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Mystery Lady



Chapter one
Chapter 1


The day that changed my life forever started with a homecoming party. Looking back now, the signs were all there. Maybe that’s why I was so nervous. Deep down, I knew.

I navigated our Land Rover up the meandering, tree-lined driveway. My stomach dipped and soared, alive with butterflies. For months, I envisioned this reunion over and over, imagining a million different outcomes. It was time to put all those expectations to rest and let reality take its course.

A host of adrenaline-charged emotions surged inside me. There was hope for the future of my marriage, joy in reconnecting with old friends, and fear of the unknown. How would my best friend’s wife react when she saw me? What about his college aged daughters? Since they were born, I’d been like a second father to them. At least that was true before we left. Now they were grown adults. Would they treat me like a stranger?

Then there was the part we never mentioned — the ever-present sexual tension thick enough to slice. Whenever I found myself surrounded by the Fields’ women, our chemistry was undeniable. And by ours, I meant all of them, from Gretta, Jim’s wife, to their three daughters, Lillie, Becca, and Jenna. It was a feeling that thrilled me as much as it terrified me. Outside of occasional video calls and social media, it had been five years since I laid eyes on any of them. Maybe things were different now?

“Holy shit,” Max said from the backseat. “Is that their house?”

“Language,” my wife Angie said as she peered out the windshield, her jaw agape.

There wasn’t any heat in her admonishment. As she soaked in the size of the Fields family’s latest home, my wife was as shocked as my fourteen-year-old son.

The house was a sprawling, multi-level mansion built in an exclusive Chicago-area suburb. A forest surrounded the place, and the late May sunshine glinted off a lake visible through the trees.

The driveway opened to a spacious parking area outside their four-car garage. I parked our SUV, and joined my wife and son, turning my attention to the luxury home. “Our new house isn’t as big, but it’s every bit as nice,” I said.

“How far away will we live from this house?” Max asked as his gaze swept across the edge of an outdoor pool flanked by a private tennis court.

“It’s a five-minute walk along a nature trail that hugs that lake behind their house,” Angie said. “You can come visit Lillie anytime you want.” She grinned sheepishly at my son in the rear-view mirror, knowing exactly how her words would impact Max.

“Come on mom. Don’t say anything to Lillie. it’s embarrassing. Besides, she’s in college. I’m barely a high school kid.”

I stole a glance in the rearview mirror and spotted the familiar red hue blossoming in my son’s cheeks. “Come on, Ang. Give the kid a break.”

“I think it’s sweet that you have a crush on your old babysitter,” Angie said. “Who wouldn’t? She’s drop dead gorgeous. That family should seriously consider bottling their DNA.”

Somehow, my son’s cheeks turned an even brighter shade of red. Angie wasn’t wrong. Although I hadn’t seen Lillie in the flesh for over five years, I’d seen photos and video of her on social media. Along with her sisters, Lillie and I chatted on the phone once every couple of weeks. She was every inch as achingly beautiful as her mother and her sisters.

It was time to throw my son a lifeline. I reached for the door handle. “Come on. Before we grab the luggage, let’s check inside.”

Angie and Max climbed out after me, following me along the broad, flower-lined walkway. Angie came up beside me, flashing me a sweet smile. “Wait up.” Then the unexpected happened. She reached out and brushed her hand against mine.

I nearly flinched. Nearly.

During the last year, we’d barely touched each other. We were more roommates than a married couple. Six months ago, we took separate bedrooms. We discussed a trial separation, and then we made a bold choice to stay together and fight. We moved home. It was a Hail Mary to save our crumbling marriage.

I didn’t want to discourage her, but I wasn’t entirely sure she meant to hold my hand. Tentatively, I reached out and hooked my pinky finger around hers.

Angie responded by curling her hand in mine, squeezing it tight, and smiling over at me. “Steve, I feel good about this move.”

At forty-one, Angie was a year younger than me but didn’t look a day over thirty-five. Her long brown hair hung over her shoulders and down her back in shiny, looping curls, gleaming with the luster of a woman half her age. She had a body honed by thousands of hours of Pilates and a strict keto diet. I’d overhead Max’s friends describe her as a MILF, and I didn’t blame them. She was a gorgeous woman with bright green eyes and an hour-glass figure. Despite her physical beauty, we’d grown emotionally distant over the years, and I had long suspected her of straying with men half her age.

I had internally pledged to let the past go to focus on our future. The next few months would make or break us. I returned Angie’s smile with my own that came naturally. “Me too. I think this is just what we need.”

We approached the broad oak double doors, each inlaid with intricate stained glass. Before we could ring the bell, the door swung open and two familiar faces greeted us.

“Steve, Angie, welcome,” my best friend Jim Fields said. He opened his arms and stepped forward, pulling me into a tight bear hug.

I returned my friend’s embrace and patted him on the back. “Thanks Jimmy. It’s good to be home.”

His wife, Gretta, a statuesque blonde beauty, gazed at us, a joyus smile lighting her exquisite face. She wore a tight, form-fitting white t-shirt and a pair of black yoga pants that perfectly conformed to her lithe hips. Her silky blonde hair hung straight down her back and her sky-blue eyes still held the power to bring men to their knees. She was a solid ten. A twinge of envy swept over me as I imagined my best friend enjoying a healthy sex life with his knockout wife.

“Angie. I can hardly believe it’s you,” Gretta said. “You look even younger than when you moved away.” Gretta’s accent betrayed a slight hint of her Norwegian upbringing.

Gretta came in for a hug and the women embraced. Angie let out a lighthearted chuckle. “Thanks for the ego boost, but I still can’t hold a candle to you.”

Jim and I parted, and I turned to greet Gretta. She came in tight, wrapped her arms around my waist, and kissed me high on the cheek. “I missed you,” she said, whispering into my ear.

Gretta’s words felt strangely intimate and were clearly meant for my ears only. Her breasts squeezed up against my chest, and her faint lavender scent enveloped me. My cock stirred in my pants, pulsing with arousal, and the urge to squeeze her thick ass nearly spurred me to action. It had been well over a year since I’d had sex with Angie, or anyone else. I had never strayed outside of my marriage, and I had no plans to start now.

I returned Gretta’s hug as I buried my nose in her golden locks. “I missed you too.”

We broke off the hug, and I gazed into Gretta’s eyes. Her cheeks were red, and her expression flustered, but she held my gaze with an intensity I hadn’t seen in over twenty years.

“Where’s Max?” Jim asked from behind me.

I turned with Gretta and found Jim peering past my son as if looking for another boy.

Max rolled his eyes and grinned. “Come on, Uncle Jim.”

Max used the word uncle as a term of endearment, as there was no biological relationship between our families.

Jim rubbed his chin and frowned, giving my son a second, longer look. “You can’t be Max. I remember a nine-year-old boy. Who are you?”

Max laughed and awkwardly shifted from foot to foot. “I’ve grown a little since then.”

Angie came up behind Max and put her hands on his shoulders. “Can you believe my baby will be a freshman in high school when classes start back up in the fall?”

“He’s the spitting image of his father,” Gretta said. “I bet you’ll have every girl at your new school lined up to meet you.”

Max’s cheeks reddened again, and he averted his gaze. “Hardly,” he said, mumbling.

“We’ll put you three in the pool house,” Gretta said. “It’s like your own private cottage.”

“We really appreciate you letting us crash here until our remodel is finished,” I said. “It shouldn’t be longer than a week or two. Damn delays messed everything up.”

“Nonsense,” Gretta said. “We have plenty of room and you three are family.”

“Ditto that,” Jim said. “I would have dragged you out of a hotel myself if you hadn’t agreed to stay with us.”

“We’ll stay out of your way as much as possible,” Angie said.

Gretta reached out and placed a reassuring hand on Angie’s wrist. “Stop. The girls are thrilled you’re staying with us. It will be like one big non-stop party.”

“Especially with them all home for summer break,” Jim said. “They’ve been asking about you guys for a month.”

My head flashed with excitement. I assumed with Jim’s daughters being in college that they would have scattered to the four winds. “They’re all staying here?”

Jim grinned and gazed around the wide-open entry way and gestured toward the living area and the pool beyond. “Have you seen this place? I can’t get rid of them.”

Gretta laughed along with Angie and me. Max grinned, and I couldn’t help but notice a lecherous glint in his eye.

“Come on in, you three,” Jim said. “There are a lot of people out back eager to see you. We’ll worry about your luggage later. I’m hoping you came with an appetite.”

“I’m starving,” Max said.

“We all are,” Angie said, grinning and looking more relaxed than I’d seen her in months.

My stomach shifted again with wild butterflies. I couldn’t wait to meet the grown-up versions of Jim’s girls. Seeing them on social media was one thing, but coming face to face was quite another. Just like their mother, they were all stunning, and I experienced the same emotional roller coaster as my son. This place was the wholesome version of the Playboy mansion.

Jim led us through the main living area. It was open, airy, and drenched with sunshine filtering through enormous, floor-to-ceiling windows. The family room was large enough to seat a football team and the kitchen contained a fleet of gourmet appliances.

The kitchen buzzed with activity from a contingent of cooks and caterers.

As if picking up on my curious expression, Gretta chimed in. “We aren’t so posh as to have our own staff. We catered today’s barbecue so we could all spend time together.”

“That was so nice of you,” Angie said.

“Definitely appreciated,” I said. “But you didn’t have to go to all this trouble for us.”

Jim rolled his eyes. “Stop. What’s money good for if you can’t use it to make your life a little better?”

Angie grinned at Jim, her eyes sparkling. “Aren’t you full of surprises?”

A knot formed in the pit of my stomach. I’d seen that look plenty of times before, with it rarely aimed in my direction. But that was a worry for another time.

Jim flashed a confident smile. “It promises to be a summer full of surprises.”

His tone and the meaning behind Jim’s not so subtle sexual innuendo didn’t escape my notice. My best friend was openly flirting with my wife, and not for the first time. What made it more surprising was that it didn’t bother me. Not that I was open to sharing my wife. I certainly wasn’t. But thoughts of doing the same with Gretta turned my cock stiff with anticipation. How could I fault the guy for finding my objectively beautiful wife attractive?

“We’ll eat later,” Gretta said. “Let’s reintroduce you to the kids.”

Gretta led us through the kitchen, and we stepped outside onto the deck without opening a door. It seemed the windows in most of the family room and kitchen retracted such that the indoor and outdoor areas flowed together, uninterrupted. It was an amazing feature that made the entire space seem endless.

The sprawling patio was another living space. There was a two-sided fireplace, a plush sectional and chairs, and a flat screen TV just outside the kitchen. There was a full bar nearby that included a sink and stove top. Beside the bar were three gas-fired grills manned by a chef serving a variety of barbecue meats and vegetables.

That space opened onto the full patio, which featured a multi-level pool fed by a man-made waterfall feature. There was an in-ground hot tub near a cottage that looked like the place Jim planned to house us. Between the cottage and the pool, a trail disappeared into the woods where a medium-sized lake appeared in the distance. It was the same lake backing our more modest house.

On the right side of the pool house, there was a full-sized basketball and tennis court. The only thing missing was an out-barn with ATVs and mountain bikes. I didn’t put it past Jim to have those, too.

But what caught my eye first weren’t the toys or the amenities, it was the trio of beauties sitting near the edge of the pool. Or I should say, it was three beauties and their boyfriends but who was looking at the boyfriends?

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught Angie gazing at one of three men sitting poolside with the ladies, but who was I to judge?

Jim cupped his hands over his mouth and announced our arrival over the music playing from hidden speakers. “Look who’s here?”

Six heads turned at once. But the one who scrambled to her feet first was a breathtaking, sun-drenched, golden-blonde coed with a figure straight out of a Maxim spread.

Lillie Fields popped to her feet, all smiles and jubilation. She bounded toward us wearing a pink bikini top, a pair of cut-off jean shorts, and flip-flops. Her golden hair was piled atop her head, secured in a loose bun, with errant strands decorating her neck and face. She wore no makeup and even from a distance, her vivid blue eyes stopped me in my tracks.

“Max!” Lillie shouted as the golden girl dashed toward my stunned son, who stood as rigid as a lamppost. Her natural C-cup sized breasts were bigger than a handful, and they bounced invitingly as she completed her charge.

Around her bikini top, sharp tan lines offset her golden complexion, revealing pure white flesh. The lines came from a sturdier swimsuit that covered much more flesh, such as an athletic swimsuit.

Tan lines were a major kink of mine. I licked the dryness from my lips as my heart quickened. It was impossible to tear my eyes away from perhaps the most beautiful woman I had ever laid eyes on.

Lillie wrapped my son in a bear hug, forcing him to come face-to-face with her deep cleavage. She squealed with delight and rocked my son from side to side. “I can’t believe you’re really here.”

Max stood stock still, his arms pinned to his sides as if he didn’t know where to put them. “Lillie, hi.” His voice came out timidly, but inside I knew he was reeling.

Lillie released him and stepped back, grabbing him by the shoulders, her eyes wide with excitement. “Your voice is so deep.” She eyed him up and down. “How many girlfriends do you have? Wait. Don’t tell me or I’ll get jealous.”

There wasn’t a hint of actual jealousy in her voice, and I was grateful for her performance. The ego boost coming from such a beauty who Max had a massive crush on could only help my son overcome his inherent shyness. It didn’t matter if a guy was fourteen or forty, having a knockout like Lillie Fields stroke your ego was bound to be the highlight of your day.

Max’s cheeks turned so crimson he looked like he had second-degree burns. He averted his gaze as if afraid someone might catch him out staring at Lillie’s perfectly round breasts, ensconced in her bright pink bikini top. He shook his head and grinned nervously at his shoes. “No girlfriends.”

Lillie’s sisters, Jenna, and Becca, along with their boyfriends, came up behind her, smiling as they looked on. But right now, this was Lillie’s world, and we were just living in it.

Her entire aura was infectious, from her button nose down to her pink painted toenails. Bubbly and bright, she oozed charisma from every pore of her golden girl complexion. I found myself drawn not only to her beauty, but to something deeper — something indefinable. I wanted her in a way I had wanted no one, ever. If there was such a thing as love at first sight, this was it.

Inwardly, I grimaced. Me and every other swinging dick felt the same way in Lillie’s presence. Then there was the twenty-three-year age gap and the fact that I was married. Where was the fountain of youth when you needed it?

Lillie released Max and, as if reading my thoughts, she turned her gaze on me and locked in. Her eyes lit up by a degree and she rushed forward, radiating an aura of pure joy.

My heart surged, and my breath caught in my throat. She was coming for me? I always had a great relationship with Lillie but the last time I saw her, she was my son’s age. I braced myself and opened my arms.

Lillie leaped at me, wrapping her arms and legs around my body, and she pulled me into a massive bear hug. She nuzzled her face into my neck, and her lips brushed my skin with a slight kiss. “I missed you, Uncle Steve. Never leave me again.” Her voice wobbled with emotion as she clung to me, her body practically shaking.

Like Max, I searched for a safe place to put my hands. Every inch of her body was a sexual land mine, and I didn’t want to come off like the proverbial perverted uncle five minutes after my arrival. With Lillie sealed to my body, I opted to wrap my arms around her slender waist and draw her in for an even tighter hug.

Just like Max used the term uncle for Jim, all three of Jim’s daughters had called me uncle since they were old enough to talk. Thankfully, that didn’t make me their actual uncle.

I inhaled the tropical aroma floating from Lillie’s hair and relaxed. “I missed you too, kiddo.”

Jim’s laughter and booming voice broke the reverie. “Christ, Lillie. Give the man a chance to breathe.”

I could have kicked my best friend for that suggestion, but I couldn’t very well protest. Reluctantly, Lillie unpeeled herself from my body and hopped down. When she gazed up at me, I was surprised to find her eyes moist with tears.

A sense of shock overcame me, and I gawked, too stunned to comprehend the depth of her emotional response. On instinct, I reached out and brushed away the tears leaking from her eyes and put on a warm smile. “You’re stuck with me this time.”

“Good,” she said. “If you ever move away again, I’m going with you.”

As if sensing a break in the action, Lillie’s twenty-year-old sister, Jenna, came up behind her, then sort of shoved her aside. “You’re hogging him all to yourself. Give Becca and me a chance to say hi, too.”

Jenna Fields was a year older than Lillie and every bit as gorgeous. She had dishwater blonde hair, blue eyes, and a body a near carbon-copy of Lillie’s, but honed with unrelenting physical fitness. A subtle four-pack was faintly visible between her crop top and her jean shorts. Like her sister, Jenna wore a pair of cut-off jeans shorts and flip-flops without a trace of makeup.

Jenna had a massive social media presence. As a professional fitness model, she routinely posted pictures and videos of herself on her Instagram and TikTok accounts. She had over seven-hundred-thousand followers, and I was one of them. She didn’t have the hard look of a bodybuilder. Her look came from a combination of good nutrition, yoga, and countless hours of cross-training. The result was a sculpted body so perfect it would make a professional athlete green with envy.

Lillie folded her arms over her chest and rolled her eyes before Angie scooped her up from behind and pulled her into a hug.

Jenna stopped before me and gazed up, her eyes bright and her expression happy. She perched on her tiptoes, grabbed my hands in hers, and shocked me by giving me a peck on the lips. “I missed you so, so much, Uncle Steve.”

I stood frozen as I felt many sets of eyes on me, including Jenna’s father. “I missed you too, JJ.”

Jenna perked up at the use of her special nickname, and tears welled in her eyes. “Nobody has called me JJ in forever.”

She drew me into a tight hug, and I reciprocated, bundling my arms around the petite beauty like a grizzly bear protecting his mate. My gaze dropped to an ass as tight and round as I’d ever seen in my life. My cock shifted in my briefs, thickening as I felt Jenna’s natural C-cups press against my chest.

“Excuse me, may I cut in?”

I heard the angelic voice before I caught sight of her, but I knew who it was without looking. A broad grin spread across my face as Jenna stepped back and made room for her sister. I turned my gaze on a brunette bombshell, strikingly different from Jenna and Lillie but no less spectacular.

At twenty-one, Rebecca Fields was the oldest of the three sisters, prepared to enter her final year at the university. She had a pale, flawless complexion, with big, soft breasts and round hour-glass hips. If ever a woman was born to breed, it was Becca. I’d seen bikini pictures on her public facing social media page where her many admirers called her thick and juicy.

That didn’t make Becca fat. Far from it. She had a tight flat tummy like her sisters, and long powerful legs without a hint of fat. But her assets were round, including her massive D-cups and her thick ass that drove me absolutely crazy with desire.

She was also the most prim and proper of the three. As Jenna stepped aside to join Lillie in a conversation with Angie and their boyfriends, I came face-to-face with the brunette beauty queen.

Becca pulled me into a warm embrace, perching on her tiptoes as she rested her head on my shoulder. She ran her hands over my shoulders and down my back, breathing me in as if trying to recall some memory.

“God, you smell good,” she said, whispering in my ear.

I struggled against a nearly overwhelming urge to palm her ass in both hands. As with Lillie, I nuzzled in tight and inhaled her warm vanilla scent. “However I smell, you smell a million times better.”

Becca giggled with musical laughter. “I’ve thought about you every day since you left,” she said in another whisper, low enough for my ears only. “Thanks for the birthday card and the generous gift, Uncle Steve.”

We broke off our hug and stepped away from each other, but Becca held onto my hands. She brushed her thumbs over the back of my hands, setting my heart pounding.

“You already thanked me,” I said. “I think this is the fifth time, including the phone call.”

“Someone had to call,” she said. “You’re terrible at communicating.”

“I wasn’t sure if it was appropriate for an old geezer like me to strike up phone conversations with twenty-one-year-old beauty queens.”

“You’re hardly an old geezer,” Becca said. She leaned in and whispered conspiratorially. “I think you’re the most handsome man I’ve ever met. Besides, I’m a woman now and you need to treat me like one.”

Now it was my turn to blush. I needed a quick topic change. “So, how is the reigning Miss Illinois?”

It was true. Becca was the current reigning Miss Illinois. She would compete in the Miss United States pageant later in the summer.

Becca blushed. “Stop. It’s embarrassing. Jenna and Lillie constantly call me princess and strut around in my tiara.”

I laughed, imagining the scene. “All teasing aside, the judging panel clearly knew their stuff. They picked the right woman for the title. I’ll be at the big showdown in August.”

“I’m counting on it,” Becca said. “I’ve already set aside a VIP ticket for you.”

I raised an eyebrow. She had piqued my curiosity. “VIP? What does that entitle me to?”

Becca grinned seductively. “I guess you’ll have to wait and find out for yourself. Oh, and by the way, speaking of birthdays, happy belated birthday.”

“You didn’t miss my birthday, Beck. You literally messaged me at 12:01 AM.” I didn’t have the heart to tell her that Lillie and Jenna beat her to the punch, both messaging me at the stroke of midnight.

“Everybody, dinner is ready,” Gretta said, shouting above the multiple droning conversations happening all at once.

An instant later, Lillie appeared by my side. “I’ll make a plate for you. Be right back.” She perched high enough on her toes to give me an innocent peck on the cheek, then disappeared into the kitchen.

Becca rolled her eyes and grinned after her sister. “She wears her crush on her sleeve.”

I frowned. “Crush?”

Becca turned back to me, gazing in disbelief. “Everybody knows she has a massive crush on you the same way Max has a crush on Lillie. To be fair, we all have a crush on you.”

Adrenaline surged through my body, and I tried to play off my growing excitement. “That’s just silly.”

Becca snapped her fingers. “Which reminds me. This summer I’m working the lunch shifts at Wings Bar and Grill. Come by during my shift and I’ll set you up with a free meal.”

She winked at me with a smile, then turned and followed the crowd into the kitchen.

As Becca retreated, I watched after her, stunned.

Her ass swayed from side-to-side inside her little white sundress, and she gave me one last flirtatious wink over her shoulder before I felt a hand on my wrist.

“Uncle Steve?”

I turned to find Jenna gazing up at me, her expression tentative. I smiled at her, trying to put her at ease. “What’s up?”

She shifted from one foot to the other and adorably nibbled on her lower lip as if nervous. She stole a glance at the retreating group and then met my gaze. “I know you’re really into working out. I was wondering if you’d like to join me tomorrow morning? It’s in our home gym in the basement, so we don’t even have to go anywhere.”

Why was she so nervous? “Of course, I’ll join you. I’ve seen some of your videos. You really know your stuff.”

Her smile widened and she let out a held breath as her shoulders relaxed. “Thanks. I thought it might give us a minute to, you know… reconnect.”

For the first time I noticed the gold flecking Jenna’s bright blue eyes, and a fresh swirl of butterflies caught me off-guard. She had the same pert nose as Lillie and was just as petite. “It just occurred to me. You and Lillie could be twins.”

“We get that all the time,” Jenna said. “We’re Irish twins, so we practically are. It doesn’t help that Lillie is my best friend. We’re practically inseparable.”

“And you’re both athletes,” I said. “You guys have a lot in common.”

“Lillie’s the swimmer. I look like a floundering bird in the water beside her.”

I’d forgotten that Lillie was a collegiate level swimmer. That explained the tan lines. “I’ll look forward to tomorrow morning. I can’t wait for you to teach this old dog new tricks.”

“It’s more like you’ll be the one teaching me. My dad showed me pictures from your cross-fit days.”

I chuckled. “That was a long time ago.”

“But you’re still into cross-fit?”

“Yeah. But I no longer compete. Running my own firm sucks up all the oxygen.”

“I bet. Well, I’m going to get a plate. I’d get yours, but Miss Busybody already beat me to the punch.”

“You two don’t have to dote on me. I’m more than capable of getting my own food.”

“Now that you’re home, it’s our job to take care of you. You’ll see.” She perched on her toes and once again gave me a quick peck on the lips, leaving my head swimming with raw desire.

I gazed down at her, trying to regain my composure and failing miserably. “What time tomorrow?”

“I’ll swing by your room at eight,” Jenna said, then turned and bounced away, leaving her ponytail swaying behind her.

As she retreated, I stole a glance down at her ass that I would have classified as the eighth wonder of the word. With a heavy sigh of longing, I turned away and wandered across the empty patio while I waited for Lillie to return with my food.

I spotted an outdoor, gas-fueled fire pit surrounded by Adirondack chairs. The flame burned low, radiating warmth that pushed back the slightly chilly early evening air. I plopped down in a chair and waited for Lillie’s inevitable return.

What the hell was going on with the Fields’ women? They had all flirted with me, including Gretta. With my marriage on the rocks, this wasn’t good news. Not only would Angie blame me for encouraging their flirtatious behavior, but I was putting my relationship with Jim on thin ice. The man wasn’t blind. He saw his daughters fawning all over me. Hopefully, he wouldn’t hold that against me.

A couple of minutes ticked by until I felt an approaching figure. I looked up and found Jim holding a plate in one hand and a drink in the other. He sat down in a chair opposite me and steadied his plate in his lap.

“I should have warned you about the girls,” Jim said. “Sorry about that.”

My curiosity piqued, and I leaned forward, studying him carefully. “What do you mean?”

Jim chuckled. “Come on, dude. You’d have to be blind not to see them throw themselves at you.” He scooped a bite of potato salad into his mouth and swallowed.

“Jim, I did nothing to encourage them,” I said. “I swear.”

Jim waved me off. “It’s all harmless fun. There’s a running joke in our house about your status as a DILF.”

I grimaced. “I’m afraid to ask what that means.” The term wasn’t beyond me. I knew about MILFs. Max’s friends routinely called Angie a MILF when they thought I wasn’t listening. Substituting one letter didn’t take a genius. But I didn’t want to give Jim the wrong impression, so I played dumb.

Jim sipped his drink and chuckled before coming up for air. “It means Dad I’d like to… well, you can fill in the blank.”

“That’s awkward,” I said, although inwardly I pumped a fist.

“Like I said, it’s harmless. All three of them are in steady, long-term relationships. You should be in the clear.”

I wasn’t so sure about that, but I let it go. My dry chuckle sounded as forced as it felt. “I’m sure Angie will be relieved to hear that.”

“I’m sure. By the way, did you ever figure out the identity of your secret admirer?”

For my birthday, I received a card in the mail without a return address from a secret admirer. Whoever it was had told me they had feelings for me but refused to identify themselves. I’d jokingly told Jim about the card but left out the depth of emotion the sender conveyed. Rather, I kept it on the lighthearted side, and now I wondered if it was one of Jim’s daughters who had sent it to me.

“Not yet.” I stole a glance over my shoulder to see if anyone was eavesdropping. “By the way, Angie doesn’t know about the card, so I’d appreciate you keeping it under wraps.”

Jim mimicked using a key to lock his lips before he tossed it away.

“Thanks.”

Four more figures emerged from behind me. They were the boyfriends I had yet to meet and my son Max, who took the seat to my left. The boyfriends took the seats surrounding Jim, and I introduced myself to each of them. All three were age-appropriate and extremely handsome. It was easy to see why Jim didn’t fear his daughters getting tangled up with me.

The first was a well-dressed kid named Brad who was Lillie’s boyfriend. Brad was a senior in college, studying finance.

The second boyfriend was an absolute Chad named Lex. He was Jenna’s boyfriend and looked like a Chippendale dancer. Like Jenna, Lex was a social media influencer who had the ego to match his good looks.

The third and final boyfriend was no less handsome than the other two. He was Becca’s boyfriend, and his name was Jeremy. He told me about med school and how he met Becca. He had just started to dive into his personal history when Lillie appeared over my shoulder, holding two plates of food.

“Sorry I’m so late,” Lillie said. “I jumped in to help the caterers and got sidetracked.”

She handed me a plate filled with fresh salad and barbecue chicken, knowing full well I didn’t eat carbs. “Thanks,” I said, taking the plate from her.

“You’re more than welcome,” she said. She placed her plate on the arm of the chair beside me and resumed her place behind me.

With a bite of salad poised on my lips, I felt Lillie’s hands on my shoulders. I froze, lettuce dangling from my fork.

Lillie caressed my shoulders, then used her thumbs to massage the base of my neck. “You’ve met Brad?”

I returned the bite to my plate and cleared my throat. “Yeah.” The word squeaked out of me while Jim looked on, grinning from ear to ear.

Max gazed up at Lillie, his eyes registering pure envy.

Brad shifted in his chair and frowned. His gaze locked on Lillie’s roaming hands. He seemed like he wanted to say something, his gaze registering his discomfort with the intimate way Lillie rubbed my shoulders and neck.

Picking up on the social cues, Lillie giggled but didn’t relent. She used her thumbs to massage her way up my neck while she used her hands to squeeze my shoulders. “Babe, did you forget I’m getting my massage therapy license? How many times have I done this for you? I need to practice.”

Brad squirmed but nodded as if he’d dealt with this before. “Yeah. I wondered what you were doing. That makes sense.”

Jenna and Becca appeared next, taking up the remaining two seats, including the one Lillie had marked with her plate.

“Hey, I was sitting there,” Lillie said, glaring at Jenna.

Jenna shrugged, smirking with satisfaction. “Really? Because it looks to me like you’re massaging Uncle Steve.”

“You can have my seat,” I said, finally stealing a glance at Lillie over my shoulder. I came face to face with the underside of her perky, round breasts, tightly confined in her bikini top.

“No, it’s fine,” Lillie said. “We can share.” As she spoke the last line, she gazed directly at Jenna, wearing a triumphant smile.

Jenna glared, stabbing a grape with her fork, clearly fuming.

Lillie came around my chair, picked up her plate, and perched on the arm of the Adirondack. “See? Problem solved.” She leaned back and rested her elbow on my shoulder, nearly pressing her breast into the side of my face.

The small talk began where I found out more about each of the girls’ boyfriends. All the while, Lillie inched closer while I finished my plate. By the end of my meal, she had one foot resting on my knee and her arm slipped around my shoulder. In another few minutes, she would have slipped off the arm of the chair entirely and planted her tight little ass directly onto my lap. If that happened, God help me. There was no way I could repress the inevitable hard-on to follow.

Jim never batted an eye while Brad looked on, growing more horrified by the minute. Meanwhile, Max looked ready to pop as he watched his dream girl practically throw herself at me. Jenna and Becca both stewed with their arms folded over their chests, unwilling to even look in Lillie’s direction.

Lillie looked like the cat who swallowed the canary. She had resumed her shoulder massage, occasionally taking the added step of sliding her fingers up the back of my neck and into my hair. It was an intimate gesture, normally reserved for a boyfriend or husband, and one that made me feel increasingly uncomfortable.

It was Gretta who finally came to my rescue. She appeared behind the chair and gazed down at her daughter, who was all but sitting in my lap. “Hey, Steve. Can you come help me make some of your famous margaritas? You’re so good at it and I hoped you could teach me.”

Lillie glanced up at her mother, wearing a sour expression, but she didn’t protest.

My cock was already as hard as concrete, but I had adjusted it enough in my shorts to cover myself while I stood. “Sure thing,” I said, jumping on the opportunity.

Brad sank back into his chair and sagged with relief. Jenna and Becca giggled at their sister’s misfortune.

I extricated myself from Lillie’s intricate grip and slipped away from the fire pit, taking mine and Lillie’s empty plates with me.

I came up beside Gretta as we walked away from the group. “Thanks for the assist.”

Gretta smirked. “You’re welcome. My girls can be… aggressive.”

“Just like their mom?” I let it slip before I considered my words, but Gretta took it in stride.

Gretta grinned as we reached the bar. “You still remember?” She patted a barstool. “Sit.”

Where the hell was Angie if she wasn’t with Gretta? As Gretta walked behind the empty bar, I spotted Angie sinking into a chair vacated by Max at the fire pit.

My son took up a spot behind my old chair where Lillie sat, gazing down at her, no doubt mesmerized by her beautiful breasts.

I turned back to Gretta, who brought two empty margarita glasses out from behind the bar. “How could I forget? If that memory was a VHS tape, it would be nearly worn through.”

Gretta laughed as she pulled out tequila and the other makings for my world-famous margarita. “I could say the same thing.” She glanced up at me and winked.

I shifted in my seat as I watched her work. “You remember how to make them.”

“Of course, I remember,” Gretta said. “But if let Lillie have her way for much longer, I thought your poor wife might have an aneurism.”

I winced. “Great. I’ll hear about that later.”

Gretta chuckled as she pulled out two shakers and filled them with ice. “I don’t think so. She looked… turned on?”

That was a revelation. “Seriously?”

“Some women like to see other women want their man,” Gretta said.

“Lillie hardly wants me,” I said. “She’s a tease and likes to see me squirm.”

Gretta gave me a knowing smile. “You think so?”

“According to Jim, yes,” I said.

“Maybe,” Gretta said. “She certainly keeps her boyfriends on their toes.”

I frowned. “Jim said that Brad was her long-term boyfriend.”

Gretta rolled her eyes. “In Lillie world, three months is long term. After today, I wouldn’t count on that lasting.”

“Shit. I’m sorry,” I said.

“Don’t be,” Gretta said. “I raised my daughters to go after what they want. I’m proud of her.” She leveled me with her ice-blue eyes. “Maybe I’ll have to put her in her place.”

I swallowed away a rising lump in my throat as I let the innuendo settle into my bones. “Does Jim know?”

“Does Jim know what, baby?” She took a shaker in each hand and shook them, causing her massive tits to jiggle with the effort.

“Does he know that you and I… uhhh….”

“Fucked?” Gretta said, her voice confident.

My eyes widened, and I stole a glance toward the fire pit just in case Jim had overheard. I turned back to face her. “Yeah. That.”

Gretta rolled her eyes. “That was right after college. He doesn’t need to know.”

“On your wedding night,” I said, reliving the guilt all over again.

Gretta’s lilting laughter filled my ears. “Do you regret being the first man to consummate my marriage?”

“God don’t say that. You make it sound even worse.”

Gretta filled the glasses with the freshly completed margaritas. “Stop worrying. Jim’s the only man I’ve ever been with. Well… other than the night you fucked me in my wedding gown. I had three orgasms if memory serves.”

I buried my hands in my face. “Gretta. Stop.”

“Relax, baby. Now make a toast with me.”

She held up her glass, and I reluctantly picked up mine. “What are we toasting?”

“We’re toasting us, and a summer filled with possibilities.”

It seemed like Jim’s innuendo had escaped his wife’s attention. We clinked glasses and sipped.

“Gretta, I won’t cheat on my wife,” I said.

“I’m not asking you to cheat on your wife. Now, relax. Let’s party.”


Chapter two
Chapter 2


Iwent to bed around one in the morning, staying up an hour later than Jim and Max. But the party was still going strong. Around the same time Max went to bed, Angie had gone from buzzed to shit-faced after only her third pina colada. She and Gretta had spent an hour dancing poolside, with the girls and their boyfriends.

I’d spent most of the evening fending off advances from every woman who wasn’t my wife. Just to make sure I didn’t make the mistake of a lifetime, I stopped drinking hours earlier, leaving me stone-cold sober when I went to bed. Jenna made me promise a dozen times we would still meet at eight in the morning, although I wasn’t holding her to that promise.

When I announced I was calling it a night, the girls, including Gretta, protested. But the increasingly hostile looks from their boyfriends told me it was time to put a check mark on the night. There would be many more nights like this to follow.

To my utter astonishment, Angie seemed unconcerned with the unabashed flirting that had left me with a perpetual hard-on. Either she cared so little about me, she didn’t care who I hooked up with, or she was too drunk to notice. Either way, I was grateful for the distraction.

I climbed into bed alone and naked as I was accustomed to sleeping. The distant thumping of bass from the poolside speakers reverberated in my ears, but I was too tired to let it keep me awake. Blissfully, I fell asleep within a minute of my head hitting the pillow.

An unknown length of time later, I experienced what I thought was a dream, but seemed so real it shook me awake. My cock pulsed so hard it hurt while dreams of foursomes with Jim’s daughters played in my head. But when I woke, I experienced the very real sensation of my stiff cock dipped in a glass of warm milk, wrapped around a suckling sponge. At least that’s what my dream brain told me. But when I felt warm fingers squeezing my cock and playing with my balls, I groaned with pleasure and shook myself awake.

With my eyes still closed, my ears caught the sound of shuffling sheets and the feeling of warm flesh pressed up against my legs and midsection. Then there was the well of pleasure engulfing my cock. It wasn’t warm milk and a sponge. It was my cock buried inside someone’s mouth. From tip to root, a warm sucking sensation surrounded my entire cock. Gentle fingers caressed my balls, and the sound of heavy breathing filled the otherwise silent void.

Someone was sucking my cock. Was it Angie? I fluttered my eyes open, or at least I tried. Something was covering my eyes. I was blindfolded.

In a panic, I reached for my face and my fingers met a silk cloth covering my eyes, leaving the world black. “What the hell?”

I mumbled the words as I slipped my hands along the silky cloth, searching for the knot or clasp that held it in place.

With a loud slurping sound, the mouth slipped from my cock. Then a warm body moved atop me, sliding over my cock and up my chest. The sensation of soft breasts and stiff nipples raked my flesh, causing a rash of goosebumps to flash into existence.

My cock twitched, pulsing with desire as Angie’s naked body slithered upward as if to face me. “Ang?”

“Leave it, baby,” a female voice said. “Let me take care of you.”

Her whispered voice was non-distinct, and I couldn’t determine if she was my wife, Gretta, or even one of Jim’s daughters. God help me if this was one of Jim’s daughters. But the thought of Jenna, Becca, or Lillie’s lips wrapped around my cock, turned my already hard cock into reinforced concrete.

Warm lips met mine, and I opened my mouth to find a tongue waiting for me. She tasted sweet and minty, and she ground her pelvis, where my cock was buried between her clamped down thighs. Her soaking wet labia glided up and down my shaft, leaving me unwilling to stop her. My stiff rod pulsed against her warm pussy, and I moved my hips, grinding against her, already on the verge of exploding.

It had been over five years since Angie blew me, and that was one time when she was drunk after a wedding. I could count on one hand the number of times she’d given me a blowjob since we moved out of our old house in Illinois. Was she that turned on by the good-looking boyfriends at the party? If I was the beneficiary of her souped-up libido, then the move back had already been worth it. I ran my hands down her silky-smooth back, making a move for her ripe, round ass.

Before I could reach the promised land, hands gripped my wrists, pulling them away and pinning them on the pillows. “No touching,” she said, again with the soft whisper. “No peeking. And absolutely no talking.”

Her whisper was so soft I could barely make out the words, let alone pin the voice to a specific person. Again, my thoughts shifted back to Jim’s girls. Was this mystery girl one of them? There was no way. This was Angie, and she wanted to play. I grinned and let her take control.

“Fine, but I’m coming in your mouth,” I said.

Angie would never let me come in her mouth. I’d tried one time when we first started dating and she spit it out.

Angie giggled and came in for one last tongue-fueled kiss before she broke it off and whispered in my ear. “I would be disappointed if you didn’t.”

If this was Angie, she had sexually reinvented herself during the last few hours. Whoever this was, she didn’t kiss like Angie, and she was way more into sex than Angie had ever been, at least with me. My thoughts once again drifted to Gretta and her girls. Whoever this was had called me baby, just like Gretta. But Gretta had a slight accent. This person didn’t. That left Jim’s girls as the only real options. If this woman was Jenna, Becca, or Lillie, there wasn’t a chance in hell I would end this little encounter. I could always feign ignorance.

The mystery girl slithered her way back down my body, dragging her tits over my chest and then sliding them between my cock. She paused with my shaft buried inside her supple cleavage and wrapped her big tits around my cock. Her soft flesh enveloped my oversized cock, and she slid them up and down, squeezing my shaft while she swirled her tongue around the tip of my cock.

Waves of pleasure pulsed through me. I groaned and ground my hips, pushing my cock deep inside her buttery smooth cleavage.

The sensation was nearly overwhelming. I pumped my cock faster, fucking her warm mounds of silky-smooth flesh. I wasn’t sure that Lillie or Jenna had breasts large enough to manhandle my entire shaft. That left Becca as the prime suspect. Thoughts of titty fucking the reigning Miss Illinois generated a spike of pleasure that raced down my spine and curled my toes.

Was Becca really this bold? I wasn’t sure.

The minutes ticked past, and I ground my hips, fucking Becca’s breasts faster and faster. Becca added her own saliva as lubricant and the sensation was so close to fucking, I couldn’t tell the difference. I was moments away from blowing my load all over the voluptuous brunette’s incredible rack when she pulled back.

Becca unwrapped her tits from my shaft, leaving my cock rapidly pulsing on the edge of a violent orgasm. Wordlessly, she waited, caressing my thighs with her fingertips until my orgasm retreated.

“I want to taste that big, suckalicious cock again,” Becca said.

She spoke in a whisper so soft, she might have been talking to herself. “When you’re ready to come, just let it go, baby.” She sealed her lips around the tip of my cock and swirled her tongue over my glans.

Suckalicous? I’d never heard Angie use that phrase. Hell, I’d never heard anyone use that phrase. Angie or no Angie, I wasn’t about to stop the single best sexual experience of my life. If Becca Fields wanted me to come in her mouth, who was I to argue?

My heart raced so hard and fast, I worried I might stroke out. I grabbed fistfuls of sheets and held on as Becca went to work.

She used her tongue and mouth to form an oral pussy so warm and tight, my head swam. She bobbed up and down, slurping and sucking, cradling my balls in one hand while her fat tits bounced off my thighs.

I groaned with ecstasy, bucking my hips up and down, face fucking Becca. Occasionally, she came up for air, slurping up the saliva oozing down my shaft before she latched back on for more.

Becca knew what she was doing. Several times she brought me to the edge right before she pulled back, as if she wanted to suck my cock forever.

With a loud slurp, she came off my cock for the tenth time, stroking me with one hand while she kissed the tip of my pulsing rod.

I lay stiffly on the bed, heaving for breath as my cock twitched and bucked in her hand. A massive orgasm was just out of reach, and Becca was toying with me, fully in control.

Becca wrapped her lips around my rod and lowered herself, taking my cock deeper than she ever had. It wasn’t until my cock slid down the back of her throat that she stopped. With deep guttural sounds, she bobbed up and down, gobbling my cock while she played with my balls. If this wasn’t the killing blow, I didn’t know what was.

I pumped my hips, fucking her mouth and throat with hard, rapid thrusts. My cock pulsed with machine gun rapidity, and my orgasm swept over me in a nirvanic wave. With a grunt, I stiffened as a kernel of pure ecstasy expanded in the back of my brain like the big bang. My balls tightened, and I erupted with volcanic force. A thick rope of hot cum spurted from my cock and fired down the back of her throat.

Rapid fire, I shot load after load down the brunette beauty’s throat. Still gushing cum, Becca drew back slightly until my tip rested on the flat of her tongue. She milked my orgasm, moaning softly as she pumped pearly cum into her awaiting mouth.

My orgasm crested and receded until my balls finally stopped pumping after what felt like an eternity. It was easily the biggest load of my life, after what felt like an hour of non-stop sucking. With my load safely tucked away in Becca’s tummy, I relaxed onto the bed and tried to steady my rapid breathing.

Becca continued for another minute. She licked and sucked while my cock twitched in her mouth with the occasional aftershock. I was tempted to pull away my blindfold and sneak a peek. But I left it to the beauty queen goddess, to take the lead on the big reveal. After all, this was her show.

After she seemed satisfied, she kissed the tip of my cock, and without a word, she slipped away. The bed squeaked with her departure, followed by the light pattering of feet on the hardwood floor.

In the distance, a door creaked open then shut, leaving me either alone in bed or next to my very drunk and passed out wife. After a minute, I peeled off the blindfold and peeked out at my surroundings.

The bedside lamp was turned on, and the spot next to me was empty. The sheets and the bedspread on Angie’s side of the bed appeared undisturbed, as if she had never come to bed.

The sheets on my side of the bed were tossed back, pitched to the side, leaving my entire naked body exposed. A quick check of the beside clock revealed the time — 2:50 AM.

Where the hell was my wife? If that wasn’t Angie, was it really Becca? Right now, I was more concerned about where my wife had landed. Was she blowing up our marriage, having sex with another man before we had even moved into our new house?

I climbed out of bed and slipped on a pair of shorts. Quietly, I crept through the house and found Max sleeping alone in his bed exactly where he should be. I made my way through the cottage’s modest kitchen and stepped out onto the pool deck.

That’s when I spotted her. Angie was passed out on a sun chair poolside. My wife wasn’t a lush. In fact, she was a lightweight to where she had a brief history of passing out after too much alcohol.

Why had they left her out here alone? I crossed the deck and stopped beside her. She was lightly snoring, sound asleep and thankfully, fully clothed. “Come on, Ang. Let’s get you to bed.”

I scooped her up, and Angie didn’t resist. She mumbled something indistinguishable and rested her head on my arm before falling back asleep.

I carried her back to the bedroom with a jumble of thoughts running through my head. Was it really Becca who had blown me? Was I certain? Deciding it was Becca based solely on the size of her breasts seemed like a thin rationale. There was one question that kept coming back to me. If Angie hadn’t blown me, who had?


Chapter three
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The alarm on my phone jingled with a peppy wake-up tone. I blindly reached for it, fumbling with my phone before I made it stop.

After such a late night, it was way too early. Why had I agreed to workout at such an obscenely early hour? The answer to that question was simple. Jenna was a smoke show, and she asked me. She wasn’t an easy person to decline.

I breathed in deep, trying to shake off the sleep when I felt a warm presence beside me. More precisely, that presence was a naked body stretched out alongside me. Her sleepy breath tickled my shoulder, her bulging breasts mashed into my ribcage, and her pale arm rested comfortably atop my chest. Who exactly was she?

The obvious choice was Angie, but was it really so obvious? Someone other than my wife blew me last night. As far as I was concerned, all bets were off.

I blinked my eyes open and squinted against the sunlight filtering in through the closed blinds. Unlike last night, I wasn’t blindfolded. A quick glance to my right confirmed that my wife had, at some point, stripped down completely naked and wrapped herself around me like a piece of plastic wrap.

A moment of shock chased away the sleep. I let it sink in. Angie was naked. Angie never slept naked, not even when we were sexually active. I stole another glance to my right and found Angie’s head curled in the crook of my neck, where she peacefully slumbered.

Her soft, round breasts mashed up against my ribcage. One of her hot pink areolas was visible where it bulged over my side, showcasing her pert nipple. The covers were off us both and she had one leg slung over my mid-section, flattening my morning wood under her inner thigh. She stretched her arm across my chest and rested her palm flat atop my left pec.

Angie’s silky brown hair spread out across the pillows and white sheets behind her. Sheets that were now a tattered mess. Her plump, pink lips were parted slightly, and she breathed in and out with the steady rhythm of deep sleep.

How had she ended up naked? I’d partially undressed her, removing her shoes and pants. One thing was clear. At some point she woke and stripped the rest of the way down. Had she tried to have sex with me? If she did, I had no memory of the event. When I put her to bed, I was stone-cold sober. Regardless, my wife was a total knockout, and at that moment, I wanted her in the worst way.

My cock twitched under her silky-smooth thigh, and lewd thoughts of violating her warred inside me. I’d taken for granted her spectacular beauty, and I had a sudden, overpowering urge to flip her over, spread her legs, and penetrate her in one swift stroke.

But I didn’t do any of that. I had an appointment with Jenna. I needed to get up and get dressed. We were meeting at eight. That was only twenty minutes from now.

Then it hit me. Becca, or someone not named Angie, had truly given me a blowjob last night. It wasn’t a dream. I grinned, then extricated myself from Angie’s arms, retrieved my phone, and checked for messages.

There was a message from Jenna, confirming that we were still on for our morning workout. I had to hand it to the twenty-year-old beauty. She may have stayed up late, but she rallied anyway. I guess she didn’t earn that honed figure by taking days off.

I messaged her back, letting her know I would meet her by the pool, retrieved my workout clothes, then took care of my morning duties in the bathroom. When I came back into the room, Angie hadn’t moved. She sprawled out naked atop the sheets, sleeping like it was the first time she had slept in years.

I frowned as I surveyed the bed and replayed in my head the events from last night. I wasn’t a forensic investigator or anything remotely close, but could the mystery lady have left behind some piece of physical evidence? Maybe there was a hint of perfume or a lipstick smear?

Then what? Trace the evidence back to the perpetrator and point a guilty finger at her? Sure, I wanted to know who I should thank for the single greatest sexual experience of my life, but that wasn’t an accusation you just blurted out. Especially to a group of girls I’d known since they could walk.

With only five minutes until my meeting with Jenna, I scoured my side of the bed, searching the sheets, bedspread, and pillow for anything that might tip me off.

Near the foot of the bed, I froze, my gaze locked on a potential piece of incriminating evidence. It was a long strand of blonde hair. I picked it up and examined it, holding it up to the daylight like some sort of crazy CSI investigator. The only thing missing was a pair of tweezers and an evidence bag. I chuckled to myself, imagining submitting the hair to a lab for DNA test results. Actually, that wasn’t such a bad idea.

I threw out the hair-brained idea as quickly as it had come to me. Even with DNA evidence, the hair itself, wasn’t definitive proof of anything. One or more of the girls could have used this bed in the recent past. And it wasn’t long ago that Becca was a blonde before she returned to her natural brunette hair color. Still, the odds were good that my suspect was a blonde. That made Gretta, Jenna, and Lillie my prime suspects.

Could I safely exclude Gretta based on her accent? Maybe? But she could have hidden her native Norwegian accent by faking an American one. And with those big tits of hers, that moved her up to suspect number one.

Then again, was I putting too much weight on the breast size? It wasn’t like Jenna and Lillie had small boobs. Both were large C-cups, which made them easily big enough to manhandle my oversized cock.

I checked my phone. In two minutes, I was supposed to meet Jenna. I wouldn’t solve this mystery with a hair sample alone. I wasn’t bold enough to call anyone out over a single strand of hair. If was patient, maybe the mystery lady would reveal herself, or better yet, she might come back for seconds. If that happened, I wouldn’t let a blindfold stop me.


Chapter four
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When I stepped out onto the pool deck, I found Jenna waiting for me.

Jenna bounced up from where she sat at an outdoor table near the firepit. She smiled brightly at me, looking as juicy as a cherry lollipop. “Morning, sleepyhead.”

“Sorry,” I said. “Were you waiting long?”

Jenna shook her head. “I got back to the house a few minutes ago. But I’ve been up for a couple of hours.”

It took me a moment to process her words. Last night, she looked incredible, but this morning she had taken her look to a whole new level. She wore a pair of skin-tight aquamarine yoga shorts that hugged every inch of her incredible ass, ending just below the bottom of her bubble butt. A slight hint of her camel toe showed at the apex of the V-shape where her powerful thighs met her pussy.

She wore a white sports bra with a mound of bountiful cleavage pushing the boundaries of the stretchy material. Her breasts appeared much larger in the stark light of day than I’d give her credit for last night. She would have no problem swallowing my cock between those beautiful mounds of peak perfection.

A flawless expanse of Jenna’s golden toned tummy, iced with four-pack abs, showed between the top of her shorts and the bottom of her sports bra. Her hair was pulled back in a tight ponytail, and she wore a pair of aquamarine tennis shoes that matched her shorts. Altogether, she was a dime, plus another quarter. Her look was simple, but she owned it. No wonder she had a gazillion followers on her social media platforms.

What caught me most off-guard was the way Jenna looked at me. Her eyes wandered over my arms and chest, then lower, lingering on the bulge in my shorts while she licked her lips.

The look was fleeting, but there was no doubt — she was checking me out. That hungry look in her eyes birthed a flood of butterflies in the pit of my stomach. I wasn’t used to women checking me out. The cybersecurity company I owned and ran worked entirely remotely. I spoke with people all over the world via video conference call which didn’t lead to a lot of opportunities to meet new people. We had a home gym back in California, which ruled out chance encounters with the opposite sex. Not that I was looking. Unlike Angie, I trained extensively at home, while she preferred working with a personal trainer in a boutique gym. All that to say, I was in great shape and looked younger than my age. But I wasn’t one for boasting.

“Something wrong?” I asked.

Jenna seemed to snap out of her trance and her cheeks turned a bright shade of pink while her eyes flashed with a hint of panic. “Nothing,” she said, practically spitting the word out. “I was just, umm… thinking about today’s workout. It’s a lower body day for me. How about you?”

So long as I worked out with Jenna, I didn’t care. “With all the packing and traveling, my schedule is a little off. Lower body sounds great.”

“Awesome. The gym is this way.”

Jenna led me through the house, and I locked my gaze on her compact rear end squeezed inside equally tight shorts. She had the sort of ass that didn’t exist outside comic books or hentai. I practically drooled as she led me down a long hallway that ended with a closed door.

Jenna stopped outside the door and gazed back at me, completely busting me, checking her out. She smiled, clearly amused, as if she knew I would be looking. “We have the entire place to ourselves. Lillie and Becca use the gym later in the day. Mom uses it in the morning, but I doubt we’ll see her this early. Not after last night.”

“Speaking of last night, I’m surprised you’re looking so bright eyed this morning.”

Jenna shrugged. “I didn’t drink that much. I was mainly dancing and having fun.”

She opened the door and led me downstairs. The gym was massive, with cardio and weight machines, free weights, yoga mats, mirrors, medicine balls, and a dozen other amenities.

As if reading the look in my eye, Jenna smiled. “You can see why I rarely leave home.” She pointed toward a door in the back. “We even have a sauna. If you want, we could check it out after our workout. Sweating out last night’s booze would totally help.”

I swallowed a rising lump in my throat, and another wave of butterflies took flight. Was Jenna the mystery girl? Would she reveal herself in the sauna and take things further? Would I knowingly cheat on Angie? I didn’t think I had the willpower to resist Jenna coming on to me. She was just too hot. “I’d like that.”

A look of relief washed over Jenna’s face, and her entire body seemed to relax. “Awesome. I can’t wait to show it to you.”

We spent the next hour working out, combining weights with high-intensity interval training. Any thought of Jenna using the workout as an excuse to flirt faded after the first ten minutes. It was just what I needed after a night of drinking and debauchery.

Unlike my sweat-soaked shirt, Jenna sported a healthy glow. A light sheen of perspiration covered her chest and forehead, but other than that, she looked and smelled as fresh as the moment we arrived.

“You’re a real slave driver,” I said. “That was the best workout I’ve had in… forever.”

Jenna beamed, her eyes twinkling. “Thanks. I’ve picked up a few personal training clients. But none of them look like you.”

Her cheeks flushed again, and she averted her gaze.

“Thanks. You still up for that sauna?”

“Absolutely. Come on.” Jenna picked up my hand and led me across the gym until we reached the door.

Not missing out on an opportunity to gaze at her spectacular ass, I checked her out, blindly letting her lead me.

Jenna glanced back at me with an approving smile, as if to confirm her suspicion. If anything, my lecherous gaze seemed to make her happy.

She pushed the door open. “There are two changing rooms. Towels are just inside. I’ll meet you in the sauna.”

Jenna disappeared into one of the changing rooms as I gazed after her in disbelief. Was she stripping down to nothing but a towel? My head swam with dizzy lust, and I nearly lost my balance. What if Jimmy came down here and busted me in the sauna with his daughter? Or even worse, Angie? I sighed as I mulled over the odds, then decided. “YOLO,” I said, muttering to myself, then went into the bathroom.

I emerged a few minutes later wearing a smile and the thin towel wrapped around my waist. When I opened the door to the sauna, Jenna was already waiting for me.

Jenna’s cleavage bulged from a white cotton towel wrapped snuggly around her body. The towel barely covered her ass, revealing her long, golden, and very smooth legs in all their glory. Her hair was piled atop her head as if to keep it off her neck.

Jenna perked up when I walked in and blatantly eye-fucked me as I shut the door behind me. “I was worried you might have backed out.”

My stomach swooped then soared with her eyes so blatantly on me. Was this the moment where she would reveal herself as the Blowjob Queen? If she was, her timing was perfect. Maybe she just needed a little push of encouragement.

I sat down across from her on a cedar bench, so close together our knees almost touched. “Sorry. I wasn’t sure if stripping down to nothing but a towel would radiate creepy old guy vibes.”

Jenna rolled her eyes. “You’re hardly a creepy old guy. You barely look thirty, and you are the opposite of creepy.”

I leaned back against the cedar planks behind me, making myself comfortable. “My ego thanks you for the lie.”

“You want to hook me up to a lie detector? Go ahead. You could be in GQ.”

I chuckled. “Now you’re just being ridiculous.”

Jenna raised an eyebrow and smirked. “Trust me. My boyfriend got super jealous of you last night.”

“Shit. I’m sorry. Did I do something wrong?”

Jenna chuckled. “No. He’s always threatened by guys talking to me at the gym where he trains. And those guys aren’t even half as hot as you. I thought his head was going to pop when he got a look at you.”

Had that led Jenna to my room in the middle of the night? “What happened, if you don’t mind me asking?”

She rolled her eyes. “He got all threatened when I asked you to workout with me. He’s super insecure like that.”

I didn’t have the heart to mention that her boyfriend had a point. She was, after all, sitting naked with me in a sauna wearing nothing but a towel. “His name is Lex. Right?”

Jenna laughed. “His name is Alex. He changed his name to Lex last year when he started modeling. I still call him Alex, and it drives him nuts.”

“I think he mentioned something about modeling.”

I’d been so tuned into the girls and Gretta that I’d let most of what Lex said slide off my back.

“Last night we got into a huge fight,” Jenna said.

My ears perked up, and I leaned forward. Now we were getting somewhere. I let the scenario play out in my head. Jenna and Lex got into a fight, Lex fled the house in a jealous rage and Jenna consoles herself by giving me an anonymous blowjob. The rationalization nearly made me laugh out loud. “What happened?”

Jenna shifted in her seat and winced as if in pain.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“It’s my thigh.” Jenna rubbed her inner thigh. “I pulled something last week, and it’s really bothering me.”

She could have fooled me with the way she worked out. Maybe this was part of her master plan? I gazed at the creamy flesh of Jenna’s inner thigh. “You should see a massage therapist.”

“Lillie is training to be a massage therapist. She tried to help, but her hands weren’t strong enough.”

I’d forgotten Lillie mentioned her massage therapy classes. I hesitated a moment before asking the obvious. A man and a woman alone in a sauna? One of them asks for an innocent massage and the next thing you know, they’re fucking. We were a living porn scene. As if reading from a script, I asked her, “Would you like me to try?”

Her expression brightened, and she stretched out her long leg, flexing it slightly as she pointed her toes. “You wouldn’t mind?”

My inevitable hard-on might push my towel off, but there wasn’t much I could do about that. “Of course not.”

Jenna smiled. “Come over here and I’ll stretch out my legs across your lap.”

Even the thought of touching Jenna’s body with nothing but a flimsy towel providing cover made my head spin. My cock reacted, shifting imperceptibly under my towel as it began its inevitable march north.

“Sure,” I said.

As I stood, I held onto my towel, then took a seat beside Jenna. She happily stretched her long legs over my lap and leaned back against the cedar wall.

“I don’t think Lex would approve,” I said before giving her a smile.

Jenna giggled and wriggled slightly in her seat, causing her towel to slip a fraction lower. Her cleavage responded by bulging outward, testing the limits of whatever trick Jenna used to hold the damn thing up. “You’re probably right.”

She easily had a D-cup. What was I thinking? Was I wrong about Lillie too? They were practically twins, after all.

My hands were shaking as I rested my palm on Jenna’s leg, glistening with a light sheen of steam and perspiration. I touched down, contacting her supple flesh like Neil Armstrong and his giant leap for mankind.

Jenna smiled at me, her face now glowing with perspiration. Errant strands of her blonde hair floated away from her ponytail holder, and her sky-blue eyes took on a hazy, lust-filled look.

“Your hands feel nice,” she said, as her entire body seemed to relax.

With immense trepidation, I used my thumb and palm to massage a spot on her right inner thigh, just above her knee.

Jenna let out a breath and leaned her head back against the wall. “Pardon my French, but that feels fucking amazing.”

I chuckled as my cock, surged, turning hard in an instant. The embarrassing bulge pushed against my towel. I shifted awkwardly, trying to slide it between my legs. I continued massaging, careful not to move even a millimeter higher up her leg.

Jenna gazed at me, her eyes hazy. The towel had slipped further, loosening to where the upper half of her breasts were completely exposed. “So last night, Lex tells me he doesn’t want me to sleep at home while you’re here.”

“The source of the fight?”

Jenna nodded. “Actually, can you go a little higher? My entire inner thigh is sore.”

Carefully, I adjusted my entry point, moving to a spot halfway up her thigh, nearing the edge of her towel and no-man’s-land. “Here?”

“Perfect,” she said.

She sighed contentedly. “Anyway, Lex and I go back and forth for thirty minutes with him insisting that I’m flirting with you and making a fool of myself and him.”

Jenna flirted with me last night, just like she was now. I was certain we were moments away from the big reveal. Jenna was my BJ queen. I continued massaging her inner thigh as her towel continued its slow descent, revealing Jenna’s twin mounds inch by inch. My gaze drifted between her spread open legs and her increasingly exposed chest. The chest came out the winner as her pussy was still hidden from view. “How did things end up?”

Jenna’s lips parted as her breaths came faster, and her eyes washed over with desire. “Can we do this every time we work out together? Like tomorrow and every day after? Maybe next time you can rub my feet and I’ll do your shoulders.”

My cock now stood tower tall, clearly bulging out from my towel, and there was nothing I could do about it. Surely, she understood? Her towel had all but fallen off her tits, hanging on by the barest of threads. Still, the towel covered her nipples, areolas included. “I’ll take you up on that offer. Don’t leave me hanging. How did things end up last night with Alex?”

She leveled me with her blue eyes and licked her lips. “Why do we need to talk about Alex? I like you way better. By the way, can you move a little higher?”

“JJ, if I move any higher, I’ll earn that creepy old guy title fair and square.”

Jenna gazed blatantly at my stiff cock, and she licked her lips, smiling seductively. “Just a wee bit higher? Pretty please? I promise you’ll get the best shoulder rub ever the next time we work out.”

“If Angie or your dad walk in here, I’m a dead man,” I said.

“They won’t,” she said and grinned at me. “Besides, what happens in the sauna, stays in the sauna.”

I sighed and moved my hand higher until my thumb came so close to her pussy, I felt the heat radiating off it like a blast furnace. She had to be as wet as I was hard. “Fine. But tell me what happened with Alex.”

As I started massing her inner thigh, Jenna moaned slightly. “Can I convince you to go a little higher?”

“Jenna, seriously? Are you even injured?”

“Yes, I’m injured, but I’m also so fucking aroused right now. You can play with my kitty. I don’t mind.”

That’s when her towel slipped off completely, and her bare breasts came into view. They were full, round, and naturally perfect. She had pink upturned areolas, slightly puffy, with engorged nipples stiff enough to suck.

Jenna giggled. She didn’t cover herself and let the towel fall to her waist. “Oops.”

I openly gawked at Jenna’s tits, my cock throbbing as I paused, seriously considering pulling her into my lap and sliding deep inside her. “You better put those away.” My words came out husky and labored as I studied every round curve of the best pair of tits I had ever laid eyes on. They were easily big enough to gobble up my cock.

She shrugged. “You would see them soon enough, anyway. I can cut the sexual tension between us with a knife. Now that we’ve broken the ice, we can just come in here naked next time.” Her eyes lingered on my stiff cock. “I showed you mine. How about you show me yours?”

My mind raced. Was this really happening? I was right earlier. I couldn’t resist her. “Where were you last night?”

She glared at me. “What is it with you and my stupid fucking boyfriend? I don’t even like him that much.”

“I need to know,” I said.

“If you must know, just to shut him the fuck up, I went back to his place where I slept in the guest room. Happy?”

I gazed at her in disbelief. Jenna wasn’t my BJ Queen? She had no reason to hide it. Not now. “If it wasn’t you….”

“If who wasn’t me?” She picked up her foot and gripped the tip of my cock between her toes. She gave it a gentle squeeze. “You are packing some serious heat. Now, give your sugar baby a little peek.”

A sharp knock came on the door. “Jenna, are you in there?”

Jenna’s eyes widened as she turned toward the door and pulled up her towel all in one frantic motion. “Shit. It’s my mom.”


Chapter five
Chapter 5


Thankfully, my body reacted as it should when exposed to a healthy dose of fear. My brain triggered emergency deflation mode and my cock reacted, hitting the brakes on my erection. By the time we opened the sauna door, I was half hard and shrinking fast.

It wasn’t like Gretta didn’t know what was going on. She just didn’t seem to care. Between Gretta’s knowing smirk and her fixation on my cock, the situation quickly deescalated. I knew her well enough that the dick jokes would start after the requisite one-hour grace period had passed.

Still, I was happy it was Gretta rather than Jim or Angie. Jenna seemed to have read Gretta the same way. After her initial jolt of fear, Jenna came off subdued in front of her mom. She only shrugged and asked Gretta what was so important she had to interrupt her sauna.

When I arrived back at our bedroom, the bed was already made, and Angie was nowhere to be found. My wife wasn’t a morning person, especially so after a bender, and she certainly wasn’t the type who made the bed.

I frowned and checked the bathroom. Her wet towel was evidence that she had showered, which meant she was where exactly? Was she with Max? Had I forgotten some commitment we made? An appointment maybe? Then it hit me. We were walking through our new house this morning at 10:30.

I checked the clock. It was 9:45. Fuck. Without wasting another second, I jumped into the shower, quickly bathed, and hopped out. Fifteen minutes later, I was ready to go, even with my wet hair.

When I arrived in the kitchen, I froze at the sight in front of me.

Angie stood near the kitchen island, pulling muffins from the oven, smiling, and laughing with Jenna, Lillie, and Max. Her hair and makeup were done like we were going out on a date and any sign of a hangover was nonexistent. She wore an open, airy white summer dress, that she absolutely owned. A dress that showed miles of her gorgeous legs and a hint of cleavage up top.

As I walked in, Angie looked up at me and smiled with a radiance I hadn’t seen in years. “Baby, you’re just in time. Would you like a taste of my muffin?”

“Eww… mom, that’s gross,” Max said.

Jenna and Lillie snorted with laughter, and I rolled my eyes. “I thought you’d never ask.”

My voice oozed sarcasm, but with the light and friendly mood, I was floating on air. Angie hadn’t called me baby since our first year of marriage, and she rarely made me breakfast. By the smell of things, she had whipped up my favorite muffins, banana nut, which Max hated, but I adored. Since Max wouldn’t touch them, Angie normally made pancakes for breakfast, which I refused to eat.

What was going on with her? First, she slept naked with me and now she was making me breakfast? Not to mention she looked smoking hot. In fact, she looked finer than I’d ever seen her, and that included the days when I first met her after college.

That’s when the guilt kicked in. Here I was getting midnight blowjobs and romping through saunas with young, hot, and very naked girls while Angie worked on our marriage. I had to do better. I would come clean and beg her forgiveness. It was our only path forward. Besides, I was mostly innocent… sort of.

I sat in a high-backed chair at the kitchen island across from Max, Lillie, and Jenna. Just as I sat, Jenna popped up.

“Gotta go,” Jenna said. “Thanks for the workout, Uncle Steve. Same time tomorrow?”

Lillie glared at her sister. “Why do you get to hog all his time? Maybe I’ll get up early and work out with him instead.”

Jenna rolled her eyes. “Whatever. I’ll see you all this evening.”

With a smile and a wave, Jenna bounced out of the kitchen as if she hadn’t a care in the world.

Lillie turned back to face me, all smiles. She wore a long, gray, one-piece night shirt unbuttoned enough to leave a sizeable gap around her chest. It wouldn’t take much to get an eyeful of her perfect breasts. If she bent over at all, I’d have a hard time turning away. With her hard nipples rubbing against the fabric, it was clear she hadn’t prioritized wearing a bra, even with Max and me in the house.

I returned her smile and tried to read her body language. Was Lillie my mystery woman? At nineteen, she was the youngest of the Fields’ women, but had been the most aggressive during our welcome home party. Right now, other than the lack of a bra, she seemed the picture of hometown innocence. How could she pull off a middle of the night blowjob one minute and act completely normal the next? Why wouldn’t she just come out and admit it?

“I’m taking Max to lunch and a movie,” Lillie said. “You guys want to join?”

It took me a moment to snap out of my lecherous gaze and realize that Lillie was talking to us.

Max gazed at me, eyes pleading for us not to join them.

Before Angie could answer, I jumped in. “Actually, Angie and I are walking through the house to see how renovations are coming along. You guys go on without us.”

Max perked up, a smile spreading across his face. Lillie frowned at me, pouting with her lower lip puffed out. “Are you sure? I’ll share my popcorn with you.”

Her words dripped with sexual innuendo, and I caught Angie smiling at me out of the corner of her eye.

“I think Uncle Steve might be too full of muffin to eat your popcorn,” Angie said.

She grinned and took a big bite out of the warm banana nut muffin she held in her hand.

Max snorted, and Lillie gave Angie an evil grin.

I stared at my wife, awestruck. Who in the hell was this saucy minx? Angie was the prototypical suburban house mom. While not exactly prim and proper, she was more PTA than PDA. This fun, playful side of Angie was one I could get used to.

Without verbally responding, I picked up a muffin, gazed at Lillie and bit it in half in a single bite, stuffing my mouth full. “Her muffin tastes amazing,” I said with my mouth full.

Angie laughed, leaned over, and kissed me high on the temple while Lillie folded her arms over her chest, turning her evil eye on me.

“Fine,” Lillie said. “But don’t come crying to me when you have a hankering for a mouthful of buttery popcorn.”

Her sexual innuendo hadn’t missed Angie, who grinned at Lillie sheepishly, but without a hint of jealousy or concern.

“Oh, I’m sure Steve knows exactly where to find the buttered popcorn,” Angie said.

“You guys need to stop,” Max said. “No one is eating Lillie’s popcorn.”

Lillie turned to Max and frowned. “Okay. I actually want to share a tub of popcorn with you at the theater. I’m just saying.”

I wasn’t complaining. Throughout breakfast, I nibbled my muffin and a bowl of fruit. I stole glances at Lillie’s jiggling braless breasts, wondering if my cock was in between them last night. She caught on quickly that I was checking her out.

Lillie smiled at me every time I looked, as if to make sure I knew she knew I was checking her out. At one point, she sat up and brazenly stretched her entire body across the kitchen island to grab a muffin. Her top fell open right in front of my face, giving me a brief but very full view down the front of her nightshirt. There they were in all their glory, Lillie’s big, bare, and very exposed breasts.

The image flashed past in only a moment, but it was a moment I locked inside my spank bank for later perusal. They were big, round and every bit as full and ripe as Jenna’s. Maybe even more so. Like her sister, Lillie’s breasts had pink areolas slightly raised and pert nipples, thick and stiff enough to make a noticeable dent in her top.

One thing was certain, her breasts looked far bigger today than they had yesterday by the pool, placing her into the prime suspect category. The blonde hair I found on the bedspread was a match and so were the breasts. Still, my money was on Gretta. The way Gretta looked at me while she made drinks for us at the bar put me on notice. This was an extraordinary summer.

I finished breakfast with a raging hard-on, and Lillie only made it worse when she finished eating. She made a point of coming around to give me a goodbye hug from behind. She kissed me on the cheek and wrapped her arms around my chest, pressing her braless breasts against my back. A hint of sweet coconut from her hair floated over me and left my head dizzy with lust and a cock so achingly hard it hurt.

“Have fun without me today, but not too much,” Lillie said, with her arms still wrapped around me and her chin resting on my shoulder.

“Don’t worry, sweetie,” Angie said. “You can have all the fun you want with your Uncle Steve after we get back.”

My stomach flashed with a flurry of butterflies. What the hell was Angie insinuating? Was she openly encouraging Lillie to hit on me? I mumbled an awkward goodbye and patted her arm, all the while dreaming of dragging her to her bedroom and having my way with her.

We finished breakfast, with my head still spinning and a wet spot in my briefs. Lillie and Max went to their respective rooms to change for their day out. Angie and I cleaned up and left, choosing to use the trail behind the house to get to our new place.

The path meandered through the woods and around the shore of the lake until we came to a footbridge. After crossing the bridge, we followed the path for another two minutes as it wound through the woods and ended in our new backyard. It was as if fate had built a trail linking our two houses together. A trail I affectionally called the booty call trail.

Our house wasn’t as massive as Gretta’s and Jim’s. But we had a swimming pool, hot tub and a cozy outdoor seating area that included an outdoor TV and a stone hearth. There were only three of us and the place far exceeded the square footage we needed. Our top priority when buying the place was its proximity to the Fields' place. It was when we last lived near them that our marriage thrived.

During our walk through our new house, Angie held my hand, lacing her fingers in mine. We discussed all the changes and how she planned to furnish the place. The inside of the house was flush with tools, sawdust, and half-finished projects, but Angie had the vision to see past all that. My mind kept coming back to the timeline. The work the contractors had done so far was solid, but I doubted they would finish in the promised two weeks. How much longer would we live with Jim and Gretta, and could our marriage survive it?

Angie and I ended up in our new bedroom, where the bathroom was nearly complete. The rest of the bedroom was in great shape and we both agreed that the big bay windows overlooking the woods and the lake beyond were our favorite feature.

Throughout it all, Angie held my hand, hugged me, and she even kissed me twice on the lips, once in our new kitchen and again in our nearly finished bathroom. Angie wasn’t an overly affectionate person. Or at least she hadn’t been for the past fifteen years of our marriage.

In the space of a single day, she had undergone a dizzying personality transformation. What the hell was happening with her? As much as I loved this new side of her, putting off the inevitable truth wasn’t a good idea. I needed to come clean about last night’s hookup. She was in a good mood, and we were alone.

My stomach fluttered with nervous butterflies as I tried to figure out the best way to start the conversation. I sat down on an oak bench built into the bay window and faced Angie, where she gazed out the windows of a set of double doors that led out onto a deck overlooking the pool.

“Ang, can we talk?”

Angie turned around to face me, her expression unexpectedly serene. It was as if she had expected me to say something all along. She smiled coyly. “I wondered when you’d bring this up.”

Did she already know about the blowjob? My mind raced as a sense of panic escalated inside me. Outwardly, I forced a calm, puzzled expression. “Bring what up?”

“About what happened last night,” she said.

My stomach dropped, and the walls closed in on me. She knew? Wait… that made no sense. If Angie knew someone had sneaked into our room and given me a blowjob, why did she act like we were newlyweds? I needed to play this out. It wasn’t quite time to throw myself under the bus.

I raised an eyebrow. “The party?”

Angie crossed the room and stopped before me where I sat in the window seat facing her. She picked up my hands in hers and played with my fingers, causing my cock to stir to life. “The party, yes. But mostly about the flirting.”

She never took her eyes off me. Eyes that were ablaze with desire. Rather than look angry, she looked like she wanted to rip off my clothes and fuck me silly.

I swallowed a rising lump in my throat. “It was that obvious, huh?”

Angie smiled and nodded. “I wasn’t sure what surprised me more. That they all flirted so heavily with you, Gretta included, or that it turned me on so much.”

