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In their cozy two-bedroom apartment in Seattle's Capitol Hill neighborhood, the late February rain tapped steadily against the windows like impatient fingers. The city outside was gray and damp, the kind of weather that made staying indoors feel almost mandatory. But inside, boxes were stacked like miniature skyscrapers, labeled in Ashley's neat handwriting: "Kitchen - Fragile," "Books," "Austin's Editing Gear - Handle with Care."

Austin, thirty-two, stood in the middle of the living room, arms crossed over his broad chest, surveying the controlled chaos. He wore a simple black hoodie and joggers, his dark hair still slightly damp from the quick shower he'd taken after his morning gym session. Years of consistent workouts had given him a solid, athletic build, just the kind of physique that turned heads without trying. His freelance video editing work meant flexible hours and no office politics, which was perfect for a man who valued freedom above all else. Charming came naturally to him; a quick smile, easy laugh, and the ability to make anyone feel like the most interesting person in the room.

Ashley, twenty-six, bounced between rooms in her favorite white t-shirt and soft gray leggings that hugged her long legs. At five-foot-ten, she had the kind of effortless grace that made her stand out even in a crowd. Her fair skin glowed under the apartment lights, and her long chestnut hair was pulled into a messy ponytail that swung with every excited step. She was the talkative one, the one who filled silences with laughter and stories, always ready with a joke or a hug. Working at the postal department had taught her patience with endless lines and grumpy customers, but it also meant steady benefits and now, finally, the transfer she'd dreamed about for years.

Two days earlier, the email had arrived: approved. Beaufort. Ashley's heart had nearly exploded when she read it. She'd grown up idolizing her mother, Lauren, who had raised her alone after the car crash that took her father when Ashley was just sixteen. Lauren was her anchor, her best friend, her everything. Living across the country had been hard; the visits too infrequent, the phone calls never quite enough. Now, they could be close again. And the best part? Lauren had no idea they were coming.

Ashley zipped the last suitcase shut with a triumphant flourish and turned to Austin, eyes sparkling. 

"Mom will be so surprised when she sees us. 

Austin chuckled, stepping over a box to pull her into a quick hug. 

"Yeah."

For him, the move wasn't a sacrifice. Freelance meant he could edit from anywhere with decent Wi-Fi. Beaufort sounded peaceful - small coastal town, historic charm, a far cry from Seattle's constant drizzle and traffic. 

They loaded the last bags into their reliable SUV. Behind them, the packers' truck idled, its hazards blinking in the wet street. Everything non-essential was already en route; this was the personal convoy.

Ashley slid into the passenger seat, buckling up as Austin started the engine. The dashboard lit up, rain streaking the windshield before the wipers swept it away. 

As the miles accumulated, the scenery began to shift. They crossed into Oregon, the Cascade Range looming in the distance before giving way to rolling hills. By evening, they'd pushed through Portland and kept going, determined to make good time. 

Finally, after nearly forty-four hours of driving spread over days of careful pacing, they entered South Carolina. Ahead lay the historic streets of Beaufort: antebellum mansions, quiet waterfront parks, the gentle lap of the Beaufort River. And somewhere in that charming little town, Lauren waited, unaware that her daughter and son-in-law were about to pull into her driveway with suitcases, smiles, and a whole new chapter ready to begin.

The narrow street leading to Lauren’s house was lined with historic homes, their wide porches shaded by deep eaves and hanging ferns. Lauren’s place sat near the end of the block, a charming single-story Lowcountry cottage with a wraparound porch, white clapboard siding weathered just enough to look timeless, and a steeply pitched wooden roof covered in soft gray shingles. Austin eased the SUV to a gentle stop in the driveway, tires crunching softly on crushed oyster shells. Behind them, the movers’ truck slowed and parked along the curb. Through the windshield, he spotted Lauren immediately.

