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A Warm Welcome

Thirty-seven. Thirty-eight. Thirty-nine. With each shift upon the elevator’s monitor above the doors, Matthew’s heart raced a bit faster. His fingertips gripped his luggage just a bit tighter, and his eyes shifted toward the board showing his ultimate destination—floor forty-seven. The penthouse suite of Silversun Tower.

It was a trip he’d made before, though not for several months. Not since he’d headed off to his first semester of college, and certainly not since it had happened a few weeks ago. Still, he could practically count the time it’d take for the elevator to climb from the first floor to the one he’d lived on since he was small. The soft mumble of elevator music barely disturbed him. He kept his eyes focused on the counter. Forty-four. Forty-five. Forty-six. Forty—

A mild ding filled the private elevator car, and then the cool metallic doors shifted apart. Retrieving the personalized keycard that allowed him to reach the floor from his pocket, Matthew looked upon a short hallway that led to a single closed door. Grabbing his suitcase and hefting his travel bag over his shoulder, he waded forward pensively. Inserting the keycard into the slot above the door handle, he pushed the door open and looked upon an altogether unaltered sight compared to his memories of home.

The first floor of the penthouse suite swathed him in its clean opulence. Apart from Zoe’s room, he suspected he’d still find Aubrey maintained a tight ship. Above him, he heard rushing water. Continuing deeper into his home, he trailed past the open island kitchen on his left and the living room area on his right, which then led to the staircase that he could ascend when he wanted to reach the bedrooms and bathrooms of the penthouse—and whomever it was that was home.

He stopped at the enormous glass windows on the far side of the first floor, peering out over the sprawling metropolis he’d grown up within for the first time in months. While Silversun Tower was hardly the tallest skyscraper in the bustling city, he could still see all the way to the hills past the city limits, even with thick clouds bearing a promise of snow hiding the sun away. He’d loved that sight as a child, even if he was a touch fearful of heights. It was good to be back, even with the dour news he knew he’d confront here.

“Matthew?”

A soft voice, surprise coiled within it, drew his gaze back around, then up to the top of the steps. Leaning over the banister in nothing more than a towel, her hair still plenty wet from her mid-afternoon bath, the beautiful woman’s expression changed from one of shock to joy. A wave of relief crashed down upon him, seeing that transformation.

She didn’t blame him, then, for his father’s sins.

“Hi, Aubrey. I, uh, I’m back.”

After a slight delay that finally scrubbed away the last remnants of surprise, she granted him a dazzling smile that he devoured every morsel of. It’d been far too long since he’d indulged in her bright expressions. He was glad to see she could still wield them.

“I’ll be down in a moment!” she said. “Just stay right there!”

Matthew nodded. “I’m not going anywhere.”

“Good!” She sent one more electric smile his way, then spun around and disappeared from the overlooking balcony.

Matthew, the weight of the world no longer slouching his shoulders, dropped his things off beside the plush armchair he settled into. He allowed himself a few minutes to simply bask in relief and the revelation that he was welcome here proved a further boon to his mood. He even found himself smiling while listening to the hum of a hair dryer upstairs. Which grew the moment Aubrey reappeared at the top of the steps, this time bouncing down them. He stood just in time before she consumed him in her slender arms.

Drying herself off as best she could and swapping over to a simple white tee-shirt and skintight jeans, the lilac scent of her favorite soap brand soothed him, while every other part of her did the exact opposite. With the hourglass body of a woman ten to fifteen years her youth, he swallowed dryly as her voluptuous bust, contained by the herculean effort of a thick bra, mashed against his chest. A tall woman, he still could peer over her shoulder during the hug and spot her perfect ass, which trailed into long legs properly fitted by her jeans.

Gritting his teeth as an immediate response threatened to tent itself under his jeans, he let the hug go on until Aubrey was satisfied. He wondered how she’d respond if she noticed, which sent a scalding color to his cheeks. Fortunately, she didn’t seem to notice. Pulling back, hands holding his arms, she grinned at him.

“Welcome home.”

Those words meant everything to him. “Thanks. I’m glad to be back.”

“But you should have called, so I could have known you were coming. I could have prepared some sort of surprise, made sure Zoe was here too.”

Matthew shook his head. “I didn’t want to be a bother.”

“You’re never a bother here, Matthew,” Aubrey insisted. “Not to me, not to Zoe.”

“And… you’re sure?” he said, locking his eyes with hers. They shone like the brightest emeralds, and he felt he could lose himself staring into them. “I just want to make sure I’m not putting anyone out returning here.”

A soft hand cupped his cheek, radiating a warmth and tenderness Matthew gratefully basked in. Looking upon her gorgeous face, he found only love and affection. The specks or outright knives of bitterness he’d fretted over on the car ride home remained either hidden or inexistent.

“Without the slightest doubt in my mind.”

“Thank you, Aubrey,” he said, chest finally dislodging the aching stone resting on his heart. “I’m sorry I didn’t come back when it happened. Really.”

“Nonsense,” she said, dismissing his apology with a handwave. “You stayed right where you were supposed to, finishing your first semester. Besides, your father’s decisions are his own, not yours.”

Matthew nodded. At least that much, he could agree upon. It was a tale that still baffled him, even with weeks spent pondering over what in the world the foolish man had been thinking. Following his mother’s death in a car accident when he was just eight years old, Matthew’s father had never remarried.