I stared at her in shock. “I… uhh… what?”

Angie giggled and surprised me again when she climbed onto my lap, straddling me. She draped her arms over my shoulders and studied my face as if seeing me for the first time. “There’s something primal about watching another woman want your man. But when it’s four women who could have any man they wanted…. Let’s just say if it wasn’t for the damn champagne, I would have had my way with you last night. I had to change my panties twice because I’d soaked through them.”

What the hell? Was she for real, or was she testing me? I wrapped my arms around her slender waist, and my cock hardened beneath her ripe, round MILF ass. “You aren’t mad?”

Angie ran her fingers through my hair and studied my face. “I’ve never wanted you more.”

I dared to place my hands on Angie’s ass, cradling it in my palms as she slowly ground her hips against me. My cock thickened, turning stone-solid hard as Angie’s eyes glossed over with primal lust.

Angie leaned in and brushed her lips against mine. “Baby, fuck me.”

“Ang, there’s something I really need to tell you,” I said.

Angie leaned in close and kissed her way up my neck. Sharp shivers raced up and down my spine, then she whispered in my ear. “I’m not wearing any panties.”

My head flashed, and my cock pulsed, straining the muggy confines of my shorts. I found Angie’s waiting ear with my mouth and nibbled on her lobe, inducing moans from my turned-on wife.

Angie ground her hips, churning in my lap, grinding with the ferocity of a hormone-infused teenager. “Baby, you’re so hard.”

Her warm breath tickled my ear inducing waves of lust that flashed down my body in waves. I deftly removed the thin spaghetti straps holding up her white sundress and let the dress slip. It fell away, then caught on Angie’s soft, round breasts.

My cock throbbed, pulsing with a furious desire to find a speedy exit from my pants. I cupped one of Angie’s heavy breasts in my hand, palming it through her thin cotton dress. Her nipple rose and stiffened against my hand. Like her panties, it seemed Angie had ditched the bra.

Angie moaned, grinding against me as she slipped her tongue inside my ear and ran her fingers through my thick brown hair. “Baby, I need you so bad.”

I tugged at her dress. There was a fleeting feeling of resistance before it gave way and the dress fell, coiling around her hips, leaving her upper body completely exposed. Her big MILF tits jiggled into view as perfect as ever.

Angie brought her face around to meet mine and our mouths met, hot and hungry. As I filled my hand with Angie’s big, juicy breast, our tongues swam together, and we opened our mouths wide. We couldn’t get enough of each other. Our lust was like a damn breaking, collapsing as a raging river of lust washed away the walls we had built.

I cupped her bare breast, squeezing it as I savored its weight and softness. Her thick nipple slid between my open fingers as her warm breath curled over my upper lip.

Angie’s moans filled the silence, and she reached for the bulge in my pants before squeezing my throbbing shaft between her fingers.

When we came up for air, Angie’s eyes were blazing like a sexual inferno. She looked at me, chest heaving and cheeks red. “Baby, take off your pants. I need you inside me.”

Angie slipped off my lap just long enough for me to yank off my shorts, taking my briefs with them. My fat cock popped free, hard as an oak and just as imposing. It pulsed under the morning sunshine like a wild stallion who had finally broken free of his corral.

Angie gazed at my cock and licked her lips. Her dress crowded around her waist, propped up by her shapely hips. But it was her incredible chest that stole the show. She had the chest of a woman half her age, with dark pink areolas and thick, stiff nipples.

Angie came forward and straddled me, placing her knees on the oak bench on either side of my hips. She grabbed my cock and guided it into place, before she lowered herself, taking me inside her for the first time in over a year.

I groaned as a massive surge of pleasure overwhelmed me. She was tight — much tighter than I remembered. I slipped my hands under her dress and grabbed hold of her big ass in both hands, squeezing her flesh as she rode me, heaving for breath.

“Fuuucck,” Angie said, hissing into my ear. She moved her hips and body like a belly dancer as she ground her hips, working my manhood deeper inside her. “I forgot how big you are.”

“I forgot how tight you are,” I said.

I scooped up one of her fat breasts in my palm and squeezed as I gazed down and watched my cock slide in and out of my hot wife. Her pussy was shaved clean, without a hint of stubble.

Her wall muscles pulsed around my shaft, squeezing, and flexing as she inched me deeper with every down thrust.

My shaft glistened with her wetness, and the sound of our sex mixed with our chorus of moans.

“Baby, you feel amazing inside me,” Angie said, her voice breathy with lust.

I held onto her ass with one hand and her tit with the other, pushing my hips up and thrusting until I finally bottomed out.

Angie sat atop me, motionless, her chest heaving and her pussy pulsing. She pressed her forehead against mine and gazed into my eyes as she panted for breath. “I will milk you dry every day.”

I lost myself in her bright green eyes and savored the lost sensation of being inside her. She squeezed and flexed her pussy, toying with my cock as she kissed me tenderly and started rocking in my lap.

Angie moved her hips forward and backward, grinding me slow and deep as she found my mouth with hers. We kissed as we fucked, our tongues freely exploring as Angie moaned into my mouth.

When we came up for air, Angie held my gaze with an intensity of emotion that shook me to my core. It was as if I could see the bond between us strengthen after years of neglect.

I released my death grip on her breast and held onto her ass with both hands, riding her hips as she fucked me like she owned me. Our eyes never wavered, and the intensity with which Angie looked at me left me reeling. If this was how she acted when the girls flirted with me, how would she react if I fucked them? Would she want to join in?

The thought left me so excited I nearly came. I groaned with pleasure, spearing her buttery depths with my engorged cock. My manhood pulsed, rapid fire, and I mentally held on as visions of Jenna’s and Lillie’s bare breasts competed for the real-life thrill ride I was already on. If I wasn’t careful, I would come too quickly, and that would ruin everything.

I chased away the fantasies and gave my full attention to my wife. “You enjoyed watching me flirt with Lillie?”

Angie bit her lower lip and moaned, nodding. She moved from a front and back motion to an up and down one, bouncing on my lap as her tits swayed in circles.

I thrust deep inside Angie, squeezing her ass as I plunged into her smooth depths. “You saw her flash me her breasts this morning at breakfast, didn’t you?”

Angie nodded. Her eyes were so hazy with lust it was as if she lost focus. “Will you fuck her?”

“Do you want me to fuck her?”

Angie fucked me harder and faster, bouncing on my lap with wild abandon. “Yessss.”

She screamed out the word, clinging onto my neck as she bounced, and her tits slapped together. My cock pulsed hard and fast. I was nearing the point of no return.

“Do you want to watch?” I asked.

Breathlessly, she rode me, trying to answer as my cock sizzled inside her, plunging in and out as her cheeks turned a bright shade of red. Her words came out as gibberish, but she said something about fucking her with me.

I let go of Angie’s ass and grabbed hold of her bouncing tits, filling my hands as I watched her move atop me. I had reached my breaking point. “Baby, I’m going to come.”

“Come inside me,” she said.

She moaned, and her eyes rolled back into her head. Her body went rigid, and she fell forward, burying her face in my neck as her pussy spasmed, clamping down on my stiff cock.

With a grunt, I came as hard as I had last night. I felt her ass on my thighs and her stiff nipples raking my chest. Jet after jet of hot, sticky cum raced from my balls and filled my wife’s awaiting womb. Any thoughts of pregnancy and birth control flew out the window. I needed to fill her with my seed. Nothing else mattered.

I buried my face in Angie’s hair, inhaling the scent of wildflowers, and grunted as I spurted inside her. It wasn't until my orgasm crested, then receded, that Angie went limp in my arms.

For minutes, we didn’t move. We kissed and let our hands roam free without talking. My cock remained hard as nails buried deep inside of Angie. She seemed content to have me stay there.

Finally, I brought Angie’s face around until our eyes met. “Ang, what was that about?”

Angie gazed at me, biting her lower lip, her eyes registering uncertainty. She didn’t speak as if she weren’t sure what to say.

I still needed to tell her about last night, but I had never seen her so turned on and the curiosity was killing me. “Was that stuff about Lillie and the girls real? Or were you just roleplaying?”

She sighed and searched my face, pushing away an errant lock of hair from my face as if weighing her words. “Before I answer, what did you want to tell me?”

She gazed at me expectantly, and I let out a held breath. “Okay, but maybe I should put my pants back on for this conversation.”

Angie giggled and slid off my lap, leaving behind a sticky trail of cum oozing from her pussy. “God. That was a huge load.”

I stood and retrieved my briefs. “Is it safe that I finished inside you?”

Angie shrugged. “I’m not on birth control, and I’m still very fertile. Would you be upset if I got pregnant?”

“Not at all,” I said. “It’s just… maybe we should discuss it first?”

Angie pulled up her dress, tucking away her breasts as she placed the straps back in place over her shoulders. “It seems we have a lot to discuss.”

I put on my shorts and sat back down on the bench, patting the seat beside me. “Come here and I’ll tell you everything.”

Angie sat down beside me and picked up my hand, holding it in hers before I launched into a replay from last night. Never in the telling had Angie wavered. She held onto my hand and listened patiently, asking an occasional question without anger or resentment.

“That’s when I found you by the pool and carried you to bed,” I said.

Angie sat quietly for a minute, as if taking it all in before she met my gaze. “Thanks for telling me. If you’re worried, I’m angry, don’t be. This doesn’t change a thing. In fact, it makes me want you more than ever.”

I stared at her in astonishment. “You’re telling me you’re not even a little mad?”

Angie smiled, leaned in, and kissed me on the lips. “How could I be upset when I haven’t exactly been honest with you?”

My stomach sank. “I had a feeling something was off in our relationship. Who is he? Is it over?”

“Over? Yes. The who part is a little more complicated.”

I tried to remain calm and collected, but it was hard. “Okay. I’m all ears.”

“To get this right, I need to use the way back machine. Will you indulge me?”

“Let’s hear it all. It’s better if everything is out in the open.”

Angie brushed the back of my hand with her thumb and edged closer, as if worried I might flee. “Do you remember when we met?”

“Of course,” I said. “How could I forget meeting you in the mosh pit of a Pearl Jam show?”

Angie laughed. “Do you remember my friend who was with me?”

I frowned, trying to recall the memory. “You were with your roommate, right?”

She nodded with some hesitation. “My roommate, yes. Where is this going?”

Angie sighed. “You remember after the show? You got my number and then called me on your way home and asked me out?”

I laughed. “How could I forget?”

She gazed at me for a long time before speaking. “You were the first man I ever went out with.”

I frowned. “Ang, you were twenty-three when we met. You never went out on a date? And what does this have to do you with you fooling around?”

Angie shook her head. “I said you were the first man I ever went out with. The night we met… I was on a date.”

I blinked, letting her words sink home. She was a lesbian all this time? But I’d seen the looks she gave other men. Looks, I assumed, meant she was interested. “You mentioned fooling around once with your college friend, but this is… unexpected.”

Angie laughed. “She was my roommate and my fuck buddy. We weren’t really serious, but after you and I started seeing each other, she got very jealous. So yeah.” She turned to face me and took both my hands in hers. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you about my past. I guess I was afraid of what you’d think of me. In the end, I rationalized that was my past, and you were my future. There was no need to discuss it.”

“It’s kind of a huge deal,” I said.

Angie nodded and looked me in the eye for a long time before she spoke. “Steve, I should have told you, and I hope you’ll forgive me.”

“You’ve fooled around with other women behind my back? Is that what you’re telling me?”

“Twice,” Angie said. “The first time was before we were even married. We had just started dating and an old crush threw herself at me.”

“And the second time?”

Angie winced. “You know Emma Knox?”

“Holy shit. As in the wife of Ray Knox? The banker?”

“We did Pilates together like twice a week. One night after class, we had some wine and the next thing you know, we were tangled up in Emma’s sheets.”

“Jesus, Ang. I’m not sure what to do with that information. Should we get counseling? It can’t be healthy repressing an entire side of your sexuality for one guy.”

“First, you aren’t one guy. You are my husband who I love deeply. But as far as sexual repression goes, yeah, you’re right. It’s not healthy. But that segues us back to the present.”

I frowned. “How so?”

She grinned with a wicked gleam in her eye. “Gretta and her daughters are beautiful, don’t you think?”

“Yes. And?”

“How would you feel about inviting them into our bedroom?”


Chapter six
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We had no sooner arrived back at the Fields when we spotted Gretta sunbathing by the pool. She was alone, stretched out on a lounger, wearing a pair of dark sunglasses and ear buds, tapping her fingers on the side of the chair. She wore her hair back in a ponytail and her skin glistened under the hot midday sun. The bikini was the real showstopper. Rather, it was Gretta wearing the bikini. It was bone white, perfectly contrasting with the blonde goddess’s bronzed complexion.

I gawked at her, trying to scrape my jaw off the ground, when Angie’s voice broke my trance.

“I always knew you liked Gretta in white. Now I see why.”

My insides dropped into my shoes, and I whirled on my wife. “What’s that supposed to mean?” The words came out with an edge, but she had hit really close to home. Too close for it to be a coincidence.

Angie rolled her eyes. “You don’t think Gretta told me about her wedding night?”

I stared at her in disbelief. “That’s… uhhh… when the hell did she tell you?”

“Years ago. It was one night after we drank way too much wine. You and Jimmy were off on a golf trip or something.” She shrugged. “I think it’s hot.”

I swallowed the rising lump in my throat. “Wow. I thought she would take that one to her grave. Does Jimmy know?”

“Absolutely not. And don’t you tell him either.”

“I wouldn’t. I mean… I should, but I won’t.”

Angie gazed across the pool, staring at Gretta with a knowing smile. “I think she still has that wedding dress if you want to recreate history.”

“What the hell, Ang? Don’t joke about that.”

Angie turned to me, perched on her toes, and kissed me. “I wasn’t joking earlier. Threesomes are a girl’s best friend. Shoot your shot, lover boy. If you want to make your wife happy, coax her into our love cocoon.”

Now it was my turn to roll my eyes. “Love cocoon? Seriously?”

Angie giggled. “Would you rather we swing with Jimmy?”

“Fuck, no,” I said. “You aren’t letting Jimmy anywhere near you.”

Angie laughed. “Don’t worry. I’m teasing. You’re the only swinging dick I want. But seriously. What are you waiting for? It’s a beautiful day and there’s a gorgeous blonde over there ready to rock your world.”

I wasn’t sure if I had the guts to make a pass at Gretta under Jimmy’s roof. It was beyond sleazy. But she was so fucking beautiful. “You really think I can pull this off?”

“She was ready to jump your bones last night. But grandpa needed his beauty sleep.”

I gazed back across the pool, taking in Gretta’s spectacular form. “She’s happily married.”

Angie laughed. “Happily? Hell no. Jimmy gets so much ass on the side, he probably has another family tucked away somewhere.”

I knew Jim had slipped once or twice during his marriage, but I didn’t know Angie knew. “Where did you hear that?”

“Gretta told me last night. Apparently, he’s got a string of twenty-something’s lined up around the block, ready to submit their sugar baby resumes.”

“Damn.” I turned back to check out Gretta. “What about blondie? Who’s oiling her hinges?”

Angie chuckled. “Hopefully you. I’m going to go slip into my bikini. I suggest you go over there and start shooting.”

She disappeared into the guest house behind me, leaving me alone on the pool deck with the voluptuous Mrs. Fields.

I approached her, unsure of exactly what to say. Was I really going to make a move on my best friend’s wife? Even with Angie encouraging me to cheat, could I pull it off? I paused a few feet away.

A pair of flip-flops, a trashy romance novel, and a giant Yeti mug sat on the ground beside her chair. As if sensing my presence, Gretta turned her head in my direction, then sat up and smiled at me. She didn’t seem surprised by my presence. How long had she known I was there?

“Just the man I wanted to see,” Gretta said.

I stood a few feet away from her. “Oh? What’s up?”

Gretta swung her feet around and slipped them into her flip-flops. The angle provided an excellent view of her spectacular rack.

Her breasts tested the limits of her bikini top. The straps were stretched taut in the middle, and the outline of her nipples appeared in the suit’s sleek white fabric. They jiggled slightly as she moved, and it was nearly impossible for me to resist ogling her.

If Gretta minded my lecherous gaze, she didn’t let on. “I need your help with something.”

Without waiting for a response, she stood and took my hand and dragged me toward the house. It wasn’t hard to see where the girls got their beauty and their bodies. Gretta’s ass was every inch as prime as Lillie’s and Jenna’s. The years had only made her hotter. Her Nordic genes were working overtime.

If we were going where I hoped we were going, this was a bold move. “Where are you taking me?”

Gretta smiled at me over her shoulder. “To my office. I need your technical expertise.”

Normally, I loathed acting as tech support for friends and family, but in Gretta’s case, I made an exception. “I’m not sure how much help I’ll be.”

We entered the office, where it looked like Gretta had taken over the space. The room had a feminine quality, with bright colors, fresh flowers, and an overall airy feeling.

Gretta let go of my hand and pointed to her laptop. “That thing hates me.”

I chuckled and came around the desk where I could get a good look at her laptop sitting amid a wall of monitors.

I gazed at the various screen savers swirling with multi-colored lights. There were three of them positioned behind Gretta’s laptop. “You use all these screens?”

Gretta pushed her sunglasses up, perching them on the crown of her head. “Those belong to Jimmy. I just use the laptop.”

“What’s the problem?”

Gretta came around the desk and stood beside me. She opened the desk drawer and pulled out a sheet of paper marked with handwritten notes and a set of typed instructions.

“My company is using a new VPN and I’m having trouble setting it up. You are such a whiz on computers. Would you mind looking?”

Gretta turned her big blue eyes on me and wore a pleading expression.

As if I wouldn’t help her. The idea was ridiculous. I sat down in the chair in front of her laptop. “What kind of knight in shining armor turns down a damsel in distress?”

Gretta leaned in close and hovered over my shoulder. She pointed to her notes. “These are all my passwords, both for our network and for work.”

Gretta mashed her big, soft breast into my shoulder and the scent of her coconut sunscreen washed over me, reminding me of her nineteen-year-old daughter.

“Gretta, you can’t just leave your passwords lying around for anyone to find. That defeats the whole point of security.”

Gretta laughed and kissed me high on the cheek. “You aren’t just anyone, Stevie. You’re my man.”

The warmth from her body heat radiated over my back and crept up my neck. Then the tickling sensation of her hair on my cheek sparked a flame of desire somewhere inside me. A flame that Angie hadn’t extinguished despite our morning round of sex. Was I on the verge of experiencing my third sexual encounter in less than twenty-four hours? Was Gretta my mystery lady? I had half expected her to bring me in here for the grand unveiling.

I picked up the paper and shook her mouse to wake up the screen. “Let me look,” I said.

She wrapped her arms around me from behind and hugged me tight before giving me another quick kiss on the cheek. “Thank you. I’ll go get you a drink while you work.”

“I’m not quite ready to start the party,” I said. “It’s barely past noon.”

Gretta stood and came around the desk in front of me. “I’m talking about iced tea. You still drink iced tea, right?”

I grinned. “Sorry. And yes… I still drink iced tea. That sounds wonderful.”

“I’ll check on your lovely wife while I’m at it.” She waved at the laptop. “Take your time. I’ll be back in a flash.”

“Hopefully this won’t take me long and I’ll join you by the pool.”

“Wonderful.” She smiled brightly. “Would your wife be upset if I asked you to apply my sunscreen?”

I chuckled and shook my head. “I don’t think there’s anything we could do that would upset my wife.”

She raised an eyebrow and stared at me. “How interesting. That’s a bold statement, considering she has such a handsome husband. If you were my man, I’m not sure I’d leave you alone with another woman.”

“Stop. Between you and your daughters, my ego has been sufficiently stroked.”

Gretta grinned. “I’m sure Jenna did a lot of stroking this morning.”

My cheeks turned hot. “Gretta. Nothing happened. I —”

She giggled and cut me off. “I’m joking. Seriously. You have nothing to worry about. My girls are grown adults and make their own decisions.”

She was only making things worse. “How about I focus on your computer?”

Gretta giggled again. “You are fucking adorable. Fine. I’ll go get your tea. We’ll chat more when I get back.”

With that, she turned and confidently strode off, ponytail swinging behind her.

Chat more? About what? I was walking through a minefield of sexual innuendo. I had a feeling it wouldn’t be long before I stepped on a live one.

It took me all of three minutes to get Gretta’s VPN working. I had a hard time believing she couldn’t have done it herself. She was up to something. What was it?

As I finished, my hand nudged the other mouse on the desk, which lit up the three monitors positioned behind Gretta’s laptop.

A login prompt appeared. As a professional cyber security expert, I couldn’t let a login prompt mock me with such open disdain. I typed in Gretta’s username and password and the screen flashed, giving me access.

There were spreadsheets covering two monitors which could have been the keys to the kingdom in the wrong hands. The third monitor was a bit more interesting. It showed a series of video panels with live views from the security cameras positioned around the house.

I grinned and leaned forward, instantly intrigued. “What have we here?”

Was it possible the camera had recorded my mystery woman fleeing the scene? Or even arriving? I glanced out the office door, but there was no sign of Gretta. If she was out by the pool with Angie, she could be a while.

I pulled up the camera software and tinkered with the settings until I figured out how to review the footage. There were multiple cameras around the house, but the one that interested me was the pool camera.

I started playing the footage around the time the party ended. Most everyone had cleared out except for Angie and Gretta, who sat on the chairs by the pool sipping wine and chatting. Angie fell asleep and Gretta tried to wake her, but she would have an easier time waking Rip Van Winkle than a drunken Angie Erickson.

A few minutes went by before Gretta gave up and took the wine away with her. Twenty minutes elapsed without Angie moving. Then a figure appeared, crossing the pool deck wearing a fucking hoodie style sweatshirt with her back to the camera. The hoodie was up, covering her hair, which left me no closer to identifying my BJ goddess.

Of course, they knew the camera was there. Maybe I would get lucky and sneak a peek at her face on the way out? I fast forwarded again until the figure emerged once more, still wearing the hoodie. I couldn’t see her face or her hair. She was petite with boobs big enough to make out even through the baggy sweatshirt. Every woman in the house had big knockers.

BJ Goddess stopped long enough to check on Angie, crouching beside her for a second, trying to shake Angie awake.

I chuckled. “Good luck with that.”

I sat back and sighed, frustrated. Maybe another camera had caught my sex princess after she arrived back in the house? I scanned the camera positioned in the main hallway leading to the bedrooms. It wasn’t the only way to get to their rooms, but it was the fastest and most obvious.

After quickly reviewing the film, three suspects emerged. The first was Gretta, who opened her door shortly before my girl appeared on film by the pool. However, she wasn’t wearing a hoodie. Before she made it all the way out the door, she turned back to face the bedroom, then walked back inside, shutting the door behind her.

The second suspect was Lillie, who walked down the hallway away from her room and toward the stairs leading to the kitchen. Her hair was disheveled, and she wore the same nightshirt I’d seen her wear at breakfast that morning. She looked more in line for a glass of cold water than a blowjob excursion.

The third suspect was Miss Illinois herself, and the evidence moved her to the top of the suspect list. Becca appeared from her room shortly before the events that took place down by the pool. The smoking gun came in the form of the gray sweatshirt she clutched in her hand. The very same sweatshirt worn by my blowjob queen. Unlike Lillie, the curvaceous brunette didn’t look tired in the slightest. In fact, she wore the same dress she had on earlier that evening.

I grinned at the screen. “Busted.” I snapped a quick picture with my phone. I was going to have a nice chat with Becca when I visited her this afternoon at her job.

I had just logged out of the computer when a friendly voice chimed in.

“Sorry it took so long,” Gretta said.

I jumped in the seat, startled and guilty as I whirled around to find the bikini-clad blonde strutting into the office carrying two iced teas, one in each hand.

“Shit. I didn’t mean to scare you,” she said.

I relaxed and sank back into the chair, forcing a smile. “It’s okay. It’s not your fault. I was just so focused. You know how it goes.”

Gretta set down the iced teas and came around the desk. “Did you get it working?”

“Yep. You were using the wrong config file. I updated it per the instructions.”

Gretta frowned. “Are you sure? I thought I did that.”

“It may have been in the wrong file path. You were so close to getting it to work.”

“Great. But before you get up, let me make sure I can login.”

“I can move,” I said. “It’ll be easier for you to reach the keyboard.”

Gretta squeezed my shoulder and then surprised me. “It’s fine. There’s room enough for me on your lap.”

She sat down on my lap with her back facing me, staring at her computer. Her ass rested right on top of my cock. It was then my cock decided he was ready for round three and immediately hardened.

I waited for Gretta to get comfortable. “If you say so.”

She picked up my hands and placed them on her hips. “It’s better if you to hang onto me so I don’t fall off.”

My cock throbbed, thickening under her ass. I squeezed her hips, then peered over her shoulder. “Just follow the same prompts you see on the paper.”

Gretta connected to the VPN and typed in her password. I couldn’t resist her sweet ass and slid my hands lower, cupping her ass in both hands before giving her cheeks a gentle squeeze.

“You have nice hands,” Gretta said. “I remember that about you.”

She squirmed on my cock as if trying to get me hard, then squealed with delight when her login was successful. “Yeah. You did it. I can connect.”

Gretta clapped excitedly and bounced up and down on my lap, forcing my hard cock under her pussy. I groaned and leaned forward, sliding my hands around her waist, and flattening my palms on her tummy.

Gretta took my touches in stride, as if my fondling here was the most natural thing in the world. She picked up the piece of paper and leaned against me, resting her back against my chest. “There’s one more thing.”

I frowned at the paper. “What?”

She picked up my phone, which I’d left sitting on the desk. “Is this your phone?”

“Yeah. Why?”

Gretta squirmed in my lap, grinding against my stiff cock. “Can you unlock it for me, please?”

I took the phone from her. “What are you up to?”

“Just humor me.”

I unlocked my phone, grateful that the picture I took from the security footage wasn’t on top. “Please don’t do anything that could get me in trouble.”

Gretta giggled. “I can’t promise that.”

She navigated to my contacts and clicked the add button. Then she entered the name — Your Blonde Bride and entered the phone number scrawled on the paper.

“I have your number,” I said, ignoring the blonde bride bait.

“This is my private number,” she said. “One that Jimmy doesn’t have on lockdown.”

She handed me back my phone and relaxed, sinking back against me as she took my hands and placed them high on her thighs, right on top of her pussy. “Now we can text naughty things to each other.”

“Jimmy will kill us,” I said.

“He almost killed me last night,” Gretta said.

I turned to meet her gaze. With her sitting on my lap, reclining against me, the angle was awkward, but I had to look into her eyes. Our faces were inches apart. We were so close I felt her breath on my lips. “Why? What happened?”

Without answering, Gretta leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. It was a brief kiss, lasting only a moment, but there was a palpable intimacy I hadn’t expected. She studied my face for three long heartbeats before answering. “When I went to bed, Angie was passed out by the pool. I tried to wake her, but she wouldn’t move. She was alive and breathing, so I knew she wasn’t in any danger. She just seemed exhausted. So, I went upstairs and got ready for bed. When I peeked out the window, she was still sleeping.”

“Okay. Why would Jim care about that?”

“Because while Jimmy was asleep, I tried to sneak out. I was going to find you and….” She paused for a moment and gazed intently into my eyes, as if she wasn’t sure she wanted to finish the sentence. “Make love.”

My pulse quickened, and my cock hardened to concrete. If she told me she wanted to fuck me, that would have been one thing. But her choice of words and the way she looked at me spoke to a deeper level of intimacy that honestly thrilled me. It scared the fuck out of me, but deep down, I knew I wouldn’t have turned her away. I swallowed hard before responding. “We’re treading on thin ice.”

She kissed me again and nodded. “That doesn’t mean we won’t make love. We both know we want it.”

“We must be careful. That’s all I’m saying.”

Gretta smiled at me. “I should have followed my heart and picked you.”

What the hell was she talking about? “That’s a lot to unpack on a Friday afternoon.”

Gretta laughed. “I want to go away with just you for a long weekend. Angie doesn’t care. I already talked to her about it.”

My jaw dropped. “My wife, Angela Erickson, consented to us having an affair?”

“She was the one who brought it up, just now, by the pool. She encouraged me to tell you how I felt.”

This was all but an admission that Gretta was my midnight caller. But I wanted her to tell me on her own. “Okay. I’ll go away with you.”

Gretta beamed, leaned in again and kissed me longer this time, using her lips to really soften me up. It was me who broke it off first.

“You haven’t finished your story. What happened last night with Jimmy?”

Gretta sighed. “Oh, that. Right. Anyway, Jimmy caught me leaving the room and asked me where I was going. I made up some bullshit lie, but then I lay awake for another hour, so horny I could’ve died. If you had my number, we could have at least sexted.”

So, it wasn’t Gretta who gave me the blowjob. It was one of her daughters. Like Gretta’s admission of intimacy, the thought both thrilled and terrified me. I let my hands roam over her tummy and back down her legs. I was really feeling it. “Where’s Jimmy?”

As if Gretta knew where this was going, she shook her head. “We can’t. He could be home at any moment. He said he’s working, but that’s code for fucking one of his assistants.”

“I guess we’ll have to put this on ice,” I said.

“Only for a little while. Angie will run cover for our weekend getaway.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You guys already planned it?”

“When your wife wants something, she’s like a dog with a particularly tasty chew toy. By the way, we’re having another party tomorrow night. Just the family and a few close friends.”

“The boyfriends?”

“They’ll be here and so will Jimmy. We’ll break out the hot tub, so wear your swim trunks.” She touched the bulge in my shorts, swirling her index finger over the tip. “Or don’t.”

I swallowed hard. “The VPN thing…. That was bullshit. Right?”

Gretta smiled and peered into my eyes for a long moment. “God, I could lose myself in you.”

Then she leaned in and kissed me. Our lips parted and our tongues met, swimming together while I ran my hand up her stomach and cupped her fat, bikini-clad breast.

I gave her nipple a tweak, savoring the sensation of it hardening between my fingers. She moaned in my mouth, then broke off the kiss, panting as she met my gaze.

“As much as I want to spend the afternoon making love to you, I don’t want to answer to my husband.”

Gretta sighed and crawled off my lap. She traced the outline of my thick shaft with her outstretched index finger. “I can’t wait to have him back inside me. It’s been way too long.”

“By the way, I can’t believe you told Angie about your wedding night.”

She grinned. “You mean our wedding night?”

I rolled my eyes. “Does anyone else know?”

“Other than my daughters? No one else.”

My jaw dropped. “The girls know?”

Gretta laughed. “Of course, they know. I think they inherited my aching need for you themselves. We share everything.”

Gretta emphasized the word, everything. She leaned forward and kissed me again, letting her lips linger long enough for our tongues to snake together. When she stood back up, she picked up her iced tea. “You should take a minute and cool off. Drink your tea and then meet us by the pool. Don’t forget your swim trunks.”

With a wink and a smile, she turned and left.
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Iarrived at Wings Bar and Grill a little after 2 PM. From the outside, the place was nice in an upper middle-class kind of way. It was a typical chain-style bar and grill. One that served meat and cold beer, both of which I could get behind. I’d invited Angie along with me, but she insisted Becca would be more receptive if she wasn’t cock blocking her. Those were her words, not mine.

I parked my Land Rover in the half empty lot. The lunch rush was almost over, but Becca still had two more hours on the clock. At least that’s what her text said, which she sent me last night during the party.

I couldn’t believe that we had only arrived in town yesterday. So much had happened that it felt more like a week had passed.

I killed the engine, grabbed my keys, and walked across the parking lot. When I stepped inside the lobby, my jaw dropped.

The place was masculine with oak booths, plenty of brass railings, and big screen TVs in every corner. There was a bar on one side of the restaurant with a couple of pool tables. But the decor wasn’t what caught my attention.

The hostess gave me a friendly, inviting smile. “Welcome to Wings. How may I help you?”

The hostess, and every server I could see, wore the same… I didn’t know what to call it… uniform? The top was a skin-tight, mesh-style tank, featuring a variety of Chicagoland professional sports teams. But one thing they all had in common was a plunging neckline that revealed a massive amount of cleavage. The shorts were equally tight, revealing enough ass flesh to make a porn star blush.

Sweet and innocent Becca worked here? I gawked, dumbstruck at the poor hostess as if she’d spoken a foreign language.

The hostess frowned with concern etched on her pretty face. “Sir? Is everything okay?”

I shook myself out of the shock and cleared my throat. “Sorry. This place was recommended to me by a friend. I just didn’t realize that….”

I didn’t want to come right out and say it, and I hoped she could read between the lines.

The hostess smiled brightly, beaming as if I’d offered her a major compliment. “That the girls who work here are all so pretty?”

I took her words as a lifeline. “Exactly. No wonder my friend recommended this place.”

“I’m happy to hear word is spreading. We’ve only been open a couple of months. And if you think the girls are pretty, wait until you taste the food.”

Her name tag read Susie. I stepped up to the hostess stand and scanned the restaurant. “The friend is someone who works here. I’m hoping you could sit me in her section.”

Susie frowned. “I’ll try, but some girls are very popular. Who are you here to see?”

“Becca Fields,” I said.

Susie giggled. “Why am I not surprised? Her section is almost always full.”

I deflated slightly. “I’m willing to wait. But could you not tell her I’m here? I’d like to make it a surprise.”

Susie studied her seating chart, then turned her attention back to me. “Since you’re so cute and you’re alone, I can put you at a two top right outside her section.”

“Thanks,” I said. “I’ll leave the place a great review. The customer service is already top notch.”

Susie beamed as she collected a menu. “Thank you.”

She sat me at a small round high-top table with bar-style stools near a section of the restaurant still packed with customers. It was an odd sight to see a restaurant nearly empty except for one section. But I could hardly blame them. Becca was the reigning Miss Illinois for a reason.

I pretended to read the menu as I scanned the restaurant, searching for Becca. I spotted her coming out of the kitchen just as Susie pulled her aside.

They chatted briefly, and Susie pointed in my direction. Becca followed with her eyes and when they landed on me, her face lit up. She hurried in my direction, practically bouncing with enthusiasm.

I couldn’t take my eyes off her chest. To say the tank top was flattering was like calling the Mona Lisa just another painting. She was not only stacked, but had the standout, S-tier beauty to go with it. One didn’t walk down the street and see a woman who looked like Becca very often.

Her silky raven hair hung well over her shoulders, ending nearly halfway down her back. Her green eyes popped even from halfway across the room and her mouthwatering cleavage burst from a top at least two sizes too small. The shorts hugged an ass so round and tight my jaw scraped the floor as I imagined diving in with my face. All that body with naturally plump lips, a pert nose, and a personality men fought wars over made it clear the pageant judges knew what they were doing.

“Uncle Steve, you came!” Becca hurled herself at me, wrapping her arms around my neck as she slipped between my parted legs.

I scooped her up off the ground and pulled her in tight, wrapping my arms around her waist as Becca squealed with delight. “You asked me to come, so here I am.”

I inhaled her scent, which was an erotic cross between cinnamon and cherry that turned my head dizzy with lust. With her body pressed up against mine, it was all I could do to stop myself from palming her ass.

“I didn’t think you would come on your first full day home,” she said into my ear.

I felt her fingers slide through the hair at the nape of my neck, and she nuzzled in close with her nose right behind my ear.

“You smell amazing,” she said, whispering in my ear.

I laughed and released her, placing her gently back on the ground. “You need to stop buttering me up. My ego will get so inflated you won’t want to be around me.”

She stood so close to me we were drawing stares from the other customers. I felt their envious eyes on me and grinned.

Becca placed her hands on my thighs, her bright eyes brimming with absolute joy. “Stay and eat. Please don’t leave. I want to introduce you to some of my friends.”

“That’s why I came. To eat, I mean. Who doesn’t like wings and beer?”

“Exactly,” Becca said. “I love wings and beer.”

I glanced around the room. “And your customers love you back.”

Becca giggled. “I pride myself on great customer service.”

I had a feeling the men sitting in Becca’s section weren’t there for the customer service alone. “Then I’ll have wings and beer. You pick the sauce and sides.”

She bounced happily and hugged me again. “I’m sorry I didn’t get a chance to see you this morning.”

“No worries,” I said. “Your sisters filled in for you.”

Becca pulled back and picked up my hands, sliding her fingers in mine like a lover would. The act caught me off-guard, but I didn’t resist. “Maybe we can spend some time together. Just you and me?”

“Sure. Whenever you want.”

She checked her watch. “I have a break in twenty minutes. There’s something I need to talk to you about… in private.”

A blonde appeared behind Becca, another server whose name tag read Amber. She was a beautiful girl with straight, golden blonde hair, blue eyes, and big boobs. Although her boobs looked fake, unlike Becca’s. Under normal circumstances, Amber would have been the most beautiful girl in the room. Unfortunately for her, she stood next to Becca, who made her look like the junior varsity.

“Hey, Beck. Who’s this?” Amber said.

Amber flashed a pretty smile, revealing a straight row of white teeth. Her blue eyes sparkled, but not with the same vibrancy as Becca’s.

Becca released one of my hands while holding onto the other. She leaned up against me and propped her elbow up on my leg. With her entire body pressed up against me, it was as if she were declaring me her territory.

“Amber, this is Steve Erickson. Steve, this is my best friend Amber Wade.”

Amber’s jaw dropped. “This is your Steve? The Steve? I feel like I’m meeting a celebrity.”

Becca’s cheeks turned crimson. “Amber, stop. You’re embarrassing me.”

Amber rolled her eyes. “The guy you’ve spent the last year talking about non-stop shows up and you’re going shy on me? He’s hot, babe. There’s no reason to feel ashamed.”

Amber stepped closer to me while she sexually assaulted me with her eyes.

Becca inched further between my legs, standing so close, I saw her lacy bra down the front of her shirt. “Back off. He’s taken.”

I wasn’t sure if Becca was referring to her or Angie. Either way, I didn’t care. If Becca wanted to claim me as her own, I wasn’t about to put up a fight.

Amber rolled her eyes. “Relax, princess. I know he’s yours. I’m teasing… well, sort of.”

Becca tightened her grip on my hand and drew my other arm around her waist as she glared at her best friend. “Don’t you have customers?”

“Relax, princess,” Amber said before turning to me. “It was nice to see you, Steve. Whatever she asks for, I would suggest you agree. This girl has been going out of her mind, I —”

“Amber, stop,” Becca said.

Amber huffed. “Just call me later. I’m heading home early. This place is dead.”

With that, Amber turned and walked away, taking her perky little ass with her.

Becca turned back to me. “Sorry. She can be a little aggressive.”

That was ironic coming from the girl with her breasts mashed up against my stomach. “Don’t worry about her. I came here to see you.”

Becca’s smile returned in full force. “I’ll put in your order and then we can spend my break together. Okay?”

She looked up at me, her expression hopeful. “Sounds perfect,” I said.

Becca clapped excitedly, popped up on her toes and kissed me on the lips. It was just a peck, but my already stiff cock turned an octave harder.

As I waited for my order, I watched Becca float from table to table, working her customers using her natural charm along with her physical assets. When my food arrived, I forced myself to eat when all I wanted to do was watch Becca be Becca. She was charismatic, dynamic, bubbly, and a genuinely good person. I could fall for her in a big way.

What the hell did she see in me? I was literally twice her age, and I was certain she could have any man she wanted. Her current boyfriend was not only handsome, but he was also in med school. Wouldn’t she be better off focusing her energy on living that life? Was it wrong of me to want her to want me?

Halfway through my wings, I felt so guilty I lost my appetite. A few minutes later, a bright-eyed Becca returned to my table.

“It’s time for my break.” She shifted from one foot to the other, wearing a look of uncertainty. “Can we maybe go to your car? You know… for some privacy?”

“Let’s do it.” I stood and pulled out my wallet before handing her a crisp one-hundred-dollar bill. “Can you make sure my server gets this? Tell her to keep the change.”

Becca stared at the money and frowned. “Uncle Steve, you don’t have to do that. I was going to take care of your order myself.”

I shrugged. “Should I give it to Amber?”

She glared at me and ripped the bill out of my hand. “Never mind Amber.”

We left the restaurant and headed to my SUV parked outside.

This was the moment that Becca would come clean. The video of her holding the sweatshirt all but confirmed it. That plus her desire to confess something to me in private? What else could it be?

Becca picked up my hand as we walked side by side. “I’m really nervous right now.”

I squeezed her hand. “Don’t be. Whatever you have to tell me can’t be that bad.”

She flashed a nervous smile. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

I opened the car door for her and let her in, then got in myself, started the car, and let the air conditioning run. Becca fidgeted in her seat, remaining silent, as if considering what to say.

Was I supposed to prompt her? Maybe encourage her to tell me about last night? I was just about to start the conversation when Becca jumped in.

“I have to get this off my chest,” she said.

Becca turned to face me and stared me straight in the eye. “I’m your secret admirer.”

What was she talking about? I stared at her in confusion, trying to connect how a blowjob made her a secret admirer. It was certainly one way to put it, but I expected something a little more direct.

I frowned. “Becca, I —”

Then it hit me — the birthday card I received in the mail. The one where she had poured her heart out to me. “That was you?”

Becca nodded, wringing her hands together. “Are you mad?”

I laughed and took her hand. “Of course, I’m not mad. Your card was very sweet.”

Rather than appeasing her, she looked slightly irritated. “It wasn’t meant to be sweet. I was trying to tell you how I feel.”

“Are you sure it isn’t just a crush? I’m literally twice your age.”

Becca ripped her hand away from mine and stared daggers at me. “I’m not a child, Steven Matthew Erickson. I’m a grown ass woman and to quote Forest Gump, I know what love is.”

I couldn’t help myself and grinned. “I didn’t say that you didn’t. It’s our age gap and my marital status I’m worried about. Those are two major sticking points, don’t you think?”

“Your age is just a number,” Becca said. “And your marital status is a temporary roadblock. Setting everything aside, do you think you could be with me? Like really be with me like an actual couple?”

“Beck, what about Jeremy?”

“What about him? He has nothing to do with us.”

I chuckled. “Isn’t he your boyfriend?”

“He is for now, but I promised myself that I would take a shot with you and see how it went. You are my first and only choice if I’m honest.”

Her answer reminded me of my conversation with Angie. She told me to take my shot. Isn’t that what Becca was doing? She was putting herself out there, exposing her emotions and taking the risk of me breaking her heart. I needed to honor those feelings and not dismiss them as childish. She deserved to be treated like an adult.

I picked up her hand and caressed it softly. “It took guts to say that.”

Becca winced. “Please don’t let there be a but. It sounds like there’s going to be a but.”

I smiled. “Before I answer you, can I ask you a strange question?”

She frowned. “Okay. You’re making me nervous.”

“Where were you last night?”

Her expression didn’t change. “You mean after the party?”

“Yes. After the party.”

She cocked her head and stared at me, confused. “Why do you ask?”

If Becca wasn’t the one who visited me late last night, that left only one suspect remaining — Lillie. But first, I needed to rule her out completely.

“I won’t lie to you,” I said. “Someone visited me in the middle of the night, slipped a blindfold on me, and, well… went downtown if you get my meaning.”

Her eyes bulged. “Who?”

“I don’t know. I’ve talked to just about everyone, and it’s down to either you or Lillie.”

She glared. “That little bitch.”

“Wait a second. Don’t get mad at her. I’m hoping we can keep this between the two of us.”

“Wasn’t Angie in bed with you?”

I shook my head. “She was passed out on a chair by the pool. But I told her about what happened.”

Becca’s jaw dropped. “Oh, my God. Is she freaking out?”

I shook my head. “The opposite. She’s into it. She wants me to….” I tried to find the right words. “Pursue you, your mom, and your sisters.”

I winced, waiting for the hammer to fall, but Becca only frowned and rubbed her chin as if considering. “That means your marriage isn’t really a roadblock. For you and me, I mean. Is it?”

That’s what she took out of my confession? It paved the way for us to have an open relationship? “Let’s put that answer on pause. I’ve told you the truth. Can you tell me? Was it you who visited my room last night?”

“I wish it was me,” she said. “If I’d known Angie was passed out, I would have made love to you all night long.”

Holy hell, she was hotter than the sun. I swallowed the lump forming in my throat.

Becca frowned. “I should have known Lillie would do something so underhanded.”

“So, it wasn’t you?”

Becca shook her head. “Amber called me late last night with boy troubles. Her boyfriend is kind of a psycho stalker, and she recently broke up with him. She asked me to come over and sleep with her because she was scared.”

I sagged back into my seat. “Which means it was Lillie.”

Becca shrugged. “I mean… it probably was, but you should ask her. She’s probably waiting for you to figure it out.”

“You don’t seem that bothered. If you and I were a couple, wouldn’t your sisters pursuing me bother you?”

She frowned. “Why would it bother me?”

I laughed. “This thing called monogamy?”

“If you screwed Amber, that would bother me. But my mom and my sisters….” She shrugged. “I’m okay sharing with them.”

Who were these unicorns all huddled together under one roof? “I guess I’ll talk to Lillie.”

Becca smiled. “Before you go, can you answer my question? Can we be a genuine couple? I’m officially asking you out on a date. Will you go out with me?”


Chapter eight
Chapter 8


When I got back from Wings, Lillie wasn’t home. Gretta informed me that Lillie was out with her friends and wasn’t likely to return until tomorrow.

Angie and I spent the evening with Jim and Gretta over a casual dinner and a couple of bottles of wine. Jenna was out somewhere with her boyfriend while Becca and Amber took in a horror movie. Max spent the evening in his room gaming and the low-key mood was a welcome change after a whirlwind twenty-four hours.

Well, it was low key until we hit the bedroom. Angie was insatiable, practically ripping off my clothes before I closed the bedroom door. We had sex twice in six different positions, while she milked me for every detail from my afternoon conversation with Becca.

Eventually, we showered and returned to bed for some cuddle time. Angie pressed up against me, completely naked, with her leg stretched across my cock and her arm draped over my chest. She rested her head on my shoulder and seemed utterly content.

Angie languidly drew heart shapes on my chest with her index finger. “You really think Lillie is the one? It’s possible Becca was lying.”

“Possible? Yeah. Sure. But I don’t think she was lying. She’s too… I don’t know… sweet to lie to my face.”

Angie laughed, then kissed my shoulder. “You are so adorably naïve.”

I chuckled along with her while I stroked her hair. “Call it intuition. If Becca was the one, I think she would have proudly proclaimed so.”

“You’ll approach Lillie tomorrow? Then what?”

“Mainly I just want to hear her admit the truth. It’s driving me crazy.”

“Look at this as an opportunity to escalate things. You know, take your relationship with Lillie to the next level. You might even fall in love with her.”

Now we were navigating some truly strange waters. My wife wanted me to fall in love with a nineteen-year-old girl I’d known since she wore diapers? “Ang, are you sure you’re okay with this whole… harem thing? I’m not sure what else to call it.”

Angie nuzzled in extra close and kissed me on the jaw. “Our marriage needed some serious spice. Gretta and her daughters are like much needed Ghost Peppers. They’ll bring the heat, and who knows? We may all fall in love.”

“To be clear, you want me to have sex with Lillie, Jenna, Becca and even Gretta? What if they don’t want a threesome? Becca doesn’t seem the type to go for that sort of thing. And what about Max? This news will crush him.”

“First, Maxwell has spent most of his life living with an unhappy and unfulfilled mother. Have you ever thought that seeing us as a happy couple might be a good thing for him? It’s not like we have to toss our lifestyle in his face.”

“True. But he’ll be crushed if he finds out I’m bonking his old babysitter.”

Angie snorted out a laugh. “Give the kid some credit. And by the way, Lillie is already one step ahead of you regarding our son’s mental wellbeing.”

I gazed down at her. “Why? What happened?”

“When Max and Lillie got home from lunch, they weren’t alone.”

“Oh?”

“Lillie’s friend, Beatrice and her little sister, Lisa, went with Max and Lillie to lunch and the movie. Then they all came back here to swim. If my instincts are right, I think your son and Lisa have a little crush on each other.”

I grinned. “Good for Max. I’ll have to thank Lillie. Are they coming to the pool party tomorrow?”

“I think Bee is coming, but Max has a sleepover planned with one of his old friends. Do you remember Thomas? They used to play soccer together. They’ll be going to the same high school this fall.”

“Yeah. I remember Thomas. It seems as if Max is finding a foothold. That’s good to hear.”

“As for your other point, even if Becca or her siblings don’t want to play in the lady pool, it doesn’t diminish the excitement I get knowing they want you. Plus, we’re all in the same club. I know it sounds strange, but I’m tired of traditional. Aren’t you?”

I patted Angie’s bare ass before resting my palm there. “If you’re okay with it, then so am I.”

She leaned in and kissed me on the lips. “Good.” She yawned and nuzzled her face against me. “Now, if you can kill the light, we can get some sleep. You’ve got a big day tomorrow. I have a feeling that the party is going to get wild.”

The next morning, Angie woke earlier than me. By the time my eyes fluttered open, I reached over to find her place empty.

Sunshine filtered through the blinds, bathing the room in muted light. I pushed up to my elbows and scanned the room, searching for Angie, when a soft knock came at the bedroom door.

I blinked away the sleep and pushed myself up into a seated position. “Hold on a sec.”

With any luck that was Lillie, and we could bring this whole matter to a head. It was fitting for the conversation to take place at the scene of the crime.

I’d barely tugged on a pair of shorts when the door swung open. I whirled to find a grinning Jenna and Gretta with their eyes locked on my ass.

“Sorry for barging in, but you were taking too long,” Gretta said.

Jenna’s eyes wandered over my chest. “We came to get you for a workout.”

It didn’t bother me they barged in. In fact, it gave me a license to return the favor. I turned to face them with my morning wood pressed up against a thin pair of running shorts. “Or we could skip the workout and head straight to the sauna?”

Gretta licked her lips as she eyed the thick bulge of my hard cock. “We need a calorie burn before we put them back on later.”

Jenna pushed into my room, past her mom. “We can let my mom workout while you and I hit the sauna.”

Gretta turned to her daughter, wearing a look of irritation. “I thought we had a deal?”

Jenna rolled her eyes. “Fine. But I’ll hold you to those terms.”

I frowned, glancing between them. “What terms and what deal?”

“Nothing,” Gretta said. “Just friendly mother-daughter stuff.”

I rolled my eyes. “If we’re sweating, let me put on some clothes first.”

Jenna gave me a pouty face and folded her arms over her chest. “I think you look good as is. What do you think, mom?”

Gretta pried her eyes off my cock and leveled me with an ice-blue stare. She raised an eyebrow, then returned her gaze to my bulging manhood. “Maybe a pair of shoes?”

Jenna giggled, and I rolled my eyes. “I’ll throw on a shirt.”

I threw on a tank and was lacing up my shoes while the ladies sat patiently on the bed, waiting but most staring at me.

“Where’s Lillie?” I asked.

“Still not home,” Gretta said. “She slept over at Bee’s house. I doubt she’ll be back until this afternoon.”

It was like she was purposely avoiding me. “Right. I forgot.”

Jenna frowned. “Why do you want to talk to Lillie?”

I had to think fast. “Angie told me that Lillie introduced Max to Bee’s little sister. I thought I’d pry her for a little information.”

Jenna nodded, as if that made sense. “I thought you might want to talk to her about something else.”

Jenna and Gretta exchanged a knowing grin, and alarm bells went off in my head. Were they in on the cover-up? I frowned, giving them both a suspicious look. “What are you two getting on about?”

“Nothing,” Gretta said. “Are you ready to go or what? The day is wasting away, and we have a party to get ready for.”

The three of us went to their home gym, where we worked out hard. Unlike yesterday morning, we didn’t do the sauna. There was too much going on with the party preparation, and Gretta needed us both to help. Gretta told me she had enlisted Angie to run a few errands for her, which is why she was up and gone by the time I woke.

The day flew by as I helped everyone get ready for the party. Later in the afternoon, I dropped Max off at his friend’s house. It wasn’t until late afternoon, just thirty minutes before the party started, that Lillie finally showed up. She arrived with her friend Beatrice and her boyfriend, Brad.

I emerged from the pool house wearing a fresh t-shirt, sandals, and my swim trunks when I spotted Lillie by the pool. Unfortunately, with her friends nearby, there was no way for me to confront her about what happened two nights before.

Lillie was already dressed in her bikini. This one was a tropical print, with bright blue and yellow flowers crisscrossing her top and bottoms. She wore her blonde hair pinned up in a loose bun, and I took a long moment to drink in her incredible figure.

I don’t know what I was thinking on the night we arrived. Lillie’s breasts packed a serious punch, bulging from her top and forming a titanic swell of mouthwatering cleavage. They weren’t as big as Becca’s, but they matched Jenna’s and weren’t far off her mom’s.

I mentally rolled through my checklist of evidence. There was the blonde hair I found on the bed and the video showing Lillie up and roaming the halls at the right time. But the hair and the video were the only two pieces of concrete evidence I had. Her sisters and her mother had alibis, which made her the prime suspect by the process of elimination. I didn’t feel right accusing her of sneaking into my room, but if she offered an alibi as solid as the rest of her family, that would put me back on the starting line.

As if sensing my eyes on her, Lillie looked up and saw me. A smile blossomed across her pretty face as her blue eyes widened with joy. “Uncle Steve!”

She made a beeline for me, dashing across the pool deck before leaping into my arms. She pulled me into a full-on body hug and wrapped her legs around my waist.

“I missed you,” she said and kissed me high on my neck, just below my ear.

The sensation of her lips on my skin sent a shock wave of electric sex racing down my spine. “It’s only been one day since we saw each other.”

I cradled her ass, holding her up, as I wasn’t sure where else to put my hands. Her boyfriend was undoubtedly watching us, but was it my problem that his girlfriend had a problem with boundaries?

Suddenly I was very aware of just how full my hands were with her tight little ass. My cock dutifully responded, thickening in my swim trunks and ballooning from there.

She kissed me again on the neck and then once more under my ear. “I feel like everyone but me has had time with you.”

“Lill, should you be doing this in front of your boyfriend?”

“I don’t care,” she said. “Promise that you’ll spend your time with me tonight?”

“If I do, will you get down?”

She giggled in my ear and then nibbled my ear lobe. “Fine.”

“Then, yes. I promise.”

I gently set her down on the concrete just as her friend Beatrice came up behind her.

Lillie turned around and pulled Bee forward.

“Uncle Steve, this is my best friend Beatrice Lively, but you can just call her Bee. Everyone does.”

Bee had long, silky brown hair, hazel eyes, and an athletic frame. Like Lillie, she wore a bikini she had no problem filling out.

“It’s nice to meet you,” I said.

Bee gave me a nervous smile. “Lillie has told me so much about you, I feel like I’m your niece too.”

I chuckled. “I want to make one thing very clear. Lillie isn’t my actual niece. There’s no blood relation between us.”

Lillie rolled her eyes. “She knows that Uncle Steve.” She emphasized the word uncle. “Bee and I are on the swim team together and take almost all the same classes.”

“We’re even in the same events,” Bee said.

Lillie frowned. “Bee’s faster than me.”

“Barely,” Bee said.

When I looked up, Lillie’s boyfriend, Brad, was gone. I scratched my head and frowned. “I think your exuberant hello scared off your boyfriend.”

Lillie shrugged as if she couldn’t be bothered to think about Brad. “You should have seen Max with Bee’s little sister. Those two hit it right off.”

“I heard about that,” I said. “Thanks for giving Max the chance to make new friends. It won’t be easy on him heading into high school as the new kid.”

“We’ve got him covered,” Bee said and winked at me. “Don’t worry about a thing.”

I wasn’t sure if her confident reassurance should have made me nervous or relieved. Either way, I was glad to have them on Max’s side.

After chatting with Lillie and Bee for a few more minutes, I started for the house to see if I could help with party preparations. I made it as far as the outdoor bar when someone wrapped their arms around me from behind and squeezed me tight.

“Gotcha,” Becca said and giggled.

I spun around, still trapped in her arms, and found the raven-haired, beauty queen grinning up at me with her big, bouncy breasts mashed up against my chest. “If this is getting me, then sign me up.”

Becca’s wet hair glistened in the sunshine and hung straight down her back. She wore a black bikini that revealed a startling amount of her incredible cleavage. From my angle, I gazed straight down her backside at an itty-bitty bubble butt way too small for a girl with natural breasts as big as hers.

Becca giggled again, perched on her toes, and kissed me full on the lips. She wrapped her arms around my neck and drew me in, extending the kiss just long enough for me to wonder how far she planned to take it.

When she let go, she released me from her grip and dipped her fingers inside the front waistband of my swim trunks. She gazed up at me, her expression radiant. “For our date tomorrow, I’m taking us on a picnic.”

I wrapped my arms around Becca’s tiny waist and drew her in close. “You’ve got it all figured out?”

“Yep.” She grinned at me. “Don’t plan on coming home early, either. Who knows, we may not come home at all.”

My cock, still half-hard from my encounter with Lillie, rose in my swim trunks and pressed against Becca’s midsection.

She glanced down at my cock and back at me, grinning as she raised an eyebrow. “Your reaction makes me so happy. I’m guessing you approve of my idea?”

“Uncle Steve will show his gorgeous niece the time of her life,” I said.

“That better not be all talk, because I’ve got plans for us. And I have something else I want to ask you.”

“I thought you already asked me, and I said yes?”

She giggled. “Not about us dating, silly. It’s about something else.”

“I won’t ask you to spoil the surprise,” I said.

“Good.” She perched on her toes and kissed me again. “By the way, did you ask Lillie about… you know… the other night?”

“Not yet,” I said. “But she’s insisting that I spend more time with her because her sisters have hogged me all to themselves. Her words, not mine.”

“I don’t really blame her. I’ll let it slide tonight, mainly because I need to let Jeremy down as gently as possible.”

“Beck, are you sure you want to call it off? Why don’t we see how it goes tomorrow and then you can decide.”

Becca glared at me. “I’m a one-man kind of woman. And you’re my man.”

It didn’t seem to faze Becca in the slightest that I was married with a teenage son. In her mind, she was probably already picking out her wedding dress. “Your dad will kill me.”

“Daddy doesn’t need to know anything. Not yet anyway.”

“Have you cleared our date with Angie like I asked?”

She nodded happily. “I just finished talking to her. She told me your favorite dessert to make. I acted like it was a surprise, but I already knew.”

Was this really happening? My wife was on board with me courting Becca? The universe hard truly turned upside down. “You don’t give up easily, do you?”

Becca grinned up at me, beaming with pride. “I told my mom about us, too.”

My jaw dropped. She was already referring to her and me as a couple? “You what?”

Becca shrugged. “She’s kind of jealous, but she’ll get over it.”

“She’s not pissed at me?”

She frowned. “For what?”

I rolled my eyes. “I don’t know… my dating her twenty-one-year-old daughter?”

Becca giggled and kissed me again. “You’re cute.” She peered nervously around me into the house. “Uh, oh. Jeremy’s here. I better play it cool with you until I talk to him. If I seem a little stand-offish at the party, it’s because of him. But knowing Lillie, she’ll monopolize you all to herself, anyway.”

“I won’t take offense. Good luck with Jeremy.”

She sneaked a peek into the kitchen as if to make sure Jeremy wasn’t looking, then gave me one last kiss on the lips before heading inside.

I watched her go, taking in her barely jiggling ass as she went. Tomorrow promised to be one hell of a day. That was if I made it through the night.

An hour later, the party was in full swing. Gretta’s idea of a small family get-together turned into at least fifty people split between the outdoor bar, the pool, and the hot tub. I’d never seen so many beautiful women gathered at one event in my entire life.

All the girl’s friends came, and there wasn’t an unattractive face among them. They were men and women in their early to mid-twenties and the girls introduced me to all of them. That’s when I met Brooke, or Queen, as Jenna and everyone else called her.

She’d caught my eye earlier when she’d first arrived, but it was during a game of pool volleyball that I officially met her. What stood out about the twenty-three-year-old Pilates instructor was her exceptional beauty. Which was saying something in that crowd.

It was Jenna, Queen, and I faced off against Lillie, Becca, and Lillie’s friend Bee. We stood together on one side of the shallow end as we prepared to accept the serve.

“Uncle Steve, this is my friend Brooke,” Jenna said. “But we call her Queen because… well… for reasons.”

Jenna giggled, and Queen rolled her eyes.

Queen had long, lush red hair, vibrant green eyes, and a slim but stacked body that rivaled Gretta and her daughters. But the feature that most attracted me to Queen was her freckles and her tan. Most redheads are fair-skinned, but Queen was the exception. She had a golden, perfectly tanned complexion that brought out a smattering of adorable freckles bridging her pert nose.

Queen extended her hand in my direction. “I’ve heard so much about you that it feels like we’ve already met.”

I shook her hand, resisting the urge to gaze at the cleavage sprouting from her bikini top. “It’s nice to meet you. Although I’m more than a little curious about that nickname.”

“You know Jenna,” Queen said. “She’s always stirring the pot.”

Up close, her green eyes were even more striking. They were flecked with gold and streaks of a deeper green that made her hard to turn away from.

“Queen teaches Pilates,” Jenna said as she hooked her arm in mine and pressed in tight. “We’re going to her class on Sunday.”

I gazed down at Jenna, inadvertently peering into her deep cleavage. “Who’s going?”

“Me and you,” Jenna said, seeming completely unconcerned with my wandering eyes. “Afterward, we’re going out on daddy’s boat.”

I chuckled and turned my attention back to Queen. “You two made plans for me?”

Queen grinned. “If Jenna drags Lex along, the two of us can team up together.”

My stomach fluttered with a flurry of nervous butterflies. “In that case, how could I say no?”

“Enough gabbing,” Lillie said from the other side of the net. “Let’s play.”

The party rolled on, with afternoon turning to evening and evening turning to night. The crowd had thinned, but not much. I still hadn’t found the right moment to confront Lillie about the blowjob. With the party so far gone, I planned to wait until the next day to confront her. But as the night progressed, doubt crept into my mind.

If Lillie was my girl, why hadn’t she admitted it? It wasn’t like she was shy or held herself back from doing whatever she wanted when she wanted. She was an extremely affectionate girl, to where her behavior made her boyfriend highly uncomfortable. She had yet to meet a boundary she wouldn’t cross, so why the cloak and dagger stuff? For that matter, why had she bothered with a blindfold at all? Was it a kink? If so, why hadn’t she unmasked herself after I came down her throat?

Then there was her behavior today. She had stuck by my side like we were a couple, holding my hand and discouraging her sisters from taking me away from her. She had ample opportunity to drop subtle hints about the blindfolded blowjob, but she acted like it never happened? Was she waiting for me to make a move? Was this all part of her game?

If so, then the ball was in my court. As I reclined in the hot tub, thinking about my dilemma, Lillie was off somewhere getting what she promised me was dessert. Meanwhile, people had flocked to the hot tub, filling every empty seat.

Jenna and Queen sat across from me with Jenna’s boyfriend Lex and another guy I didn’t recognize who sat beside Queen. There were others in the hot tub, a mixture of party guests I’d spent the day getting to know but couldn’t recall every name. Well, except for Lillie’s boyfriend, Brad.

Brad sat beside Lex, chatting about something I couldn’t hear. Their conversation was drowned out by the hot tub’s churning bubbles, the music, and the eight other conversations happening all at once. That was until Lex announced to everyone that they were playing a drinking game.

Lex spent a few minutes going over the rules, which I utterly ignored. I had no desire or intention of playing a game that would leave me so shit faced I would embarrass myself. Besides, I was way too old to play drinking games with college kids. I was about to bow out and leave the hot tub when Lillie returned, holding a pair of Popsicles.

She eagerly sucked on one while she held the other up in her free hand. Her golden hair fell wet and limp down her back and her big tits jiggled slightly inside the cozy confines of her tropical print bikini top. She climbed the stairs leading into the hot tub and frowned at the top, gazing across the crowded pool.

She held both Popsicles in her hands, her frown deepening as she scanned the space. “You guys didn’t leave me any room?”

Brad perked up and turned to face his girlfriend. “You can squeeze in beside me. There’s plenty of room.”

Lillie didn’t even look in Brad’s direction. Instead, she eyed me, and her eyes twinkled mischievously. “It’s okay. I’ll find a place to sit.”

I didn’t take my eyes off her as she climbed into the hot tub, balancing the Popsicles as she crossed through the churning water. Indents of her stiff nipples poked through her top as she grinned as if noticing the target of my lecherous gaze.

Brad’s face fell as he followed her trajectory. She passed him by without sparing him a glance. When she reached me, she smiled at me before sliding the frozen treat between her ripe, pink lips.

She came off the tip with a slurp and inched closer, stepping between my parted legs. “I brought you one.” She handed me one of the lime-colored Popsicles. “They’re margarita treats my mom made.”

I took one from her and brought it to my lips, sucking the frozen concoction between my lips. “Thanks. It’s great.”

She eyed me and sucked on the treat, gliding it between her lips before she twirled her tongue over the tip. “They’re suck-alicious.”

My mind went blank. I had heard that word exactly one time before. That moment from two nights ago, flared to life in my mind. Even the way Lillie enunciated the word was the same. There was zero doubt in my mind. She was my blowjob princess. I stared at her with the treat dangling between my fingers. “What did you say?”

Lillie grinned and slid onto my lap without asking. She guided her popsicle between my lips as she teased me with her bright blue eyes. “I said it’s suck-alicous. It’s a word I made up a couple of days ago. Do you like it?”

The way she grinned at me left no doubt. It was all but an admission of guilt. She handed me the smoking gun on a silver platter and was all but begging me to make a move on her.

My heart hammered in my chest and my breaths came short and fast. “It’s an interesting word.”

Lillie perched on my lap, twisted slightly so that her back faced everyone else while she focused on me. She brought the popsicle to her mouth and sealed her lips around the tip, blatantly sucking it like a cock.

“Lill, there’s plenty of room beside me,” Brad said.

Lillie turned as Brad gestured to the spot he made. He gazed at her, his eyes brimming with hope. Now, with Lillie’s back to me, it was time for me to assert my dominance.

I grabbed Lillie’s waist in both hands and drew her back onto my lap. “She’s good right here.”

Lillie giggled and shifted her hips, positioning her ass atop my quickly stiffening cock. She gazed at Brad as she leaned back and rested her against my shoulder. “I better do as my uncle says. I don’t want to get us in trouble.”

Brad looked on, his expression helpless as Lillie brought the Popsicle to her lips and slid it over her extended tongue.

“We’re playing a drinking game,” Brad said. “You can be my partner.”

“Maybe after I finish my popsicle. For now, I’ll watch.”

Lillie’s warm back pressed up against my chest and I pressed my rock-hard cock into her tight little ass. It nuzzled up against her pussy as Lillie ground her hips, no longer seeming to care what people around us thought.

The crowd turned back to the drinking game with all eyes on Lex as he spoke a word, followed by the others around the hot tub. Occasionally, someone tripped up the word play, laughed and guzzled their beer.

Meanwhile, I quickly finished my popsicle. I had Lillie on my brain, and I’d held back long enough. Before the night was over, I meant to fill her tight little pussy with as many loads of hot cum as I could muster.

Beneath the golden, bubbly churn, I let my hands wander up and down Lillie’s legs. I started by placing my palms on her knees and sliding my hands up her inner thighs, squeezing her flesh as I went. I nuzzled in tight behind her ear and kissed her high on the neck before nibbling her earlobe.

Lillie whimpered out a moan and opened her neck to me. She reached under water with her free hand and grabbed my throbbing manhood still trapped inside my swim trunks.

Not caring who saw, I cupped the underside of Lillie’s fat breast and squeezed, savoring the weight and heft of her breast in my open hand.

Lillie didn’t resist. She churned against my cock as she moaned louder, sucking on the last of her popsicle.

My mind was a haze of carnal lust. I slipped my hand inside the front of Lillie’s bikini and moved lower until my fingers met her slippery trench.

She was smooth, without a hint of stubble, and her sex was as hot and wet as I imagined. I found her cherry bud with the tip of my middle finger and swirled it gently, eliciting stifled moans from the gorgeous blonde. Lillie churned her hips, forcing my finger up and down her engorged labia as she tried to maintain her composure. She set aside her empty popsicle stick and spread her legs across my lap, giving me unfettered access to her hot, slippery treasure trove.

I stuffed a finger inside her tight box and Lillie squirmed, writhing against me as she bit her lower lip, trying to bury her growing arousal.

Lillie leaned back and rested her head on my shoulders as she pumped her hips, fucking my finger as she lost herself in the throes of ecstasy.

In and out, my finger churned, probing her inside deep as I used my thumb to stimulate her engorged clit.

Lillie stiffened in my lap, spasming as she grunted, fueled by orgasmic ecstasy. For several long seconds, she held still on my lap, her pussy pulsing around my finger, squeezing and releasing as she shuddered until her orgasm passed.

Throughout it all, Brad gave us the side eye. His expression was clearly distraught, and I honestly felt bad for the guy. But not bad enough to let this opportunity pass. He watched while I openly fondled, and finger fucked his girlfriend in front of him and everyone else.

Jenna and Queen whispered to each other and eyed us, giggling as their eyes twinkled with amusement.

Lillie sagged on my lap, her chest heaving as she turned her head sideways and met my gaze. “Uncle Steve?”

“Yes, princess?”

Lillie grinned. “Will you teach me how to make one of your world-famous margaritas?”

I frowned at her in confusion. “Like, right now?”

She licked her lips and searched my face with her eyes. “Yeah. I’m super thirsty.”

My cock was so hard and stiff, I couldn’t just stand up. “Sure. Give me a second.”

Lillie leaned forward on my lap and engaged the rest of the crowd until my cock had sufficiently deflated and she led me out of the hot tub.

Dragging me by the hand, she led me through the crowd and across the pool deck and toward the bar. When we passed the bar without giving it a second look, I frowned.

“Where are we going? The bar’s right there.”

She gazed back at me over her shoulder and grinned. “Where do you think?”


Chapter nine
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Leading me by the hand, Lillie led me through the kitchen and toward the stairs. Her swimsuit bottoms crept up her ass crack, leaving both of her golden, tanned butt cheeks fully exposed.

My heart drummed so hard and fast I felt it in my temples. Adrenaline pumped through my veins and my chest heaved as if I’d just sprinted an entire marathon. The scene was so surreal it was as if I was inside some elaborate dream. Eventually, I’d wake up and discover I had constructed the entire fantasy in my head. And it was a fantasy. A fantasy so out of reach I would have considered it laughable a few short days ago.

My cock throbbed, rock hard and pulsing, tenting my swim trunks. Visions of fucking Lillie in every imaginable position took turns lobbying for pole position. She was every man’s dream girl, straight out of an erotic story. Her prime nineteen-year-old body belonged in the pages of a magazine. A body so impossibly perfect it bordered on the absurd. That was until you saw her with your own two eyes.

I took turns gawking at her bouncy ass and equally bouncy boobs, jiggling on either side of her chest, still ensconced inside her tropical print bikini top.

Her long, golden-blonde hair had half dried, spilling over her shoulders and nearly halfway down her back. She stole a glance at me over her shoulder and smiled. “You’re being very quiet.”

“I’m super nervous,” I said.

At the bottom of the stairway, Lillie paused, then turned around to face me. She smiled and perched on her tiptoes before kissing me on the lips. “I’ve waited so long for this moment.” She reached down and touched my hard cock before tracing my pulsing shaft with her outstretched finger. “Don’t back out on me now.”

I gazed into her bright blue eyes, and my head spun with a combination of lust and terror. My cock ached inside my swim trunks, seeming to grow harder after she touched me. “That won’t happen. I’m all in.”

Her eyes danced, and she smiled before kissing me again. “Good. Because we’re not leaving my room until breakfast.”

I swallowed the lump forming in my throat as Lillie pulled my hand and led me upstairs. We walked along the corridor where I spotted the camera, filming every moment. I couldn’t worry about Jim now. Lillie was worth the risk.

It barely registered when she pulled me into her bedroom and shut the door behind us.

I stood inside Lillie’s sanctuary. It was a place coveted by my depraved fantasies where I had often imagined fucking her in her childhood bed. A place that had fueled many jerk-off sessions featuring the scrumptious nineteen-year-old.

Lillie had always been exceptionally beautiful. She was an outlier. A freak of nature with a comic-book perfect body and a face to go with it. She was a beautiful baby and even her awkward teenage years weren’t awkward in the way they were with normal kids. Even when she had braces and glasses, older boys drooled, chasing her all the way through junior high and high school. Her male teachers were no exception.

Jim once told me a story where Lillie’s eighth grade social studies teacher was fired for making a pass at her. Her sisters were no less exceptional, but Lillie was the youngest, which earned her a special place in my heart.

My feelings for her had always made me feel uneasy, just like that social studies teacher. The difference was that I never acted on those feelings. I repressed them, locking them in a box, then throwing away the key. But as hard as I tried to stop thinking about her, the sexual fantasies persisted. She had even fueled two wet dreams during my thirties, but then again, so had her sisters.

To this day, I felt like a creepy old man perving on an innocent young woman so achingly out of my league it pained me. But I couldn’t help the way I felt, even if I never acted.

Yet, there I stood. I was in the henhouse, standing atop Lillie’s plush white carpet. A snow-white comforter covered her queen-sized bed, heaped with pillows and her favorite stuffed animals. Her desk sat under her window with a thin laptop sitting dead center surrounded by framed pictures of her family and friends.

One picture caught my eye. It was a picture of me standing alone at the beach, smiling into the camera that Angie held. That wasn’t the only thing that caught my eye. I’d no sooner turned my attention from the framed photo when I spotted a familiar gray sweatshirt draped over the back of her desk chair.

Behind me, a lock clicked, breaking me out of my reverie.

My pulse quickened, and I whirled to find Lillie standing a few feet away, following my gaze.

She picked up my hand, lacing her fingers in mine as she took me over to her desk and picked up the framed photo.

“You posted this on one of your social media accounts last year,” she said, then turned to face me. “Is it creepy that I printed and framed your picture? You just look so handsome and ….”

She swallowed hard and peered into my eyes, her normally confident expression suddenly nervous. It was strange seeing Lillie that way without her air of unwavering bravado and overflowing confidence.

I squeezed her hand, encouraging her. “And what?”

“And I’ve had a massive thing for you for so long I can’t remember a time I didn’t. I’m still scared to death you’ll run away from me and tell me I’m too young. It just seemed overwhelmingly impossible that I could ever be with you. At least if I had your photo with me, I could look at you whenever I wanted.”

I picked up the sweatshirt and gazed at it for a long time, wondering how to broach the subject. “Becca has a sweatshirt just like this one.”

Lillie frowned, turning her attention from me to the sweatshirt. “What? Oh, right. We all got matching sweatshirts when we went on a ski trip last year.”

That explained the mystery of the gray sweatshirt. I smiled at her. “You wore this the other night when you came to visit me.”

Lillie stared at the sweatshirt and bit her lower lip as if she were afraid to move.

