replied with a smile.

I kissed her cheek again, then went and filled up my coffee. I thought of Connor then and I wondered how I was going to tell him about my relationship with his mom. I felt like a terrible friend, and I wondered if there would be any way to salvage our friendship if he didn’t take it well.

I pushed the thought away as Lindsey plated our omelets, which I scooped up and carried into the dining room. We took a seat side by side and started eating.

"What are your plans for today?" I asked between bites.

"I need to do some light clothes shopping," she said. "Any chance you might be interested in joining me?"

“I would love to,” I said. “I actually need to do a bit of clothes shopping myself.”

She smiled happily and leaned into me for a kiss.

I couldn't believe how lucky I was.

Midway through our meal, Lindsey raised her finger as though just remembering something. “I know it’s short notice, but on Tuesday I’m supposed to go to a vineyard. It was a little gift from my company for some magic I made happen in the first quarter. Any chance that you would be interested in coming along?”

“Of course, I would,” I replied.

A heartbeat later I remembered that I was supposed to go get Mexican food with Connor and Danielle on the same day. I took another bite of my omelet and hoped that he wouldn’t get upset about me asking for a rain check.




Chapter 8


The engine purred as we raced down the highway, but I hardly noticed it over the sound of Lindsey’s moans as she masterfully sucked my cock. Her tongue swirled around my tip before she took me deeper into her warm, wanting mouth. I gripped the steering wheel tightly, trying to focus on the road ahead, but it was hard to concentrate as pleasure consumed me.

Her head bobbed up and down, the pleasure intensifying. I could feel my impending orgasm approaching, my muscles tightening and the pace of my breath quickening. Her mouth felt incredible, wet, and velvety, as it engulfed my cock.

I fought to keep my orgasm at bay so that I could savor the moment a little longer, but she wanted my cum and she would not be denied. She deepthroated my cock, stuck out her tongue, and massaged my balls at the same time with the tip of it.

I couldn't hold back any longer. My body tensed and I let out a deep groan as I exploded in ecstasy. She moaned loudly around my cock as it erupted and fired off rounds of my hot cum directly down her throat.

I basked in the waves of ecstasy that assailed me as she continued to suck on my cock, taking every last drop that I had to offer before my body relaxed and I slumped back into the leather seat. 

Lindsey gave the head of my cock one last little kiss before she tucked it away then shifted back into her seat. I looked over at her as she buckled her seatbelt and then wiped her mouth with a napkin.

“Hopefully that will hold you over until we get back to the hotel,” she said.

“I’m not sure if that will be enough,” I replied with a grin. “I might have to find a dark corner in the vineyard to pull you into.”

“I think I might like that if you did,” she replied with a devious smile.

I basked in the sea of bliss as we raced down the highway toward the vineyard.

"I hope I don’t embarrass you," I said. “I still can’t tell the difference between cabs or merlots.”

“Don’t worry,” she replied. “There isn’t any pressure or expectations. For all my love of wine, I’m not much of an expert myself. We’re just going to mingle and have a good time together. But I’ll try to give you a few hints about what we’re drinking while we’re there.”

“Thanks,” I said with a smile.

The vineyard came into view, and the scent of ripe grapes and sun-warmed earth filled the air. I guided the car up to the front of the main building where a valet waited to park our car.

Lindsey took my hand and stepped out looking breathtaking in the flowing floral dress she wore. I kissed her lightly then wrapped an arm around her waist and guided her inside.

The host was surrounded by a few others who were taking the tour along with us and he greeted us warmly upon our approach. He handed us each a glass of freshly poured red and began telling us about the day’s itinerary.

Lindsey and I tasted the wine, which was probably the best I had ever had while the host talked. My eyes danced over the others most of whom were couples and I saw the envious looks of quite a few who looked between Lindsey and me.

“By the way,” Lindsey whispered low enough so only I could hear. “If he tries to test you on this one, it’s a cab,” 

I fought and failed to stifle a laugh. “Thank you,” I whispered back.

She flashed me a playful grin.

After the host finished going over the itinerary, he led us out on a tour of the vineyard, which proved far more educational than I had expected as he explained the different grape varieties, and the cultivation process.

Afterward, we were taken to a paired wine tasting where they served us some delicious food complimented by even more delicious wine.

“I’m having such a great time with you,” I told Lindsey after we finished our courses. “Thank you for inviting me.”

She squeezed my hand. “Thank you for coming along. I’m so happy to have you with me.”

A blind taste challenge followed, and I provided to be a part of the day’s entertainment as I failed to guess a single wine correctly. After that, the host gave us a break and the freedom to explore as we desired, which to Lindsey and I meant we could try and search for a place to explore each other’s bodies.