She stood in the middle of the garden path, garden hose in hand, watering a row of freshly planted daylilies. She wore a simple cream-colored tank top and high-waisted shorts that showed off long, toned legs. At fifty, Lauren still moved with the easy confidence of someone who had never let time dictate her limits. Regular yoga had sculpted her body into something remarkable - strong shoulders, a narrow waist that flared into generous hips, and legs that looked like they could carry her for miles. Her long hair, a striking mix of silver and warm brown, was gathered in a loose braid that fell halfway down her back. When she turned at the sound of the engine, her face lit up with instant, unguarded surprise.

“What in the world?” she called out, voice bright with disbelief.

Ashley flung the passenger door open and ran the last few steps, throwing her arms around her mother. “Surprise, Mom!”

Lauren laughed - a rich, warm sound and hugged her daughter fiercely, rocking her side to side. “Ashley! Oh my God, baby girl!”

Austin stepped out more slowly, stretching his back after days on the road. He rounded the car, hands in his pockets, watching the reunion with a quiet smile. Then Lauren looked over Ashley’s shoulder and met his eyes.

He couldn’t help it. Even from five feet away, she was striking. Tall - maybe five-six - carrying herself with straight-backed poise. The tank top clung just enough to reveal the swell of full 38Bbreasts and the way her shorts hugged the firm, rounded curve of her backside made it impossible not to notice. When she shifted her weight, that perfect ass swayed with a natural, unselfconscious rhythm.

Damn, he thought before he could stop himself. She’s a perfect chick. Even at fifty.

He shook the thought loose, stepped forward, and offered his easy, charming grin. “Hi, Mom.”

Lauren released Ashley and opened her arms. “Hi, Austin.”

They hugged - a brief, familial embrace. But her breasts pressed softly against his chest through the thin fabric of her top, warm and unmistakably full. The contact lasted only a heartbeat, yet it registered in every nerve. He pulled back quickly, smile still in place. Ashley beamed between them. 

“Surprise, Mom. I got the transfer. Beaufort. We’re moving here. For good.”

Lauren’s hands flew to her mouth. 

“Oh my God. That’s... that’s wonderful. “I’m so happy, sweetheart. So happy.”

The movers began unloading boxes, directed by Ashley, who pointed and laughed and kept glancing back at her mother like she couldn’t believe this was real. Lauren ushered everyone inside.

The interior was cool and airy, smelling faintly of lemon polish and fresh-cut flowers. Wide plank floors, beadboard walls painted soft coastal blue, tall windows letting in slanted light. Family photos lined the hallway, Ashley as a teenager, Lauren and her late husband smiling on a beach, recent shots of Lauren in downward dog on the back deck. It felt lived-in, loved, welcoming. Lauren disappeared into the kitchen while Austin and Ashley helped the movers stack boxes in the spare rooms. By the time the truck pulled away, the sun had dipped below the treeline and the house glowed with lamplight.

Dinner was Lauren’s specialty: Lowcountry shrimp and grits, fresh cornbread, collards simmered with smoked turkey, and a peach cobbler she’d thrown together from fruit she’d picked that morning. She served it family-style on the dining table, candles flickering between them.

Conversation flowed easily - Ashley recounting the long drive, Austin joking about surviving Ashley’s endless playlist, Lauren asking about Seattle and their old apartment. But every so often, Austin’s gaze drifted.

Lauren leaned forward to pass the cornbread and the neckline of her tank dipped just enough. The soft swell of her breasts shifted with the movement. He looked away quickly, but not before she caught the glance. Her eyes flicked to his for a fraction of a second - neutral, unreadable, then she smiled and carried on talking about the garden club’s spring fundraiser as though nothing had happened.

Coincidence, she told herself. Just a coincidence.

After dessert, Lauren led them down the hall to the guest room she’d already prepared. It was spacious and bright, with a queen bed covered in a white quilt, a ceiling fan turning lazily overhead, and French doors opening onto a small private deck overlooking the backyard. 

On the bed Ashley curled against his side, head on his chest, already drifting. Austin stared at the ceiling fan, listening to the soft rhythm of her breathing. Outside, crickets sang in the warm night air. Somewhere down the hall, Lauren moved quietly through her own routine - water running, lights clicking off.