However, when Aubrey and Zoe had moved into one of the apartments a floor below just last year, he’d seemingly taken some interest in the former. Things seemed like they were progressing, and Matthew had been happy to see him invite the two women into their home just a bit after his eighteenth birthday this past spring. Matthew and Aubrey had gotten along fantastically during the months they’d shared the space, even if he and Zoe butted heads fairly often.

Only for it to all seemingly fall apart.

During this past summer, he remembered a group of arguments about his father’s obsession with his work, culminating in a silence that remained unbroken even as they journeyed with him to his chosen college. Still, he’d figured it would blow over and resolve itself.

He’d certainly not imagined that his father would outright abandon the two women in his penthouse and take a trip to Asia that seemed like it would continue indefinitely. “To find himself,” he’d explained in the call with Matthew a few weeks back. It’d curled his tongue, listening to the drivel. And left him wondering if he was safe to return home, or if wrath would await him.

“I’m glad you’re back,” Aubrey said again. Her eyes cast toward the kitchen area. “Are you hungry? I can throw something together with what we have.”

“Sure, a snack would be good,” he said. “Anything’s fine.”

She nodded. “Go and take your things up to your room while I get it ready. I’ll get right on it.”

Obeying her suggestion, he hefted his things and ascended the steps, then entered the long hallway that contained all their bedrooms. Adjacent neighbors to Zoe’s bedroom, he spared it a glance before opening his and stepping into his room.

Immediately, a bounty of nostalgia pressed down on him. Having taken only clothes, his laptop, and a few other effects along to college, he found everything pretty much exactly how he’d left it. He didn’t spot any dust, so he assumed Aubrey had kept cleaning his room while he was away. He’d have to thank her for that, as well.

Spending about five minutes returning his things to their proper places, he resisted a dangerous urge to open his laptop up at his desk and spend a bit more time in his room. Seeing Aubrey again, feeling her creamy skin against his, realizing that his father’s actions hadn’t affected their relationship… it all mingled into a strange tonic within his stomach. One he understood. His choice of genre in the porn, one he’d grown increasingly interested in while away, confirmed the illicit desires tumbling about inside his mind. The erection he still hadn’t entirely calmed down doubly so. Sweeping a hand through his hair, he made his way back downstairs.

He found Aubrey sliding over a ham sandwich in front of one of the stools on the island. She immediately smiled upon his return.

“Let me know if you want anything more substantial,” she said.

“This is fine, thanks,” he said. Taking a seat at the island, he picked at his snack, unable to resist the temptation of the gorgeous woman’s backside as she put the sliced ham back into the fridge. A tiny shiver thrust itself through him just as she looked over her shoulder at him.

“Are you chilly? I know it’s frigid outside, and we’re due for several inches of snow. I can bump the heat up a bit.”

Matthew’s face heated, and he shook his head. “No, I’m good. It’s nothing.”

Aubrey cocked her head to the side, her discerning eyes trying to look past his odd behavior. Whatever answer she found lying within, he did not know. She shrugged and dropped the issue, however.

It was good to be home. Yet, it was also hellish. These were the conflicting thoughts running through his head while he ate.
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Breaking Boundaries

The door to the penthouse opened around when Matthew was three-quarters of the way done with his sandwich. With no expectation of his father returning home suddenly, he knew who it must be. A conflicting excitement and dread knocked on either side of his head. Such was it always when he knew he was about to encounter Zoe. Since Aubrey had headed upstairs to check on laundry just a few moments ago, he was the only one there to greet her entrance.

A younger version of Aubrey, swamped in a thick coat, stepped into the penthouse, shaking herself free of a few specks of snow on her shoulders and freeing her luxurious blonde hair from the hood over it. Only after stowing her coat away in the walk-in closet by the door and turning around did she finally spot him at the island.

“Oh!”

Matthew dipped his head at her notice of him. “Hey, Zoe. How’s it been?”

Slightly less buxom than her mother, she’d still plenty to gawk at. In warm leggings and a tight sweater, he struggled with keeping his eyes above her neck rather than spilling all over her shapely form, fondly reminding himself of the size and shape of her firm breasts.

“You’re back,” Zoe said, a touch of a smile appearing on her face, then vanishing just as swiftly. “Did you call? Mom didn’t tell me you’d be back today.”

“No, I just kind of showed up,” Matthew said, scratching his hair.

Zoe puffed one cheek out in a slight pout. She marched over to him, then thrust her arms around him in a tight hug. Eyes widening, he slowly slipped his arms around her small back, the cold she’d brought in with her stampeding across his body. It helped with the heat reigniting within his chest, spreading dangerously southward.

“It’s good to see you again. I’ve missed you. Mom has too. Have you seen her?”

“Yeah, she just headed upstairs to put another cycle of laundry in. How’ve you been, Zoe?”

Zoe took a seat on the stool beside him, leaning her elbow on the table and chin against her palms. She cast a sideways look his way, lips curling with curious amusement. It almost resembled the look she gave something she intended to buy while shopping, which he knew quite well.