I led her through the building we were in, my heart pounding in my chest as her hand firmly gripped my own. She leaned in close and let me know how badly she needed my cock.

We made our way upstairs and out onto a patio with a breathtaking view of the vineyards, but all I could focus on was the beautiful woman next to me. As soon as we stepped outside, I wasted no time, wrapping my arms around her and pressing her back against the wall next to the door.

Our lips crashed together and I ran my hands over her body, feeling her soft curves beneath my fingertips.

Her fingers worked quickly as undid my belt, buttons, and zipper then pulled my hard cock out. “Please,” she moaned as she broke off the kiss just long enough to get the single plea.

I loved hearing her beg, but I wasn’t going to make her plead anymore. I pulled up her skirt, grabbed her by her ass, and easily hoisted her up into my arms. She hooked her legs around me and moaned through the kiss as she worked her hands between our two bodies. She pulled her panties to the side with one and guided the head of my cock through her slick pussy with the other before she lined me up. With a slow thrust, I pushed into her, feeling her silken inner walls stretch around my thick, invading cock.

Lindsey moaned into my mouth as I buried myself to the hilt inside her. She wrapped her arms around me, her fingers digging into my back as I began to work myself into her. The first series of thrusts were slow and gentle as I let her body adjust to my size before I started to pound into her, driving her body up the wall each time my hips met her inner thighs.

“You love my hard cock, don’t you, Mommy?” I asked through a low growl.

She fought to keep her moans as quiet as possible. “Yes, Baby,” she panted. “I love it. I love feeling your fat cock stretch out my tight pussy.”

“I own this pussy,” I said as I hammered into her. “Your body was made for me. Made to take my cock. Made to be my little slut.”

She buried her face into my shoulder to try and muffle her cries of pleasure, yet still they carried off into the distance where anyone might hear. “Yes,” she moaned. “Mommy was made to be your little slut.”

I groaned deeply and spurred on by her words I fucked her harder and harder. I felt myself drawing closer and closer to that glorious peak and I knew that she was right there with me.

“Cum for me, Mommy,” I growled. “Cum on my fat cock.”

Lindsey bit my shoulder and cried out in ecstasy. Her inner walls clamped down on my thick cock, sending me over the edge. I groaned and grunted as I pumped her pussy full of my cum.

For a long moment, I held her tight against me, her body sandwiched between me and the wall at her back with my pulsing cock buried deep inside her. When I finally accepted that we had flirted with disaster long enough, I drew my cock out of her with a groan and set her down lightly on her feet.

We made ourselves decent then kissed lightly before we strode over to the balcony. I wrapped my hands around her from behind and together we gazed out at the breathtaking panorama that unfolded before us. The sun was still high in the clear blue sky, casting a warm golden glow across the landscape. The vast expanse of neatly aligned vines stretched out as far as the eye could see, their lush green leaves shimmering in the sunlight. I breathed in deeply, the fragrance of ripe grapes mingling with Lindsey’s intoxicating scent. 

Silently, we basked in the serene moment until we decided that we had been gone for too long to not draw suspicion. I led her back to the tour group and though most seemed none the wiser, the looks a few tossed toward us led me to believe that they might have been within earshot of Lindsey’s cries of pleasure.

I whispered my suspicions to Lindsey whose cheeks flushed. Although she seemed slightly embarrassed, I could tell that she enjoyed the idea that someone might have heard us just as much as I did.

The host took us through a wine-making workshop and then thanked us for coming to visit before he gave us the freedom to walk through the vineyard on our own.

The golden sun dipped low in the sky as Lindsey and I strolled hand in hand through the picturesque vineyard. My heart swelled with a feeling of love and joy that was beyond anything I had ever felt before. The sight of the vibrant green vines, laden with plump grapes, stretched out before us and as we walked it felt as though we were at peace with the natural world.

We talked and her laughter filled the air, like a melodic tune that perfectly complemented the soft rustling of leaves and the distant chirping of birds. Her green eyes sparkled with delight as she stopped to examine a particularly luscious cluster of grapes, her fingers gently caressing the fruit. I couldn't help but admire just how perfect she was in that moment.

We continued our leisurely walk and the sun continued its descent, casting warm hues of orange and pink across the horizon, bathing the world around us in a romantic glow. The fragrant scent of the ripening grapes and the earthy aroma of the soil filled my nostrils, creating a rich tapestry of sensations that I wished I could hold onto forever.

Every now and then, we paused to share a gentle kiss or whisper sweet nothings into each other's ears. The intimacy was as intoxicating as the finest wine produced from the very vineyard we were exploring.

