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Chapter 1

Nathan

“Nathan, do you have a minute?” my mom calls me from the kitchen. “I need help.”

We’re both working inside Valenti’s Italian Cuisine, our family restaurant that my grandpa started forty years ago, getting ready for dinner hours. It’s Friday afternoon, and we’ve gotten a few delivery orders and some folks here for an early dinner.

“Not really, Mom. I’m busy. I need to take care of the tables and the bar,” I remind her while restocking the bar’s inventory. Our bartender quit a month ago, and we haven’t found a replacement yet.

My mom steps out of the kitchen and came to the dining area. “I’ll take care of the bar for you. I need you to run to the store and get me some cherries.”

“What for?” I ask, wondering why the urgency.

“Well, It’s for the birthday cake.”

I recall the cake my mom baked yesterday. “I’ve got some cocktail cherries. You can’t use those?”

“No. I need fresh cherries for topping. It’s for Maddie. She doesn’t like candied fruits.”

“It’s for Maddie?” I ask. My heart flutters as the picture of a gorgeous blonde emerges in my mind’s eye. Maddie Davis is my mom’s best friend and my middle school art teacher.

“Yes. She’s coming here for dinner this evening.”

I can hardly contain my joy. “She’s back in town? Since when?”

“Oh, two days ago. Didn’t I tell you?”

“No, you did not, Mom.” My mom is only in her early fifties but can be pretty forgetful sometimes. It could be the stress caused by Dad’s health issues in recent years.

“Okay, now you know. So I forgot to tell you. What’s the big deal?” Mom is sensitive about her not being as sharp as before. “Take off your apron and go to the store!”

“Yes, ma’am!” I throw the apron on the counter and grab my keys.

So, Maddie is back. I can’t stop smiling as I drive toward Joe’s, the only grocery store in town. Everything in town looks extraordinarily pleasant: the charming cafe and boutique shops, the lush community park, and the picturesque town square. Eastbrook is a small town in the New York suburbs. I grew up here and seldom left in my twenty-five years of life. Even when I was away for college and work, I always came home during holidays and breaks. 

I lived in NYC while attending college there, but I did not like the boisterous city life. I graduated with a degree in business management and worked for a business consulting firm in SoHo. The pay was good for an entry-level position, and I learned the ropes and gained many clients within two years. I was starting my own company when my dad got sick, and I decided to come home to help my mom out. 

It’s been almost a year. My old man is doing better, and I’ll stay for a few more months to ensure everything is fine. After that, I’ll think about what to do about my life. Starting my own consulting business will be difficult now because I’ve lost many clients over the past year. To tell the truth, I prefer staying in Eastbrook to returning to the city, but I can’t live with my parents forever. Although I work at the restaurant and pay them rent, I still feel dependent.

I push the thoughts about my future aside and indulge in the thoughts of Maddie. Maddie and my mom became best friends after Maddie married my dad’s friend, Uncle Ron. It happened when I was about ten. My crush started when I saw Maddie at her wedding, and my feelings for her grew stronger after I took a class with her in ninth grade. The fascination never went away completely, not even after I dated various girls in college. A few times I thought I got over her, but my feelings were rekindled when I saw her again. Yes, I’m still crazy about this woman. Otherwise, what explains the excitement rushing through me at the moment?

Unfortunately, Uncle Ron passed away two years ago, and Maddie was walloped. She took a year off from work and went to stay with her parents in New Jersey at first and then visit her sister abroad. Come to think of it, she was almost always away when I was in town in the past few years. It isn’t much of a coincidence because schools have their breaks around the same time. When I came home during the summers, Maddie was usually in Italy with her sister, who owns a vineyard in Tuscany. In fact, the last time I saw her was over five years ago when she and Uncle Ron came to our house for a Christmas party.

I pick up a bag of cherries at the store and drive back to the store. The parking lot has become fuller as dinner time gets closer. My favorite spot near the restaurant’s back entrance is gone, and I have to look for another one.

I find a spot near the far corner of the lot, but as I drive toward it, a vehicle suddenly pulls out of its space. What the fuck? I honk the horn as I hit the brakes. The car stops immediately, but not without lightly hitting my rear passenger door.

I curse again even though I see the driver raising a hand frantically as if to apologize. As I sigh and grab my phone to exchange information with the careless driver, I glare at the blue Honda and realize I’ve seen it before. It’s Maddie’s car!

Shit. I step out of my car quickly. And Maddie, in a fabulous low-cut white dress that wraps around her curvy body and shows her long legs, comes out at the exact moment to meet me.

“I’m so sorry ---” Maddie stops mid-sentence. Her mouth hangs open for a second as she recognizes me. “Nathan! Is that you?”

“Yes, Maddie. How are you?”

“Oh, I’m just fine,” Maddie says as her eyes travel over me appreciatively. “Wow, you’ve certainly grown up!”  

I blush. Maddie has never looked at me this way before—she sounds almost flirtatious. Besides, when she saw me at that Christmas party five years ago, I was already twenty years old, and I haven’t changed much since then. What has happened to her? It doesn’t take me long to find my answer.

Her eyes are bright as she checks me out, and her face is flushed. She even giggles like a teenage girl as she gawks at me. Shit. She isn’t sober, is she?

I step close to her and feel her breath. She’s been drinking alright. Mom mentioned that Maddie turned to alcohol after her late husband’s passing. Apparently, she’s still grieving.

“Are you okay, Maddie?” I ask, concerned.

“What? Oh, I’m fine.” Maddie blinks out of her stupor. “What about yourself? I didn’t hit your car that hard, but do you need to see a doctor or something?”

“No, not at all. It was just a tap, nothing serious.”

As I speak, I follow Maddie’s eyes and notice a small dent in the passenger’s door.

“I’m so sorry,” she says. “Let me get my insurance info.”

She is about to return to her car but I grab her arm. “It won’t be necessary, Maddie,” I say, not wanting to make a big deal of the incident.

“Are you sure?” Maddie apologizes. “I’m so sorry for being careless. Let me at least pay for the repair.”

“Don’t worry about it, Maddie,” I say, ignoring the damage to my car and focusing on her. Fuck. She looks more voluptuous than I remember. My cock twitches when I realize her snowy cleavage is just inches away. I clear my throat and put my inappropriate thoughts in check. “Let’s go inside. Mom’s baked a cake for you.”

“Oh, that’s so sweet of her,” Maddie says.

I return to my car and park it a few spots from Maddie. I then grab the cherries and head for the restaurant’s back door.

Maddie is making her way toward it as well, ahead of me. I admire her figure from the back—her plump backside has given me boners since I was a teen.

Before she nears the door, I catch up and open it for her. Maddie thanks me as she pauses at the door, our bodies nearly touching and her bright blue eyes gazing into mine for a second before they glide down to my lips. My heart pounds madly in my chest as I swallow. No, it can’t be. She can’t be thinking what I have in mind. My eyes fall on her luscious lips despite the voice warning me in my head.

“I love your beard,” Maddie says before I do anything stupid. “It’s very becoming on you, young man.”

Damn. I’m a horny idiot. “Thanks,” I say, blushing.

My mom is standing by the bar counter and squeals when she sees us. “Maddie, sweetheart! Happy birthday!”

“Thanks, Adele! How have you been?”

“I’ve been just fine. How was Tuscany?”

Maddie rolls her eyes. “Humid and muggy, just like New York.”

“Why didn’t you come home sooner? I missed you.”

“I missed you, too. But my sister wouldn’t let me go,” Maddie says. “And the vineyard was nice. The wine, of course, was great, and my sister Paula runs a wine spa to attract tourists. She calls it vinotherapy. I had it twice a week, and it helped me sleep. My skin also got rosier.”

