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  First Contact


Jake Harmon pulled his beat-up sedan into the driveway of the Everly house, the tires crunching over the familiar gravel. Summer break had finally arrived, and after a long freshman year at college, the suburban neighborhood felt like stepping back into a different life. Tyler had invited him to stay for a few weeks while his parents sorted out some post-divorce logistics, and Jake had jumped at the chance. Anything to escape his own quiet apartment and the endless grind of classes. 
He killed the engine and stared at the two-story home with its neat lawn and blooming flower beds. The place looked exactly the same, except for the For Sale sign that had been taken down months ago. Tyler's mom, Diana, had kept the house in the settlement. Jake grabbed his duffel bag from the passenger seat and slung it over his shoulder, his heart beating a little faster than usual. He had not seen Diana since last Thanksgiving, and the memory of her had lingered longer than it should have.
The front door opened before he could knock. Diana stepped out onto the porch, and Jake's breath caught in his throat. She wore a skimpy black bikini that barely contained her full curves. The top strained against her large breasts, the thin straps digging lightly into her tanned shoulders, while the bottoms rode high on her wide hips, accentuating the toned legs she kept fit with yoga. Her long auburn hair fell in loose waves around her face, and her full lips curved into a warm smile.
"Jake, sweetheart, you made it," she said, her voice carrying that familiar sultry edge. She descended the steps and opened her arms. "Come here and give me a hug. It's been too long."
Jake stepped forward, dropping his bag. The hug was tighter than he expected. Diana pressed her body flush against his, her breasts soft and warm against his chest. Her skin smelled like coconut sunscreen and something sweet. She held him there for a second longer than necessary, her hands sliding up his back.
"Look at you," she murmured against his ear. "You've grown. Tall and strong now. College must be treating you well." Her hips shifted slightly as she pulled back, and Jake felt a sudden rush of heat. His cock stirred in his shorts, thickening against the fabric. He prayed she wouldn't notice.
"Thanks, Mrs. Everly," he managed, his voice coming out rougher than intended. "I mean, Diana. Sorry. Habit."
She laughed, the sound light and teasing. "Diana is fine. You're not a kid anymore." Her eyes flicked down briefly, and Jake could have sworn her gaze lingered on the front of his shorts before returning to his face. "Tyler got called away last minute for some team thing. He'll be back in a couple days. Looks like it's just us for now."
Jake nodded, trying to focus on anything but the way her bikini top cupped her breasts or how her stomach curved softly above the low waistband. "That's fine. I can keep out of your way."
"Nonsense. You're family here." Diana turned and led him toward the side gate. "I was just about to reapply sunscreen by the pool. Come keep me company. You can tell me all about college."
They walked around the house to the backyard pool. The water sparkled under the afternoon sun, and lounge chairs were arranged neatly around the deck. Diana grabbed a bottle of sunscreen from a small table and handed it to him without ceremony.
"Would you mind?" she asked, turning her back to him. "I can't reach everywhere, and this sun is brutal today."
Jake's hands shook slightly as he squeezed lotion onto his palms. He rubbed them together, then placed his hands on her shoulders. Her skin was already warm from the sun, smooth under his fingers. He worked the lotion in slow circles, moving down her upper back. The straps of her bikini top got in the way, and he hesitated.
"Don't be shy," Diana said over her shoulder. "Just slide them aside if you need to. I don't bite."
He obeyed, gently moving the thin straps down her arms enough to expose more skin. His thumbs pressed into the muscles along her spine, and she let out a soft sigh that went straight to his groin. His erection was fully hard now, pressing insistently against his zipper. Every time his fingers brushed lower, toward the small of her back, he felt her body relax into his touch.
"Mmm, that's nice," she said. "You've got good hands, Jakey. Strong but gentle."
Jake swallowed hard. The nickname made something twist in his chest. He kept applying the lotion, his mind racing. This was Tyler's mom. He shouldn't be thinking about how her ass looked in that bikini or how close his hands were getting to the curve of her hips. But the hug had left him aching, and the way she leaned into his touch only made it worse.
Diana glanced back at him, a knowing smile on her lips. "Everything okay back there? You seem a little distracted."
"Fine," he said quickly, his voice tight. "Just concentrating."
She turned around slowly, taking the bottle from his hands. "My turn to do you." Before he could protest, her fingers were on his chest, smoothing lotion over his shirtless torso. Her touch lingered, tracing the lines of his athletic build. When her palm brushed lower, near the waistband of his shorts, Jake felt his cock twitch.
"You've really filled out," Diana murmured. Her eyes met his, playful and warm. "I remember when you were this scrawny kid following Tyler around. Now look at you."
Jake's face burned. He could feel the heat radiating between them, the air thick with something unspoken. Her fingers traced one last path across his stomach before she stepped back.
"There," she said. "All protected. Why don't you grab a chair and relax? We can talk more about that growth spurt of yours."
He nodded and sank into a lounge chair, grateful for the chance to adjust himself discreetly. Diana settled beside him, stretching out so the sun caught every curve. Tyler was gone, the house was quiet, and the summer stretched ahead with nothing but this woman and the secrets they were already beginning to share.
Jake closed his eyes and tried to breathe steadily, but the memory of her body against his refused to fade. The first contact had been made, and already he knew there would be no going back.,