As the sun dipped further toward the horizon, casting long shadows across the vineyard, we found a secluded spot beneath an ancient oak tree. We sat down together, our bodies pressed close and watched the final moments of the day disappear. 

Lindsey rested her head on my shoulder, and said softly, "You know, I never thought I could feel this happy and alive again. It's like I have been reborn and for the first time in a very long time I’m excited to see what the future holds.”

Warmth spread through my chest. “You’ve brought so much joy and light into my life. You make me want to be the best version of myself.”

“I love you,” she whispered.

I pulled her closer to me. "I love you too. You've captured my heart, and I can't imagine my life without you."

She hugged herself against me and together we watched the sun's final rays slip beneath the horizon, leaving behind a sky painted with brilliant shades of red, orange, and purple. As we sat there, wrapped up in each other's arms, I knew that this moment would be etched into my memory forever. This picturesque vineyard had become the perfect backdrop for our blossoming love story.

Lindsey brought her lips to my ear and her tongue snaked out to flick against it teasingly before she whispered, “Let’s go to the hotel.”




Chapter 9


The grand entrance of our hotel beckoned us with its stately architecture and beautifully manicured gardens, promising a night to remember. We walked hand in hand, stealing glances at each other and exchanging tender smiles and kisses.

Upon entering the hotel lobby, we were greeted by the rich scent of fresh flowers and the soft notes of a piano playing in the background. The concierge welcomed us with a warm smile and quickly checked us in before instructing us to follow one of the hotel attendants who would guide us to our room.

As we waited for the elevator, I wrapped my arm around Lindsey’s waist and pulled her close, savoring the warmth of her body against mine. The sexual tension between us was palpable and I was struggling to keep my hands from exploring her body.

The elevator arrived with a soft chime, and we stepped in after the attendant. As the elevator ascended, Lindsey leaned in, her breath hot and heavy, and whispered, “I’m so wet. I need your cock inside me.”

I pulled her tighter against me and stole a quick kiss, teasing the tip of her tongue with my own before the elevator doors opened on our floor. We followed behind the attendant, her body pressed against mine as we strolled down the plush, carpeted hallway.

Finally, we arrived at our room, and the attendant opened the door to reveal an elegantly decorated suite. The plush king-sized bed was adorned with silky sheets and an array of soft pillows, while a bottle of champagne and two delicate flutes sat on the nightstand, waiting for us.

I handed the attendant a tip and then closed the door behind him before I spun around to face Lindsey. I pulled her into a deep, passionate kiss, reveling in the sweet taste of her lips. I pushed her against the nearby wall and explored her body with my hands.

Every touch, every caress, and every sound was heightened by our desire for each other. She moaned into my mouth, unbuttoned my shirt, and ran her hand over my chest.

I pulled her away from the wall and peeled away her dress that fell to the floor at her feet. I broke off the kiss and gazed down at her incredible body. Her large breasts were barely contained by a white lace bra and a matching set of underwear was the only barrier between me and her tight, wet cunt.

“God, you’re so beautiful,” I breathed. “You’re irresistible.”

“Good thing I don’t want you to resist,” she whispered playfully.

I lifted her up into my arms and she wrapped her legs around my waist as I carried her to the king-sized bed. Our lips met in another deep kiss that had our tongues tangling together even after I gently laid her down on the bed.

I positioned myself between her spread legs and ground my bulge into her panty-covered pussy, earning a sweet, sensual moan. I unclasped her bra and then broke off the kiss so that I could peel it off of her body.

My eyes fell to her large tits and I looked them over appreciatively before I brought my hands and mouth to those succulent mounds. My fingers kneaded into the soft and supple flesh and I suckled her nipples into my mouth in turn.

She ran her fingers through my hair and serenaded me with her moans, and my thick cock pulsed in response.

I drew a line down her body with a series of revenant kisses. Her skin was like silk beneath my fingertips as they drifted down her body to her lace underwear. I hooked my fingers into the waistband and pulled them down and off of her long legs as I brought my head level with her hairless cunt that glistened with her sweet nectar.

I inhaled the intoxicating scent of her arousal then leaned in close and parted the lips of her pussy with my tongue. She cried out and trembled as I found her swollen clit.

"God, Aaron,” she moaned. "You're so good at this. Please don't stop. Keep eating Mommy’s pussy."

I didn’t need the encouragement, but it was no less appreciated as I feasted on her wet pussy. I gazed up at her and our eyes met as I caught her watching me, a rapturous expression on her face.