All the cards were on the table, and I’d clearly found my mystery lady. “Why did you run away after?”

Her eyes welled with tears, and she turned her attention from the sweatshirt to me. Our eyes locked, and she looked adorably terrified. “Are you mad?”

I tossed the sweatshirt onto her chair and picked up her free hand, holding both as I gazed into her eyes. Falling in love with her was inevitable. I was toast. “I’m not upset, just confused. Here I had the single best sexual experience of my life and the woman who gave me that gift ran away before we could do more.”

Lillie grinned, some of her confidence returning. “You just called me a woman. Not a girl. A woman.”

I chuckled, then leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips. When I drew back, Lillie’s eyes were swimming in a hazy pool of what felt like longing. “You are a woman. My woman.”

Lillie beamed. Her entire face lit up like Christmas morning. Her shoulders relaxed and she let out a held breath. “I told Jenna and then she told mom. I was so nervous.”

“That’s why you ran away?”

Lillie nodded. “I was scared you’d be furious with me. I knew it was wrong, but I just couldn’t help myself. If you only knew how many times I touched myself thinking of you. Well, it’s a lot.”

Technically, what she did was sexual assault, but I certainly didn’t feel like a victim. Had she not blindfolded me, I would have gleefully consented. “Next time, I’d like to watch you do it.”

Lillie released her grip on my hand and reached down, touching my cock as she gazed up at me, her eyes exuding virginal innocence. “Next time as in right now?”

I played out my next move in my head, and a rush of hormonal lust left my head spinning. I licked the dryness from my lips and tried to steady myself on my rubbery legs. “Right now, I need to see you.”

Lillie smiled at me. Her entire aura radiated joy with her eyes leading the charge. She reached behind her back as if to take off her bikini top.

“Wait.” I touched her arm, stopping her. “Can I do it?”

She nodded at me and inched closer, peering into my eyes as she pulled on the drawstring of my swim trunks. “We’ll undress each other.”

Her voice was hypnotizing, and I soaked in every curve and line of her exquisite face, memorizing the lush moisture of her bubble-gum lips. With my hands shaking, I reached behind her back and unhooked the single fastener holding her top in place.

The top sprang free, and her breasts jiggled slightly as the material fell away and dropped to the floor.

I stepped back slightly and held her gaze, terrified to look down at her big, beautiful, and completely bare breasts. “You’re sure? This will change everything.”

She nodded without hesitation. “You’re not leaving this bed. Not tonight. Not ever.”

I grinned and gazed down at breasts I already knew were perfect.

I wasn’t disappointed. They were full and naturally round, slightly bigger than Jenna’s, but so close they could’ve been twins. Lillie’s quarter-sized areolas were puffy pink and centered with thick, suckable nipples. Her breasts were equally sized and close enough together to form a mound of natural cleavage.

Tan lines crisscrossed her breasts so close to the outer rim of her areolas it surprised me. To think, just a thin sliver of material separated Lillie’s nipples from the rest of the world. They were Maxim tits. The kind you thought only existed because of Photoshop, camera filters, or a damn fine plastic surgeon. Only I knew Lillie had never gone under the knife because I’d watched her grow up. The only part missing was the last five years when she’d turned from a girl into a grown woman.

Lillie glanced up at me nervously, her fingers tracing the outline of my stiff cock, still pulsing inside my now loose swim trunks.

I cupped the underside of her breast and gently squeezed as I soaked her in, my jaw scraping the floor. I licked the cotton from my lips. “Wow. I don’t have words.”

She giggled, then perched on her toes and kissed me. “Your face says it all. They’re just boobs. What’s the big deal?”

I cupped both breasts in my hands and squeezed. Her nipples hardened against my palms, and I slid my hands over them, tweaking her stiff nipples as my cock throbbed, oozing pre-cum. “And the Mona Lisa is just a painting.”

She kept her eyes locked on mine, letting me play with her natural treasures. “I already know you have a big, thick, beautiful cock. Now I get to feel it stretch me out.”

Holy fucking shit. My cock kicked in her hand I nearly came on the spot. “Lill, I don’t have a condom.”

Lillie dipped her fingers inside the waistband of my swim trunks and circled her warm fingers around my stiff cock. “Other boys wear condoms. You’re not them. You will never wear a condom with me.”

I squeezed her tits, filling my hands full as I kneaded them between my open fingers. “Birth control?”

She shook her head. “I’m not on the pill or anything else.”

“I’ll pull out,” I said.

She looked up at me, eyes pleading. “I don’t want you to pull out.”

I laughed as if she wasn’t serious. “You want to get pregnant?”

“It’s a safe time of the month for me. I’ll pick up a morning-after pill and go on birth control starting tomorrow.”

I sighed but couldn’t take my hands off her incredible rack. “I’ll drive you first thing in the morning.”

Lillie stroked my cock while she ripped out my soul with her big blue eyes. “We can have a breakfast date?”

I grinned. “I’ll even let you pick the place.”

She perched on her toes and kissed me. When she came away, her eyes radiated pure joy that lit my inside up like the morning sun.

“Good. Now enough talk. I want to ride you.”

I felt as if the world had opened a window on my once stagnated soul. It was as if cool air rushed into my psyche and chased away the oppressive sameness that had threatened my marriage. I was having sex with Lillie to save my marriage and who knew what else? Was a future possible with a nineteen-year-old co-ed? We had already tossed convention on its ear. Why the hell not?

Still palming her breasts, I leaned in and found Lillie’s mouth with mine. Our lips met and our tongues twined together, languidly at first before we opened our mouths wide and really went at it. We came together, hot and urgent. I let my tongue roam where it may, freely exploring Lillie’s mouth while I reluctantly released her big, springy tits. I hooked my thumbs on either side of Lillie’s bikini bottoms and pulled them over her tight little hips.

Lillie moaned in my mouth, deepening the kiss until our mouths couldn’t get any wider. Her tongue was everywhere inside my mouth. Exploring every inch as if she couldn’t get enough. She sucked my tongue into her mouth and stroked my cock as her moans intensified.

I dipped my hand between her legs and my fingers brushed up against her smooth, soaking wet pussy. Our hot tub experience came roaring back and my breathing labored as my head swam with a feral need to pump my seed deep inside the perky little blonde.

Lillie broke off our kiss and stepped out of her bottoms. She gazed up at me with fevered eyes and unbridled lust. She hastily pulled off my swim trunks, allowing my cock to spring free while I tugged off my t-shirt and tossed it aside.

Without wasting another second, I climbed onto Lillie’s virgin white bed and stretched out on my back. With my cock towering over my mid-section, I propped myself up on my elbows to get a good long look at her naked body.

It was a rare moment when reality surpassed fantasy. Lillie was the quintessential fantasy girl with round, springy breasts, a flat tummy, and a compact bubble butt. Her pussy was utterly hairless, as if she had either waxed it or had some kind of laser hair removal. Her adorable pink slit looked way too pretty to handle the fire-breathing dragon towering over my body.

Her complexion was unmarked and flawless. A diamond stud pierced her navel, but otherwise, she had no visible tattoos. Her rich golden locks had dried, and tumbled over her shoulders, ending well below her shoulders. Natural blonde wisps floated out from the nape of her neck. She wore no makeup, and there was nothing fake about her. From the natural color of her hair to the organic sway of her extraordinary breasts, she was the girl next door. The one you brought home to mom, married, and held onto for the rest of your life.

Smiling from ear to ear, Lillie crawled onto the bed. As she maneuvered her way up my body, her big breasts jiggled along with her. Her eyes locked on my cock. She licked her lips as she fully straddled me, sitting on my upper thighs with my cock swaying in front of her like a toy.

Lillie tucked a lock of hair behind her ear and grabbed hold of my cock in one hand. She slowly stroked it and played with it between her fingers until she milked a bead of clear pre-cum onto the tip of my cock. “You have the prettiest penis I’ve ever seen.”

I watched her move atop me, completely transfixed. How did she not know how beautiful she was? My cock pulsed in her hand as hard as asphalt. “Cocks aren’t pretty. You’re pretty.”

Lillie smiled at me, her eyes twinkling. She leaned forward and kissed the tip of my cock, licking up the pre-cum before she swirled her tongue around my knob, all the while eyeing me. “You taste good, too.”

It was difficult speaking through the rush of heady lust, turning my mind into a hazy vat of gelatin. She was just so fucking beautiful.

I moaned with pleasure, lifting and lowering my hips as the tip of my cock slipped between her juicy lips. “As good as it was with the blindfold, I prefer this view.”

Lillie sealed her lips around my cock while she stroked my shaft. As I pumped my hips, my glans trailed along the flat of her tongue, leaving me edging on the brink of orgasm. It was embarrassingly fast, but I was only human.

“Baby, I’m edging.”

My words came out in a rush as panic surged through me. I wasn’t ready to come. Given the stimulus, even if I came, I knew I would stay hard. I prepared myself for a sexual marathon that could continue until dawn. If it meant coming early, then I would.

Lillie came off my cock, leaving behind a thin trail of saliva. She squeezed my shaft, cutting off the encroaching orgasm as she gazed into my eyes. “I want to do everything with you. Consider me your fuck toy. Not just tonight, but forever. I want you to fuck me whenever and wherever you want.”

I couldn’t believe my ears. Was this pillow talk, or was she for real? “What do you mean?”

She released some of the pressure on my cock and gently stroked, as if giving me time to come back from the edge. “I mean, if you want to fuck me at breakfast, lift my nightshirt, pull off my panties and fuck me until you come. If you want to fuck me in the pool with everyone watching, I’m your woman. We fuck where and when we want. It’s my biggest kink with imagining our sex lives together.”

As I pondered her words, I watched the subtle way her tits jiggled as she continued stroking me, which only made me want her more. “Hypothetically, let’s say we’re at the movies and Angie is on one side and you’re on the other. The mood strikes me, and I want to have sex with you. What happens next?”

Her eyes lit up. “You pull me onto your lap, push aside my panties, and fuck me until you drop a massive load into my pussy.” She giggled. “That doesn’t mean they won’t kick us out of the theater.”

“Free use? Does that go for threesomes?”

Her smile widened. “Especially for threesomes. I think Angie dips her toe in the lady pond. We can fuck her together.”

“Angie would love that.”

Lillie giggled, then leaned forward and kissed the tip of my cock again. “I know. She already told me.”

After what I’d been through the past few days, nothing surprised me. I frowned, pondering my next words. “Call me old school, but I’m not really into sharing you with other guys.”

“Good. Because I’m not interested in other guys. But if you told me to have sex with another man, I would. What you say goes.”

“Anything?”

“Anything,” she said. “My one ask is that you don’t break my heart.”

I considered her words. “If I wanted to have sex with your sisters? Would that break your heart?”

Lillie leaned forward and licked up the pre-cum oozing from my cock. “It would break my heart if you didn’t have sex with them. They would kill me if I kept you all to myself.”

“You don’t want to date other men? Are you sure?”

“There’s a lot more I want, but you’re the only man who can give it to me.”

Lillie sat upright, then inched forward, repositioning herself until she straddled my waist. My cock nuzzled the flat of her stomach and throbbed against her warm skin. The size of my hard cock juxtaposed with her petite body left me wondering how I would ever fit inside her.

Lillie took my cock in hand and inched her way forward, guiding the thick of my shaft against her wet pussy. As she worked my cock up and down her pretty little slit, her mouth fell open, and her breathing turned labored. “I’ve wanted this for so long. You have no idea.”

“Oh, trust me. I’ve wanted you just as bad.”

She grinned. “Then get ready to feast.”

I placed my hands on her hips and squeezed, riding her hips as she moved forward and backward.

Lillie stroked my cock as she used my shaft to prime her pussy. She moved in smooth, sinuous waves, causing her belly to ripple and her breasts to sway gently from side to side. Her stiff nipples stood atop her puffy pink areolas, upturned and picture perfect.

The heat from Lillie’s pussy gathered around my cock as it pulsed inside her nimble fingers. My shaft glistened with her wetness as the sexual frenzy from Lillie’s blowjob resurfaced. I wasn’t ready to come, but it wouldn’t take much. If I came, I was sure I could keep going, but it would take the edge off. Besides, she was way too hot to realistically hold out for much longer. But my pride dictated that I wait until I was inside her.

Lillie bit her lower lip and gazed down at me, her eyes smoldering. “Are you ready?”

“Yes,” I said, croaking out the word.

As Lillie guided my tip along her soaking wet slit, I palmed one of her fat tits, tweaking her nipple between my thumb and forefinger. With a moan, Lillie sank onto my rigid cock and shuddered.

My tip barely slipped inside her before I met a wall of resistance and a wellspring of pure pleasure. I groaned and cranked my hips, working my cock, inching deeper while Lillie’s eyes swam with pleasure.

“God, baby, you’re huge,” Lillie said.

Her breaths came in short, ragged pulls, and her breasts heaved. She planted her hands on my muscled pecs and leaned forward, forcing her tits together as she swiveled her hips. Her golden hair tumbled over her shoulders and fell forward, tickling my chest.

“We can stop if it hurts,” I said.

Lillie shook her head. Her eyes registering defiance. “I’ll be fine. Don’t you dare stop.” She churned her hips, moaning as she took me deeper. “Your cock feels so fucking good.”

I rocked my hips, forcing my cock deeper. Her inner wall muscles clamped down on my manhood, pulsing as I held still. With Lillie’s tits in my face, I raised my head just enough to suck a pastel pink areola into my mouth and swirl my tongue over her fat nipple. She hardened in my mouth, and I scooped up her free tit, kneading it in my hands as I continued inching my way deeper.

With my cock buried halfway inside her, Lillie churned her hips, groaning with pleasure as she dug her fingers into my chest. She let out a sharp gasp and shifted her body weight as my cock slipped all the way inside her and I gazed down to find my shaft buried to the root.

“Yes,” she said, hissing out the word.

Her pussy enveloped my cock in a tight, hot sheath of squirming resistance. I had never experienced a woman as tight, and I savored the sensation of my cock expanding inside her, pulsing and throbbing as Lillie’s moans filled the room.

Orgasmic bliss wasn’t far away, and I had resigned myself from giving in to the urge. I would fill her with my seed, again and again until we were both sated — pregnancy be damned. A big part of me wanted to have a baby with her, to know it was our child growing inside her.

My head swam with that primal urge to procreate, and I churned my hips, slowly pumping in and out as Lillie’s grinding hips matched my rhythm. I released her nipple from my mouth, letting her breast pop free as I laid back and watched her move.

Lillie sat upright with my cock buried deep inside her. She swiveled her hips, plumbing her buttery depths with my steel-hard rod. She moaned as she gazed down at me, her eyes hazy and oozing lust. “Baby, this feels so right.”

I grabbed her hips and ground my cock inside her, stirring her insides as I gazed into her eyes. “You’re mine.”

Lillie furrowed her brow and bit her lower lip, nodding at me as pleasure warped her expression. She moved her hips to match mine, changing to a front-to-back motion, her inner walls flexing and squeezing, milking my cock as she gazed into my eyes. Her breaths came short and fast, sharper than before.

There was a look in her eyes I’d never seen. Warmth? Adoration? Whatever it was, she looked genuinely happy.

“I love you,” she said. “I always have, and I always will.”

Her words caught me off-guard, but burned hot in my psyche, fueling a wave of lust so strong, it spun my head. I paused for fear of erupting inside her and waited a moment while I held her gaze.

“I love you too, princess,” I said.

The words came easily and felt natural because they were true. I loved her and I had for a long time. There was no point denying it. We had eradicated the barriers between us, and whatever fallout came our way, we would endure together.

Lillie came off my cock and dropped back down, fucking me with zeal as her breasts swirled, gaining momentum. “Never, ever stop fucking me. I want you now and forever.”

That wasn’t pillow talk. She meant those words which took me back to the vow I made her. She gave herself to me and I promised to safeguard her heart. We were halfway across the river with the bridge burning behind us. There was no going back. I would love her, protect her, and cherish every moment we shared. At that moment, I truly gave her my heart.

I squeezed her ass and rode her hips up and down. Lillie bounced on my cock and our skin clapped together. Her tits turned in tight circles, slapping together when they met in the middle.

Lillie groaned with enough volume to wake the dead. If a party wasn’t raging downstairs, the entire house would have heard. If she didn’t care, neither did I. If she wanted me to own her and use her like my fuck toy, who was I to deny her fantasy? She clearly enjoyed being submissive in the bedroom. Maybe it was because she lived her life bossing everyone else?

We moved into fifth gear, with Lillie bouncing atop me like she was riding a pogo stick. Her tits were a blur, slapping and bouncing, as friction heated my cock to the boiling point. She screamed my name between her broken moans and stiff grunts, repeating it for the world to hear. That and she told me over and over how much she loved me.

I was on the brink, my orgasm pounding on the door, when Lillie’s body stiffened and shuddered. A rash of goosebumps spread across her chest like wildfire. She gasped and leaned forward, bracing herself on my chest as a major-league orgasm ripped through her.

Her breaths came short and fast, and she locked her eyes on mine as she dug her fingers into my chest. “Baby… coming… coming so hard.”

My cock pulsed like a machine gun, and the damn broke. My vision blurred as I grabbed handfuls of her bubble butt and pinned her to my cock. With a guttural grunt, I pulled her down, burying my cock to the root just as my orgasm erupted. Jets of white hot cum raced from my balls and gushed deep inside Lillie’s unprotected womb.

I came with so much force, it shocked me. I had experienced plenty of orgasms in my life, but none on that scale. It was, by far, the most powerful orgasm I had ever experienced, fueling a load so massive I shuddered to think of just how much cum I pumped inside her.

Lillie’s eyes rolled back in her head, and she fell forward, planting her elbows on my chest as her pussy spasmed, milking me dry. She found my mouth with hers and we kissed, our tongues swimming together, our lust unquenched.

Even after I came, Lillie didn’t relent. She kept pumping my cock as if I hadn’t just dropped the atom bomb of orgasms directly into her womb. Then it hit me. She would keep fucking me until I told her to stop or gave her direction.

I grinned and squeezed her fat tits in both hands, mauling them as I tweaked her nipples. “Get on your hands and knees. I want to fuck you from behind.”

“Yes, daddy,” Lillie said, her voice obedient.

She climbed off my cock, revealing the massive load leaking from her ravaged hole. More cum drizzled down her inner thigh as a thick white pearl surfaced just inside her pussy.

Lillie paused for a moment, spreading apart her pussy and proudly showing me our results. She grinned up. “That was a massive load. Can you do it again?”

It was my finest work and her pussy looked no less perfect, even after I split her in half. “I can do it again and again after that. Don’t get comfortable.”

Her eyes gleamed with joy. “Yes, daddy.”

She scrambled onto all fours, presenting me with the tightest ass on the planet and a front row view to her pussy already primed with my leaking load.

With my cock still hard, I came up behind her and pushed inside in one smooth stroke. Her pussy gobbled me up, and my cock throbbed deep inside her, buried to the hilt as I caressed her ass cheeks. “That’s a good girl.”

Lillie rested her forearms on the mound of pillows by her headboard. Her tits swung invitingly below her chest, swaying into view on either side of her chest. She glanced back at me over her shoulder and grinned. “I came three times already.”

I started fucking her, slow and steady, as I frowned at her in confusion. “I thought it was once?”

“I’m counting the hot tub. God, I came so hard in the hot tub.” She grunted as I pounded her from behind. “I came again when you put your cock inside me.” Her eyes glossed over as I paused, pinning my cock deep inside her. “Oh, daddy. I’m coming again.”

She turned her head away and stiffed as her legs shuddering with the telltale signs of an orgasm. She grabbed a pillow between her hands and braced herself as I wrecked her from behind.

I went ham on her pussy, fucking her with reckless abandon, savoring her moans and shallow grunts. We fucked for ten more minutes in that position with my mid-section clapping off Lillie’s barely jiggling ass. Her bedsprings squeaked a singsong cadence, rising with Lillie’s warbling moans of pleasure.

“Fuck!” Lillie shouted and stiffened. “Oh, daddy. I’m coming all over your gigantic cock.” Her words came out clipped through broken grunts.

Again, her body stiffened and shuddered as a massive orgasm swept over her and she clamped down on my cock with her crazy tight pussy.

Although I was close to coming again, our first fuck took the edge off. That didn’t mean I was done. I pulled my glistening, cum-covered cock from Lillie’s pussy, where a never-ending supply leaked down her leg.

As Lillie relaxed, she heaved for breath, her legs shaking beneath her. A light sheen of sweat covered her back and my chest. We had fucked for over thirty minutes, and I wasn’t done.

I patted her ass and sat back on my knees. “Flip over onto your back, baby girl. I want to come inside you again. Then we’ll take a shower together.”

“Okay, daddy,” Lillie said, her voice enthusiastic.

She flopped over onto her back and spread her legs. Her tiny pink pussy was red and puffy with sex. She would be sore in the morning and part of me felt bad, but the huge grin on her face told me she was floating on cloud nine.

I crawled up between her legs and guided my tip up and down her wet slit. “Are you sure you’re okay to keep going?”

She nodded and coiled her legs around my thighs, drawing me forward. “Definitely. Stick it in me.”

I pulled her ass up and moved her body, lining her up so she could comfortably take my cock. With a groan, I slid inside her, savoring the tightness of her amazing teenage pussy. “Baby, you are so fucking tight.”

Lillie wrapped her arms around my neck and slid her fingers through the hair at the nape of my neck. “That’s because I was a virgin until you deflowered me.”

My jaw dropped. I stopped and stared at her with my cock buried deep. “You’re joking, right?”

She giggled and shook her head. “You should see your face right now.”

“If I had known you were a virgin, I wouldn’t have….”

“Which is why I didn’t tell you,” she said. “You were always going to be my first.”

“That stuff about condoms?”

“I made that up. I mean, it’s not like a million boys haven’t tried to have sex with me. Brad practically went out of his mind with the cock teasing.” She shrugged. “My flower is for one man only. And I just gave it to him.”

“Lill, I don’t know what to say.” I swallowed the lump rising in my throat. “I’m honored, but I wish you would have told me.”

Lillie moved her hips and fucked me, slow and deep. She studied me closely, playing with the hair on my neck. “I’m glad I waited. Did you mean what you said earlier? Do you really love me?”

She gazed up at me expectantly. I leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips, then drew back, meeting her gaze. “I love you. Does that answer your question?”

Lillie grinned and nodded with satisfaction. “In case you didn’t know, I love you too.”

She wrapped her legs around my waist and locked her ankles behind my back. She pulled me in tight and clamped down as I bottomed out inside her. “I love you so, so much.”

Her round tits mashed up against my chest, billowing out on her sides. Her pussy pulsed around my cock, flexing and releasing as it pulsed with her heartbeat. Then there was the look of pure love in her eyes as she gazed up at me. With the languid pace of our intensely intimate sex, my last shred of defense gave way. “Baby, I’m coming again.”

Lillie pressed her forehead against mine and stared into my eyes as I grunted and came. Exploding inside her for the second time, spilling thick ropes of milky cum into her depths. The climax wasn’t as violent as my first orgasm, but this one held an intimacy that made it more satisfying.

Lillie took every drop, milking my cock dry as she kissed me. Afterward, I stayed inside her, resting my head between her breasts as I caught my breath. I was well and truly spent. At least for a while.

Lillie kissed me and played with my hair some more before caressing my back with her fingers. Her touch was so gentle and loving that I couldn’t believe this was the same bossy firecracker who marched around the house like she owned it.

A few minutes later, we showered in Lillie’s bathroom before returning to her bed and climbing in together, both of us naked.

She came in close and wrapped her legs around my body, hugging me tight as we kissed.

I pushed an errant lock of her wet hair away from her eye and took a good, long look at her beautiful face. “So that stuff you said about us having sex wherever and whenever? Was that heat of the moment stuff, or did you mean it?”

“I meant every word. I’m yours and you’re mine. Whenever either of us needs sex, we should have it right then and there.”

“So, if I wake up in the middle of the night so horny I can’t sleep, I can —”

“Fuck me,” she said, finishing my sentence for me. “If you don’t, you’ll make me upset.”

“Okay. Good to know. You won’t bite my head off?”

Lillie giggled. “No, baby. I may suck your head off, but I’ll never bite. Well, not in bed anyway. You could still piss me off in other ways.”

I smiled and kissed her. “This seems like it’s all too good to be true.”

Lillie shrugged. “I’ve waited a long time to have sex. Now that I’ve ripped off the band-aid, I want to have sex with you… a lot of sex.”

I chuckled. “Okay. I’ll keep up my end of the bargain.”

She kissed me. “Good. There’s one more thing before I forget.”

“Yeah? Name it.”

“A few of my friends and their boyfriends are planning a couple’s trip to Charleston in a few weeks. It’s the week before Becca’s pageant. Will you go with me?”

This was part of my promise. Did I want to hang out with a bunch of college boys for a long weekend? Maybe not. But I wanted Lillie, and if she wanted me to go, I would go. “I’ll book the plane tickets and the room. Text me the dates.”

Her eyes lit up, and she squeezed me tight. “Thank you. I’m so happy you didn’t turn me down.”

I laughed. “Like I could ever turn you down.”

“By the way, Angie already knows about the trip. She knows about a lot of things, including my feelings for you.”

I pulled back so I could get a good look into her eyes. “How did that go?”

“Fine. As crazy as it all sounds, she’s happy for us.”

I chuckled and shook my head. “I hope Max doesn’t get pissed at me.”

“I wouldn’t worry about Max,” she said. “He’s a lot like you. We just need to be up front and honest with him.”

“He has a massive crush on you.”

“He knows I have feelings for you. He didn’t come out and say it, but he’s very intuitive. You should give him more credit. Besides, I hung all over you on the night you arrived. If that didn’t clue him in, nothing will.”

“I suppose we’ll cross that bridge when we get there.”

I checked the clock. It was almost four am. “We need to sleep.”

“You’re still taking me to breakfast, right?”

“Of course. But I’m going out with Becca tomorrow afternoon. Are you okay with that?”

Lillie nodded. “She’s crazy about you.”

“I know. She told me.”

“Just so long as you don’t forget about me, we’ll be fine.”

“Like that could ever happen.”

Lillie giggled and pressed her naked body tight against mine. Her nipples stiffened against my chest and the heat from her pussy radiated up my leg.

Lillie gazed into my eyes, her expression pleading. “Daddy?”

“Yes, princess?”

“I’m still horny. Can we do it again?”


Dream Dates



Chapter ten
Lizard Brain


It turned out, Lillie wasn’t kidding when she promised me free use whenever and wherever the mood struck. Only I wasn’t the first one to pop that balloon. It happened the very next morning when Lillie and I arrived at the drugstore to pick up a morning-after pill.

In the backseat of my SUV, right there in the drugstore parking lot, Lillie sat atop me, my cock stuffed deep inside her. Her breathy moans rose above the air conditioner running full tilt and the radio spitting out a pop song I didn’t recognize.

Her white tank top and denim skirt circled her waist, leaving her completely exposed. To my pure delight, she hadn’t bothered with a bra and encouraged rampant groping. I barely had time to pull her panties aside before she had my cock in hand, then halfway inside her.

Lillie’s ripe, round breasts bounced in my face, and pure ecstasy contorted her angelic face. Her soft moans and broken grunts put an exclamation point on what was already the best sex of my life.

I grunted, my brain fuzzy with a lethal dose of high-octane pleasure. I leaned forward and inhaled one of her fat nipples, gently nibbling as I sucked her areola between my lips. With my cock jack hammering her insides, I palmed Lillie’s ass and kneaded her flesh between my open fingers. She did most of the work, but I helped by guiding her up and down motion.

“Baby, don’t stop,” Lillie said. “I’m so close.”

Her words came out in a breathless rush. She grabbed fistfuls of my shaggy hair, using my locks like a crash bar on a roller coaster ride.

Even at the risk of our getting caught, or even arrested, she was absolutely irresistible. Wisps of her golden hair floated from the back of her neck and escaped her ponytail holder, where her long ponytail swayed from side to side.

Her scent was equally addicting. She smelled like a mix of tropical flowers, fresh baby powder and dryer sheets. The way she peered into my soul with her big blue eyes, turned me into a mass of congealed goop, completely at her mercy.

My tinted windows didn’t stop the shocked looks directed our way from customers heading into the drugstore. Those jaw-dropping stares were likely fueled by my car, rocking on its overworked shocks, and the orgasmic cries from Lillie as she threw caution to the wind.

I released my suction hold on Lillie’s nipple and sat back to watch her move atop me. Her tits rolled in tight circles, slapping together as the leather seats squeaked under my bare ass.

Lillie leaned forward and found my mouth with hers. Our lips met and our tongues swirled together. Her moans filled my mouth as she pumped her hips, milking my sizzling hot cock.

Even after our fifth round, there was only so much I could take before blowing another massive load inside the voluptuous blonde co-ed.

Lillie broke our kiss and wrapped her arms around my neck. She rested her forehead against mine and we locked eyes. With each upward thrust, I bottomed out inside her, where my knob met her cervix, causing Lillie to grunt.

Her eyes took on a hazy, faraway look, and she bit her lower lip. “Baby, I’m coming so fucking hard.”

Lillie barely got the words out before she stiffened and her pussy spasmed. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and she fell forward, mashing her jiggling breasts against my chest as she buried her face in my neck.

Her warm breath tickled my ear, and her tongue swirled over my earlobe. “Come inside me.”

Just like the four times before, my rational side told me to pull out, but my lizard brain overruled. I cupped her bare ass in both hands and pinned my cock inside her to the root. My head swam with an urgent need to come, and I grunted, exploding inside her as I drew her toward me.

The dopamine release was heaven sent with pleasure spiking to an all-time high, sending me into the stratosphere. I came again and again, pumping my cock as I unloaded thick ropes of potent spunk directly into her unprotected womb.

I buried my nose behind her ear and breathed in her addictive scent. My head swam with ecstasy as my orgasm crested and I hung at the apex, savoring the moment until I came back down the mountain.

Lillie slumped forward, her chest heaving as she relaxed against me. She kissed her way up and down my neck, and when she reached my ear, she whispered, “I love you.”

I cupped her ass and nuzzled her in tight. Her pussy spasmed around my cock with aftershocks, milking the jizz still leaking from my overworked cock. “I love you too, my fairytale princess.”

Lillie kissed her way along my jawline, running her fingers through my hair until her eyes met mine. “I love it when you call me your princess.”

I grinned and kissed her softly on the lips. “Well then, princess, do you think you can hold out for five minutes while we’re in the drugstore?”

Lillie shrugged, and she averted her gaze, finding a sudden interest in a loose button on my shirt. She picked it up and rolled it between her fingers.

I kissed her cheek. The mood had taken a nosedive. Had I said something wrong? “Baby, what’s wrong?”

“You promised to take me to breakfast,” she said. “We can do this later.”

“Lill, we’re kind of on the clock here. There’s a reason they call it the morning-after pill. It’ll take five minutes and then we can go wherever you want to eat breakfast.”

She nodded but wouldn’t meet my gaze. “Or we can just go home and go back to bed.”

For whatever reason, Lillie didn’t want to go into the store. Was she embarrassed? “I’ll go in and pick it up. You stay here.”

She grabbed my arms and squeezed, her eyes panicked. “No.” She looked up and met my gaze, once again crushing me with her amazing blue eyes. “We’ll go in together. Like a proper couple.”

I picked up the straps of her tank top and guided them up and over her shoulders. I neatly tucked away her breasts before adjusting the straps, making sure she was exactly as I found her when we left home earlier.

A billowy mound of braless cleavage swelled from her top. And her stiff nipples poked through the thin cotton material. Less than twenty-four-hours ago, it was a sight that would’ve stopped me dead in my tracks. Now, I could play with them whenever the mood struck.

I frowned at her. “Are you saying we aren’t a proper couple?”

I meant the question as a joke, but Lillie’s eyes widened, and her jaw dropped. “That’s not all what I’m saying. Yes, we’re a proper couple. One-thousand percent proper. I only said that because I’m not sure if you believe we’re a real couple.”

“We just had sex five times in less than eight hours. That’s as real as it gets.”

Lillie giggled and nodded, her eyes twinkling as if whatever was bothering her had passed. “I want to go to that new pancake place. The one where they serve a hundred different styles of pancakes. Afterward, we can go home and play in the pool and hot tub together.”

“Your sister might have words with you.”

Lillie sighed and sagged forward. “Do you really have to go on that stupid date with Becca?”

“How would you feel if I canceled one of our dates at the last minute?”

“I would understand,” she said.

I laughed and smacked her ass. “You’re such a liar.”

Lillie giggled again, then came off my cock, taking a river of fresh cum with her. It oozed from her pussy, leaking down her leg before dripping onto my black leather seat.

“That’s a lake-sized load,” Lillie said.

“If you weren’t so pretty, it wouldn’t be a problem,” I said.

Lillie slipped her white cotton panties over her pussy and ignored the cum leaking down her leg. “Who said it was a problem? I love feeling you explode inside me. There’s nothing better in the whole word.”

She rolled off me and onto the seat beside me before pulling her dress back into place and adjusting her boobs. There was something off about her expression. Something sad.

I frowned and picked up her hand, squeezing it in mine. “Baby, what’s wrong?”

She gave me a forced smile and squeezed back. “Nothing that a stack of chocolate chip pancakes won’t solve. Come on. Let’s get this over with.”

Lillie climbed out of the car and shut the door behind her. We crossed the parking lot together, hand-in-hand, before making our way into the drugstore. There were only a handful of customers so early on a Saturday morning, which suited me just fine.

I led her through the store until we found the family planning aisle.

“This is it,” I said.

Lillie remained silent, letting me lead her by the hand as if she were a death row inmate facing the executioner’s ax. I stopped in front of the shelf holding a variety of birth control options, including several brands of morning-after pills.

She gazed at the boxes, her expression flat. She let go of my hand and folded her arms over her chest, staring blankly ahead. “Pick whatever. I don’t care.”

That’s when it hit me. It was so obvious. Why hadn’t I picked up on it earlier? She wanted to get pregnant. Meanwhile, I assumed she was too young to want that. Especially with me.

I had always wanted a big family. It was Angie who wanted to stop after she got pregnant with Max. If Lillie wanted to get pregnant, I would happily knock her up.

“You know… we don’t have to do this,” I said.

Lillie whipped her head around and frowned at me. “We don’t have to do what?”

I unfolded her arms and took her hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze. “Lillie, do you want to get pregnant?”

Her expression softened, and her eyes welled up with tears. “It’s not that….” Her voice broke with raw emotion and her chin quivered.

I turned her around to face me and picked up her other hand, taking them both in mine. “It’s okay. Tell me what’s going on.”

She took a deep breath and let it out before meeting my gaze. “The thought of erasing a baby we made from our love makes me sick. I love you so much….” She had to pause a moment to collect herself. “If we get pregnant, I wouldn’t mind. It’s not that I’m trying to get pregnant, it’s just….” She shrugged. “Would it be so bad to have a family with me?”

She gazed up at me, her eyes pleading and hopeful. “It would be wonderful having a family with you. If this is what you want, I’m on board. Is it crazy and impetuous? Hell yes.” I grinned. “Let’s do it.”

A smile broke across her face, and she clapped, squealing with delight, before she leaped into my arms and wrapped me in a bear hug. “I love you so, so much.”

I laughed and hugged her tight before a familiar voice shook me to my core.

“Dad? Lillie? What are you guys doing here?”

I set Lillie down and we whirled to find my son, Max, standing in the aisle with his friend Thomas and Thomas’ mother, Karen Harding.

Max wore a stunned expression and gawked at Lillie and me as if he’d just seen a ghost.

“Hey, Max,” I said. “How was the sleepover?”

I spoke before I could even think, and the words tumbled out of me with cringe inducing awkwardness.

“Your dad is taking me to breakfast,” Lillie said.

Unlike me, Lillie spoke with unwavering confidence. As if finding us together in the family planning section of the drugstore at 8 AM on a random Friday morning was the most natural thing in the world.

Meanwhile, Karen folded her arms over her chest and glanced down her nose at Lillie and me.

I never liked Karen Harding. Angie and I went out with her and her ex-husband twice, but the connection never clicked. Karen was the type of person who got into other people’s business, then gossiped to anyone who would listen.

“Hi, Mrs. Harding. How’s your summer going?” Lillie smiled at Karen, who was also Lillie’s old high school English teacher.

“Hello, Lillie. My summer just got a lot more interesting.” She smiled between us, raising an eyebrow as if she’d busted me with my hand in the cookie jar. Then she turned her full attention back to me. “Where’s Angie? Does she know you’re… going to breakfast?”

Her words oozed with so much sarcasm they could have performed their own eye roll. “Yep. Angie was the one who sent us to the drugstore. Lillie’s helping me pick out the right… uhhh… brand.”

Max’s shoulders eased, and he seemed to relax. “We’re going to Thomas’ soccer game.”

“You need anything? Money for lunch maybe?”

“Mom already handled it,” Max said. “But thanks.”

Karen’s eyes flickered between us as if trying to figure out just how full of shit we were. “It’s too bad you’re married. My charity is holding a bachelor auction in a couple of weeks. You could’ve single-handedly helped us beat our fund raising goal.”

That came out of left field. I turned my attention to the aptly named Karen. “Yeah. Too bad.”

“Oh, he could totally do it,” Lillie said. “It’s for a good cause, right?”

Karen’s eyes lit up. “All proceeds go to the women’s shelter.”

“Angie wouldn’t mind,” Lillie said. “She’s super cool about that kind of stuff.”

Karen raised an eyebrow and grinned at me. “Is she now?”

“She may be cool with it, but I’m not,” I said. “I hate that kind of stuff. It makes me feel like a slab of raw meat.”

“Come on, dad. It’s for a good cause,” Max said.

“I agree with Max,” Lillie said. “You should totally do it. I’ll bid on you myself.”

“You and every other woman in town,” Karen said. “I’ll text Angie the details.”

“There’s no need for that,” Lillie said. “I can sign him up.”

I forced a smile, my anger rising. “By the way, how’s Brad doing? Now that we’re back in town, we should all get together again.”

Brad was Karen’s ex-husband. Karen caught him having sex with one of his co-workers in their bed. They divorced after we left town, but Karen didn’t know that I knew that.

Karen’s smile fell as she eyed me with a murderous look. “He’s remarried. You’ll have to ask him.”

I forced a frown, but I was certain she read the smile in my eyes. “Oh? I’m sorry to hear that.”

“Come on, mom,” Thomas said. “We’re going to be late.”

Karen turned her attention back to Lillie. “The deadline for sign up is tomorrow. I’ll text you the information. If we don’t see Steve on the list, I’ll call Angie and make sure she does.”

She wouldn’t be so cocky with her blackmailing innuendo if she knew Angie knew all about Lillie.

“No problem,” Lillie said.

“Bye, dad. Bye, Lillie,” Max said, grinning at Lillie as his eyes locked on her chest.

Karen walked away, nose up, with my son and his friend following close behind.

After she was gone, Lillie turned around to face me. She dropped the phony smile. “She’s such a fucking bitch. Can you believe she threatened us? How do you think she would react if she knew me and Angie are planning a threesome with you?”

My jaw dropped. “Threesome? What? Since when?”

“We texted last night. Come on, baby. Let’s go.” Lillie picked up my hand and pulled me toward the door.

“Does that mean we can skip the whole bachelor auction thing?”

Lillie frowned at me over her shoulder and shook her head as if I were crazy. “No. We’re totally signing you up.”

“But —”

She pulled me by the arm. “Come on. Let’s have sex one more time before breakfast.”


Chapter eleven
Twisted Shit


When Lillie and I arrived home, we had barely stepped through the front door when a familiar voice caught me by surprise.

“Steve, got a minute to chat?”

I inwardly winced. Nothing good ever came from that phrase. The voice belonged to Jim Fields, who stood under the archway of his nearby office, gazing at me with unreadable eyes.

As I soaked in the gaze of my oldest friend, my stomach dipped with a wave of despair. The jig was up. It was time to pay rent for my sexual dalliances with Jim’s youngest daughter.

Lillie smiled over at her father as if she hadn’t a care in the world. She made zero effort to conceal our interlocked fingers. “Morning, daddy.”

Jim smiled at his daughter. “Morning, princess. Looks like you two have already been up and out.”

The phrase implied I had spent the night with his daughter. Which, of course, I had, all the while, violating her using a dozen different sexual positions.

“Yep,” Lillie said, her voice chipper. “Uncle Steve took me to breakfast.”

Jim seemed to force a smile. “Good. You look radiant this morning. I assumed after last night’s… activities, you might still be asleep.”

Jim looked in my direction as he spoke, his eyes twinkling with amusement. I could only pray he meant the party and not what came after Lillie dragged me up to her bedroom.

“I’ve never felt better,” Lillie said. “Anyway, it looks like you have something important to discuss with Uncle Steve. I’ll let you two talk.”

Lillie’s next move outright shocked me. She picked up my other hand, perched on her tiptoes, and kissed me full on the mouth. It wasn’t some sweet and innocent kiss, either. It was a kiss that lingered for a few terrifyingly long seconds.

“Thank you for a wonderful night, Uncle Steve. I had an amazing time. Come find me after your date with Becca.”

A Mike Tyson haymaker couldn’t have landed with anymore force. The blood drained from my face, and my head went dizzy with horror. I felt Jimmy’s eyes bore into my back, and I prayed he didn’t have a loaded weapon in his office. “It’s not a date. It’s an outing.”

Lillie giggled. “Whatever. Just find me as soon as you get home.” She perched on her toes and kissed me again, this time for even longer while I was powerless to resist. When she finally released me, she smiled up at me, her eyes twinkling before she bounced off as happy as a woman who held a winning lottery ticket.

She had not only thrown me under the bus; she had backed up onto my corpse, revved the engine and peeled out. With extreme trepidation, I turned back to face Jimmy. “Before you say anything, know that I care deeply for Lillie.”

Jimmy’s grin touched his eyes, and he smirked. “You think I don’t know what my daughters had planned this entire time? Come on Stevie, give me a little credit.”

My jaw dropped. “You don’t want to kill me?”

Jimmy laughed. “Au contraire. It pleases me to see that sparkle in her eye and hop in her step. Although you may not care what I think after we chat.”

What was worse than me shacking up with Jimmy’s youngest daughter? “That sounds ominous.”

Jim glanced past me, checking both right and left before waving me into his office. “Come on inside. I’ll explain everything.”

I followed Jimmy into his office, and he shut and locked the door behind us. Rather than sitting behind his desk, he sat down on a brown leather love seat and gestured toward the chair across from him. “Please, sit.”

I sat down across from him with adrenaline pumping through my veins. What the hell was this all about? “I don’t see a gun, so I assume you don’t have murder on your mind.”

Jimmy laughed nervously. “No killing or even maiming. But I need a favor.”

“What gives?”

He let out a held breath and held my eye for several pregnant seconds before speaking. “It’s no secret that I’m a bad husband, and while I’m always there for my daughters, I haven’t exactly been present in their lives.”

“Jim, you don’t owe me any explanations.”

He waved me off. “I’m not trying to explain anything to you. Really. I’m simply stating facts.”

I shifted nervously in my seat and frowned at him. “Okay. I’m listening.”

“Gretta and I can’t sustain the performance we’ve put on for you and Angie since you arrived. We aren’t happily married, and she might have even told you that herself.”

I nodded. “She mentioned something about it.”

“Right. Well, there’s more that Gretta doesn’t know. For now, I’d like to keep it that way. Can you promise me that what I tell you in this room stays between us?”

“Is Gretta or any of the girls in danger? I won’t allow any harm to come to them.”

“No. It’s nothing like that. But, it’s bad. I’ll just tell you and hope you show mercy to your oldest friend.”

“Jesus, Jimmy. What are you wrapped up in?”

Jimmy hesitated, rubbing his chin as if considering. “I have another family in Denver.”

My jaw dropped. “You what?”

Jimmy winced. “I have a three-year-old son and my fiancé is ready to give birth to our daughter.”

“Fiancé? You’re fucking married, Jimmy. Most people get divorced first. And you have a son? What the hell? Do you have any other kids I should know about?”

Jimmy frowned. “None that I’m aware of, but I’ve paid for a few abortions over the years.”

Suddenly, I felt no remorse for taking Lillie’s virginity. In fact, I felt good about it. “I’m not sure I even want to know. You need to tell Gretta so she can move on with her life.”

He nodded. “I know, and I’m planning on telling her. It’s the timing I’m having a problem with.”

“We can call her into the office right now and tell her everything.”

“Steve, my fiancé is ready to give birth, and she wants me there. Not only for the birth, but for the first few months of my daughter’s life.”

“Does she know you have a whole other family?”

“She thinks I’m divorced.”

“Fucking hell, Jimmy. I thought I had skeletons in my closet.”

“Fucking my daughters behind my back doesn’t exactly give you the moral high ground,” Jimmy said.

“At least my wife knows about it.”

Jimmy raised a questioning eyebrow. “Really? She’s not pissed?”

“Let’s get back to what you need from me. So, you have this other family, and you need to be with them. Where do I come in?”

Jimmy nodded. “It would really help me and Gretta if you could be the man of the house while I’m away.”

I frowned. “Man of the house? Your wife and daughters don’t need me to protect them. They’ll do just fine on their own.”

Jimmy shook his head. “I’m speaking about Gretta. I need you to be the man of the house. Please don’t make me spell it out.”

I flopped back in my chair, utterly stunned. He wanted me to fuck his wife? “That’s some twisted shit.”

He shrugged. “I’ll feel better knowing she’s in your expert hands.” He grinned. “Pardon the pun. Also, having you in her life will help soften the blow when I return. Besides, deep down, we both know that she always wanted you over me.”

I wasn’t touching that conversation. “Where does Gretta think you’re going?”

“She thinks I’ll be in Singapore establishing our new southeast Asia office.”

“When will you be back?”

“In about eight weeks, give or take. I’ll tell her everything then. With any luck, you’ll have planted your flagpole, so to speak, and everyone’s happy.”

I chuckled and shook my head. “Jesus, Jimmy. You’re fucking crazy.”

He shrugged. “Will you do it? I’ll owe you big time.”

I stood. “Whatever. I’ll do it, but if she asks me anything directly about your… situation, I’m not lying.”

Jimmy stood and breathed out a sigh of relief. “Great. You don’t know how relieved I am to hear you say that.” He checked his watch. “Now I’ve really got to go. My flight leaves an hour.”

I left Jimmy’s office, wondering if I’d ever see him again. I didn’t believe in the slightest that he planned to return in eighteen weeks, let alone eight. Now wasn’t the time to ruminate on Jimmy’s failings. With just over an hour until my planned date with Becca, I had to get ready.

Back in my room, I took a quick shower. When I returned to the bedroom to dress, I found a vibrant, suntanned goddess sitting on the edge of the bed with one long leg stretched over the other.

I grinned at my wife. “Why didn’t you join me in the shower?”

She wore a red bikini that left very little to the imagination. When she sat up and smiled back at me, the action pushed her breasts together, forming a golden mound of mouthwatering cleavage. “Lillie didn’t completely drain you?”

I blatantly gawked at her breasts and licked my lips. “I suddenly feel rejuvenated.”

Angie giggled and stood. She crossed to me, and she met my eyes before giving the towel wrapped around my waist a sharp yank. As the towel fell to the floor, she feigned wide-eyed innocence. “Oops.”

I leaned in and kissed her, my cock already stiff and hardening by the second. She pried open my lips with hers and our tongues flashed together just as Angie wrapped her warm fingers around my cock.

I inched closer, running my hands over her shoulder and down her back, ready to untie her top and throw her back on the bed.

She moaned with a hint of frustration and stepped back, eyeing my cock as her eyes churned with unquenched desire. “Baby, not now. Save it for your date with Becca.”

I frowned at her, confused. “I’m not eighty. If that moment arrives with Becca, I’ll have plenty of juice.” I stepped closer. “And you look way too good to pass up.”

Angie pressed her hands against my chest, keeping me at arm’s length. “As much as I want to ride that fat hog of yours, you have to meet Becca in fifteen minutes. For what I have in mind, we’ll need the rest of the afternoon.”

I sighed in frustration. “Fine. But when I get back —”

“Lillie and I will be waiting. Just make sure you save some strength.”

“What are you two planning?”

“Nothing sinister outside of signing you up for a bachelor auction.”

I rolled my eyes. “Did Lillie tell you?”

She shook her head. “Not yet. Max told me. And he told me you ran into Karen. How is the old shrew?”

“Earning her name,” I said, drawing a laugh from Angie.

“The woman needs to get laid. Seriously. What crawled up her ass?”

“Did Max mention anything else?”

Angie grinned. “Such as you shopping for birth control with your hot little girlfriend?”

I winced. “Sorry. I didn’t want you to find out that way.”

She shrugged. “You always wanted a big family. If Lillie wants to join forces, I’ll welcome her with open arms.”

I paused to take a read on my bullshit detector, but it remained strangely silent. “Are you setting me up for some big fall? If you are, can you please cut to the chase?”

Angie laughed and leaned in, kissing me again before backing away, searching my face with her eyes. “I’ve never been more in love with you than I am at this moment. Go have fun with Becca. Spend the night somewhere. Make love under the stars. Meanwhile, I’ll keep myself busy with your little blonde hottie.”

“So, you and Lillie are a thing?”

She shrugged. “We’re two women who love the same man. She’s also not afraid to dip her toe in the lady pond. Let’s see where the night takes us.”

“Where’s Max in all this?”

“Summer camp,” Angie said. “He wanted to go with Thomas and some of Thomas’ friends. He’s already on his way.”

A twinge of guilt flashed through me. “It feels like we’re sending him away so we can indulge ourselves in a sea of hot bodies.”

Angie giggled. “So what if we are? We’ve raised him as two dutiful parents and it brought us a world of misery and deprivation. I’m done living in the dark ages. Aren’t you?”


Chapter twelve
Marmalade Adventure


When I stepped into the kitchen, I found Becca there, waiting for me. She sat atop a kitchen stool with her hands resting atop a wicker picnic basket sitting in front of her on the counter.

I was technically early, but it looked like she had been waiting for a while. “Am I late? I’m sorry, I —”

Her face lit up, her green eyes twinkling with a spark that sent butterflies fluttering in my stomach. “No,” she said, cutting me off. “You’re right on time. I was just so excited about our date that I got here early.”

When she smiled, my head spun like a lovesick teenager on his first date with a lifelong crush.

Becca’s silky raven hair tumbled over her shoulders in luxurious waves, and her soft skin glowed with just enough color to offset her white sundress. The dress ended just above her knees, highlighting her hourglass hips and glossy smooth legs. The dress had a round neckline that dipped just enough to expose the soft swell of her mouthwatering cleavage. She was the quintessential wholesome, all-American girl next door with a body built for sin.

My pulse quickened, and my mouth dried. I licked the cotton from my lips and tried to find my center. She was everything any man could ever want, and she wanted me. That thought left me reeling. “You look amazing.”

Becca stepped up, closing the space between us. She rested her palms on my chest, perched on her tiptoes and gave me a sweet peck on the lips. “Thank you. You look pretty amazing yourself.”

I placed my hands on her slender waist and inched closer. Her scent, wildflowers and honey, enveloped me, sending my head floating into the clouds. Despite Lillie draining me dry, my cock thickened in my jeans as a lust-fueled craving for the reigning Miss Illinois threatened to take control of my senses.

I beat back the sudden ferocity of my desire and took a moment to compose myself. I glanced past her at the picnic basket. “You weren’t kidding about our picnic date. Let me at least bring some wine.”

Becca ran her palms over my broad chest and back again, leaving her hands resting on my pecs. “I packed wine and everything else we’ll need.”

I let my hands wander, sliding my palms over her hips and giving her ass a playful squeeze. “What does everything include?”

Becca giggled and kissed me again, making no effort to stop my wandering hands. “You’ll have to wait and see.”

I grinned at her as I memorized every golden fleck in her bright green eyes. “In that case, we better get going. But I insist on driving.”

Becca stepped away and scooped up my hand in hers before we intertwined our fingers. “Fine. I’ll feed you the directions as we go.”

I picked up the basket, and we headed out. Over the next hour, we chatted about everything from Becca’s job, to her friends, and her plans after her college graduation. All the while, she gave me turn by turn directions without revealing our destination. The conversation was so effortless that it surprised me when an hour had elapsed, and we were still driving.

I navigated my Land Rover along a bumpy two-lane highway wrapped by farm fields, the occasional forest, and more than one blink-and-you’ll-miss-it town. When we stopped at a flashing light where two highways met, we were the only car on the road.

“We’re almost there. I promise,” Becca said.

“I’m enjoying the company and the drive,” I said before I stole a glance in her direction. “I could drive all night with you riding shotgun.”

She picked up my hand in hers and squeezed. “If my memory falters, we may end up doing just that.”

True to her word, five minutes later, we arrived at our destination, which is where we had our first surprise. After turning down a gravel, one lane road that seemed to end in a copse of trees, we came upon a fleet of bulldozers, dump trucks and mounds of dirt turned over by heavy construction. We pulled into an empty gravel parking lot fronting what looked like a functioning farmer’s market.

The farmer’s market was closed, and, in the distance, heavy machinery rumbled across acres of upturned earth, terraforming a stretch of land next to a lake.

Becca climbed from the passenger seat and slammed the door shut behind her. She gaped at the earth movers, her jaw hanging open and her eyes wide with horror. Her smile sank, and she seemed to deflate before my eyes. “What in the world happened to this place?”

I stepped up beside her and gazed across the broken earth. “My guess is a golf course.”

Her shoulders drooped, and she sagged against me. “Well, fuck.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle. “I don’t think I’ve ever heard you swear.”

She forced a smile that didn’t touch her eyes. “This place used to be a summer camp. I came here as a kid and was a counselor in high school the year before the camp went out of business. After that, my friends and I used the place to swim and have picnics. Nobody knew about it.”

I wrapped my arm around her shoulders and held her close. “Except for the greedy land developers.”

She chuckled and shook her head. “Sorry. It looks like our date is a bust.”

I gazed over at her and frowned. “Says who?”

Becca met my gaze and tried her best to put on a happy face. “I had the whole day planned. I even picked out a place to….”

Her voice trailed off as her cheeks turned pink and she averted her gaze.

I grinned. “To do what?”

She grinned up at me, and this time the smile touched her bright green eyes. “You know what.”

Rather than push things, I changed course, trying to find some way to cheer her up. “Some of the best days of my life happened organically. You never know what’s waiting around the next bend.”

Becca peered past me toward the farmer’s market lined with empty stalls. “We’re in the middle of Nowhere, Illinois. Unless you’re up for some corn de-tasseling, I say we head back to civilization and figure out how to salvage our date.”

I followed her gaze and frowned as my eyes landed on a flier pinned to the side of a stall. “What’s that?”

Becca frowned. “What’s what?”

I picked up her hand and pulled her over to the stall where we read the flier together.

Annual Milford Marmalade Festival, June 3rd. Live music, art show, and auction. Fun for the whole family. Noon - 10 PM.

I plucked the flier from the wall, turned to Becca, and grinned. “Guess what today is?”

Her face lit up. “Today is June 3rd.”

“That’s right. Today we’re going on a marmalade adventure.”


Chapter thirteen
Daddy Issues


Inavigated my Land Rover through downtown Milford with the festival in full swing. As I creeped down the crowded main street, Becca stared out the passenger window, swiveling her head left and right to take it all in.

“They have art booths,” she said, her voice bubbling with excitement. “And look. There are food trucks and there’s a place selling pies.” She whirled on me. “I love homemade pie.”

I chuckled as I scanned the street for an empty parking spot. “Maybe they’ll have homemade ice cream to go with the pie.”

Becca’s eyes widened. “You really think so?”

“You’ve got to put that marmalade on something, right?”

She laughed. “Right.” She picked up my hand and gazed back out the window. “There’s a bandstand. I wonder who’s playing.”

“We’ll find out.” I pulled into a parking place in front of the old courthouse and killed the engine.

Like so many old Midwestern towns, the courthouse marked the center and the heart of the quaint little town. Tents, booths, and food trucks bordered three of the four streets surrounding the stately courthouse. Antique shops, boutique clothing stores and mom-and-pop restaurants lived in the brick and mortar buildings. All of them had their doors open, with people milling in and out.

The scent of fair food and music floated above the crowd where sunshine drenched the streets and left the lawn fronting the courthouse, basking in flickering shade. A light breeze kicked up, rustling the lush trees surrounding the square, each ancient and proud, towering high into the sky. With low humidity and pleasant temperatures, the day was an absolute dream for an early summer festival.

Becca climbed out of my car and stood on the sidewalk with her dark hair floating in the breeze, glistening in the bright afternoon sunlight. She turned in a slow circle, taking it all in with a huge grin brightening her angelic face. “This is so much better than what I planned.”

I climbed out of the car after her, closing and locking the door behind me. While I watched her, a surge of butterflies flooded my stomach. She was so breathtakingly beautiful that, for a moment, everything else faded away.

Arms out, she twirled in place, giggling like a schoolgirl. She moved effortlessly with a dancer’s grace and a celebrity presence. Her entire aura radiated an innocence so pure yet so sexual it left me intoxicated with dream-fueled lust.

Her white sundress floated around her upper thighs, caught in the breeze. It was gasoline and a match for my pent up lust. In that moment, I had wanted no one as badly as I wanted Becca. My cock shifted in my jeans, pulsing as it hardened. What did a stunning young woman like Becca see in a dinosaur like me? It was the same with Lillie and Jenna. Did all three of them have daddy issues? Was that it? Was I the strong male figure Jimmy wasn’t? Or was there more to it?

Sure, I had money and looks. But Becca had rich and handsome men tripping over themselves to spend five minutes with her. Her ex-boyfriend, Jeremy, was a prime example. He was smart, handsome, kind and came from a rich family. Yet, she had dumped him like a soggy filter of spent coffee grounds.

Becca herself was pre-med with a 4.0 GPA and plans to attend medical school. Was that the resume of a woman with daddy issues? She didn’t need me or any other man to take care of her. She was as self-sufficient as she was humble, kind, and drop-dead gorgeous. Jimmy had thrown money at his daughters like it came out of a Monopoly game, yet Becca worked anyway.

Was I ruining her life? Was I stealing her youth like some old vampire, grooming her for my own selfish desires? I’d given her every opportunity to back out, yet she had doggedly pursued me for years. Now with my wife not only giving the green light but fanning the flames, turning her away was like asking me to hold my breath until I died.

As if sensing my eyes drinking in her lush curves, Becca turned to me, blushing. “What? Do I look stupid?”

I shook myself back to reality and frowned. “Hardly. You just look so… happy.”

Becca skipped toward me and picked up my hands, squeezing them in hers. “That’s because I am happy.”

“You’re sure this is what you want? I mean me. If I’m pressuring you —”

She perched on her toes and kissed me on the lips, cutting me off. She let the kiss linger for a long moment before dropping to her feet and settling her gaze on me. “If you’re done saying stupid things, I would like to see the fair with my boyfriend.”

I squeezed her hands back and smiled. “I’ve achieved boyfriend status?”

She tilted her head and gave me an appraising look. “I’ll keep you around so long as you tend to my base needs.”

My gaze flickered to her abundant cleavage, swelling inside the front of her sundress. My hard cock twitched in my pants, hungry for the buxom brunette. “Twist my arm, why don’t you?”

Becca giggled and kissed me again. “Let’s go. The day’s wasting away.”

With that, she pulled me forward, and we melted into the crowd.

As we perused the tents and shops where artists and vendors hocked their wares, one undeniable fact became painfully clear. Becca drew a lot of attention. Given that she was as beautiful as a Maxim model, it came as no surprise. But intellectually knowing that fact and experiencing it firsthand were two entirely different things.

Men weren’t her only admirers. She drew attention from the young and the old, male and female, across ethnicities, cultures and sexual identities. Some ogled her with unabashed gawking while others stole furtive glances at her face, hips, or chest. What shocked me the most was that Becca seemed blissfully unaware of it all. She went about her business, chatting happily with me, commenting on a piece of art or jewelry, all the while leading me around by the hand. That she didn’t know or simply had grown so used to the attention that she paid it no heed, endeared me even more to the happy-go-lucky twenty-one-year-old beauty queen.

Inevitably, some of the hungrier stares shifted from Becca to me, their longing looks replaced by scorn or outright jealousy. Not that I cared. In fact, I welcomed their disapproving looks. I rippled with satisfaction, knowing the goddess wanted me when she literally could have any straight man on the planet doing back flips just to please her.

But those stares were just that until we ventured into an artist’s tent selling bejeweled wine goblets and beer steins. Becca showed scant interest in the gaudy drinking paraphernalia, and we were just leaving when she bumped into one of a trio of male twenty-something’s. They were holding aluminum beer cans and talking loud enough to make it clear they were somewhere between buzzed and outright drunk.

Their ringleader, a kid around Becca’s age wearing a gray tank top and a Bulls baseball cap worn backwards, seemed oblivious to his surroundings. He was handsome with shaggy blonde hair and a fit, muscular frame. His blue eyes and square jaw highlighted a handsome face, and he exuded a general aura of masculine confidence.

When the guy had his head turned talking to his buddy, he walked straight into Becca, who had tried and failed to veer out of the way. She bounced off him and back into my arms, where I caught her, leaving my hands planted on her waist.

“Oops. Sorry,” Becca said.

The guy turned, and his eyes flashed with anger until his gaze soaked the object of his scorn. He froze, and the harsh edge of his fury faded. He shifted his can to his other hand and shook off the few drops of beer that dotted his wrist.

“Now look what you did,” he said. “You spilled half my beer.”

Becca hadn’t spilled half his beer. The tiniest amount had sloshed out of the top. Besides, the entire incident was his fault for not watching where he was going. I was about to speak up, but Becca beat me to the punch.

“Maybe you should watch where you’re going,” she said. “You ran into me.”

Score one for team Becca. I squeezed her waist reassuringly.

“You owe me another beer,” the guy said. “I have witnesses who will back me up.”

But there was no heat in his reply. Rather, his words came out as flirtation, backed by a confident grin. On either side of him, his friends chuckled, their eyes locked on Becca’s chest.

I pulled a twenty out of my wallet and handed it to the ringleader. “Here. This will pay for your beers and your inconvenience.”

The guy eyed my twenty, ignoring me, before returning his gaze to Becca. “How about we forget the whole thing? We’ll take your dad’s twenty and buy us both a drink.”

Becca inched backward until her shoulders met my chest. She pulled my arm around her waist as if using it as a shield. “Thanks for the offer, but he’s not my dad. He is my boyfriend.”

Her tone was non-confrontational, and the blond man gazed between me and Becca, wearing an incredulous expression. “No fucking way.”

His buddies laughed while he eyed Becca like a predator with a bloody hunk of raw meat.

“Here.” I dangled the twenty, willing the guy to take it before he ruined our afternoon with an alcohol infused confrontation. “Just take the money and we’ll call it even.”

Becca’s eyes smoldered as she glared at the drunken blond, but she seemed unwilling to further engage with the man. Instead, she pulled both of my arms around her protectively, mashing her backside against me as we intertwined our fingers.

Finally, the guy sighed and snatched the twenty from my outstretched hand. He eyed me with a mix of envy and contempt, shaking his head as if in disgust. “Fucking sugar daddies.”

As he and his friends laughed and stalked away, Becca tried to lurch toward the guy as if she wanted to say something.

I held her tight. “Just let them go.”

Becca fumed and turned around to face me. “Those guys were total assholes.”

“Drunken assholes,” I said. “I won’t let them ruin our afternoon.”

The tension drained from Becca’s face, and her body relaxed. “You’re right. This day is about us.”

Becca stepped forward, perched on her tiptoes, and wrapped her arms over my shoulders and around the back of my neck. As she ran her fingers through my hair, she drew me into a kiss, parting her lips before our tongues flashed together.

When she backed away, her eyes were hazy with lust. “Thank you for sticking up for me.”

I smiled. “I’m just glad they took the twenty.”

Becca giggled, and her bright mood returned. “Come on. I’ve been dying to check out that jewelry tent.”

She pulled me into an artist’s tent filled with necklaces, bracelets, rings, and custom piercings. Most of the jewelry was out on display, perused by a handful of festival goers. The artist, a woman with long gray hair, round eyeglasses, and a warm smile, sat in a lawn chair behind a rack of glass-topped display cases. Her higher end offerings were under glass where she could presumably keep an eye on them while she attended to customers.

All of her pieces were high quality, tasteful, and seemed custom made for those who liked their jewelry on the understated side. Becca qualified as her target market, and it showed as we spent more time inside the little tent than we had at any other booth.

Becca found a turquoise ring and a matching bracelet she set aside to purchase, but there was a piece inside one of the glass display cases that kept drawing her attention. After Becca’s third return trip, the artist finally spoke up.

“Dear, is there something you’d like to try on?”

Becca’s cheeks flushed pink, and she shook her head, looking like the woman had just accused her of shoplifting. “You have some wonderful jewelry. My sisters would love your work.”

The old lady nodded her appreciation. She gestured toward the turquoise bracelet in Becca’s hand. “That bracelet suits your beautiful complexion. The turquoise helps bring out the green in your eyes.”

Becca smiled. “You think so?”

“I know so. That’s my job.”

While Becca and the artist continued chatting, I glanced at the jewelry inside the display case, trying to figure out which piece had caught Becca’s attention. As soon as my gaze landed on a floral pendant, I knew I had hit pay dirt.

I picked up one of the woman’s business cards for future reference, noting her name, Leslie Bishop. I pointed at a gold pendant shaped into a daisy. “Ms. Bishop, may we try on that necklace, please?”

Leslie Bishop truly had a gift. She had meticulously detailed the gold petals of the daisy, inlaying silver veins so small they, at first, escaped notice. But what really brought the piece to life were the gemstones at the center. Yellow sapphires ringed a glittering diamond, causing the entire piece to light up like a miniature sun.

But the setting wasn’t gaudy. Like the rest of the artist’s work, the flower and the gemstones didn’t scream in-your-face opulence, rather they spoke of quiet elegance. The piece was regal and classy, just like Becca. The price tag read $1,750, which didn’t bother me in the slightest.

Becca’s eyes widened, and she whirled on me, shaking her head. “No. That’s too much.”

I grinned as the artist stood and moved to the case.

“I just want to see how it looks on you. It reminds me of the pendant I bought you for your high school graduation.”

“Your dad has a good eye,” Ms. Bishop said.

I wasn’t sure if that was true or she was trying to make a sale, and really, I didn’t care. Becca loved it, which was all that mattered.

Ms. Bishop fished the pendant out and rested it atop a piece of black velvet for us to see.

Becca’s face lit up as she glanced down at the pendant. “It’s the most beautiful piece of jewelry I’ve ever laid eyes on.”

If Becca had picked up on the woman’s faulty assumption that we were father and daughter, she didn’t let on. Becca turned to me, smiling. “That’s why I couldn’t take my eyes off of it. It reminded me so much of the one you gave me.”

For nearly a year after I gave Becca that necklace for her high school graduation, she wore it in nearly every picture she posted on social media. Then, during her freshman year of college, Becca called me in tears. Someone had broken into her locker at the gym and stolen the necklace while she was working out. She apologized up and down as if it were her fault.

The event left Becca utterly devastated. I searched far and wide for a suitable replacement but couldn’t find anything. Ultimately, I gave her a pair of diamond earrings, but I never stopped looking. Today was our lucky day.

I picked up the necklace and slid it around Becca’s neck, clasping it in the back.

As she glanced at the pendant in the mirror, her eyes welled with tears, and she smiled. “It’s beautiful.”

“We’ll take it,” I said.

Ms. Bishop smiled and nodded. “Excellent choice.”

Becca turned around to face me. “Steve, it’s too much.”

“That smile is worth every penny,” I said.

Becca’s entire face radiated pure joy. “Thank you so much. I’ll wear it every day.”

Becca perched on her feet and drew me into a long and very unfatherly kiss on the lips, making no bones about our relationship status.

The move seemed to catch Ms. Bishop off-guard. For a moment, her smile faltered before she regained her composure. “I’m sorry. I assumed she was your daughter. Never mind me.”

I cleared my throat and waved her off. “It’s fine.”

Becca turned back to the woman, her face giddy. “He’s the best boyfriend in the world.”

The woman smiled in understanding. “He’s a keeper. Would you like to wear the piece out?”

Becca nodded enthusiastically. “Yes, please.”

Afterward, we took in the rest of the art show and ate a light dinner at a nearby restaurant. To cap off the day, we bought dishes of homemade ice cream and watched a local band play as afternoon turned into evening.

We sat back, away from the stage, under the gargantuan limbs of an ancient oak tree. I leaned back against the massive trunk while Becca sat between my legs with her back resting against my chest. Together, we watched the band play a mixture of soft rock covers dating back to the eighties up to the current day.

Becca finished her ice cream and sighed contentedly. She rested her arms on my legs as she nestled into my arms that were wrapped around her waist. The position offered me an unobstructed view directly down the top of her dress, where I eyed the lacy white cups of her bra and her massive breasts bulging outward. The diamond pendant nestled inside the majestic swell of her upper cleavage, glittering under the starry, moonlit sky.

I tightened my grip around her waist and rested my chin on her head. “This turned out to be a pretty awesome day.”

“The best,” Becca said.

She dragged her fingers up and down my legs, gently caressing me as she took in the show. “I don’t want it to end.”

I nuzzled in just behind her ear and kissed her high on the neck. “Who says it’s over?”

Becca giggled and opened her neck as an invitation for me to keep going. “It better not be over.”

I playfully nibbled on her earlobe while Becca inched backward, pressing her ass up against my crotch. “Can I ask you something?”

Becca moaned softly and sighed. “What is so important it can’t wait?”

I kissed her again and drew back, gazing down at her. “It’s nothing, really. I’m more curious than anything.”

Becca ran her hands up and down my leg, clearly aroused by my affection. “Go ahead. Ask.”

“Twice today you’ve corrected people who assumed I was your father. I want you to know that it doesn’t bother me if people think that. I only care what you think. Is there a reason you want to make our relationship status clear to strangers? Or is it just a coincidence?”

Becca sat for a long moment, caressing my legs as if considering my question. She then pushed herself up and stood, and I wondered for a fleeting moment, if I had somehow fucked up.

Becca quickly abated those fears when she turned, stepped forward, and slid onto my lap. She straddled me, wrapping her legs around my waist as she draped her arms over my shoulders. Face to face, she met my gaze, her green eyes searching me as if committing the moment to memory.

“It’s because I love you,” she said. “I’m proud to be your girlfriend, and I want to scream it for all the world to hear.” She smiled happily and brushed an errant lock of hair away from my eye. “I still can’t believe you said yes to being with me.”

I could no longer resist temptation. I slid my hands up and under her dress and cupped her round, panty-clad ass. As I squeezed, an equal measure of cotton and flesh filled my palms. My cock thickened, rising fast and throbbing where it ached inside my shorts.

I smiled. “That’s a compelling reason.”

Becca giggled and brushed her thumb over the back of my neck. “Do you have a problem with it?”

She raised a questioning eyebrow as she searched my face, daring me to answer.

“I love you too,” I said, then leaned in just enough to find her lips with mine.

Becca leaned into my kiss and parted her lips before our tongues swirled together. We deepened the kiss and Becca moaned into my mouth, grinding against my hard cock as she ran her fingers through my hair.

My cock swelled and stiffened where it pressed against her soft ass as she moved atop me, her sense of urgency growing. I slipped my hand inside the waistband of her panties and palmed her bare ass, squeezing her flesh between my outstretched fingers. I had to have her. Waiting a minute longer was impossible.

Becca broke off the kiss and gazed at me, panting for breath as her eyes swam with feral lust. “I don’t want to go home. Let’s find a hotel or something. I need you right now, and I can’t wait another second.”


Chapter fourteen
Creaky Bed


There was only one hotel in Milford. Not that it came as any surprise. After all, the place was the size of a postage stamp.

Hand-in-hand, Becca and I pushed through the glass double doors and entered the hotel lobby. With the festival in full swing, the place was bustling. Conversation buzzed from people filling the modestly sized lobby and the adjacent, three-table-sized cafe.

A set of antique elevator doors chimed before the door slid open. Four people came out while three more went in. Chances were slim the inn had any vacancies, but it didn’t hurt to ask.

Becca leaned into me, cradling my hand in both of hers. She frowned at me, wearing a look of concern. “What if they’re out of rooms?”

I glanced down at her and met her big green eyes. “You never know. Maybe they had a cancellation. If not, there’s got to be another hotel somewhere nearby, right?”

Becca breathed a sigh of relief and squeezed my hand affectionally. “Good. Otherwise, I will jump your bones in the car.”

I grinned. “I’ll let them know it’s an emergency.”

Becca giggled, perched on her toes, and kissed me on the lips. “I’ll follow your lead.”

We approached the front desk where a balding, middle-aged hotel clerk sat behind the counter surfing his phone. As we stepped up, the man smiled and casually glanced at our interlocked hands.

“Welcome to the Milford Inn,” the clerk said

“We’d like a room,” I said.

The man moved to his computer. “What’s the name on the reservation?”

“We don’t have a reservation,” I said.

The man winced and frowned. “I’m sorry, sir. But we’re booked up for the festival. We have been for weeks now.”

Becca sagged against me and frowned at the man, giving him her best puppy-dog stare. “There’s no late cancellations or, like, an extra room tucked away somewhere?”

“I’m willing to pay extra,” I said.

The man took in Becca, his gaze flickering over her swollen cleavage, before he looked at me with a pasted-on smile. “If I had a room, I would absolutely rent it to you.”

Becca shifted from one foot to the other, clearly impatient.

“Are there any other hotels in the area?” I asked.

The man hesitated for a moment and then shook his head. “The festival has claimed every room within a twenty miles radius. But you never know, maybe there was a cancellation at the Super Eight in Eastham. It’s about a thirty-minute drive from here. You’re welcome to call them.”

Becca groaned and buried her head into my shoulder.

Something about his initial hesitation made me think he was holding back. “I understand. If you can think of any other alternative, I would gladly pay.”

He hesitated for another long moment, then let out a resigned sigh. “A block down, my cousin runs the Marmalade Bed and Breakfast. She called and told me about a last-minute cancellation and asked for me to send a well-qualified couple her way should the pair appear before me.”

Becca grinned. “We are an amazing couple. Aren’t we babe?” She perched on her toes and kissed me lightly on the cheek.

The man frowned but made no comment.

I studied his dour expression. “What does well qualified mean, exactly?”

His face froze with angst, his lips thin and pursed. Finally, he spoke. “It means that you and your….” He tipped his head in Becca’s direction, “daughter would be welcome guests. Just tell her that Mitch sent you.”

The way he stretched out the word, daughter left me feeling uneasy. It wasn’t hard to read between the lines. I took a twenty out of my wallet and handed it to Mitch. “Thanks for the tip. My daughter and I will leave an excellent review of your hotel.”