“Sounds good,” my mom says. “Where is Paula’s vineyard? The doctor advised Greg and me to take a vacation away from home, and we’ve also been thinking about going to Italy.”

“Oh, I’ll text you Paula’s number. She also has a website,” Maddie says. “How’s Greg?”

“Greg’s doing much better. He was here earlier in the morning but is taking the rest of the day off. Nathan’s been helping out.”

Maddie’s eyes turn to me and she smiles warmly. “Nathan’s turned into a fine young man. You’re a lucky woman, Adele.”

“Thank you.”

With unmistakable longing, Maddie’s eyes linger on me for a moment longer. Hope sparks in my chest again, and I stare back at her intently, searching for the meaning of her expression. Is that lust? Or is it simply regret for not having children? I have no time to find out the truth.

My mom takes the grocery bag from my hands and says, “Nathan, take Maddie to her table, please. I’ll be right back.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I say, gladly obeying her order.

I take Maddie to the table that’s been reserved for her. It’s close to the bar counter and away from the other tables.


Chapter 2

Maddie

Holy shit. I need a drink pronto to cool off the sizzling heat that’s assailing my body and quench the intense thirst that makes my mouth dry. What the hell is happening to me? I hardly feel like myself. I hit a car when I parked, and I ogled Nathan, Adele’s son and my past student. Am I intoxicated? No way. I only had one glass of wine at lunch hours ago. It can’t be the alcohol’s fault. It has to be jet lag. I’m not in my right mind.

I stare at the menu for a moment, but my mind isn’t there. I keep seeing Nathan’s sparkling eyes and feeling his electrifying touch. I last saw him at Adele and Greg’s house five years ago during Christmas. Looking back, he was already as tall and grown-up but not half as manly as now. He was still a big kid to me back then. 

But today, he’s definitely not a kid. He’s a man. Right from the moment I stepped out of my car, I saw his muscular frame and that thick bush of beard. Crap. My lady bits stir even now as I recall how good he looked. It has to be the muscles. The way his biceps stretched his shirt made me drool. Or could it be the beard? I’ve always had a thing for beards. It was the main reason I was attracted to Ron when we first met, despite our large age gap. I still miss how Ron’s beard prickled my neck when we made love.

Shit, when was the last time it happened? Ten years ago? What the hell is wrong with me? I’ve lived without intercourse just fine for years. Why am I so horny all of a sudden? This is so wrong. Beard or no beard, I can’t think that way about Adele’s son. Hell, I blame it all on Paula. She’s living with a man half her age in the vineyard. The two wouldn’t keep their hands off each other, even when I was around. God knows how often I walked in on them and had to listen to their maddening moans at night.

“Here you go, Maddie,” Nathan’s deep voice interrupts my thoughts. He puts down a glass of ice water in front of me.

What a thoughtful young man. I haven’t even told him I needed water. He must’ve read my mind, or could he have sensed my thirst?

“Thank you,” I say and reach for the water immediately. “I needed this.”

Nathan watches me gulp down half of the water and chuckles. “Wow, you’re really thirsty.”

You have no idea, young man. “I am,” I wipe the water droplets on my chin and laugh.

“Ready to order, Signora?” Nathan waggles his eyebrows as if flirting with me. Damn.

“Yes,” I say, avoiding his eyes, which seem eager to meet mine. “I would like to have my usual —”

“Cream of Zucchini, Mushroom Lasagna with extra cheese, and a chardonnay,” Nathan finishes the sentence for me.

My mouth opens. I haven’t been to the restaurant when Nathan is around for years, and he still remembers what I like? “My goodness. Nathan. You’ve got superb memory,” I say gratefully.

Nathan smiles. “Not really. But I’ve known you for a long time, Maddie.”

His gentle voice and warm smile cause another burst of inappropriate feeling between my thighs. Damn. My panties are melting.

Nathan writes down my order, but doesn’t go away. Instead, he lingers, and I sense he’s checking me out. I take another swig of ice water, gather my courage, and look at him. I shiver when I meet his deep-set brown eyes under dense eyebrows. Goodness gracious, the lad is such a hunk. Aside from those sexy eyes, he’s also got raven hair, a straight nose, and a square chin—everything that makes a guy hot. I’ve always known the lad is easy on the eye, but never been so impressed. My eyes fall on his beard again, and then his chiseled lips. Boy do they look yummy!

Gosh. I’ve gone mad! I drink more water to stop my thoughts from going dirty. “That’s all I need, Nathan,” I say to the young man, hoping he’ll leave because I might leave a wet spot on the chair if he keeps staring at me like that.

Nathan clears his throat. “Are you sure you don’t want anything else, Maddie?” Holy Moly. Why does he sound so husky and smell so musky?

I squirm on my seat to ease the heat between my thighs. “Actually, I could use another glass of ice water.”

“No problem,” Nathan says. “I’ll be right back.”

I let out a sigh of relief after Nathan went away. My God. Why was I so tense? It’s just Nathan. I’ve known him for years since he was a teenager. He has always been sweet and considerate, so why am I being especially touched today? Well, besides the beard and the muscles, the young man has a confidence in him that’s definitely new. I wonder how good it must feel to lean against those broad shoulders. Does he have the six-packs that young men strive for nowadays?

Just before I get carried away by my overactive imagination, children’s laughter from the other side of the restaurant interrupted my thoughts. I look around and see a family of five: a middle-aged couple and three young children. Their festivity is infectious, and soon everyone, including myself, smiles at them. I gaze at the cozy picture with longing, wondering what my life would be like if Ron had left me a child.

When we first married, Ron told me he wouldn’t want another child until Cindy went to college because he didn’t want the girl to feel left out. I agreed, thinking I could wait a few years. But by the time Cindy went to college, Ron’s sperm count had declined. And the girl’s rebellious acts further stressed him out. After he was diagnosed with prostate cancer, his sex drive diminished as well, so we stopped trying. Ron refused to take the doctor’s advice to freeze his sperm before the surgery for any possible artificial insemination in the future because he didn’t want to burden me with a child, knowing he would die soon. I didn’t insist, mainly because his health was the priority at the time.  

Looking back, it was clearly a mistake. I should’ve insisted. A child would’ve cheered up my sick husband and probably given him more years to live. Either way, I wouldn’t be as lonely as I am now. I dwell on my regrets for a minute and sigh. Well, it’s useless to cry over spilled milk. Perhaps it isn’t too late. I can still meet guys like Paula suggested… Who am I kidding? It is too late. I’m forty years old. My biological clock is ticking. It’s not like I’ll find an eligible guy I can easily sleep with. Paula tried to hook me up with a man who worked for the vineyard once, but I just didn’t have the chemistry for him, even though he was young and attractive.

Suddenly, I feel an overwhelming sadness. Time has passed so quickly. I can’t believe I’m already forty. What awaits me seems to be endless long nights ahead. I finish the glass of chardonnay before my pasta arrives. The moment I look around for Nathan, he’s next to my table. Jeez. Does he have six senses, or has he been observing me? Thrill rushes over me as I realize it has to be the latter.

“Would you like me to take the glass away, Maddie?” he says while reaching for the glass.

“Oh no. I would like to have another glass of chardonnay, please.”

Nathan hesitates. And when he speaks, he looks concerned. “Are you sure? It seems like you’ve already had enough alcohol today.”

I blush. What does he mean? Was it because of my little accident earlier? Did he smell the alcohol in my breath when he held me? “I need another one, please,” I mumble, avoiding his solicitous eyes because they make me emotional.