“Well enough, given the crap Mom went through a few weeks ago. I think it’s actually gotten a bit better recently. Healed, I guess. Things weren’t exactly all that great between your dad and her, even before this. She’s seemed a bit freer the past week, like a big weight finally rolled off her back. I’m… pretty sure they’re done, though it doesn’t seem like we’re leaving the penthouse anytime soon. Or something.”

Matthew nodded solemnly. “I was worried my coming home might upset you two. I’m glad that doesn’t seem to be the case.”

Zoe rolled her eyes. “We’re thick as thieves, you and me. Besides, we’d have to be a couple of crazies to blame you for what he did.”

“I guess I was just being paranoid.”

The two of them turned taciturn, just looking at the other for a time. Only a few months separated them by age, Matthew having a spring birthday to her summer one. They’d both graduated last spring, though while he’d always planned to head off to college, Zoe had elected to take a year to herself before applying anywhere rather than leaping into more studying and exams as he had. In another life, maybe he’d have followed suit. He wondered how things might have turned out had he been here when everything had gone down.

“You look really good, Matthew.”

He hadn’t expected a compliment to break the silence, and he fumbled within his own thoughts before righting himself. “Thanks. You look good too.” He winced at the unwieldy reply. Surely, he could do better. “I mean, you look really, really good.”

Ugh, just stop talking, he told himself.

However, Zoe showed him no annoyance. In fact, she grinned and stood up. A twirl followed, which drew his eyes around the tight contours of her bust and butt like he was a fish on a line. Sexy. That was what she was. It rolled off her naturally, practically filling the air with pheromones. She seemed to notice the dryness sticking his tongue to the roof of his mouth, for her smile grew.

“So, did you nab yourself a girlfriend while you were away at college?”

“For a little while, but it ended a couple of months back,” Matthew said. “I mostly just focused on my exams and getting what relaxation I could.”

“There’ll be plenty of that here, I’m sure,” Zoe said, eyes sparkling with some teasing danger he couldn’t quite measure. She stepped in a little closer and placed a hand on his knee. “How about I show off my room while Mom cooks dinner? I’ve made some changes. And I’m sure she’s planning something grand now that you’re back.”

Matthew’s heart sped up. Where her fingertips met his knee, his skin buzzed as if electric currents ran through his veins. She smiled and lingered close to him, tilting her head slightly to the side as she waited for his answer. Her lips parted softly, so full and soft. Or at least he imagined them to be soft. He’d never felt them before, though he wanted to touch them now, he realized, even if just with a fingertip.

“Zoe! You’re back!”

They both turned their gazes toward the upper balcony, spotting an elated Aubrey as she bounded down the stairs, clearly overwhelmed with excitement.

“Yep, I’m home. The snow started, so I cut my outing short.” As she spoke, her hand slid away from his knee. Immediately, Matthew's gut unwrapped guilt and shame like a glitter bomb. What had he hoped would transpire between them? The hardness beneath his pants practically mocked him for asking such an obvious question.

Aubrey gathered her daughter into a warm hug moments after touching down on the first floor. “It’s a good day. A truly good day.” After their hug, she wrapped him in another, lip trembling with emotion, eyes misting slightly. “I’m glad you’re both home.”

“I’ve only been gone a few hours, Mom,” Zoe teased. “Unlike this one here.”

“I wish we could go out,” Aubrey said. She glanced toward the massive windows, where they could all plainly see Zoe spoke true. Snow fell slowly, though the clumps were thick. With how dark it’d grown outside, it seemed like the first storm of winter had followed Matthew home.

“Saying three inches,” Zoe said after scrolling through her phone.

“Probably for the best we stay home tonight,” Matthew noted, sure they both thought the same.

“Think you could break out the pots and pans, Mom?”

“I’ll see what I can scrape together,” she said, a warm smile doting upon the two of them.

“Then we’ll get out of your hair,” Zoe said, thrusting her arms around one of Matthew’s and pulling him snugly against her. “Let’s go. Let me show you what I’ve changed in my room.”

Acutely aware of the softness of her body pressing into him, and the heat nearly scorching away the hairs on the back of his arm, Matthew nodded dumbly. Guided like an ill patient by his nurse, they journeyed across the open area of the penthouse’s first floor, past the long couch and flatscreen TV hanging on the wall on the far side of the penthouse’s open floor, then up the stairs again.

“Go get a blanket, and finally get out of your jacket,” she said, beckoning him toward the second walk-in closet they had, this one not far from their bedrooms. Her gaze snapped toward him. “A big blanket, so we can share.”

Why did he need a blanket if they were heading to her bedroom, which would surely have one? A question he spent no time considering. Uncertainty still trilled through him, but his feet carried him hastily toward the closet. Hanging his jacket on one of the unclaimed racks within the spacious area, he reached toward the high shelf where a group of folded blankets lie.

“No, not that one,” a voice said right behind him.

He turned and found Zoe startlingly close. She flashed him a smile, then slid by him in an attempt to show which blanket she meant. Without using any of the extra space given by the closet, though this one was a touch smaller than the one downstairs, her eye-catching butt pushed right into his crotch as she maneuvered around him.

“The navy blue one,” she said, standing on her toes and reaching for it. The motion stirred Matthew’s cock as the tightly contained butt within her leggings outright ground against him. And then down again as she settled back onto her heels. “Oops. Missed it.”