  
  Late-Night Kitchen Confession


Jake lay awake in the guest room long after midnight, staring at the ceiling fan that spun in lazy circles. The day at the pool had left him restless. Every time he closed his eyes he felt Diana's skin under his hands again, the way her body had pressed against him during that hug. His cock twitched under the thin sheet, half-hard and insistent. He tried to push the thoughts away. She was Tyler's mom. This was wrong. But the image of her in that skimpy bikini refused to fade. 
He gave up on sleep and padded downstairs in just his boxers and a t-shirt. The house was dark except for the soft glow from the kitchen. Jake stepped into the doorway and froze. Diana stood at the counter in a short silk robe, the fabric shimmering under the light. It clung to her curves, the deep neckline revealing the swell of her breasts. When she reached up to open a cabinet, the robe shifted and gaped open for a moment, flashing the side of one full breast and the dark shadow between her thighs. Jake's breath hitched.
"Couldn't sleep either?" Diana turned, smiling when she saw him. The robe settled back into place but hung loose at the front. "Come on in. I was about to open some wine."
Jake stepped inside, trying not to stare. "Yeah. New place and all."
She pulled two glasses from the cabinet and set them on the counter. The movement made the silk slide higher up her thighs. "Tyler won't be back until tomorrow afternoon. So we have the place to ourselves tonight." She poured the wine, a deep red that caught the light, and handed him a glass. "Sit with me."
They moved to the kitchen table. Diana took the chair across from him and crossed her legs, the robe riding up. Jake sipped his wine and felt the warmth spread through his chest, though the alcohol had nothing on the heat building lower.
"Divorce has a way of making nights long," Diana said after a moment. Her voice was quieter now, more reflective. "I thought I'd be fine once it was final, but some nights I just sit here thinking about how neglected I felt for years."
Jake swallowed. He had not expected her to open up so fast. "I'm sorry. That must have been rough."
She laughed softly, but there was no humor in it. "He stopped seeing me. Stopped touching me. A woman like me needs attention, Jake. Real attention. Instead I got excuses and late nights at the office." Her fingers traced the rim of her glass. "Now I am free, but I still feel that ache sometimes."
She looked at him across the table, her eyes warm and a little sad. "You have grown into such a handsome young man. Strong shoulders, that sweet face. I noticed today when you hugged me. The way your body felt against mine. It has been a long time since anyone looked at me the way you did."
Jake's face flushed hot. His cock was fully hard now, straining against his boxers. He shifted in his seat. "I didn't mean to... I mean, you are beautiful, Diana. Anyone would notice."
"Sweet boy." She stood and moved around the table to stand beside him. The robe parted further as she leaned down, giving him a clear view of her cleavage. "Do you want to see more of what you have been thinking about?"
Before he could answer, she took his hand and guided it inside the robe. His fingers brushed the soft skin of her breast, then the tight peak of her nipple. Jake's breath stopped. She pressed his palm against her, letting him feel the weight and warmth.
"That's it," she whispered, her voice low and commanding. "Feel how soft I am. I want you to remember this touch."
His fingers moved on their own, cupping her gently at first, then bolder when she did not pull away. Diana let out a soft sound of approval. She kept her hand over his, guiding him to squeeze, to roll her nipple between his thumb and forefinger. The silk robe slipped off one shoulder, exposing more skin to the cool kitchen air.
"This stays between us," she said, looking straight into his eyes. "Tyler can never know. No one in this neighborhood can know. Do you understand?"
Jake nodded, his throat tight. His cock ached, leaking against the fabric of his boxers. "I won't tell anyone. I promise."
"Good." She leaned closer, her breath warm on his ear. "You are such a quick learner, Jakey. I can teach you so much more if you keep this secret for me." She moved his hand lower, sliding it down her stomach until his fingers brushed the soft curls between her legs. She was already wet, and the heat of her made him groan under his breath.
"There," Diana murmured. "Feel what you do to me. This is our secret now. Just the two of us."
They stayed like that for a long moment, her hand guiding his, his fingers exploring the slick warmth she offered. Jake's mind raced with guilt and desire, but the guilt was fading fast under the weight of her praise and the feel of her body opening to him.
When she finally stepped back, the robe slipped closed again. She smiled, that playful, dominant smile returning. "Finish your wine and go back to bed. We will talk more tomorrow when the house is still quiet."
Jake stood on shaky legs, his erection obvious. Diana's eyes flicked down and her smile widened. "Sweet dreams, sweetheart."
He turned and climbed the stairs, the taste of wine still on his tongue and the memory of her wetness on his fingers. The secrecy pact was sealed, and already he craved the next time she would let him touch her. The summer had barely begun, and he was already lost.,
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