The house settled into stillness.
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The first rays of Lowcountry sun slipped through the slats of the plantation shutters, warming the hardwood floor. Austin stirred, reaching instinctively for Ashley beside him - only to find cool, empty sheets. He blinked awake, rubbing a hand over his stubbled jaw. The clock on the nightstand read 8:42 a.m. She’d already left for her first day at the Beaufort Post Office.

He swung his legs over the side of the bed, stretching the stiffness from the long drive out of his muscles. All he wore were black boxer briefs that clung snugly to his thighs and hips. The thick outline of his cock was unmistakable against the soft cotton fabric - morning semi-hardness combined with the lack of anything else to conceal it. Barefoot, he padded down the hall toward the kitchen, following the scent of bacon and fresh coffee.

Lauren stood at the stove, her back to him. She wore a simple knee-length cotton gown in pale lavender - sleeveless, with a modest scoop neckline that still managed to hint at the full curve of her breasts beneath. The thin fabric swayed gently as she moved the skillet, her silver-brown braid swinging between her shoulder blades. 

Austin leaned against the doorframe. “Hi, Mom.”

Lauren turned, spatula in hand, and her smile bloomed instantly. 

“Hey, son. Finally awake?”

Her eyes flicked downward for the briefest second barely a glance of his thickness before snapping back to his face. But that glance was enough. The prominent bulge in his boxers registered. Heat crept up her neck in a sudden, unexpected blush. It had been so long - twelve years since her husband’s accident, twelve years without a man in her bed, without even the casual intimacy of flirtation. She hadn’t allowed herself to notice things like this.  She cleared her throat lightly and turned back to the stove, busying herself with the eggs.

“Ashley’s already gone,” Austin said, stepping fully into the kitchen.

“Yeah, she left about an hour ago.” Lauren smiled over her shoulder. “First-day nerves, I think. But she’ll be great.”

She poured coffee into a mug and slid it across the island toward him. Her gaze dipped again quick, involuntary taking in the way the boxers hugged his athletic frame, the defined V of his hips, the unmistakable thickness pressing against the fabric. She felt the warmth spread lower, a flutter she hadn’t permitted herself in forever.

Austin accepted the mug with a nod of thanks. 

“Any gyms around here, Mom? I usually hit one early.”

“There’s a one about two miles down toward the waterfront - Beaufort Fitness. You’re a real gym freak, aren’t you?” She giggled, the sound light and surprised at herself.

He shrugged, sipping the coffee. “Just like staying fit. Anyway...” His eyes moved over her deliberately, lingering on the way the gown clung to her curves. “You look fitter at your age than any woman I’ve ever seen.”

Lauren’s cheeks flushed deeper. She lifted her own mug to her lips, hiding half her smile behind it. 

“You’re kidding.”

“No, Mom. I’m serious.”

His gaze dropped unapologetically this time - to the swell of her breasts, the soft outline visible beneath the thin cotton. The neckline dipped just enough that he could see the gentle rise and fall with her breathing.

Lauren noticed. She felt it like a current under her skin. Butterflies erupted in her stomach - sharp, dizzying. She should have looked away, said something to redirect. Instead, she met his eyes and let the moment stretch.

“Austin,” she said softly, voice teasing but unsteady, “are you looking at my boobs?”

He lifted his gaze slowly, meeting hers without a trace of embarrassment. “Yeah. They’re perfect, Mom.”

She let out a surprised giggle, hand flying to her chest as though to cover what he’d already seen. 

“What? Are you serious?”

He took another bite of the bacon she’d set on a plate for him, chewing thoughtfully before answering. 

“Yeah, I am. Big. Perfect shape.”

Lauren’s blush went nuclear. Her voice cracked just a little. 

“You... you can’t say things like that. I’m your mom.”

Austin swallowed, eyes drifting back down despite her words. 

“Oh. Sorry, Mom.” A beat. Then, quieter, almost playful: “But they really are cute.”