Lindsey’s words of encouragement continued as I licked and sucked on her clit. Her chest heaved, her breath becoming thick and ragged.

“Aaron!” she screamed. “Oh, god, yes!”

Her body tightened then twitched and shuddered as she came, and I continued to lick and suck on her pussy through her orgasm and long after. I was determined to make sure that she was fully satisfied.

Finally, after she couldn’t take it anymore, I slid off the bed and gazed down at her perfect body as she basked in the bliss of post orgasm. Her large tits swayed as her chest heaved. I stripped out of my clothes that fell to the floor around my feet then got back on the bed. I positioned myself between her legs.

Her eyes opened and found me as the head of my hard, throbbing cock brushed up against her slick cunt. She gently cupped my face and whispered, “I love you, Aaron.”

“I love you too,” I replied as I slowly pressed myself into her.

Her full lips parted and a moan spilled out from between them as her silken inner walls stretched around my thick invading cock. Her warm, wet cunt enveloped me and I savored the pleasure that spread out and through me.

I leaned down and captured her lips with a kiss. My tongue found hers and drew it into a passionate dance as I sheathed myself inside her.

For a long time, I kept my hips pressed to her inner thighs, my cock buried to the hilt inside her as we basked in this loving and tender moment. But my cock needed release and when I could stand it no longer, I drew my hips back until my cock nearly escaped the warm embrace of her tight pussy before I thrust into her again.

She moaned into my mouth, and our kiss became more passionate as I thrust into her again and again. I reveled in the feeling of her soft body beneath me as I picked up the pace, forcing her to tremble and shake each time my hips collided with her thighs.

She broke off the kiss, threw her head back, and cried out as I hammered into her. “That’s it, Baby,” she gasped, her body writhing beneath me. “Fuck me harder.”

The look on her face was one of pure ecstasy, her eyes closed as she filled the room with her moans. I felt a surge of pride and satisfaction knowing that I was the one bringing her so much pleasure.

Her legs wrapped tightly around me as I approached my own climax. I hammered my hips into her with all the force I could muster as I grew closer and closer to the edge. My body tightened with my impending release and I fought against it for as long as I could before I was flung off the cliff.

I groaned and grunted as I flooded Lindsey’s depths and her pussy clamped down on my erupting cock like a vice as she came at the same time. I continued to pound into her, letting her cunt milk my cock for every last drop of cum that I had to offer before I collapsed over her.

I supported myself on the forearm of one arm, keeping myself from crushing her body as I lay over her. For many minutes, we lay there, sweaty and panting, our bodies entwined in the aftermath of our lovemaking.

“I love you, Lindsey,” I whispered, kissing her gently on the lips.

“And I love you, Aaron,” she responded, and as her eyes opened, I saw that they gleamed with happiness.




Chapter 10


"Thank you again for coming with me," Lindsey said as we turned onto the street we both lived on.

"I should be the one thanking you for inviting me," I replied with a smile. I stole a glance at her out of the corner of my eye, admiring the way her red hair fell in loose waves around her beautiful face.

I pulled into her driveway and parked before I got out of the car and made my way to the passenger side door. I pulled it open, took her hand gently into mine, and helped her out of the car. 

She rose up on her toes and I leaned down for a quick taste of her lips. “I hope you’re not going to just rush home.”

“I wouldn’t dream of it,” I said before I kissed her a second time. “Let me grab your bags and I’ll join you inside.”

I stepped away to the trunk and collected her bags in one hand then made my way back to her. I wrapped my arm around her and held her against me as I walked her to the front door.

Before she could fit her key into the lock, the door swung open to reveal Connor who wore an expression of shock and surprise.

"Did I just see you kiss my mom?” Connor asked, his eyes immediately locking on mine.

I felt Lindsey tense beside me, and I stuttered as I struggled to come up with a response. This wasn’t how I wanted him to find out.

I took a deep breath and finally said, “Look, let me explain.”

"What's there to explain? This is fucking perfect!" A huge smile spread across Connor’s face as he stepped forward and forced me to relinquish the hold I had on Lindsey as he wrapped his arms around me and pulled me into a hug. "I have been so worried about not having enough time for either you or my mom, but now I don't have to worry since the two of you have each other."

I was stunned, unable to believe what I was hearing. I looked at Lindsey, who laughed and shrugged, her eyes twinkling with amusement.

"Now we can even go on double dates together!" Connor continued.



Thank you



I hope that you enjoyed the story and I’m grateful to the time you spent reading it. The follow up to the story will be coming soon along with a number of other tales that I have planned.

If you would like to get in touch with me, send me an e-mail at the address below.





ethan.dixon.books@gmail.com
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