She was plenty tall enough to reach the blanket. And the closet was plenty big enough for them to stand together without squashing their bodies together. She also could have simply let him grab it now that he knew which one she wanted.

But she wanted something else even more. He understood that immediately. She learned what he wanted a moment later.

“Let’s try again,” she whispered huskily, pushing her butt even tighter against his obvious erection.

“Let’s,” he whispered back.

She climbed onto her toes again, arms extended for the blanket, nestling her butt against his cock. Matthew’s hands found her hips, pulling her against him. The incredibly soft curves sank around his crotch, and his erection tensed like a sprinter before a race.

“I just can’t seem to reach it for some reason.”

Electricity bolted through his fingertips as he snuck them beneath her sweater, beneath the flimsy blouse beneath it, and scorched her smooth sides with his fingertips. She shivered, no longer maintaining any pretense of seeking the blanket. Fingers grasping the rack for balance, she blatantly gyrated against him.

“You can’t leave until you’ve gotten it,” said Matthew.

“You’re… right. We need it for the movie.”

Matthew’s fingers climbed higher up her sides, soon bumping against the straps and underside of her bra. Illicit thunder roared within his head, and the dangerous nature of their conduct wagged its sobering finger at him. Busy inhaling the clean scent of Zoe’s hair and helping her grind against him, he barely noticed it in his peripherals. As soon as Zoe’s panted breaths began, he forgot about it altogether.

“Reach, Zoe. Get up there. I want to see the movie.”

“I’m sorry, I’m just such a klutz sometimes. Just a bit longer, and I’ll have it.”

She began rocking back and forth, and he pushed back against her with the same rhythm, shivering each time she squeezed her butt muscles on the push into him. He found himself squeezed between her butt.

He raised his hands in response, glancing over her bra and the ample flesh it didn’t cover. She mewled happily, and he rewarded her by trailing his hands down her breasts more fully, groping the impressive orbs contained by her bra more forcefully. Glancing over her shoulder at him, the lustiness in her eyes blasted him with the force of a fire hose.

“I’m sorry, I can’t just seem to get the blanket.”

“It’s okay. I’ll forgive you this time.” He leaned forward, taking a hand away from her bra and clutching the blanket. Her mouth still turned around, lips parted and needing, their gazes hovered in place for several aching seconds. A nervous energy spiraled around them, giving them both pause.

There was a limit, a bridge too far. If it had ended here, other than a few days of shame and guilt, maybe they could have forgotten about it. If they claimed the proper distance from each other right now, and again on the couch while they watched a movie together, things could return to normal. A strange “almost” would be all tonight lingered as within their memories.

“But where’s the fun in that?” Zoe whispered.

His mouth crashed upon hers. Heat flooded his lips, and she pushed back against him. Emboldened by her response, he slipped his hand over her bra and tucked it in with her firm breast. She trembled and hummed with pleasure, and he found her nipple rock hard. Matthew pulled back, only so he could kiss her neck a few times.

“God, this night’s the best I’ve had in such a long time,” she whispered, breath tickling his ear as he moved his mouth down her neck.

They stared at one another, both knowing a change in venue was in order. Finally seizing the blanket and draping it over his left side, they headed down the hall for her room. Zoe’s eyes lingered on him the entire time.

Opening her door for him, he stepped into a room he’d rarely known any reason to enter since it became her bedroom about six months ago. Really, noticing what about it was different would have proven difficult in the most lucid of times. With his gaze regretting every moment not spent on her sexy body, he barely grunted and followed her fingers as she pointed out numerous of the changes that she’d made over the months he’d been away – chief among them a wall dedicated to pictures she’d printed off her phone.

“I can see we’ll have to do this tour again,” Zoe said, grinning his way.

“Probably.”

“Well, let’s throw the TV on and hop on my bed for a bit, hmm?”

Without waiting for his answer, she clicked on her TV, found a movie on one of the streaming services they had, and bounced onto her bed. She slid her way up to the headboard, deposited her phone and keys on her nightstand, then patted the spot beside her. With little delay, he joined her.

Right after he climbed beside her, throwing the blanket over their knees, she grinned and leaned toward him. Neither of them so much as glanced at the TV as it played. Matthew wouldn’t even remember what they’d put on the following day.

“I’m too hot,” Zoe said, extending her arms across his thighs, stretching like a cat across his body.

Another reason they’d never needed an extra blanket. And still, Matthew didn’t care.

“Then let’s get this off.”

Matthew grabbed the sleeves of her sweater, then helped free her of it, leaving her solely in her tight-fitting blouse. Able to see what he’d touched moments before, he let his fingers travel across her arms slowly, enjoying seeing Zoe shiver under his touch. Smiling mischievously at him, she slid one of her hands across his pants until it finally contacted the waistband. Her fingertips slipped inside, finding only his boxers as a barrier between her skin and his raging erection.

The entire world shrank into this bubble around them, where the heady roar of desire filled the air with a pungent musk they both breathed in. Even still aware of the illicit nature of their actions, neither slowed as they ramped things up further. His heart pounded with a need to see more of her, touch more of her, and see just how far she’d go.