He bends closer to me and asks in a soft, low voice, “Are you all right, Maddie?”

I want to say yes, but tears gush out of my eyes. Damn. What’s wrong with me? I haven’t cried since Ron’s funeral. Why do I feel so sentimental in front of Nathan?

Nathan puts his hand on my shoulder to comfort me and hands me another napkin. I take it and use it to dab my watery eyes. I’m not a crybaby, but turning forty probably changes my body chemistry. “I’m fine, sweetheart,” I say, taking a deep breath and gesturing to him to leave me alone. “Don’t mind me.”

Nathan doesn’t go away but looks in the kitchen’s direction and snaps his fingers. Soon, I see Adele emerge, holding a cake in both hands, followed by another server. The two sing as soon as they near my table, and Nathan joins them. “Happy Birthday to you, Happy birthday to you, Happy birthday to Maddie!”

My eyes are watery again when Adele puts the cake, coated with white chocolate and topped with fresh cherries, on the table. Sniffling while smiling, I stand up and hug my old friend. “Thank you so much, Adele!”

“You’re very welcome, sweetie,” Adele pats my back. “No candles, but make a wish before you cut the cake.”

“Yes, ma’am.” I chuckle as I wipe my tears with a paper napkin, and then I close my eyes and quickly think of a wish. I want today to be the beginning of a new journey. 

I have no idea what I mean by that, but I don’t have the leisure to find out when everyone is waiting. I open my eyes, glance around at the smiling faces, and find Nathan standing next to the table, staring at me as if I were a cake. My heart skips a beat. My God. Right then, I know my new journey will involve this handsome young man.

I cut the cake and share it with everyone, including a few customers at nearby tables. Adele sits beside me and chats with me while we enjoy the dessert. After that, I pay my bill and leave a tip large enough to compensate Adele for the cake and her thoughtfulness and stand up to take leave. Nathan’s standing by the bar, and I wave at him as I head towards the back entrance.


Chapter 3

Nathan

As soon as Maddie gets up from her seat, my mom says to me, “Nathan, you’ve got to take Maddie home. It isn’t safe for her to drive.” 

“Okay.” I untie my apron. “But what about the restaurant? Can you handle the bar?”

‘Yes, I’m fine,” my mom assures as she enters the bar. “The part-time server is going to be here soon. So take your time. No rush.”

I’m leaving the bar when Maddie nears us, her face radiant with contentment.  

“Thank you so much, Adele. The dinner was as fantastic as usual, and the cake was delicious. I’ll be back soon,” she waves at my mom over the bar counter.

“Just a minute, Maddie,” I say. “I’ll take you home.”

“What?” She turns around so quickly that she loses her balance, but I catch her just in time. “Be careful.”

“I’m so sorry,” Maddie says, giggling as she regains her balance. “It’s been an eventful day. I’m just a bit giddy with all the excitement.”

“No problem. That’s why I will take you home.”

“Oh no, it isn’t necessary. I’m fine,” she says, pushing me away, only to bump into my mom, who’s come out of the bar to say goodbye to her friend.

“Maddie, let Nathan take you home, please,” my mom says. “You had one too many.”

“I didn’t!” Maddie looks upset. “I know why you’re worried. But let me assure you, it isn’t alcohol. I might be a bit tipsy, but I can drive.”

My mom looks hesitant when she exchanges a glance with me. Before she changes her mind, I hold Maddie’s back. “Please don’t be mad, Maddie. Mom just wants to make sure you get home safe. Car escorting is a new service we provide to our clients,” I say to her while gazing into her eyes. It isn’t a lie because we plan to offer the service soon.

It might be my sincere tone or because of my hand on her back, Maddie’s face softens as she smiles. “Oh, how thoughtful! Well, I guess I could use a ride if you don’t mind. I’m sorry about the inconvenience, Adele.”

My mom assures her friend it’s okay while hugging her goodbye. “No rush, Nathan,” she says to me. “Drive safe, okay?”

“Okay, Mom.”

While heading toward the parking lot, I keep my hand on Maddi’s waist to steady her because she has trouble walking straight. His warm body against mine causes my blood to stir, and my heart hammers like crazy in my chest. When I open the car door for her, we’re so close I can feel her breath on my neck. Her ass accidentally nudges against my crotch as she gets into the car, and it’s all I can do not to touch her there. I swallow back a groan and quickly close the car door so she won’t notice my raging hard-on.

I take a deep breath before opening the driver’s side door. The minute I sit down, my lust returns. The interior is filled with the floral notes of Maddie’s perfume and her subtle feminine scent. Holy shit. The air feels stifling hot. After starting the engine, I quickly unbutton my shirt, roll up my sleeves, and then turn up the AC.

“It surely is hot in here, isn’t it?” Maddie says with a chuckle. She’s leaning into the passenger seat languidly as she speaks, and she’s fanning herself with her hand. Her eyes casually glance around at my car’s interior before finding my muscular forearm. They fix on the spot and turn dreamy. “My goodness, Nathan. Are you a gym rat of some sort?”

She sounds just a bit coquettish, and I blush like a teenager. 

“I used to when I was in college. But not anymore. I mostly work out at home. I jog in the mornings, and I do weights sometimes.”

“You’ve got beautiful muscles,” she says, raking me with shimmering blue eyes.

Fuck. I can tell she wants to touch me, and I would like the same thing. I contemplate inviting her to do so, but I curb my urge, not wanting to sound like a pervert.

“Are you ready?” I say instead.

“Yes, sir,” Maddie answers with a flirtatious giggle.

Damn. I curse silently as I lean toward her to help her buckle the seatbelt, something she’s completely forgotten. “And you think you can drive home by yourself?” Words slip out of my mouth before I can stop myself.

“I assure you I can,” she says, her smile fading somewhat. “Damn. Everyone thinks I’m an alcoholic now. Your mom happened to be there when I was drinking out of a Jack Daniels bottle that night, and she made a mountain out of a molehill.”

“You drink out of a whiskey bottle?” I chuckle as I imagine the picture of her tilting her head up with a bottle.

Her cheeks turn crimson. “It was the only time I did it. I was cleaning the liquor cabinet, and the bottles reminded me of Ron.”

“I see.” So, it was just an act of grieving. “I’m sorry about the misunderstanding.”

“That’s okay,” Maddie says. “You and your mom are both sweet.”

“We’re just trying to help.” I’m done buckling her seatbelt for her, but I haven’t moved away. Our bodies are so close to each other that I find myself analyzing the subtle notes in her perfume. Rose, gardenia, or jasmine?

For about a minute, we gaze into each other’s eyes as our heavy breathing echoes in the car. Her lips are inches away from me, and my mouth feels dry. I imagine how good those silky lips would taste when a car pulls into the spot next to us.

I sink back into the driver’s seat, take a deep breath, and release the brakes.

Maddie lives only a few blocks away from the restaurant. As much as I try to extend the trip by driving as slowly as possible, Maddie’s Cape Cod house comes into sight before I know it.

I park by the curbside and turn to look at Maddie.

“Thank you so much,” she says as she unbuckles the seatbelt. “I’ll pick up my car tomorrow.”

“Sure,” I say. “I can drive you to the restaurant if you want.”

“Oh, I shouldn’t trouble you again. I can just walk.”

“Nonsense,” I say. “My mom would be mad if you did that.”

She giggles. “You might be right. I wouldn’t want to make Adele angry. Okay, I guess I’ll see you tomorrow. Call me before you come. You have my number, don’t you?”

“My mom has it. But I could input it into my phone now.”