For a second the kitchen was silent except for the soft sizzle of the stove and the distant call of gulls over the river.

Then they both laughed - her nervous and bright, his low and easy. The tension didn’t break; it simply shifted, settling into something warmer, more dangerous.

Lauren shook her head, still smiling, and turned to plate the rest of breakfast - scrambled eggs, bacon, fresh fruit, toast. “Freshen up and come. Food’s ready.”

“Yeah, Mom.”

He disappeared down the hall. When he returned a few minutes later -  showered, hair damp, wearing gym shorts and a fitted t-shirt that showed off the hard lines of his chest and arms, Lauren was already at the dining table.

She’d set two plates opposite each other. He sat. She served him first, then took her own seat.

They ate in companionable quiet for a minute. Then his eyes wandered again - slowly, deliberately to the gentle swell beneath her gown. This time he didn’t look away when she caught him.

Lauren’s fork paused halfway to her mouth. She felt that same flutter, stronger now. Her nipples tightened against the fabric, traitorous and obvious.

She set the fork down. “Austin...”

He smiled - slow, charming, the same one that had won Ashley over years ago. 

“Can’t help it. They’re right there.”

She exhaled a shaky laugh, cheeks burning, but she didn’t cross her arms or scold him. Instead, she leaned forward just slightly, letting the neckline dip a fraction more.

“You’re trouble,” she murmured.

“Maybe,” he said, holding her gaze. “But I’m honest.”

They finished breakfast like that - talking about the town, the weather, Ashley’s new job - while the unspoken current hummed between them, electric and unacknowledged.

After breakfast, Austin stepped out into the Beaufort morning. The air was already thick with humidity, carrying the faint salt of the river and the sweet perfume of blooming jasmine from nearby yards. He wore a black sleeveless t-shirt that left his arms bare - biceps and forearms corded from years of lifting and fitted jeans that hugged his thighs. The shirt showed off the definition in his shoulders and the easy swell of muscle whenever he moved.

He walked the quiet village streets, passing historic homes with deep porches and ironwork gates, palmettos rustling in the light breeze. Spanish moss draped the live oaks like silver curtains. A few locals nodded hello; he returned the gestures with his trademark easy smile.

Halfway down a shaded lane, he glanced up. A young woman, maybe early twenties - leaned on the railing of a second-floor balcony, iced coffee in hand. She caught his eye, tilted her head, and gave a slow, deliberate wink. Austin’s grin widened; he lifted a hand in casual acknowledgment before continuing on. She laughed softly behind him.

Beaufort Fitness turned out to be a clean, modern spot tucked behind a row of shops near the waterfront. The staff was friendly; he filled out the membership forms, paid the fee, and booked his first session for the following morning. Satisfied, he headed back, stopping at a small wine shop on the way. He picked out a bottle of chilled rose - light, crisp, something summery and tucked it under his arm.

When he pushed open the front door of Lauren’s house, the living room was quiet except for soft instrumental music drifting from a small Bluetooth speaker. Lauren was in the middle of her yoga practice on a mat laid out in front of the big windows that overlooked the backyard.

She wore high-waisted black yoga pants and a cropped tank in soft gray. The pants clung to every curve, accentuating the firm roundness of her ass and the long, toned lines of her legs. She was in downward-facing dog - palms and feet planted, hips lifted high, spine long and straight. Then she flowed into a low lunge, arching her back, breasts pressing forward against the thin fabric of her top. Every movement was controlled, graceful, powerfully flexible. Her silver-brown hair was tied in a high ponytail that swayed with each transition.

Austin paused in the doorway, bottle still in hand, watching the way her body flexed and extended. The curve of her waist, the flare of her hips, the subtle ripple of muscle under smooth skin, it was mesmerizing.

Lauren glanced over her shoulder mid-pose, caught his stare, and smiled - warm, a little knowing. She eased out of the pose, coming to stand with hands on her hips, breathing steady.

Austin stepped closer. 

“I see now. That’s the secret behind the perfect body.”