She’d seemingly come to the same conclusion, answering his hands that sank down her blouse and bra in search of her breasts with a motion that unzipped his pants. Teasingly slow, grinning at him slyly, she licked her tongue across his boxers as he helped wiggle his hips so she could get his pants down. The unveiling practically drove him crazy, but he kept himself in check. Patience. Just a bit more. That was all he needed.

His cock finally popped free, achingly hard and quivering at the sudden change in temperature the air thrust upon it. Zoe’s mouth breathed hot air on it, tongue licking her lips as she prepared for it.

“I didn’t realize it was going to be this big.”

Matthew swallowed dryly as their eyes met. He gave a tiny nod toward the movie. “You’ve never seen it before?”

Zoe chuckled at him. “First time.”

The strain it caused him in waiting for her to finally bring her hand and lips to his cock might have cost him a year or two of his life. Tucking her hair over one shoulder, letting it pool on his lap like golden satin, his body tingled as her slender hand finally grasped the hilt of his cock.

“I hope it’s good,” he said.

“I’m certain it will be,” Zoe answered.

Finally, realizing that this was, in fact, the final barrier before their relationship evolved into something new and tantalizing, he watched her lower her head. For the barest of moments during the journey her mouth took, he wondered if this was the right decision for them to make. All that faded when her soft, warm lips gently spilled itself over his throbbing member.

He watched with rapt attention as she worked her lips across his cock, kissing it softly and tenderly along its length. His thighs tightened as if metal bindings constricted them, and it took every ounce of self-control not to usher her ahead to take him down her throat. When he saw flashes of her green eyes, he could see the teasing mirth in them.

I’ll make you pay for this later, he promised.

A small bead of precum oozed out, and Zoe journeyed from the base of his cock to where it quivered with a long, torturous lick of her tongue. She kissed the tip of his cock, tongue flitting out and seizing what he’d leaked. Fluttering her eyelashes at him, he’d finally had enough.

“Stop playing around, Zoe,” he hissed.

“But I like games.”

He gritted his teeth and glared at her, which only seemed to further her enjoyment. Before he could say another word, she kissed his cock again. And just a moment after that, she slipped more than just the head of his cock into her tight mouth. A third of it disappeared within her mouth, and the soft slurping sounds she overtly made stabbed him with pure adrenaline.

“Yes, like that….” It proved too difficult to finish his sentence, so he let it trail off. The pleasure pouring through him surpassed any he’d experienced before.

Zoe hummed with his cock in her mouth, bobbing a bit faster, taking him down a little deeper. His cock swam within the most pleasurable heat he’d ever experienced as she continued gulping down more of his cock. Would she get all the way to the base?

Able to see her phone on the nightstand, his eyes widened as it lit up—a text. From whom, he couldn’t quite see.

“You’re so good at this,” Matthew groaned.

Zoe spiraled her tongue around his cock, forcing his voice to crack at the final word. The mischievous woman earned a sharp glare that swiftly ended when he barely stifled another moan as she finally proved she could take him to the base.

Matthew sat within a cocoon of bliss, reveling at the pleasure swimming over his cock. He couldn’t have imagined this was how his return to the penthouse would go. Every rousing rush of heat and ecstasy building within him sent him ever higher.

“Can I cum inside?” he asked, knowing it wouldn’t be long.

While thrusting her hot mouth over his cock with reckless abandon, now bobbing her mouth down to the base of his cock with each new motion, Zoe threw him a thumbs up. Her eyes lit with amusement as a smile split his face.

“Thank you, Zoe!”

“Mhmm!”

Her phone buzzed again—a second text.

Matthew ignored that one, too, hand stumbling its way across Zoe’s back as she thrust herself into a faster rhythm than before. Cock throbbing with need, he sensed his impending orgasm rising like boiling water on a stove.

“Zoe, I’m going to….”

She gave a slight nod and continued sucking, tightly suctioning her lips to his cock as she deepthroated him. It was too much. He needed to release it all deep inside her small mouth, then listen to her try and swallow every drop.

A clattering of metal from far below startled them both. Scant edges from the most blissful cliff Matthew had ever known, Zoe swiftly pulled her mouth away, and the two of them looked at each other.

Cringing as Zoe rushed out the door, he heard her voice and Aubrey’s more distant one. A few moments later, she returned.

“Mom knocked over a pot. She’s fine; it wasn’t boiling yet. I, uh, apparently, she was texting me so that I’d come down and help her. So… that’s what I have to do now.”

Zoe wore an apologetic look, and Matthew knew he must have worn a pained expression.

“I’ll… I’ll help too.”

Zoe granted him another apologetic look before she stuffed herself back into her sweater and hurried out of the room. Balls aching like something had just vaulted onto them like a bean bag chair, he quickly stuffed away his throbbing erection and chased after her. He passed by Aubrey, the side of her shirt and jeans soaked with water after her apparent mistake.

“Are you okay?” he asked, concerned.

“Yes, just… clumsy tonight, it seems. I’ll be back down in a jiffy; I just need to change clothes.”

They continued past one another. Matthew glanced toward the kitchen. Around the bottom of the island, where the fallen pot must lay hidden, a growing puddle spread around it. Zoe was already snatching hand towels to stifle the spread across their floors.

Sharing another look with his equally woeful partner in crime as he joined her in the kitchen, they nodded to one another.