“Sure,” she says and tells me her number.

“Okay, I guess I’ll see you tomorrow. I shall be here at around ten. Or is it too late for you? Do you need your car to run early errands?”

“No, I’m fine,” she says. “Ten is perfect. To tell the truth, I’m still a bit jet lagged and need to sleep in.”

Jet lagged? Well, that explains everything. “I guess I’ll see you tomorrow, then?”

“Yes, see you,” she says but doesn’t move. Instead, she gazes at me with her brilliant blue eyes. My attention falls onto her busty bosom, something I’ve resisted looking at all evening, and my cock twitches. It must be very obvious because Maddie gasps slightly. Shit. My face burns as we lock eyes again. I have the urge to keep her in my car since this might be my only chance to tell her how I feel about her for all those years. I doubt I’ll have more opportunities to escort her once her jet lag goes away…

Maddie snaps out of her daze and reaches the door handle, but I grab her arm. “Wait.”

She jerks her head around, her brilliant eyes piercing my soul. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” I murmur. “I just have to tell you something.”

“What is it?” Her eyes travel to my lips—or is she looking at my beard?

I don’t care. I lean forward and press my lips on hers.

Maddie tenses for just a second before she relaxes and opens her lips. Her lips are soft and silky, like a delicate dessert. She whimpers as I graze on them. She then puts her hands on my back and pulls me to her. Our kiss deepens after we’ve thoroughly tasted each other’s lips. Our tongues greet each other equally hungrily, stroking and dancing before we explore the deep recesses of each other’s mouths.

When we pull away from each other, we’re both panting.

“Wow,” she murmurs. “That was quite a kiss, young man.”

“Thanks,” I stammer. “I’m sorry, I…I just had to kiss you, Maddie. I’ve wanted to do it forever.”

Her mouth falls. “Really? Since when?”

Damn. Now I have to tell her about my embarrassing teenage crush. I pause before speaking again, recalling the exam time when I started fantasizing about the gorgeous woman. “I don’t know. Since I was fifteen? I was helping out at the restaurant during the evenings, and you celebrated your birthday with Ron. You looked so beautiful I could hardly keep my eyes off you, and I spilled water on your dress.”

“No way,” Maddie whispers, smiling. “I remember that night—I was wearing a little black dress. It got a bit wet. You were so adorable. You brought a stack of napkins to clean me up even though I told you not to worry.”

“Wow, you still remember the details.” My face is burning with embarrassment. Even when I cleaned her up, I couldn’t help my dirty thoughts, not that it was possible. The water landed right between her thighs. I didn’t touch any forbidden places, but my eyes couldn’t behave. I kept staring at her pantyhosed thighs and even stole glances at her glorious tits.

“I don’t know what to say, Nathan. Really, I had no idea.” Maddie muses for a moment, then raises a hand to touch my cheek.

An electric shock runs through my spine and I grunt. I don’t wait to take her hand in mine and kiss it, my eyes gazing into hers first and then falling on her milky cleavage. Maddie’s breathing becomes increasingly sharp and audible, and her plump bosom rises and falls rapidly, making me even more restless. With a low purr, Maddie pulls my hand toward her and presses it on top of her breast, her eyes shimmering with lust. “I know you like my boobs, Nathan. You check them out quite often.”

Shit. So she wasn’t that clueless, after all.

I let out a low groan and stroke her milky swell. Her dress is thin and her bra cups are small, and I easily find her hard point. I see her eyes turn dark, and my manhood swells with lust. I take one step further, pushing the straps of her dress off her shoulders and then peeling down her bra. The moment I see her lush teardrops bounce free, the world disappears. “You’re so beautiful, Maddie,” I whisper with a growl.

“You can touch me, honey,” she responds in a husky voice.

Blood roars in my ears at the invitation. I don’t have to be told twice. My hands fly to her glorious female treasure as my cock throbs. I cup them for a minute before stroking them, taking in and memorizing the incredible texture. I indulge in the satisfaction of finally getting something I’ve pined for a long time, and then I lean in and close my lips around her gorgeous nipple and suck on it.

Maddie gasps and moans while writhing in her seat. It’s dark outside. There are no one on the street, but a few houses nearby have their lights on. Maddie doesn’t seem to care about what her neighbors would think. She caresses my face as she gazes at me. “This is incredible, Nathan. You’re making me the happiest birthday girl on earth. It’s the first time I’ve ever made out with a guy in a car.”

No fucking way. I recall Mom used to tease Maddie for being prim and proper. Ron also revealed once, after a few drinks, that Maddie was a virgin when he married her. Maddie was Ron’s daughter Cindy’s teacher when the two first met. Maddie was in her early twenties, and Ron was nearly twice as old. That lucky bastard.

The fact that I was at least a first to her fills me with pride and lust, and I become bolder. I glide my hand through the slit of her dress and reach for her thighs. I caress her soft skin while continuing to suck on her tit.

“You’d better stop, Nathan.” Maddie whimpers. “I’m…I’m…”

“You’re what?”

“I’m getting really horny,” she says embarrassedly.

“Oh yeah? How horny?” My voice sounds gruff because I’m barely able to hold my lust.

“Very,” she whispers and squeezes her thighs together.

I thrust my hand between her thighs and slip my thumb under her panties. And then I mutter a curse. Holy shit, she isn’t lying. She’s flooding. “Naughty, horny woman,” I chide as I stroke along the length of her wet gash a few times, and then I pause. “Do you really want me to stop?”  

Maddie hesitates for just a second. “No, Nathan. Don’t stop.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I smirk and resume what I’m doing, making squishing sounds as I explore her dripping womanhood.

Maddie squirms in her seat and spreads her legs as if begging for more.

“I love that sound, Maddie,” I say gruffly. “It shows how much you want me.”

“Oh God,” Maddie’s eyes turn stormy. “You’re a bad boy, Nathan….”

“Shhh,” I shush her and press my lips on top of hers again. As she purrs, I trace my tongue along the roof of her mouth while my hand keeps fondling her dripping sex.

Maddie’s moans grow lower and more urgent, and she grips the seat cover while bucking and grinding on my finger until her pussy erupts.

I wait until she calms down before pulling away from her and sinking into the driver’s seat. I’m restless, and my boner is ready to burst, but I resist the urge to jerk off in front of my mom’s best friend.

I grab the tissue box from the back seat and pass it to Maddie. She’s resting in her seat, still panting. Her top is still bare, and her generous breasts heaving as she breathes. Her eyes are bright. She has a content smile as she wipes her body using the tissue. But when her eyes roam over me and fall onto my crotch, they darken again. Damn. It is impossible to miss my obvious hard-on stretching my pants.

Maddie bites her lip as she fixes her eyes on my tent. She puts her bra and dress back on quietly, and then she looks up and meet my eyes. “Would you like to come inside my house for a moment, Nathan? I think you deserve a drink,” she says in a sultry voice.

“Yes, ma’am.” I grin and turn off the car engine.


Chapter 4

Maddie

My heart pounds against my ribcage as I make my way to the front door. Ohmygod. What just happened? I made out with Adele’s son and invited him to my house. I’m insane. Is this my idea of a new journey? Shit. But how am I supposed to stop the hormones raging inside me? I came into Nathan’s car less than five minutes ago, but it didn’t feel enough. I want more. And I want to give him more. I keep walking despite the conflict in my head. How would I face Adele and Greg from now on? This is so wrong—is it? Nathan is twenty-five years old. No longer a kid. Not at all. The impressive tent in his pants is solid proof. And he didn’t do what he did on impulse. He’s wanted it for many years. It only feels right to give it to him. Yes. The young man deserves a drink and more.