Becca rolled her eyes. “I’m not his daughter, okay? I’m his girlfriend, and he is my boyfriend. If anyone has a problem with it, they can —”

“Thank you, Mitch,” I said, cutting her off. “We’ll be on our way now.”

Mitch pocketed the twenty, flashed us a nervous smile, and nodded as I dragged Becca out of the lobby. “Good luck,” he said after us.

Outside, Becca squeezed my hand so hard I thought it would break. “Why does everyone have to be so judgmental? So what that you’re a few years older than me? What’s the big deal? We’re both consenting adults.”

I was literally twice her age, but I wasn’t stupid enough to say it out loud. “While I agree with you entirely, it’s the only room available. But if it bothers you that much, we can always head back toward Chicago and find a hotel along the way.”

Becca rubbed her chin, and her eyes glimmered with mischief. “I have a much better idea. Come on, let’s go get that room.”

Wearing a look of determination, she stormed off, dragging me by the hand down the street. I had a sinking feeling it wouldn’t end well.

A few minutes later, we appeared outside the Marmalade Bed and Breakfast. A white sign with black stenciled lettering read that the place was owned and operated by William and Marjorie Thomas.

A row of neatly trimmed hedges hugged a wraparound porch littered with rocking chairs and two wicker love seats. Towering oaks dominated the front yard, and a white picket fence separated the well-manicured lawn from the sidewalk.

The inn itself was three stories tall, with a pseudo-Victorian style of architecture. It appeared as if a series of add-ons had muddied the original architecture while allowing the B&B to house more guests.

We stood together on the sidewalk, gazing up at the place.

“It looks inviting enough,” Becca said.

I frowned, gazing toward the front door lined with thick pains of stained glass. “We’ll see what kind of reception we get.”

With the hour quickly approaching 9:00 PM, it was time to make a move.

Becca squeezed my hand. “Come on, daddy.” She grinned up at me. “Are you ready for some carnal knowledge about your baby girl?”

I winced. “Really? You have to go there?”

Becca giggled and pulled me forward, pushing her way through the spring-loaded gate and dragging me up onto the porch. As she opened the front door, she released my hand as I followed her inside.

The entryway came straight out of the early twentieth century, and the place made me feel as if we had stepped back in time. Dark wood and minimal lighting dominated the walls, adjacent staircase, floorboards and registration desk. Behind the check-in counter, thin lamps coated the space in oily light. The only other source of illumination came from twin Gothic style table lamps resting atop a long black table casting shadows on a bronze sculpture of Jesus pinned to the crucifix.

Another crucifix hung on the wall behind the counter where a thin elderly woman glared at us behind wire-rimmed spectacles and a gray beehive hairdo. She glared at us as if we had just floated out of the River Styx manned by a team of oar-rowing prostitutes.

She had a severe, angular chin, a skeletal face, and sunken eyes. The crypt keeper had nothing on this lady.

She gazed between Becca and me, her eyes judging, and a moment later, she seemed to come to some sort of internal decision. “Sorry. Inn’s full.”

“That’s too bad,” I said. “Mitch from down at the Milford Inn highly recommended the place. He thought you might have a vacancy.”

“He thought wrong,” the old woman said, her voice more than a little unfriendly.

“Are you Mrs. Thomas?” I asked, daring to step forward.

She inclined her head. “That’s me.”

“We’ve been enjoying your lovely town all day long, and the time got away from us. All we’re looking for is a place to sleep for the next few hours before we drive back to Chicago. We’ll take anything available.”

“We’re full. Besides, we have a strict policy for couples. We only take married men and women. I don’t see any rings on your fingers.” She pursed her lips and deepened her glare. “And we don’t rent rooms by the hour.”

The insinuation nearly made me laugh out loud, but I composed myself, maintaining a stoic expression. “I think you have the wrong impression of us.”

The old woman raised an eyebrow. “I saw you two holding hands outside before you came in. I’m not stupid. You’re a pair of sinners. She’s young enough to be your daughter. You should be ashamed.”

I started to interject when Becca finally spoke up. “Daddy, it’s fine. We already visited mom’s grave. Let’s just go home.”

The woman’s jaw dropped. “You two aren’t a couple?”

Becca put on her most innocent face, including her saddest, puppy-dog eyes. “No ma’am. He is my daddy. We were in Eastham visiting my mother’s grave and came to the festival to honor her memory. This has always been her favorite place in the world. Through God’s grace, I’ve felt close to her all day. It’s as if she was the one holding my daddy’s hand, which is why you saw what you saw. My daddy and I hoped to spend the night in your town so I could keep her close to me for just one more night.”

She was a natural-born actor, and I rubbed my chin to keep myself from grinning. I put on my deepest frown and stared at the God-fearing owner. “We were married for twenty-five years. I’ve had so many sleepless nights. But today, it’s as if I’ve had an angel perched right on my shoulder.”

“Amen,” Becca said softly as she lowered her gaze.

The old woman stared at us long and hard, as if taking a reading from her bullshit detector. We must have passed because her expression softened, which was really a sight to behold on a woman as skeletal as Marjorie Thomas. Twenty years fell off her face in a single moment. “May the Lord forgive me. Why didn’t you say so? We have one more room, but I’ll warn you it has just the one bed.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “My daughter will take the bed. I’ll sleep on the floor.”

Mrs. Thomas checked us in, ranting the whole time about sinners, adultery, and the sexual deviants of Becca’s generation. Becca and I nodded along until finally the old woman turned over our room key.

“We serve breakfast at seven. You two are on the second floor, the last room on the left. I’ll have William bring up a second set of sheets.”

With that, we took our leave. We ascended the stairs, each ancient step creaking as we went. As soon as we had escaped the prying eyes of Marjorie Thomas, Becca picked up my hand and laced her fingers in mine.

Our second-floor room was quaint in an old-fashioned kind of way. A king-sized, four-post bed dominated the space. Pillows and an Amish style quilt adorned the bed. A plain wooden dresser sat on the far side of the room under a window fashioned with heavy lace curtains and drawn blinds. The last touch was the massive oak crucifix hanging over the bed, with Jesus looking down on us from the cross.

I looked around the room. “Does this place give you the creeps? I can’t decide if the room reminds me more of a museum or a haunted house.”

Becca giggled. “In the fourth grade, we went on a field trip to one of those places where they recreate what it was like to live in the 1800s. This room reminds me of that trip.”

“Better that than the sight of a mass murder. Maybe that’s why she has all the creepy crucifixes everywhere. Hopefully, they had a priest perform an exorcism to rid the place of demons.”

Becca giggled as she hooked her arm inside mine. “As long as I can curl up beside you, I’m fine. But yeah… this place is definitely giving off creepy vibes.”

“It’s not too late for me to book a hotel somewhere closer to home.”

Becca shook her head. “This place isn’t perfect, but our day was.” She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me softly on the lips. “Besides, we’ll have a great story to tell everyone when we get home.”

I wrapped my arms around her waist and drew her in tight, sliding my hand over her ass before giving it a playful squeeze. “If Mrs. Thomas knew about all the lecherous things you wanted to do to your father, she would turn over in her grave.”

Becca giggled and nuzzled in tight. “She’s not dead.”

I raised a questioning eyebrow. “You sure about that? I never saw her take a breath.”

Becca grinned as she curled her arms around my neck and kissed me, letting it linger before she languidly parted her lips and our tongues flickered together. She backed away, eyes smoldering. “I’m so going to smash my daddy tonight.”

Before I could retort, a soft knock sounded on our door.

I released my grip on Becca’s sumptuous ass, and she backed away before I turned and opened the door.

A thin, elderly man with snow white hair and a matching mustache stood in the open doorway holding a set of sheets, a blanket, and two extra pillows.

He grinned and held out the bundle, his blue eyes twinkling. “Special delivery.”

Unlike his wife, William Thomas had an open, inviting smile and radiated good vibes. It was like coming face to face with an elderly Mr. Rogers.

I reached out and took the bundle of sheets. “Thank you. You must be Mr. Thomas?”

He waved me off and stepped back, taking in Becca, who came up beside me and smiled at the grandfatherly man. “Please, call me Bill. Marj is the only one who calls me William.”

I nodded. “Thanks, Bill. My daughter and I appreciate the hospitality.”

Bill grinned, and his eyes twinkled with mischief. “If you don’t use the sheets, you can just leave them on the dresser. I’ll pick them up in the morning.”

I frowned for a moment before I picked up on his not-so-subtle hint. “You called Mitch, didn’t you?”

Bill nodded and leaned in conspiratorially before whispering. “What Marj doesn’t know won’t hurt her. You two make a lovely couple.”

Becca picked up my hand and laced her fingers in mine. “Thank you for understanding.”

The old man smiled reassuringly. “I’ll keep Marj out of your hair. You folks have a good night.”

We shut the door, and I placed the sheets on the dresser as a wave of butterflies took flight in the pit of my stomach. That’s when it hit me. There was nothing standing in our way. There were no more obstacles. No more hurdles to clear. We were both consenting adults, and we had arrived at our moment of truth.

As I turned to face Becca, a wash of adrenaline surged through my veins. She stood before me, looking every bit as fresh and innocent as she had on the day we arrived.

She stepped forward and picked up both of my hands. “Suddenly, I’m really nervous.”

“Becca, there’s no pressure. If you don’t want to —”

Becca pressed her finger against my lips to cut me off. “Just because I’m nervous doesn’t mean I’m uncertain. Being with you is not why I’m nervous.”

I frowned. “What’s wrong?”

She flashed a nervous, lopsided smile. “This is my first time.”

My stomach dropped, and my head swooned. I gazed at her in sheer disbelief. “You and Jeremy never… you know… had sex?”

She shook her head. “It never felt right. In the back of my head, I saved myself for you.”

First Lillie and now Becca? Was Jenna a virgin, too? I gazed around the room. “You’re sure this is where you want to give away that gift? Surrounded by antiques? Present company excluded.”

Becca giggled, then stopped. She chewed nervously on her lower lip and leveled me with a sultry gaze. “I’ve never been more certain. The entire day was perfect, and now I want you to make love to me.”

A million horny guys would gladly donate a kidney to have a woman as beautiful as Becca Fields utter those words. My cock stirred, twitching as it thickened in my briefs. The look in her eyes left no room for doubt. She was mine. Now and forever. I nodded and licked the dryness from my lips. I felt like a nervous teenager standing before a girl way out of his league. Did I just start stripping off clothes or what? “Now I’m the one who’s nervous.”

Becca smiled at me reassuringly. She released her hand hold and stepped back just enough to raise her arms over her head. “Can you help me with my dress?”

My heart pounded in time with my quickening pulse. My cock shifted and stirred in my pants, hardening and pulsing. With my hands shaking, I stepped forward and guided Becca’s dress up her body and over her outstretched arms.

She stood before me wearing a white lace bra and matching panties. Her dark silky hair tumbled over her shoulders, contrasting exquisitely with her pale complexion and deep green eyes. A mound of deep cleavage sprouted from her lacy cups, producing a heavenly valley of mouthwatering cleavage.

Becca’s flawless tummy was ivory smooth and perfectly flat. Her tapered waistline gave way to hourglass hips and a heart-shaped ass I’d spent countless hours worshipping around the pool.

As my gaze traveled over her lush hills and succulent valleys, I licked the dryness from my lips as a look of uncertainty swept over Becca’s face.

She frowned and glanced down at her body, scooping up her bra-encased boobs and giving them a firm squeeze. “Is something wrong? It’s my boobs, isn’t it? They’re too big.”

As if. I tried to chuckle but my breath caught in my throat. I shook my head and stepped forward, erasing the short distance between us. “You’re absolutely perfect.”

The unease vanished from her eyes, replaced by a shy smile. “As perfect as Jenna or Lillie?”

I placed my hands on her hips and drew her toward me. “Every molecule as perfect.”

Becca wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed herself up against me. Her tummy met my concrete hard cock, and her eyes widened. “Wow.” She gazed down at my cock, then back up at me. “I did that?”

With any other woman, I would call bullshit. But not Becca. She honestly didn’t understand how achingly hot she was. I slid my hands over her hips and cradled her ass in both hands before giving her cheeks a full squeeze. “You’ve been responsible for many an unused erection.”

Becca giggled and pushed herself up on her tiptoes before kissing me on the lips. She locked her twinkling green eyes on mine. “Such a waste of a perfectly good penis. We can’t let him feel unloved.”

Cock throbbing, I slipped my hands inside the back waistband of her panties and squeezed her bare ass. “Best to not let this erection suffer the same fate as his ancestors.”

She bit her lower lip and tugged the front of my shorts, popping the button free. “It’s like you’re reading my mind.”

“Good. Then let’s take this horizontal.”

I grabbed hold of her ass and effortlessly scooped her off the ground, causing Becca to squeal with delight. She giggled and coiled her long legs around my waist while clutching hold of me around my neck.

I walked her over to the big, four-post bed until we reached the foot. I lowered her back onto the bed, sliding between her open legs.

Becca’s hair splayed out on either side of her head, forming a dark halo that contrasted with the white quilt and lacy pillows. She drew me down and pulled me into a kiss.

Our lips met and parted. Our tongues coiled together while Becca worked the zipper on my shorts.

I reached under her back and unclipped her bra, my head dizzy with desire. My cock throbbed, pulsing like a madman in a straitjacket, oozing pre-cum into my poor briefs that had spent a long day fighting off a dozen different erections.

Becca pushed down my shorts and stuffed her hand inside my briefs. As she moaned into my mouth, her tongue swirling and exploring, her warm fingers circled my shaft, meeting the towering presence of my steel-hard cock.

I ground my hips, sliding my cock inside her loosely coiled fist. I removed her bra and her beautiful breasts, at long last, jiggled into view.

Becca pulled at the elastic waistband of my briefs, lowering them and my shorts over my hips until my cock met with fresh air. She coiled her tongue around mine and slurped me up, tasting my lips and moaning with rapturous delight. All the while, Becca ground her hips, humping my upper thigh.

Heat from her pussy radiated over my flesh, but it was the round mounds of her perfect breasts that had captured my attention. With Becca feverishly kissing me, I couldn’t fully appreciate her upper half. When her stiff nipples raked my chest, I couldn’t take it any longer.

I broke off the kiss, breathing heavily as Becca gazed up at me, her eyes hazy with confusion and her hand clutching my shaft. I sat up on my knees, gazing down at her mostly naked body before I peeled off my t-shirt and tossed it aside.

With the sudden shift of weight, the antique bed frame groaned, and the rusty bedsprings squeaked with complaint. Then the sound faded as I steadied myself between her parted legs, leering at Becca’s incredible rack.

Becca’s breasts jiggled with the natural grace humankind had yet to achieve through plastic surgery. They were big, but not too big. More than a handful yet sized right for her petite frame. They were perfectly round and symmetrical. The faintest hint of a tan line ran diagonally over her chest just above her nipples, but her alabaster skin tone was otherwise unmarked. Becca’s pastel-pink areolas were smaller and more well-defined than I imagined for a woman her size. They were each roughly quarter-sized and, like her breasts, perfectly symmetrical. Her stiff, fat nipples stood at the center of each, stiff and proud, inviting me to taste them.

Becca’s chest heaved, rapidly rising and falling, while her jaw hung open and her pink lips glistened with our saliva. She turned her gaze downward to where her eyes landed on my stiff cock, pulsing and throbbing where it lay nestled atop her flat tummy. It oozed clear pre-cum, leaving a sticky snail trail on the milky white skin below her navel.

Becca raised her hips off the bed and turned her attention back to me. “Take off my panties.”

I tucked my thumbs on either side of her panties and lowered them over her hips, revealing the smooth creamy expanse of her shaved pussy.

Becca parted her legs, revealing her hidden treasure to me in all its wondrous glory. The tight pink slit of her labia glistened with her own wetness, and I found myself unable to move as I drank in her perfect body.

I licked the newly formed dryness from my lips and reached out, touching both of her inner thighs with my open palms as Becca’s eyes glazed over with lust.

She lowered her middle finger to her clit, rubbing a tight circle as she locked her gaze on me. “Please, no more waiting. No more foreplay. Fuck me now.”

Eyeing her jiggling breasts and tight little pussy, I wanted to taste the appetizers before jumping straight into the main course, but the sexually frustrated look in Becca’s eyes told me that was a mistake. There would be time for all that later. She had an itch to scratch and so did I.

I crept forward on my knees, positioning myself between her legs as Becca propped herself up on her elbows, gazing down the length of her body. With my cock in hand, I rubbed my swollen tip along the thin pink slit of her labia and moaned while pleasure dive bombed my brain with a rush of dopamine and endorphins. Using my free hand, I leaned forward and squeezed one of her fat tits, teasing her swollen nipple between my thumb and forefinger.

Becca moved her hips in a tight circle, forcing my tip up and down her pussy as a well-spring of her freshly released wetness coated my knob. Her breathing turned short and rapid, and her green eyes swam hazily with lust.

“Come inside me,” she said. “I want to feel everything.”

“What if you get pregnant?”

“It doesn’t matter. I want your babies.”

Her words came out breathless and halting, stilted by moans as she watched my tip slip deeper into her silky pink folds.

Her words released a rush of adrenaline as my head spun. The idea of impregnating the twenty-one-year-old beauty queen left me so delirious with lust, I could barely process my emotions. Was Jenna as eager to get pregnant as her sisters? Suddenly our new house didn’t feel big enough to house my harem of the Fields’ women and our inevitable offspring.

My temples pounded with the rapid assault of my racing heart, and my hands shook with a raging torrent of adrenaline. Visions of filling Becca’s womb with loads of sticky, sperm-laden cum nearly made me come all over her stomach and tits.

Her pussy was soaking wet to where I slipped inside her without even trying. I groaned with pleasure as my cock throbbed inside her entrance, where I met a warm wall of soft resistance.

“Fuck,” I said, hissing out the word while pleasure wrapped me in an orgasm-inducing cocoon of ecstasy. “Baby, you are so tight.”

Becca moaned as she pushed herself to the upright position, resting on her hands. She dug her heels into my ass and gyrated her hips, taking my cock deeper. “God, you feel so hard inside me.”

She swiveled her hourglass hips, working me deeper with each rotation. “You’re stretching me out. It feels so fucking good.” She tossed her head back and groaned, causing her tits to jiggle before me. Her hair spilled backward over her shoulders, with errant strands framing her beautiful face.

With our combined weight, the bedsprings came to life, squeaking loudly, rhythmically singing with the cadence of Becca’s hip thrusts. With my cock buried halfway deep, all thoughts of creaky beds, noisy mattresses and their future implications fled from my mind.

I grabbed Becca’s hips and squeezed, guiding her up and down as my cock inched deeper. With a throat moan loud enough to carry through the bedroom walls, Becca bottomed out with my pulsing cock buried in her warm, tight pussy.

She raised her hips off the bed and slid forward onto my thighs, where she caught my shoulders in both hands. Becca gazed into my eyes as she shifted her weight in my lap, forcing my cock deeper until she leveled out where we met face to face.

My cock twitched inside her, pulsing and throbbing as I swiveled my hips, plumbing her exquisitely tight pussy. Her sweet, clean scent enveloped me, igniting my libido with hazy lust. Her tits wobbled slightly as we moved, with her stiff nipples grazing my bare chest and visibly hardening. I cupped her ass and guided her down as I pushed my cock deep, burying my manhood at the root.

Becca moaned and slid her fingers up the short hair on my neck. She drew herself forward, flattening her tits against my chest as she found my ear with her open mouth. Her tongue swirled inside, her warm breath igniting my nerve endings with gouts of exquisite pleasure. All the while, she he moved her hips, fucking me with slow deep circles. She coiled her legs around my waist, locking herself in for the ride of our lives.

“You took my virginity, baby,” she said, whispering into my ear. “I’ve always dreamed of giving it to you. You feel amazing inside me. I love you so much.”

She licked, kissed, and sucked her way in and out of my ear, and up and down my neck. My head reeled and my cock throbbed, sliding in and out as we started fucking.

The bed squeaked, high-pitched and wailing. It was loud enough to wake the dead, including the ancient Marjorie Thomas. I only hoped her husband would hold her back because an act of God couldn’t stop me from fucking Becca.

Becca buried her head in my neck and latched onto my skin with her mouth, sucking with wild abandon as if to stop herself from moaning. A teenage hickey was incoming, but I didn’t care.

Slap. Slap. Slap.

Squeak. Squeak. Squeak.

Becca bounced up and down on my sizzling hot cock, fucking me hard and deep. Heat radiated off my cock like an inferno as I cupped her ass, squeezing her milky white flesh between my fingers as we picked up the pace.

Ten minutes in, I was ready to blow. My head swam with the promise of a truly violent orgasm while Becca remained glued to me, heaving for air as a slick sheen of sweat formed on her brow.

She found my mouth with hers and our tongues lashed together, hot and panting. I pounded her pussy with the same primal ferocity as I had with her little sister. Her unspoiled innocence, purity, and extraordinary beauty made me want to protect her, fuck her, and marry her all at the same time.

Becca’s loud moans and stiff, broken grunts rose to match, then exceeded the volume of the bedsprings. Her tits rolled in time with our motion, slapping together with a satisfying clap. The minutes ticked by, and her skin glowed with perspiration, leaving strands of her dark hair matted to her forehead while her green eyes shone hazily with intoxicating lust.

She moved in sinuous motions, riding me like a mechanical bull, using my shoulders to hang on. Her chest heaved and then abruptly, she went rigid in my lap. She gasped for breath as she dug her fingers into my shoulders and her pussy pulsed, spasming around my cock. Becca’s eyes rolled back in her head and a torrent of goosebumps arose across her chest, leaving her nipples as stiff as concrete lamp posts. “Oh daddy, I’m coming all over your fat fucking cock.”

She yelled out the words, then screamed out, “Daddy, fuck me! You’re fucking me so good, daddy!” The dirty words rolled out of the normally prim and proper princess and forced me over the edge. I had spent all day with a raging hard-on and the last twenty minutes fighting off a mind-blowing orgasm. The battle was over, and I gave in to the inevitable.

I paused, pinning her down onto my cock as her body shook with orgasmic ecstasy. I brought my gaze even with hers and peered into her smoldering green eyes, then erupted inside her.

With a primal grunt, I pushed my hips off the bed, lifting Becca as I fully impaled my best friend’s daughter. Then I came as hard as had with Becca’s little sister. My mind went black as I spurted, gushing thick ropes of sperm-laden cum into her unprotected and extremely fertile womb. Again and again, I came, filling her full as the orgasm seemed to stretch out forever.

Becca squeezed her pussy, milking my cock as she moved her hips, holding my gaze as she tried to catch her breath. Finally, I came down the other side, my cock twitching as I pumped her full of my forbidden seed.

The bed fell silent as our labored breathing and passionate kissing filled the void. Becca kissed me long and slowly, taking her time as our tongues once again coiled together. We stayed that way for a long time, with Becca on my lap, my cock buried inside, while I freely explored a body that had, until today, been frustratingly off limits.

Fantasy had met reality and reality won. Neither of us was eager to move. Occasionally, her pussy twitched with an aftershock, squeezing my half-hard cock and sending a chill up my spine.

When my arms finally gave out, I lay her back on the bed and followed her forward, laying between her parted legs with my cock still inside her. I cupped her breast, squeezing it in my hand before I lowered my mouth and finally tasted her nipple. I gave it a playful suck, then nibbled on her nipple, eliciting a giggle from the busty brunette.

“That tickles,” she said.

Her nipple stiffened between my lips, and my cock flinched, hardening inside her.

Her eyes widened. She flexed her pussy, squeezing my cock with her inner walls as it thickened inside her.

“You’re already hard?”

I grinned. “You are way too sexy to resist. I’m ready for round two, but we’ve got to do something about these bedsprings. The old lady might come in here with a shotgun if we haven’t already induced a stroke.”

Becca giggled. “Maybe you’re just a daddy who really loves his little girl?”

I laughed and moved inside her. Becca knew what she was doing. All the daddy talk had its intended effect. I hardened, turning to granite as I groaned and pushed deep.

Becca coiled her legs around my waist and drew me in deep, pumping her hips as she cupped my ass in her hands.

“You are really twisted, you know that?” I told her between heavy moans.

She giggled again. “I have a hidden dark side.”

As I picked up the pace, Becca bit her lower lip and grunted, her face contorting with pleasure. “Maybe if we don’t move as much, the bed won’t squeak so loud.”

The bed squeaked, mocking us before we both laughed.

“Guess not,” I said.

Becca shrugged. “She’ll have to wear earplugs,” she said before she pulled me into a kiss.

For our third time, we took our act to the floor where I took Becca doggy style. It wasn’t as loud, but even with the makeshift bed we had concocted, it wasn’t comfortable. We had sex again for a fourth time just before dawn when we had both woken from a slumber ravenous with sexual desire.

By the time the sun rose, exhaustion had settled in, but our elation about consummating our relationship washed it away. We got up and tried to leave before the house stirred where we would face Marjorie’s wrath. After dressing and stripping the well-used sheets from the bed, we tiptoed from our room and down the stairs.

The stairs creaked under our weight. When we reached the landing, we came face to face with a stern faced Marjorie Thomas.

My stomach dropped, and Becca gasped. She squeezed my hand and pinned herself against me as if we’d run into the crypt keeper himself.

The old woman glared at us with her arms folded over her chest. “Please tell me she’s not really your daughter. That will make this shit show at least a little easier to bear.”

Becca sighed and turned her gaze between the old woman and me, seeming to regain her confidence.

She cleared her throat and confidently stuck out her chest, meeting the old woman’s gaze head on. “My daddy and I have grown really close since my mother’s death. Last night, it was as if her spirit took over and she was inside me.” She giggled as if laughing at her own joke. “Well, to be sure, my daddy was inside me too. I mean… he was really, really inside me.” She perched on her tiptoes and pecked me on the cheek, her face a mask of pure innocence. “Weren’t you daddy?”

I was too stunned to move, and stood there, staring frozen at the old crow.

Becca sighed contentedly, laced her hand in mind, and turned back to face a stunned Marjorie Thomas. “With any luck, my daddy got me pregnant last night, and we’ll have you to thank for it. Isn’t that great?” She grinned, her smile lighting up the room. “But we’ll always treasure the memories we made here. After all, it was the night I gave my daddy my virginity, and we have you to thank for it all.”

I inwardly winced while a bead of sweat trickled down the nape of my neck. Becca had balls of steel, but it wasn’t like the judgmental old bat didn’t have it coming.

Marjorie Thomas visibly shook with rage. She pointed toward the door and spoke through gritted teeth. “Go. And never come back.”


Chapter fifteen
I’m Not Their Uncle


Isighed and relaxed into the smooth hot tub wall. Twin jets of hot water massaged my lower back, and if it wasn’t for the beautiful naked blonde straddling me, I would have let my exhaustion take over.

“Then the old bat chased us out the front door with a broom,” I said.

The blonde in question was Lillie, who sat on my lap, facing me, wearing nothing but a ponytail holder. My rock hard cocked pressed against her flat tummy and pulsed inside her loose grip.

As I recalled the details of my date with Becca, Lillie had played with my cock, teasing it to hardness while she hung on every word. She wore her long golden blonde hair piled atop her head, where she secured it with a ponytail holder. Her bare breasts jiggled, her nipples taut, as she coiled her fingers around my shaft and gently stroked.

“I can’t believe Becca actually said those things to that poor woman. What happened next?”

I cupped Lillie’s tight little ass in both hands and squeezed. Despite my exhaustion from sleep deprivation and the relentless sex, I craved the bodacious little blonde and savored her attention.

“Thankfully, we didn’t have any luggage. Her husband was outside, working in the garage and just kind of shrugged at me.”

Lillie released my cock and leaned forward, resting her forearms against my chest. The action bent my cock slightly where it mashed up against her tummy. Her glistening breasts squeezed together, forming a valley of deep cleavage, and her nipples raked my chest. She studied my face, her blue eyes questioning. “It sounds like you and Becca had an amazing trip.”

Was there a hint of jealousy in Lillie’s voice? Thankfully, I had expected this response and planned accordingly. “You know that trip to Charleston we’re planning with your friends?”

Lillie furrowed her brow and nodded. “What about it?”

“I hope you don’t mind, but I extended the trip a few days longer. It’s just the two of us, if you’re okay with that.”

Lillie’s face lit up as she clapped, and she squealed with delight. She bounced up and down on my lap, forcing my cock to slip and slide with exquisite pleasure. The bouncing motion took her tits on a wild ride of their own. Despite my calm exterior, her infectious energy and perfect ten body had me reeling.

“You are the best boyfriend ever.”

She wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed in tight to kiss me. Our tongues met as her bare pussy slid over my meaty shaft.

My cock twitched as Lillie ground her hips and moaned into my mouth. I cupped her ass in both hands and raised her just enough so that my knob glided along her pussy. When my cock slipped into place, I lowered her hips as I pushed upward, grunting softly as I entered her.

Lillie moaned and swiveled her hips, grinding me deeper. Her slippery tits writhed against my chest and waves sloshed, lapping against the fiberglass walls as she moved atop me using a circular motion.

Her pussy hugged my cock, squeezing when I met a soft wall of warm resistance. My head swooned with hazy pleasure.

The heat from the hot tub, Lillie’s tropical scent, and the taste of her minty tongue exploring my mouth all conspired to tilt the world sideways. My cock throbbed inside her, impossibly hard, as I stretched her out and fought back the urge to come.

Lillie broke the kiss and inched backward and gazed at me as we amped up our rhythm. She placed her hands on my pecs, bracing herself against me as she writhed, her face contorted with pleasure.

I reached up and cupped her tits, squeezing her fat nipples between my fingers as I filled my palms with her forbidden flesh.

The sound of laughter floated in from the kitchen and Lillie paused, gazing toward the house, suddenly alert. She sighed with frustration and paused with my cock fully impaling her. “I think my mom and Angie are home.”

A week ago, that statement would have terrified me. Now, it barely registered as a blip on our radar.

“They’ll probably want to use the hot tub,” I said.

Lillie shook her head. “They’ll grab a bottle of wine and head up to my mom’s room. They were pretty hot and heavy earlier on the couch.”

“Is that so? Angie told me you and her had something going. I expected both of you to greet me when I got home. Not that I’m complaining.”

Lillie shrugged. “We played together a little in the sauna. Then my dad talked to mom, left, and after that, it’s been the Gretta and Angie show.”

How much had Jimmy told Gretta? And how much did Gretta already know? That Gretta wanted Angie for comfort, didn’t surprise me. I thought it best to steer clear of any topic involving Jimmy.

I grinned. “Are you jealous?”

She micro-pumped her lips, moaning slightly as she worked my cock deep inside her. “I was more jealous of Becca. Especially right after she got home. But now that we’re together, I want you all to myself.”

I ran my hands up and down her body, squeezing her breasts before curling a hand around to her backside and palming her ass. “What did Becca do to make you jealous?”

On the surface, the question was absurd. I had spent twenty-four hours on a romantic getaway with Lillie’s sister. A getaway that included copious amounts of sex. Lillie had every right to feel jealousy, but until now, the sisters seemed fine with sharing.

Lillie stopped grinding me and gazed into my eyes as if considering my question. “She wouldn’t stop talking about all the sex you had. You know she is blatantly trying to get pregnant, right?”

“Isn’t that what we’re doing?”

“Well… yes, but I haven’t been actively planning it for a year like Becca.”

I frowned. “She didn’t mention it to me, although she was clear that she didn’t want to use protection.”

Lillie resumed her forward, backward motion, grinding my cock, her eyes on full tilt. Water churned around her waist and the hot tub lights flickered over her chest and face. Under the night sky, she looked radiant.

“Becca was the ultimate cock tease. She was every guy’s fantasy girl but kept them all at arm’s length. Now that she has you, she’ll want you all the time. I have to steal every moment that I can.”

My cock throbbed deep inside Lillie as my shaft slid in and out, hot with friction. I wouldn’t last much longer. “Baby, I’m getting really close to popping.”

Lillie moved her body in an S-wave, grinding my cock as her tits wobbled and the frothy water churned. “I thought tomorrow we could go dancing. I want to introduce you to more of my friends.”

Her eyes took on a glassy sheen. Her heavy breathing and stiff grunts made speaking difficult.

I grabbed her hips and held on, riding the wave like a pro surfer in Oahu’s North Shore. My head throbbed in time with my cock, my vision flashing. She was way too hot and way too tight to hold out for much longer. I couldn’t talk, let alone plan a full response, but Jenna had already filled my calendar for the next two days. Tomorrow we were going together to Queen’s Pilates class, followed by a day on the boat, and a night camping under the stars.

Lillie leaned forward and grabbed my shoulders in both hands. Her chest heaved, and the water slapped the sides, the waves cresting like miniature tsunamis. Her forehead creased, and she furrowed her brow as a looked of orgasmic pleasure took hold. “Baby, I’m coming so fucking hard.”

She grunted as her pussy twitched, naturally milking my cock. The sensation induced a massive orgasm, and I grunted as my head strobed with pleasure. I thrust my hips forward and came hard, blasting her unprotected womb with a geyser of sticky spunk. Again and again, I spurted, leaning forward and latching onto her nipple with my mouth as Lillie’s hot breath filled my ear.

She slid her fingers through my damp hair, grabbing two fistfuls while she went to work on my ear, sliding her tongue in and out. “I love you,” she said on repeat.

I sucked her nipple between my lips and pulled her entire areola into mouth as I continued pumping my hips, emptying my balls inside her.

Slow and relaxed, Lillie moved her hips front to back, pumping my cock until it stopped pulsing. When she went still, she found my mouth with hers and we kissed, tenderly and slowly, while steam curled up around us.

The sound of the churning water and heavy breathing filled the silence. A few minutes later, I broke our kiss and sat back long enough to meet Lillie’s beautiful blue eyes.

“Let’s go take a shower and go to bed,” I said.

Lillie smiled and nodded. “I want to sleep in your bed tonight.”

I raised my eyebrows. “You’re hoping for a threesome with Angie?”

She grinned and leaned forward, mashing her tits against my chest. “Would that be so bad?”

“I have a feeling Angie will end up sleeping with Gretta tonight.”

“Not if I text her,” Lillie said.

The sound of the back door opening preceded the giggling voices coming from the house.

“Speak of the devil,” I said.

Lillie coiled her arms around my neck and gazed into my eyes. “Let’s give them a show, shall we?”

I drew her hips forward, my cock still impaling her, and met her lips halfway. Our tongues coiled together just as a voice broke the silence.

“Ewww… get a room,” a woman said.

A woman who was neither Angie nor Gretta. Rather, the voice belonged to Jenna.

Lillie and I broke off the kiss and turned to face our visitors.

A grinning Jenna and her best friend Brooke Lowe, who went by the nickname Queen, gazed at us from a few paces away.

Lillie slid off my lap and lowered herself into the hot tub, concealing her naked body from view. “Jesus fucking Christ, Jenna,” Lillie said. “How about a warning next time?”

I slid into the water, neck deep, and turned to face them. Lillie came up behind me and wrapped her arms around my chest, mashing her fat tits into my back.

“How was I supposed to know you two were fucking in our very accessible family hot tub?”

Queen rolled her eyes. “Because we could hear Lillie moaning from inside the house?”

Jenna laughed and slapped her friend a high five.

Lillie glared at her sister from where she rested her head on my shoulder. “You’re just jealous because my boyfriend isn’t a pencil dick like Lex.”

The smile on Jenna’s face faded. “You’re calling Uncle Steve your boyfriend now? I think Becca has already staked that claim.”

“Don’t pretend you don’t want him just as much as Becca and me. Besides, we all agreed that —”

“Enough,” Jenna said. “I don’t want to hear about your sex life.”

Queen frowned, gazing back and forth between the bickering sisters. “Agreed to what?”

“We agreed to share him,” Lillie said. “Jenna included.”

“I’m right here,” I said. “You two are treating me like the spoils of some sibling war.”

“Can I get in on that action?” Queen asked, turning her full attention to me. “Does your wife consent to all of this?”

Lillie stared daggers at her sister. “Don’t act so innocent, Jenna. I know all about the little sauna show you put on.” She turned her attention to Queen. “As far as sharing, that’s up to Uncle Steve. But I’m fine with it, unlike some people.”

I winced at her casual usage of the familial moniker. “I’m not really your uncle. We’re not even a little related.”

A glared replaced Jenna’s faded smile. “Who gave you permission to invite Queen into his bed?”

Lillie barked out a sarcastic laugh. “You have a boyfriend, or did you forget? What do you care if Uncle Steve fucks Queen’s brains out? She’s single, and so is he.”

I was far from single, but I wasn’t about to call that out.

Queen’s green eyes twinkled with excitement. “You and Becca are both shagging your uncle?”

“I’m not their uncle,” I said.

“Yes,” Lillie said. “And Aunt Angie knows everything.”

“I didn’t even come out here to argue,” Jenna said.

Queen raised her hand. “Can I be in the harem? I’ll contribute free Pilates classes.”

I laughed, and despite her faux outrage, Lillie laughed too. Jenna, on the other hand, fumed.

“Nobody is fucking Uncle Steve,” Jenna said.

“It’s kinda too late for that,” Lillie said. “Including sex in the back seat of the Range Rover yesterday morning and the hot tub sex tonight. We’re in for at least….” She gazed up as if doing mental math before she turned back to her sister and shrugged. “I don’t know, but we’ve fucked a fuck-ton of times.”

“You’re such a little bitch,” Jenna said, her voice quivering with emotion.

“Enough,” I said. “You two are sisters and you are supposed to love each other.”

“She started it,” Lillie said.

I swiveled my head sideways to stare at Lillie, who still had her naked body pinned to my back. “Really? Are you two?”

Lillie rolled her eyes. “Fine.” She gazed at her sister and sighed. “Sorry, Jenna. I was angry. I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

Jenna’s shoulders eased, and she smiled weakly. “I should have warned you I was coming out here. Queen’s right. We could hear you two going at it. I wanted to play a joke.”

“I’m just sorry I’m not in the hot tub,” Queen said. She grinned in my direction. “But there’s always tomorrow.”

Lillie frowned. “Tomorrow?”

“That’s why we’re here,” Jenna said. “I wanted to find Uncle Steve and make sure we’re still on for tomorrow. We’ll go to Pilates at nine, then go straight from there to the boat.”

“Don’t forget about the camping,” Queen said. “I totally bought the stuff to make s’mores.”

Lillie’s jaw dropped. “I’m taking Uncle Steve out tomorrow night. We’re going dancing, and I’m introducing him to Jess and Lainey.”

“No way,” Jenna said, shaking her head adamantly. “Between the secret blow job and stealing Uncle Steve on the night of the party, I’m falling way behind.”

Queen’s eyes widened. “What’s this about a secret blow job?”

“Falling behind what?” Lillie asked. “You have a boyfriend, Jenna. It’s okay to admit you would rather be with Uncle Steve. Becca and I both dumped our boyfriends.”

Jenna fumed. “Never mind that.” She looked in my direction. “You promised me you were going.”

I nodded. “And I intend to keep that promise.” I gazed over at Lillie as her eyes drooped with disappointment. “We’ll go out with your friends in a couple of days when I’m back.”

Jenna smiled triumphantly while Lillie sighed.

“Fine. But I’m still sleeping with you tonight.”

Lillie turned to face Jenna as she spoke that last sentence, but Jenna didn’t rise to the bait.

I turned back to Jenna. “Who’s going?”

“Me, you, Queen, and Lex,” Jenna said.

“It’s a double date,” Queen said. “You’re my date.”

“Jesus, Brooke, you’re practically frothing at the mouth,” Jenna said. “And Uncle Steve is not your date.”

Lillie giggled. “I think I can freely speak for Becca and Aunt Angie by giving you our full permission to do whatever comes naturally.”

“Nobody is fucking anybody,” Jenna said.

“So, it’s the standard operating procedure for Prince Blue Ball? Poor bastard,” Lillie said.

Was it true? Was Jenna holding out on her boyfriend just like her sisters? She seemed so forward and confident the other morning in the sauna. Had it all been an act?

Queen giggled, and Jenna huffed, clenching her fists. “I do not blue ball him. Besides, you were all about blue balling every guy you ever met. Becca too.”

Lillie leaned in close and kissed me on the lips, flashing some tongue for good measure. “Baby, are you blue-balled right now?”

“Uhhh… negative,” I said, drawing another fit of giggles from Queen.

“Your sisters drained the poor man dry,” Queen said to Jenna, before turning to Lillie. “Don’t worry, sweetie. I will hydrate your uncle before we return.”

“I’m not their uncle,” I said.

“Thanks, babe. Why don’t you come out clubbing with us? It’ll be fun.”

“You know what? I’ll take you up on that offer,” Queen said, staring at me the whole time she said it.

The redhead was scorchingly hot with an incredible Pilates toned body. She wore a pair of black yoga pants, a matching black sports bra and had a body built for sin. She was lean and lithe, but Queen still had plenty of curves all tucked into a dynamite body.

“Anyway,” Jenna said, looking at me. “Be ready to go at 8:30 with a bag packed. I’ll deal with all the camping gear.”

“I’ll be ready,” I said.

Lillie wrapped her arms around my chest and coiled her legs around my waist, staring over my shoulder at her sister. “He might not get much sleep tonight, but I’ll make sure he’s up and ready to go, big sister.”

“Thanks, Lill,” Jenna said.

“Love you, girl,” Lillie said. “And if the mood strikes, join the harem. Becca and I are making t-shirts.”

“I want a t-shirt,” Queen said. “Can I be in the harem too?”


Chapter sixteen
Size Small


After a very active evening with Lillie, I managed enough quality sleep to feel human by the next morning. Lillie fussed over me while I packed a bag for the camping trip.

An hour later, Jenna and I rolled up to the Pilates studio where Queen worked. Dozens of high-priced SUVs and cars packed the parking lot while a steady stream of suburban moms flowed into the place.

Jenna and I climbed out of my Range Rover and walked side-by-side to the front door.

“Her class looks popular,” I said.

“She’s the best,” Jenna said. “Her class fills up fast, and she always has a wait list.”

As Jenna and I crossed the parking lot, I realized once again how much she looked like Lillie. The resemblance was uncanny, and had I not known better, they could have been twins. The only minor differences between them were their hair color and muscle tone.

While Lillie was a golden blonde, Jenna’s hair was a mix. Streaks of sandy brown mingled with her golden blonde locks. Had one of them colored their hair? Or were they both natural? None of the sisters used any sort of cosmetic surgery, and they all kept their makeup to a minimum. In Jenna’s case, she only wore makeup on special occasions.

Then there was Jenna’s body. While Lillie had honed her physique through hundreds of hours of competitive swimming, Jenna had earned hers in the gym. Through a steady diet of cross-fit, Pilates, and yoga, Jenna had sculpted a body straight out of a fitness magazine.

She was lean, but not excessively so. Her muscles complimented her overall look. Just like Becca and Lillie, she oozed femineity. She wasn’t a hard body, but a toned body. I knew from firsthand experience that Jenna’s breasts were identical to her little sister’s. But it was Jenna’s ass that left the competition in the dust. She had the kind of ass one earns through dedication to a strict, daily practice. Thousands of squats and core exercises went into building her jaw-dropping ass. Not that there was anything wrong with Lillie’s or Becca’s rear ends. They were superb. But Jenna’s ass made me stop in my tracks.

Today was no exception. She wore a pair of black, form-fitting yoga shorts, a matching sports bra, and a pair of flip-flops. Her breasts bulged inside the tight confines of her top, sprouting a healthy dose of cleavage. She wore her hair in a casual ponytail that she spent all of five seconds pulling back. Unlike some women entering the studio, she wore no makeup.

We approached the door, and I glanced through the picture window into the packed lobby. “It’s all women? Is this a women’s only studio?”

Jenna laughed. “No. It’s for men too. They just never come for whatever reason.”

It was because guys viewed yoga and Pilates as stretching exercises. In my experience, most guys had the attitude that if you were going to put in time at the gym, you may as well spend that effort on strength or cardiovascular exercise. But the stretching was equally, if not more, important. Over the years, I had built a regular yoga practice which played a huge part in keeping me young.

I held open the door for Jenna. “It’s been a while since I’ve done Pilates. I’m more of a yoga dude.”

Jenna smiled at me as she gave me the once over. Her smoldering blue eyes lingered on my midsection. “Oh, I think you’ll do just fine.”

We went inside, and Jenna checked us both in. She chatted some with Queen, who was making small talk with a few women gathered around her. I couldn’t make out their conversation, but Queen pointed to the studio, nodded, and held up two fingers.

Queen glanced across the lobby, and we made eye contact. A bright smile blossomed on her pretty face, and she waved at me as her green eyes twinkled.

Butterflies swooned in the pit of my stomach. I smiled, nodded, and waved back.

She was insanely gorgeous. She wore her long red hair in a tight braid that spilled over her shoulder to the front. Even from a distance, her freckles were clearly visible amid her tanned complexion.

The door to the studio opened, and the crowd filed in. I was near the back but noticed others setting up mats and quickly filling the open room. Jenna met me at the door.

She greeted me with a smile. “Queen set up our mats right in front of her.”

Having Jenna beside me and Queen in front of me would be more than a little distracting, but I wasn’t about to complain. “I’m a little rusty. No making fun of my form.”

Jenna laughed and surprised me by picking up my hand and lacing her fingers in mine. “I’ll go easy on you, old man.”

Hand-in-hand, we entered the studio and found our place up front. Queen wore the same black sports bra and form-fitting shorts as Jenna, and they looked every bit as good. While Queen’s breasts were slightly smaller than Jenna’s, she had a lean, lithe body with an ass tight enough to crack walnuts. Her long legs and toned abdomen drew my lingering gaze and Queen seemed to notice.

She winked at me and approached. “I thought you might chicken out.”

While Queen and I chatted, Jenna let go of my hand and took a moment to adjust our mats, adding water bottles and sweat towels.

Queen took the opening as an invitation. She took both of my hands in hers and stepped forward, right into my personal space.

I didn’t move or resist, curious to see what she would do next.

Her green eyes twinkled as she closed the space between us, then perched on her tiptoes and casually gave me a peck on the lips. “I can’t wait to spend the day together.”

Jenna paused, turned on her friend, and frowned. “What are you doing?”

Queen met her friend’s gaze, seeming completely unfazed. “Saying hello to Steve. What are you doing?”

Jenna rolled her eyes. “You’re such a horn dog.”

Queen shrugged. “There isn’t a woman in this room who wouldn’t rip his clothes off and you know it.”

“Whatever,” Jenna said. “Don’t you have a class to start?”

Queen gave me another quick peck on the lips and released me. “I hope you’re ready. I won’t go easy on you.”

I raised a questioning eyebrow, unsure if she meant the class or something else.

Five minutes into the class, she winked at me and blew me a kiss. For the next hour, I tried and failed to stop myself from leering at the perfection of both women’s awe inspiring physiques.

Every time Jenna caught me staring at her, she smiled back at me as if my attention pleased her. When Queen caught me looking, she blew me a kiss, then eye fucked me until I looked away.

By the end of class, I dripped with sweat but held my own. While the class slowly filed out, I sat on my mat and mopped myself up with a hand towel, drawing the occasional sip from my water bottle.

Jenna sat beside me on her mat, her face glowing with a light sheen of perspiration. “There are two private locker rooms with a shower. We’ll clean up and then head to the lake.”

My stomach sank with disappointment. I had hoped to share a shower with Jenna, but that didn’t look like it was happening. “Sounds good. It won’t take me long.”

Jenna led me along a corridor next to the studio with two doors clearly marked as unisex showers. With our bags in hand, we each took a locker room and made plans to meet in the lobby after.

The locker room was small, with a toilet, a shower, and a changing bench. I set my bag aside, stripped off my sweaty clothes, and started the shower.

Hot water and billowing steam hissed from the showerhead. I stepped inside, closing the shower curtain behind me. After the tough workout, the shower felt amazing, and I stood under the high-pressure blast, letting the heat soak into my shoulders and back. With a contented sigh, I relaxed, taking in the last few moments of peace before another wild day ensued.

The locker room door clicked shut.

My ears perked, and I raised my head, frowning as I stared at the closed shower curtain. “Jenna?”

There was no response.

The seconds ticked past, and I stepped forward, ready to pull aside the shower curtain when it flung open, and a figure appeared before me.

A very naked Queen grinned up at me. She had pulled her long braid loose and her silky red hair flowed over her shoulders in glossy waves. Her green eyes sparkled with mischief, and she did nothing to hide her amazing body from view.

She had high, tight, C-cup sized breasts with small pink areolas and bite-sized nipples. Tan lines crisscrossed her chest and hips, marking the clear boundary of her swimsuit. Not a single stubble marred her cleanly shaven pussy, where a hint of her slit and a flash of pink were visible to my wandering gaze.

“Brooke? What the hell?”

Queen stepped into the shower, closing the curtain behind her. “I’m freezing. Let me in, Uncle Steve.”

I rolled my eyes as I let her pass. “I’m not your uncle. Why are you here? Does Jenna know?”

Queen giggled and sidestepped me, meeting the full force of the hissing showerhead full on. The hot water blasted her chest. She dipped her head beneath the high-pressure stream, letting the shower wash over her head and face. A moment later, her red hair glistened and stretched halfway down her back.

She turned around to face me and dropped her gaze to my thick cock. “No wonder Becca and Lillie like you so much.”

I gazed at her in disbelief. I had too many miles on the engine to let a woman’s blatant gaze shake me up. “If you wanted to share a shower, all you had to do was ask. I’m sure Jenna would have agreed.”

Queen raised her arms over her head, grabbed her long hair in both hands, and squeezed away the excess water. The sight was breathtaking. Her creamy underarms came into view while the move lifted her already perky tits, causing my cock to twitch and harden.

I gazed at her, spellbound by her incredible beauty and jaw-dropping body.

She wrung the water from her hair and grinned. “I thought this was a great way for us to break the ice. I like you and you clearly like me. Instead of wasting the day flirting, let’s just cut to the chase.”

She lowered her gaze to my half-hard cock and licked her lips before continuing. “Besides, I wanted to have a private chat about Jenna before we embark on our adventure.”

My cock twitched, thickening as my pulse quickened. We were an hour into our date and already everything had spun out of control.

“Okay. What’s up?”

Queen grabbed the bottle of body wash off the nearby rack. “Let’s get soapy first. Turn around and I’ll do your back.”

My head flashed with desire, and my cock thickened, quickly arriving at a full erection. Completely stiff, I turned my back on the sexy redhead. “I don’t think Jenna would approve.”

Behind me, Queen squirted body wash into her open palm and stepped forward. She started with my shoulders, rubbing the soap into my flesh while gently working on my shoulders. “Which is why I’m here. Well, it’s one reason. The main reason is that I’m totally into you. I’d like to see where we can go together.”

Her hands felt like magic, and I closed my eyes as I relaxed under her expert care. “Again, I don’t think Jenna would go for this.”

Queen worked the soap into my lower back before she squeezed my ass and lathered that up, too. “You have an impressive body. I can honestly say I’ve never been as attracted to anyone as I am to you.”

I let her have her way. “So, you don’t normally jump into showers with married men?”

Queen laughed and stepped closer, pressing her body flat against mine. Her hard nipples pressed into my back and her warmth spread through me like a salve. “How many wives encourage their husbands to fuck hot twenty-year-olds? Let’s stop pretending your wife doesn’t wholeheartedly approve of your lecherous behavior.”

She wrapped her arms around me and massaged my chest with soapy suds. “To answer your question, this is my first time jumping into the shower with a man who isn’t already my boyfriend. I’m bold, but not usually this bold. But with the Fields’ ladies already on the playing field, I need to be bold. I’m here mainly for my selfish reasons, but I’m hoping today might spur Jenna into dumping Lex.”

I ran my hands along Queen’s forearms, rubbing her soft skin with my thumbs. She lowered her hands, lathering my six-pack with soapy suds. “That’s why you’re here? To make Jenna jealous?”

Queen moved her hands lower, picking up my stiff cock in both hands and lovingly caressing my throbbing knob. “I love her, but she has awful taste in men. She likes you…. Strike that. She loves you but needs a little nudge in the right direction.”

Queen slowly stroked my rigid cock as I groaned. Ripples of pleasure ran through me, leaving my legs weak and rubbery. “You want me to hit on her?”

“I want you to hit on me,” she said, pumping my cock as her breathing turned short and shallow. “I will throw myself at you today, and I want you to go with it. Not that you would have turned me away otherwise.”

She quickened her pace, stroking me with fervor as my toes curled with exquisite pleasure. “Kind of like you’re doing now?” With her stroking my cock, I had a hard time asking her the question.

I felt her lips on my shoulder as she writhed up against me, grinding her hips into my soapy ass. “Jenna’s not here. This is entirely for my benefit.”

Before I came too quickly, I wriggled loose of her grip and turned around to face her. Her green eyes swam with barely contained lust. I lowered my mouth to hers and our lips met. Our tongues flashed together, hot and probing as Queen moaned into my mouth.

My cock slipped and glided across her flat tummy, leaving a white trail of suds in its wake. A full minute later, we came up for air, both of us panting for air.

“I want you so badly, but we can’t go all the way. Not yet. Jenna will forgive a lot, but she wouldn’t want me having sex with you before her.”

I picked up the bottle of body wash and squirted a glob onto my palm. “And if your plan fails?”

“We’ll fuck all night long. But it won’t fail. She’s right on the edge. She just needs a little push.”

I lathered her backside with body wash until white frothy lather coated her shoulders and back. The minty scent filled my nostrils and my stiff cock pulsed with pent up desire.

Queen reached down and took my cock in both hands, stroking me off as she gazed into my eyes. “That doesn’t mean we can’t get each other off.”

I ran my hands down her back and cupped her bare ass in both hands, squeezing her golden-toned flesh. “What did you have in mind?”

She slipped my cock between her thighs, guiding my knob along her slippery trench, letting out a moan while her face contorted with pleasure. “We can’t keep Jenna waiting.”

I thrust my hips forward and drew back, teasing her pussy with my swollen tip as her eyes wilted with lust. “You are way too gorgeous to last long.”

She squeezed her legs together and clamped her Pilates toned thighs around my throbbing manhood.

The sensation was sublime. Slippery warm flesh enveloped my cock, leaving my head fuzzy with a release of endorphins. I pumped my cock between Queen’s clamped thighs and ran my soapy hands over her perfect curves.

I filled my hands with her breasts, squeezing them as I rolled her nipples between my open fingers. She draped her arms around my neck and pulled me in for a kiss.

Our tongues swam together, exploring and probing while we pumped our hips, finding a steady rhythm. Our skin slapped together, and water sloshed as the steady hiss from the showerhead produced clouds of billowing steam around us.

I ran my hand over her flat stomach and lower, sliding a finger over her slippery sex until I found her swollen clit.

Queen moaned with pleasure and deepened our kiss. With her tongue probing my mouth, she writhed under my touch as she pumped her hips, forcing her pussy into my hand.

I swirled my fingertip over her cherry bud, eliciting groans of pleasure from the nubile twenty-year-old. Her legs wobbled beneath her as she lowered her hands to my ass. She grabbed fistfuls of each cheek and pulled me into her, thigh-fucking me with reckless abandon.

My cock sizzled, strobing under the heat and slippery friction. My head flashed just as Queen's body went rigid.

She broke the kiss with a gasp and buried her head in my shoulder as she dug her fingernails into my ass. Her body trembled and bucked as I erupted with orgasmic bliss.

I grunted and pressed my hips forward, spurting cum between her thighs as I reached around and cupped her bare ass. Again and again, I came, gushing sticky jizz down her thighs and over her slippery pussy.

Queen leaned in and sucked my neck, using the same spot Becca had marked the day before with a purple hickey. She continued pumping her hips, milking my cock until the contractions stopped.

We remained together, touching, kissing and exploring, savoring the hot shower until Queen finally broke it off. She stepped back, gazing at me through green eyes far more intensely than I’d ever seen them.

“Are you okay?” I asked, reaching for her hands.

She let me take them, lacing her fingers in mine, and held them tight. “That was far more… intimate than I expected. If I’m not careful, I’ll lose myself to you.”

I grinned. “What happened to the girl who wanted the official t-shirt?”

“Oh, she’s still here, wanting that t-shirt and everything it represents more than ever. When I saw you and Lillie together in the hot tub last night, I had never been more turned on in my life. Maybe it’s the taboo nature of what you all are into. Whatever it is, I want in. For real. No jokes.”

She gazed at me, waiting for my reaction. There wasn’t a hint of sarcasm in her voice. She meant what she said. I stepped forward, leaned into her and kissed her full on the lips before backing up a step and meeting her gaze. “Good. I’ll put you down for a size small.”


Chapter seventeen
Is That Why They Call You Queen?


Hand-in-hand, Queen and I exited the locker room, each of us holding a gym bag in our free hand. We strolled down the corridor toward the lobby, making small talk.

Queen wore a gray tank and a pair of cut-off jean shorts with glimpses of her pink bikini top coming into view as she walked. Her damp red hair hung loosely over her shoulders, and she seemed completely at ease after our casual hookup.

“When we walked in on you and Lillie last night, that look on her face was priceless,” Queen said. “But it all worked out in the end. I can’t wait until we go clubbing together.”

We rounded the corner and stepped into the lobby, where we found Jenna sitting alone on a bench by the front door waiting for us.

Jenna’s gaze locked on our coupled hands, and she frowned before gazing up at her friend. “Why is your hair wet?”

“Uhh… because I showered,” Queen said. “You didn’t expect me to go out on the boat all stinky, did you?”

Frowning, Jenna folded her arms over her chest and stood, glaring at her friend as she gazed between us. “Did you two take turns or something? I didn’t see either of you in the hallway.”

Queen rolled her eyes but didn’t release the grip on my hand. “Steve and I shared a shower. What’s the big deal?”

Jenna’s jaw dropped. “What do you mean you shared? As in, you were in the shower at the same time?”

“We’re in a hurry,” Queen said. “So, we shared a shower. We’re both adults and it’s not like Lillie and Becca didn’t already sign off on this whole date thing.”

Jenna fumed. Her blue eyes smoldered with heat, and she looked ready to pounce on her best friend. “You could have shared a shower with me.”

Queen grinned. “No offense, but Steve is more my type.”

I chuckled, and Jenna glared at me. “You could’ve kicked her out.”

“Or you could have shared a shower with him instead,” Queen said, coming to my defense. “The poor guy looked like a beaten puppy when you sent him into the second stall all alone.”

Jenna gritted her teeth. “You know why. Alex and I have an agreement.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Agreement?”

Jenna unfolded her arms and turned to face me, sighing. “I didn’t tell Alex about the day we were in the sauna together, but it didn’t take a genius for him to pick up on my feelings for you. He threw a major fit, and to make a very long and dramatic story short, we agreed to go all in on our relationship. That’s why I’ve been a little standoffish lately. I’m hoping you and Alex can form a friendship. That way we can spend time together, and he won’t worry so much.”

Queen rolled her eyes. “Only you’re the only one keeping up your end of the bargain. He hits on women constantly. You should see him at the gym. He walks around like the mayor of poon town.”

Jenna glared at her friend. “They hit on him. It’s not like he can help it. Just like you jumped in the shower with Uncle Steve. He didn’t ask you to do that.”

“I didn’t send her away either,” I said.

Queen turned, perched on her tiptoes, and kissed me on the lips. “That’s why I like this man so much. He has my back.”

I could practically see the steam coming out of Jenna’s ears.

Jenna glared daggers at her best friend. “By the way, this isn’t a date. It’s an outing. You and Steve are not dating. He’s already with my sisters.”

“Who gave me their permission to pursue him.” She held up her phone. “Lillie, Becca, and I have a group chat going. Here, feel free to read our texts.”

“I don’t need to see the fucking texts,” Jenna said, snapping at her friend.

I let go of Queen’s hand and stepped forward. “JJ, take a breath. Everything is fine.”

Jenna’s expression softened as she turned her blue eyes on me. “She knows how I feel about you. She’s just trying to piss me off.”

I picked up her hands and held them. Jenna’s shoulders visibly eased.

“If you tell us to stop. We will.” I gazed over my shoulder at Queen. “Right, Brooke?”

Queen frowned and thought for a moment before nodding. “Absolutely. Jenna, you’re my best friend. If you don’t want me to date Steve, just say the word. It’s just….” She let out a deep breath and seemed to find her center. “You’re with Lex. I didn’t think you’d care. That’s especially true because of the…umm… arrangement Steve has with your sisters. You’ve made me feel like a sister to you. Since Steve and I share a genuine connection, I didn’t think you would mind.”

Jenna’s entire body relaxed, and she smiled at her friend. “Sorry. I don’t own Steve, and I want to see you happy. If Lillie and Becca are okay with it, so am I.”

I let go of Jenna’s hands and the girls embraced, telling each other how sorry they were until the moment finally passed.

“Now that the drama is over, let’s roll,” I said, even though I knew the drama was just getting started.

Queen and Jenna chatted happily, their differences forgotten as we made our way to my car.

Thirty minutes later, we arrived at the marina, where we found Lex waiting for us. He leaned up against his Porsche, shirt off and sunglasses on. His muscled body glistened under the noonday sun and his wavy blonde hair tumbled in the breeze.

For all his faults, Alex Lawson was at the very least handsome. It was easy to see why he made a living as a professional model and social media influencer. Honestly, I hadn’t spent more than five minutes with the guy, but he had all the trademarks of a roaring narcissist starting with his choice of car.

I pulled up my Range Rover beside Lex’s Porsche, and the girls spilled out. Jenna greeted her boyfriend with an enthusiastic hug while Lex held back, patting Jenna on the shoulder like a stranger off the street.

As I climbed out my driver’s side door, Queen was there to greet me. She took my hand in hers and pulled me aside. She gazed through my car windows toward Lex and Jenna, who were having a quiet conversation on the other side of my car.

“Is everything okay?” I asked.

She nodded and met my gaze, smiling at me conspiratorially. “It’s show time. You ready?”

“This is silly. Why don’t I just tell her how I feel? Didn’t we put her through enough back at the studio? I feel horrible about how that went down.”

Queen’s eyes widened with horror. “That is the worst thing you can do. Trust me. I know my best friend better than anyone. The only way she’ll get rid of him for good is if breaking up is her idea.”

I sighed. “Fine. Lead the way.”

Queen grinned, popped up on her toes and kissed me on the lips. “Great. Let’s get going. The day’s wasting away.”

She dragged me around the car by the hand until we came up on Jenna, frowning at Lex.

“Come on Jenna. Let’s go,” Queen said.

Jenna didn’t look at us. Instead, she glared at Lex, who held up his phone between them like a shield. “Why did that girl DM you a naked picture of herself?”

“Christ, Jenna. Why are you so possessive? Girls send me unsolicited naked pictures all the time. I’m an influencer. You, of all people, know that it comes with the territory.”

“But I don’t have dick pics pulled up on my phone,” she said, her anger rising. “I delete them.”

Lex took off his mirrored sunglasses and rubbed the bridge of his nose. “Tom wanted to see the picture, so I pulled it up for him. That’s all.”

“You exchanged like ten messages back and forth with her.” She thrust her finger at the phone in Lex’s hand. “I literally just saw your phone.”

“Tom messaged her, posing as me. Can we not do this right here in front of your best friend and your uncle?”

I sighed, fighting the urge to correct him.

Jenna rolled her eyes. “Steve is not my uncle.”

I had to intervene before they got into a huge fight. I popped open the trunk of my SUV. “JJ, I’ll grab the bags and meet you at the boat. It’s still in the same slip?”

Jenna turned away from Lex. “Yeah. Hold on. I’ll help you.”

She marched away from Lex and met me by the trunk, leaving Queen alone with Lex.

Queen folded her arms over her chest and sneered at Lex. “Jenna isn’t stupid. Why do you treat her like she is?”

Lex glared at Queen while he slipped his phone in his pocket but didn’t rise to take the inflammatory bait.

I wouldn’t answer for Jenna, but the reason Lex treated her like dirt was because she let him get away with it. When she stopped giving him a free pass, he would either change his behavior or leave. In my experience, guys like Alex Lawson rarely changed their stripes. They would talk a big game about changing when they inevitably got called out for their destructive behavior, but I had never seen it happen. They went from young narcissistic assholes to middle-aged narcissistic assholes to grumpy old bastards. The only way to handle them was to remove the power you gave them over you.

Queen launched into Lex again, making a comment about his multiple girlfriends before Lex shot back, calling her a prick tease. The bickering continued, and I tuned them out.

I grabbed the beach bag and the cooler from the car while Jenna took a grocery bag filled with snacks. I glanced over at her and studied her face.

She looked somewhere between pissed off and hurt, and the thought of piling onto her anguish by making her jealous made me feel more than a little uneasy.

“Hey,” I said, speaking softly enough for only Jenna to hear.

She turned to face me. Her chin quivered with emotion and her eyes welled with tears.

I picked up her hand and stepped closer. “I’ll send Alex and Brooke home. You and I can spend the entire day together, alone. Just like old times.”

Jenna sniffled and forced a smile. “Thanks, but Brooke has been looking forward to today. I can’t do that to her.”

I nodded. “I’ll gladly toss Alex off the dock. We’ll make it the three amigos.”

Jenna laughed and stepped closer. She perched on her toes and stole a quick kiss on the lips. “That you’re here makes everything okay. If I send him away now, it will be worse on me later.”

“JJ, you shouldn’t be in a relationship where you can’t be honest with your partner.”

“Now you sound like Lillie and Becca.”

Now wasn’t the time to broach that subject. Not with Lex and Queen still arguing only a few feet away. Jenna clearly wasn’t happy, and I would only let the matter rest for a short time before we had a long talk. I studied her face for a long moment, reached out and brushed a tear off her cheek with my thumb. “I won’t let him disrespect you.”

She set the grocery bag down and wrapped her arms around my waist. With her head resting flat against my chest, she let out a breath and relaxed.

“I love you,” she said, squeezing me tight.

I kissed the crown of her head and embraced her. “I love you, too, J-Bunny.”

It was a nickname I hadn’t used for her in at least a decade. Jenna laughed and stepped back, gazing up at me, her blue eyes sparkling. “I forgot all about that nickname.”

Queen came around the back of the car and eyed Jenna, still hugging me. A smile formed on her lips. “What’s this? I leave you alone for two minutes and you make a move on my man?”

Jenna released me and whirled on her friend, who was clearly joking. She laughed and leaned back against me, resting her head on my chest. “Too bad. He’s mine now.”

Lex came around behind Queen and gazed at Jenna, his expression stone faced. “Are we going out on the boat or what?”

The four of us made our way onto Jimmy’s speed boat and pushed off. Jenna took the wheel while Lex sat at the rear of the boat tapping away at this phone.

Queen and I sat up front, where she leaned back against me and placed her hand on my inner thigh. The angle offered me an unfettered view of her beautiful C-cups ensconced in her bright pink bikini top. Sunshine drenched her already tanned chest while her red hair whipped around her face and neck.

The roar of the engine, whipping wind, and slapping waves made conversation difficult, so we kept mostly silent during the ride. Queen pulled my arm around her waist and tucked her hand in mine. She brushed her thumb over the back of my hand while she lovingly caressed my inner thigh.

My cock responded, stiffening against her tight, bikini-clad ass. Even though, Queen was trying to make Jenna jealous enough to dump Lex, her affection felt genuine. Of course, she had said as much when she walked into my shower earlier that morning.

Out of the corner of my eye, I felt Jenna’s eyes on us, even through her dark sunglasses. She wasn’t alone. Lex sat at the rear of the boat, his phone now tucked away with his arms folded over his broad chest, glaring at us as if we were doing something wrong. He shifted his focus to Jenna and back to us, his aura radiating jealousy.

Jenna turned the boat into an empty cove and cut back on the throttle. Our speed dropped off sharply, taking the noise with it. The wind and the roar of the engine dissipated, leaving only the sound of the waves lapping against the hull.

Queen wriggled up against me and tossed one of her legs over mine. She pinned her ass to my raging hard-on, leaving her all but sitting on my lap, grinding my cock.

“Jesus Christ, Brooke,” Jenna said, her voice registering frustration. “Give the man a molecule of space to breathe. You’ll need birth control if you get any closer.”

Queen frowned at her friend. “Steve doesn’t mind, do you, baby?”

She swiveled around to look at me, using the moment as an opportunity to rest her hand on my stiff cock.

Jenna barked out a bitter laugh. “Would you like to see me drape myself all over Lex?”

Lex sipped on his beer and grinned. “You wouldn’t hear me complain.”

I inwardly grimaced. It felt wrong to manipulate Jenna this way, no matter what Queen believed. That said, I loved the attention Queen gave me, and if it bothered Jenna that much, she could have called things off with Lex. It wasn’t like Lillie or Becca were out there getting jealous, and I was in an actual relationship with both of them.

Jenna ignored Lex and moved to pull out the anchor.

Queen stood and my eyes locked on her pink bikini bottoms, riding up her ass crack. She turned around to face me and rested her hands on my shoulders, pushing her perky tits into my face. “I’m hot. Let’s go swimming.”

“Let me help JJ with the anchor first,” I said.

Queen leaned forward and kissed me full on the lips. “I’ll grab our refreshments.”

Queen moved to the back of the boat while Jenna slipped past her, completely ignoring her friend.

Despite the friction, I couldn’t help but take in Jenna’s body packed into her neon-yellow bikini. In true Fields’ family form, she filled out the bikini like very few women on earth could. Her natural breasts bulged inside her tight top and her ass popped like a champagne cork. Her bikini bottoms hugged her rear end so well, the material looked painted on. Jenna wore her blonde hair back in a messy ponytail while her dark sunglasses rested atop her pert nose. Her lips were full and pouty, and in that moment, she reminded me so much of Lillie they could have been identical twins.

She was truly a breathtaking beauty. That she was jealous of anyone seemed so absurd it bordered on ridiculous.

I pulled the anchor from storage and handed it to Jenna. “Sorry. I’ll ask her to dial it back.”

I kept my voice low enough for only her to hear. Jenna wouldn’t even look at me. She shrugged and tossed the anchor into the water with a splash. “If Becca and Lillie don’t care, why should I?”

I found it somewhat amusing that my legally bound wife wasn’t enough of a concern for her to even mention. But we all knew the score. I no longer belonged only to Angie, and everyone knew it. My wife was even more of a free agent than me, and I was happy for her.

“You seem like you mind,” I said.

“It’s a free country. You can fuck whoever you want, even if she’s my best friend.” She spoke with a clipped tone that came out so icy, I shuddered. She wouldn’t even look at me.

“JJ, if we can take a minute to talk, I —”

“Steve, come on,” Queen said from the back of the boat, cutting me off.

The sultry redhead held two drinks in one hand and an oversized inflatable raft in the other. She grinned at me while Lex gazed intently at Jenna and me, his forehead creased with obvious concern.

“Better go,” Jenna said. “You don’t want to leave your girlfriend waiting.”

If her tone was icy before, it was downright hostile now. This wasn’t how I imagined my date with Jenna would play out. I sighed and nodded. “If that’s what you want.”

She looked at me and forced a smile. “It definitely is.”

I moved past her and met Queen at the stern near the ladder. I forced a smile and took a bottle of beer from her outstretched hand. “Thanks.”

“Is everything okay with Jenna?” Queen stared at her friend, feigning concern.

“She seems a little angry,” I said.

Queen sighed. “She’s just jealous because she wants you and won’t admit it.”

Lex swiveled sideways and glared at Queen. “Shut the fuck up, Brooke.”

“You said it yourself last week,” Queen said. “That’s when you pinned Jenna down. Remember? You made her swear loyalty to you, even though you know she doesn’t really love you. To make matters worse, we both know you fuck around on her every chance you get.”

Lex clenched his jaw so tightly I thought he might have an aneurysm.

“Let’s get in the water,” I said.

Queen turned around to face me and smiled, seeming not the least bit angry. “Let’s go.”

We jumped into the water and climbed onto the raft. The inflatable raft had a middle section made of mesh that allowed two people to lie side by side with a built-in head and shoulder rest.

As we floated together a short way from the boat, Lex thrust an angry finger at Jenna, and they launched into a heated argument.

Queen rested one hand on my abs while she sipped her drink with the other. “God, I hope she comes to her senses sooner rather than later. Doing this to her is killing me.”

“Maybe we should stop. I don’t think I have the stomach for this.”

“It’s a little pain now for a long-term reward.” She turned on her side to face me. “And the sooner she gets with you, the sooner I’ll have that big dick of yours making me scream out your name.”

I nearly spit out my drink. “You don’t mince words, do you?”

She giggled and shrugged. “They don’t call me Queen for nothing.”

“Is that why they call you Queen? Because you always get your way?”

She pushed her sunglasses up, resting them on the crown of her head, and leveled me with her beautiful green eyes. “Not exactly. And it’s not because I’m the blowjob queen, either. Even though you’ll find out soon enough that I give an amazing blowjob.”

“Now you have to tell me,” I said.

“It’s actually a sweet story. My dad used to call me princess when I was a little girl. I think all good dads call their daughters princesses, but he called me his little royal princess all the time. When I was four, I dressed up for Halloween as a princess with a glittery tiara and a frilly pink dress. My dad told me I was the prettiest princess he had ever seen, and I told him I wasn’t a princess, I was a queen.”

He laughed for five minutes straight. She smiled fondly as she recalled the memory. “Ever since then, the name has stuck.”

“He still calls you queen?”

Her smile faded. “My dad passed two years ago. Bladder cancer. It took him quick.”

“Shit. I’m sorry.”

She leaned in and kissed me. “Don’t be. He lived an amazing life full of love and good times. He loved me and my mom right up to the very end. Now, whenever anyone calls me Queen, it reminds me of my dad. It’s like carrying a piece of him with me wherever I go.”

“You’re right. That’s a very sweet story and much more G-rated than I imagined.”

She laughed. “Yeah. I don’t share that tale with very many people. It’s fun to make people wonder. When guys discover I didn’t earn the name by handing out free blowjobs, you can see the disappointment in their eyes.”

“It sounds like your dad was a pretty special guy.”

“He was special,” Queen said. “You two have a lot in common.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Yeah?”

“He was married to my mom, but they had a very special relationship with two other women. They were also with him to the end.”

“No shit?”

“Oh, it gets better,” she said.

“I’m not sure I want to hear this.”

Queen laughed. “The two women were his best friend’s daughters. They were twenty-three and twenty-five years younger than him.”

“Oh my. Really?”

Queen nodded and studied my face intently. She brushed a lock of hair off my forehead before she leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips. “I could fall for you, Steve Erickson.”

My cock twitched and thickened inside my swim trunks. I placed my hand on her hip, leaned in and kissed her again, this time letting my lips linger. She parted her lips and our tongues coiled together as if we’d kissed a million times before. Unlike the kisses we shared on the boat, this one wasn’t about making Jenna jealous. It was just for us.