This wasn’t over yet.
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The Wrong Woman

To his unending anguish, Aubrey kept Zoe busy helping with dinner once she returned downstairs. The tasty meal sitting in front of Matthew a little over an hour later tasted like ash on his tongue, even as he put on airs for the chef’s benefit. He was sure it was tasty. He just couldn’t tell. He wasn’t sure any part of him worked right currently. Not while this roiling ache rumbled through his body like an excavator drill burrowing underground.

No solution for his anguish arrived. After dinner, Aubrey joined them on the couch for bonding amid a movie marathon that lasted another four hours. Hell. It must be. For his lecherous thoughts throughout the day, he must have gotten consigned to the wretched end. Only… when had he died?

Soon, if he couldn’t get any relief. He’d almost decided to rush off to a bathroom and finish this problem himself, only for his phone to buzz in his pocket. Glancing at it so that Aubrey, who’d placed herself between them, wouldn’t spot its contents, he found Zoe’s name – as she’d grabbed her phone again after dinner—popping up with a message that promised she’d finish what she’d started later. Grimacing, he decided he’d hold out.

“Those were good,” Aubrey said, stretching her arms over her head as the second movie ended. Glancing at the time on her phone, her eyes widened. “It’s past eleven already.”

A wave of relief crashed over Matthew. Aubrey had never been one for lingering once the sun plopped itself beyond the horizon. With any luck, she’d march upstairs in a hurry and leave her daughter downstairs with him.

“Tired, Mom?” Zoe asked, and he could hear the same hope within her voice.

“We should all get to bed, actually,” she said. “I want us to go out together tomorrow morning. We can do some shopping, get lunch, spend time together.”

“We can totally do all that,” Zoe said chipperly. “Though, I’m not really all that tired yet.”

“Me neither.” It was an echo a touch too fast, Matthew realized.

Aubrey’s discerning gaze slid between them, then stopped upon him. “You got up early today to make the long drive home. You need your sleep.”

“I think I could go a movie longer,” he said.

“Save it for tomorrow. I don’t want any of us to be tired tomorrow morning.”

Matthew could see a brick wall when it confronted him. For whatever reason might lay behind it, Aubrey had decided sleep was on the agenda for all of them. Trepidation skittered through his stomach, and he wondered if she might be suspicious of them. Still, it was a dull thud compared to the roaring lust for which he’d yet to find an outlet.

“You’re probably right,” Zoe said. With her mother busy looking at him, she was free to tilt her head toward the staircase and nod. The meaning was clear. “We should all head to bed.”

Matthew pulled in a tight breath. He didn’t know how much longer he could remain like this. He felt like a cord wrapped in so many knots that it might never come undone.

“Okay. I guess you two are right.”

He saw a tremor of relief pass over Aubrey’s expression, but then she turned her head away. Given the task of putting away the blanket, he found the penthouse dark but for a few dim lights by the time he returned. Grumpily, he waded up the stairs. Both Zoe and Aubrey’s doors were shut. He prayed the former wouldn’t keep him waiting for too long. Lingering in the hallway just a bit longer, he scooted into his room, leaving the door open a crack.

In fact, he did need to wait a long time. Undressed to his boxers, arms behind his head as he stared at the grey tones of his bedroom ceiling, thirty minutes or more might have passed before he heard a creep of movement outside his door. Eyes closed, he sighed with relief as his door creaked slightly, both in opening and then shutting itself entirely, and then soft footfalls ventured toward him. A weight sat down on the side of his bed.

He'd waited long enough.

Rolling onto his side, seeing the dark figure sitting on his bed, he grinned and stuck a hand toward the voluptuous set of breasts barely covered by a soft blue nightdress. They sank in, grabbing every glorious inch of skin they could. And while he might have only discovered the feeling of Zoe’s breasts a short time ago, he immediately understood that these were not hers. They were bigger.

Awareness struck him like a sledgehammer. Immediately sobered of his lust, he sat up and yanked his hand away from Aubrey’s gorgeous breasts.

Oh, shit.

The figure sat there silently a moment, then stood. A moment later, fright certainly abetting the process, his night vision adjusted well enough to see her face properly.

Aubrey wore a calmer expression than he’d expected a woman just groped by someone half her age would wield. The gorgeous woman eyed him without betraying her true thoughts about his sudden assault on her bosom or her original purpose for entering his room. Pinpricks of anxiety gathered on the back of Matthew’s neck like bees swarming a hive.

“You were expecting a younger visitor.”

It was no question, yet he could tell she meant for him to answer. The pounding of his heart sent blood rushing through his ears. She remained silent, awaiting his response.

He nodded. It was the best he could manage, fumbling for a voice retreating down his throat far, far away from this horrid conversation.

“Zoe.”

Matthew nodded again, pulse sprinting at the side of his throat.

“I understand that you are both consenting adults,” she said, sighing. “Though, I think it a bit rushed, given you’ve only returned today.”

Heat flushed within his face, and his hands clammed up. His counterpart remained entirely unexpressive, which only amped up his whirling anxiety.

“Find your voice, Matthew. You need to speak.”

She said it calmly, yet he still blanched. Dropping his gaze, he took several slow breaths during the journey to obey her command. He eventually managed the feat and raised his eyes.

“Aubrey, I’m so, so sorry. It’s… it’s my fault. All of it.”