As soon as I close the door behind me, Nathan pins me against it and presses his erection against my thigh. I gasp. “Oh, Nathan, you’re so hard.”

“And you’re so soft, Maddie,” he murmurs while cupping and squeezing my breast. The tip of his nose gently traces along the length of my neck. “You smell good, too.”

His hard rod grinds against my crotch with vigor, and his breath is quick and urgent. I feel his desperation to release. My legs want to spread for him, but my head stops them. This isn’t about me. I remind myself. I pull away from him and ask, “Want me to fix you a drink?”

“Sure,” he says. He’s breathing raggedly, and his eyes are stormy. “Actually, let me make you a drink because it’s my job.”

I’m reminded that he is in charge of the restaurant bar. “Sure! Help yourself,” I say and direct him to the wet bar in the living room. I then sit on the couch and watch him busying himself with the chore as if he belongs there. Half of me wishes he would come out immediately and sit on my side, but the other half worries about what will happen once he gets close to me again. I’ll have to help him release his massive erection, which hasn’t been less than earlier at all. But how? I’m not good at hand jobs or blow jobs. Sex with Ron was far from being exciting, even in the first few years of our marriage. He preferred missionary and, later, spooning because of his bad knees.

It takes Nathan a few minutes to prepare a cocktail of whiskey, lemon juice, ginger, and honey.

“Here we go!” He presents me with a glass of beautifully mixed light brown liquor. I take a sip and lift my eyebrows.

“Mmmm! Zesty!” I am about to gulp down the whole glass when Nathan grabs my wrist and grins.

“You’re supposed to savor it in small sips,” he says, smiling. And then he shows me what he means by taking a small sip from his glass.

I blush. “I’m sorry. It’s just really good.”

He sits down next to me, takes another sip, and smiles smugly. “Of course.”

“What’s it called?” I ask. “I’ve never had anything like this before.”

Nathan shrugs. “I’ve just invented it. You could call it anything you like. I would call it Maddie if you don’t mind,” he says and licks his lips playfully. “You’re right. It does taste good. Sweet, spicy, and definitely zesty!”

OMG. His soft, raspy voice, along with the mischievous sparkle in his eyes and the alcohol rushing down my tummy, causes a violent storm between my thighs. Shit. He’s just talking about naming a drink, nothing else, right? 

I’m flustered for a second before I regain my composure. “Well, thank you. That’s quite flattering,” I say dumbly before changing the topic. “You are so talented, Nathan. If I remember correctly, you were a business major in college. Where did you learn your skills in mixing drinks? Did you go to a bartender school?”

“Yes, but only a couple of weeks to get a license. I learned most of the skills from my mom and from browsing online for ideas.”

“No wonder you’re so good.” I imagine having Nathan as a personal bartender who mixes exotic drinks for me anytime I wish, but then he’s much more than a bartender. When he’s enjoying his drink, my eyes wander boldly on him, scanning his handsome face and beautiful body. His top shirt buttons are open, and through the wide gap, his chest muscles are supple and yet firm. I often cringe when I see men’s overly bulged muscles, but Nathan’s are smooth and make me think they’ve been carved and chiseled with great care.

With my heart thumping in my chest, I trace my fingers along his biceps over his shirt, something I’ve wanted to do since the very moment he sat down next to me in his car. He shivers and looks at me with smoldering eyes. Putting down the glass on the coffee table, he undoes the rest of his shirt buttons and yanks it off him, displaying his beautiful abs. I swallow as I gawk at him while he takes my hand and places it on his chest. I close my eyes as he guides my hand across his chest and stomach, feeling his firm and supple muscles. “You’re so beautiful, Nathan!” I murmur and put down my own glass as well. I lean towards him, pressing my cheek against his chest and listening to his forceful heartbeat.

He cups my face and tilts my chin. “I’m not half as beautiful as you are, Maddie,” he says in a hoarse voice and kisses me. Unlike earlier, his lips are no longer gentle but rough, forcing mine open with passion. His tongue feels as coarse as a lash, whipping as it probes every corner of my mouth and making me moan with pleasure.

Without warning, he scoops me up and sets me on his lap, my ass pressing directly on top of his hard manhood and my head resting on his strong, muscular arm. I arch my back as he trails delicious kisses on my neck and collarbone. When he buries his face in the valley of my breasts, he inhales deeply and groans. “I can never get enough of this,” he murmurs. “It’s a dream come true for me.”

I purr as his beard prickles my tender flesh. “Have you dreamed of me often, sweetie?”

“You have no idea.” He looks up with dreamy eyes, his hands stroking my breasts. “I would get a permanent hard-on every time you came to the restaurant.”

I gasp while imagining Nathan wanting me every time I enjoyed my dinner at Valenti’s. The fact that I have the power over such a gorgeous young man is overwhelmingly flattering and arousing. Suddenly, a naughty idea possesses me. I’m going to give him my first strip show. I wanted to do it for Ron once, but he laughed it off as a silly idea. Nathan isn’t Ron. He would love it.

Without hesitation, I stand up, slowly unzip my dress, and let it fall onto the ground. Nathan’s eyes darken even more, and his breath quickens. “Holy Mother of God,” he murmurs.

“Ready for a full view?” I ask in a sultry voice.

He sucks in a breath. “Yes, baby!”

I tug at the straps of my bra deliberately to tease him and smile seductively under his impatient gaze. I have no idea from where I picked up these skills. I haven’t even watched a strip show, except bits of it in some movies. Like I said, I have not done such a thing for Ron. I guess Nathan’s confession has unleashed my hidden desire. I’ve always been passionate. I just haven’t met the right man until now.

I turn my back to him, wiggling my backside while unhooking my bra and removing it unhurriedly. Then I whip around to face him, covering my bosom with my arms. When I see Nathan stare at me like a hungry animal ready to pounce, I smirk like a seductress I’ve never been. I then slowly reveal my breasts by moving my arms down inch by inch, watching his gold-flecked eyes turn flaming. His Adam’s apple moves up as he swallows.

“They’re fucking stunning!” He pulls me to his lap again and puts both hands on my naughty girls, cupping them, caressing them, and squeezing them while watching to see how much I enjoy it. When his wet tongue starts to lick my nipples, I whimper. “You’re going to make me come again if you keep doing that.”

He stops. “Don’t you like it?”

“I do,” I say weakly. “But what about you, sweetheart? You’ve been holding on long enough, and I think it’s my turn to make you come.”


Chapter 5

Nathan

Maddie rocks on my hard-on as if to make her point. 

“It’s screaming for freedom.” Her touch and her throaty voice make me groan.

I chuckle. “You’re right, Maddie. I’m going to self-combust if I don’t do anything about it soon.”

“Let me take care of you, please,” Maddie says, her eyes full of worship as she rolls her hips.

I suck in a breath and say gruffly, “Be my guest.”

She slides off my lap instantly and kneels in front of me. She brushes her hand over my enormous pants tent playfully before unzipping my fly, and then she pulses when she sees the unmistakable outline of my massive hard-on beneath my briefs. The head is so round and rigid that it looks like it’ll poke through the thin cotton any minute now.

“Oh, my!” Maddie squeezes my rigid length with appreciation before tugging the waist of my briefs and dragging it over my pulsing erection. My mouth feels dry as I nervously anticipate her reaction. Her eyes brighten when she sees the silky mushroom head, like a young girl craving a candy bar. Her hands become shakier as she unwraps more of me. When my massive manhood finally springs free and points at her like a brave soldier ready to strike, Maddie’s jaw drops to the floor, and she looks transfixed.