Chapter eighteen
Uncomfortable Question


For the rest of the afternoon, Jenna’s mood remained sour. Even Queen thought we had gone too far with our attempt to meddle in her relationship. After we docked, she took Jenna aside and apologized. Queen suggested to Jenna that we forget about camping and call it a day, but Jenna insisted we go through with it.

Jenna’s hope that Lex and I might bond during this trip had crashed and burned along with our day on the boat. The guy was perhaps the most self-absorbed human I’d ever met and had the conversational skills of an inebriated monkey.

Spending the evening with Lex promised to be as much fun as a poison ivy outbreak. Other than their love of fitness, I couldn’t imagine what Jenna saw in the guy. She was smart, funny, confident, and stunningly beautiful, and she was wasting her time with the juiced-up dolt.

While our time with Jenna and Lex had been painful, I grew more comfortable and increasingly attracted to Queen. After letting me in on the secret behind her endearing nickname, we spent the next hour floating on the raft, engaging in effortless conversation.

Eventually we floated back to the boat and found Jenna sunning near the front, wearing her earbuds, while Lex sat at the back talking on his phone. Jenna’s anger had subsided, and she even apologized to me for the way she treated me earlier.

After discussing our next move with Jenna, we chose a secluded island at the center of the lake as our next destination. The place had a broad sandy beach that the girls liked to use for tanning.

Jenna fired up the engine and a few minutes later we anchored the boat off the island and stripped down to prepare for a swim to the beach.

“Babe, I’m not swimming,” Lex said. “Besides, we have beer and tunes right here on the boat. Let’s just cruise for a while. I’ll drive.”

Jenna stared at him, her face a mask of frustration. “Where were you when we discussed this ten minutes ago?”

Lex shrugged. “How about we let Steve and Queen swim to the beach while you and I go cruising? Those two need to blow off some steam, anyway.” Lex grinned at me. “Am I right?”

I stared at him impassively while Queen answered for both of us.

“The three of us want to go to the beach. I want to spend time with my best friend without screaming over a roaring engine and your speaker cranked up to max.”

Jenna shrugged off her tank top and stripped away her shorts until she stood barefoot in her bikini. She glared at Lex, clearly fed up with him while she pulled the keys from the engine and wrapped them around her wrist. “You can either go to the beach with us or wait in the boat. It’s your call.”

“This is fucking lame,” Lex said. “I should have gone golfing with Tom and Rick.”

Jenna turned her back on him and marched to the back of the boat while Queen and I stood there waiting for the conflict to play out.

Jenna glared back at us over her shoulder. “Are you guys coming or not?”

We wasted no time scrambling across the deck to follow Jenna’s lead. A few seconds later, the three of us dove into the water and swam the short distance to the beach.

The sun shone high in a clear blue sky. Cool waves lapped at the sandy beach and birds chirped in the highest branches of the forest covered island. The three of us sat in the surf, letting the waves wash over our legs while we gazed out across the lake.

We spent a few minutes making small talk, but Jenna’s mood remained foul. After Jenna and Lex’s earlier argument, Queen and I decided not to further flaunt our physical relationship. Rubbing our budding romance in her face felt cruel and unnecessary. We had an authentic spark and using that as fuel to erode Jenna’s already broken relationship would only tear her down. Jenna’s relationship with Lex was heading for an iceberg sooner rather than later, and she didn’t need us to blow up an already sinking boat.

With the silence stretching out, the three of us sat in the surf with the only sound coming from the waves lapping over our legs. A warm breeze picked up and stirred the tree branches as it dried our wet skin. Jenna sat to my left and Queen to my right. As the minutes ticked past, we watched distant boats buzz by with the sound of their engines reaching us a half-second later.

I wanted to say something to Jenna to make things better, but I didn’t know where to start. If she wanted my advice, she would ask. Otherwise, I would be there for her when she needed me. In the meantime, I had a question rattling around in my brain that only Queen could answer. It had been a question that came to mind immediately after she told me of her father’s harem.

I sat up and wrapped my arms around my knees, squinting toward the horizon. “Queen, can I ask you an uncomfortable question?”

Jenna snapped her head around. She gazed at me and frowned, her expression curious.

Queen sat back with her legs stretched out. She propped herself up on her arms with her chest out and a smile on her pretty face. “Ask away.”

“It’s about your family situation,” I said, trying to tap dance around the question.

“Which situation? The harem?”

Queen giggled, and Jenna’s eyes bulged.

Jenna gazed over at her friend. “You told him?”

“It seemed relevant,” Queen said. “He’s shacking up with your sisters and let’s be honest here, you’re next. Why wouldn’t I tell him?”

For the first time since we left the marina, Jenna smiled. “You think I’m next?”

“Sweetie, I know you’re next. You love him and he loves you. Right, Steve?”

My cheeks flushed with heat, and I kept my gaze straight ahead. “I thought I was the one asking the uncomfortable questions?”

Queen laughed and slipped her hand in mine. “You don’t have to answer. Every time you look at Jenna, it’s written all over your face.”

Jenna turned her attention from her friend to me. “Is that true?”

I turned sideways and met Jenna’s gaze. “You really have to ask?”

Jenna’s smile widened. “I want to hear you say it.”

“Exactly,” Queen said. “Come on, Steve. Tell her how you feel.”

I sighed. “Fine.”

I sat upright and turned to face Jenna. Our eyes met, and I held her gaze for a moment before I spoke. “I have very strong feelings for you. Happy?”

Jenna’s entire face lit up, and she nodded.

“Not good enough,” Queen said. “Tell her how you really feel.”

I glared over my shoulder at Queen. “You’re pushing things, lady.”

Queen leaned over and kissed me on the lips. “That’s kind of my entire persona.”

I turned back to face Jenna.

She gazed at me intently, leaning forward as if she didn’t want to miss a word.

I picked up her hand and held it in mine. Even after rehearsing the words in my head, they came out corny. “I love you. I’ve always loved you and nothing will ever change that. You deserve better than that ass hat on the boat.”

Jenna grinned mischievously. “You love me like a daughter or a girlfriend?”

“I love you like I love your sisters, which is very much not like a niece or a daughter.”

Jenna grinned, and her eyes welled with tears. “I love you too. So, so, so much.”

She leaned forward, wrapped her arms around my neck, and kissed me.

Our lips met, and a current of sexual energy spiked inside me, turning my arms and legs to mush. I wrapped my arms around her waist, fought the urge to palm her ass, and drew her closer.

We parted our lips and our tongues swirled together before we deepened the kiss, and Jenna ran her fingers up through my hair, pulling me into her.

“Okay,” Queen said. “I don’t want to watch you two fuck on the beach. Besides, we’ll have every boater within a mile recording everything if you go on for much longer.”

We broke the kiss, and Jenna pulled back. She giggled as she wiped a line of broken saliva off her chin and gazed at her best friend. “You just want him all to yourself.”

Queen rolled her eyes. “I spent most of the day trying to make you jealous so you would dump that idiot boyfriend of yours. But I’m not gonna lie. I have feelings for Steve, too.”

Jenna’s smile never faded. “Duh. I knew exactly what you were doing the whole time, and it pissed me off. And as for the feelings part, sharing is caring. Right?”

Queen laughed and leaned into me. She propped her chin on my shoulder and wrapped her arms around my waist. “You’re not mad. Like really, you’re not?”

Jenna shook her head. “He’s not a one woman kind of guy, and I’m okay with it.”

I cleared my throat. “Now that we’re all friends again, can I ask Queen my question?”

The ladies both laughed and inched closer, each taking one of my hands in theirs.

“Ask away,” Queen said.

I paused for a moment to collect my thoughts. “How old were you when your dad and mom… uhhh… integrated your family?”

“Fourteen,” Queen said. “Before that, they were both pretty miserable.”

“How did you respond when you found out?”

Queen studied me for a moment. “Is this about Max?”

I nodded.

“At first, I was pretty freaked out. It’s a hard thing to explain to your friends, but it’s also an easy way to weed out the fake friends from the real ones.”

My stomach sank. “How freaked out were you?”

“I didn’t speak to either of them for a week,” Queen said. “But eventually I came around. I saw how happy they were, and my aunties were both so fucking awesome. How couldn’t I love them all?”

A feeling of relief washed over me. “Any advice on how to break the news to Max?”

“Baby, I’m pretty sure he already knows, but my advice would be to treat him like an adult. Never talk down to him. Be open and honest at all times, even when it hurts. Especially when it hurts.”

“That sounds like good advice for all of us,” Jenna said. “I haven’t been open or honest about my feelings for a long time.”

“There’s no better time than the present,” Queen said.

Jenna frowned and nodded. “I’ll pull Lex aside later today and break it off with him.”

Queen threw her arms up and pumped her fists. “Hallelujah!”

That opportunity didn’t present itself on the boat or after we returned to the marina. Before Jenna could talk to him, Lex took off in his Porsche. He told us he was picking up beers and would meet us later.

Jenna hoped he wouldn’t come back at all.

After we reached the campsite, Queen and Jenna helped me set up two tents and build a campfire. The extra tent was for appearance in case Lex returned, but none of us said that part out loud.

Unfortunately, Lex arrived an hour later, by which time all the setup was done. He came in hot carrying a fresh six-pack of beer, which he claimed took up the entire hour and he was sorry he wasn’t there to help set up camp.

Since she had already emotionally moved on, Jenna wasn’t angry with him. Rather, she shrugged, greeted him with apathy, and returned to the salad she and Queen were working on for dinner. The ladies chatted happily, having set aside their differences.

For dinner, I made steak and baked potatoes accompanied with Queen’s famous salad, packed with veggies and her sensational homemade dressing. By the time we cleaned up dinner, evening had given way to night and a clear, star-strewn sky.

Lex’s presence in the camp grew more awkward by the minute, but Jenna couldn’t seem to find the right moment to send the guy packing. As night marched onward, the issue would come to a head sooner rather than later. Bedtime and the separation by tent loomed in the not so distant future. Jenna had no intention of spending the night with the guy.

I fed the fire with fresh wood and poked the logs into place until they spit and cracked while a rush of fresh flames danced. Queen and Jenna had armed roasting sticks with marshmallows. Nearby, a plate of graham crackers and chocolates squares sat, waiting to become world famous campfire s’mores.

Lex sat on the opposite side of the fire from me, sipping on a beer while he surfed his phone. The girls made small talk while they roasted their marshmallows, giggling and chatting about something, while they eyed me conspiratorially.

The evening air carried a slight chill, and both women had thrown on sweatshirts to accompany their cut-off jean shorts. Queen’s silky red hair glimmered in the firelight and spilled over her shoulders in thick, glossy waves. The light from the flames danced off her smooth, toned legs while a day under the sun caused the freckles bridging her nose to pop with renewed energy. Every so often, her green eyes shimmered in the firelight, and I lost myself staring at her, completely sucked in by not only her beauty but her presence. It was the sound of her voice, the way she moved, and her mannerisms all rolled up into the complete package.

Twice, I’d caught Jenna staring at me while I gazed at her best friend, and feelings of guilt washed over me. But I simply couldn’t stop myself. Brooke Lowe had hooked me — big time.

But any signs of jealousy from Jenna had disappeared. When she caught me staring at her best friend, she only smiled and winked.

I returned to my seat by the fire, which was one of four giant outdoor chairs Jenna had brought from home. Meanwhile, the ladies had finished roasting their marshmallows and wedged them between gram crackers and a thick slab of milk chocolate.

Queen appeared before me armed with two s’mores. “I made one for you.”

“Looks amazing,” I said and took the treat from her outstretched hand.

Jenna had also made two s’mores and Lex held out his hand to accept one before Jenna turned away from him and headed straight for me.

“Hope you’re hungry,” she said. “Queen and I are in bake off and you’re the judge.”

“God, don’t make me choose,” I said.

They both laughed while Lex gawked at us as if he couldn’t believe what was happening?

Lex glared at his soon-to-be ex-girlfriend. “What the hell, Jenna?”

Jenna sat down on the arm of my chair and leaned into me, resting her elbow on my shoulder while she nibbled on her sweet treat.

Like Queen, Jenna wore her blonde hair down. A day under the sun had added even more blonde, turning her into a virtual clone of her little sister.

I resisted the urge to place my hand on her ass and waited while Lex glared at her from across the fire.

Queen skipped the arm of my chair and sat directly on my lap, squaring her ass on my knees as she leaned forward and ate her s’more.

Jenna sighed and swallowed the last bite of her dessert before meeting Lex’s gaze head on. “Alex, we need to talk.”


Chapter nineteen
FOMO


Queen’s sweet moans filled my mouth. Her tongue twisted with mine, swirling over my lips and slipping past my teeth. I ran my hands over her cut-off denim shorts, hugging her tight little ass. I dipped my fingers inside the back of her sweatshirt where I met her warm, supple skin.

Ten minutes earlier, we dragged a massive double-sized sleeping bag from the tent and set it up near the roaring campfire. We chatted, flirted and held hands and occasionally kissing while we waited for Jenna’s return. As time dragged on, Queen slipped into my lap, straddling me while we kissed and played touching games with our hands. One kiss had led to another and rapidly escalated into a no-holds-barred make-out session.

Now I was rock hard with my hands up her shirt. I flattened my palms and moved them up her back, searching for a bra to unhook. To my utter delight, I found nothing but a smooth stretch of supple skin.

My cock pulsed and thickened, turning to concrete. She wasn’t wearing a bra or a bikini top. I was already achingly hard and now my head spun with desire.

Her hand cradled my thick shaft, still constrained by my shorts, and I felt her thumb brush over the underside of my tip, causing me to groan with pleasure. Queen’s mesmerizing scent swam in my nostrils. She smelled of wildflowers, with a hint of honey and lilac. I ached to be inside her, grinding away until we both exploded.

Her silky red hair tickled my cheek, and I slid a hand around to her bare chest, cupping her perky breast in my open palm.

Queen’s nipple hardened under my thumb, and I tweaked it, causing her to unleash a breathy moan in my mouth. She opened her mouth wider and deepened our kiss while she ground her hips, dry-fucking my cock as she went to pull off my t-shirt.

With my free hand, I tugged on her sweatshirt, pulling it over her ass and higher to expose her sweet treats beneath.

Queen groaned and pulled back, breaking off our kiss as she gazed at me, her green eyes swimming as she panted for breath. “Steve, we can’t. Not without Jenna.”

Reality came crashing back. Breathing heavily, Queen slipped off my lap and pressed up against me. She gazed into the campfire, still crackling before us. A thin layer of smoke curled upward, disappearing into the night sky. Overhead, the stars twinkled, and the quarter moon glowed, bathing the trees in a purple haze.

I sat up, my cock rapidly deflating and rested my hand on the back of Queen’s neck. I lovingly caressed her skin as I inhaled a deep breath. “We got a little carried away. How long has it been?”

Queen retrieved her phone from where she left it, tucked into one of her sandals, sitting by her chair. “Twenty minutes.”

I gazed into the darkness where Jenna had disappeared with Lex. “How long does it take to break up with an asshole?”

Queen sighed and rested her hand on my thigh. “That asshole is probably trying to talk her out of it. He did it the last time she tried to kick him to the curb.”

“Let’s give JJ some credit. She won’t make the same mistake again.”

Queen leaned against me, resting her head on my shoulder. “I hope you’re right.”

I rubbed her back. “In the meantime, there’s no reason we shouldn’t have a little fun.”

“I so want to rip your clothes off and ride you all night long, but not without Jenna. In fact, when she returns, I’m leaving so you can have some much needed alone time.”

I frowned and gazed over at her. “No way. That’s not happening.”

She sat up, turned to face me. “That was the plan from the very beginning. Remember?”

“That was your plan. We’re the three musketeers. You aren’t going anywhere.”

She smiled at me, leaned in, and kissed me on the lips. “You are a very sweet man.”

I wrapped my arm around her waist and kissed her again, holding my lips against hers, longer this time. “And you are as addictive as high-octane meth. I want more. A lot more.”

Once again, Queen crawled into my lap and straddled me. She draped her arms over my shoulders and ground her hips, causing my cock to swell beneath her. She grinned as she searched my face with her vibrant green eyes. “Maybe we have time for a little fix before mom gets back.”

She tucked a lock of her thick red hair behind her ear, leaned in and kissed me. This time, she didn’t hesitate. She parted her lips and our tongues twined together while she rocked in my lap, grinding my cock like a mechanical bull set to slow motion.

A throat cleared, followed by a not-so-subtle cough. We broke the kiss and turned our attention to the gorgeous blonde who had emerged from the darkness.

Jenna grinned at us. “Should I take a ticket and get in line?”

Queen’s eyes widened. “Jenna. I….” She swallowed hard and shook her head. “No. I mean — you don’t need a ticket.”

Queen slid backward off my lap and landed with a thump on the sleeping bag.

Jenna and I laughed as Queen gazed up at her friend, her expression horrified.

“We were waiting for you,” Queen said. “We just got carried away. I’m so, so sorry.”

Unlike earlier in the day, there was no heat behind Jenna’s eyes. The envy she showed earlier was gone. This was how Lillie and Becca acted and how Jenna likely would have acted without Lex in her life.

I held out my hand to Jenna. “Come here and tell us what happened.”

Jenna stepped forward and slipped sideways onto my lap. She curled her arm around my shoulder, gave me a big kiss on the lips, and turned her attention to her best friend.

“Relax,” Jenna said. “You and Steve are adults. You don’t need my permission to fool around.”

Queen sat facing us with her legs parted as she propped herself up on her arms. “This wasn’t about making you jealous.”

Jenna rolled her eyes. “I’m well aware Queen Lowe.”

I coiled my arm around Jenna’s waist and placed my hand on her hip. She wriggled her amazing ass against my cock and giggled as she looked at her friend. “He’s already nice and hard. Now, will you relax, please?”

Queen sighed, and her body seemed to decompress with relief. She sat upright and crossed her legs in front of her. “Fine. But I’m leaving you two alone for the rest of the night.”

Jenna glared at her friend. “You will do no such thing.” She turned to me. “Steve, tell her.”

I laughed and shook my head. “I tried to tell her, but she’s stubborn like every other redhead I’ve ever known.”

Queen smacked me on the leg. “I am not stubborn.”

Jenna and I exchanged a look and cracked up while Queen folded her arms over her chest and glared at us. “You guys are not funny.”

“In all seriousness,” Jenna said. “I would be super hurt if you left. Besides, there’s something I need to tell you.” She turned her blue eyes on me and hesitated. “Both of you.”

“Shit,” Queen said. “I don’t like the sound of that.”

I rubbed Jenna’s back and tried to pick up on any hint of conflict in her eyes. There was nothing. “What’s going on, JJ?”

Jenna sighed and turned in my lap until her back rested against my chest while she stretched her legs out in front of her. She pulled my hands around her waist and laced her fingers in mine.

Jenna swiveled her head enough to kiss me on the corner of my lips. “I love you,” she said.

I frowned as I studied her face. Where was this coming from? “I love you too, and now I’m officially worried.”

Jenna laughed and shook her head. “It’s not that big of a deal, but I’ll cut to the chase.” She locked eyes with her best friend. “This morning when you showered with Steve, I didn’t care about you two showering together. Really, I didn’t even care if you guys had sex.”

“We didn’t have sex,” Queen said, blurting out the words.

Jenna went on, ignoring her friend. “I was for sure jealous. That was part of it. I was also angry with myself for giving Lex a chance when I should have just dumped him when Steve came back into my life.”

I kissed Jenna high on her neck, behind her ear. “If you didn’t care that Queen and I were together, what made you so jealous?”

“I had a hard case of FOMO,” Jenna said.

I gazed at Queen, hoping she might translate. “FOMO?”

Queen rolled her eyes. “Get with the times, grandpa. FOMO means fear of missing out.”

“You wanted to shower with us?” I asked, turning my attention back to Jenna.

She nodded. “I wanted to be with you.” She squeezed my hands before turning her attention back to Queen. “With both of you.”

Queen’s eyes widened. “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

Jenna laughed. “I’m bisexual, and I’ve had a thing for you for as long as I’ve known you. Please don’t hate me.”

Queen grinned, and her eyes twinkled. “How bisexual are you exactly? How many times have you dipped your toe into the lady pond?”

“That’s the thing,” Jenna said. “I haven’t. I mean… I’ve always liked men.” She pulled my arms around her and nuzzled her back up against my chest. “Especially this man. But when I met you, I felt a sexual attraction that kind of took me by surprise.”

“You’ve just made Angie’s year, and she’s not even here,” I said.

Jenna laughed. “Your wife is hot.”

“Amen to that,” Queen said. “I’d switch hit for a piece of that ass.”

I chuckled and played out the varied threesomes and foursomes coming down the pike. Things were looking good for Team Erickson.

“Would you really?” Jenna asked.

“You can bet that tight little ass of yours I would. Why didn’t you tell me? We could have been fooling around this whole time.”

“You’re my best friend first. I didn’t want to scare you away.”

Queen smiled and glanced at me with a mischievous twinkle in her eye before turning back to her friend. “If you had to choose between Steve and I, who —”

“Steve,” Jenna said, cutting her off.

“Ouch,” Queen said. “You didn’t even let me finish.”

“Steve is my everything,” Jenna said. “I want to spend my life with him.”

Jenna gazed at me and smiled. “I hope I’m not scaring you away.”

“I’m all in,” I said. “And I feel the same way about you.”

“So, what am I then?” Queen asked. “Your side piece?”

“I love you too,” Jenna said. “Love is crazy like that. I have enough to go around.”

Queen smiled, appearing not even a little offended. “Speaking as the offspring of a guy who had three wives, I get you. Believe me, I do. Can I ask you a serious question? Don’t get mad, okay?”

Jenna nodded. “Ask.”

“What if I end up feeling the same way about Steve as you? Are you okay with us… sharing a life?”

Queen looked at me for reassurance and I nodded.

“I would love it,” Jenna said. “Our kids could grow up together. How cool would that be?”

“I’m definitely going to need a bigger house,” I said.

The ladies laughed and there was a long pause while Jenna and Queen gazed at each other as if they were waiting for the other to make the first move. Finally, Queen came forward on her hands and knees, crossing the sleeping bag, until she reached Jenna perched atop my lap.

Queen stretched forward and Jenna leaned in. Their lips met, and they kissed. Jenna went rigid, but she didn’t pull back. She let the kiss play out, all the while squeezing my hands in hers.

They seemed hesitant at first, like toddlers taking their first steps into a vast ocean. But then Jenna relaxed, letting her shoulders ease as Queen shifted her body forward, putting more weight into the kiss. Their lips parted and their tongues brushed together, hesitantly exploring the once forbidden fruit.

My cock pulsed under Jenna’s ass, hardening as I watched the best friend’s heated lip lock. Jenna released my hands and wrapped her arms around Queen’s waist, pulling the gorgeous redhead closer.

Soft moans and heavy breathing mingled with the sound of spitting wood and crackling flames. Queen slid her fingers up the nape of Jenna’s neck and cradled the blonde’s head as she deepened their kiss.

My cock expanded in my briefs and pulsed, rock hard, under Jenna’s tight ass. I slipped my hands inside Jenna’s sweatshirt and swept my palms upward, touching the warm flesh of her tight tummy before drifting upward. My hands met the soft curves of her bare breasts and my head flashed with primal lust.

Like Queen, Jenna wasn’t wearing a bra, and for the first time, it truly hit me. I stood on the precipice of my first threesome. It was happening, and the realization hit me like a lightning bolt. My head spun, crazy with desire. I filled my palms with Jenna’s glorious D-cups and squeezed. The space between my fingers bulged with her sweet flesh as her nipples stiffened under my thumbs.

Jenna moaned in Queen’s mouth and ground her hips against my cock, rocking in my lap as the temperature around the campfire soared.

I pressed in close and nuzzled in tight behind Jenna’s ear. I inhaled her intoxicating scent as I kissed her high on her neck. Her hair radiated coconut and jasmine mixed with undertones of vanilla. My cock throbbed against her ass, and I shifted my hips, grinding my cock as I manhandled her breasts. I nibbled on Jenna’s earlobe and swirled my tongue over her skin, savoring her warmth as my world turned sideways with pent-up lust.

Firelight drenched Jenna and Queen in flickering shades of gold and orange. Jenna’s tongue slipped and twined with Queen’s, and her moans rose, barely muted inside Queen’s mouth. The best friends went all out, touching, sucking and tasting as years of walled up desire crumbled to dust.

Frustratingly, my cock throbbed inside the tight confines of my shorts, aching with a mixture of pleasure and pain. I released my hold on one of Jenna’s glorious breasts and slid my hand lower, descending over her tummy until I reached the top of her cut-off jean shorts. With a flick of my wrist, the button securing them popped loose, and I flashed my fingers lower until I met the edge of her silky G-string.

As if sensing my desire to escalate, Queen broke off her kiss with Jenna, sat back on her knees and peeled off her sweatshirt. Her red hair tumbled through the opening before she tossed it aside.

The flickering firelight danced over Queen’s golden chest as her perky C-cups bounced into play. Taut nipples, as delicate as they were tantalizing, topped her bite-sized areolas.

As I eyed the stunning Pilates instructor, my insides wailed with a fresh wave of desire. Tan lines crisscrossed her perfect breasts, and as she reached for the bottom of Jenna’s sweatshirt, they jiggled ever so slightly.

Jenna met her best friend’s gaze and raised her arms over her head, assisting Queen with the removal of her thick gray sweatshirt.

Queen pulled Jenna’s sweatshirt up and over her head. Jenna’s glossy blonde hair spilled through the opening and tumbled over her back and shoulders like spun silk.

With her back facing me, I eyed Jenna’s jiggling left breast where it bounced into view, glowing golden from the flickering firelight. I cupped her right breast in my open palm and gave it a full squeeze as Queen flashed me a mischievous grin.

The gorgeous redhead whispered something into Jenna’s ear and they both giggled before Jenna responded loud enough for me to hear.

“Totally,” she said.

Intrigued, I eyed Queen warily as Jenna slipped from my lap. As much as I didn’t want her to move, my cock breathed a sigh of relief. While I wanted nothing more than for the buxom blonde to grind my gear, there was the matter of the pesky layer of clothing preventing us from going all out.

The girls stood and faced me, both of them full-on topless. Jenna’s shorts were already open from where I had popped the seal moments ago. Now, she finished the job. She unzipped her shorts and wriggled her hips as she guided them down her legs before they dropped and collected around her ankles.

As Jenna disrobed, Queen did the same. She unbuttoned her shorts and pushed them over her round, shapely hips until they dropped. Unlike Jenna, Queen went commando. She stood before me with her unreal body on full display. Her tight little slit disappeared between her legs without so much as a hint of stubble anywhere in sight. Like her breasts, tan lines crisscrossed her hips and pubic area, marking the forbidden boundary enforced by her bikini bottoms.

I licked the cotton from my lips and eyed each of them, wondering if I was man enough to tag team the twin goddesses.

Jenna wore a white silk G-string that rode high on her hips with just enough cloth to cover the tight V-shape between her athletic thighs. She smiled at me, seeming to enjoy my eyes roaming over her swaying D-cups and round little hips. Her tight body was the perfect blend of curves and muscle, leaving me spellbound as I watched her guide her panties over her hips, where they joined her shorts around her ankles.

It was my first view of the last of the three Fields sisters wearing nothing but her extraordinary birthday suit. Unlike Queen, a thin layer of neatly trimmed golden blonde hair covered Jenna’s pussy. The barest hint of her sweet pink labia peeked out of her tight slit.

I sucked in a sharp breath as I drank in her incredible form. My jaw dropped and my cock pulsed, rock hard in my shorts. Her thatch was golden blonde, exactly the same color as Lillie’s hair. Was Jenna’s normal dishwater blonde achieved via highlights? Was the golden blonde her natural color? The carpet didn’t match the drapes, and I wanted to know why. The inane questions swirled in my mind as I shifted my attention between the voluptuous twenty-one-year-old beauty and her lithe redheaded counterpart.

“Look at him,” Queen said. “I think his brain might short circuit.”

“Too much boobies,” Jenna said, giggling as she picked up her breasts and squeezed them together.

I shook my head. “Impossible. There’s never too much boobie.”

“I think the poor man deserves some relief,” Queen said.

Jenna’s eyes dropped to the bulge in my shorts. “I’ve been dying to taste that giant cock.”

“That makes two of us,” Queen said. “Let’s have an appetizer before the entrée.”

“From where I’m sitting, it’s all dessert,” I said.

The girls both giggled as they dropped to their knees. Jenna crept forward on my left and worked loose the button on my shorts. On my right side, Queen leaned over me and scooped up my shirt, pressing her breasts into my face as she did.

I sat up so Queen could take off my shirt and inhaled her nipple where it pressed into my lips. With a suck and nibble, I swirled my tongue over her taut little nipple, teasing her as she pulled my shirt up and over my head.

Queen tossed my shirt aside and remained pressed up against me, rubbing her breasts over my face as I sucked and squeezed, burying my face between her all-natural C-cups. Meanwhile, I lifted my hips off the ground as Jenna guided my shorts and briefs beneath over my hips and down my legs.

My cock sprang free of its murderous confines, and instant relief washed over me. My towering manhood, flexed and stretched, swaying over my midsection like a primordial forest dweller. Firelight played over my bare chest and gave my cock a glowing, golden aura as if a clan of wandering forest pixies had granted it their blessing.

This was Jenna’s first unabashed view of my stiff cock in all its glory. Her eyes widened slightly as she leaned in close to get a better look. “That’s way bigger than the way Lillie described it.”

She reached out and gave it a tentative poke, as if it might latch on and bite.

Queen had no such reservations. She shifted to her knees, where she hovered over my midsection. She lovingly coiled her fingers around my shaft and caressed the soft skin of my glans with her thumb. “Sweetie, you’re used to that steroid-shriveled flap of skin between Lex’s legs. This is what a real man’s dick looks like.”

I was nothing more than a bystander. A human shell connected to the rippling manhood that held the lady’s unwavering attention. I leaned back against the mound of pillows Queen and I had constructed and relaxed, stretching out with my hands behind my head.

Through their hard work and God given DNA, they had honed their bodies into icons of feminine perfection. I let my eyes wander over their considerable hills and dimpled valleys. As I soaked in the visual feast, my cock pulsed inside Queen’s loosely coiled grip.

Jenna leaned in closer, her expression hesitant, as if she was being asked to tame a boa constrictor. “That thing will fit inside me?”

Queen gently squeezed my shaft, forcing a dollop of clear pre-cum onto my knob. She leaned over and licked my tip, cleaning my knob before giving it a loving kiss. “Even though you’re a virgin, it will fit,” Queen said. “But this cock will spoil you for life.”

That confirmed what I already knew. Just like her sisters, Jenna was a virgin. I was moving in on a Fields sister’s hat trick. Three sisters. Three virgins. Wham, bam, SHAZAM.

“I don’t want any other penises but Uncle Steve’s,” Jenna said, eyeing her friend with a look of pure innocence on her pixie perfect face.

Jenna was the ultimate blend of her sisters. She had some of Becca’s innocence, with a dash of Lillie’s spunk. But unlike Jan Brady, there was no overlooking this middle sister. She was as hot as a jalapeno-infused firecracker, and no man’s third place prize.

“That’s good,” Queen said. “I’m sure Steve won’t complain about having you all to himself.”

Queen eyed me with a mischievous grin while I sighed contentedly. “Guilty as charged,” I said.

Jenna giggled and gazed up at me, frowning. “It keeps twitching and pulsing. Doesn’t that hurt?”

“Now that it’s free of my pants, it doesn’t hurt at all. In fact, Queen’s hand feels amazing.”

Queen grinned, her expression supremely satisfied. She caressed my shaft, gently stroking as her thumb swirled over my tip. “You’ve given Lex hand jobs before, right? Go ahead. Stroke him. He won’t bite.”

Jenna frowned as Queen released her grip, letting my cock sway in the wind. Jenna took her place and grabbed hold of my cock like she was picking up a hammer. “Like this?”

Queen’s jaw dropped. “You’ve never given a hand job?”

Jenna’s cheeks turned crimson. “Lex never lasted long enough. As soon as I touched him, he came all over himself.”

Queen burst out laughing, and I couldn’t suppress a grin.

“Mr. Blunderspunk,” Queen said. “I didn’t know Lex was a preamy creamy, but why am I not surprised?”

Jenna couldn’t hide her thin smile before she burst out laughing. “You could say I dishonorably discharged him.”

Queen howled with laughter, and I snorted, unable to contain my amusement despite our sexy situation.

Meanwhile, Jenna clung to my cock like she was opening a car door. While I was nowhere near going soft, I missed Queen’s supple grip.

Queen picked up my balls with her hand and gently caressed them between her soft, nimble fingers. “Baby girl, you aren’t shaking hands with the president. Loosen up a bit.”

Under Queen’s touch, my brain turned fuzzy, and a fresh wave of lust caused my cock to pulse inside Jenna’s hand.

She let go of my man meat as if jolted by an electric shock. She whipped her head around, her eyes round with horror. “Baby, did I hurt you?”

I chuckled. “No. It throbs when I’m excited.”

“He likes it when I play with his balls,” Queen said. “After we blow him, he’ll go fucking crazy.”

Even the thought of it caused my cock to jump. It swayed from side-to-side causing Jenna to turn back to it with a soft gasp.

“See?” Queen said as she leaned over and kissed my pulsing rod, gazing at it reverently. “I love this penis with my whole heart. It’s like the penis fairy came to visit me in the middle of the night for being such a good girl.”

“I want to please him like that,” Jenna said.

“Sweetie, you’ve got the body of a Victoria’s Secret supermodel with a face only Da Vinci could paint. You’d please him wearing a burlap sack.”

“That’s one hundred percent true,” I said.

“Just take your time and touch him the way you would like for him to touch you,” Queen said.

Jenna bit her lower lip and reached for my cock, her face scrunched up with concentration. “Like this?” She circled her fingers around my shaft, keeping her grip loose while she swirled her thumb over my glans, much the way Queen had a moment earlier.

I groaned with ecstasy and shifted my hips, pumping my cock inside her hand. “That’s perfect, baby.”

Queen grinned at her friend, her eyes twinkling with excitement. “See? Do what comes naturally. Don’t think too hard.” She shrugged. “He’ll love whatever you do. Trust me.”

“Thanks, babe,” Jenna said. “We should have done this a long time ago.”

“Done this a long time ago with me,” I said. “Not Lex.”

“Eww… gross,” Queen said, frowning at her best friend. “No offense, baby girl.”

Jenna giggled. “I didn’t mean Lex. I meant my Uncle Steve.” She leaned forward and kissed the tip of my cock, letting her lips linger while she sucked up more pre-cum oozing from my slit.

“Looks like you’re ready for the next lesson,” Queen said.

Queen released my balls and shifted her body so that she stretched out flat on her stomach facing my cock. She bent her legs at the knee while her perfect little bubble butt took center stage in my field of view. Tan lines crisscrossed each of her perky little buns, and I vowed to take her doggy style before the night was through.

Jenna leaned all the way over and snared my cock between her big, soft tits. She forced my steel-hard rod up and down through her velvety soft cleavage, sending a jolt of pleasure racing down my spine.

I groaned with ecstasy while my toes curled. “Fuck, JJ. That is the good stuff.”

Jenna giggled and gazed up at me. Her blue eyes glimmering with satisfaction. “I know you can’t resist my big boobs.”

My cock pulsed, throbbing as she stroked. I ground my hips, fucking her cleavage as more pre-cum oozed onto her golden tits.

“The pope himself couldn’t resist that rack,” Queen said. “Those are the kinds of tits that topple empires.”

Jenna slid my cock from her cleavage and worked her swollen areolas and stiff nipples over my tip. More pre-cum oozed forth, leaving her nipples glistening with my excitement.

Queen leaned forward and popped one of Jenna’s fat nipples in her mouth, licking my cum off as she nibbled on Jenna’s fat nipple.

Jenna gasped with pleasure as goose bumps flashed across her chest. She stuffed my cock between her tits and rolled her tits in opposite directions, sending my head into the clouds.

My brain flashed a warning for an incoming orgasm. The tit job hit me with the force of a flash flood, completely unexpected, as it was unpredictable. It was the first time Jenna had edged me since our time together in the sauna. Only this was a million times better. “Baby, if you keep that up, I’ll blow my top for sure.”

Queen released Jenna’s nipple with a loud pop and backed off. “Your body is a sexual Disney Land on crack,” Queen said. “There isn’t a single millimeter of you that’s not fuckable.”

Queen gazed up at me. “I hope you brought your A-game, Uncle Steve. Otherwise, you’ll end up the next two-pump chump.”

“No pressure,” I said, chuckling nervously.

Queen giggled. “I wouldn’t blame you if you did. It will take a sexual savant to tame that filly.”

Jenna mercilessly worked my cock between her buttery smooth tits. “Becca and Lillie aren’t complaining.”

“Good point,” Queen said. “Maybe that’s why Lillie blindfolded him. Otherwise, he would have shot his load just by looking at her.”

“She stole my idea,” Jenna said. “A couple of years ago, I told her how I wanted to blindfold Uncle Steve and fuck him silly.”

I groaned as my cock strobed on the edge of a monster explosion. “JJ, I’m so close to coming.”

“Oops, sorry,” Jenna said. She released my cock, taking her round mounds of perfection with her, leaving my blubbering form on the edge of annihilation.

“Fuck him blindfolded,” Queen said and laughed. “You’re such a little ho.”

Jenna giggled and stretched out flat on her stomach, mimicking Queen’s pose on the other side of my hips. She rested her chin on her hand and blew on my cock as if she was trying to cool it down. Her objectively perfect ass stuck up in the air, round and tight. It was a work of art, and the thought of splitting her open from behind did nothing to quell my urgent need to come.

I rested flat on my back and gazed up at the sky, resisting the urge to look at Jenna’s ass. Relief had to come quick because I wouldn’t make it through another edging. Recovery time wasn’t an issue. Not with the abundance of stimuli at my disposal. If they brought me to the edge of orgasm again, I would come so I could take the time I needed to satisfy them both.

“Girls, we need to let some steam out of my engine. Otherwise, I’ll never make the cross-country trek.”

Jenna frowned, completely confused by my stupid code words. “Huh?”

Queen giggled and kissed my throbbing rod. “He means he wants to come so he can fuck us silly all night long.”

Jenna’s expression brightened. “Oh, okay.”

Queen gently stroked my cock while she rolled my throbbing between her fingers. “After talking to Becca, I know your man has enough stamina to last all night.”

“Our man,” Jenna said, correcting her. “He’s your man as much as he is mine.”

“That’s true. I already ordered your official t-shirt,” I said, grinning at Queen. “Size small, if I recall correctly.”

Queen grinned and raised a questioning eyebrow. “I’m an honorary Fields sister? Does this mean I’ll need a boob job to fit in?”

“They don’t have boob jobs, and your boobs are perfect as is,” I said. “Don’t you dare touch them.”

Queen gave me a satisfied smile and kiss my broiling-hot cock. “Yes, daddy.”

Jenna inched forward, resting her swaying breasts on my hips. She stretched forward and used the tip of her tongue to trace a line up the side of my shaft, then smacked her lips with satisfaction. “Let’s make him come into our mouths.”

I moaned with pleasure as I turned my attention on Jenna’s wriggling pink tongue. “It won’t take much.”

“Blowjob incoming,” Queen said.

Queen raised her hand for a high five and Jenna giggled, meeting her best friend’s hand over my teetering cock.

“This isn’t a pickup basketball game,” I said.

The girls laughed and eyed each other as they both used the flat of their tongues to lick their way up and down my shaft.

Pleasure rolled over me in waves, and I groaned under their double assault. “Fuck,” I said, hissing out the word. “That feels amazing.”

Queen licked her way down the base of my cock and slurped up one of my balls, sucking it between her lips while using her tongue to tease my flesh.

Jenna wrapped her lips around my cock, forming an air-tight seal and sucked, using her tongue to tease my swollen knob. She swirled her tongue around the tip of my cock, tasting every millimeter of my sensitive flesh.

Overwhelming pleasure spiked everywhere, all at once. Lips, mouths, and tongues seemed to be everywhere, teasing, tasting, and stroking. I clenched my teeth and grabbed fistfuls of the sleeping bag beneath me. I had already resigned myself to coming, but I wanted to enjoy as much of the double blowjob as possible.

Queen licked her way around my ball sack while she stroked the base of my cock. Her warm breath curled out her nostrils and tickled my flesh as her tongue caressed the most sensitive parts of my most sensitive region.

The sensation went beyond mere pleasure. It was mind blowing. I tempted fate by gazing down the length of my body to watch the scene unfold.

Jenna lowered her mouth on my cock, sliding up and down as her tongue danced over my shaft. She had pushed herself up to her knees and her big soft tits dragged across my midsection, with her hard nipples leading the way. Her blonde hair spilled over her shoulders and tickled my thighs. She came off my cock with a slurp, leaving behind a glistening sheen of saliva.

Jenna met my gaze and smiled at me seductively before she went back to work. She licked my knob like an ice cream cone before descending once more and taking my cock so deep into her mouth I felt my head touch the back of her throat.

The sensation was nirvana, and I groaned with unhinged ecstasy. My brain was overloaded as my pleasure senses went wild. My cock pulsed, thrumming with orgasmic energy. There was no coming back from the edge.

I wasn’t some sex God. I was a mortal man who had reached his limit. My breathing turned ragged, and my head flashed as dry cotton coated my lips. “I’m going to come.”

I blurted out the words as my orgasm hit me like a freight train. With a moan that started in my soul, I lifted my hips off the blanket and erupted.

A geyser of cum bubbled from my overworked cock. JJ was there with her mouth open, and her tongue extended. She locked her eyes on mine as she rested the tip of my cock atop her lush pink tongue and drank in my spurting seed.

Jenna stroked my cock, and Queen appeared beside her. The redhead opened her mouth and guiding my still spurting cock over her lips as I pumped her mouth full of sticky sweet cum.

Queen smiled at me as she drained me dry, holding onto the pearly treat as she wrapped her mouth around my shaft and sucked me clean.

My rock hard cock remained as stiff, towering over my body where it glistened in the firelight. A feeling of sweet relief washed over me. I inhaled slow, measured breaths as my orgasm receded, then pushed up onto my elbows to gaze at my two beauties.

Queen and Jenna sat up on their knees, facing me. They each opened their mouths and presented me with the prize of their effort. On cue, they giggled and turned to each other, leaning over my still towering cock before their lips met.

Their tongues swirled together, bathed in my cum while their hands dropped to my shaft, stroking me while they exchanged fluids. The kiss went on for a few moments longer before they swallowed my load, having split it evenly between them.

I gazed at the spectacle, my jaw hanging open while firelight danced over their exquisite bodies.

They pulled away from each other and turned back to me, presenting me once again with their now pristine mouths.

I grinned. “How long have you two planned this?”

“While we were making s’mores,” Jenna said.

Queen nodded. “It was Jenna’s idea.”

It was Jenna’s idea to blindfold me, and it was Jenna’s idea to make me come with a double blowjob? The girl oozed with sexual creativity. How else could we harness that power for the good of humankind?

“So that’s what all the whispering and giggling was about?” I asked.

Queen shrugged. “Actually, we started talking about it while we were in the tent changing. I filled Jenna in on the details of our shower this morning.”

“And I said I wanted to suck your cock,” Jenna said. “How do I compare to Lillie?”

I frowned. “There were two of you, so it’s not really a fair comparison. You’ll each have to do it again solo for me to have any gauge of accuracy.”

They both giggled. Jenna leaned over and kissed the tip of my cock, causing it to sway from side to side. “The best part is that you’re still hard.”

Queen leaned in close to Jenna and whispered something in her ear. Jenna giggled and nodded.

“What are you two planning now?”

Jenna crawled up my body, straddling me as she went. Her tits wobbled over my cock and her blonde hair spilled over my stomach, tickling me as she got into place. She smiled at me, her blue eyes twinkling as she inched her way forward, dragging her nipples over my chest until we came face to face.

My heart pounded so hard it drummed in my ears. My pulse raced and my cock twitched with an influx of pure desire.

I smiled at her. “Hi, gorgeous.”

Jenna leaned over to kiss me. “Hello back, my handsome man.”

I ran my hands over her shoulders and down her back. My cock twitched and slid along her slippery trail. “Are you sure about this?”

She bit her lower lip and grinned at me, eyes twinkling. “I want you to be my first and my last.”

I cupped her tight ass in my hands and my cock ached so hard it jumped, twitching against her warm, wet slit.

Jenna shifted her hips, grinding my tip up and down her slit. She moaned softly as she gazed down at me, her hair tumbling over her shoulders like spun silk. She lowered her mouth to mine and nibbled on my lower lip while she kept her eyes open, gazing at me the entire time.

My pulse galloped, and my head spun with fevered desire. I squeezed her ass in my open palms and guided my tip through her wet warm folds, sinking lower with each pass.

Queen seemed content to watch from where she sat on her knees near the foot of the sleeping bag. The redheaded beauty worked her fingers over her pussy, twirling her clit as she watched us, her green eyes hazy with lust.

Jenna lowered her mouth to mine and our tongues met, hot and eager. She rocked up and down on my cock, moaning in my mouth as my cock glistened with her wetness.

I left a hand on Jenna’s incredible ass and cupped her breast with my other, filling my open palm as I savored its natural weight. Her nipple hardened, and I tweaked it between my fingers. Her scent enveloped me, and I groaned as I pushed my hips upward, sliding into her honey hole where I met a wall of warm, buttery soft resistance.

Jenna paused with my tip inside her and broke off our kiss before she gazed at me with love in her eyes. “I love you,” she said, whispering.

“I love you too,” I said, even though the words couldn’t adequately convey my raw emotion and the love I felt for her in my heart.

She lowered herself onto my cock, taking me deeper while her face contorted with pleasure.

My cock throbbed inside her, halfway buried and enveloped by a warm wrapper of smothering tightness. Pleasure pulsed up and down my spine, turning me to jelly beneath her.

She held my gaze and rocked atop me, inching me deeper with each pass until she took all of me right down to the root. With my cock fully impaling her, she paused, and we kissed, our tongues floating together as my head spun on a magic cloud.

I squeezed her breast in one hand and her ass in the other. My cock throbbed deep inside her, strobing with rhythmic pulses as I savored her virginal tightness.

Behind Jenna, Queen moaned and chewed on her lower lip, with her fingers swirling over her clit. She shuddered and gasped as her eyes widened and what looked like an orgasm turned her eyes into slits.

Jenna rocked on my cock, slowly at first, as she worked me inside her buttery depths. Her moans filled my mouth before she sucked my tongue into her mouth and held it tight.

The gentle sounds of her ass slapping off my thighs filled the night air and my cock sizzled with heat as it slid in and out of the blonde bombshell.

Jenna broke off our kiss and pushed herself into a full, upright position. She rode atop me, grinding me deep as her labored breaths and stiff grunts flowed with mine. Her beautiful tits bounced, full and natural, slapping together with the rhythmic motion of our sex.

Her blonde hair tumbled loose and free of her shoulders, swaying as the firelight danced across her electric body. Despite recently coming, the urge to come again rose from my depths. I reached up and cupped her bouncing breasts in both hands, kneading them between my open fingers as we intensified our pace.

Jenna bounced atop me, moaning loudly as my cock pistoned in and out of her tight little pussy. Then, abruptly, she stopped. A rash of goosebumps rose across her chest, and she gasped while she shuddered and dug her fingers into my chest.

Her pussy quivered, swallowing my cock as her wall muscles squeezed and flexed. A gush of wetness drenched my cock as Jenna trembled atop me. My head pounded with an urgent need for release.

“Baby, I’m coming,” I said, finding the words difficult.

“Come inside me,” Jenna said, still lost in the throes of orgasmic bliss.

The sound of her voice and the acceptance of my seed pushed me over the edge. With a stiff grunt, I thrust deep inside her and pinned my cock to her cervical wall. My head flashed and a seismic orgasm boiled up from my soul.

My balls contracted, my cock throbbed machine-gun style, and I erupted, coming with the force of a volcanic eruption. My head flashed and the world momentarily turned white.

My cock pulsated, spurting rope after rope of sticky, sperm-laden cum directly into Jenna’s awaiting womb.

Jenna took every drop, rocking her hips as she slowed her pace. She squeezed her pussy, tightening her hold on my cock and kicking my orgasm into fifth gear.

I pumped her full of a load even bigger than the one I’d fed her and Queen. My legs turned to rubber, but I kept pumping, filling her with a never-ending supply of hot jizz.

Finally, my orgasm faded, and Jenna rolled off of me, seeming completely spent. She crashed onto her back, positioned sideways from me, her chest rapidly rising and falling as I sat up to check on her.

My cock towered above me, soaked with her juices, while pearly cum oozed from my tip. A quick glance at Jenna revealed a thick string of baby batter seeping from her ravaged hole.

Queen hovered over her friend on all fours, checking on Jenna’s well-being before the two traded words and muted laughter.

But my eye caught the stunning redhead’s world class ass, complete with her mind blowing tan lines crisscrossing her supple cheeks. Something inside me flicked on. It was as if I had tapped into some secret reserve of strength only available under emergency conditions.

As spent as I was, I wanted to fuck Brook Lowe and make her mine. At that moment, more than ever, I needed to be inside her. I sat upright, then went to my knees, scrambling sideways until I reached the lithe redhead. My cock swayed as I grabbed her hips and lined my cock up with her perfect little pussy.

Her swollen slit glistened with her internal wetness, still ripe from the finger fucking she gave herself only moments earlier.

I squeezed Queen’s hips, and the redhead jumped as if surprised. She glanced back at me over her shoulder, and her green eyes twinkled as her face lit up. She parted her legs and stuck out her ass, presenting herself to me before leaning over Jenna and finding the blonde’s waiting mouth.

I slid my tip along her sensitive pink slit, eliciting fresh moans as Queen worked her hips. My tip glistened with a mixture of Jenna’s and Queen’s excitement.

Jenna’s hands went to Queen’s breasts and their tongues swirled together, a mesh of wriggling pink and sliding lips.

With my cock poised at the precipice of Queen’s tight little hole, I eased my hips forward and slid inside her with one smooth, soul satisfying motion. Her pussy throbbed and swallowed my cock whole.

Her tightness caught me by surprise, and I hissed in a sharp breath as I clamped down on her toned hips. Unlike Jenna, Queen wasn’t a virgin but she sure as hell felt like one.

My head reeled as I tried to contain myself, pushing deep inside as I watched my cock split her round, tight ass like a grape. With my chest heaving and my breathing labored, I paused only briefly to savor her unbelievable pussy.

Queen rocked forward and backward, slowly fucking me. My cock glided in and out, pulsating where it glistened under the firelight.

I gave her ass a playful smack and Queen squealed, jumping slightly as she broke off her kiss with Jenna.

Queen pushed herself up onto all fours, groaning above Jenna before throwing herself, full throttle, into a proper doggy-style pounding.

I rammed into her pussy, grunting as I thrust in and out. With a second playful swat, I smacked her ass again and Queen groaned, seeming to love every second.

Her silky red hair spilled over her shoulders and Jenna rose from the sleeping bag, latching onto Queen’s nipple with her mouth.

The minutes ticked by while I continued piston fucking Queen’s pussy. She matched me stroke for stroke, pushing back against my cock to meet my forward thrusts. I penetrated her repeatedly, with my tip pounding her cervix, broken by Queen’s stiff grunts.

Without warning, Queen stiffened. She arched her back and tossed back her head as if to howl at the moon. “Baby, I’m coming all over your big fat cock. Don’t you fucking pull out.”

Her words trailed off with a moan and a grunt. A fresh release of glistening wetness coated my cock, and my head swam with the need to come. While Jenna had already milked the monster load from my depths, I had plenty in the tank for the stunning redhead.

I pushed forward and squeezed Queen’s hips, pinning my cock to the root as her ass cheeks flattened against my midsection. I exploded inside her, grunting as my cock throbbed, geysering again and again with liquid heat.

“That’s it, baby. You fuck me so fucking good,” Queen said, rocking her hips as her wall muscles contracted around my cock.

My legs trembled beneath me, and I moaned as I pumped my hips. A slick sheen of pearly cum, coated my shaft where I watched it slide in and out. Her pussy melded to my shaft with an airtight seal, sucking in my potent jizz.

“That was super hot,” I heard Jenna whisper before the two women once again locked lips and lost themselves in a kiss.

With my orgasm done, I slid from Queen’s pussy and dropped back onto my knees. I glanced at the scene before me and managed a weak smile.

Jenna lay stretched out on her back with her legs parted and cum still leaking from her slit while even more had pooled beneath her. Queen lay atop her best friend, with her legs open and a thick line of cum drizzling from her freshly fucked hole.

The ladies had drained me. Even with my energy siphoned, my spirit had never been higher.


Chapter twenty
I Like Mine With Blueberries


With fresh logs on the fire, I climbed into the sleeping bag, still naked from our tryst, and claimed my place between Queen and Jenna.

The girls pressed up against me, flattening their naked bodies against my sides.

Jenna tossed her leg over my now limp cock and rested her head on my shoulder. Queen slipped her arm over my chest and curled in tight on my other side.

I sighed with satisfaction and cradled a hand on each woman’s bare ass.

“I think I still have cum leaking out of me,” Queen said.

Jenna giggled. “I do too. How’s your birth control situation?”

I leaned over and kissed Jenna on the forehead. “How’s your birth control situation?”

“I’m not on birth control,” Jenna said. “I haven’t needed it in the past.”

“I’m not either,” Queen said. “I haven’t had sex in months.”

“You two could be pregnant,” I said, without a hint of worry in my voice.

I had already resigned myself to looming pregnancies. I couldn’t have relations with such young women and ask them to put their lives on hold.

“Steve is knocking up all his girls this summer,” Queen said. “I feel honored to take my place among the pantheon of your most treasured harem wives.”

I chuckled and rolled my eyes. “Is that what you’re calling them now?”

“I don’t care if I get pregnant,” Jenna said. “We’ve all talked about it, and we all agreed to let the chips fall where they may.”

“Technically, it’s a safe day for me,” Queen said. “But I’m not worried about it. It may be fast, but this feels right. I feel home for the first time since my dad died. Is that crazy?”

“No,” Jenna said as she wriggled in tight, mashing her tits even more against my ribs. “You’re part of our family now.”

There was a long pause before Queen spoke. “Does that mean I get to bid at the bachelor auction?”

Jenna giggled, and I groaned.

“Not that again,” I said. “Do I really have to go through with it?”

“My mother would kill you if you pulled out,” Jenna said.

“And we all know you’re the champion of not pulling out,” Queen said.

“Wow. That’s harsh,” I said, but I smiled at her sharp wit.

The girls giggled. Queen leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. “You can put your load in me every time. I love it.”

“Me too,” Jenna said before she also kissed me. “In fact, I’ll be sad if you don’t.”

“Gretta Fields, the last of the Fields women to fall,” Queen said. “What will big Jim think?”

Technically, she was the first, but I wasn’t about to give them any more ammunition.

“He’s gone for a long time,” Jenna said. “It’s some work trip, but none of us really believe it. Mom says he has another family.”

I held perfectly still, afraid to speak. Gretta knew? But of course, she would. She wasn’t stupid.

“No shit? I thought Steve collecting sister wives like souvenir cups was wild, but that is even more crazy.”

I rubbed Jenna’s bare ass, caressing her with my fingertips. “What makes you think Jimmy has another family?”

“It’s what mom said,” Jenna said. “You’ll have to ask her.”

There wasn’t even a hint of concern in her voice. It seemed the girls had long since turned the page on their father.

Jenna yawned and kissed me on the side of my lips. “Baby, I’m super tired, and I’m about ready to fall asleep. Can you make pancakes over the fire tomorrow morning?”

Queen squeezed me tight and kissed me from the other side. “I like mine with blueberries, please.”

As the girls drifted off, my mind turned to Gretta. I’d have to find out what she knew about Jimmy. My thoughts shifted to Angie and Max. I’d barely spent any time with either of them since we arrived home. That needed to change. Angie seemed content exploring her bisexuality, but we couldn’t keep ignoring my son. What would he think about all this? How could I explain it to him without him hating me?

Then there was my upcoming trip with Lillie, followed by another trip with Becca. How could I possibly balance everything? Something had to give somewhere. I couldn’t keep leading a charmed life, or could I? Only time would tell, but in the meantime, I had plenty of beautiful women to keep happy.


Bachelor Auction



Chapter twenty-one
Ooh La La


Ithought life was fresh out of wild pitches. Boy, was I ever wrong. Since our homecoming, Lillie, Becca, Jenna, and Queen had kept me off balance. Even accounting for whatever mayhem Gretta ushered into my life, I was finally finding my sea legs. Or so I thought. None of my life altering experiences fully prepared me for what came next.

As I showered away the dust and smoke from my camping trip with Queen and Jenna, my mind drifted to Gretta. She was the next domino to fall, and our coming together seemed inevitable. We had a decades-long connection and a chance to rekindle an old flame. I looked forward to catching up with her and re-discovering her all over again.

Looking back, how could I have possibly known that there was a game show full of undiscovered surprises awaiting behind curtain number one?

It all started the evening Jenna, Queen, and I returned from our sojourn in the woods. I stepped out of our bedroom’s bathroom where we stayed in the pool house. Freshly showered and shaven, I secured a flimsy white bath towel around my waist and made my way to the dresser.

I let out an exhausted yawn and opened the dresser drawer before pulling out a fresh pair of briefs. If I had any hope of keeping up with Lillie for our promised night out, I needed a good ten hours of solid sleep.

Lillie had given me a one day reprieve. It was just long enough for me to press the reset button, which included scrubbing the campfire smoke out of my hair. When she got a whiff of me, she had turned up her cute pixie nose and scrunched up her face. Apparently, I stunk of lake water and campfire smoke, but most of all, I looked exhausted. She had berated Jenna and Queen for wearing me out before high-fiving them both for their conquest.

As if I wasn’t the real winner. I smirked and tossed my briefs onto the nearby bed before shucking off my towel and letting it fall to the floor. I went to open my t-shirt drawer when a glittering flash of something red sitting atop the dresser caught my eye.

It was Angie’s ruby heart pendant attached to a gold chain. The pendant held a special place in my heart. I gave it to her on our first anniversary a half a lifetime ago. A sudden pang of emptiness gnawed at my gut. I missed Angie. Even though it had been only a couple of days since we talked, a clawing sense of a need to see her welled up inside me.

I turned to the bedside table where I kept my phone when a figure in white flashed in my peripheral vision.

I jumped, shocked at the sudden presence, and whirled around to find my smiling wife leaning against the doorjamb, her eyes twinkling with amusement.

“Don’t let me stop you,” she said. “I was enjoying the show.”

My pulse went from zero to sixty on the back of a massive adrenaline spike. I paused a moment to a collect myself before giving Angie my full attention. “You could have said something.”

“You could have shut the door,” Angie said as she stepped inside. “Are you expecting company?”

I let my gaze linger on her exquisite form, taking a moment to appreciate my gorgeous wife. Even though I saw her three short days ago, it seemed as if ten years had melted from her face.

Angie wore a formfitting white sundress. It was a sleeveless number that hugged her hour-glass hips and paid homage to the supple curves of her well-endowed bosom. Somehow, her arms and legs appeared even more toned than only a few days prior, and the steady diet of relaxation and sunshine lent her complexion a radiance that transcended a healthy tan. She wore her brown hair up, affixed in a complex weave of braids all baked into an ornamental bun that reminded me of a sexy 1950s housewife.

Then there were her bright green eyes. They looked alive, like they hadn’t since we first started dating. They sparked with an inner light that reminded me of who she was at her happiest. It was like I saw her for the first time all over again.

Angie’s gaze flickered over my chest and dipped lower to my bare and freshly groomed cock. A cock that steadily rose in her presence. “It looks like the girls didn’t suck all the life out of you.”

My lips were suddenly dry, triggered by a wave of arousal, and I shook my head, trying to collect myself. “I was just picking up my phone to call you. I missed you.”

Angie shut the bedroom door and clicked the lock. She turned back to me and grinned. “I missed you too, lover.” Her eyes danced over my muscled chest, and she chewed on her lower lip, staring at me up and down. “Jesus Christ, Steve. Did the ladies dip you in the fountain of youth?”

I chuckled as my gaze swam over her chest and my cock twitched, hardening as I homed in on the high, plump cleavage sprouting from her curved neckline. “I could say the same about you. You look gorgeous.” A twinge of jealousy I had no right to experience knocked at my consciousness. “Have a hot date?”

Angie grinned and stepped forward, cutting the distance between us until she met me face to face. “Steven Erickson, are you jealous?”

I squirmed and shifted from one foot to the other. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen that dress. And the way you’re wearing your hair.” I swallowed the lump forming in my throat. “You’ve never worn it that way, and….” I shrugged. “Maybe I’m a little jealous.”

Angie giggled, reached out, and picked up my stiff cock in her warm hand. She slid my knob between her fingers as she searched my face. “I forgot how adorable you are when you’re jealous.” She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me on the lips, never letting go of my rapidly thickening cock.

I put my hands on her hips and inched closer. “Well, do you?”

Her eyes twinkled, and she kissed me again. “I haven’t seen you look at me that way in twenty years.”

My cock was so hard it ached, throbbing inside her hand as she gently stroked and used her thumb to caress my sensitive glans.

“Can you do me a favor?” Angie asked as her eyes searched my face.

Her glossy pink lips glistened, plump and kissable. She was painfully beautiful and looked so much like the twenty-two-year-old coed I fell in love with forever ago that the thought of another man ever touching her turned the spark of envy into a raging inferno. “Angie. Is there another man?”

Angie locked her eyes on mine and held them. “I should let you stew, but I’m not that mean.” She smiled and gave me another kiss. “You, my dear husband, are the only human with a Y chromosome who has ever or will ever share my bed. Now, about that favor.”

I reached around and smacked her ass, grabbing a fat fistful and squeezed, inwardly relieved. “Why do you look like you just came from a date?”

Angie released my cock and turned around, presenting me with her back. She glanced back at me over her shoulder, her eyes dancing with amusement. “Unzip me and I’ll tell you.”

I grinned at her and did as she asked, carefully unzipping her dress until her bare back came into view. Lower and lower I went, guiding the zipper over her white lace bra strap until I reached the bottom.

Her caramel colored skin was flawless, and I took a moment to appreciate her rare beauty. Not since our first time together had I ever been so aroused.

With strategic precision, I eased her dress over her shoulders and leaned in, inhaling her scent as I kissed the curve between her shoulder and neck. I caressed her shoulders and kissed my way along her shoulder blade and back again. “You smell amazing. Is that jasmine?”

Angie tilted her head to the side as if to give me full access to her neck. “It’s a new scent. I thought you might like it.”

My cock throbbed, aching where it nestled against her ass. I pushed her dress lower and gazed at the swell of her cleavage bursting from her white lace bra. “The dress, the new hairstyle, and your amazing smell are all for my benefit?”

I kissed my way up Angie’s neck until I reached her ear and nibbled on it playfully.

Angie giggled as she slipped her arms through her dress and let it gather around her waist. “The perfume is for you, and so is the hair.”

She reached behind her and picked up my cock, squeezing it firmly yet tenderly before filling her palms with my throbbing shaft. “I wore the dress for Liz Harris.”

I paused with Angie’s earlobe between my lips, trying to place the name before it came to me. I came away from her, more confused than ever. “You’re sleeping with our sixty-year-old real estate agent?”

Angie giggled again as she gently stroked my cock. “No, dummy. I met Liz for lunch, then we went over to our new house. Liz wanted to do a pre-walkthrough. The contractors finish tomorrow. We’ll do a final walkthrough in a couple of days, then the house will be ours.”

With the Fields women coming at me from all sides, I’d forgotten all about our new house. I unhooked Angie’s bra before it came loose. “It’s really done?”

Angie shucked off her bra and turned around to face me. Fresh tan lines crisscrossed her chest, and like the rest of her, her round, springy breasts looked like they belonged on a twenty-five-year-old.

As her breasts swayed, her thick pink nipples towered atop her puffy areolas. Angie kept her eyes locked on mine as she shimmied out of her lace panties before tossing them aside.

She grabbed my cock and stroked it between her fingers. “The house looks incredible. Our decorator met us, and we went over the plan. Wait until you see everything.”

My cock throbbed in her hands, and I reached forward, cupping her heavy breasts in my palms before pushing them together and tweaking her nipples. “If the place looks half as amazing as you, I’ll die a lucky man.”

She pushed up on her toes to kiss me. I met her halfway and our lips locked a moment before our tongues swirled together. She tasted like sweet cinnamon, and my head buzzed, delirious with lust.

Angie inched forward and her nipples raked my chest as she moaned in my mouth. She deepened the kiss and stroked my cock, milking clear pre-cum onto my swollen tip.

My cock pulsed in her grip and a powerful urge to pin her against the wall and fuck her brainless washed over me. I slipped my hand between her legs and found her soaking wet slit with my middle finger. Angie moaned louder and rocked against me as I slipped my finger inside her and swirled my thumb over her clit.

Angie’s legs wobbled, and she broke off our kiss, stepping away from me as she kept one hand firmly attached to my cock. Her chest heaved and her green eyes swam, hazy with lust. “Fuck me.”

“Get on the bed,” I said, my voice deep and commanding.

Angie’s lips quirked up in a smile and she turned away from me. She crawled onto the bed and pushed up onto all fours, presenting me with her backside and puffy pink pussy. She glanced at me over her shoulder as a lock of her brown hair slipped from one of her well-kempt braids and floated over her cheek. Her big tits swayed beneath her chest, and her thick, round ass called out to me.

I climbed onto the bed and grabbed hold of her hips before giving one of her cheeks a sharp smack.

Angie moaned and shifted her hips, pushing back against my cock, forcing it along her slippery treasure trail. “Fuck me, Steve. Don’t hold back.”

I grabbed my cock and pushed it inside her, sliding deep while fuzzy pleasure warped my brain. Warm and velvety, her pussy pulsed around my cock, and I sucked in a sharp breath as I latched onto her hips and pinned my cock inside her to the root.

Angie let out a throaty groan and backed up against me, forcing me deeper. She dropped to her elbows and braced herself as I gave her ass another hard smack. She swiveled her hips, moving them in a tight clockwise circle as she worked my cock deep inside her. “Baby, you feel amazing.”

My head strobed with waves of feral lust. I caressed each of Angie’s flawless ass cheeks, then grabbed her hips and readied myself. I slid my cock outward, reveling at the glistening wetness coating my steel-hard shaft. With my head still nestled inside her honeypot, I cranked my hips and slid home, groaning as her ass slapped off my midsection.

Angie’s flesh jiggled, and her tits wobbled beneath her. She grabbed fistfuls of our bedspread and pushed back, meeting my cock with a hip push.

It was on. I cranked my hips, sliding in and out, building up steam as I methodically pounding her from behind.

Slap. Slap. Slap.

Her hips bounced off me, sending ripples over her ass while more of her lush brown hair slipped from her carefully constructed braids. “God… you’re so fucking deep.”

I railed her harder and faster, plowing my wife’s pussy with reckless abandon. Her moans turned louder, broken by the occasionally stiff grunt as I bottomed out deep inside her.

“Fuck me like you fucked Jenna,” Angie said, her voice breaking.

Where was this coming from and why had it turned me on? I grunted and pounded her harder, giving her ass a hard smack as my cock turned into a sizzling-hot blur.

Angie arched her back and her pussy convulsed. Her arms and legs trembled as her inner wall muscles gripped my cock with a rapid-fire burst of contractions. A fresh of flow of her juices coated my cock and my head swam, delirious with the need to come inside my wife.

I let loose and thrust forward, planting my cock to its maximum depth where I met the soft resistance of her cervical wall. My head strobed with pleasure, and I grunted as my orgasm hit me like an avalanche.

All thoughts fled my mind, and nothing mattered except the geyser of cum spurting from my cock and filling my wife’s very fertile womb.

I had achieved nirvana. Angie clamped down with her pussy, milking my cock as her breathless moans broke through my wall of bliss. Again and again, I came, sliding in and out of my wife’s tight pussy where sticky cum leaked from her freshly fucked hole.

In our long years of sexual history, I had never come as hard with Angie. It was like our entire relationship, especially our physical intimacy, had undergone a rebirth. Any feelings of guilt I may have felt by pursuing the Fields sisters fled from my mind. Angie truly loved it.

As my orgasm passed, I held still inside her, trying to collect my thoughts as my chest heaved with the cardiovascular workout.

Angie fell forward, collapsing onto her stomach while my cock slipped free and bounced from side to side, glistening in a slick sheen of our combined arousal. With her legs slightly spread, a pearl of cum appeared in her ravaged pink hole. She turned her head sideways and laughed. “That was fucking incredible.”

I grinned and collapsed onto my back beside her, panting for breath as my cock slowly deflated. “You’re like a whole new woman. I approve of the new Angie Erickson.”

Angie reached over and placed her hand on my chest. She drew herself toward me and rested her head on my shoulder. “She’s been inside, waiting for a chance to get out. We should have talked years ago.”

I leaned over and kissed the top of her head. “I love you, Ang.”

She kissed my chest and pressed her naked body flat against mine. “I’m more in love with you now than I’ve ever been, and that’s saying a lot.”

I sighed, completely content, but there was one thing still nagging at me. A big thing. “What are we going to tell Max?”

Angie chuckled. “Are you reading my mind?”

“It’s been weighing on me,” I said. “We need to tell him something. He’ll find out when he gets home.”

“He gets home from camp at the end of the week,” she said. “I think we should sit him down and explain everything while leaving out the explicit details.”

“He’ll hate us,” I said.

“He might surprise you. He is our child. Maybe he’s as twisted as we are.”

I chuckled. “That gives me hope while also filling me with dread. Maybe he’s too young for all this?”

“He’s a bright kid, and he wants to see us happy. He’ll see that we’ve built our relationships with these amazing women on love and mutual respect. Max will come around. Gretta thinks so too.”

I gazed down at her. “You and Gretta are pretty close?”

Angie paused. “I’m in love with her. Does that bother you?”

“No,” I said. “You can love more than one person at a time. I know that now.”

“Do you love Becca, Lillie, and Jenna?”

I loved them and I was falling in love with Queen, but now wasn’t the time to bring that up. “Yes,” I said without hesitation.

Angie nuzzled in tighter. “Good. I already knew you did. I’m glad you’re being honest with me.”

“That doesn’t diminish my feelings for you,” I said.

“I know,” she said.

Considering her revelation, I didn’t know where that left Gretta and me. Was she with Angie now? “So, you and Gretta. Wow.”

Angie giggled. “It’s new for her. She’s happy, but she also has unresolved feelings for you.”

“Would it bother you if she had those same urges for me?”

Angie playfully smacked me on the chest. “After everything we’ve been through, you have to ask?”

“Just checking.” I paused, letting the moment seep in. “I need to talk to her about Jimmy.”

“I know, and so does she. She doesn’t love Jimmy, but you already knew that.”

I hesitated to tell Angie about my conversation with Jimmy until I spoke with Gretta. “The weight of the world comes crashing back.”

Angie paused and caressed my chest with her fingertips. “Not to add more weight to our shoulders, but my sister is back.”

I frowned, trying to connect her words to reality. Angie only had one sister she hadn’t seen in at least a decade. “Annika?”

“She’s moving here and wants to stay with us until she gets her footing.”

Annika had moved to France with Angie’s parents when Annika was very young, and Angie was twenty-four. We’d been together for a couple of years at that point. I’d seen her off and on throughout the years, mainly during our visits to France to visit Angie’s family. I remember her as a beautiful girl, but she was young. It had been at least six years since I’d last seen her.

“Annie’s what… eighteen?”

Angie laughed. “She’s twenty-two and just graduated from university in London. Gretta pulled some strings and got her a job teaching French at Max’s new high school.”

“Little Annika is twenty-two? No fucking way.”

“Twenty-two and she’s not so little anymore. She’s coming off a pretty nasty breakup, which is one of the big reasons she’s moving.”

“What happened?”

“I don’t know all the details, but apparently she was engaged to an older man who was very controlling.”

If Annika looked anything like Angie, I was in deep shit. Who was I kidding? It would never come to that. Annika was family, and Angie would never forgive me. “When doe she arrive?”

Angie giggled. “Ooh la la. Is the harem king looking to add my baby sister to the fold?”

“Angie, please. Don’t even joke about that.”

“Stop being such an old man. The French are very progressive.”

“She’s not technically French. She was born in Chicago, wasn’t she?”

“She’s spent all but six years of her life in France. You can decide for yourself when you see her again.”

Decide for myself, what exactly? If Annika wanted to join the harem? That kind of a clarifying question could have landed me in hot water, so I let it pass. “Which will be when exactly?”

“Tomorrow or the next day. I’m not sure which. Gretta has been handling all her flight information for me.”

“If you need me to pick her up from the airport, just say the word.”

“Okay. But I think Lillie has got that covered.”

I laughed. “Lillie? Good lord, are you trying to corrupt her on her first day home?”

Angie laughed with me. “Let’s face it, the corruption is inevitable.” She propped herself up on her elbow, then leaned over and kissed me. “Now that you’re all dirty. Why don’t you take me to the shower and fuck me all over again?”


Chapter twenty-two
Phone Calls and Threesomes


My phone buzzed on the bedside table. I blinked my eyes open.

Muted sunlight peeked through the slats in the bedroom blinds. After a memorable night, Angie remained curled up beside me and slept. Her warm, naked body lay stretched out alongside me. At some point, she had stretched her arm over my chest and draped her smooth thigh over my half-hard cock.

My phone buzzed again.

I willed away the sleep and reached for it, trying my best not to wake my slumbering wife. After carefully extracting my phone from its charging cradle, I brought it to my face and noticed it was already after 10 am. Both of the new messages I had were from Becca.

I opened my lock screen and scanned the messages.

Becca: Morning, baby. I miss you!

Becca: I just talked to Lillie. She says you two have plans tonight. Can you meet me on my break at Wings? I have something important to ask you.

Was she already working? I didn’t think Wings served breakfast, but maybe horny guys had a hankering for Wings in the middle of the morning? It didn’t matter. I had the entire day free.

Me: Morning to you too! What time should I be there?

A brief pause later, Becca responded.

Becca: 1:30 this afternoon. Luv u. XOXOXO.

Me: Perfect. I’ll be there. Love you too!

Angie stirred beside me, wriggling in close as she started kissing her way up my neck. “Who are you messaging?”

“Becca wants me to meet her this afternoon on her break. She says she has something to ask me.”

Angie slipped her tongue inside my ear, and her warm breath curled my toes. “It’s more likely she has something to show you.” She reached for my cock as she dry humped my hip.

My cock stirred from its slumber and thickened where it lay cradled in the nest of Angie’s warm fingers. I set my phone aside and pulled Angie on top of me. “I’m not meeting her until later. Let’s start with our own show and tell.”