“Somehow, I doubt that is the case,” she said. “It takes two to tango, and one of you has a lot more of her mother in her than she realizes.”

Matthew squinted at those final words, confusion swimming along with the other emotions scalding his mind at the moment. It wasn’t yet enough to dispel the clawed dread digging into his skin. She hadn’t blown up yet, though he suspected it was coming. He also suspected he might have only enough time to grab some clothes before he found himself shoved outside into a snowstorm in the middle of the night.

“I still take all the blame. If you’re upset at anyone, be upset at me—and me alone.”

Aubrey’s emerald gaze wandered over his face for what felt like an eternity. It gave him time to think about where he might go, friends he might crash on the couch of shortly. He’d a few options in mind when Aubrey smiled at him. A genuine smile, not one with canines pointed like fangs, which promised some malevolent—but deserved—punishment was en route.

“I know. Because you’re that type of man. You don’t run away from uncomfortable situations. You face them head-on, even if there might be nasty consequences.”

Matthew’s brow furrowed at her words. His eyes about bugged out of his skull when she reached a hand up to one of the thin straps on her nightdress and slipped it off.

“A-Aubrey?”

“You might consider this… a bit rushed, too. But I hope you’ll forgive this needy woman for chasing a bit of… excitement.”

She stood up from his bed, then slowly slipped the other strap of her nightdress over her shoulder. Undoing the two dainty things let the negligee slip until she caught it before it could reveal more than the first inches of her breasts. Her expression held a secret excitement in it, as if enjoying the gawking silence she’d placed upon him. By comparison, Matthew remained still as a statue, as if he might break some forbidden spell in the works if he so much and budged. That was the only thing to explain all this, right?

Or the Hell thing. He really, really hoped he was still alive.

“If I’ve misread your lingering stares today, I can head back to my room for the night.” She spoke without a hint of trepidation. She knew the answer before he gave it life.

“You can’t,” Matthew snapped, licking his lips at the forbidden current swelling like a tide at his ankles and calves. “That door’s staying closed all night.”

Aubrey glanced over her shoulder, eyeing his bedroom door. Matthew’s breath sat within his lungs, waiting for her next decision. A vivacious glint of emerald, shining even in the darkness, turned its way back to him. The hold on her nightdress relinquished itself. Aubrey even sped the process up, slipping it over her voluptuous breasts and shapely hips. It pooled around her feet like a forbidden wall, and she waited there for him in nothing more than some tantalizing lingerie.

Without a word to shatter the silence, Matthew stood up from his bed, revealing his own near-nakedness and the mighty erection threatening to break out of his boxers. This time, Aubrey licked her lips. Extending a hand, he took hers and pulled her out of the circle her nightdress had formed. Right into his arms.

She purred as their bodies mashed together, then chuckled as his hands sped along the back of her thighs, over her shapely butt, and then found their destination at the annoyance keeping her bra in place. Kissing him on the cheek, she nodded.

Hastily undoing the hook before she could change her mind, he threw the thing with one hand off to the side of his room and took a single step back. After that, every ounce of blood in his body rushed toward the same source.

“Are they up to standards?” she asked.

“I think so,” he answered breathlessly.

“Here, double-check.” Taking his wrists in her grasp, she ran his palms up her smooth stomach until they bumped – and immediately cupped – her massive breasts. Heavy, perfectly round, nipples certainly firm, they called to him like sirens would sailors. Wanting to put his mouth to them immediately, he held himself together long enough to get the entire feel of them. When he drew his thumbs over her nipples in tandem, Aubrey shivered.

She responded by sending crackling electricity into his lower stomach with her fingertips. They dropped lower, teasing his boxers’ waistband, acting as if they’d fall inside, then backing off at the last second. Matthew ground his teeth. His cock ached, and precum dripped freely from it.

“Don’t… tease me,” he said.

“It’s too much fun, though,” Aubrey said, grinning in a way he’d not seen from her in months.

“Aubrey,” he growled.

“Yes?”

“I can’t hold out any longer.”

She heard the urgency in his voice. Her hand did one more lap around his waistband, and then it finally latched onto the side with her other and freed his cock from its hours-long imprisonment. This time, she took a step back, admiring his size silently. Matthew flared with pride at the slight widening he saw in her eyes.

“Do I drop mine next?” she whispered, skirting her fingertips over her lacy panties.

“Or I’ll rip them off.”

Aubrey walked by him slowly, tracing a fingertip on the side of his cock as she passed. Laying herself on her back on his bed, she wiggled her hips seductively. He craved looking at her, yet he craved what he’d thought would have passed with Zoe hours ago even more. With only the last thread of self-control did he not leap on her immediately.

“You’ve always been such a responsible man,” she said, her blonde hair splayed around her head like an unfurled fan. “I know you’ll treat me right.”

She lifted her legs, and he stepped between them and nabbed the sides of her lace panties. Slowly, never taking his eyes from hers, he robbed her of them. Tossing them aside with her bra, he stepped back into the gap. His gaze trailed across her supple thighs, smooth entrance, flat stomach, then kept going until it found her eyes again.

“I’ll give you anything you want.”