Lauren’s smile deepened, sweet and a touch shy. “Years of practice,” she said softly. Her ass shifted slightly as she bent to roll up the mat, the motion making the yoga pants stretch taut in all the right places.

He held out the bottle. “For the beautiful lady.”

Her eyes widened. “Aww, thank you.” Color bloomed across her cheeks as she took it, fingers brushing his. 

Before she could say more, Austin moved - quick, playful. He bent, hooked one arm under her knees and the other behind her back, and scooped her up in one smooth motion. She yelped in surprise, the wine bottle nearly slipping from her grip.

“Heyyy no!” Lauren laughed, half-protest, half-delight. Her free arm looped instinctively around his neck. The blush on her face went from pink to deep rose.

Austin grinned down at her. “Let’s see how much this gorgeous lady weighs.”

“Leave me, Austin!” she squealed, but there was no real fight in it. She clutched the bottle tighter with one hand while the other gripped his shoulder.

He laughed - low, easy and gently tossed her up a few inches, catching her again effortlessly. Up and down, light as if she were nothing. Lauren giggled helplessly, the sound bright and girlish, her body bouncing softly in his arms. She felt small, weightless, like a toy being playfully handled by someone much stronger. The contrast her fifty years against his thirty-two, her curves pressed against his hard chest, sent a rush of butterflies spiraling through her stomach.

He carried her like that through the house, long strides taking them from the living room to the hallway, past framed family photos, into the kitchen where the breakfast dishes still sat in the sink. Lauren’s laughter echoed off the walls, her legs dangling, toes brushing the air. Every time he adjusted his grip, her breasts shifted against his chest, soft and warm through the thin tank.

He wandered into the hallway again, then turned toward the bedrooms. Lauren’s giggles quieted into breathless little gasps, her heart hammering so hard she was sure he could feel it.

Finally, he carried her into the guest room - the one he and Ashley shared and eased her down onto the bed. He set her gently on the quilt, leaning over her for a second, hands braced on either side of her shoulders.

Lauren lay there looking up at him, chest rising and falling quickly. Her ponytail had come half-loose; strands of silver-brown framed her flushed face. Her eyes were wide, pupils dark, lips parted. The butterflies had turned into something hotter, heavier, thudding in time with her racing pulse. Austin took the wine bottle from her and placed it on the table. 

He leaned down and gave a small kiss on her lips. His hands, which had been braced on the mattress on either side of her head, moved. His fingers found the waistband of her leggings. He hooked his thumbs into the elastic, right at her hip bones. The sound of the fabric stretching was obscenely loud. He began to pull, slowly, peeling the tight material down her legs. The air in the room was cool against her newly exposed skin. She felt a flush of heat follow it, a blush that started at her navel and raced downward. Down, past her hips. Over the flat plane of her stomach. Revealing a swath of black lace, a delicate, secret thing against her pale skin. The panties were simple, high-cut, but they felt suddenly flimsy and absurd. A token barrier. His hands didn’t stop. They slid the leggings all the way down her thighs, past her knees, over her calves. He let them fall to a puddle on the floor beside the bed. Her legs were bare, toned, trembling slightly.

He knelt between her legs now, his large frame towering over her, casting her in shadow. His hands returned to her hips, his thumbs stroking the sensitive skin just inside her hip bones. His fingers hooked into the sides of her panties. He was agonizingly slow, drawing them down her thighs with a reverence that made her want to scream.

They joined the leggings on the floor.

She was completely exposed to him. The quiet, disciplined sanctuary of her body was laid bare. A neatly trimmed triangle of ash-blonde hair, a shade darker than the hair on her head, greeted him. The skin there was smooth, flushed. He lowered his head further, his nose brushing through the soft hair of her pussy, inhaling her scent - jasmine, sweat, and something uniquely, essentially her.

Then his lips.

A single, soft, closed-mouth kiss placed directly on the outer fold of her pussy. It was so tender that a choked cry was torn from Lauren’s throat.

“Ahh!”

––––––––
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