Angie smiled down at me, her brown hair a mess of bed head. She moved into position, straddling me as her big breasts slid over my chest. With a toss of her hair, she reached for my stiff cock. “I can already feel what you’re presenting to the class.” She slipped my cock inside her warm, wet vagina and lowered herself, moaning as she took me in. “But we have to make it quick. I promised to meet Gretta for an early lunch.”

Our quickie lasted thirty minutes, followed by a shower, shave, and a fresh change of clothes. Angie rushed out before me, and the house was oddly silent as I headed to the kitchen. After a quick bite to eat, I climbed into my Land Rover and drove to Wings.

I arrived a few minutes early, and the parking lot was nearly full. I parked in the back near what I assumed was the employee entrance. It worked out, making it easier for Becca to find me. In addition, she wouldn’t have to handle regular customers who might interrupt her with conversation.

I parked the car and let the engine run before I pulled out my phone and messaged Becca.

Me: I’m here. Should I come inside?

Becca responded immediately.

Becca: No. I’ll come to u. Where did u park?

Me: Out back

Becca: Perf! C u in a sec!

It took me a few seconds to interpret her shorthand, and by that time, I saw Becca walking toward my car wearing a huge smile on her angelic face. When she noticed me staring at her, she waved excitedly and started skipping her way across the parking lot.

She wore her standard Wings uniform, which left my jaw scraping the ground. Today’s outfit consisted of a loose Chicago Bulls tank top with a tight white sports bra beneath. The tank did zero to cover the massive cleavage, severely testing the seams of her sports bra.

To match the top, Becca wore a pair of red, form-fitting, yoga-style shorts with ankle-high white socks and white tennis shoes. She wore her dark hair back in a ponytail, with a few errant wisps floating over her neck.

I got out of the car to greet her, and Becca’s entire face lit up. She gave me another little wave and broke into a light jog, which caused her D-cups to jiggle and bounce, truly testing the limits of Lululemon’s product engineering team.

She leaped into my arms, and I pulled her into a hug.

“I missed you so much,” she said while she squeezed me so hard I felt her tits mash into my chest.

I wrapped her in my arms and lifted her off the ground, causing her to squeal with delight. I inhaled her sweet scent of vanilla and honey, which was no small feat considering she worked in a restaurant where they served deep-fried wings. Becca likely spent little time in the kitchen, curbing the restaurant’s tangy scent.

“I missed you too,” I said, barely getting the words out before Becca brought her face around and kissed me on the lips.

I set her down, and she grinned at me.

“I have thirty minutes until I have to be back,” Becca said.

“Where should we go?”

Becca answered my question by opening the back door to my SUV and climbing in. “Here is good. Come on. I don’t want to waste a single second.”

I climbed in after her and shut the door, grateful for the pitch black tinting on my windows. The last time I sat in the backseat I was in a drugstore parking lot with Lillie riding me. The memory made me smile as I got comfortable beside Lillie’s big sister.

Becca wasted no time. She climbed onto my lap and straddled me, pushing her crotch up against my cock before we came face to face.

I jumped slightly at the sudden intrusion and grabbed hold of Becca’s ass to make sure she didn’t slide off. I laughed. “It’s good to see you, too.”

“Sorry,” Becca said. “I’m just super-duper horny, and all I could think about all day was jumping your bones.” She kissed me and toyed with my hair.

I squeezed her ass as my cock thickened beneath her. “Right here in the parking lot?”

“Girls have sex with their boyfriends out here all the time,” she said as she started grinding me. “It’s not an issue.”

“I’m all for getting down and dirty, but you mentioned something about an important question?”

Becca giggled and kissed me on the lips as she dipped her hands inside my t-shirt and caressed my bare chest. “Oh, that. Yeah. I guess we’d better talk before you get a phone call.”

My cock expanded in my shorts, turning to concrete inside of thirty seconds. “Phone call?”

Becca found the bottom of my shirt and tugged it over my head. As she tossed it aside, she gazed out the back window toward the restaurant. “If you see Amber, hide.”

“You’ve got a lot going on today,” I said.

Becca peeled off her bulls tank top and tossed it aside, leaving her clad only in her sports bra. “I love her, but she won’t stop pestering me about a threesome.”

I didn’t know where to start. She spouted about phone calls and threesomes while stripping our clothes off at light speed. “What’s the story behind the threesome involving Amber? I’m not comfortable having another guy —”

She giggled and cut me off with a kiss before reaching for my belt buckle. “As if I’d let another man touch me. Please. Amber wants to have a threesome with you and me. I’ve told her a dozen times I’m not interested.”

Becca’s massive breasts hovered inches from my chest, tantalizing me to the point, I couldn’t resist. I released one hand from her ass and cupped her breast before giving it a full grope. “Does she know I’m out here?”

Becca’s nipples stiffened under my touch and poked through her sports bra. She undid the button on my shorts and lowered my zipper. “God no. If she knew you were here, she would have followed me outside. She’s like a dog with a bone.”

I wouldn’t have said no to a threesome with Amber, but there was no point in poking the bear. If Becca wasn’t comfortable sharing me with Amber, that was fine with me. “Is this your important question? Are you asking me to have a threesome with Amber?”

Becca giggled and slipped her fingers inside the waistband of my briefs. She coiled her fingers around my thick cock and gently squeezed, inspiring a release of adrenaline that surged through my legs.

Becca leveled me with her sparkling green eyes. “My question isn’t about Amber. Can I ask you after we have sex?”

I grinned. “Who am I to turn down such a reasonable request?”

I filled both of my open palms with her full, firm breasts. As I gave them a squeeze, Becca freed my cock from my briefs and stroked it with surprising adeptness.

“You are so hard,” Becca said, turning her green eyes on me. She frowned, gazing at me, her expression concerned. “Does it hurt?”

My cock strobed with greedy lust, pulsing slowly as it hardened by the second. Becca stroked the contours of my knob and caressed my shaft with a loving touch.

“It’s that hard because you are that sexy,” I said. “My penis is telling you how much I want you.”

It was intimacy 101, but Becca was far from sexually experienced. She giggled and leaned in for another kiss before backing off slightly and staring down at the monster throbbing between her legs. “You must really, really want me.”

I tweaked her nipples, now prominently poking through her top. “To put it bluntly, that’s an understatement.”

Becca smiled wickedly. “I bet you haven’t fucked anyone in the backseat of your car.”

Now wasn’t the time to inform her that her little sister had already notched that particular belt. I manhandled her breasts, squeezing them together as I filled my greedy palms. “I love this sexy, impulsive side of you. Let’s hope my shocks are up to the task.”

“Let’s get a little more comfortable,” Becca said.

She pushed herself off my lap and tugged at my shorts as I lifted my hips to give her the assist. As my cock sprang free, I picked up the bottom of her sports bra and freed her massive milkers.

Round, creamy, and utterly perfect, Becca’s breasts jiggled into view mere inches from my face. I leaned forward and inhaled one of her fat, pink nipples, sucking it between my lips as I dropped my hands to the waistband of her shorts. With the poise of a contortionist, I lowered Becca’s shorts, taking her white lace thong panties with them.

Becca moved my shorts over my hips and slid them down my legs until they collected around my ankles. The action forced her milky white breasts into my face, where I gladly scooped them up and pushed my face between them, motorboat style.

I settled back into position, getting comfortable as I filled my palms with Becca’s bountiful breasts. Her body was a veritable wonderland of sexual possibilities, and we hadn’t even scraped the tip of the iceberg.

Becca straddled me, placing her knees on the leather seats. She scooped up my cock with one hand and lowered her hips into position. Her green eyes shimmered with wanton lust, and she eyed me like a five-star dessert.

“Don’t pull out,” she said. “I want to feel your cum inside me while I’m working.”

My vision flashed with crazed desire, and my cock pulsed, rapid-fire. “If I keep coming inside you, you’ll get pregnant. It’s only a matter of time.”

Becca caressed my tip and scooped up a leaky glob of clear pre-cum, resting atop the crown of my knob. She smiled at me as she brought her finger to her mouth and sucked my essence between her pouty pink lips.

She lowered herself to where the tip of my cock dredged her warm pussy, already soaking wet and glistening. “I want you to get me pregnant,” she said. “I love you so much.”

I groaned and churned my hips, plowing her warm pink pussy with my engorged knob. Her sweet juices drenched my tip, turning it glossy with her wetness. My cock throbbed as pleasure engulfed my brain, turning my thoughts hazy. The overwhelming urge to fill her with my load pushed away any rational thoughts. At that moment, I would have agreed to anything.

Becca slid me inside her honey hole and gasped as her body shuddered. Goosebumps sprang to life across her chest, and her nipples hardened as she rocked, forcing me into the exquisite bounty of her fertile vagina.

Her pussy was incredibly tight, squeezing my cock in a velvety soft pleasure vice. It seemed impossible for my junk to fit inside her pint-sized pussy even though I had, many times, only a few days earlier.

“Fuck,” I said, hissing out the word.

A wash of adrenaline turned my legs to mush as I skewered her with my manhood, rocking my hips as I inched my way deeper.

Becca pushed her tits into my face and braced herself on my shoulders. She used me as leverage while she twerked her hips, taking me deeper with every pass.

My face swam in a sea of her sweetly scented flesh. Her essence enveloped me, and I took turns sucking each of her glorious nipples into my mouth, paying homage with licks, sucks and tender bites. I filled my hands wither her tight ass, and pushed her lower, taking ever more of my thunderous cock into the depths of her creamy smooth pussy.

Becca’s soft moans and mewling grunts rose above my labored breathing. With a delicate touch, her inner wall muscles clenched down on my shaft, forcing me to focus as I threatened to spill my seed inside her. Even after the rigorous morning sex session with my wife, Becca was too much. Her body was through the roof, and our chemistry was insane. Thank God the girls weren’t forcing me to choose between them. That was an impossible choice.

“Baby, just sit on my cock for a second,” I said.

Becca lowered herself, taking the entirety of my cock into her achingly tight hole. She sat upright, pulling her tits from my face as she stared down at me. “I can feel you pulsing inside of me. Does that mean you’re close to coming?”

“Very close,” I said. “That’s why I need a second.”

“So, if I move my hips a little….” Becca ground her hips, milking my cock with her tight pussy as she plumbed her insides with my meaty shaft. “This will make you come?”

I groaned and grabbed hold of her hips, swiveling to meet her motion as I angled upward, fucking her slow and deep. “Yes,” I said, before swallowing away the dryness in my throat.

Becca giggled and stilled herself. “Sorry. I couldn’t resist.”

Fucking lots of beautiful women didn’t make me immortal. I had my limits, and Becca found them in a hurry. It turned out that beautiful women wearing revealing clothing were my kryptonite. “Give me a second to come back from the edge. Come here for a kiss.”

She smiled and dipped her face in close. Our lips met and our tongues flashed together. Her honey sweet scent wrapped me in a cocoon of pure bliss while wisps of her dark hair and bare tits tickled my chest.

The seconds ticked by as our make-out session intensified. Becca explored my mouth with her tongue. We toyed with each other, playing sucking games with lips and tongues while our hands roamed freely.

I grabbed Becca’s ass and kneaded her breast in my open palm, letting her hard nipple roll between my open fingers. When I had acclimated to her incredible tightness, I rocked my hips and fucked her slow and deep.

Becca responded by grinding her hips and matching my rhythm. She broke off the kiss and sat up, bracing herself by placing her hands on my muscled chest.

As the minutes ticked by, she took me deeper and bounced off my lap while my cock heated inside her. Her tits slapped together, and her ass clapped off my thighs. The car rocked beneath us, and my shocks squeaked in time with our motion.

Anyone watching from outside could see the motion for what it was, but Becca didn’t seem to care, and neither did I.

She fucked me faster and moaned. Her ponytail swirled behind her head and her flawless tits bounced as she moved atop me with a belly dancer’s grace.

My moans matched hers and I thrust upward, plowing the sizzling beauty as my brain turned mushy with the promise of a looming orgasm.

Becca’s face contorted with pleasure, and her pussy went wild, convulsing around my cock with rapid micro-spasms. “Oh, baby. God… fuck… yes… I’m coming!”

Becca cried out and groaned as her body stiffened. She dug her fingers into my chest and her body shook with the onslaught of a monster orgasm.

I’d kept my orgasm on a leash and finally, let it go. Within a second, my mind went blank as pleasure overwhelmed me. I thrust upward, pinning Becca to my cock as I grunted and exploded inside her. Torrents of hot cum, spurted from my cock and gushed, filling the fertile beauty with my potent seed. My balls contracted and my cock pulsed, firing off thick ropes, every one of which Becca soaked into her heavenly depths.

Becca squeezed my cock inside her, sliding up and down on my pole as she milked me for every drop. She leaned in and found my ear with her mouth before her tongue went to work and her warm breath floated down my neck.

Shivers of electric sex rocketed down my spine, curling my toes and giving rise to a rash of goosebumps. Even after my orgasm faded, my cock twitched, spilling creamy spunk into her heavenly depths.

Becca rested atop me, laying her chest flat against mine while leaving my cock firmly embedded inside her. She sucked in shallow breaths, kissing her way up and down my neck, until her breathing patterns returned to normal.

I squeezed her ass and kissed her shoulders, lifting and lowering her as I micro-fucked her with my still hard cock. “How much time do we have?”

“I don’t care,” Becca said, whispering in my ear. “I’ll be a few minutes late. It’s not like they’ll fire me.”

That was true. Becca single-handedly filled the place. Any manager in their right mind would give her all the latitude in the world.

“Feel better?” I asked. “I know I do.”

Becca pushed herself off my chest until she sat upright in my lap. “Much better.” She exhaled and her shoulders sagged as if with relief. She grinned. “You fucked the fuck out of me.”

I laughed. “Rebecca Fields, are you turning into a potty mouth?”

Becca giggled. “Just around you.” She leaned in and kissed me. “By the way, there’s something you should know.”

“Is this where you ask me the important question?”

“Not quite. It’s about the bachelor auction.”

I’d forgotten all about the bachelor auction. I groaned. “Please tell me you want me to pull out. I’ll do it.”

Becca giggled and kissed me again. “No way. I want you in it, and the ladies all talked.” She hesitated for a moment. “We’re going to rig it so that my mom wins.”

“Who’s we? Is Gretta in on this?”

Becca shook her head. “Me, Jenna, Lillie, and Angie talked.”

The last name on the list surprised me. “Angie’s conspiring with you? When did all this happen?”

“Yesterday, when Angie got back from the walkthrough. We had a powwow in the kitchen. Mom doesn’t know, but we’re all placing bids in her name. It’s not perfect, but we’ll tip the scales in her favor.”

“And it’s all for a good cause,” I said. “I’m glad to see that you all have your mom’s back.”

“I think she’s getting a little jealous of us monopolizing your time.”

“I’ll bid in her name too,” I said.

Becca laughed. “That’s a great idea.”

I let my eyes wander over her amazing curves. If we weren’t so short on time, I would’ve gone for round two.

Becca glanced at her watch. “I should get back soon.”

“Not without telling me why you asked me to meet you. What’s going on?”

Becca winced. “Maybe we can talk about it later.”

“I’m going out with Lillie and her friends later,” I said. “Let’s talk now.”

Becca sighed. “Fine, but don’t get mad. Okay?”

“What did you do?”

“It’s about the pageant. I kind of signed you up to be my chaperon.”

I laughed so hard my cock nearly slipped out of her while Becca scowled at me.

“It’s not funny,” she said. “It’s a lot more involved than you think.”

“It’s like asking the wolf to guard the henhouse,” I said. “Doesn’t the pageant have guidelines against this sort of thing?”

Becca gave me her best sweet and innocent expression. “This is the part where you might get a teensy-weensy bit upset with me.”

“Rebecca Fields, are you going to force me to spank you?”

She grinned. “I have been a bad girl. I think a swift punishment might be best.”

“Quit stalling,” I said. “What did you do?”

“I may have told the pageant director that you were gay.” She squeezed her eyes shut and braced herself. “Please don’t be too mad.”

I gave her ass a playful swat. “Why the lie? It’s not like I wasn’t planning on coming to watch you.”

Becca relaxed and opened her eyes. “The pageant restricts access and visitor permissions for the contestants. I can’t go a whole week without seeing you. It will kill me.”

She wore a pleading expression as she stared at me, waiting for an answer. It wasn’t like I was going to turn her down. “Fine. You can fill me in on the details later.”

Becca’s face lit up, and she squealed excitedly as she bounced up and down on my cock. “Thank you, thank you, thank you, daddy.” She fell forward and wrapped her arms around my neck. “We can secretly make love for the entire week.”

“What if they catch us?”

She sat back upright and smiled down at me, completely unconcerned. “They’ll kick me out of the contest.” She slid off my cock and a heavy string of milky white cum leaked from her tight little hole. “I need to get back to work.”

“Can you walk around with all that cum leaking out of you? I have some Kleenex in the glove box.”

Becca quickly pulled up her panties and her shorts afterward. “No need. I want it to soak in, so we have a better chance of getting pregnant.”

“A pregnant Miss USA who’s shagging her chaperon. You’ll make a model contestant.”


Chapter twenty-three
Surprise Visitor


The martini bar was a pleasant surprise. According to Lillie, our night out involved lots of dancing in loud and very crowded clubs. I’d seen Lillie’s dance moves, and there was no way for me to escape the night appearing anything other than clumsy and aging.

Angie had advised me to stick to the basics. If I wanted to save face, I shouldn’t try to match Lillie, Queen, or any of Lillie’s friends. Rather, she told me to stick to what I already knew. Admittedly, that wasn’t much.

I reminded myself that the night wasn’t about me showcasing my lackluster dance moves. It was about Lillie introducing me to her world and to the people who mattered to her the most. I vowed to myself that the night was about Lillie, not me, and I should leave any complaints or grumbling at the door. I would be present in every moment we shared and let the night take me wherever it led.

It appeared fate had awarded my good karma investment. Rather than hitting up a dance club straight away, Lillie led me by the hand through the front door of an upscale martini joint called Olive’s with a Twist. Lillie’s crew referred to the place as Olive’s and I had no idea what to expect. We stepped inside and I took the place in.

A shiny chrome and glass bar dominated the center of the room. Traditional tables took up the floor space surrounding the bar while pods composed of sleek black leather sofas and chairs lay scattered around the periphery. Each seating area had a central glass coffee table, making the spaces perfect for casual conversation while sipping on high-end martinis.

By college co-ed standards, the night was just getting started, and the place was only half full. Finding an empty sectional large enough to accommodate our group was much easier than I expected.

Lillie picked a spot between the bar and the front door where everyone who came in was bound to see us. A three-sided sectional couch wrapped around a sleek knee-high, chrome and glass coffee table.

Low-volume piano music streamed from hidden speakers, adding to the casual chic ambiance while allowing for normal conversation. It was my kind of place and I couldn’t help but wonder if Lillie had chosen the bar to accommodate her age-gapped boyfriend. Not that I was complaining.

As usual, the shapely blonde drew plenty of stares as she led me through the sparse crowd. Her black party dress hugged every curve of her sensational figure while thin spaghetti straps clung to her shoulders, seeming unfit for the job of containing her natural, bouncy breasts. Ribbons of her silky hair cascaded over her shoulders in sleek waves of shimmering gold, ending halfway down her back.

But Lillie wasn’t the only harem wife who had joined our merry band of party goers. Queen had taken Lillie up on her invite and held my other hand while we crossed the room as a full-on throuple.

I inwardly smiled as I noticed the chain reaction of attention we drew as a threesome. First their eyes landed on Lillie before darting to Queen, then settling on me. Some eyes widened as if in surprise. Others appeared amused or jealous as they leaned over to whisper to their friends.

Queen’s dress was no less spectacular than Lillie’s. A strapless ivory number that fit her toned body like a coat of whitewash paint, highlighting her slender hips and perky breasts. Her taut nipples poked through the shiny material, drawing lecherous gazes. She wore her glossy red hair in a complex braid that hung straight down her back, where it swayed from side to side behind her as she coasted through the crowd.

After my threesome with Jenna and Queen, the redheaded stunner was a full voting member of Team Steve, with all the rights and privileges to go with the title. It was as if the family had adopted a fourth sibling, with me serving as the anchor that held us all together.

The three of us hadn’t come out alone. Lillie’s best friend Bee joined us, along with Lillie’s high school friends Jess and Lainey. Lainey was a pixie blonde like Lillie while Jess was a tall, statuesque beauty with dark hair, a bronze complexion, and smoldering hazel eyes. That made our group six strong, with me being the group’s lone male.

We found our seats where Lillie and Queen flanked me on my left and right. As we waited for the server, the girls made small talk while we looked over the drink menu.

Queen settled her hand on my leg, using her thumb to caress my inner thigh while Lillie laced her fingers with mine. My little blonde bombshell walked me through the menu, which boasted over a hundred different martinis. She stole the occasional kiss as she pointed out her favorites, which made concentrating on my drink order all but impossible.

Between the incessant attention and constant touching from both of my harem beauties, my cock turned to steel in my drawers, and I had a hard time hiding my throbbing erection bulging like a swollen monstrosity along the side of my leg.

Queen’s eyes flickered to my cock and back to the menu which Lillie and I shared with her. As subtly as possible, the redheaded tease swirled her thumb over my swollen tip while she leaned in close and whispered to Lillie.

“He’s so hard. Stop teasing him,” Queen said.

But her amused tone suggested the opposite. Queen not only enjoyed my predicament, she was a key contributor.

I shifted in my seat, using the opportunity to adjust my cock while meeting Queen’s bright green and very amused eyes. Her scent, strawberries dipped in cotton candy, enveloped me, which only made things worse. I wrestled with the urge to pull her onto my lap and use her ass as a shield to smother my embarrassing erection.

Lillie giggled. “Me? Have you seen your dress? I can literally see the outline of your areolas.”

They continued their banter, unabashedly teasing me while they took turns kissing me. I sighed and pretended to read the menu when Lillie leaned in and kissed me behind my ear.

“Did Queen tell you? Later tonight, we’re hosting the first ever cream cup challenge.”

Lillie’s whispered words and warm breath curled my toes and triggered an avalanche of electric sex. A rash of goosebumps flashed down my spine, and my insides melted like butter left out in the sun.

I swallowed the lump rising in my throat before asking the obvious. “Cream cup challenge?”

Queen slid her palm all the way inside my inner thigh, fully encompassing my mammoth hard on. She whispered a reply, but our server’s timely arrival cut her short, sparing my blue balls from the torture.

“Have we decided?” Our server smiled and her gaze lingered on Queen’s fingers caressing the outline of my shaft.

Mercifully, the girls backed off while, one by one, they placed their orders. Lillie relayed my drink order while I reclined into the leather sectional, allowing myself a moment to decompress.

The conversation returned to normal as the ladies caught up on some recent gossip while my mind raced, trying to decipher whatever Lillie meant by the cream cup challenge. I had a pretty good idea but wasn’t willing to press the issue in front of the entire group.

Ten minutes later, our drinks arrived. After the server doled them out and retreated, Lillie’s brunette friend Jess inched forward in her seat, raised her glass, and spoke up for us all to hear.

“Who wants to play would you rather?” Jess asked, her eyes glimmering with mischief.

“Me,” Lillie said, raising her hand. “I love that game.”

“I don’t see this ending well,” Queen said.

Queen leaned back and rested her head against my shoulder, then slid her palm back into place atop my half deflated cock.

I gritted my teeth, willing my cock to ignore its base instincts, but after Queen brushed her thumb over my highly sensitive tip, my erection flared to life once again.

Mentally, I switched gears, trying to ignore Queen and instead focusing on Jess’s words. The game was familiar to me, however I had never played it with a group of grown adults. Would you rather was a game I had played with Max when he was little to entertain him when he was bored and I needed him to sit still.

I didn’t want to play the stupid game, but I reminded myself once again, that I wasn’t here to poop on Lillies party. However, I didn’t want to pound my martini for the sake of a drinking game. “Is this a drinking game?”

Lillie must have detected the wariness in my voice because she turned sideways to face me, then scooped up my hand in hers.

She dragged my hand into her lap and squeezed. “It’s not about getting drunk. You take tiny sips. You’ll see. It’s fun. Jess, give me a question and we’ll show him.”

“The rules are simple,” Jess said. “If you choose not to answer the question, you drink. The last one with their drink left is the winner.”

It was a drinking game, which came as no surprise. But I wasn’t interested in answering the inevitable slew of prying questions that would no doubt come my way. But I could bow out whenever I wanted by pounding my drink in one go. That would end things for me without having answered a single question.

It did, however, defeat the spirit of having a good time, and I didn’t want to come off like an old grouch in front of Lillie’s friends. I vowed to play along, at least for the time being.

Jess turned her attention to Lillie. “Okay, Lill. The question is to you. Would you rather have a threesome with me and Steve or with Bee and Steve?”

Jess eyed me, her hazel eyes smoldering. Bee’s eyes widened with surprise as her cheeks turned a bright shade of pink.

“Come on, Jess,” Bee said. “We aren’t even one drink in.”

Lillie didn’t seem the slightest bit disturbed. She stared into the depths of her fruity martini as if lost in thought. A few seconds later, she flashed a devious smile and looked up.

“Can we do a foursome?” Lillie asked. “I would love a foursome, wouldn’t you, babe?”

Lillie shot me a smile and a wink. A wave of adrenaline washed over me as lecherous visions of Jessica and Beatrice played through my head. Was Lillie contemplating a foursome? All five women stared at me expectantly, waiting for my response. “I thought this was your question?”

Lillie giggled, but it was Jess who threw me a lifeline.

“The question wasn’t about a foursome,” Jess said. And he’s right. Lillie, it’s your question. Are you refusing to answer already?”

Lillie sighed and shook her head. “No. I’ll answer. I would rather pick Bee because she’s my absolute bestie.”

Bee’s cheeks turned an even brighter shade of crimson, and she averted her gaze before taking a micro-sip of her martini.

One by one, the girls went around the room, taking turns asking and answering questions while I sank back into the leather upholstery, trying to make them all forget about me.

It seemed to work. Even Queen had given my cock a long enough break for it to fully deflate. I was almost in the clear until the role of questioner came around to Queen.

Queen turned to face me, her bright green eyes dancing with sadistic glee. “Steve, would you rather have Lillie or Becca buy you at the charity bachelor auction?”

I wasn’t about to step onto that particular land mine as I truly didn’t care. I would pick them both equally. But that wasn’t what anyone wanted to hear. As I raised my martini to drink, a distantly familiar voice cut me off with another question.

“What’s this about a bachelor auction?” The newcomer asked from somewhere over my left shoulder.

It was a woman’s voice, vaguely familiar yet not so in the slightest. Her voice carried the barest hint of a French accent.

I turned to face the intruder, and when my eyes met hers, a wash of adrenaline turned my legs to rubber while I felt all the blood drain from my face.

I blinked twice, trying to make sure my eyes weren’t deceiving me. My voice broke as I said her name.

“Annika? Is that you?”


Chapter twenty-four
Cream Cup Challenge


Lillie scrambled around the sectional and pulled Annika into a tight hug. “I’m so glad you decided to come.”

Lillie guided Annika around the sofa and the two women held hands as Lillie presented her to the group.

“Everyone, this is Annika Masters. She’s Steve’s sister-in-law. Annika, this is everyone.”

The young woman who stood before me bore zero resemblance to the six-year-old little girl I dredged up from my memories. Angie’s little sister, Annika, was as petite as Lillie with a build every molecule as alluring. Her sleek, toned figure and ample breasts threw me back to days gone by and the first time I met Annika’s big sister. There was no doubt Annika and Angie were sisters, yet there were differences.

Unlike Angie, there was a spark of innocence in Annika’s sky-blue eyes that released a sudden wave of butterflies in my stomach. Angie was more of the take charge type while Annika’s aura exuded the opposite effect.

Physically, Annika beat my memories of Angie by a thin margin. Unlike Angie, Annika’s plump pink lips were fuller and her silky, golden brown hair perfectly accentuated her flawless complexion. Not that Angie was lacking these traits, but they seemed amplified by Annika. Even though I would never have spoken the words out loud, Annika felt like an evolutionary upgrade over her big sister.

Annika smiled sweetly and met my gaze.

My stomach dropped into my shoes. I found myself tongue-tied, caught up by the spell her mere presence had on me.

Annika’s soul shattering blue eyes utterly captivated me. Her pink, glossy lips were as ripe as a summer strawberry. She had nearly the same caramel skin tone as her big sister, but richer in depth and color. Her hair tumbled over her shoulders in a glossy wave, and despite Annika staring directly at me, my gaze flickered to the plump, tight cleavage sprouting from her black crop top. Her midriff was visible, highlighting her toned stomach, and a diamond piercing glittered in her navel.

She wore a matching black skirt that ended halfway down her thighs, showcasing her sleek, athletic legs.

Annika averted her gaze, and her cheeks turned a soft shade of pink. It was as if she could read my lecherous mind and found it too much.

“Steve, your jaw's hanging open,” Queen said. “I think you’re embarrassing your sister-in-law.”

Horror gripped me, and I flinched as if physically struck. I snapped back to reality and softened my gaze, relaxing by a measure as I tried to reel myself in. “Sorry, Annie. It’s just… you look so much like your sister when she was your age. It caught me by surprise.”

“No one has called me Annie in years,” Annika said.

A sweet smile turned up her pouty lip as she once again met my gaze, her eyes shy but forgiving. “And thank you for the compliment. My mother calls Angie and me the opposite sides of the same coin. I’m not nearly as bold as my big sister, so I suppose that’s what she meant.”

Her voice was salve for the soul. She spoke with a sweet, unassuming tone that lived in stark contrast to her bold outfit. Her accent was slightly French, yet it wasn’t. Her American roots were clearly audible, making her sound adorably unique.

Queen stood, placing one hand on my shoulder while she extended the other. “I’m Brooke. It’s nice to meet you.”

Annika shook Queen’s hand and smiled. “It’s nice to meet you. Lillie called you Queen?”

Queen laughed. “It’s a childhood nickname. My friends call me Queen.” She squeezed my shoulder and lovingly slid her hand down my chest, making it completely clear where things stood.

Annika’s eyes followed Queen’s hand as it crept its way over my pectoral muscle. Annie didn’t seem in any way shocked, which meant Angie had prepared her little sister, giving her the lay of the land.

Annika gave Queen a nod of greeting while the rest of the group introduced themselves. The server came and Lillie ordered Annika a martini before guiding Annika to the sofa.

Small talk commenced with Queen joining Lillie’s friends, where they chatted about some mutual acquaintance.

Annika took Queen’s seat beside me.

Rather than sitting on the couch, Lillie parked herself on my lap and picked up her martini. Wearing a sweet smile as she shifted sideways to face Annika. She coiled her arm around my shoulder and leaned closer, giving both me and Annie an unobstructed view down the front of her dress.

I wrapped my arm around Lillie’s waist, resting my palm high on her thigh while both Annika and I stole a glance at Lillie’s deep cleavage.

Lillie sipped her martini as her lips curled into a slight smile, seemingly pleased by the attention. She leaned in and kissed me on the cheek before returning her gaze to Annika. “I hope this doesn’t make you uncomfortable. Angie told me she filled you in regarding our… situation.”

Using my thumb, I caressed Lillie’s inner thigh, which drew a flickering glance from Annika.

Annika shifted in her seat, her eyes meeting mine as her bare knee grazed against my leg. “She told me. It’s very… progressive.”

There was hesitation in her voice, mixed with a hint of curiosity. I held Annika’s gaze while I continued caressing Lillie’s inner thigh, content to let Lillie do the talking.

Lillie ran her fingers through the short hair at the back of my neck while she leaned in a little closer. The move caused her breast to mash against my chest, forming a deep ravine of cleavage so tantalizing my cock stirred where it hardened under her bottom.

Lillie knew exactly what she was doing. As Annika’s eyes once again flickered to Lillie’s chest, the blonde tease smiled sweetly even as she shifted her weight in my lap, teasing my cock into a five-alarm hard-on.

It took me a moment to bring myself back to Annika before she spoke again.

“I have zero issues with the way you all conduct your lives. In fact, it’s refreshing to see such sexual freedom after escaping from my controlling ex.”

“Controlling guys are the worst,” Lillie said. “I’ve experienced my fair share. Low self-esteem fuels their insecurity until jealousy destroys the relationship.”

Annika and I both stared at Lillie in stunned silence.

“What?” Lillie looked back and forth between us, before her gaze settled on me. “I’m not just some dumb blonde, you know. I have insights.”

“Oh, I know you do,” I said. “I’ve just never heard you encapsulate it so succinctly.”

“Don’t get me started on fetishes,” Lillie said. She turned her attention back to Annika. “For example, Steve is really into family.”

My stomach lurched, and my jaw dropped. What the hell?

Lillie slid her fingers up the nape of my neck, sending a sharp shudder of electric sex down my spine, curling my toes.

Lillie leaned in and kissed my cheek. “Aren’t you baby?”

Her whispered words sent a chill down my spine and triggered a wave of desire so overwhelming I nearly lost control.

Lillie was clearly baiting Annika, but was she wrong about me? The Fields’ women weren’t my blood relation, but I had treated them like daughters during their formative years. If I was truly being honest with myself, the taboo nature of my relationships with the sisters was a huge part of the draw. Sure, they were all complete knockouts, but so was Queen.

Once again, if I was being completely honest with myself, as much as I loved being with Queen, it was because of her affiliation with Jenna and Lillie that ultimately hooked me. I saw pretty girls every day of the week, many of whom had hit on me, but I hadn’t jumped into bed with any of them.

Lillie was right, and there was no point denying it. I couldn’t sell the lie, but that didn’t mean I had to admit to something so nefarious as having sex with my actual family members.

As Lillie nuzzled up against me, she ran her hand over my chest and smiled at Annika. “It’s so cute when he blushes like that.”

Annika gaped at us, eyes wide and jaw open, which only made the situation more awkward.

I squeezed Lillie’s thigh with an intentional sharpness, eliciting a giggle from the bubbly blonde. After giving her the stink eye, I returned my attention to Annika.

“I’m not related to Lillie or her sisters. The same goes for Queen. No blood relations. Not even distant. That’s not anything I’m interested in pursuing.”

Lillie smiled and raised a questioning eyebrow. “True. It’s probably more that you’re into dating your best friend’s daughters. The taboo nature of our relationship is very hot. Or maybe you’re just into collecting sisters?”

Lillie shrugged and curled her fingers around my neck hair while gazing at me intently.

Her words carried all the subtlety of a bass drum. Annika wasn’t my blood relation, but she was Angie’s sister. The implication was clear.

Annika’s cheeks turned a fiery shade of crimson, and I inwardly grimaced.

“For God’s sake Lillie. Can you please not scare away Annika on her first day home?”

Lillie looked up at me, her face a mask of pure innocence. She curled her arm around my shoulder and leaned in close, further mashing her very springy breasts together. “I’m just putting it out there.”

My cheeks burned hot, and I turned to Annika. “I’m sorry, Annie. You can tell her to pound sand whenever you want.”

Annika picked up her martini and smiled at Lillie as if trying to regain her composure. “So… tell me more about this bachelor auction.”

Annika and I briefly locked eyes, exchanging a non-verbal message. She had deftly steered the conversation out of the awkward zone and back onto more steady ground. Thankfully, Lillie jumped at the question, seeming happy to respond, which I skillfully avoided.

We wrapped up at the martini bar and hit the club. Crowded, loud, and packed with college kids, the place wasn’t my scene. I played along for Lillie’s sake. Lillie showed me off to her friends, and we spent the next couple of hours dancing to techno music so heavy on the bass my bones vibrated.

I danced with all the ladies but Queen, Lillie, and surprisingly, Annika filled most of my dance card. It was nearly one a.m. when Annika left. Not long after that, Lillie led me out of the club and informed me we were all going back to Jess’s house for a sleepover.

The ladies climbed in my car, and I chauffeured us to Jess’s house. As we drove, the girls were on their phones, fully engrossed except for the occasional whisper or giggle. Lillie sat up front beside me and, like her friends, tapped away on her phone exchanging text messages.

The drive back to Jess’s continued, and the giggles increased in frequency, which led me to believe the ladies were conspiring together via group chat having a conversation not meant for my ears.

Ten minutes later, we arrived at Jess’s house. Calling it a house was akin to calling a fifteen-level cruise ship a boat. The place was massive and at first, I thought Jess lived in a hotel. It was a sprawling estate on the shores of Lake Michigan, with a gated entrance and five garage doors.

I brought my car to a stop in the parking-lot sized driveway and the girls piled out, chatting happily while I peered through the windshield toward the massive double doors set back behind a walkway lined with lush vegetation. Lillie was the last one out, turning to me as I went to kill the engine.

“We have a surprise planned,” Lillie said. “Wait here and I’ll text you when it’s time to come inside.”

“This can’t be good,” I said. “What do you have planned?”

Lillie giggled, and her blue eyes twinkled with mischief. “If I tell you, it wouldn’t be a surprise. Trust me. You’ll love it.”

“Jess can’t live in this huge house alone. Should we even be here?”

Lillie rolled her eyes. “Stop worrying. Her parents are somewhere in Europe. It’s fine.”

“Does this surprise involve Annika?”

Lillie raised an eyebrow and grinned. “Why? Would you like it to involve her? I can totally call her and —”

“No,” I said, cutting her off. “Please don’t call her or Angie. How long do I need to wait?”

“Five minutes,” Lillie said. “I’ll text you.”

Before I could respond, she leaned over, kissed me, then popped out of the car. She slammed the door shut behind her and gave me one last look through the open passenger side window. “Don’t come in until I text you. It’s important.”

I held in a sigh. Five minutes in Lillie’s world was thirty minutes for everyone else. “I promise. Just don’t keep me waiting out here all night.”

Without responding, Lillie smiled, turned, and skipped toward the front door on her bare feet, her shoes left behind on the passenger-side floorboard.

Five minutes turned into ten and ten turned into twenty. Twenty-five minutes later, I was on the verging of coming inside so I could find a place to sleep when the text arrived from Lillie.

Lillie: Okay. Come inside and read the note on the table by the front door.

I responded to her message with a thumbs-up emoji and gave myself a moment to prepare. A minute later, I killed the engine, climbed out of the car and headed for the massive oak doors guarding the entrance to the sprawling estate.

When I stepped inside, the enormity of the place hit me. The entryway was as big as a basketball court with polished marble floors and a massive crystal chandelier hanging from a ceiling at least three stories high. Dual sweeping staircases led up both sides of the house, disappearing down long hallways. More hallways led away from the entrance on the ground floor, disappearing deeper into a home so big one could get lost.

True to her word, there was a folded note with the words Welcome to the Cream Cup Challenge scrawled on the front, clearly penned in Lillie’s handwriting.

I had all but forgotten about the forewarning Lillie gave me earlier in the evening. Cream Cup Challenge? Color me intrigued. I opened the note. Inside, I discovered two more folded notes, along with a handwritten question.

At the end of a hard day, would you rather have a cold beer or a mind-clearing workout?

The question surprised me. With the name of the contest and Lillie’s sponsorship, I expected a sexual question.

I grinned. The girls had taken their would-you-rather game to a new and possibly disturbing level.

Lillie had scrawled the words beer and workout on each of the folded notes accompanying the question.

I didn’t need long to consider my answer. I was a certified workout fanatic, but I preferred to work out in the morning while I reserved evenings for decompressing. Anyone who knew me even a little, knew that I loved a good beer at the end of day.

I opened the note that said beer and found another set of instructions.

Up the stairs to the left. Go down the hall until it comes to a T. Look for another note.

The smile stayed on my lips as I climbed the stairs and followed the hallway to the left. After passing five closed doors, I came to the described intersection where I found another folded note on a table beneath a mirror.

Inside, I found two more folded notes and another question.

Top or bottom?

My cheeks flashed with heat, and I glanced left and right to see if anyone was watching me. This was the sort of question I expected. Finding the halls empty, I considered the question.

I assumed they meant sex. Truthfully, I loved both positions, but I gave the slight edge to being on top. I liked to control the pace and ferocity. Being on top gave me that control. It was a fifty-fifty question, but there was only one woman in the house who knew for sure. These questions had Lillie’s fingerprints all over them.

Should I pick the note labeled bottom just to spite her? Or would that start a war I wasn’t prepared to wage? At the end of the rainbow, I wanted to find a naked Lillie wanting for me. Playing it safe was the best choice.

I opened the note labeled top and read the instructions.

Down the hall to your left and up the stairs. You’ll find your last question at the top of the landing.

It didn’t take long for me to cover the distance. After climbing a circular staircase, I stepped onto a landing with another table and another note. A short hallway ended with two doors. One on the left and one on the right.

I opened the note and scanned the question.

Zone coverage or man-to-woman?

The question threw me off-balance, and I chuckled out loud. I was expecting something sexual, but a bit more on the nose. Reading between the lines, it seemed like Lillie, who had written all the notes and devised all the questions, was asking if I preferred threesomes or being with one person at a time.

This was the easiest question of the three and one that was counter-intuitive. Given that I had just spent the evening with a group of women, each of whom were objectively hard tens, any sane man would have picked zone coverage.

I had nothing against threesomes. In fact, I had just experienced a threesome for the ages with Queen and Jenna. But given the choice, the intimacy of one woman at a time was my default operating mode. There was something about that emotional connection that turned me on like nothing else.

Lillie knew this about me. She felt the same way. She had orchestrated all three questions, knowing that I would pick the door with the busty blonde behind it. I was, once again, tempted to pick zone coverage just to spite her, but that would go over like a lead balloon. Besides, I loved Lillie. I didn’t want to hurt her.

I opened the note labeled man-to-woman and read the instructions.

Open the door on the left, come inside, shut the door behind you, take off your clothes, and climb into bed. No talking!

The instructions gave me pause. Were they punking me? Was this some elaborate setup only for them to throw on the lights at the last second and yell surprise? I imagined the five of them surrounding me with their phones livestreaming the entire event. Or maybe I would climb into bed with someone else from Jess’s family, such as her father or even a grandmother. The thought sent an icy shiver up my spine.

Would I find Annika waiting for me? Or maybe it was Gretta? The mere thought of finding either woman, but especially Angie’s little sister, unleashed a hailstorm of butterflies in the pit of my stomach. Visions of Annika’s beautiful face and lush curves flashed through my mind, and a kernel of desire flared to life in the deepest recesses of my depraved brain. My cock stiffened and pulsed, hardening instantly as the scene played out like a PornHub fantasy.

But this was Lillie’s night, and she wouldn’t do anything to spoil it. Or would she? I winced. She would definitely do something like that to me. After all, it was Lillie who had orchestrated the secret blow job. The girl had a devious streak as deep as the Mariana Trench.

There was only one way to find out. Tentatively, I walked down the short hallway and paused outside the door on the left. I paused for a moment to build my confidence, then opened the door.

The room was pitch black except for muted light spilling into the room from behind me. The foot of the bed came into view and as my eyes adjusted, I made out a floor-to-ceiling window on the far side of the room with the curtains drawn closed.

My pulse quickened, and my mouth turned cotton dry. The sheets shifted slightly. Someone was waiting for me. Was it Lillie? Queen? Or maybe even Bee? I wouldn’t have put it past Lillie to set up the challenge and turn me over to one of her friends.

The thought thrilled me, and my hands shook with anticipation. I closed the door behind me, leaving the room utterly black.

My labored breathing filled the quiet, and I considered calling out for Lillie. No. It was better to follow the instructions as written.

I quickly and carefully pulled off my shirt and kicked off my shoes. My pants came next, followed by my briefs. If they meant to punk me, there was no time like that moment to do it.

Yet the room remained silent. Then the sheets shifted, and a body moved.

My heart beat so hard and fast it drummed in my ears. I covered the distance between the door and the bed, reaching out with my hands. My stiff cock, hidden by the murky shadows, jutted outward, pulsing as it swayed from side to side.

The sheets shifted, and a body moved, causing my ears to perk up.

I licked the dryness from my lips and swallowed, inching forward as the anticipation built.

My knees bumped the bed frame, and I reached out, touching cool satin under my outstretched hand. I fumbled my way to the side of the bed, my heart pounding so hard I thought I might collapse.

Whoever I was about to climb into bed with hadn’t uttered so much as a peep. Doubts crept into my mind. Was it Lillie? Or someone else? Would she really let one of her friends climb into bed with me? Who was I kidding? Of course she would.

Besides Lillie and Queen, there was the pixie blonde Lainey and Jess, the statuesque brunette. I barely knew either of them. Surely Lillie wouldn’t put me in such an awkward position.

With my hands shaking, I climbed into the bed and slipped beneath the cool satin sheets. There was motion to my right, and I turned, trying to make out the figure hovering beside me in the shadows.

“Lillie? Is that you?”

I blinked, gazing at the figure until I felt a finger gently touch my lips.

“Shhh,” she said.

I couldn’t discover her identity from her slight admonition. Speaking again was out of the question, and I finally understood the challenge in the Cream Cup Challenge. It was up to me to figure out who was in bed with me. Based on the clues alone, it had to be Lillie, but then again, wasn’t that too obvious?

Without saying a word, my mystery partner straddled me and leaned forward, pinning my wrists to the pillow while her lush body pressed tight against mine.

My cock, still concrete hard, pressed against the small of her tummy while soft breasts and hard nipples dragged their way over my stomach before resting against my chest.

Then her mouth was on my ear. Her warm breath sent sharp shivers down my spine while her tongue flashed out and curled my toes.

I felt her knees plant on either side of my hips and her warm, wet pussy slide up and down my aching cock.

I groaned with ecstasy and ground my hips, sliding my manhood along her slippery trench. Her hair tickled my neck, and her scent enveloped me. It was a scent I knew all too well and belonged to none other than my little blonde prankster.

Was this Lillie’s kink? Did she get off on anonymous sex? This felt like the blowjob all over again, and I wasn’t about to spoil it.

Lillie licked her way down my neck and latched onto my flesh with her lips, sucking with hickey-inducing ferocity as she twerked her hips, turning my cock slick with her wetness.

Her body heat consumed me, turning me deranged with lust. At last, she let go of my wrists and reached down, wrapping her warm fingers around my pulsing manhood.

I used the opportunity to run my hands down her shapely back and up the rise of an ass so perfect it could only belong to Lillie or Jenna. With Jenna out of the picture, that left her little sister as my one and only suspect.

I cupped her ass in both hands and squeezed, each cheek utter perfection. Her warm flesh filled my palms, and I squeezed, igniting a wave of lust that blazed inside me like an inferno.

My breathing turned heavy, and my heart raced as I guided her ass up and down, savoring the mind-numbing pleasure of her perfect little slit soaking every inch of my massive cock.

Lillie released my neck, leaving behind what I already knew would turn into a massive hickey. Then her mouth found mine and our tongues met, hot and hungry.

Her tongue coiled around mine, and her lips widened, forming a seal with mine. A fleeting taste of cinnamon set my head buzzing as her soft moans filled my mouth. She raised her hips in time with my firm grip, drenching my cock with her wetness until it slipped neatly in place, my tip teasing the entrance to her tight honey hole.

I let go of her ass with one hand and scooped up one of her ripe, round, and perfectly springy breasts. I found her hard nipple in the dark, taking it between my thumb and index finger before teasing it with a gentle tweak. Her already hard nipple swelled under my touch and her moans intensified as she plunged her tongue deeper into my mouth.

Delirious lust washed through my brain in waves. Lillie’s scent filled my nostrils, and she squirmed atop me, her moans intensifying until she broke off the kiss.

“Baby, stop teasing and fuck me already,” she said.

Her words came out in a breathless rush, but the angelic voice I expected filled my heart with triumph.

“Turn on the light,” I said. “I want to watch you take me inside.”

Without a hint of hesitation, Lillie reached out into the darkness before a lamp flashed on and the blonde beauty appeared before me, wearing nothing but a smile.

Her silky golden hair flowed over her shoulders and down her back in rich waves. Her dazzling blue eyes sparkled with mischief as she came back to sit atop me with my cock sliding between her ass cheeks like a hot dog in a bun. She shifted her weight and rested her hands on my chest as she gazed down at me, grinning.

“You knew it was me,” she said

I nodded as a lopsided grin formed on my lips. “With those questions, I think you knew what would happen.”

She shrugged as a sheepish grin spread across her face. “Queen called me out on it. Jess and Lainey said it wasn’t fair, but I wanted you all to myself. Is that wrong? Besides. You could have picked another room with another girl. But you picked me.”

The look of satisfaction on her face was priceless. I reached up and scooped up her tits, giving her nipples a gentle tug as my cock pulsed, reminding that it was still there and famished. “You’re my girl. Of course I picked you.”

She beamed, and an enormous smile lit up her face. “I was supposed to stay quiet until you came inside me,” she said. “Then I would leave you with this note.”

She scooped up the note and handed it to me.

Meet us downstairs in the kitchen.

I finished scanning the noted and tossed it aside. “Then it was up to me to pick you out of a lineup?”

Lillie nodded. “It was Lainey’s idea. One of her sorority sisters did it with her roommate’s boyfriend.”

It was the sort of game best talked about and never played unless you were supremely secure with your significant other boinking one of your best friends. I wasn’t so secure that I would ever be okay with Lillie, Jenna, Becca, or Queen ever playing the game in reverse.

“Baby, I would know you blindfolded with both hands tied behind my back,” I said.

Lillie’s grin widened, and she fell forward as her hair tumbled over my chest. “I love you so much that it hurts.”

I chuckled and pulled her in tight. “I love you back.”

We kissed again, and this kiss turned into a full-on make-out session. Once again, I found my hands cupping an ass so tight and round it must have fallen from heaven. My cock slipped along her wet slit, harder than ever until Lillie couldn’t seem to take it anymore.

She broke off our kiss and sat upright, raising her hips just enough to slide me into place. Her blue eyes met mine as pushed me inside her.

“Is this what you wanted to see, baby? Do you love seeing your fat cock slide inside me?”

My cock pulsed, and I groaned with pleasure, squeezing her hips as waves of lust washed over me.

As my cock inched deeper, exquisite pleasure wrapped my brain in a warm, fuzzy blanket. Lillie’s face contorted with a mixture of pain and pleasure as she bit her lower lip and braced herself on my chest.

Her chest heaved as her breaths came in short and shallow. The action caused her plump, all-natural breasts to squeeze together, attracting my attention like a looter to a blackout. With my hands still cupping her ass, I guided my concrete-hard cock deeper into her tight pussy, savoring the breathtaking pleasure that loosened every muscle in my body.

It was a feeling I doubted I would ever get used to. Her sheer beauty, unreal body, all combined with a devilish personality I couldn’t resist, was at the same time too much and not enough. The hottest Hollywood A-lister couldn’t hold a candle to Lillie Fields. All that and the realization that I was the only man she had ever allowed inside her unspoiled depths nearly made me come on the spot.

“Your cock is just so fucking big,” Lillie said.

She hissed in a sharp breath and shuddered as a rash of goose bumps lit up across her jiggling breasts.

“I love you so fucking much,” she said, muttering under her breath with her eyelids half closed and pleasure contorting her face.

My cock throbbed inside her, pulsing and expanding as her pussy squeezed down, forming a perfect, air-tight seal around my aching manhood.

I squeezed her hips, one in each hand, and guided her up and down my shaft with only half of my cock able to fit inside her. Even after twenty rounds of mind blowing sex with the dynamic blonde, every time felt like the first time. But moment by moment and thrust by thrust, I worked my way into heaven until Lillie straddled me with my cock completely buried inside her.

She paused for a moment as if to catch her breath and gazed down at me, chest heaving and her eyes a storm of lust. “I love to feel you throb inside me. God, you fill me up so good.”

I took advantage of the brief pause in the action. I scooped up her tantalizing breasts, one in each hand, and mauled them in my open palms.

Lillie gyrated her hips in a tight circle, grinding my cock deep inside her buttery depths.

“I’m not sure how I fit inside your tiny little pussy, but the feeling is so fucking intense,” I said.

Lillie increased the pace on her front-to-back motion, grinding me deep as her jaw fell open. Her half-lidded eyes glazed over with lust as the pleasure warping her expression intensified.

“God, baby. I’m coming already,” Lillie said in a sudden rush.

She dug her fingers into my chest and her body convulsed slightly as goosebumps sprang to life across her chest.

She arched her back and groaned as her pussy clamped down on my cock. Her pussy fired with rapid fire micro spasms, milking my cock as a gush of wetness soaked my shaft with her climatic juices. She moaned in ecstasy and shivered as the sensation passed through her body until she came back to reality.

She opened her eyes and smiled down at me, her blue eyes sparkling with life. “The first orgasm of many to come.”

I grinned. “You’re insatiable.”

“It’s your fault,” she said with a grin.

Lillie pulled her hair back into a ponytail and secured it with a band she had wrapped around her waist. The movement caused her big natural breasts to bobble and bounce with my gaze once again drawn to her incredible rack.

With her game face on, she grinned at me mischievously. “Ready for me to ride you into oblivion?”

I swallowed the lump forming in my throat. “Now you’re scaring me.”

Lillie giggled and leaned forward, kissing me softly on the lips as her ponytail swung over her front shoulder. “You can come inside me as many times as you want. The only challenge is how fast you can recharge.”

“Cream cup challenge accepted,” I said, as I mauled her tits and gave her nipples a playful tug

Lillie changed her motion to a slow up and down rhythm, twerking her hips as she slid me in and out of her tight little hole.

As the intensity of our lovemaking increased, the mattress squeaked, and the bed frame moaned. Lillie sat upright, bouncing on my cock like a pogo stick, her tits slapping together with wild abandon. They smacked together every time I bottomed out, making a supremely satisfying clapping sound.

The minutes flowed by, and Lillie found her rhythm. Her second orgasm came and went while I had forced myself back from the brink multiple times in fifteen minutes.

Finally, with my orgasm imminent, it was time for me to flip the script. I gathered Lillie’s hips and lower back in my arms and flipped her over, which elicited a delighted squeal from the playful blonde.

With Lillie under me and her blonde ponytail splayed out on the pillow behind her, I was finally in full control.

Lillie’s eyes sprang to life with excitement. “I love it when you fuck me like you own me.”

She draped her arms around my neck and wrapped her long legs around my midsection, drawing me in until my cock reached nirvana.

“You are literally impossible to resist,” I said as I moved my hips, sliding in and out while I memorized every curve of her exquisite face.

Lillie’s smile widened. “Why would you ever want to resist me? Now, fill me with your cum. I want to feel you explode inside me.”

My head flashed with a blaze of feral lust. I pulled out and slid home with one hard thrust, shifting her entire body toward the headboard while her beautiful round breasts jiggled like twin bowls of gelatin.

Her eyes widened with a hint of the glazed over look signaled her looming orgasm. “That’s it, baby. Pound me.”

The third time was the charm, and I meant to come with her.

I hammered into her, each thrust coming with a hard grunt, fucking her hard and fast. Again and again, I plowed into her pussy, slamming my cock home with reckless abandon. Every thrust shook the bed until the headboard pounded against the wall.

Lillie’s groans turned into loud moans as she clung to me like a life preserver caught in a hurricane. With her legs coiled around my waist, she met my forward thrusts with her own upward motion. Our bodies slapped together until my cock was a sizzling blur, like an overheated piston pushed to overload.

My orgasm loomed like an avalanche in my subconscious, causing my head to swim with the fevered desire to fill the bubbly blonde with gallons of my potent seed. Cock throbbing and legs shaking, I reached my limit just as Lillie’s pussy convulsed around my cock.

With a grunt, I heaved forward and pinned my cock deep inside the fertile pixie’s tight little pussy just as an orgasmic tidal wave crashed in my brain. I came as hard as I ever had, unloading a massive spike of cum directly into her awaiting cervix. My cock endlessly pulsed, spurting round after round of hot cum into her awaiting womb while my fevered mind swam with her scent and the pleasure of her body wrapped around mine.

The moment stretched on for what felt like an eternity, and I rode it until the very end. The orgasm finally faded, and my cock twitched inside her, still releasing my seed as I came up for breath.

I gazed down at Lillie.

A sheen of sweat covered her forehead. Her eyes regained their composure while her chest heaved. A look of supreme satisfaction decorated her sparkling face.

“I think that’s the hardest you’ve ever come. Did you like my little game?”

I raised my eyebrows. “The lights out game?”

Lillie nodded. “Admit it. There was at least a moment where you thought I might be another girl.”

I frowned. “That excites you?”

“Don’t play dumb. I see how you look at Bee and then there’s Annika.”

A flash of wild butterflies swept through the pit of my stomach. “What about Annika?”

Lillie rolled her eyes. “Don’t tell me you don’t want to fuck her.”

There was no point denying it. She had always read me like an open book. “You want me to fuck my sister-in-law?”

Lillie giggled. “Don’t deflect. You want to fuck your sister-in-law. Admit it.”

I sighed. “Okay. So? That won’t happen. Even that’s a bridge too far for Angie. Besides, not everyone wants to be in a harem.”

“True,” Lillie said. “Bee doesn’t want to be in the harem, and besides, I’ve decided my friends are off limits. Like you said, it’s too much for me to handle imagining them with you.”

“But you’re fine with me being with your sisters? How does that make sense?”

Lillie laughed and studied my face. “Love doesn’t make sense. The heart wants what the heart wants. I want you to fuck Annika so we can fuck her together.”

“Now you sound like Angie. But I feel bad about corrupting Annika like that. Our arrangement is… a lot.”

A sly grin spread across Lillie’s face. “I saw the way she looked at you. I don’t think Annika is as prim and proper as you think she is.”

Maybe she was right, and maybe she wasn’t. As it was, the women in my life already consumed every moment of time I had. I wouldn’t make any sort of play for Annika, and that was that.

“Enough about Annika,” I said. “Are you ready for round two?”

Lillie’s eyes widened in shock. “Don’t you need more time to recover?”

I slipped out of Lillie’s pussy, dragging a thick rope of sticky cum with me. My hard cock swayed from side to side. “You girls have built up my endurance.”

Lillie eyed my cock and licked her lips before gazing down at her pussy where cum leaked onto the satin sheets. “I’ll never get over how much you come. After the last time we had sex, I had it leaking out of me for two days.”

“It’s your fault for being so unbelievably beautiful.”

Lillie grinned and then flipped over onto all fours before dropping to her elbows and presenting me with her perfect ass and pussy. She gazed back at me and smiled. “Come and get it, daddy.”


Chapter twenty-five
Camper


Two days later, we closed on our new house. The day after that, the movers descended on our new home like a locust swarm. Furniture and boxes held in long-term storage piled up while delivery vehicles arrived with new appliances and all the pre-arranged service hookups.

Everyone pitched in. Lillie, Jenna, Becca, Queen, and Gretta helped Angie and Annika unpack boxes and configure the layout for the family room and kitchen. Max, who had arrived home from camp earlier that day, helped me shuttle select pieces of furniture to better suited rooms. Honestly, it boiled down to us doing whatever the ladies told us to do.

I had dreaded my son’s arrival almost as much as I looked forward to it. There was no hiding my blossoming relationships and Max wasn’t stupid. Even without physically expressing our feelings, the way each woman looked and interacted with me made it clear where things stood.

Max and I delivered a heavy love seat up a flight of stairs and into my office, where we found ourselves alone for the first time in what felt like months. There was no better time than the present to fess up and take my licks.

My insides churned with raw emotion as I steeled myself for the incoming storm. I wiped away a light sheen of sweat on my forehead and sank down onto the love seat.

“Let’s take a break,” I said.

With a sigh of relief, Max plopped down onto a desk chair across from me. “I won’t turn down that offer.”

I took in my son, giving him a long, hard look. He had changed more than I realized. With a muscular physique, a square jaw and the whispers of facial hair, he appeared older than his fifteen years. I had long considered Max a kid, but those days were fading fast. With his good looks, humble personality, and a laid back approach to life, I could see his calendar filling quickly when he entered high school in a few short weeks.

“So…,” I said.

Max stiffened and frowned over at me. “You have that look.”

“What look?”

“The look of a father who wants to have a heart to heart chat with his son,” Max said.

I winced. “Is that so bad?”

Max grimaced. “You aren’t going to have the sex talk with me, are you? Mom gave me that talk a long time ago. Besides, I’m well aware of how everything connects.”

My jaw dropped, and I felt the blood rush from my face. “God, no.”

Max relaxed slightly. “Good. That saves at least one awkward conversation, but I still can’t help feeling a looming father-son conversation. Is this about Lisa? Mom already talked to me about birth control.”

At least one awkward conversation? And who the hell was Lisa? “Back up a beat. Who’s Lisa?”

“Bee’s little sister. Remember? You met her at the pool party on our first day home. We were at camp together and kind of….” He shrugged. “Hit it off.”

I frowned, more worried about what he had glossed over than about Lisa’s identity. “What does hit it off mean? Are you sexually active?”

Max’s cheeks turned a bright shade of crimson. ”Geez, dad. I told you I already talked to mom about all this.”

“Just because you talked to mom doesn’t mean I’m not interested. You’re my son. I love you. Now tell me what’s going on.”

Max stared at me as if holding his breath, then sighed and sank back into the chair. “We did it one time, but mom doesn’t know. Please don’t tell her.”

I couldn’t believe my ears. Where was my shy, sweet boy with the big crush on Lillie? “Aren’t you a little young?”

“Lisa is on birth control,” he said. “And I used a condom,” he added, mumbling under his breath.

Birth control and condoms? My head spun as I plunged into the parenting deep end. My son was sexually active. The realization hit me like an avalanche. It seemed like yesterday he was more interested in video games than girls.

Max averted his gaze and stared down at his hands.

This was an extremely sensitive moment. My son had just opened up to me and if I wanted that trend to continue, I needed to treat him with honesty and respect. I took a deep breath and paused, giving my emotions a moment to settle.

“I’m glad you used protection,” I said, breaking the silence. “Was that your first time?”

Max nodded without meeting my gaze. “Lisa’s too, before you ask.”

“I guess you really do know how everything connects.”

Max looked up at me and cracked a smile while I smiled back at him.

My comment deflated the heavy moment and seemed to lighten the load on Max’s shoulders.

“I’m glad you feel you can confide in me,” I said. “You aren’t the only one with something to confess.” I shifted forward on the sofa and rested my elbows on my knees while I stared at my son.

“Your mom and I have made an unusual decision regarding our marriage, and since it impacts you, I want to be straight up about it.”

Max tensed and frowned at me. “Are you guys getting a divorce because of your affair with Lillie? Is that why mom seems so happy lately?”

My stomach dropped, and my head swooned. “You know about Lillie?”

Max rolled his eyes. “I would have to be pretty stupid not to see what was going on between you two. She practically threw herself at you on the very first day we got here.”

Now it was my turn to blush. I nodded but forced myself not to look away from him. “Your mom knows about Lillie. In fact, she has encouraged us.”

Max nodded as if this were old news. “She knows about Jenna and Becca, too?”

I winced and ran my fingers through my hair. “Nothing gets past you, does it?”

“I didn’t know about Becca and Jenna until Lisa filled me in.”

That’s when it hit me. He knew everything already. Bee knew about the harem and told her little sister, who was my son’s girlfriend. “How much more do you know?”

“I think I know everything.” A lopsided grin formed on his face. “Are you really forming a harem? I can’t believe mom is going along with this shit.”

My eyes bulged. “What? No. That’s not what it is at all. And yes, your mom knows everything.”

Max chuckled and shook his head. “Whatever, dad. Look, at first, I was pissed. But if that’s how you and mom want to roll, who am I to stand in your way? For the first time in forever, mom looks at you with actual love in her eyes and she’s freaking happy. I thought for sure you guys were getting a divorce, but now… it’s all good.”

I sank back into the sofa as the weight of the world fell off my shoulders. “You’re not angry?”

“You’re not hurting anyone with your lifestyle. You are all consenting adults, but if you want to buy me a car when I turn sixteen to soothe your guilt, I wouldn’t turn it down.”

Max grinned, and I laughed before the floodgates of conversation opened.

Max told me more about Lisa and camp. We talked sports and about the upcoming school year until Max’s phone buzzed in his pocket. He fished it out and smiled before tapping a quick reply, then returning his attention to me.

“Lisa’s here to pick me up if that’s cool with you. We’re going over to her house with some friends to swim and hang out.”

“Your mom knows?”

Max nodded. “She’s cool with it.”

I pushed myself up off the couch. “Have fun.”

I pulled my son into a quick hug, which he reciprocated.

“I love you, bud,” I said.

“I love you too, dad.”

Then he was off, and my heart felt full for the first time since we moved back home.

When I went downstairs, I found Angie and Annika walking in through the garage door, carrying two pizza boxes and chatting happily.

“I was just about to text you,” Angie said. “Pizza is here, and now that Max just left, we have way too much. I tried to get the kids to stay and eat but their meeting up with a group of friends.”

“Better get used to it,” Annika said. “You two are practically empty nesters. Well, you would be if it wasn’t for your little sister crashing the party.”

Angie set the pizza boxes down on the kitchen island and turned to face her sister. “I think Steve is more than happy to have you crash our party anytime you’d like.”

Angie flashed me a grin and an evil wink while Annika blushed and swiveled toward a moving box on the kitchen counter labeled plates and utensils.

My eyes dropped to Annika’s perfectly round, pert ass encased in skin-tight black yoga pants.

Angie’s grin only widened when she followed my lecherous gaze.

A feeling of guilt washed through me as I twisted my treacherous gaze away from the innocent beauty’s flawless curves.

A long braid of Annika’s silky brown hair hung straight down her back, and as hard as I tried, I couldn’t help but steal another long look in her direction.

The black sports bra she wore did a great job of containing her bountiful breasts, but the obvious bulge on either side of her slender frame made it clear her chassis was every bit as round, pert, and objectively perfect as her caboose. My cock stirred as visions of a naked, ponytail clad Annika riding me bareback while her big tits bounced flashed through my lecherous brain.

Angie and the Fields sisters had created a monster. I was insatiable, and my cock responded, hardening in my shorts as I forced my gaze away from my sister-in-law’s banging body.

Angie’s eyes twinkled with amusement as she reached for the roll of paper towels perched by the kitchen sink. “Sorry, Annie. I didn’t mean to embarrass you. We can talk about something else.”

Annika turned back to face us, holding three plates. “You aren’t embarrassing me, sis. Sorry. I’m just overly shy.”

Annika placed the plates on the kitchen island while I helped with the pizza, opening the lids and folding them under to make room for both boxes on the counter.

“Ignore Angie,” I said. “She likes to stir the pot.”

Annika took a seat on one of the kitchen stools and smiled at me. For a fraction of a second, her mask fell. Her blue eyes smoldered with an intensity I hadn’t seen during our limited interactions. Just as soon as the look appeared, it flickered away, leaving me to wonder if I had imagined it. Had I imagined it, or was the shy girl routine at least partially an act?

I didn’t think she was performing. Why would she? Angie had spent more time around her sister than me, and she hadn’t signaled that anything was off. Whatever the case, something told me there was more to little Annie Masters than she was letting on.

I took the seat beside Annie while Angie sat across the island from us. We dug into the pizza, and as promised, Angie changed the subject.

“Annie don’t forget about the bachelor auction tomorrow night. We’ll leave around six and have dinner after.”

I groaned between bites of pizza. “Please don’t feel obligated. It’s embarrassing enough as it is. If the money weren’t going to a good cause, I would have bailed long ago.”

Annie grinned at me, seeming to have regained her footing. “I wouldn’t dream of missing Steve get auctioned off. Please tell me there will be a stage?”

“There will most definitely be a stage,” Angie said. “I lobbied on making the bachelors wear speedos, but the board vetoed me.”

Annika giggled, and I frowned across the pizza boxes at my wife. “Tell me you’re joking.”

Angie gave a sheepish grin. “I can show you the text string if you don’t believe me.”

I rolled my eyes. “I’ll take your word for it.”

“And since it’s all for a good cause, I upped the ante on the grand prize.”

Angie bit into a slice of Margarita pizza, leaving us to hang in suspense.

Annie, who had somehow inched closer to me during our meal, leaned against me and stared at her sister. “Well? Don’t leave us in suspense.”

Angie methodically chewed her bite, letting us stew while she clearly enjoyed the moment. Finally, she swallowed and took us both in. “I donated a trip to the highest bidder.”

I frowned. “What trip?”

Annie sat so close our thighs touched under the counter. She leaned forward and focused her attention on her big sister. “Spill it.”

“It’s supposed to be a secret until tomorrow night, but I’ve got to tell someone. Whoever donates the most, will win a weekend trip to the Bahamas that includes two nights and airfare.”

I folded my arms over my chest and contemplated if I should bid on myself, ensuring that I could take Angie or one of the girls. Surely Angie accounted for that loophole? “Isn’t it presumptuous to assume the won bachelor and the highest bidder should go on a trip together?”

Angie stared at me, her expression flat. “You’re so predictable. And before you think it, the bachelors can’t place bids for each other or for themselves. The trip is for the winning bidder, and they can invite whoever they want. It doesn’t have to be the bachelor, although I might know a certain blonde friend of mine who would definitely invite you.”

Annie pressed her forearm against mine and sat so close I her body heat radiated up my side. “Which blonde? Lillie or Jenna?”

“Gretta,” Angie said.

Annie’s eyes widened. “Oh? Lillie’s mom?” She glanced between me and Angie before settling her attention on Angie. “You’re okay if your best friend fools around with your husband?”

Angie grinned wickedly. “More than okay. In fact, I encouraged it. Besides, it wouldn’t be the first time they fooled around, would it, baby?”

My cheeks flushed with heat. “That was forever ago.”

“But the story is so hot,” Angie said.

Before she could launch it to the retelling of my wedding night affair with Gretta, I beat her to the punch. “Maybe Gretta will invite you instead. After all, you’re much more familiar with her than me.”

Angie tilted her head as if considering. “Sun, sand, and hot oiled bodies. I wouldn’t say no.”

“I can’t believe how casual you two are about all of this,” Annika said. “Aren’t either of you the least bit jealous?”

We both turned to Annika, and it was Angie who spoke first. “We had some holes in our marriage. Rather than splitting up, we got real about our needs. Right, baby?”

“Right,” I said, meeting Annika’s gaze. “Why resist temptation when you can have it all?”

Annika held my gaze for a moment longer than would have been strictly appropriate in the company of anyone other than her big sister.

The blue-eyed bombshell smiled at me and, once again, her eyes smoldered with the same come-fuck-me look I had picked up earlier. As she swiveled to face me, she rubbed her knee up the length of my thigh. Her eyes never left mine before she spoke a phrase clearly meant for me.

“Words to live by,” Annika said before biting into her pizza slice and giving me a playful wink.


Chapter twenty-six
Bachelor Auction


The long-awaited bachelor auction finally arrived, and the event was as awkward as I imagined. The entire clan came with me, including Queen and Annika. A short time later, we arrived at a spacious event center where cars trickled in, one by one.

The size of the venue truly caught me off guard. I had imagined a handful of men in an elementary school-sized auditorium parading across a stage where an auctioneer would rattle off bids, like livestock, at a 4-H fair. Oh, how wrong I was.

The event took place in a cavernous event center. Servers hoisted trays of appetizers and champagne flutes, milling through the upscale, suburban crowd of bidders and onlookers who came for the show.

The quality of the eligible bachelors also surprised me. Tryouts for the bachelorette couldn’t draw so many handsome faces. I was one man among a litany of tall, rich, and handsome bachelors, each ready to give their all for the cause. Since the proceeds went to support women in need, I stifled my negative comments and went with the flow.

Like vendors at a convention, bachelors had their own booths. Photos of each bachelor hung on a wall inside their stall along with a QR code bidders could scan that provided much more information. In the middle of the event center, a round stage dominated the space. A female MC stood at the microphone making announcements, including the time remaining for bidding. Throughout the day, she awarded an array of door prizes to lucky registrants.

The terms for the winning bid were simple. The bachelor offered a date to the highest bidder, contingent upon the bachelor’s approval. Fifty bachelors stood outside their booths while several hundred bidders, mostly women, made the rounds, making small talk and introductions with each bachelor.

Lillie, Jenna, and Becca welcomed the women to my booth while finding a good reason each and every single one of them wasn’t my type.

Outwardly, I smiled and shook hands, but inside I felt like a piece of meat. The entire event made me cringe, but I wasn’t about to say it out loud. During the two-hour bidding window, I drew quite a long line of potential bidders eager to meet me and potentially bid on me.

Now, with the clock winding down, I sat atop a stool outside my booth. I smiled and greeted the remaining stragglers while Lillie and Jenna flanked me on either side. Angie, Gretta, and Becca made small talk with the women still gathered around my booth while Annika and Queen were making rounds to check out the competition.

With only twenty minutes left, I glanced at my wristwatch.

Lillie tugged on my arm and pulled down my wrist while glaring at me. “Don’t make it seem like you would rather be somewhere else.”

“I thought you guys had orchestrated the fix on this whole thing? Do you want me to end up with some random lady?”

“Absolutely not,” Jenna said. “But we don’t want you to come off like a giant a-hole to the female community. We have a lot of friends here, and our reputations are on the line.”

“Where in the heck do people go to bid, anyway?” I asked. “Isn’t there a paper sheet or something where you list your bids?”

Lillie giggled, and Jenna rolled her eyes.

“We don’t live in the stone age,” Lillie said. “All the bids happen right here.”

She held up her phone where an app showed the current bids on all the auctions taking place.

“Why didn’t I know about this? By the way, how am I doing?”

Jenna laughed. “You didn’t know because you didn’t ask. If you had taken two minutes to download the app and scan your own QR code, you could have seen everything.”

“You are way ahead,” Lillie said. “Your current bid is a little over twenty-five-hundred. However, major players wait until the auction’s last moments to place their bids.

“Which is exactly when we will place our combined bid for mom,” Jenna said.

“We’ve pooled our money and are using it all so that you and Gretta can have your magical dream date together,” Lillie said.

The proclamation drew an approving smile from her sister.

I played ping-pong looking back and forth between the sisters, trying to keep up. "You know, you don’t have to go through all this trouble. I’ll date Gretta like regular folks."

“No way,” Jenna said. The money is for a cause and we can’t let some rando take you on a date. Since my mom is the only Fields woman not in the harem, we saw this as a great way to bring her into the fold.

I winced at her use of the phrase, harem. “Why do we have to call whatever we’re doing a harem? How about we just call it a family? Harem makes me sound like some billionaire sheik collecting concubines.”

Both girls laughed and traded high fives, clearly enjoying my discomfort.

“We only call it a harem when we are all together,” Lillie said. “We think it’s hot.”

Lillie nuzzled up beside me and slipped her fingers in mine.

Jenna glared at her sister and batted her hand away. “He’s supposed to be a bachelor, remember?”

Lillie jerked her hand away and yelped. “You don’t have to be such a bitch about it.”

As the auction timer wound down to zero, the ladies found seats near the stage. A volunteer guided me and the other bachelors to a designated area behind the stage.

The low rumble of the crowd intensified as women took their seats and waited for the grand unveiling.