“Are you okay, Maddie?” I ask, holding back a laugh so I don’t look smug.

“Yeah,” Maddie murmurs and blinks out of her daze. “I’m sorry, Nathan. I must look like an idiot. I knew it would be huge but didn’t expect it to be this huge.”

I chuckle at her flattering reaction. “Does it mean you like what you see?”

“I love it, stud.” She wraps her hand over my girth, strokes it at first, and then tightens her grip and pumps it up and down.

Fuck. I mutter as a drop of precum oozes out of the fat tip and rolls down my shaft. Maddie gasps as she captures it using her index finger, and then brings it to her lips.

The gesture turns me on even more. I growl. “How does it taste?”

“Interesting,” she says while giggling. “It’s just something I’ve been curious about. I’ve never tasted a man’s juice before.”

Damn. Does it mean she’s never given a blow job? “Another first for you?”

“Yes. Jeez. I sound like an eighteen-year-old, don’t I?” She looks embarrassed. “Maybe worse because I know girls nowadays are different. Many of my students are probably more sexually experienced than me. But don’t worry, honey. I’ve given hand jobs before, although a while ago. I promise I won’t be too clumsy.”

“You aren’t clumsy, Maddie,” I say in a strained voice, willing her fingers to move faster. But she isn’t in a hurry. Her fingers skim over me leisurely and aimlessly, and her eyes appraise me as if I were a piece of art.

“You aren’t just big, Nathan,” she murmurs. “You are beautiful. Although I haven’t been with many men, I’m a woman, and I know a good penis when I see it. You’ve got the perfect proportion, shape, and texture.”

Holy shit. I bite back a groan. “Are you sure you’re talking about a penis, not a pottery project?”

Maddie laughs. “No, honey! Although it does look like art to me.” She leans in and kisses it.

“Fuck. Stop teasing me, Maddie,” I grunt.

I must sound feral to her because Maddie gazes up and shivers. “I’m…not, Nathan. I’m sorry, I got carried away,” she murmurs, and then she grips my shaft tight in both hands and squeezes it hard. “But I love that hungry look, big man.”

I groan as pleasure courses through me, and I grasp her shoulders tight. My breathing is shallow and loud as I press my feet firmly on the floor and thrust into her hands. “You’re doing great, Maddie. Keep going!” I say hoarsely.

“Yes, sir,” Maddie says as she spits saliva onto her hand and pumps me dexterously.

“You’re a pro, Maddie,” I mumble. Has she really not done it for a while?

“Thanks. I’m just getting the hang of it is all,” she says, and then without warning, she leans forward and wraps her lips around my shaft.

As she slowly drags her lips up, I groan and cup her face in my hands. “God! That feels good. But you don’t have to do it, Maddie.”

“Oh I do, hon,” she says after she lets me slip out of her lips. “I’ve wanted to do it since I got in your car.”

“What? I didn’t know you were so dirty, Maddie.”

“You can’t blame me, Nathan. Your tent pole was hard to miss.”

Shit. “Why don’t you go on, then, birthday girl? Give me your first blowjob!”

“Gladly!” she says with a sultry smile and swirls her tongue around the tip of my cock before closing her lips around it. Her hands massage my balls and stroke my shaft at the same time.

As I groan, she slowly works her way down my length and then up. I can hear my nerve endings scream with pleasure as she sandwiches my sensitive crown between her soft palate and her silky tongue. I buck on the couch while pressing her head down, wanting her to go even deeper, not relenting until she gags. Maddie gazes at me with widened, watery eyes, clearly surprised by the stranger before her. Shit. I’ve turned into a wild animal, no longer the sweet young man she’s known.

“I’m so sorry, Maddie,” I mutter. “I don’t mean to hurt you. You just feel so good.”

“Don’t apologize, sweetie,” she says, letting me out of her mouth but still stroking me with her hands. “I’m okay. I think I can handle you further down. I’ll have my first deep-throating as well!”

“Are you sure?” I ask. As much as I’m dying to experience it, I also worry it might be too much for her.

“Yes, I am.” Maddie nods firmly and takes me into her mouth again.

Her plump lips glide along my length as I thrust slowly into her warm mouth. Our eyes lock as I go deeper, reaching her throat. Maddie resists the urge to gag as the slick tissues of her narrow passage grip me.

“This is incredible, Maddie!” I groan, curbing my urge to go deeper. “I’m going to come soon.”

Maddie mumbles something indistinguishable and sinks down on my shaft, her lips touching my balls.

Fuck. I tighten my grasp on her as an incredible sensation immerses my entire body, sending me over the edge. My balls constrict, and my cock throbs with excitement. I pull out immediately, reaching her mouth just in time and filling it with a gallon of hot, sticky cum.

Maddie doesn’t wait to swallow my semen, even wiping the few drops that leak from her mouth and licking her fingers. And then she grins. “I love it, Nathan. The best Cream of Zucchini ever.”

I laugh when I understand the humorous remark. Damn. Maddie’s favorite dish on the menu. “Wonderful,” I say as I pull her up for a kiss, tasting myself on her lips. “So, am I your favorite zucchini now?”

“Yes, young man. You sure are,” she says with a grin.

Maddie remains on my lap for a moment longer before she moves to sit on the couch beside me. She rests her head on my shoulder and places a hand on my thigh. “Thanks for the wonderful evening, Nathan.”

“Anytime, Maddie,” I say, kissing her head while wrapping an arm around her shoulders. I’m far from being satisfied. She’s still topless, and as my hand slides down her arm, it meets the side of her generous swell. I don’t waste a second to caress her again.

Maddie moans. “You’ve got to stop, Nathan. You’re making me horny again.”

I stop what I’m doing. “I’m sorry. It’s just that you’re so fucking sexy, Maddie.”

She chuckles and smiles at me, shaking her head. “Oh Nathan. I can’t believe it. You’re so good with women. Girls must be crazy about you.”

I shrug. “I wouldn’t know. I haven’t dated for a while.”

Maddie’s mouth falls. “You can’t be serious.”

“I am,” I assure her. “The last time I went out with a girl was over two years ago.”

“Why? You’re such a considerate and handsome young man. I’m sure you have no trouble getting a date if you want.”

I chuckle. “Thank you. I was busy with my first job and broke up with a girl I had dated in college. She moved to work in Philly after graduation. At first, we would travel to see each other once every other week, and then less and less.”

“I see.” Maddie takes my hand in hers and squeezes it. “I’m sorry. How long did you date?”

“Oh actually, not that long. We were together for a semester before we graduated.”

“I see.” Maddie nods. After a minute’s pause, she asks again, “Was she your only girlfriend in college?”

I don’t know where the conversation is heading, but I reply honestly. “No, I’ve dated several others. They never lasted.”

Maddie shrugs. “It’s because you’re young. I never had any long-lasting relationships in college either.”

“Was Ron really the first guy you ever had sex with?” I suddenly feel the need to know more about her.

Maddie blushes. “Yes, I’d never slept with other men before I met him. Silly. I thought I would be an old spinster when he showed up, and I was so grateful.”

“I wish I had met you before him,” I say impulsively.

Maddie chuckles. “But you would be too young even if you did.”

Damn. She’s right. I groan. “You know why I’ve never had a long-lasting relationship?” I ask hoarsely.

Maddie shakes her head, her eyes widening at my expression and voice. “Why? What’s your dark secret?”

I stifle a laugh and stare into her eyes. “You, Maddie. You’re my dark secret.”

Maddie blinks. “What do you mean?”