The woman lying before him shivered with delight and welcomed him onto the bed. Both scooting into a better position, their enthusiasm mingled simultaneously as Matthew placed his cock against her soft, seductive folds. Dripping wet herself, the invitation of her juices coated his cock as he slid it over her folds a few times, yet he still paused before the final plunge—just this final time.

Even more taboo than what he’d gotten up to earlier, he didn’t think either of them planned to go back from the point they’d arrived at. The slender strings of guilt on his shoulders snapped aplenty with each moment spent gazing upon the goddess of a woman splayed out beneath him. The craving rumbling through him would never go away, even after he satiated himself here tonight. Still, he needed to see the same from her. Once more.

“Don’t fret,” Aubrey said, eyes reading his desires and responding with the same sordid emotions. “This is what I want, too.”

He slid halfway into her, and they both shared a deep sigh. Matthew shivered as he felt her pussy stretching to accommodate him. Forbidden pleasure assailed him on all sides as he continued the journey. Grasping her magnificent breasts, he pushed deeper into this new, strange, and altogether prohibited world. With each scintillating inch deeper inside he journeyed, thoughts of what else he’d like to do to her bubbled up to the surface.

“Oh, yesss,” Aubrey sighed. She lifted her hips slightly to meet him in his thrust, coiling around his throbbing rod with contentment spreading like wildfire across her face. Flexing his hips just as he fully slid inside her, the roaring inferno could no longer wait.

“You’re so fucking hot,” he whispered. He drew his hands down to her waist and began to fuck her in full. Slowly at first, yet the speed increased quickly. As did Aubrey’s lewd moans.

“Hot enough that you won’t stop spearing me until I’m a sweaty mess?”

“Not until we both are.” Matthew roamed a hand back up to one of her breasts and squeezed it tightly. “Not until we can barely stand tomorrow, even if you do want us to go out tomorrow.”

“Mmph, maybe I… should have thought about that before coming here,” she whispered, rolling her hips into each powerful thrust he delivered. “I don’t know if I’m going to be able to… walk after this.”

“I’m sure you’ll manage,” Matthew said, pinching and pulling on the hard nipples he found as he switched his hand from breast to breast.

“I’m sure!” Aubrey cried, throwing a hand over her mouth to quiet the moans flowing freely from her sordid lips. Her legs instinctively locked around his waist, ensuring he would keep pounding her roughly. Matthew drank his fill of her growing passion, the heat scorching her cheeks, the loud pants electrifying his ears.

Her moans ratcheted until she’d thrown her other hand over her mouth, the moans blistering hot as magma off her tongue. Matthew felt her tightening, then shudder wildly as he continued fucking her senseless. Her orgasm throbbed through her body, squeezing his cock tightly, demanding he remain inside her.

“Keep going, keep going, keep goinggg!” Aubrey panted.

How could he say no?

Pulling out as far as his locked legs would allow him, he slammed back into her to the hilt. He ravished her, taking every ounce of pleasure her soaked folds could give him. No longer the woman he’d fantasized about while away at college, but one whose mouth hungrily took his lips as he pressed them against hers.

Pumping faster, he quivered and knew he couldn’t wait any longer. Aubrey, still amidst the throes of her own orgasm, bit her lip and nodded, shutting her eyes tightly and speaking the words he needed to hear.

“Inside. Please do it. Do ittttt!”

With a guttural groan, Matthew shoved his cock as deep into her pussy as it would go and then erupted. Aubrey rolled her head back and clamped her legs tight as steel beams around his waist as his hot, sticky seed rushed into her. An ecstasy he’d never imagined possible swarmed and carried him away.

Afterward, their slowly receding pants were the only sound within the room. Their bodies remained intertwined, though Aubrey had lost her hold on his waist. Their eyes found one another, and then they kissed and petted one another for several minutes.

“I wish I could stay in here with you or invite you to my bed,” Aubrey sighed, stretching a bit. As promised, they were both soaked in sweat.

Matthew winced a bit, remembering Zoe. Had she heard them? And why hadn’t she ever come over to his room?

“It’s a tricky situation, but we’ll figure it out.”

Aubrey arched an eyebrow at him. “Just in case you’re suggesting something here, certain boundaries will remain in place. Permanently.”

Matthew nodded immediately. “I know.”

Aubrey chewed on her lip a moment, then patted him on the arm. Slowly, she stood. “We’ll figure it out,” she said, nodding his way.

They shared one final kiss before she departed for her bedroom. Exhausted and enraptured in bliss, Matthew didn’t need long before he collapsed into the deepest sleep he could remember. If Zoe ever did show up to his room that night, she didn’t wake him.

The next morning, the three of them rode the elevator down to the garage floor of the tower. An edge of electricity kept them mostly silent on the drive to their first destination, a sprawling mall overflowing with Christmas decorations and a horde of shoppers. In one of the stores they visited, Zoe managed to get Matthew alone while Aubrey perused the shelves.

“Sorry about last night; Mom came in and seemed like she might realize what we were getting up to. I couldn’t risk it.”

Matthew looked away so she didn’t see the blush on his face. “R-right.”

He felt a warm body press against his side. “I’ll make it up to you today. Maybe while we’re still in the mall.”

His eyes flashed, and he snapped his gaze back to Zoe. “I’m ready for it.”

They grinned at one another, then scampered off to a more private location within the crowded store.

THE END
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