The young woman leading the bachelors wore a headset and held a clipboard. She mumbled something inaudible into her mic, nodded, and then spoke loud enough for us all to hear.

“Thank you all for volunteering. You have helped us break the old record, and we couldn’t have done it without you guys being such great sports. Here’s how the unveiling works. Only the top three bachelors will appear onstage. I’ll read off those names shortly. The bidder will contact everyone else, and you can discover their identity via the app. Make sure you stick around to meet that person and plan out your date accordingly.”

Murmurs spread among the gathered bachelors. It was a blessing that they only read off the top three names. Otherwise, the show would take hours. More importantly, some men likely didn’t receive bids. It would embarrass volunteers who sacrificed their time and dignity.

The young woman mumbled into her microphone again, then checked her clipboard, marking something off with a sharpie. A moment later, she smiled up at us and spoke.

“Jake Waterman, Daniel Lee, and Steve Erickson, please wait here. The rest of you are free to go, and once again, thank you.”

My stomach twisted and dropped while the surrounding bachelors filed out of and mixed with the general audience waiting for the big reveal.

The two men with me, both fit and handsome, seemed to be in their thirties. Grim faced, we gave each other awkward smiles and nods of recognition. Each man looked as happy as me to have made it this far and appeared ready to go back to their regular lives.

The young woman gathered the three of us together and smiled at us appreciatively.

“Thanks guys. We really appreciate your volunteering for such a worthy cause. I’ll lead you up the stairs behind me and we’ll wait offstage until they announce your name. When it’s called, join Cassie at the microphone, where she’ll present you to the audience and bring up your winning bidder. You’ll receive further instructions after the auction concludes.”

Silently, the three of us followed the young woman, whose name tag read Stacy, up the stairs where we waited just off stage.

Cassie, who was the MC of the event, read off a list of named sponsors and organizers she thanked one-by-one. I caught sight of a few women in the front row holding champagne flutes and chatting happily as they waited for the big moment.

Wherever my ladies sat, I couldn’t tell as the stage curtain blocked off most of my view.

Cassie glanced off stage where Stacy gave her a thumbs up before returning her attention to the crowd.

“Finally, the moment you’ve all been waiting for. We’ve tallied the results and crunched the totals. Thanks to all of you and our wonderful bachelors, we’ve raised a record-breaking forty-five thousand dollars this year.”

The crowd swooned and then cheered as raucous applause followed. Cassie waited for the noise to dim slightly before proceeding.

“I’ll read off the top three bachelors and bring them out here for you all to meet. After the intro, I’ll ask the winning bidder to join us on stage. With any luck, we might just make a love connection or two.”

The audience laughed, and my stomach dipped. I couldn’t wait for this to end. Once again, the effort for a date with Gretta seemed excessive. I reminded myself that the auction went to support a good cause.

I stood as stiff as fossilized oak while Cassie read the first name off the list.

“In third place, we have Jake Waterman from Chicago. Jake’s winning bid came in just over five-thousand dollars, which would have beat our previous record. Jake, will you please join us on stage?”

The crowd applauded, and Cassie went through the intro. She brought up the winning bidder who was an attractive, redheaded woman in her early thirties.

I exhaled slowly, waiting for Cassie to call out the next name. The remaining bachelor, Daniel Lee, stood stiffly beside me, looking like a death row inmate ready to swing from the gallows.

A couple of more minutes ticked by before Cassie appeared ready to announce the next name on the list.

“In second place, hailing from Indianapolis, please give a loud welcome for Daniel Lee.”

Daniel strode forward and plastered a smile on his face as the crowd went wild, cheering for the handsome man from Indiana.

He joined Cassie on stage, smiling and waving toward the crowd as Cassie read out his numbers.

“Daniel tallied a winning bid of six-thousand-two-hundred-forty dollars, which put us over the top of our fundraising goal. Again, this would have shattered our previous record.”

A gorgeous blonde in her mid-twenties joined Daniel on stage while Cassie quizzed them about their planned date. There were plenty of laughs and the crowd brought the energy, applauding and laughing with them before Stacey ushered them offstage, leaving me as the last man standing.

“The winning bachelor should come as no surprise,” Cassie said. “I think I saw his meet and greet line stretch to the ladies’ restroom earlier today. This bachelor smashed not only our all-time record bid but also smashed the record for the most unique bidders. A last-minute flurry of bids drove this bachelor’s winning bid well over the fifteen-thousand dollar mark.”

As the crowd erupted with applause, a sense of dread infused me to my core. If I had broken the record for unique bidders, there was absolutely no guarantee that Gretta was the winning bidder. Enduring a blind date was the last thing I wanted.

After the applause faded, Cassie continued. “As I announced earlier today, the winning bidder will receive an all-expenses paid vacation for two to the Bahamas on what I’ve heard will entail an extraordinary experience.”

Cassie looked in my direction and gave me a knowing wink.

Extraordinary experience? What was that about? I imagined a scenario where a woman I didn’t know insisted on taking me to the Caribbean. The answer was no. I wouldn’t do it.

Cassie turned back to the audience as they practically vibrated with anticipation. “Please give a warm Chicagoland welcome to our very own Steve Erickson.”

As I walked out onto the stage, a wave of wild butterflies fluttered through my stomach. A large audience of women extended to the far reaches of the event center. I plastered on a smile and waved, doing my best to act composed.

I joined Cassie at the microphone, and she picked up my hand as we faced the audience together.

“I can see why you ladies bid so high,” Cassie said. “This man looks like he walked straight off the set of The Bachelor. Talk about leading man material.”

Whistles, catcalls, and laughter rang out from the onlookers. All I wanted was to disappear. I hated the limelight. That’s when I spotted Lillie sitting in the second row. Her expression made my stomach tank.

She looked utterly panicked, as did Jenna and Becca, who sat on either side of her. That told me everything I needed to know. Gretta wasn’t the winning bidder.

“Let’s get the winning bidder up here on stage,” Cassie said. “What do you say, ladies?”

The crowd roared their approval, whistling, cheering and clapping as Cassie glanced down at an index card she held in her hand.

Time seemed to stop as worry consumed me. This was a bad idea, and now I regretted ever consenting to this fiasco.

“When I call out your name, please join me on stage and claim your grand prize bachelor. A young lady, with extensive experience living abroad, made the winning bid. Please give it up for our lucky lady, Ms. Annika Masters!”


Chapter twenty-seven
Contest Winner


Abright-eyed and smiling Annika stood up from her seat beside Angie in the second row. She scooted past a wide-eyed and clearly stunned Gretta, then exited the row, still grinning as she locked her gaze on me.

Angie howled with laughter while Lillie, Jenna, Becca, and Queen sat stunned, as if unable to comprehend what had just happened.

It took Gretta a few seconds, but a grin formed on her face, and she stood, clapping as Annika made her way toward the stage.

The stunning brown-haired beauty wore a pair of hip-hugging jeans and a tight black midriff top that conformed to her ample breasts. The cherry on top was the diamond stud piercing her navel that glittered atop her flat, washboard stomach.

Annika’s silky hair cascaded over her shoulders and straight down her back, sashaying behind her as she climbed the steps. Her blue eyes sparkled with a mischievous glint, and I gawked at her, wearing a goofy, lopsided grin.

As Annie climbed the steps, I slowly clapped and shook my head in disbelief. She gave me a shoulder shrug and beamed at me as the crowd howled their approval.

Cassie guided Annika across the stage until she stood beside me, staring out across the crowd.

“Wow,” Cassie said as she glanced at us. “You two will make absolutely hideous looking babies.”

The crowd laughed and clapped again, louder than ever. They whistled and cheered until eventually the noise dwindled.

Meanwhile, Annika and I gazed into each other’s eyes, anchoring ourselves amid the awkwardness of the encounter.

The word shock couldn’t properly describe my state of mind. I never expected Annika, of all people, to bid on me at a bachelor auction. Not only had she bid on me, but she dropped a cool fifteen thousand to win the honor. I knew Angie’s family had money, but that was the next level.

What it meant hadn’t yet baked into my shocked mind. She knew the women had propped up Gretta for the win but had gone behind all their backs to scoop me up for herself. It was a bold statement. Almost as bold as Lillie’s unsolicited blow job. Once again, I had underestimated the twenty-two-year-old knock out.

My head buzzed, and my stomach fluttered with nervous anticipation. It seemed my depraved fantasies were one quick plane ride away from fruition.

Cassie glanced between us, assessing us like contestants on a dating show. All the while she worked the crowd, grinning wickedly as the hollers and cat calls punctuated the low rumble of conversation.

I glanced toward the row where my crew sat. They stood on their feet, smiling and cheering along with the rest of the audience. That went for both Angie and Gretta, who seemed to lead the pack. I took their excitement as consent and mentally kicked my heels at the thought of spending a few days in paradise with the extraordinary Annika Masters.

Cassie turned her attention to Annika. “Tell us why you spent so much to go on a date with this man?”

Annika grinned at me as she spoke into the microphone. “Isn’t it obvious, Cassie? I mean, look at him.”

The crowd erupted with laughter, and Cassie nodded along. “That’s fair, but he seems a bit… mature for a woman your age?”

Annika shrugged. “What can I say? I’m attracted to men with life skills.”

That drew another round of laughter from the audience before Cassie turned to me.

She gave me a measured stare and asked what was on everyone’s mind. “What about you, Steve? Any reservations going on a date with a woman young enough to be your daughter?”

If this woman only knew the half of it. I grinned at Annika. “None whatsoever.”

The crowd cheered, and Annika’s blue eyes twinkled as a bright smile lit her angelic face.

“In that case, you’re both in luck. Because you’ve won an all-expenses paid, three-day vacation to a remote Caribbean island.”

The crowd cheered their enthusiasm. Cassie let them continue for a few seconds before continuing.

“But this isn’t your run-of-the-mill Caribbean vacation. Framed by sun and sand, a one-of-a-kind experience awaits you. The marketing materials call it Romance on a Deserted Isle. You and your guest will experience the sensation of being the last two people on earth. You’ll spend your time alone on an island with no access to TV, phone, or Internet and absolutely no other people.”

Annika’s frown matched mine as we both turned to Cassie. That didn’t sound like paradise. That sounded like a trip to hell.

Cassie held up her hand as if to cut us off. “Don’t worry. This isn’t a survival test. You’ll have plenty of food, water, and no frills beach side accommodations. And in case things go south, you’ll have access to an emergency communication system. Otherwise, you two are on your own.”

Annika and I gazed at each other. Her round eyes and slack jaw matched mine until the slightest grin formed on her ripe, lush lips.

I glanced sideways and noted the enthusiastic cheering from my team before turning back to Annie and giving her a slight nod.

Annie grinned at Cassie. “Sounds like paradise.”

“I’m glad you feel that way,” Cassie said. “Because your trip starts right now. We’ve arranged everything, starting with a champagne infused limo ride to the airport. Good luck you two and send us a postcard.”


Chapter twenty-eight
Paradise Found


Thirty minutes later, Annika and I said our goodbyes to everyone, and Gretta assured Annika that there were no hard feelings. In fact, the blonde bombshell seemed pleased to have Angie all to herself. They were already making plans for later that night and had pulled in the rest of the crew to join them.

The entire event was a whirlwind of activity. Cassie and the other event organizers thanked us again and extended us an open invitation to next year’s auction. I was in no hurry to accept. Thankfully, the ladies didn’t push me.

After a round of farewell hugs and kisses, Annika and I slid into the back of a limo, where we found champagne chilling in a bucket of ice.

The car doors slammed shut, and for the first time since her arrival back home, I found myself alone with Miss Annika Masters. We sat together, side by side, in the backseat of the stretch limo, and I wasn’t sure what to say. But before the moment turned awkward, a motorized partition descended, and the smiling face of the limo driver greeted us.

“How are you folks on this lovely evening?”

The limo driver’s warm, baritone voice put me at ease and seemed to have the same effect on Annika

He introduced himself as Leon and told us not to worry about clothing, luggage, or any other essentials. He assured us that the company who provided the luxury package, Leylanie Destination Vacations, had thought of everything and that all we had to do was sit back and relax.

He answered several questions about logistics, but there were other questions he wouldn’t answer. Leon told us that part of the fun was discovery, and we shouldn’t worry. He assured us we would have a great time, and this trip was about spending quality time with your loved one.

I gulped at the implication while Annika seemed content to let me do the talking. She sat pressed up against me, with one of her long, toned legs draped over the other and her hands neatly folded on her lap. Despite my nervous energy, Annika seemed perfectly at ease with the situation.

After Leon answered all my questions, the partition ascended, leaving Annika and me alone together.

Not wanting to let the empty, awkward silence grow between us, I pounced on the first question that came to my mind.

I glanced over at Annika, ready to break the ice, and her extraordinary beauty chased the words right out of my head, leaving me tongue-tied and flustered. A rash of wild butterflies surged through my insides and my question went unasked.

Annika met my gaze, her big blue eyes searching my face as if memorizing every curve and crevice.

“Steve, if this is too much for you, we can call the whole thing off,” Annika said. “You won’t offend me.”

“No,” I said, blurting out the word a little too quickly.

I took a breath and paused, trying to center myself.

Why did this woman fluster me so much? What was it about Annika that turned me into a squirming, lovesick teenager? Maybe it was the fact that she was the most beautiful woman I had ever laid eyes on. Although I would never admit that to anyone out loud, it was true. They were all stunning beauties, but there was something about Annika that shook me to the foundation.

“I mean, it’s not too much,” I said. “I’m just nervous.” This time, when I spoke, I slowed down and chose my words carefully. “The whole day has been crazy, and I’m still getting over the shock of your bid. That was a fortune. I’m trying to figure out what it all means.”

Annika frowned. “I’m not following. What are you trying to figure out?”

“Your bid. Was that purely to support women in need? The donation was incredible and bidding on me was….” I searched for the right word until I decided on something close. “Safe.”

Annika laughed with genuine amusement, and her next move surprised me. She reached up and brushed an errant lock of hair away from my eye while she carefully studied my face, her own eyes still twinkling with delight. “Bidding on you was hardly safe.”

“After the buildup with Gretta, I see your point. You went out on a limb, bucking all the Fields women. By the word safe, I mean that by bidding on me, there were no expectations of something more.”

Annika smiled as if trying to contain another outburst while I squirmed. She seemed to enjoy watching me roast on the hot seat.

“Steve, if I wanted to donate to the women’s shelter, I could have just written them a check and been done with it. I bid on you because I wanted to go on this trip with you.”

“You knew all the details about the trip from Angie, didn’t you?”

Annika nodded. “I even pitched it to help pay.”

“I’ll reimburse you for my share —”

Annika touched her finger to my lips, cutting me off. She shook her head. “This isn’t about money. It wasn’t even that much.”

I relaxed and let myself swim in her big blue eyes. “Did Angie know you were bidding on me?”

“Of course,” Annika said. “You don’t think I’d make a play for my brother-in-law without running it past his wife?”

“She seemed as surprised as everyone else.”

“I think it was the amount that shocked her. She was sure I wouldn’t get past the bid they placed for Gretta. What they didn’t count on was my overwhelming desire to win.”

Her words sent a shudder racing down my spine. I swallowed the lump forming in my throat. “Overwhelming desire?”

Annika rolled her eyes. “Please. You must know about the massive, lifelong crush I’ve had on you. All those times you visited me in France. Couldn’t you tell?”

My face flushed with heat, and even more gathered around my collar. “Pretend I’m clueless.”

Annika giggled and picked up my hand in hers. She traced the lines on my palms, sending waves of electric lust racing down my spine.

“Why do you think I’ve been so tongue-tied around you this week?” She looked up and met my gaze. “I can hardly breathe when you’re around me. Even now, my heart is racing so fast it might burst.”

I gawked at her, slack-jawed. “I thought you were just being shy.”

Annika took my hand and placed it over her heart, dangerously close to her perfectly round and very springy breasts. “Feel for yourself.”

Annie’s pounding heart reverberated against my open palm, racing like an Indy car on a hunt for pole position. She looked at me through her big, blue, dazzling eyes while her expression shifted between innocence and wanton lust.

I relaxed and left my hand on her heaving chest, savoring the swell of her flesh while she caressed my wrist with her long, glossy-red fingernails.

“I’m glad I’m not the only one who’s nervous,” I said. “You make me so tongue-tied I feel like I’m fifteen again.”

Annika giggled and pulled my hand away from her chest before lacing her fingers with mine. My cock shifted in my pants, hardening as it pulsed to life.

“Maybe we should get our first kiss out of the way,” Annika said. “Just so we can, you know, relax and allow ourselves room to invade each other’s space a little.”

Her glossy pink lips never looked so soft and kissable. All I could do was nod, dumbstruck by her insane beauty.

“A truly excellent idea.”

Annika shifted forward, leaning into me, and I met her halfway. Our lips touched and my heart raced with a wash of adrenaline. Her honey scent enveloped me, and her soft lips parted a moment before our tongues swam together.

As we tested each other, our kiss remained tentative and exploratory, adjusting to the shape and feel of a brand new mouth. As if on instinct, we widened our mouths and pressed our lips together, forming an airtight seal as we came together. Our tongues dove deeper, entwining as the warm air from Annika’s nostrils washed over my upper lip, sending my already fuzzy brain into a tailspin.

She tasted like sweet mint and bubblegum topped with a Maraschino cherry. My head surged with lust, and I ran my hands up her back, drawing her closer as I shifted forward, pressing into her.

The kiss turned into a make-out session and when we finally came up for air, Annika’s eyes swam with an ocean of pent up lust.

“Wow,” she said. “That was even better than my fantasies.”

“And we haven’t even started our trip,” I said.

Without another word, Annika climbed into my lap and straddled me. She draped her arms around my neck, slid her fingers up the back of my neck, and pinned her knees on either side of my hips.

Goosebumps sprang to life along my spine while her fingers twined the short hair at the nape of my neck. Her eyes searched my face before she leaned in for more. Our mouths met again, hot and hungry, and our tongues raced together with an urgent need that felt like the tip of a boiling-hot iceberg melting on my lap.

The minutes ticked by, and I found my palms firmly clamped to Annika’s pert, bubbly ass. She ground her hips, forcing my stiff cock against her crotch. Her moans filled my mouth as her hands went wild, gliding through my hair, over my shoulders and up my cheeks.

She was insatiable, grinding me so hard that my cock ached, pulsing inside my jeans. As I went to slide my fingers inside the waistband of her yoga pants, a crackling voice came onto the loudspeaker.

“Folks, we’ve reached the terminal at the airport. No need to worry about a thing. Sit tight and I’ll come around and let you out.”

The voice belonged to Leon, and I couldn’t believe we had already reached O’Hare. It was at least a thirty-minute drive, yet the time had flashed by in an instant.

Annika drew back and sat upright on my lap, her chest heaving while her stiff nipples poked through her tight black top. Her eyes registered the same frustration I felt, and she let out a heavy sigh.

“Cock blocked by our limo driver,” she said, before flashing me an adorable smile.

“I have a feeling we’ll get our chance,” I said. “Going further in the back of a limo reminds me too much of prom night.”

Annika teased the hair on the nape of my neck and grinned. “You already had sex in the back of a limo? I don’t want to be your sloppy second.”

“You are nobody’s sloppy second,” I said. “And I plead the fifth on the rest of it.”

Annika giggled as she climbed off my lap. She pressed up beside me as she ran her finger along the girth of my cock bulging inside my jeans.

“You better get him under control before Leon notices,” she said, teasing me.

“You touching it like that won’t make it go down any faster.”

Annika giggled and came in for a quick kiss while she pulled her hand away.

I gazed down at my cock, still twitching inside my jeans. “Is there a wet spot? Please tell me you don’t see a wet spot. My underwear is a mess. I don’t want it to bleed through.”

“No wet spot,” she said. “But I can’t guarantee I won’t make one appear while we’re on the plane.”

“Behave yourself, little girl. Or daddy will have to lay you over his knees and spank you.”

Annika’s eyes glazed over and a rash of goosebumps formed on her arms. “You just soaked my panties. Are we even now?”

I laughed as the limo door opened and Leon appeared before us.

“Welcome to Midway,” Leon said. “Your chariot awaits.”

Cool air washed over us, and the sounds of jet engines invaded our private conversation.

No wonder the trip went by so fast. “We’re not at O’Hare?”

“No sir,” Leon said. “You’re on a private jet out of Midway. It’s a direct flight.”

I turned to Annika, who held my hand in hers, smiling at me brightly.

I studied her face and noted that Annika was not the least bit surprised. “Was this your idea?”

She shrugged. “Let’s enjoy the adventure.”

How much had she spent? A feeling of guilt washed over me and just as fast, I let it slide off. She was a big girl, and she had plenty of money. Angie had millions in the bank from the trust fund she inherited. Why wouldn’t Annika have the same?

We climbed out of the limo, and hand-in-hand, we boarded the private jet. A minute later, a flight attendant directed us to our seats where another bottle of champagne waited on ice.

“There’s the champagne again,” I said. “I forgot all about the first bottle.”

“Me too,” Annika said. “Let’s put this one to good use.”

As soon as we were up in the air, the flight attendant filled our flutes. We toasted as we watched the sun sink over the Chicago skyline and the city lights come to life far below.

We spent the next hour getting to know each other. Annika told me about her formative years growing up in France and the friends she made at the university in London. We hadn’t broached the subject of why she had picked now to come back to the states. I remembered Angie telling me about a broken engagement to an older man who was very controlling.

How old was he, exactly? And what had Angie meant about controlling? I was more than a little curious but unwilling to push Annika on the subject. She would bring it up when the time was right. Besides, there was a lot more to her than a broken relationship. For instance, she was fluent in four languages.

Annika spoke to me in French, Italian, and Spanish, and we discussed her upcoming job as the new French teacher at Max’s private school. She would drive those high school boys crazy, and I let her know as much. She responded playfully, asking me if I was hot for teacher.

We went back and forth as the flight continued, chatting non-stop. The sky had long since turned black and with a vast ocean beneath us, there was no reason to look out the window. It came as a surprise when the flight attendant told us to buckle our seatbelts and prepare for landing.

A few minutes later, we were on the ground somewhere in the Caribbean. As we left the plane, Annika held my hand as we soaked in our surroundings.

We stood on a tarmac at a small airport lined with palm trees swaying in a tropical breeze. The scent of sea air floated in the breeze while light traffic went by in the distance. It was dark and my watch told me it was eleven p.m. back home, but it had felt like only a few minutes since we climbed into the backseat of the limo.

A middle-aged man greeted us with a bow and a smile. “Welcome to St. Johns, Mr. and Mrs. Erickson. My name is Dajun, and I’m here to take you to the marina.”

I gave him a curt nod and held out my hand. “Nice to meet you. I’m Steve and this is my… girlfriend, Annika.”

Annika squeezed my hand tightly, seemingly pleased by naming her my girlfriend. She shook Dajun’s hand. “It’s nice to meet you. I assume we’re taking a boat from here?”

“Yes. A boat,” Dajun said. “We’ll arrive at Little Heart Island in the middle of the night, but you won’t depart the yacht until tomorrow morning after breakfast.”

“Planes, cars, and boats,” I said. “This trip keeps on keepin’ on.”

Annika giggled, perched on her toes, and kissed me on the lips. “Swept off my feet by dad jokes. Does that make me old?”

I winced. “Ouch. Here I thought I was being funny.”

“Come on, old man. Let’s get you to bed.”

She squeezed my hand and pulled me toward another limo waiting nearby.

A few minutes later, we arrived at the marina, and Dajun led us to a luxury yacht moored at the end of a long pier. Exhaustion was quickly creeping in, and Annika yawned a few times while the chief stew showed us to our room.

Making love to Annika aboard a luxury yacht would have been a first for me, but unfortunately, exhaustion beat out sexy time. We had both started the day early in the morning, long before the start of the bachelor auction, and I had a feeling we would need plenty of energy starting tomorrow.

As the yacht left the dock, we cleaned up in the bathroom and surveyed the clothing left for us. It seemed Annika had a wide variety of swimwear to choose from, including bikinis so skimpy it left little to the imagination. My swim trunks were more modest, and neither of us had much in the way of formal wear.

We collapsed onto the bed together, and Annika crawled into my arms. She snuggled up against me, where she rested her head on my shoulder and slung her leg over my midsection. It was a move that reminded me so much of her sister, it was slightly disturbing.

Slumber soon followed and before I knew it, the bright lights of morning shone in through our bedroom window.

I blinked my eyes open and reached for Annika, only to find her side of the bed empty. The grogginess swept away under a rush of worry as I sat upright and stared around the room, looking for her.

“Annie?”

Annika stepped out of the bathroom, tying the neck strap on a skimpy white bikini top that barely contained her jiggling breasts. Spaghetti straps tied at each hip, secured the bottoms while a deep v-cut bottom disappeared into the crevice of her lush thighs.

Relief washed through me, and I instantly relaxed, soaking in her incredible body.

Annika wore her brown hair back in a tight ponytail and had painted her nails white to match her bikini. The diamond in her navel glittered in the morning sunlight and her flawless copper toned skin glowed with health. There wasn’t a flaw anywhere in sight. She was objectively a perfect ten. Her blue eyes sparkled with barely contained excitement, and she radiated an aura of youthful exuberance that attracted me like a magnet.

“I was getting ready to wake you up,” she said. “It’s nine in the morning. Dajun already came by once. There’s breakfast waiting and then they’ll drop us off.”

I gaped at her amazing figure and soaked in her beautiful face. It took me a moment to get my bearings while vivid memories of yesterday flooded my mind.

Annika giggled and crawled onto the bed on all fours. She stretched out and kissed me on the lips. The action forced her jiggling breasts to mash together, forming a deep valley of breathtaking cleavage. The thin white straps of her bikini top strained to contain the load, and I wondered if her breasts might simply pop out. Not that I was complaining.

A flush of excitement flickered inside me, followed by a wave of desire. “You certainly fill out that swimsuit in a very appealing way.”

Annika giggled, leaned in close, and kissed me on the lips. She mashed her breasts against my bare chest while she wrapped her arms around my shoulders and neck.

The kiss evolved into a flash of tongue before Annika broke it off and pushed herself back. She smiled at me as she climbed off the bed and stood. “Now hurry and get your swim trunks on so we can be alone.”

I grabbed a pair of dark swim trunks and a loose fitting beach shirt from the nearby clothes piled in my bag. After changing and taking care of personal business, Annika and I strolled out onto the main deck, where a breakfast feast awaited us.

The boat sat in a lush lagoon surrounded by palm trees. A short dock stretched toward a white sandy beach while birdsong and a light breeze filled the morning air. The temperature was warm but not stifling and sunshine drenched an open-aired bungalow halfway down the pier toward the beach.

I couldn’t believe we had been in the Chicago suburbs less than twenty-four hours earlier. I took in the sights behind a pair of dark sunglasses, included with my beach faring wardrobe.

Hand-in-hand, Annika and I made our way to the breakfast table. A pair of stewardesses attended to us while Annika and I chatted, sipping on coffee and nibbling at a fresh fruit platter.

I finished a custom-made omelet, fresh fruit, and a side of bacon, while Annie had a modest plate of eggs and fruit. After eating and drinking our fill, Dajun joined us at the breakfast table.

“At your leisure, you may disembark. Inside your cabana, you’ll find food, clothes, toiletries, and other amenities. There is a generator that powers the refrigeration system and an emergency communications system. That said, this place is about disconnecting from the hustle and bustle of your day-to-day life and connecting with each other on an emotional, spiritual, and physical plane.”

Was it my imagination or had Dajun emphasized the word physical? Regardless, the stately, middle-aged man paused, as if giving us a moment to reflect.

Annika and I exchanged a slight smile. Her face was a mask of pure serenity, and she continued to hold my hand, brushing her thumb back and forth over my knuckles as she turned her attention back to Dajun.

Dajun paused a moment longer, his attention completely focused on us. There was a sudden heaviness to the silence, as if giving us a chance to back out. If either of us had the slightest concern about being left alone together on a deserted island, now was apparently the time for us to speak up.

I imagined the other couples who had used this time as a retreat only to discover the fault lines in their relationship. Annika and I had no relationship or history as a couple. Our journey was one of discovery and the thrill of unleashing years of pent-up desire.

Dajun smiled and nodded as he took our silence for consent. “Please, enjoy your time together. We shall return in three days to pick you up. Should the need arise, you’ll find instructions on how to use the emergency communication system inside your cabana. On behalf of Leylanie Destination Vacations, we truly hope you enjoy your experience.”

The man reminded me so much of Mr. Rourke from Fantasy Island that I fought back a desperate urge to laugh.

Dajun made his goodbyes while Annika and I finished breakfast. Once he was out of earshot, I leaned over to Annika and whispered.

“Have you ever seen an old rerun of a TV show called Fantasy Island?”

Annika giggled and smacked me playfully on the leg. “Stop. He is not Mr. Rourke.”

“But this is Fantasy Island,” I said, getting no argument from Annika.

Annika giggled again. “He made it seem so ominous.”

“Maybe some couples don’t take to the isolation,” I said. “With no TV, phones, Internet or entertainment of any kind, it forces couples together. For some, that may be more than they bargained for.”

Annika squeezed my hand reassuringly. “But not for us.”

I returned Annika’s smile and squeezed her hand. “No way.”

Was I okay with spending three days alone in paradise with a living goddess? The answer was obvious. But could I live up to the hype? That was the real question.


Chapter twenty-nine
Hanging Out


Annika and I sat in sun chairs on the yacht’s main deck, soaking in the morning sun while we drank our coffee. While Annie spent her time stretched out flat on her back, I sat up and took in the sights and sounds.

The yacht’s crew, under Dajun’s instruction, hauled our luggage from the boat to the cabana.

But our luggage wasn’t the only thing they unloaded. They rolled out carts filled with fruit, meat, vegetables, snacks, juices, wine, and hard liquor into the cabana. Another crew dragged a hose from the boat into a wooden shed under the shade of palm trees lining the white sand beach.

A crew member swung the shed door open, revealing the white conical end of a massive propane tank. Those tanks could heat a house for a few months in the dead of winter, which meant we had our own power source, regardless of whatever happened with the rest of the world. The thought was as nerve-wracking as it was comforting.

Regardless, we wouldn’t be fighting for our lives like a truly shipwrecked couple. Sure, the cabana wasn’t a five-star resort, but that was kind of the point. It was a slice of paradise where couples could truly connect.

After the crew unloaded the last of our supplies and returned the hose to the yacht, the time had come for us to leave the comforts of the boat behind and make our way onto land.

Annika sat up in her lounge chair, put on her sunglasses, and gazed down at the dock. “I think they’re ready to kick us off.”

“Are you regretting not booking a cruise instead?”

Annika leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. “We’ll book a cruise next time and bring the entire harem.”

I stared at her, taken aback by her comment. It was the most overt statement regarding inclusion in our little cult I had heard her make.

“That sounds like an excellent plan,” I said. “Are you ready to do this?”

Annika laced her fingers in mine and crawled over onto my lounge chair, straddling me as she gazed into my eyes. “You better carry me off before I get naughty right here on deck.”

My cock hardened and twisted into place, nestling inside the crevice of her pretty little ass. If I let this go any further, Dajun might have a coronary. Instead, I grabbed her ass in both hands and stood, pinning her to my body while Annika kicked her feet and squealed with laughter.

Annika’s fake struggle lasted only a moment before she wrapped her long legs around my midsection and crossed her ankles together behind my back.

Still, as I crossed the deck toward the gangway carrying her in my arms, she giggled and put up a slight semblance of resistance. “Steve Erickson, what are you doing?”

I squeezed her cheeks in both of my greedy palms. “Isn’t it obvious? I’m taking my booty onshore to plunder.”

She giggled again, harder this time, while she kissed her way up my neck. “You better plunder me so hard.”

My cock expanded, tenting my swim trunks while I slipped my fingers inside her bikini bottoms, grabbing fistfuls of her perky, bare flesh.

Annika tightened her legs around my waist while she found my ear with her tongue.

It was then I spotted Dajun coming out of the cabana and up the pier toward the boat.

“Mr. Rourke is coming in hot,” I said. “We’ll have to put a bookmark on our plundering.”

Annika groaned her disappointment and loosened her death grip around my waist, letting me ease her onto the gangway. With Annika in front of me, hiding my towering erection, we made our way forward until we stepped out onto the pier.

Dajun, who was all smiles, greeted us with an informal bow. “Mr. and Mrs. Steve, I’ve checked that everything in the bungalow is in working condition. Please enjoy your stay.”

“Thank you, Dajun,” I said. “We will.”

“Thank you, Dajun,” Annika said.

Dajun bowed again to Annika, pressing his palms together. “You are most welcome, Mrs. Steve.”

As we watched Dajun go, Annika giggled and whispered under her breath. “Should I get Mrs. Steve printed on my business cards?”

I grinned at Annie and scooped up her hand. “Come on, Mrs. Steve. Let’s check out our honeymoon suite.”

We strolled along the pier and took in the surrounding scenery.

The lagoon was crystal clear with the occasional plant dotting the white sand bottom. A small beach with the same white sand gave way to a rim of palm trees surrounding the cove. Near the back of the beach, a sandy trailhead disappeared into the shade-covered foliage.

The cabana attached to the pier sat atop eight concrete pillars embedded into the sandy bottom. It was a wooden, rectangular structure, where the wall facing the lagoon opened onto an outdoor patio. The patio held a table and chairs, along with two lounge chairs and a sectional couch.

We opened the door to the cabana and walked inside.

The room was simple, yet clean and cozy. There was a fully functional kitchen, including a refrigerator, stovetop, oven and microwave. There was even a coffeemaker which didn’t exactly give off stranded-on-a-deserted-island vibes.

After exploring the space for a few minutes, we felt right at home.

Just off the kitchen, there was a small table for two and a modest bar armed with a variety of alcohol. On one wall, there was a bookcase filled with classic literature and even more romance novels. Board games filled another shelf with some of my favorites, including Scrabble and a deck of playing cards.

A plush king-sized bed dominated the space just off the sun deck and an overhead fan flickered above, adding to the breeze coming in through the open wall.

We found a stacked washer and dryer combo in a closet off the kitchen. There wasn’t a TV, computer, or any other electronic devices except for a blinking phone sitting on a charger tucked away under the bar. Enough food for a month filled the refrigerator and freezer and the cabinets were equally full. We were in no danger of starving during our three-day excursion.

A low-key dresser took up another wall in the main room, where we found our clothing neatly arranged. A bathroom, complete with a shower stall big enough for two, took up a room behind the kitchen, completing our list of amenities. They even included every toiletry we might need. The cabana accounted for all of our basic needs without going overboard.

Annika picked up a piece of laminated paper sitting atop the bar. “These are the instructions for using the satellite phone.” She flipped it over. “There’s a map of the island on this side.”

I stepped up behind her and gazed down at the map.

The island was much bigger than I expected. The trailhead behind the cabana split in two directions. One way led to a freshwater pond and waterfall. The other way led to the seaside beach. Even more hiking trails led to scenic overlooks at the island’s highest elevations.

“Oh, look,” Annika said, pointing to the beach. “Can we go there first? I want to see the waves.”

“Let’s do it,” I said. “You grab the towels and I’ll get the sunscreen.”

A few minutes later, we were off. The hike along the trail was short, with signs guiding us every step of the way. We emerged onto the most breathtaking beach I had ever laid eyes on.

Sunshine glittered on white sand that went on for at least a kilometer before disappearing around the island’s southern edge. The beach itself was wide enough to fit a football field, and best of all, there wasn’t a human being or a piece of refuse in sight. It was pure virgin beach like it might have looked two hundred years ago.

Annika clapped and bounded forward, kicking off her sandals as she spun in a circle with her arms stretched out on either side. “Can you believe that we’re actually here?”

The wind whipped her glossy brown hair around her smiling face and her springy breasts bounced, giving her bikini top a run for its money.

I grinned and kicked off my sandals before leaving our towels piled up beside them. “Those waves look great,” I said, having to yell above the pounding surf and the surging wind.

Annika bounded toward the surf, clapping excitedly as I peeled off my shirt. Her ass was a national treasure. It was utterly flawless, high and tight, with just enough bounce to please the eye.

As she splashed in the surf, she looked like a kid, laughing as she turned around to face me. “Come on out here, old man, the water is perfect.”

The water looked amazing. The clear blue sea stretched out to the horizon, birthing waves big enough to surf without fear of getting crushed under their onslaught.

The place was a veritable paradise, and I could only imagine how much the trip cost.

Annika bounded further into the surf, letting a wave catch her around the waist while she squealed with laughter. She disappeared under a froth of white churning water only to reappear a moment later with her dark hair soaked and plastered to her shoulders and back.

Her bikini held firm, but her nipples stiffened inside her top, thickening nicely as the surf flowed over her tanned body. She bounced in the waves, splashing happily as I finally made it to the ocean. I’m not ashamed to admit that I took my time getting these so I could enjoy the view.

“Come in,” Annika said before unleashing a splash of water in my direction.

I clenched as the cold water hit my chest and grinned. “Now you’re gonna get it.”

Annika squealed and splashed me again as I bounded forward and scooped her up into my arms. She kicked the water and wrapped her arm around my neck, hanging on as I spun her around.

Walking a few steps out into the surf, I dropped her into an oncoming wave before diving under the surface to catch her.

Annika appeared, smiling and soaked, as she lunged at my shoulders and playfully pushed me under a wave.

I came up and wrapped my arms around her waist, pulling her into me as I grabbed hold of her tight ass.

Annika didn’t resist. She coiled her long legs around my waist and came in close, mashing her pliable breasts against my chest as she came in for a kiss.

Our open mouths met, and our hands explored. Hot and hungry, we held nothing back. I slid my hands down her bikini bottoms, grabbing her bare ass as she pushed against me, grinding against my hardening cock as her tongues twined together.

Then a wave hit and knocked us down, sending us both sprawling before we washed up onto the beach, laughing. We spent the next twenty minutes just playing in the ocean like a couple of teenagers, letting it all hang out. We body surfed the waves and wrestled through a series of hot and heavy make out sessions.

But the pounding waves were relentless and finally wore us out. Hand-in-hand, we returned to the beach and found our towels.

Annika dried herself, causing her springy breasts to jostle under the thin layer of soaking wet bikini top material. With my eyes fixated on her hard nipples and the outline of her puffy areolas beneath, I didn’t notice Annie glancing over my shoulder.

She gasped and her eyes widened slightly, causing me to spin around and look for any sign of danger.

The beach remained as empty and beautiful as before. I relaxed slightly and turned back to face her.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing is wrong. Look.” She pointed toward the trailhead that led back to our cabana. “Didn’t you see the hammock stretched out between those palms?”

I turned back around and immediately spotted it.

A white mesh hammock big enough for two swayed in the breeze beneath the shade of towering twin palm trees. Visions of Annika’s bikini body entwined with mine played in my head, and my cock responded, already turning hard as I gazed at the innocent-looking hammock.

“Let’s go cuddle,” Annika said as she wrapped her towel around her waist.

Hand-in-hand, we made our way up the beach until we reached the hammock. I climbed in first and waited for Annie while she peeled off her towel and tossed it aside.

She crawled in beside me and slid her long leg over my swollen cock. She shifted into position until her hand rested on my chest and her head on my shoulder.

With my arm coiled under her waist, I drew her tight as the wind left us swaying in the warm tropical breeze.

“This is perfect,” Annika said before she kissed my chest and sighed with contentment. “I’ve never felt this safe and happy. No wonder they all love you so much.”

Her proclamation of safety felt strangely out of place. I’d done nothing out of the ordinary. We had so far enjoyed our time together, but it wasn’t like I’d gone to great lengths to make her feel safe. Further, she had grown up in luxury at her parents’ house in France. I doubted Annika ever had to battle the mean streets of Paris.

I let the silence wash over us for a few seconds while Annika caressed my chest.

I wouldn’t push her, but curiosity finally won out. “Did you feel unsafe before?”

“Very unsafe,” Annika said. “Didn’t Angie tell you what happened?”

“She mentioned something about an engagement and a controlling boyfriend,” I said. “That’s all I know.”

Annika snorted. “It was hardly an engagement.”

“What happened?”

She sighed and snuggled in closer. “I was dumb. That’s what happened.”

There was no need for me to push. If she wanted to tell me more, she would. I let it go, and we swung together in silence for a long minute while Annika traced the outlines of my six-pack.

“I fell for my history professor during my last year at school,” she said, finally opening up. “Obviously, he was older than me. He was even older than you.”

I chuckled. “That’s ancient.”

Annika chuckled before continuing. “I’ve always had a thing for men much older than me. I think I’m drawn to wisdom and my lifelong attraction to you hasn’t helped. Guys my age never appealed to me, and my history teacher fit the bill. He was handsome, smart, and kind, or at least that’s what I thought.”

“The man who has it all until he suddenly doesn’t,” I said.

“Sudden is a good word to describe what happened. We had instant chemistry. His eyes met mine during so many lectures I lost count. One day he dropped a note on my desk to see him after class.”

I inwardly cringed as I imagined some gray-haired history teacher slobbering over Annika’s naked body. The thought made me ill. But I remained silent and let her continue.

“After class, we had coffee. The coffee led to a date. Then one date led to two, and so on. Before I knew it, we were exclusive.”

“Did your friends know what was going on?”

“My roommate knew, but nobody else. For obvious reasons, he didn’t want the news of our relationship to go public, and that was fine with me. I didn’t want my parents to know, or anyone else for that matter.”

I frowned, wondering if that’s how the girls thought about me. But I immediately discounted the idea. They had all let the world know in their own unique way. That included Annika, who bought me at a public charity auction. “I understand how you must have felt. I assume things went sideways from there?”

“Whatever you’re thinking, multiply that by a hundred.” She sighed and kissed my chest, as if comforting herself before she continued. “I started to see cracks in his well-constructed facade the moment he demanded sex.”

I tensed up and Annika must have felt it because she hugged me tight and squeezed. “Spoiler alert. He didn’t rape me or anything like that, and I never had sex with him. Thank, God.”

I instantly relaxed, and Annika kissed me again. “For that matter, I’ve never had sex with anyone.”

That caught my attention. “You’re a virgin? Really?”

Annika smacked me playfully on the chest. “Don’t act so surprised. What you’re experiencing with me is not how I normally conduct myself. Sex is not something I’ve ever looked at like a recreational sport. It’s a gift two people share only when they really care about each other. For me, it’s a highly intimate and emotionally charged event. I’m not just willing to give it up after a latte at Starbucks.”

“That’s very mature,” I said. “I’ll assume that you never formed that connection with Professor Bad Touch?”

Annika laughed. “No. And that was the problem. While I felt an attraction to him, I never fully trusted him. There was something off about him, and I couldn’t put my finger on it.”

“When did things go south?”

“Pretty fast. About a month into our relationship, he got angry with me for not having sex with him. He told me I was acting childish and that if I wanted our relationship to progress, I needed to get on board.”

“Ouch. I’ll assume that was the end?”

“For me it was,” she said. “All along, Bella, my roommate and best friend in college, told me she didn’t trust the guy. Then on the day of our argument with my now ex, I came home to find a girl my age chatting with my roommate.”

“Let me guess. She had an affair with this guy, and he dumped her after he got what he wanted?”

“Bingo. Got it in one,” Annika said.

“Her name was Jackie. She went to the university and filed a complaint, but since he was a respected professor and it was her word against his, nothing happened.”

“Did you file a complaint?”

“I did. The next day I went to the administration and told them what happened. Now, with the two of us coming forward, I think the university didn’t want the headache. They fired him.”

“Wow. That’s awesome.”

“It was, but then he retaliated against me. He called my parents and told them we were engaged and that when he tried to call off the engagement, I made up allegations against him and got him fired from his job. He demanded compensation.”

“Your parents told him to pound sand, I assume?”

“To make a long story shorter, that’s exactly what happened. My parents believed me and went to the university. They threatened him with a lawsuit, and I thought it was over.”

“Uh, oh.”

“He stalked me,” she said. “He showed up at my apartment, at school, then at my parents’ house after I graduated. I was terrified. He followed me everywhere, even after I got the restraining order.”

“Please don’t tell me he hurt you,” I said, pulling her in tight.

“He didn’t, but it wasn’t for lack of trying. My parents hired a bodyguard who caught him hiding in my London apartment. The police arrested him and that’s when I had enough.”

“You moved home,” I said.

She nodded. “He doesn’t know where I am. He got out of jail a few days ago. Hopefully, that’s the end of the story.”

“God, Annie. I had no idea. I’m so sorry.”

“As soon as I landed in Chicago, all I could think about was finding you. You’ve always made me feel so safe. Nobody can touch me when I’m with you.”

She squeezed me tight and nuzzled her head into the crook of my neck. “Right now, being with you alone on this island, I’ve never felt safer. It’s perfect.”

For all these years, I never knew how Annika felt about me. “When you came home and found me with Lillie at the martini bar. That must have been quite a shock. Sorry about that.”

Annika laughed. “Actually, it was the opposite. I was jealous that Lillie beat me to the punch. I kicked myself for not moving home two months earlier.”

I chuckled. “She’s a wild one.”

“Angie told me about your arrangement before I even booked a flight home. Two minutes after I hung up, I had my flight booked and my bags halfway packed. It just felt right.”

That surprised me. “You weren’t shocked to find me in the arms of a twenty-year-old? This isn’t exactly a lifestyle most people would find comforting.”

“Shocked? Yep. Crazy with a desire to join the harem? Yes, to that too. Had I known that you would entertain anyone other than Angie in your bed, I would’ve made my move four years ago.”

Four years ago was when Annika turned eighteen. That was pushing the boundaries, even for me. “As in when you turned eighteen?”

“Exactly.”

“I feel depraved enough as it is. That said, I doubt I could have resisted.”

“I would have made sure you didn’t.” Annika sighed. “I should have come to California for college like Angie suggested. That way, I could have lived with you this entire time.”

I paused for a moment, letting her words sink in. “You should plan on staying with us indefinitely. And by that, I mean forever.”

Annika lifted her head off my shoulder and gazed into my eyes. “You mean that?”

I leaned in and kissed her on the lips. “Of course, I do. But it’s your choice. If you want to get a place of your own, I’ll support —”

“No,” she said, cutting me off. “I never want to leave.”

Her big blue eyes turned my insides to mush. “I’ll support you no matter what you decide.”

“Good. Because my decision is to stay with you and Angie. Do you think she’ll get mad if we spend some nights alone in my room?”

I laughed and patted her ass. “Angie will actively encourage us. Right now, she’s sowing her oats with Gretta. I don’t see that trend slowing down.”

“The only oats I want to sow are with you,” she said.

“You won’t get an argument from me. And by the way, getting back to Professor Dickhead, if you ever feel that pressure from me, then I’ve done something wrong. We take all of this on your timeline. We could spend the next couple of days swinging in this hammock with plenty of kisses in between.”

Annika smiled without looking up at me while she circled my nipple with her index finger. “Oh? Does that mean you don’t want to fuck? Because I really want to fuck you.”

A wave of adrenaline surged through my body, and my cock visibly twitched in my pants. “I’m down for some fucking. Only if you are, I mean.”

“First, let me get a bit more comfortable,” she said.

Annik pushed herself up to a seated position, smiling at me as her hair fluttered in the breeze. Then she crawled on top of me and stretched out, flattening her chest against mine. Her natural breasts bulged out on either side of her slender frame and her perky ass appeared before me where one side of her flimsy bikini bottoms rode up her ass crack, exposing her entire cheek.

My cock surged, hardening inside her inner thighs, and my hands trembled with nervous anticipation where I rested them on her lower back.

Annika gazed into my eyes, wearing a faint smile. Her brown hair had completely dried under the stiff breeze and billowed over her shoulders in silky waves. A light smattering of freckles I’d not noticed until that moment appeared across the bridge of her nose. Her lush lips glistened under the sunlight, and even though she wore no makeup, she was still the most beautiful woman I had ever laid eyes on.

That realization didn’t diminish my love for the other women in my life. They each made me think they were the most beautiful, and I could never choose only one. It was a good thing I didn’t have to.

Annika searched my face for a long moment, as if trying to read my mind. “Why are looking at me like that?”

“How am I looking at you?”

She giggled. “Like a tasty snack.”

“You are way more than a tasty snack,” I said. “You’re a ten course meal served at a three-star Michelin restaurant.”

Annika smiled and crept forward just enough to kiss me on the lips before backing off. “Are you just making that up to get into my pants?”

I raised a questioning eyebrow. “Is it working?”

She laughed playfully. “Maybe. But I need to get more comfortable first.”

She scooted her body just enough so that her pussy slid up against my rock hard cock. Once she found the right position, she bit her lower lip and nervously looked at me for a long second before speaking.

“Can you untie my top?”

To put her at ease, I feigned surprise, looking left and right as if at any moment someone might catch us. “What if someone sees? They’ll surely throw us off the beach.”

She giggled and leaned forward before playfully biting my lower lip. I feigned an ouch, then pushed forward and found her tongue with mine. As we kissed, I ran my hands up her back until I found the knot securing her bikini top and gave it a sharp pull. The strap fell free, and I ran my palms over her bare back, savoring the sensation of her soft skin warmed by the sunshine.

Next came the strap tied around her neck. I gave the nylon strap a quick tug before it fell away, leaving her back fully exposed.

Without a word, Annika lifted her chest off mine, and I pulled the top free, tossing it onto the sand before Annika settled back down onto my chest.

Her hard nipples pressed into my soft flesh just above my ribcage, and I let my hands roam over her back and to each side where I cupped her exposed side boobs and squeezed.

My cock ached for her, thickening to stone as Annika’s soft moan filled my mouth. Feverishly, her tongue swirled with mine and she deepened the kiss as if she couldn’t get enough. She ground her hips and shifted them lower until my stiff cock, still trapped inside my swim trunks, glided over her pussy.

Since climbing into the back seat of that limo with Annika, she had edged me at least a dozen times. My cock was so hard I could have fucked a hole in a concrete slab. It took all of my willpower not to undo her bikini bottoms and slip my cock inside her.

But there would be none of that. We had all the time in the world, and there was no need to rush anything. Besides, Annika was a virgin, and I wasn’t some teenage newbie. Even if she was irresistible, it was up to me to show the patience of a well-traveled lover.

Annika’s warm body writhed atop me, wearing nothing but a flimsy bikini bottom. Her moans intensified and her tongue and lips were everywhere. She sucked my tongue into her mouth, then nibbled on my lower lip before widening the kiss and pushing her tongue so deep into my mouth it nearly touched the back of my throat. She worked her hands over my chest and slid her fingers through my hair while dry grinding my cock between her thighs.

I slid my hands down her back and curled my way inside her bikini bottoms, palming her pert little ass while she continued to have her way with me. I would either have to free my cock from my swim trunks or change positions because I couldn’t take much more.

Annika broke the kiss. Panting, she came away with a string of saliva connecting our lower lips. Her blue eyes were fevered with lust, and her wild hair spilled over her face and across my chest. She pushed up just enough for her bare breasts to form a deep valley of mouthwatering cleavage with only her nipples hidden where they flattened against my chest.

I took a moment to breathe, panting along with her as my palms remained planted on her tight little bubble butt.

Annika regained some of her composure and smiled down at me while she tucked a lock of hair behind her ear. She sat upright, straddling me with her knees pinned on either side of my waist. Her beautiful breasts came into full view, and I sucked in a sharp breath, taken aback by their sheer flawlessness.

Annika’s breasts were pert, yet big, round, and springy. They were full with plenty of weight yet they displayed the perfect amount of jiggle to drive anyone crazy. Her areolas were slightly smaller than quarter-sized and just puffy enough to rise above her surrounding flesh. Her stiff nipples stood proud and perfectly centered. The overall tilt to her breasts pushed slightly upward, defying the law of gravity, and to top off everything else were her delicious tan lines.

Annika didn’t appear the type of woman to sunbathe topless and the hazy lines demarcating her no-fly zone proved it. The flesh she kept hidden was two shades lighter than the copper toned skin the rest of the world saw.

Jaw agape, I drank in every curve while my insides melted like hot butter in a microwave.

Annika cupped her round mounds and squeezed them together as if putting on a show. “Do you like them?”

Annie’s question snapped me back to reality. “Are you serious? They’re unbelievable.”

Annie grinned as if she already knew the answer but wanted to hear me say the words. “I love how you can’t take your eyes off my chest. The way you look at me, makes me so wet.”

“Your ass would like a word with your tits,” I said. “They can throw down in the parking lot.”

Annika giggled and squeezed her ass where she sat atop my diamond-hard cock. “Am I as pretty as Lillie, Jenna, and Becca?”

Unlike the question about her breasts, her tone conveyed uncertainty. Truth told, she had the edge on all three of them, but I couldn’t diminish any of them and the question wasn’t fair. I loved them all and every one of them had a trait that made them the most beautiful. “Adding you to the mix makes a perfect four pack.”

She continued fondling her breasts, squeezing them together while my cock pulsed between her ass cheeks. “They’re all so pretty. When I saw Lillie at the club that night sitting on your lap, it shook me. I got really jealous and thought she was way prettier than me. Then I saw you with Jenna and Becca earlier today at the auction. The way you looked at them made me sure that I couldn’t compete. That’s when I raised my bid.”

“It’s not a contest,” I said. “You’re all gorgeous women, inside and out. Are you jealous because I’m with them or because I wasn’t with you?”

“It’s the second way. I so want to be a part of the….” She paused for a moment and gazed down at me, her eyes registering uncertainty before she spoke again with more confidence this time. “I want to be part of the harem. There. I said it.”

She gazed down at me, waiting for my reaction, looking so fucking adorable it made my heart melt.

“You’re sitting practically naked on my lap,” I said. “We’re a million miles from nowhere with nothing to do but get in each other’s space. If this doesn’t make you a card-carrying member of Team Steve, then I don’t know what would. Of course, you’re part of the group. Hell, you’re practically an OG since I’ve known you forever.”

Her smile widened as a look of confidence grew in her eyes. “You think they’ll accept me as a sister wife?”

I laughed out loud this time and gave her ass a playful swat. “We aren’t Mormons or part of a crazy religious cult. But I get your meaning and yes, I know they’ll be over the moon to have you in the family. Didn’t you see them all cheering for us at the auction?”

“That whole time we were on stage is a haze,” she said. “I was so nervous that I couldn’t think straight.”

As we swayed in the hammock, Annika rested her hands on my abs and her tits jiggled with the rocking motion. I had a hard time focusing on her words when I couldn’t take my eyes off her glorious chest. Sydney Sweeney had nothing on Annika Masters, and that was a fact.

As I gazed unabashedly at her beautiful tits, my cock pulsed, reminding me it was still hard and in need of service.

Annika’s smile turned mischievous. “You like them that much?”

“They’re spectacular in every conceivable way,” I said. “I could spend all day with my face buried between them.”

She giggled. “In that case, you wouldn’t mind having me wrap them around your cock?”

An armada of butterflies took flight in my stomach and a wave of lust surged inside my sex addled brain. I sucked in a sharp breath of surprise and felt my jaw drop of its own accord.

“I’ll take your expression as a yes,” she said. “Besides, I’ve been dreaming of playing with your cock for years.”

I licked the dryness from my lips and tried to still my pounding heart. “Please, don’t let me stop you. And consider this an open invitation to touch my cock wherever and whenever you want.”

Annika giggled and slipped backwards off my lap before nestling in the space between my open legs. The hammock gave a little under her weight and allowed her to come face to face with the tent currently pitched in my swim trunks. With her eyes locked on my throbbing cock, she grabbed hold of my waistband and tugged, guiding my suit lower.

I did my part and lifted my hips while she lowered my trunks. My cock popped free, swinging from side to side as sweet relief filled me.

Annika’s eyes bulged, and her jaw dropped. She froze, with my trunks wrapped around my thighs, gaping at my towering manhood.

“It’s huge,” she said.

She glanced between me and my totem pole, swinging in the breeze.

“It feels good to get those trunks off,” I said.

She reached out and poked my shaft, causing it to swing from side to side like a metronome.

“How do you walk around with that thing between your legs?”

I chuckled and relaxed, placing my hands behind my head while I enjoyed the feeling of the warm breeze fluttering over my swollen cock.

“It’s not normally this large,” I said. “You played a big part in its current size.”

A look of concern spread across her face. “I’m sorry. Did I hurt you?” Annika leaned forward and kissed my throbbing head. “I’ll make it all better now. I promise.”

A jolt of lust spiked inside my brain and shot down my spine, curling my toes. My cock reacted, throbbing and thickening before Annika’s shocked eyes.

She leaned forward and inspected my cock as if it were a microbe under a microscope. “Was that a reaction from my kissing him?”

Was she truly this inexperienced, or was she bullshitting me? I chose to believe that it was her inexperience talking. “Yeah. That’s how it works.”

Annika reached out and wrapped her fingers around my shaft, gently squeezing, while a smile spread across her face. “I can feel your heartbeat. This is so crazy.”

I moaned as a wave of pleasure rolled up and down my body. “Your hand feels good.”

“It’s so thick and meaty,” she said as she eyed my cock like a curiosity.

The wind whipped Annie’s hair, and she tossed it over her shoulder before leaning forward and taking an even closer look. “Lillie puts this whole thing inside her? How does it fit?”

“We take it slow and easy. She’s super tight even after… well, she’s tight.”

Annika grinned. “You mean after you’ve had sex a million times?”

“It hasn’t been a million times,” I said. “More like dozens.”

Annika giggled and leaned forward. She kissed my tip again and her lips lingered a moment longer. She squeezed my shaft and a clear pearl of pre-cum oozed from my tip.

She frowned and gave the fluid a questioning stare. “Is that cum?”

Without waiting for a response, she licked away the clear fluid and smacked her lips. “It’s salty but tastes pretty good.”

A rash of goosebumps exploded across my chest, and I moaned while I pitched my hips upward, forcing her hand up and down my shaft.

“That’s pre-cum,” I said, struggling to speak while my heart raced. “Do you know the difference?”

Annika shrugged and kept up the motion, jacking me off while conducting a clinical review of my junk.

“This is the first penis I’ve actually seen up close and personal. I’ve never really been into porn, so most of what I’ve learned has come from reading romance novels or listening to my friends talk about their sex lives.”

“I’ve got a lot to teach you,” I said.

“Consider me your willing pupil,” she said. “And if you’d like me to dress up like a naughty schoolgirl, I’m down for that.”

“Holy hell,” I said. “You’ll give me a heart attack.”

Annika laughed and released my cock just long enough to inch forward and scoop up her fat tits. She unceremoniously nestled my cock in the deepest recesses of her unbelievable cleavage. “How does that feel?”

Once again, my toes curled, and I groaned as pleasure warped my brain. I grabbed fistfuls of the netting beside me and held on, savoring the sensation of her warm, soft melons wrapped around my raging hard-on. There was zero chance of me lasting longer than a few minutes with her tits riding my shaft like an oil derrick.

Annika giggled and shifted forward onto her knees until she settled in the perfect position to go all out on my junk. She rotated her tits in opposite directions while gliding them up and down my fevered cock. On each upstroke, the tip of my manhood emerged from her deep cleavage, coming dangerously close to her succulent lips.

The wind whipped Annika’s hair, and the waves crashed against the nearby shore. Seagulls chirped, fighting over a tidbit in the sand, and the scent of some nearby tropical flower filled the air. All the while, Annika worked her magic.

I pumped my hips, fucking her warm, buttery smooth flesh. My cock glided effortlessly through her folds and Annika gazed down at my cock as it sprouted from her cleavage.

Pleasure mounted, and my head buzzed. Adrenaline washed through my body, and I teetered on the edge of a major explosion. Then she dialed things up to eleven.

Annika met my thrusting cock with her mouth, slurping on my head as popped free of her flesh. Her tongue swirled around my tip, and she paused, bobbing her mouth up and down on my cock, leaving my shaft enveloped by her womanly flesh.

She went to work, sucking, kissing and slobbering on my knob. Her tongue slithered up the back of my glans and her lips formed an airtight seal around my shaft. She kept her teeth back while she performed her oral magic, leaving me floating in a warm cloud of lips, tongue and buttery softness.

My head spun with ecstasy, and I lost myself. My cock throbbed, pulsing faster and faster as my orgasm approached. I pitched my hips upward, sliding my tip along her velvety soft tongue.

“I want to taste your cum, baby,” Annika said, coming up for breath. “Feed it to me.”

A thick strand of cum-filled saliva stretched from my tip to her lower lip and hung in space. As if not wanting to waste a drop, Annika extended her tongue, lapped it up and slid my knob between her lips before it bulged her cheek outward.

Meanwhile, I hung on for dear life and tried to make the moment last for as long as I could.

Her smoldering blue eyes met my gaze as she seemed to lose herself, bobbing up and down on my knob, deliriously lost in the moment. With my tip buried inside her mouth and my shaft squeezed inside her majestic rack, it seemed like she had three hands to pull it off so seamlessly.

Cock pulsing machine gun style, I groaned and stiffened as the damn burst. “Baby, I’m coming,” I said, barely able to mouth the warning.

Annika came off my cock with a loud pop and floated my knob atop her outstretched tongue. She eyed me with a wicked grin as she swirled her tongue over my tip as if coaxing the load into her waiting trap.

I exploded with a primal grunt. Orgasmic ecstasy flooded my brain, and the world flashed as a monstrous rope of sticky white cum blasted from my knob like an uncorked fire hydrant. The moonshot grazed Annika’s upper lip and stretched across her nose. I thrust my hips through her velvety soft tits, spurting again and again onto the flat of her outstretched tongue.

She took every drop, leaving her mouth open to show me the payout from her world class BJ. Her tongue turned white, and her mouth filled with a lake of pearly jizz. Proudly, she held her mouth open as I came down the back of her throat.

My orgasm crested and a moment later, I sank back into the hammock while I kept my eye trained on Annika.

Annika smiled at me as cum oozed over her tongue before she closed her mouth and swallowed it all before coming back for more. She stretched out flat on her stomach, positioning herself between my legs, and went to work. She sucked and licked, slurping up the aftermath of my seismic load while cleaning out anything that remained inside my swollen cock. It wasn’t until nothing remained but her own saliva that she seemed satisfied.

I savored every second, not missing a moment of the nubile beauty working her magic while my eyes wandered between her perfect ass and the tempting sight of her side tits bulging out from the hammock’s netting.

After she finished, Annika crawled up beside me and resumed her position, resting her long, limber leg over my exposed cock while she propped herself up on her elbow to take me in.

She smiled at me, her expression pleased and proud. “How did I do for my first time?”

I chuckled and shook my head. “I think you know, but in case it wasn’t perfectly clear, you blew my fucking mind. That was legendary.”

She beamed, clearly pleased by my praise. “Good, because there’s plenty more where that came from. I’ve got a lot of catching up to do.”

“It’s my turn to please you,” I said. “You need to give me a chance to kiss every inch of that spectacular body.”

She tapped her chin as if thinking. “We still have the waterfall area to explore. It’s metaphorically perfect for what you have in mind.”

I laughed and pulled her in for a kiss. “Good. Then let’s go so I can plunder your booty.”


Chapter thirty
Water Aerobics


Annika and I didn’t bother with our clothes. Although she still wore her bikini bottoms. Watching her traipse up the beach, her springy breasts jiggling this way and that, nearly made me trip twice before we reached the trailhead.

She bounded ahead, then waited for me before taking my hand in hers. Together, we walked along the sandy trail leading away from the beach. When we reached the fork, we took the path leading to the waterfall. While we walked, my mind danced with visions of a very topless Annika frolicking under a tropical waterfall.

The walk to the waterfall weaved through a lush tropical landscape, rife with tropical flowers and exotic birds flittering from branch to branch. A few minutes later, we emerged into a lush grotto teeming with life.

A pond sat at the center of the lush oasis, fed by a trickling waterfall that started high on a cliff face. The waterfall emptied into a series of rock formations and miniature pools that formed a natural staircase before emptying into the pond. Lush ferns, tropical flowers, and towering palms surrounded the pond and a modest white sand beach where waves gently lapped against the shoreline.

The path ended at the beach. Annika and I finished the trek across the grotto and waded, ankle deep, into the pond.

The water was crystal clear, and we could easily see the bottom as it stretched out toward the waterfall. The same white sand covered the pond’s bottom, and a kaleidoscope of exotic tropical fish darted among the rocks that formed a natural reef on either side of the waterfall.

The location was pristine, with no sign of trash, debris, or graffiti common in tourist destinations. This place was a rare sanctuary amid the human sprawl that filled every corner of Mother Earth.

Annika gazed around the grotto and up into the treetops before turning to face me. A radiant smile lit up her face. “It’s so beautiful.”

I had a hard time looking away from her breasts, which I doubted I would ever grow accustomed to seeing.

Annika held onto my hand as she took a step deeper into the water. “The water is a little chilly, but it’s not too bad.”

I stepped into the water beside her, baring it all as my cock swayed in the tropical breeze. I looked from my cock to her bikini bottoms and grinned. “You’re a little overdressed.”

Annika folded her arms in front of her and smirked. “What are you going to do about it?”

The way she stood before me, so brazenly confident, made me want her even more. With her tits on full display, it was time to reveal the prize behind door number two.

I stepped forward and closed the gap between us. Annika used the moment as an opportunity to pick up my half-hard cock and roll it between her nimble fingers while she looked me dead in the eye.

I resisted the urge to palm her ripe melons and instead, reached for the thin nylon bows securing her bikini bottoms on each of her curvy hips. With a gentle tug, the knots came free, and the bikini bottoms fell away, revealing Miss Annika Masters in all her natural born glory.

Removing the tiny slip of material that passed as a bikini bottom revealed little more than was already on full display. Yet, the moment held a weight that I burned into my memory. Her body was so perfect it seemed AI generated. She was an airbrushed pinup model who could star in every horny teenager's spank bank. My mind no longer needed to conjure a naked version of Annie to live out my depraved fantasies. Now I had the real thing.

Annika stood before me with her hands on her hips, smiling at me from the shallows of our tropical oasis, utterly confident with her full-frontal display. Standing with her legs parted, she showcased her sweet, shaven pussy.

Without a stubble or blemish in sight, her pussy was as smooth and perfect as the rest of her. Fuzzy tan lines crisscrossed her hips, but it was the pale valley between her legs that drew my attention. Her mons rose and dipped, giving way to a thin pink slit that barely counted as her labia. There were no dangling lips or other fleshy protrusions, and my mouth watered just thinking about how she would taste.

Her body was an amusement park closed to the public. I held the only pass. I lost myself in her sleek curves and jaw-dropping dips while I marveled at every bit of exposed flesh, right down to the diamond pendant piercing her navel.

My cock flexed and pulsed, thickening and rising as I drank her in.

Annika lowered her gaze to my cock, and a wafer-thin smile tugged at her lips. “That didn’t take long.”

“It’s like living inside a real life porn game,” I said. “You’re too perfect to be real.”

Annika blushed and averted her gaze, staring down at the water as if suddenly self-conscious. “I’m hardly perfect.”

Her embarrassment only made her even more adorable. But I understood the sentiment. She wasn’t an object for me to worship. She was her own flesh and blood person with an independent identity, complete with a set of worries and anxieties. At that moment, the story she told me about her professor hit home.

Was I any better than him? How many other men had worshipped her from afar, too afraid to even approach her? I stepped up and took her hand. “I’m sorry, Annie. My tongue got ahead of my brain.”

Annika looked up, meeting my gaze, her eyes twinkling. “Wait until you see me without my morning coffee. Total bitch.”

We laughed off the awkward moment, then Annika turned toward the pond, still holding my hand. “Come with me. I have some sand to rinse off.”

Together, we made our way into the deepest part of the pond, where the waterfall trickled over a set of smooth, flat stones.

As we submerged, the cool water provided instant relief. The sweat and sand from the beach washed away, leaving me completely refreshed.

Annika dove underwater and a moment later, appeared before me, treading water where I could easily stand. Her soaked brown hair looked a shade darker where it floated around her shoulders and face.

She smiled and splashed me. “No fair. I can’t touch the bottom.”

I reached out and scooped her around the waist, then pulled her into me. “I’ll fix that.”

Annika giggled and wrapped her legs around my waist while she curled her arms around my neck. She relaxed and pressed her naked body flat against mine and grinned. “Much better.”

My cock hardened, quickly rising while the warmth of Annika’s body washed over me. I leaned in and found her waiting lips with mine.

We kissed and our tongues swam together, while I walked around the deepest parts of the pond, cradling Annie’s bare ass in my open palms.

As we drifted nearer to the waterfall, a flat boulder near the bank caught my attention. The sunshine filtering through the canopy warmed the stone and provided the perfect landing space for what came next.

Annika ran her fingers through my hair, hungrily devouring my tongue with hers, and seemed oblivious to the plan unfolding in my mind.

As we drew closer, I climbed a natural formation of stones that provided a natural stairway upward, giving me just enough elevation to stretch Annika out on the rock.

I settled Annika’s bottom onto the rock, and she came away from my kiss, startled by the warm stone under her wet rear end.

She looked around and at the rock beneath her before turning back to me, frowning with confusion. “I was comfy. What are you doing?”

“Returning the favor,” I said. “Lie back and relax.”

Annika’s eyes twinkled, and she inched backward before reclining and stretching out her naked body before me. Her copper toned skin glistened with water and her round breasts jiggled and bounced as she moved into position.

Her puffy areolas and stiff nipples towered atop her chest, giving way to a flat expanse of her abdomen and the sweet riches between her legs.

I gazed, completely enraptured by every movement.

Annika stretched her arms out behind her head and purred like a cat who discovered the perfect napping spot under a ray of sunshine.

“This feels amazing,” she said as she gazed up into the canopy. “I wish we could stay here forever.”

I crawled onto the rock beside her, where I hovered over her naked body. “I’ll call Dajun and see if we can’t make that happen.”

Annika gazed up at me and searched my face. “Are you being serious? I would so love that.”

“Well, not forever, but maybe we can extend the trip to a week. It can’t hurt to ask,” I said. “But right now, I have some other areas of the island to explore.”

Annika giggled and draped her arms around my neck. “It’s best not to miss a single inch or your map won’t be complete.”

I gazed down at her lush mounds, rising and falling with each breath. My mouth watered with anticipation before I turned back and met her gaze. “A man needs to get the lay of the land before he can plunder his booty.”

Annika giggled and shifted into place with her brown hair splayed out behind her and her blue eyes shimmering in the sun. “Just don’t make me walk the plank.”

“I make no promises, m’lady.”

Annika giggled again, then pulled me into a long sensual kiss, moaning into my mouth as our tongues languidly twined together.

My cock had fully recharged and openly throbbed, hard as stone and hot as coal-fired iron. As much as I wanted to climb between her legs and slide my cock deep inside her, there were other territories I needed to conquer.

I broke off the kiss and nuzzled Annika’s neck, starting with her ear and kissing my way down her neck. Her honey-sweet taste filled my mouth, and my head buzzed with desire.

Annika moaned and slid her fingers through my hair, kissing my neck in return before finding just the right spot to suck.

My cock twitched, sliding down her thigh as I made my way lower, kissing her shoulder before trailing my way over her chest.

Annika groaned and gyrated her hips as the clear signs of arousal swept over her body. Her stiff nipples raked my chest, and she grabbed fistfuls of my hair and pushed my head lower, as if willing me to speed things up.

I inched lower, then straddled her, placing my hard cock on the flat of her tummy as I scooped up her bulging tits, one in each hand. Without further delay, I lowered my mouth to her swollen areola and inhaled her nipple, gingerly nibbling while I sucked her flesh into my mouth.

Annika groaned and pitched her hips upward as she found my rock hard cock with her hands and gently stroked.

Annika’s sweet nipple filled my mouth, and I rolled it between my lips and flicked it with my tongue. With my free hand, I squeezed her other breast and tweaked her nipple.

Her nipple hardened in my hand while the other swelled in my mouth. A rash of goosebumps swept over her chest, and she squeezed my cock between her fingers while she raised her hips off the stone.

I took turns switching between her breasts, sucking and squeezing while I filled my hands with her buttery smooth flesh. Occasionally, I pushed my face between her round mounds and pressed her tits together until they mashed up against my cheeks, motorboat style.

Annika’s breathing intensified, and she pumped my cock in both of her warm, little hands. If it wasn’t for her earlier blow job, I would have exploded on her stomach right then and there.

Reluctantly, I moved my way lower, still squeezing Annie’s tits as I kissed my way down her flat tummy. The move forced Annika to drop my cock, but that wasn’t all bad. It gave me a moment to retreat from the brink of my second orgasm.

I paused at her navel and circled my tongue around her piercing, causing Annika’s stomach to quiver and roll in waves. Her moans rose by an octave, and she squeezed her thighs against my shoulders while her warm, wet pussy came dangerously close to my chest.

Annika’s breathing turned labored, and she grabbed fistfuls of my hair. “God, baby. Please fuck me.”

As much as I wanted to do just that, I wanted to taste that sweet, sweet pussy first. It was like Christmas morning came early and I meant to open my prized gift.

Rather than answering her, I kissed my way down her quivering stomach where the heat from her pussy radiated over my face. Her scent of arousal made my head swim with delirious lust, and I paused with my face hovering over her pussy while I moved into position.

I had to dip my waist into the water, which cooled my hot cock and allowed me to focus on Annika’s pleasure.

Annika tightened her grip on my hair and pushed my face down into her pussy, practically begging me to get her off.

“Stop teasing me,” she said. “I can’t stand it anymore.”

Ignoring her, I kissed each of her exquisite inner thighs before kissing my way lower. Her sweet scent filled my nose, and the heat sharpened as I kissed my way over her mons.

Her pussy quivered and her tight pink slit glistened with arousal. I had teased her long enough. Using the tip of my tongue, I licked her outer lips, starting at the bottom and working my way to her clit. Her honey taste filled my mouth, and I inhaled her scent, breathing her in as I worked my tongue deeper.

Annika shuddered and squeezed her thighs against the sides of my head and raising her hips, pushing her pussy deeper into my mouth. “God, baby. Don’t stop. That feels so fucking good.”

I worked my tongue into her slit, probing deeper. Her pussy unfolded like a flower under the morning sun. I pushed my nose into her wetness and kissed her inner lips, causing Annika to shiver with ecstasy.

I pushed deeper, using my tongue to pry her open while I lapped up the juices flowing freely into my mouth. She forced her pussy against my face, and I drew her flesh into my mouth, sucking and licking while Annika’s moans turned into cries of ecstasy.

The longer I went, the more sensitive she became, and when I thought she couldn’t take anymore, I licked my way up to her clit and flicked it with my tongue.

That was all she could take. She cried out and her pussy spasmed while she clamped down with her thighs, squeezing me like a walnut trapped in a nutcracker.

Her juices flowed into my mouth, sweet and clear, and I lapped it all up, not wasting a drop. Her pussy spasmed against my lips as her body went rigid, caught under the weight of a full-throated orgasm.

As she groaned, her tummy quivered in waves, and she held onto my hair like a cowboy taming a wild stallion.