“Yes. I didn’t just have a crush on you, Maddie. I fell in love with you when I saw you at your and Ron’s wedding. You looked so stunning. I couldn’t take my eyes off you. And since then, you’ve been my birthday wish every year.”

Maddie looks astonished by the confession. Her blue eyes shimmer with surprise first and then tenderness. She cups my face in her hands and kisses my cheeks. “Nathan, you’re the sweetest man on earth. And you’ve made me the happiest woman on earth. But you can’t be serious. I mean…I understand children’s crushes, but they don’t mean to last.”

“Okay, you’re right. I don’t mean to overwhelm you with too much of my childhood infatuation, but I might as well tell you everything now. Remember I took an art class with you in ninth grade?”

She nods eagerly. “How could I forget? You were talented and did some very nice projects.”

“Thank you.” I pause for a second to revel in the fact that I’ve just made out with my middle school art teacher, and I kiss Maddie before going on. “The truth is I had no interest in art, and I took it as an elective to get close to you.”

“No way!” Maddie exclaims with an incredulous look.

“Yes.” I smile sheepishly. “Anyway, I did spend a lot of time and effort on those projects you assigned, mainly to impress you.”

Maddie shakes her head. “Oh, honey. Are you sure you haven’t made it up? It’s such a sweet story.”

“No I haven’t. But my point is, remember my symbolic self-portrait?”

“Of course. It wasn’t really you, but the collage of your mom, your dad, and your dog.”

I’m grateful that she still remembers such details. In that picture, I was in a dog’s body; half of my face was my dad, while the other half was my mom. My classmates laughed at me and called me Dog Baby when they saw it. But Maddie thought it was brilliant and submitted it for the school’s annual art festival. She even printed it on the cover of the brochure, which I still keep a copy of in a cardboard box in my house.

“You have no idea how much it meant to me,” I say, my voice turning husky. “You gave me so much self-confidence. I didn’t realize I had that kind of talent.” I thought about becoming an artist one day, and I took more art classes in high school and college. I didn’t major in art because I wanted to keep it as a hobby that I would enjoy doing. I was afraid if I did it for money, I might hate it one day.

“Good to know,” Maddie murmurs, her eyes filled with tears again. “Are you still drawing?”

“Yes,” I say with a grin. “Mainly cartoons and caricatures.”

“I would like to see them one day,” she murmurs as she strokes my cheek.

“You will,” I say and kiss her again.

Maddie moans and deepens our kiss. My cock twitches and springs to full erection when her soft bosom mash against my chest. I pull her onto my lap and say gruffly. “Ride me, Maddie.”

She gasps. “B-but I’ve never done it before.”

Shit. Ron was a fucking idiot. “I’ll teach you,” I say. “But if you prefer missionary…”

I don’t get to finish my sentence because I hear the front door close, followed by a woman’s chirpy voice in the foyer. “Hi, Mom, I’m home!”

“Shit.” Maddie stiffens. “It’s Cindy. She didn’t say she would be here.”

She quickly grabs her dress, puts it on, and hides her bra under the couch cushion. While I push my wilted cock back into my pants.

I’ve barely buttoned up my shirt when a tall, slender woman with a copper red ponytail strides into the living room in a tight-fitting white shirt tucked in a beige pencil skirt that wraps around her curvy hips snuggly. Her sheer pantyhose could be the reason, but her slim, long legs were silky smooth over her bronze metallic stilettos. Her smile freezes when she sees us. “Oh…Nathan… I’m sorry, am I interrupting something?”

“No,” Maddie and I say simultaneously. “Not at all.”

“Adele thought I had drunk too much and insisted Nathan give me a ride home from Valenti’s. And I invited him in for a drink,” Maddie explains. Her hair is a bit messy, and I resist the urge to smooth it for her.

“Right.” I reach for the unfinished drink on the coffee table to prove it’s what we’ve been doing.

Cindy smiles. “I see. Well, thank you so much, Nathan.” Her eyes linger on me briefly as if trying to see through my lie.

Damn.

“It’s good to see you, sweetheart,” Maddie says quickly as if to distract her stepdaughter. “I thought you wouldn’t be here tomorrow. Didn’t you say you had to work overtime tonight?”

“I did. But I left early to celebrate your birthday with you,” Cindy says, taking out a small pastry box from the shopping bag she was holding. “You liked it last time.”

“How lovely,” Maddie says. “Adele also baked a cake for me, but I wouldn’t mind having another one.”

Thinking it’s the perfect chance to take off, I tell the ladies, “I’d better go back to the restaurant. It’s probably getting busy.”

“Oh no, stay for just a minute longer. Have some cake!” Maddie says.

“Exactly,” Cindy echoes her mom’s suggestion. “There’s plenty.”

Unable to decline their hospitality, I sit down at the dining table. As they busy themselves with finding the right cutlery to serve the cake, my attention falls on Cindy.

Cindy is only ten years younger than Maddie, and the two behave like sisters rather than mother and daughter.

Their personalities are very different. Maddie is mature and motherly, but Cindy is more confident as a career type.

I have only met Cindy a few times during their family gatherings. And she was always aloof and stuck up, as if she was too good for the small town. When I last saw her, she was a sophomore at Columbia. She came home for the summer break before traveling to the West Coast for an art program at the University of California. She was supposed to return in two months, but she didn’t. She stayed there for five years, causing quite a drama and distress to her family. I don’t know the details, except it had to do with her falling for an artist. But I still remember what she wore when she and her dad had lunch at Valenti’s that day — an orange cami dress with white polka dots. Her flaming ponytail gathered high, and her thick-frame glasses were sexy. I spent most of the evening gazing at her, although I knew she was out of my league. I was still a freshman in high school, skinny as a pole, and she probably didn’t notice me at all.

I sing the birthday song again, along with Cindy, and then Maddie cuts the cake. It’s actually better than the one my mom baked. When I check the bakery’s name on the box, Cindy informs me it’s a newly established place by Central Park.

“I’m so addicted to their pastry that I go there every morning. It’s a shame they don’t also make good coffee,” Cindy informs us.

“Does it mean you live in Central Park?” I ask.

“Yes she does,” Maddie chimes in. “Cindy got herself a condo in Midtown Manhattan.”

“Wow. Sounds expensive.”

“Yes. It was insane. Half as big as the one I owned in Brooklyn and costs twice as much.”

“But it’s got a magnificent view,” Maddie reminds her daughter. “It’s on the thirtieth floor, and it overlooks Central Park, not to mention the city skyline.”

“Yep, my associate told me I was lucky to have gotten it for my price. Her condo in the same area costs as much and has no view.”

The topic of their conversation quickly switches to Cindy’s accounting firm and her recent promotion to partner. “We should celebrate,” Maddie says.

“Actually, they’re going to throw a company party for me and the new manager. They haven’t decided on the date yet, but it’ll be dinner at Chez Leon, a French Restaurant near the firm in SoHo. Do you want to come?”

“Sure, let me know the address. I’m free until school starts in the fall. Wait, my dad’s birthday is coming up. So I’m going to Trenton in about a week but will only stay for a night.”

We dwell on Cindy’s condo for a moment longer before Maddie gets up to use the restroom.

As soon as Maddie leaves the dining room, Cindy stops smiling and stares at me, her green eyes piercing me. “Are you seeing my mom?”

Shit. The woman is blunt. Her earlier friendliness is all a pretense.

It would be wise to say no firmly, but I stammer as I blush. “I…err, not really.”

The shrewd woman smirks. “Don’t lie to me. You two were making out. Maddie isn’t even wearing a bra.”

Shit. Of course she noticed it.

“I’m…sorry,” I say, avoiding her eyes. Shit. Why do I apologize? I haven’t done anything wrong.

Cindy folds her arms across her chest and speaks to me like a protective parent. “Well, you’d better promise you won’t hurt her. Maddie is the kindest woman on earth. She deserves a nice man that will give her happiness. My dad wasn’t even good enough for her. I’m not sure you’re the right guy. You’re just in for a fling.”

I feel offended. “How do you know?”

She’s taken aback by my sudden harsh voice. “No need to be offended. But Nathan, you’re fifteen years younger than Maddie and you’re hot. You can have any girl you want in town and can’t be serious about her. And what about your mom? I don’t think she’ll be okay with it.”

Wait a minute. Did she just say I’m hot? As much as I’m mad about her prejudice, I’m flattered.

“I’ve always loved Maddie. I’ve had a crush on her since middle school,” I confess.

“Oh,” Cindy’s face softens. “I had no idea. But how is it going to work between the two of you?”

“I don’t know,” I say honestly. “To tell the truth. It’s totally unexpected to me as well. This afternoon, I was working at the restaurant as usual. I didn’t even know your mom would show up. I don’t know how serious Maddie is, but I assure you it isn’t just a fling to me. It’s a dream come true.”

“I see.” Cindy’s expression becomes hard to read as she looks me up and down. “So it was the first time between the two of you?”

“Yes.”

“Hum. Then I must advise you to leave my mom alone before it is too late.”

“What? Why should I do that?”

“You’re too young for her. And you said it yourself you didn’t know how the relationship would work.”

Her insolence enraged me. “It’s none of your business, Cindy,” I say sternly. “I’m not sure how it’ll work between Maddie and me, but I’ll figure out a way. One thing I’m sure of, though, is I’m not going to leave her alone.”

Cindy’s mouth opens in astonishment. She’s always been a spoiled girl who gets what she wants. Being a partner at an accounting firm only fortifies her ego.

Her eyes are narrow as she stares at me, but a second later, she smirks. “Very well, Nathan Valenti. I see you’ve grown into a man, not just your body but your will. Okay. Go ahead and date Maddie. But let me warn you, if you broke her heart, you would be very sorry.”

Who the hell does she think she is? “Thank you for your permission, ma’am,” I respond sarcastically. “Even though I don’t need it.”

She tightens her jaw. When she opens her mouth to speak again, the bathroom room door opens and Maddie’s footsteps echo in the hallway.

“I’d better take off,” I say to Maddie. “My mom will be in trouble if I don’t hurry.”

“Sure, tell her thank you,” Maddie hugs me. She means a friendly hug, but I squeeze her in my arms.

And then, to spite Cindy, I kiss Maddie on her lips.

Maddie stiffens and doesn’t return the kiss. When I pull back, her face is as red as a tomato.

As Cindy glares at me, I smirk and say to Maddie, “I’ll see you tomorrow at ten.”

Cindy narrows her eyes. “What for?”

“Nathan is going to drive me to Valenti’s to pick up my car,” Maddie says with a short laugh.

“I see,” Cindy says. “But I can drive you. You don’t need him.”

Damn. Wicked woman. As I curse silently, Maddie blinks. “You’re not going back to the city tonight?”

“No, I was going to stay the night here and take you shopping tomorrow. I didn’t know what birthday gift to buy you, so I figured I would let you choose your own.”

“Oh, sweetheart, thank you,” Maddie says. “But I don’t need a gift. The cake is good enough. Besides, I’m afraid I don’t have time for shopping tomorrow. I have to do the lawn. Didn’t you notice the overgrown weeds?”

“No. It was dark outside when I came in. But you should hire a gardener, Maddie,” Cindy says.

“Why should I? Yard work is a workout for me.”

Cindy pauses. “Okay. I will help you with the lawn.”

“Thanks, Cindy. But it won’t be necessary. I know you have to work even on weekends,” Maddie protests.

“I insist. I need to work out, too. We can go shopping in the afternoon, and you can stay in my condo for the night.”

Maddie pauses for a second and nods. “Sure, let’s do that. I guess you won’t have to come after all, Nathan, but thanks for the offer.”

Damn. I was hoping to see her again tomorrow. “Are you sure? It’s no trouble for me.”

“She is,” Cindy says, smiling triumphantly. “You don’t have to come again, Nathan.”

I grit my teeth and curse silently. “No problem. Just call me in case you change your mind,” I say to Maddie.

I drive back to the restaurant at a moderate speed. It takes effort to focus on the road because my mind is all over the place. The evening has been full of surprises. I still can’t believe my teenage fantasies have finally come true. I not only kissed Maddie but also made out with her. And what a memorable blow job!

I resist the urge to rewind the details for safety reasons, but later, after work, I’ll for sure jerk off to the memory of our rendezvous. 

The evening would’ve been perfect if it weren’t for Cindy. Dammit. Cindy Davis. I grip the steering wheel tight to vent my anger. What the hell is the woman’s problem? Why is it her business whether I’m dating her stepmom? She is just Maddie’s stepdaughter. Why is she acting like Maddie’s mom? Leave my mom alone. Indeed.

The fact that Cindy attempted to prevent me from seeing Maddie tomorrow makes me mutter a string of expletives. That woman will be the death of me. I’ve barely remembered her existence for years, and now, out of the blue, she pops up in my life and meddles with my business. Shit. I must ignore her before she completely ruins my memory of the lovely evening.

I lower my car windows and inhale the night air deeply, hoping to forget the unpleasant conclusion of my first makeout with Maddie. But Cindy’s critical green eyes seem to have burned into my head, not to mention her defiant lips and mile-long legs.

What’s wrong with me?

When Valenti’s sign becomes visible, I suddenly get an idea. I’m going to see Maddie, whether Cindy likes it or not. I’ll go help her with the lawn. I’ll go to her house early in the morning with coffee and breakfast. I’ll see just what Cindy will do about it.


Book 2 in The Waiter’s Series:

Cindy’s Lusts: Ménage Adventure for Men

The bossy stepdaughter wants a taste of the forbidden fruit.

Nathan ignores Cindy’s warning and continues his attempt to court her stepmom. His persistence pays off when Maddie yields to his passion, despite her qualms about their forbidden relationship. Cindy’s prejudice against him also wears off after their interaction, and Nathan discovers the haughty woman’s hidden desire. Despite their mutual attraction, Nathan doesn’t intend to ever pursue the stunning redhead—not after how rudely she treated him. But when Maddie suggests they include Cindy in their love journey, Nathan embraces the opportunity. After all, who can say no to such a tempting proposal?


Thank you for reading my book!

Please leave a rating on Amazon to let me know how satisfied you are.

Sign up for my newsletter for new releases at:

https://mailchi.mp/751940357b5e/kohen-king-sigup

Follow me or check out my other books at:

https://www.amazon.com/stores/Kohen-King/author/B09TZC99PJ


Harem Adventure Series by Kohen King:

The Writer's Harem

A writer's dirty fantasies come true…

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

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

The Lifeguard's Harem

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

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

The Rancher's Harem

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

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

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

The Investor's Harem

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

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

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

The Detective's Harem

Three seductresses and a lonely bachelor…

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

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

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

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

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

The Trainer's Harem

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

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

The Camper's Harem

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


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

The Baker's Harem

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

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

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


Spa Resort Sisters

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

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

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

The Walker’s Harem series: Books 1 to 3

Book 1

Getting fired isn't the end of the world.

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

Book 2

Three drop-dead gorgeous women in three days…

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

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

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

Book 3

A pleasant surprise back home…

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

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