My cock throbbed underwater, as hard as concrete. I couldn’t wait any longer. The need to fill her with my cock chased everything else away. Giving her soaking wet pussy one last kiss, I climbed back onto the rock and pried open her thighs.

Annika released her grip on my hair and gazed up at me, her eyes simmering with the post-nut clarity of her orgasm. She gazed down at my throbbing cock, then back at me, and licked her lips. “I want you inside me.”

I rested my swollen cock atop her smoldering pussy and held her thighs open, one in each hand. Her tits rose and fell in rapid succession, driven by her rapid breaths and pounding heart. I was ready to deflower her. The moment had, at long last, arrived.

I slid my cock up and down her wet slit, priming her for that moment of pain and pleasure behind it. “Are you sure? There’s no putting this genie back in the bottle.”

She nodded and her eyes showed not a morsel of reluctance. “I’ve waited forever for this moment. It was always you. It had to be you.”

I relaxed slightly as I slid my knob down her wet trench. Savoring the moment just a little longer, I rested my knob at the entrance to her honey hole and gave her one last look.

Her eyes registered nothing but desire. Ever so slowly, I pushed forward, and slipped my tip into place. Just as I went to push, a rumble of thunder and a flash of lightning came from high overhead.

Annika squeaked with surprise and we both looked up, finding the sky suddenly dark gray.

“That’s not good,” I said.

The wind whipped around us, rustling the palm trees, and another flash of lighting came, followed by rolling thunder.

I gazed down at Annika, who looked up at me with worry in her eyes. I hopped up and held out my hands for Annika. “Let’s go before we get caught up in this.”

Annika took my hand and pulled herself up just as the rain came down in buckets. Hand-in-hand, we dashed from the grotto, completely naked as the rain whipped us.

Sheets of rain came at us sideways, and to my utter shock, Annika squealed with laughter.

“This feels incredible,” she said, yelling over the whipping wind and driving rain. “Don’t you just love storms?’“

Storms were one thing. Tropical storms or hurricanes were another. I didn’t share her joy of the elements and my only thought was for her safety.

A short run later, we made it to the lagoon, soaked but unharmed. As we ran across the rain-soaked beach, the wind instantly died off and the rain fell straight down.

The lagoon water wasn’t churning with giant waves or looming disaster, and our cabana looked fine. The lagoon seemed immune to the wind’s brutal force. That’s when I noticed the cliff face that rose from the windward side of the storm, shielding the lagoon and, even more importantly, our shelter from the chaos.

Putting all that aside, Annika and I ran naked along the pier until we reached the safety of our cabana.

I pushed open the door, and we piled inside with Annika going first before I pulled the door closed behind us.

The interior seemed unfazed by the storm raging across the island. Where the wall opened to the outside, rain spattered the deck and the outdoor furniture, but none entered the room itself.

The interior was dim, and I tried the light switch. Much to my relief, the lights flickered on along with the overhead fan. We were too wet and cold to have the fan running, so I killed the lights and turned all my attention on the wet and very naked girl standing a few feet away.

A giggling Annika stood in the kitchen, dripping wet. Her soaked hair matted to her shoulders and hung limply down her back. Rivulets of water streaked over her breasts and rolled over her abs.

She stepped forward, grinning, and tucked a lock of hair away behind my ear. She studied my face a moment before she lowered her gaze to my thick cock pressed up against her stomach. “How are you still hard?”

I shrugged. “Can you blame me? You were running naked beside me the entire time.”

Annika perched on her toes and kissed me on the lips. “You poor thing. You must have blue balls.”

I watched as she gathered her hair behind her head, causing her tits to jiggle and bounce. My cock reacted, hardening, as I soaked in her incredible body.

Annika stepped into the bathroom, grabbed two towels, and tossed one to me. “Dry off before you get sick.”

I held the towel for a minute, dripping wet, while I watched her dry herself. She started with her hair before moving to her chest.

She smiled at me. “Are you going to watch me or dry off?”

“Watch you first, then dry off,” I said.

Annika giggled. “Why don’t you dry off and grab us a bottle of wine? I’ll light some candles, and we’ll meet on the bed.”

The implication of her words hit me. We were about to have sex, and nothing stood in our way.

Adrenaline surged through me, turning my legs to rubber. I nodded dumbly as my mouth turned cotton dry and visions of Annika bouncing on my cock popped into my lecherous brain.

“Wine, bed, right,” I said, stammering the words as I watched Annika finish drying herself off.

She giggled and tossed her towel at me before glancing at my rapidly rising cock. “I saw a corkscrew at the bar.”

As Annika turned and reached for the lighter, I quickly dried and found the corkscrew.

A few minutes later, candlelight filled the room with a soft, romantic glow while outside, the rain fell, steady and straight. Thunder rumbled in the distance while the occasional flash of lightning appeared on the horizon.

Annika waited for me in bed, where she tucked herself under a blanket and crisp, white sheets. She watched the rain come in while I worked.

A moment later, I appeared at the bedside carrying a bottle of Cabernet and two wineglasses. As I poured a glass of wine for Annie, she wore an expression of serenity I’d never seen before.

“I love rain storms,” she said. “And I love being cozy. Having them both and sharing it all with you makes this the single best day of my entire life.”

I handed her a glass, then poured another for me. “The best day of your life? That’s a pretty bold statement.”

As she took the glass, Annika sat up and the sheets fell away where they gathered around her waist. Her bare breasts came into full view, and she seemed totally at ease with her brazen nudity.

With a body like hers, why shouldn’t she be confident?

“I stand by it,” she said as I climbed into the bed beside her, balancing my wineglass as I joined her.

Careful not to spill a drop, I slipped under the covers beside her. A flash of her bare hip triggered, inside me, a surge of wanton lust.

“I could get used to running around this island naked with you,” I said. “It’s a freeing feeling, isn’t it?”

“Very freeing,” she said. “I won’t be wearing any clothes for the rest of our trip. Well, except for maybe when we go hiking. I don’t want any creepy, crawlies to get into the wrong spot.”

I laughed and leaned over to kiss her. “What will we do when we have to go back to civilization?”

“Spend every second we can together, completely naked,” Annika said.

“I’ll toast to that,” I said and hoisted my glass.

Annika grinned. “Cheers to our naked bodies and carnal activities.”

We each took a sip of our wine, then Annika cozied up against me while I curled my arm around her shoulder, pulling her in tight.

Comfortable silence stretched out between us while we sipped our wine and watched the storm through the open wall.

Annika broke the silence first. “Can I ask you a question?”

“You just did. The answer is yes.”

She giggled and smacked my chest playfully. “I’m trying to be serious.”

I chuckled and kissed her forehead as I gently caressed her shoulder. “What do you want to ask?”

“My feelings for you are….” She paused, as if trying to find the right words. “Intense. And that’s putting it mildly.”

“As in the L word?”

“I don’t want to scare you away, but yes. That’s where I’m heading at light speed.”

“Okay,” I said. “That’s great. What’s the problem?”

“I don’t think my heart could take this just being a fling. Before you say it’s not a fling, let me explain.”

I stayed silent as the rain splattered against the deck and Annika gathered her thoughts.

“When we get home, I want to kiss you whenever I want, and I want you to do the same to me. I’m very much into PDA and I won’t hold back. I want you to share my bed as much as you would with Angie, Lillie, Jenna, or Becca. And harem or no harem, there will come a day where I want a ring on my finger. Just because I’m good with this lifestyle, and believe me, I am good with it, doesn’t mean I don’t want babies and a family with you and only you. I want to build a life together.”

“Annie, I want —”

Annika covered my mouth with her hand. “Hold on. I’m not finished.”

She took our wine glasses and set them aside before climbing onto my lap and meeting me face to face.

With my back propped up against the headboard, the angle was just right for me to gaze into her eyes. I held my tongue and my growing arousal to give her time to speak.

She picked up my hands and laced her fingers with mine. “This doesn’t mean I expect a ring before we have sex or anything like that. I want you to be my first, no matter how you answer. But if this is a fling, I need to guard my heart. If it’s not, I want to give myself entirely to you. I’ve never done that before with anyone. If we’re on the same page, that requires honesty, full stop. I need you to always level with me, even if I might not like what you have to say. I want to hear the good and the bad so I can be your true partner in life.”

She paused there and bit her lower lip, studying my face while her eyes registered concern.

I squeezed her hands. “Can I answer you?”

Annika nodded, the worry growing on her face.

“The short answer is that I want all of that with you, so let’s get that out of the way first. Bring on the PDA and everything that comes with it.”

Annika visibly relaxed, but not quite all the way. “Why do I have a feeling there is a but coming?”

I chuckled. “But I’ve made the same commitment to your sister, Lillie, Jenna, and Becca. Queen is a work in progress. Can you live this lifestyle where you are sharing me with four other women and possibly five if Gretta comes into the fold?”

Her eyes twinkled, and a smile lit her beautiful face. “That’s it? That’s your but? Of course, I’m okay with our lifestyle. I just want you to treat me as an equal. No offense to Queen, but I’m not okay with playing it fast and loose.”

I chuckled and released her hands before finding her hips and drawing her forward on my lap. My cock, which was already rock hard, flattened against her tummy and nearly touched the bottoms of her breasts. It seemed inconceivable that her tiny frame could fit all of me inside her.

“I don’t have an internal hierarchy,” I said. “But if I did, you are tied for first place. For us, I see rings, babies, and a lifetime together. Does that answer your question?”

Annika’s eyes brimmed with tears, and she nodded. “Is it too soon to tell you I love you?”

“It’s never too soon to hear those words. When your heart knows, why not say it out loud? For me, I fell in love with you the moment I saw you showed up at the martini bar. It was thunder and lightning. Even though I’ve known you for most of your life, it was a true love at first sight moment. I love you too, Annie.”

As if on cue, a rumble of thunder and a flash of lightning appeared in the background.

Annika laughed, then leaned in and kissed me on the lips. “I’ll take that as a sign.”

Her lips lingered, and I leaned into her, kissing her back before our tongues flashed together.

Annika reached down and caressed my fat cock. She glided her nimble fingers up and down my shaft, igniting lethal waves of arousal in the back of my brain. My cock pulsed, turning to concrete as Annie ground her pussy against my balls.

She was soaking wet, and this time, it wasn’t from the rain. She broke the kiss and looked me straight in the eye. Wordlessly, Annika raised her hips and guided my fat knob along her slippery pink pussy.

My toes curled, and I groaned as I reached up and cupped her breasts where they jiggled in front of me. Her nipples hardened in between my fingers as she worked my cock up and down her warm, wet pussy lips until my tip caught just inside her pucker-tight entrance.

A flash of pleasure shot up my spine and I sucked in a short, sharp breath. I released my grip on Annie’s tits and palmed her tight ass. I squeezed her flesh between my open fingers as I watched my cock slowly ascend inside her until my knob disappeared.

She went beyond tight. Her pussy flexed and squeezed while I stretched her out. She let out a stiff grunt as her wall muscles clamped down on my shaft with virginal strength.

Annika’s face contorted with a mixture of pleasure and pain. She paused, chest heaving as she held my gaze. “You are way bigger than even my biggest toy.”

She latched onto my shoulders, and her soft tits brushed against my chest. Her warm body, sweet breath, and every move she made were sexually lethal. She was all curves and jiggle with a face that would make Mona Lisa blush. Her tiniest molecule held enough sexual potency to crater a city. I was but a mere mortal, making love to a goddess.

I wrestled away a violent, orgasmic urge and squeezed her ass in both hands. “Take your time, baby. It will hurt a little before it feels better.”

Truthfully, I needed her to take her time so I wouldn’t blow my load before we even got started. After the edging at the pond, it wouldn’t take much.

Annika moved her hips with slow deliberation, and aided by her ample wetness, my cock slid deeper. Her pained expression softened, and her body relaxed. She shuddered and squeezed my shoulders as a rash of goosebumps turned her nipples rock hard. She parted her lips and moaned with pleasure, forcing my cock deeper as a look of hazy pleasure clouded her beautiful blue eyes.

“It feels so fucking good,” she said, pausing with my cock buried half inside her.

It took a herculean effort not to force my way deeper. Her pussy squeezed around my shaft, igniting waves of liquid pleasure that turn my brain to mush.

I held onto her ass with one hand and scooped up one of her springy tits with the other. I managed speaking, but the words came out in a breathless slur. “Baby, you are beyond tight.”

“I feel so full,” she said, meeting my gaze as she shifted her hips forward and backward, micro-fucking me.

Annika leaned into me and found my lips with hers. Our tongues wrestled as she moaned into my mouth and slid her fingers through my hair.

Low thunder rumbled and the fresh smell of rain permeated our room. Rain splattered against the deck and the distant sound of crashing waves registered like some far off place.

Annika churned her hips, increasing the tempo as she explored the depths of my mouth with her tongue. Her hands were everywhere, and she was insatiable, moaning and groaning as my cock inched ever deeper.

I was one soft push away from achieving totality. I ran my hands over her curves and freely explored her breasts, ass, thighs and everywhere else I had dreamed of touching. True to her word, she gave herself to me, body and soul, and our connection was so palpable I felt it in my bones.

Annika broke off the kiss and met my gaze. Her eyes swam with hazy lust and her breaths came in short, shallow pulls. “Push it in deep where it belongs. I want every inch of you inside me.”

The way she spoke, low and breathless, with her accent somewhere between French and American, nearly made me come on the spot. She was the personification of a sex idol. The only thing missing was a Hollywood agent.

Her tightness was unworldly. The sensation of my cock throbbing against the walls of her virginal pussy made the effort of holding back my orgasm nearly impossible. I wasn’t sure if I would ever acclimate myself to the wonders of Miss Annika Masters.

“Okay, baby. Hang on,” I said.

I grabbed her hips and, as I thrust upward, I pulled her down until my cock slid home with a satisfying slap of skin meeting skin. Locked and loaded, it was go time.

Annika groaned with pleasure and squeezed my shoulders.

My head whirled with pleasure while my cock pulsed machine gun style. It wasn’t an orgasm, but it was close, and my cock leaked a river of cum inside her.

Annika gazed into my eyes, her face warped with pleasure as she ran her fingers through my hair. “I want to feel you come inside me. Don’t pull out.”

I closed my eyes to shut off the visual stimulus for fear of busting a nut. A deep breath later, I opened them and found Annie gazing into my eyes.

“You’re sure? You can get pregnant even if it is your first time.”

“I don’t care. Besides, it’s my safe time of the month. I’ll start on birth control when we get home.”

I wanted to come inside her as badly as she wanted me to, so I let the matter drop. With my cock pulsing deep inside her pussy, she wouldn’t have long to change her mind.

Annika moved atop me, churning her hips forward and backward, grinding my cock deep as her eyes widened with pleasure and her chest heaved. “This feels amazing. We need to fuck all the time.”

I groaned and fought back the waves of pleasure flooding my already war-torn brain. It was way too much. “Hit pause for a sec, beautiful. I’m about to blow.”

“Me too,” she said, before coming to a stop.

Annika leaned into me, mashing her tits against my chest as she kissed her way high up my neck and slipped her tongue inside my ear.

That didn’t help, but the pause came as a relief. I retreated from the edge and my cock stopped with the frantic pulsing. Annika stayed like that, fully impaled on my manhood with her hips barely moving while we made out.

I focused on Annika’s tongue and the steady drone of rain pattering on the deck. A minute ticked by, and I slid my hands around to Annie’s ass, where I cradled her cheeks in my open palms.

That’s when we really started fucking. I thrust upward and pulled her down onto my lap, where her ass clapped off my thighs.

Annika broke off the kiss and joined me, placing her hands on my shoulders, and used me as leverage to help synchronize our pace and rhythm.

Stroke for stroke, she matched me until we found our rhythm. Her tits slapped together as she bounced off my lap. She never took her eyes off mine and repeated my name in between moans and stiff grunts.

The bed seemed built for fucking as it barely moved, even with Annie bouncing on and off my cock like a circus ride.

She sat back slightly and planted her hands on my upper thighs, giving us a full frontal view of my rock hard cock sliding in and out of her pussy.

Her tits jiggled and bounced as I slammed into her, bottoming out with stiff grunts.

“Oh, my fucking God,” Annika said. “I’m so close.”

Her words trailed off as her eyes glossed over with a hazy, orgasmic sheen. She moaned and pitched herself forward, grinding me with a front-to-back motion. She latched onto my shoulders and her chest heaved.

She cried out in ecstasy, then she went stiff. Her pussy spasmed and she let out a long, low moan as a massive orgasm swept through her body.

My orgasm wasn’t a matter of build-up. Rather, it came from simply shedding my resistance. Like a walled-up damn threatening to breach its banks, I let it all go. What followed was the most intense orgasm of my life, delivering a knockout punch.

I grunted and clamped her hips down onto my cock, releasing the first of many massive loads of cum into Annika’s sweet virginal pussy. My mind blanked, and I came, again and again, grunting as I deposited the biggest loads of my life straight into my sister-in-law’s cervix.

“Feel you… so deep…,” Annika said, slurring the words as she remained lost in orgasmic bliss.

She dug her fingers into my shoulders and her pussy spasmed, milking load after load into her fertile womb.

The orgasm stretched out for an eternity, and when I finally came down from the high, a feeling of utter and total bliss washed over me.

Annika collapsed forward against my chest, and her heaving tits mashed against my chest, bulging out on each side. She sucked in deep cleansing breaths as she buried her face in my neck and relaxed.

We stayed that way for a full minute, kissing and touching, while my cock twitched with aftershocks where it remained buried deep in Annika’s pussy.

I caressed her back and ass while I kissed her shoulder and neck. Finally, Annika sat up and faced me, wearing a contented smile.

She twirled a lock of my hair around her finger and sighed with a smile. “Is it that good every time?”

I cupped her ass and caressed her flawless skin. “True intimacy makes it even better.”

She grinned. “Better? How? My mind is literally blown away.”

“You’ve been missing out,” I said.

Annika shook her head. “No way. The thought of giving myself to another man feels wrong.”

“You can experience the same intensity with a woman,” I said.

Annika smirked. “You mean with Lillie, Jenna, or Becca?”

“And me thrown in for good measure,” I said.

“I’m not into girls like my sister, but I’m definitely down for a threesome or even a fivesome.”

I frowned. “Fivesome? Is that even a word?”

Annika giggled. “I think they call that an orgy.”

The thought of taking on all three Fields’ sisters plus Annika left me simultaneously thrilled and petrified.

“We’ll need a lot of Gatorade for that party.”

Annika giggled again and came in for another kiss. When she came away, she ran her hands down my chest and gazed down at my cock still buried inside her. “If you’re still hard, can you fuck me doggy style? I want to try so many positions.”

I glanced past her at the rain still falling onto the deck. “We have no TV, phones, or Internet and there is a tropical storm raging out our window. I can’t think of a better way to spend our afternoon, evening, and night. Let the games begin.”


Chapter thirty-one
Triple Word Score


Iplaced the tile with the letter Y on the triple word score square and grinned triumphantly. “With the two Z’s and the triple word score, that’s ninety points.”

Annika gaped at me where she sat cross-legged and completely naked on our bed with a scrabble board between us.

“Jazzily is not a word,” she said.

I folded my arms over my chest. “It most certainly is a word. It defines something that sounds like jazz music.”

Annika laughed and tossed a tile at me. “Use it in a sentence.”

“Annika walked down the street whistling jazzily as she went,” I said.

Annika fell over with laughter.

Even after making love four more times since last night, I couldn’t take my eyes off her spectacular body.

Outside, the morning sunshine gleamed in all its wondrous glory. The palm trees swayed under a perfect blue sky while a light and airy breeze washed through our room. We spent the morning naked, drinking coffee, making breakfast, and playing high-stakes scrabble.

I had challenged Annika to strip Scrabble, and she told me that would require her getting dressed, which she didn’t want to do. Instead, she suggested the winner pick the first place we make love on the island.

It was truly a win-win situation. After scrabble, we had a busy day planned with skinny dipping, frolicking, and lots of fucking before we did it all again the next day.

Across the room, a phone rang.

I jerked at the sudden onslaught of technology, and Annika sat upright, frowning at the foreign intrusion.

The phone rang a second time.

She furrowed her brow and looked at me. “Is that the sat phone?”

“Yeah. I’ll get it.”

I slipped off the bed and crossed the room. A green blinking light flashed on the satellite phone. I picked it up and hit the speaker button so Annie could hear.

“Hello?”

“Oh, Mr. Steve. Thank God you answered. It’s me, Dajun. Are you and Mrs. Steve, okay?”

Annika giggled and covered her mouth so Dajun wouldn’t hear.

I rolled my eyes at her. “Me and Mrs. Steve are just fine. Is something wrong?”

“It’s the tropical storm,” he said. “Weather forecasts didn’t predict the storm shifting as much as it did. We made it back to port just before the worst of it hit.”

“We’re fine,” I said. “The power works. We got a lot of wind and rain, but nothing crazy.”

Dajun sighed with relief. “That’s good to hear. We were not so fortunate. The marina is a mess. I’m afraid we will have to delay your pickup.”

Annika’s eyes widened, and she clapped excitedly.

I grinned at her. “I’m sorry to hear that. How long?”

I wasn’t the least bit sorry, but I played along for Dajun’s benefit.

“One week,” he said. “You have enough supplies for a month. Of course, there will be no extra charge and on behalf of the company, I truly apologize for the inconvenience.”

Annika jumped off the bed and did a happy dance, turning circles as her big, beautiful breasts bounced and jiggled with gusto.

“We’re in absolutely no rush,” I said. “Take your time. We’ll be fine here on the island. But can you please reach out to our family and let them know? We don’t want them to worry.”

“Thank you for understanding, Mr. Steve. I will call the other Mrs. Steve’s and let them all know. I will call you back in a few days when I know more. Please extend my apologies to Mrs. Steve.”

Meanwhile, Mrs. Steve danced and twerked her hips like she was in a nightclub.

I grinned at Annie and shook my head. “Oh, I think Mrs. Steve will be fine. Let us know if there’s anything you’d like us to check on the island.”

After trading a few more specifics, I hung up the phone and turned to face Annie. “What will do for an entire week alone in a tropical paradise?”

Annika ran across the room and leaped into my arms before wrapping her legs around my waist. “We’ll fuck each other silly, starting right now.”


Pageant Princess



Chapter thirty-two
White Wedding


The week after we returned from the island, we finished setting up our new house. Annika moved me into her new bedroom, then we anointed it several times over. She fit into our burgeoning harem like a round peg in a round hole, no pun intended.

Over the next few weeks, she and Lillie had grown especially close, yet neither woman had approached me about a threesome. Either they didn’t feel comfortable with it, or they were scheming. The betting man in me would lay money on the latter.

Jenna and I spent a long weekend together at a fitness competition she had ultimately won. Meanwhile, Angie and Gretta spent a week in Napa, touring vineyards and chugging wine. I helped Becca prep for her upcoming Miss United States beauty pageant with every session ultimately devolving into sex.

With autumn fast approaching, the summer’s last big event was the family road trip to watch Becca compete in her last beauty pageant. It was the event where, absurdly enough, I would act as her gay chaperone. It seemed ludicrous to me, but Becca insisted we could pull it off.

Now, with less than a week until the pageant arrived, we were living the calm before the storm. I was busy setting up my office and our new home network when a soft pair of hands massaged my shoulders and the jasmine scent of Angie’s latest perfume washed over.

Angie pressed up behind me where I was busy installing a network access point and slid her hands around my waist before she squeezed me tight.

“Hi, baby. What are you working on?” She asked.

She knew damn well what I was working on. She saw me ten minutes earlier hooking up the access point in the kitchen where we had an entire conversation about our Internet speed. I welcomed the affection and while her hugs and kisses were no longer rare, this time it reeked of having a favor attached to it.

“Oh, I’m just busy taking over the world,” I said. “Want to help?”

Angie giggled as I turned around to face her. She perched on her toes and drew me into a long kiss, layered with enough tongue to throw me wildly off task.

When she came away, she smiled at me in a way that telegraphed an incoming request.

“Before things get too hot and heavy, would you mind zipping over to Gretta’s house? She needs to move some of Jimmy’s things into the attic and the boxes are too heavy for her.”

She batted her eyelashes at me, and I was putty in her hands. “That’s no problem at all,” I said, with my palms still planted on Angie’s round ass.

Angie perched on her toes and kissed me again. This time, the kiss was shorter, but carried the promise of things to come. “When you get back, we can play. I bought some new lingerie just for you. I can’t wait for you to see it.”

She had lured me into her honey trap. With a hard cock and a ravenous desire, I would have swallowed broken glass to see her covered in barely-there lingerie. Not that I would have opted out of helping Gretta. Angie’s offer of an afternoon delight was simply the sugar sprinkled on a cake already topped with my favorite icing.

A short walk later, I arrived at the Fields’ mansion and went inside to find the place strangely empty. The girls were nowhere in sight, and neither was Gretta.

Floor by floor, I trudged through the house, searching for Gretta until I struck gold on the third floor landing.

At the end of the hallway, the muted sound of seventies soft rock drifted from the open attic door. I paused and listened. The tune was Gerry Rafferty’s, Baker Street and the floodgates opened on decades old memories.

Those memories came from my college years when Jimmy and I hung out at the bar where Gretta worked. It was there we became friends, and Jimmy first hooked up with Gretta. The hit seventies song was one of many that Gretta played during her shift.

As the saxophone riff took over, I smiled, and walked along the third-floor hallway until I reached the open attic door. Gretta must have stumbled on her old record collection.

I climbed the short flight of stairs beyond the attic door and stepped into an unexpectedly cozy space.

Warm light from a single table lamp lit the room with an intimate vibe. Gretta’s old record player sat on a nearby table stacked with boxes, plastic bins, and dusty old books. Christmas and Halloween decorations lined one wall, and bins filled with baby clothes and other memorabilia lined another. Stacks of ancient photo albums sat perched atop a coffee table in front of the red leather sofa where Gretta sat.

It was Gretta herself that caught me most by surprise. With a photo album nestled in her lap, she sat, wearing her old white wedding dress.

As Gerry Rafferty crooned from the record player, she gazed at a photo album, slowly turning one page after another. She hadn’t heard me enter and seemed lost in another time. There was something about her melancholic expression that made me feel like an intruder. This wasn’t the time to crash into her headspace to talk about moving boxes.

I planned a careful retreat where I could text her and give her the time she needed to come back to the present. I turned to leave when she looked up at me and smiled as if she had known I had been there all along.

“Do you remember this song?” Gretta asked me.

I grinned and stepped into the room. “You always loved the oldies. This one was one of your favorites.”

Her eyes shimmered as she held my gaze. “Don’t you remember? We danced to this song the night you and I drank four bottles of wine between us.”

I nodded and snapped my fingers as the memory came back to me. “I helped you close the bar. We had breakfast together and watched the sunrise.”

A look of pure joy I’d never seen before settled in her eyes, chasing away the melancholy. Gretta patted the sofa beside her. “Stevie, come sit with me.”

I stepped around a leather foot stool and eased onto the sofa beside her. Gretta’s silky blonde hair flowed over her shoulders, while a few errant wisps decorated her cheeks. She didn’t look a day older than the twenty-two-year-old beauty I had crushed on back in the day. Jimmy was a fool to let her go.

Seeing her in that wedding dress was an unexpected treat. The last time Gretta wore that dress was on her wedding night when she rode me with it hiked up around her waist. That memory was as vivid now as it was the day after Gretta married Jimmy.

“What’s with the wedding gown?”

Gretta laughed and gazed down at her dress, then back at me. “I wanted to see if it still fit.” She shrugged. “Then I found the record player and the old photos. Suddenly I was back in college all over again.”

“Feeling nostalgic?”

Rather than answering me, Gretta pointed to a photo. “Do you remember the night we took this picture?”

It was a picture of me, Angie, Jimmy, and Gretta gathered around a table filled with wineglasses and beer bottles. The four of us leaned in and smiled at the camera. Gretta and I sat in the middle with our cheeks pressed together and her hand resting on my leg.

“You used to work at that bar,” I said. “God, we were so young.”

“I vividly remember that night,” Gretta said. “Jimmy and I had been married for six months. We all went out to celebrate our half anniversary.”

At the mention of her anniversary, I detected a hint of bitterness but thought better than to mention it. “I remember that night, too. We ended up back at your place. Jimmy passed out and the three of us went skinny dipping in your pool.”

Gretta laughed and traced the faces in the photo with her fingertip. “Things got pretty crazy. After what happened, I’m surprised you didn’t drop us as friends.”

That night, Angie and Gretta made out in the pool. Not only didn’t I mind, it had turned me on. “Hardly. That’s the night I knew we would be friends for life.”

Gretta chuckled and gazed at the picture while she held silent for a long moment, as if wrestling with some internal decision. “I remember that night for another reason.”

As she spoke, she didn’t look at me. It was almost as if she couldn’t bring herself to do so. “What reason?”

Gretta sighed and turned to face me. As if with reluctance, she met my eye. “You probably need some context first before I blurt it all out.”

The words seemed like a struggle for her. I reached out and picked up one of her hands before giving it a reassuring squeeze. “It sounds like you need to get something off your chest.”

Gretta smiled at me nervously and nodded. She took a deep breath and released it before continuing. “The first six months of our marriage were rough, and that’s putting it mildly.”

I frowned. I knew there were some rocky moments in their marriage, but they always seemed happy. But I knew all too well what surface happiness looked like. “Was it because of what happened between us on your wedding night?”

“That’s part of it, although Jimmy doesn’t know that we made love. Our problems ran far deeper and started much earlier. Jimmy had a wandering eye that never ceased wandering and….”

Gretta picked up my other hand in hers and took a breath, as if steeling herself. “And my heart never belonged to Jimmy.”

My stomach dropped. “Gretta, I’m really sorry about that night. I feel responsible for —”

Gretta leaned forward and cut me off with a kiss. A moment later, she pulled back and searched my face with her warm eyes. “I don’t regret a moment. I think about it often, and you don’t know how many times I thought of you while Jimmy was… well, while Jimmy was on top of me. But Steve, the night we made love was the true consummation of my real marriage.”

I paused and gazed into her eyes, lettering her words sink in.

Gretta caressed my hands with her thumbs and visibly relaxed. “But there’s so much more to the story.”

“More?” I laughed nervously. “What you’ve said is a lot.”

She frowned, her expression worried. “Do you want me to stop?”

“No,” I said, quickly covering my tracks. “It’s all good. Please, continue.”

“It was always you, Steve.” Her voice broke and tears welled in her eyes. “I fell in love with you long before I married Jimmy. I’ve lived a lie for so long and I’m done doing that.”

Gretta sniffled and let go of my hand long enough to brush a tear from her eye. “God, it feels so good to say those words out loud.”

I squeezed Gretta’s hand in reassurance. “Why didn’t you tell me? We could’ve been together.”

“And break up your friendship with Jimmy? How would it have looked if you made a move on your best friend’s fiancé? We never would have recovered, and by we, I mean you and me. I kept on with Jimmy just so I could have you in my life.”

Her words hit me like a sledgehammer, and I was too stunned to even speak.

“So, I married Jimmy. When you and I made love on my wedding night, I silently vowed myself to you. I’ve never considered Jimmy my husband.”

Gretta gazed down at the picture and sighed. “The night we took this picture. That’s when I planned to tell you.”

“What happened? Why didn’t you?”

“I told you that our first six months were rocky. They were rocky because Jimmy fucked anyone he could stick his dick in. We both knew, and I planned to file for a divorce. Then he came to me the week before we took this picture and asked my permission to open our marriage.”

My jaw dropped. “And you agreed?”

“Only after Jimmy conceded to letting me pursue a relationship with you.”

My legs turned to rubber, and I stared at her, slack jawed. “For the love of all that’s holy, why didn’t you tell me? I would have jumped at the chance. I was crazy for you, Gretta. God, I would’ve walked over broken glass for five minutes alone with you.”

Gretta’s expression softened, and she leaned into another kiss. Our lips lingered, and the moment stretched before she backed up and looked at me. “Don’t you remember what else happened that night?”

I rummaged through my memories, trying to dredge up the past. There was the kiss she shared with Angie, but that wasn’t it. Even Jimmy knew about the kiss. It was water under the bridge. She was referring to something else. It hit me. “Angie and I announced our engagement.”

Gretta chuckled. “Talk about bad timing, huh? How could I proposition you when you just got engaged?”

“Still, I would have jumped at the chance,” I said. “So would Angie.”

Gretta shook her head. “You can say that now, but we were just kids back then. Angie would have killed me, and I adored her. I still do.”

I chuckled. “I’m well aware of how much you two adore each other.”

“Does it bother you?”

I didn’t flinch. “I could ask you the same thing. My feelings for Becca, Jenna, and Lillie aren’t a secret.”

“They see the same thing in you I do,” she said. “You are one in a million, and I’m thrilled that my daughters will build families with you where I couldn’t. "

I frowned. “What do you mean? We aren’t dead, and neither one of us looks a day over thirty.”

Gretta’s eyes widened. “I thought… well, I thought you didn’t look at me that way anymore. We haven’t exactly spent a lot of time together since you’ve moved home.”

“I haven’t had two nickels’ worth of time to rub together since we got back,” I said. “Besides, I thought you had a good thing going with Angie. I didn’t want to step on that.”

Gretta rolled her eyes. “I love Angie, but I’m in love with you.”

I held her gaze for a long moment before getting the nerve to take the leap of faith. “The bad timing ends here.”

Gretta set aside the photo album, stood, then crawled onto my lap. She straddled me, placing her knees on either side of my hips while she draped her arms over my shoulders and met me face to face.

Her eyes smoldered, and her smile melted me on contact. My cock hardened under her ass, pulsing as it thickened where it filled out my briefs. I wrapped my arms around Gretta’s waist then slid my hands lower where I encased her gown covered ass.

White lace and chiffon puffed up around her, rising like a cake as she settled onto my lap. “Now it’s all coming back to me. I remember how there was more of your dress than there was of you.”

Gretta grinned, leaned in, and kissed me before she came away. “It’s like opening a fortune cookie.”

I worked my hands under the myriad layers until my fingertips brushed against her bare skin. My cock expanded in my pants, further hardening under Gretta’s pussy.

“I’m getting flashbacks,” I said. “Before this escalates any further, I’m not packing a condom. I came here expecting to move boxes. I think Angie set me up.”

Gretta grinned as she ran her palms over my chest. “I feel something moving. As for the condom, please don’t wear one.”

“Are you on birth control?” I asked.

Gretta shook her head, then averted her gaze. “It doesn’t bother me. In fact….” She looked up and met my gaze straight on. “Would it be so crazy to play with live rounds? Having a baby with you was something I always dreamed of but never expected.”

“Can you? I mean, is it too late for that?”

Gretta shook her head. “According to my gynecologist, I have the uterus of a thirty-year-old and I’m as fertile as ever.”

“You want me to…?” I let the question hang.

“Put a baby in me?” She laughed and nodded. “If you’re game, that is. I mean, I want you to be the baby’s father.”

I chuckled as I ran my hands over her outer thighs and cupped her panty-clad ass. My cock throbbed, pulsing against the warmth between her legs. “Do I want to have a baby with the beautiful, smart, and very vivacious Gretta Larsen? That’s one fantasy I’ll be able to check off the bucket list.”

Gretta laughed and came in for another kiss before meeting my gaze. “You’re serious?”

My gaze wandered over the plump cleavage bursting from the gown’s scooped top before drinking in her exquisite face. Gretta was a blue-eyed, blonde-haired stunner born and raised in Norway, and Jimmy was the biggest idiot on the planet. Best of all, she had gifted that powerful DNA to her offspring.

“I want you,” I said, my tone suddenly serious. “I’m all in. Besides, seeing you in that dress is more than I can handle.”

Gretta flashed a wicked grin and slid off my lap, then knelt on the floor before me. She unfastened my jeans and guided them over my hips and down my legs while I kicked off my shoes. My hard cock sprang free and bobbled from side to side as Gretta finished undressing me.

Gretta eyed my cock hungrily and a wicked smile curled her lips. “I guess Annika didn’t drain you completely dry on that island.”

She curled her fingers around my shaft as she lowered herself to her knees and shifted into position until she hovered over my swollen manhood.

“When she outbid me, I’ll admit I was more than a little jealous,” she said. “I know of a little B&B in a quaint little town near here. It would be perfect for a weekend getaway.”

My mind flashed backward in time to the date I had with Becca. Gretta wasn’t talking about the same town and the same B&B where I took her daughter’s virginity, was she? I packed those thoughts away and returned my attention to the alluring Norwegian blonde with her fingers curled around my cock.

My cock thickened with each pulse and hardened before her eyes. “I’m all in. We just need to pick a date.”

Gretta lovingly squeezed out a clear bulb of pre-cum from my swollen knob. She furrowed brows as if thinking. “Let’s plan it for after Becca’s pageant. As her chaperon, you’ll need all your energy to keep all those lecherous men away from her.”

Her voice dripped with sarcasm, and I chuckled. “Fine. But you better be available for booty calls until then.”

Gretta leaned forward and licked her way up the back of my shaft before sealing her lips around my knob and licking up the pre-cum.

Warm and wet, the sensation electrified me. A wash of adrenaline turned my legs to rubber and curled my toes.

Gretta teased my knob with her tongue and came away, flashing me a teasing smile. “You don’t even need to call,” she said. “Just come into my room and fuck me whenever you want.”

During the last four nights, I’d done just that with Annika, Lillie, Becca, and Jenna. Angie and Gretta would round out my week nicely, although I was getting by on less sleep.

“I want to fuck you right now,” I said.

Gretta’s eyes twinkled, as if waiting for me to say those words. “First things first.” She leaned in and kissed my tip, still wet with her saliva. “I’ve been waiting twenty years to taste this cock again.”

I eyed her ripe cleavage with a hungry stare. “Speaking of waiting twenty years….”

Gretta smiled and sat upright before turning her back to me and holding up her glossy blonde hair. “You’ll have to unzip me first.”

I grinned. “Just like old times. I swear, this dress is my lucky charm.”

Gretta giggled as I found the zipper she hadn’t quite pulled all the way up on her own. I lowered it just enough to give some slack for the top of the dress.

With her back to me, Gretta shirked one arm, then the other from the lacy sleeves, and the sides of her bare breasts jiggled into view.

That she wasn’t wearing a bra didn’t surprise me. She rarely wore one. The blonde beauty had Becca’s fair complexion and her milky white breasts were truly a sight to behold. My cock lurched as desire flashed through me like an August brush fire.

As she lowered the dress, Gretta’s milky white globes jiggled and bounced, leaving my mouth dry with anticipation.

Gretta turned around to face me, showcasing her full, round and still very perky tits in all their natural-born splendor. She cupped her hands under her breasts and lifted them while squeezing them together. “They aren’t as perky as the girls, but I think they’re still pretty good.”

Pretty good was an understatement. She had Becca’s creamy complexion, Lillie’s size and Jenna’s peak quality nipples. Gretta’s quarter-sized areolas were a rosy shade of pink, and her thick nipples just begged for a good tug.

I sat before her, legs spread and cock twitching with my jaw scraping the floor. “Pretty good?” I laughed and shook my head. “They’re better now than they were on your wedding night. How is that even possible? You’re the female Benjamin Button.”

Gretta’s cheeks turned a pale shade of pink, but her warm smile telegraphed her appreciation. As if reading my mind, she leaned forward and wrapped her creamy globes around my stiff cock.

Warmth spread through my manhood like melted butter and honey, sending a sugary shiver up my spine. Ensconced in her pure white flesh, my cock throbbed, turning harder by the second. I moaned with pleasure and my pulse spiked.

I recalled the envy I felt for Jimmy on that first day we arrived on their doorstep. For years, visions of my former best friend plowing the Norwegian beauty had haunted me, and now she was mine, once and forever.

Gretta worked my cock through her plump cleavage, gazing up at me while wisps of her blonde hair curled over her big blue eyes and Marilyn Monroe lips.

Like a man who had just snorted his first line of coke, I was fucking hooked. Why had I kept her on the back burner for so long? She was the OG princess, now elevated to the harem queen.

The edge of an orgasm crept into my consciousness, alerting me to the danger ahead. “Baby, if you keep looking at me like that, I’m gonna blow a gasket.”

Gretta flashed an innocent smile and released my cock from the wonderland of her magnificent jugs. “Do you want to come on my tits?” She leaned forward and slid her lips over my knob, swirling her tongue over my glans, before she came off with a slurp. “Or maybe you want to come in my pretty little mouth?”

I groaned as she eyed me and swirled her tongue over my knob, licking me like a lollipop. She stroked my shaft in one hand and kissed my knob before dragging it over her pouty lips. “I’ve seen the way you look at me, Stevie. Do you know how many times I’ve gotten myself off thinking about you?”

She hadn’t called me Stevie in years. Not since college when she used to tease me behind the bar where I sat like a dolt milking beers and stealing glances down her low cut T’s.

I swallowed the lump rising in my throat and shook my head. Talking was too much.

Gretta slid my cock into her mouth and guided my tip deeper into a warm, wet heaven until her cheek bulged outward. Her tongue swirled up the back of my shaft and she came away again, my cock slick with her saliva.

“It should have been you, Stevie. It was always you. Do you know how many nights I came home from the bar with my panties soaked?” She grinned. “I kept Victoria’s Secret in business with all the underwear you ruined.”

Pleasure buzzed deep in my lizard brain as I lost myself in her eyes. “I should have fucked you in the keg fridge.”

The words were hardly romantic, but they were the first that popped into my lust ravaged brain.

Gretta kissed my tip and smiled. “I wouldn’t have stopped you. Of course, you were a little slow to read the room back in those days. You were too busy staring at my tits.”

“You noticed?”

Gretta rolled her eyes. “Why do you think I wore such low cut tops? I ran out of reasons to bend over in front of you. Now shut up and let me blow you.”

Without further delay, Gretta lowered her mouth onto my cock and sealed her lips around my shaft. With her hand gripping the base of my cock, she bobbed up and down while her hair tumbled forward, tickling my thighs.

My knob entered the back of her throat, causing Gretta to gag before she came up for air, leaving a slick sheen of saliva coating my shaft. As she sucked and licked, her tongue seemed everywhere all at once. My cock throbbed in her mouth, pulsing while the guttural sounds of her blow job rose above the seventies music playing on the stereo.

I placed one hand on the back of her head and assisted her by pushing her head down when she bottomed out. My knob squeezed inside her tight throat, and I moaned while waves of pleasure drove me toward an inevitable climax.

“Gretta, I’m going to cum,” I said, my tone urgent and pleading.

Gretta came off my cock with a pop and a slurp. A string of cum filled saliva, momentarily hung in space before she guided it into her mouth. She smiled at me and sank back on her knees. She rubbed her chin as if thinking, feigning a look of confusion while she smiled knowingly. “You don’t want to come on my tits or in my mouth. What does that leave us?”

I reached out and took her hands. “All aboard the SS Stevie,” I said. “It’s time to make more wedding day magic.”

Gretta stood and reached under the layers of chiffon and lace, where she lowered her white silk panties and tossed them aside. “Maybe that magic will make us a baby.”

Gretta climbed onto my lap, hoisting the dress up as she moved into position. Just like her daughters, Gretta’s pussy was baby smooth, without a hint of imperfection, proving once and for all that the apple didn’t fall far from the tree. With her knees on either side of my hips, she leaned forward, taking my cock in hand.

The action forced her amazing tits into my face. I greedily inhaled a fat nipple while mauling her free breast with my open hand. The scent of jasmine and lavender washed over me, spinning my head like a fever dream.

Gretta remained pitched forward while she worked my knob up and down her soaking wet slit. She moaned softly as her nipple hardened my mouth, and I greedily sucked.

I nibbled and sucked on her nipple while kneading the flesh of her free breast between my outstretched fingers. My cock throbbed in her grip, then she slipped me inside her and the pleasure nearly brought me to orgasm.

Waves of lust reverberated through my skull, and I groaned as Gretta sank onto my cock, taking me all in until she settled on my lap.

I released her nipple from my mouth and replaced it with my open palm. My cock throbbed, straining Gretta’s tight pussy as she sank back onto my lap.

Gretta’s chest heaved, and her eyes were hazy with lust. Her pussy pulsed, gripping and squeezing my steel hard shaft.

She was achingly tight, and I had to raise my hips upward to fully penetrate her. “Now that’s tight,” I said, struggling to speak.

“That’s what happens when you don’t have sex for five years.” She grinned at me. “Well, not with a real live man, anyway.”

Five years? How in the world had Jimmy put his wife on a shelf for that long? Then it hit me. He had likely tried many times with Gretta outright rejecting him. “We better go slow. It’s like you’re a virgin all over again.”

“It feels fucking amazing. I love your cock so fucking much. Never, ever stop fucking me.”

Gretta ground her hips and moaned as she plumbed her insides with my throbbing manhood. She closed her eyes and savored the pleasure as she fucked me slow and deep.

The leather upholstery squeaked under our combined weight, then Gretta shifted directions. She planted her hands on my shoulders and came off my lap, plunging in and out as her moans intensified.

Reluctantly, I released her tits and grabbed her ass in both hands. I guided her up and down, thrusting upward until we fucked in unison.

My cock sizzled with every thrust. The rhythmic clapping of Gretta’s ass bouncing off my thighs merged with our moans and stiff grunts while the music played on. I filled my hands with Gretta’s tight ass as I watched her majestic tits bounce and jiggle as they smacked together when she bottomed out.

I teetered on the brink of an orgasm, barely holding back the lion at the gate, waiting for Gretta to come with me.

Gretta’s face warped with pleasure. “Oh, fuck, Stevie. I’m coming so hard.”

Gretta pitched herself forward and moaned as her pussy convulsed around my cock and she buried her face in my neck. Her warm breath curled inside my ear and her melodic moans brought me to the edge.

It was her words that triggered the bomb. “Come deep inside me,” she said, whispering into my ear before her tongue flashed out and heat spread through my body.

With a grunt and thrust of my hips, I pinned my cock to the root as orgasmic ecstasy swept over me. I fired a hot rope of jizz deep inside her before the gates flung open. I held onto her hips and clamped down as I flooded her womb with rapid-fire spurts of my virulent seed.

The moment hung, suspended in time, as Gretta moaned in my ear while I pumped her full of sticky cum. She squeezed her pussy, milking my cock as she rocked forward and backward, fucking me until my orgasm faded.

We heaved for breath as we came down from our high. Gretta brought her face around to mine and our lips met. We kissed, hot and hungry, with our tongues flashing as I scooped up Gretta’s tits and squeezed them in my open palms.

When she came away, there was a fire in her eyes that put me on notice — we were just getting started.

“Stevie, Angie was right. I need your help to move a few things.”

I raised a questioning eyebrow and smiled. Where was she going with this? I played along. “Oh? Where?”

She grinned. “There are a few things in my bedroom.”

My smile widened as I caught on to her game. I rubbed my chin and furrowed my brow as if pondering. “Let’s check out your bed first. I can’t have you sleeping on a lumpy mattress.”

Gretta giggled and tapped her cheek. “Oh, and did I mention my shower is leaking? After we check the mattress, can you check the shower?”

“It’s a good thing you called me,” I said. “It might take me all night before I can officially certify your room as safe.”

Gretta giggled again. “For my safety, of course. I appreciate your attention to detail.” She leaned in and kissed me, letting her lips linger as our tongues swam together.

When she came away, there was an intensity in her eyes that I’d never seen before. “I love you, Stevie. I always have and I always will.”

Those words were better than the music still playing on her ancient stereo system. “I love you too, Gretta Larsen.”


Chapter thirty-three
Pageant World


The following few days were a whirlwind of activity. With summer waning, Becca’s pageant took center stage. Our entire clan was traveling to watch her compete for the title of Miss United States. That included Queen and Annika.

While Angie and Annika packed for me, the ladies put me and Max to work, hanging pictures, moving furniture, and fixing knicks in the walls. I used the opportunity to chat with my son about trusting him alone in the new house. I reminded him that our new security system included cameras that recorded everything, including parties. He promised me he would be on his best behavior and would have only a few friends over at a time. A flight from Las Vegas to Chicago only took a few hours, and his mother had already volunteered to return home in case of an emergency.

Our flight to Las Vegas was uneventful. I sat between Angie and Annika. The sisters each held one of my hands, which drew a few odd glances from the flight crew. But I had long since grown accustomed to the judgmental stares and equally abundant looks of green-eyed jealousy.

The Miss United States pageant took place at the Las Vegas Convention Center and the contestants stayed at the nearby Hilton Grand Vacations Club Paradise. Luckily, Gretta had booked extra suites months ago in the off chance friends and family wanted to attend. Still, there weren’t enough rooms to go around, which meant some of us had to double or even triple up.

Per the contestant rules, Becca had to stay with the women competing for the crown. The rest of us had to squeeze into three suites. I stayed out of the back-and-forth negotiation over who slept where with who. Lillie took charge of the entire process and let me know the outcome.

I shared a suite with Lillie and Annika. Queen and Jenna took another, and the last suite went to Angie and Gretta. Lillie and Annika agreed to share a single, king-sized bed with me while the other women had their own bedrooms. I eagerly agreed, imagining the epic threesome scenarios to come.

Once we arrived at the hotel, the ladies took care of checking us in while I escorted Becca to the Las Vegas Convention Center for contestant registration. As her chaperon, it was my duty to make sure she registered and to make sure she adhered to the pageant’s strict set of rules and guidelines.

We entered the LVCC and followed the signs for contestant registration. We rode an escalator to the second floor and followed the signs down a wide corridor with Becca never letting go of my hand.

The place was alive with activity. Vendors sold Miss United States merchandise while fans and family mingled with women who were clearly contestants. People came and went from registration and a smattering of booths where contestants could arrange for extracurricular activities.

Becca remained silent as she eyed the other contestants and their entourages while the look of worry on her face escalated. This was a far cry from the girl who got excited driving through a small town fair.

I gave Becca’s hand a reassuring squeeze. “You’ve got this. You’re smart, funny, kind, and the prettiest young woman here.”

Becca smiled at me unconvincingly, and her nervous expression didn’t fade. “You’re just saying that because you love me.”

Even though I meant every word, I doubted I could so easily convince her. Insanely beautiful women surrounded us and all of them oozed confidence. Objectively, Becca was the most beautiful and, soon enough, the rest of the country would agree with me.

“I love you because of your wonderful qualities,” I said.

Her needless worry only made her more adorable. Becca looked amazing and ready for the competition. She wore her dark hair down where it flowed over her shoulders in glossy waves that perfectly offset her porcelain complexion. Her modest sun dress covered just enough of her spectacular figure to draw the eye without making her look like a slut. A hint of her plump cleavage teased the top of her scooped neckline, and the delicate pink material highlighted the curves of her hourglass hips. She was deliciously thick in all the right places, and the looks she drew from the fans and other contestants confirmed they thought the same.

Becca clung to my hand like a life preserver caught in the storm. “Why do the other girls have so many people following them around?”

Most of the other contestants had a small entourage at their back, with at least one person, but usually more, recording with their phones.

“It’s for their social media. Do you want me to record you?”

Becca’s eyes widened. “Gosh, no. That’s embarrassing.”

I smiled and resisted the urge to lean over and kiss her. After all, I was playing the part of her gay chaperon. We were already pushing our luck with our overtly intimate hand holding.

Becca had over thirty-thousand social media followers without even trying. She consistently posted but shared nothing racier than her work uniform. Despite the constant prodding from Lillie and Jenna, Becca never put a lot of effort into growing her audience.

“Jenna coached you on this. Remember?”

She flashed me a nervous smile. “You know I don’t enjoy drawing attention to myself.”

I chuckled. “I know that, and you know that, but the world doesn’t. It could give you a leg up in the pageant.”

Becca shot me a withering look. “I competed in my first pageant when I was thirteen-years-old at the county fair for scholarship money. It was never about getting people to notice me.”

I wanted nothing more than to pull her into a reassuring hug, but with all the eyes on us, I didn’t want to risk it. “Relax. I’m on your side.”

I respected Becca’s tenacity, and her history backed it up. She had a healthy level of self-esteem, empathy for others, and plenty of humility. She was the polar opposite of a narcissist.

Even though Jimmy and Gretta had promised to cover all of Becca’s education and living expenses, Becca herself wanted to pay for as much as she could on her own. She had succeeded by winning pageant after pageant up to and including Miss Illinois. She used her winnings to pay for all four years of college. People joked about pageants being a scholarship contest, but for Becca, it was true. Between her job, a few side modeling gigs, and her beauty pageants, she had paved her own path into adulthood. All of that, and she hadn’t even tapped into the money she could earn as an influencer.

Becca sighed, stewing while she gazed around the convention floor where registration was ongoing. “This is so overwhelming.”

“Hey.” I took her chin and guided her face around to meet mine. Her green eyes wavered with doubt. “You belong here, Becca. You earned the right to compete. Don’t forget that. Besides, you have friends here. I’m sure that’s more than a lot of girls can say.”

Becca gave a weak smile. “Liv and Sophie are already here. They arrived last night.”

I gave Becca’s hand a reassuring squeeze. “Good. Let’s peel this orange one piece at a time. First, we register, then we find your friends. Okay? In the meantime, hold your head high. I’m proud of you and so is the rest of our family.”

“Thanks, Uncle Steve. I’m so glad you’re with me. This would have been so much harder without you.”

I pointed toward the registration desk ahead. “Come on. Let’s get you checked in.”

Becca walked beside me, squeezing my hand so hard I felt my bones creek. But her gaze remained steady, and she held her chest out and head high, portraying a confident young woman.

I hoped the old phrase, fake it until you make it proved true. A moment later, we arrived at the desk where an overweight, middle-aged woman with short, gray hair and glasses sat before a touch pad. Her name tag identified her as Peg.

The woman wore no smile and eyed Becca’s hand clinging to mine before a frown marred her already unappealing face. She eyed Becca first before her gaze landed on me.

“Sir, you’ll have to leave the area. The rules clearly state that parents remain off the convention floor.”

I winced and started to speak when Becca jumped in.

“He’s not my father. He’s —”

Peg cut off Becca before she could finish while the woman looked at me with contempt. “No boyfriends either.”

Anger welled in my depths and I was just about to step in, when Becca, once again, came to my rescue.

“He’s my chaperon,” Becca said, her tone curt and laced with rising anger.

Peg rolled her eyes and chuckled as if Becca were a wayward child caught with her hand in the candy bowl. “We don’t allow male chaperons. Where is your mother?”

With emphasis on the word chaperons, she cast me a look of aspersion. Who did this old Karen think she was? Fearing this exact scenario, I had carefully read the rules and regulations long before we arrived. “First, you’re wrong. The rules don’t exclude male chaperons. The pageant director can override that rule and, in fact, overrode that rule. Perhaps if you started the registration process, you might find my contestant’s name with mine listed as her chaperon. But if this will be a problem for you, I’m happy to call the pageant director to the registration table to clear up any lingering doubt.”

Beside me, Becca beamed, smiling brightly as she slid closer to me, clearly pleased.

The stern-faced old cow glared daggers at me for a long moment, then picked up her tablet and gazed at Becca. “Name.”

“Rebecca Fields,” Becca said.

Two taps later, Becca’s face popped onto the screen. She wore her Miss Illinois sash and glittery tiara.

Peg picked up the tablet so we couldn’t see the screen and ignored us while she seemed to tap through a few screens. She turned her beady red eyes on me. “What’s your name?”

“Steve Erickson,” I said.

Peg scoffed and shook her head as if in disbelief, then looked me up and down. “Says here you’re gay. I don’t believe it.”

“What I can’t believe is that you’re discriminating against me,” I said, even though we were guilty of the very thing Peg was insinuating.

Why did the gender of a chaperon matter? Why did it matter if the contestants had sex or dated men twenty-years older than them? The rules were archaic and outdated.

The most moral and honest people I knew flaunted society’s expectations of what made a person morally virtuous. Rebecca fit their mold of the wholesome, girl-next-door without parroting their bullshit religious beliefs. She was certainly more virtuous, approachable, and overall friendlier than the old crow they had picked to run the registration desk. As far as I was concerned, Peg could fuck right off.

I reached for my phone. “Let’s call the pageant director and clear this up.”

“There’s no need for that,” Peg said as she reached for the box beside her. “Who am I to uphold the standards set forth over seventy-five years ago by our founding members?”

She mumbled the last bit under her breath, and the sarcasm oozed from her words. She retrieved a large, stuffed-full manila envelope from the crate beside her. The word, Illinois, written in a sharpie, appeared on the front.

Peg set the packet down and fished inside before coming away with two key cards. She slid one to Becca and the other to me. “Those work for your room. You’re in suite number 1406 on the fourteenth floor.”

Becca picked up the key and tried her best to win Peg over with a smile. “Do you know who my roommates are?”

Peg gave her a flat look. “Other contestants.”

I wanted to smack the glasses off her face but resisted the urge. Memories of the old bitch from the B&B resurfaced. Why did Becca and I seem to attract these loonies wherever we went?

Peg returned her scowl to me. “Your job is to make sure Rebecca upholds the code of conduct set forth in the rulebook you’ll find inside.”

She turned her glare on Becca. “This means no drugs, no drinks, and no sex while you’re competing for the title of Miss United States.”

“That won’t be a problem,” Becca said.

Becca may have meant those words, but there was a reason she wanted me as her chaperon. Since she became sexually active, she had grown insatiable. We had already had sex earlier that morning before we got up to leave for the airport.

Peg turned back to face me. “Your job includes making sure Rebecca is safely inside her room before curfew. If she’s caught breaking any rules, the pageant reserves the right to disqualify her from the contest.”

“I’m aware of the rules,” I said.

Peg gave me a stone-cold glare. “We trust the chaperons to chaperon themselves. Am I clear?”

Internally, I rolled my eyes. “Am I on trial here?”

Becca snickered, and Peg returned her attention to the touch pad in front of her. “We’ve included an agenda inside the welcome packet. There’s a meet and greet this afternoon at five o’clock.” She glared up at me. “It’s for contestants only.”

“Are we done here?” I asked, having reached the end of my rope.

“There’s an app containing all this information,” Peg said, ignoring me. “You’ll find instructions in the packet. Don’t lose the packet.”

At last, we left Peg behind, and Becca sighed in relief.

Becca picked up my hand as we made our way off the convention floor. “What was her problem?”

“Me,” I said. “And her warped sense of morality.”

“I’m still a good girl,” Becca said. “I just love you so much. Is there anything wrong with that?”

“She’s jealous and bitter. Forget her,” I said. “Let’s go find your room.”

We made the short walk back to the hotel and took the elevator to the fourteenth floor. A moment later, we found Becca’s suite and walked inside.

Her suite was the size of an apartment. There was a central gathering area with a leather sectional, a bar, and a big screen TV hanging on the wall. There was a kitchen with all the basic amenities, including a sink, fridge, oven, and stove. Off the kitchen there was a dining room table and beyond that, a sliding glass door opened onto a spacious deck.

Before we could explore the rest of the suite, two women appeared from a hallway leading off to the bedrooms.

The first woman was a petite Latina who wore a sports bra and a pair of spandex shorts. Her big, perky breasts bulged from the top, forming a mound of enticing cleavage, and the shorts showcased an ass tight enough to crack walnuts.

The second woman was of Asian descent and stood a head taller than the Latina. She wore a floral print dress that ended just above her knees with a V-neck top that exposed her generous cleavage.

“Becca!” The Latina woman squealed as her entire face lit up. She darted across the room and lunged into Becca’s arms.

“I asked for them to put us together, but we weren’t sure,” she said, talking a million miles an hour. “The lady at the check-in was so rude and she wouldn’t tell us anything. How was your flight? Are you hungry? Wait until you see our room. It has an amazing view.”

The Asian woman was no less excited as she pranced forward and wrapped her arms around both women. They jumped excitedly, squealing and laughing while I leaned against the nearby leather sectional and soaked it all in.

“We’re going to have so much fun. Have you seen the pool yet?” It was the Asian woman’s turn, and she spoke as rapidly as her Latina friend. “Oh, and you totally need to check out the buffet.”

Both women were bubbly, bouncy, perky, and as hot as you might expect from a pair of Miss United States contestants. The three of them fell into chatter, giggles, and lots of bouncing up and down, all while experiencing a level of joy I was certain I had never achieved in my forty-two years on Earth.

They ignored me completely, which I didn’t mind in the slightest. Becca looked happier than she had since we arrived and finally seemed at ease. She had found her tribe, and I could rest a little easier at night knowing she had these two to fall back on.

It was the Latina who noted me first. She shot furtive glances in my direction before seeming compelled to break their reunion.

“Becca, are you going to introduce us to your friend?” The Latina woman asked. “How did you get a guy up here, anyway? This place is like a vault.”

Becca jumped and spun around to face me. “I’m sorry, baby. I completely forgot.”

The Asian woman turned to face me, wearing a look of concern that surprised me. “Becca, he’s your boyfriend? You know he can’t be here. If they catch you with him in your room, they’ll kick you out of the competition.”

“Relax,” Becca said. “I’ve got it covered.”

She crossed the room and stood beside me before picking up my hand. “Ladies, this is my Steve.”

The Latina woman’s eyes bulged. “This is him? Oh my, God. He’s hot.”

The Asian woman elbowed her friend. “God, Sophie. Don’t be so rude.”

I chuckled and extended my hand to the petite Latina. “Nice to meet you. I’m Steve. I’m also Becca’s chaperon.”

The Latina woman, who I assumed was Sophie, stepped forward and shook my hand. “Nice to meet you. I’m Sophia Garcia, also known as Miss Texas. But you can call me Sophie. Only my mom calls me Sophia. Well, my dad does too and so do my aunts and uncles and my cousins. That’s a lot of people.” She giggled and shrugged as her brown eyes lit up. “Anyway, you can call me Sophie.”

She was a whirlwind, and I was hooked. Despite my best intentions, my gaze darted to the bronze cleavage bursting from her tight sports bra.

“Sophie it is,” I said.

As she stared me up and down, the Asian woman’s eyes bulged. She grinned at Becca. “He’s your chaperon? That’s so dope. How did you pull that off?”

“I spoke with the pageant director and convinced her,” Becca said.

“How?” The Asian woman couldn’t take her eyes off me, sizing me up and down like a prize bull. “If I tried to tell them Derek was my chaperon, they would have laughed me off the call.”

“I convinced her that Steve is a homosexual,” Becca said.

Sophie’s eyes widened. “You lied to the pageant director? Are you crazy?”

Before this went any further, I felt compelled to insert myself into their conversation. “I have no ill intentions here. My job is to act as Becca’s chaperon, and I intend to honor that obligation.”

I extended my hand to the Asian woman. “By the way, I didn’t catch your name.”

“That’s my bad,” Becca said. “I’m horrible at introductions.”

“No worries,” the Asian woman said. “I’m Olivia Lee, AKA, Miss California. But I don’t let it go to my head.”

There was a sarcastic edge to her tone that came off as funny and endearing. I liked her. Of course, who wouldn’t like a funny, witty woman who with a knockout body and a face to match?

“Liv has almost a million followers. Can you believe that?” Sophie said.

Liv rolled her eyes. “Not on my finsta, which is where you’ll find the actual me.”

In all my years, I never imagined a scenario that would land me in a room alone with three Miss United States contestants. Not to mention that all three states, Illinois, Texas, and California, routinely battled for the top prize. I could see why. Both women were absolutely stunning.

“Sophie and Liv are literally my best friends,” Becca said. “I’ve known them since I was thirteen when we started hitting the regional pageant circuits.”

“How did the three of you get assigned to the same room?” I asked.

“We all put in the request,” Liv said. “They said they would do their best to accommodate. Here we are.”

“And we’re going to have so, so, so much fun!” Sophie said, jumping up and down, causing her tight rack to bounce and jiggle.

“I still can’t believe the director agreed to let Steve be your chaperon,” Liv said. “But, with eye candy like him around, I’ll hardly complain.”

“Don’t let Derek hear you say that,” Sophie said before turning to face me. “Derek is her boyfriend. He has some jealousy issues.”

Dating Becca and her sisters for a couple of months provided me with a unique insight into what Liv’s boyfriend must have experienced. When we were out and about, men constantly hit on them. Strange men approached, leered at, coveted, and even became hostile when the girls didn’t reciprocate their advances. Jealousy was a natural reaction, although I had never felt jealous. Becca could have picked any man in the world she wanted, and she picked me. The same went for Lillie, Jenna, Queen, and Annika.

Becca laced her fingers in mine and pushed herself up against me. “Steve never gets jealous. If anything, I’m the one who gets jealous.”

“I can see why,” Sophie said. “I bet your sisters really love him.”

Her knowing smile and sheepish grin told me that these ladies were aware of the whole harem thing, but I wasn’t comfortable broaching that subject.

“Well,” I said, then cleared my throat. “I’ve done my duty as a chaperon. I’ll let the three of you catch up while I go unpack.”

Becca spun me around to face her, then drew me into a long kiss. She came away, her green glimmering with heat. “Thank you for everything. I can’t wait for you to get to know my friends much, much better.”


Chapter thirty-four
Splish Splash


With my room only two floors below Becca’s, I arrived at my door a short elevator ride later. I expected to find the place empty, assuming that Lillie and Annika had made a beeline for the pool. That gave me time for a nap before I met up with Becca and escorted her to the contestant meet and greet.

The suite’s modest living room was empty, but the TV was on, and a couple of half-empty water bottles sat on the coffee table. I found the remote and killed the TV before making my way to the bedroom.

The bedroom door was half open and as I grew closer, the hiss of a running shower tuned me in to the girl’s presence. Maybe they weren’t in a rush after all. Were they waiting for me? Whatever the case, it looked like the nap would have to wait. I grinned as I pushed open the bedroom door.

A single king-sized bed dominated the space. Lillie and Annika’s suitcases were open and stretched out across the bed. Twin piles of bikinis sat beside each suitcase. Had I missed a show? And why were the girls showering before they went to the pool? There was only one way to find out.

I crossed the bedroom and the sounds of female voices broken with the occasional giggle rose over the shower’s steady hiss. The door was wide open, and I stepped inside.

The two legendary beauties stood under a stream of hot water. Steam billowed around their naked bodies, glistening with water and lathered with soap suds.

The massive walk-in shower had twin showerheads and looked more like a locker room than a private bathroom. A floor-to-ceiling glass wall and door fronted the tiled shower stall, offering an unfettered view of their bouncing boobs and jiggling asses.

The nap could wait. Neither Lillie nor Annika had noticed my entrance, offering me a great opportunity for a little fun at their expense. With their backs facing me, I crept back into the bedroom and quickly disrobed, shucking off my shirt and tossing aside my pants and briefs.

Naked and already hard, I tiptoed into the bathroom and approached the shower door with the stealth of a ninja assassin.

“You should totally wear the white one,” Lillie said as she lathered her springy tits with a layer of body wash. “He would love you in that bikini.”

“But the black one shows more flesh, and he loves my boobs,” Annika said, as she cupped her round D-cups and forced them together, producing a mountain of spellbinding cleavage.

Lillie rolled her eyes. “Trust me, the white bikini will have him drooling.”

I grinned as I silently opened the shower door and stepped inside.

“Someone called maintenance about a leaky shower,” I said, speaking over the water’s droning hiss.

The girls squealed and jumped like a couple of porch cats caught under a rocking chair. They whirled around to face me, eyes wide and mouths open. Using their arms and hands, they tried and mostly failed to cover their well-endowed bodies.

I chuckled and stood before them, resting my hands on my hips as I surveyed the wreckage. “Surprise.”

Lillie simultaneously grinned and glared before she stepped forward and smacked me on my muscled chest. “You jerk. You scared us.”

With her hands on her hips and her soapy tits jiggling, Lillie lost the grin along with her inhibition. Soap suds and water flowed over the little blonde firecracker’s perfect breasts while her pussy had all the signs of a fresh shave.

Annika sank back against the shower wall and dropped her hands, giving me a front-row seat of her slippery wet tits and equally smooth pussy. “Are you trying to give us a heart attack?”

“Just your friendly neighborhood gay chaperon having a little fun in between his duties,” I said.

Lillie’s waterlogged hair spilled over her shoulders and clung to her back. Her blue eyes flared with a fire intensity that drew me like a kitten to creamer. Her bubble gum lips shone under the shower’s overhead lights, and she stepped forward, grabbing hold of my stiff cock in both of her petite hands. She squeezed and gazed at me threateningly. “Do it again and I’ll ruin your chance for offspring.”

I chuckled and leaned forward, kissing her on the lips while I helped myself to her soapy breasts, thumbing her nipples as my cock thickened in her hand.

“I already have offspring,” I said. “You would only ruin your chances for offspring.”

Lillie furrowed her brow as if thinking, then turned a harsh glare on me. “Maybe you should be nice to me while I have your dick in both hands.”

Annika pushed herself off the wall and stepped forward, eyeing my cock greedily before she ran her palms over my chest. Unlike Lillie, she seemed to take the encounter in stride, appearing more interested in fucking me than squeezing my dick off.

Her blue eyes simmered with desire and her glistening brown hair hung straight down her back. Water cascaded over her lush breasts and flowed in rivulets over her washboard tummy.

“Gay chaperon, huh? I think we need to put that theory to the test,” Annika said.

My sizzling hot sis-in-law turned to Lillie, smirking. “What do you think, Lill? If the pageant committee knew they had a straight man in their midst, they might pull the plug on this would-be pervert.”

Lillie stroked my thickening cock between her hands and swirled her thumb over my sensitive tip and around to my glans, causing my cock to kick inside her delicate grip. She smiled at Annika. “I agree. Our contribution will provide the pageant a real service.”

Annika reached down and fondled my balls, leveling me with her soul crushing blue eyes. “We’re like junior detectives. It’s our civic duty.”

Lillie giggled as her faux anger dissipated. “This might even call for a citizen’s arrest.”

The blonde sex kitten rose on her tiptoes and nibbled my bottom lip before leaning in for an open-mouthed French special. Our tongues danced together before Lillie backed off and lowered herself to her flat feet.

“Hey now,” I said, grinning. “Maybe we can cut a deal?”

Annika frowned and tapped her finger on her chin as if thinking. “Since you’re already as hard as a Chinese finger puzzle and you scared the hell out of us, I think we might come to an arrangement. Lillie, thoughts?”

A wicked grin tugged Lillie’s lips. “I think our little impostor needs to fuck us both until we can’t walk, then spend the afternoon taking care of us, poolside.”

“He can wait on us hand and foot,” Annika said. “I want a frozen daiquiri and a foot rub. What about you?”

Lillie kept up the pressure, jerking me off as she kept her eyes glued on mine. “I’m a tequila gal, so I’ll have a margarita. Daddy can serve me while I allow him to coat every inch of my body with sunscreen.”

Lillie had been on a daddy kick lately. They both had as if they had conspired. “That’s hardly a punishment,” I said, glancing between them while I wore a shit-eating grin. “But if the court demands it, then I plead guilty to all charges.”

Annika giggled while Lillie released my cock and turned around, presenting me with her high, tight ass. She spread her legs just to reveal her swollen pink slit glistening between her cheeks. With her hands planted against the shower wall, she glanced back over her shoulder at me. “In that case, fuck me, daddy.”

Her juicy tits wobbled beneath her chest, glossy with water and soapsuds. My cock twitched, suddenly exposed to the steam and heat billowing from the hissing shower.

“Buckle up, buttercup,” I said. “Let’s play a round of pregnancy roulette.”

I stepped forward, took Lillie’s hips in hand, and slipped my cock between her ass cheeks. I skewered her sweet pink meat with my hard tip and dug into the slippery crevice between her spread open legs.

Annika giggled and came around behind me. She flattened her naked body against my backside and the warmth from her silky smooth flesh flowed through me, making my loins ache for release. Her hard nipples carved into the soft flesh below my shoulder blades before she circled her arms around my chest and caressed my pecs with her open palms.

“Save some for me,” Annika said. “We’re both playing with live rounds.”

Lillie shifted her stance, further spreading her legs apart, offering me unfettered access to her sweet little honey hole. Her ass barely jiggled as soapy water cascaded over her tanned flesh and drizzled down her sculpted thighs.

I leaned forward slightly, cock in hand, and ran my knob along her slippery treasure trail, eliciting sensual moans from the buxom blonde beauty.

Annika ran one hand over my chest and slid the other lower, gliding over my stomach until she reached my stiff cock. She circled her hand around my shaft and squeezed as she mashed her breasts into my back and kissed me high on the neck, just below my ear. As I glided my tip up and down Lillie’s wet pussy, Annika stroked my shaft and sucked my neck, letting her tongue swirl over my flesh.

The onslaught of exquisite pleasure came at me from all angles, and I shivered as a jolt of primal pleasure rippled up and down my spine.

As she pressed her ass into my cock, Lillie’s face contorted with pleasure, as if urging me to sink my cock inside her.

“God, daddy. Please put it in me,” Lillie said.

Lillie’s words came out in a breathless slur as she gazed at me over her shoulder, her eyes begging me to fuck her. As she ground her hips in a clockwise swirl, her legs wobbled beneath her, and my cock slipped into her slippery folds.

I cupped Lillie’s bare ass in both hands and pried her cheeks apart, gazing at the perfection of her tight pink slit. Even after our countless sexual encounters, the sight of her exquisite pussy never got old.

With a subtle shift of my hips, I slipped inside her and pushed my cock halfway deep before pleasure and resistance conspired to halt me in my tracks.

“Fuck,” I said, hissing out the word.

The struggle was real. Adrenaline spiked in my veins, and my hands trembled where I squeezed her ass flesh between my open fingers while pleasure assaulted my psyche in waves. It was the same every time I fucked her. The way she squeezed my cock with her vaginal muscles, the sound of her throaty moans, and the visual feast of her spectacular body were all too much. She had a body built for sin, and I was her helpless thrall.

I fought a violent urge to come, and paused for a moment, giving the sensation a moment to recede while I adjusted to her breathtakingly tight cunt.

Lillie knew the effect she had on me and smirked at me over her shoulder. She pushed her hips backward, forcing me deep into her velvety smooth depths.

She moaned while my toes curled, and I clenched my jaw, staving off the inevitable release. It was hard enough lasting longer than a minute fucking a beauty like Lillie Fields, but adding Annika into the mix was a recipe for an ego destroying disaster. How could I possibly please them both? Maybe this was a threesome too far.

As my cock swelled inside Lillie’s pussy, stretching and pulsing, Annika came around to my side, her warm, soapy tits gliding over my chest as she came.

For a moment, I gazed into Annie’s beautiful blue eyes and drank in her perfect-ten face. Then I leaned into her as she perched on her tiptoes. Our lips met and our tongues flashed together, swimming and exploring as Annika moaned into my mouth.

Lillie rocked forward and backward, squeezing my cock deep inside her as she drew me in and out, fucking me with a slow, even rhythm.

I continued my torrid kiss with Annika and shifted my hips in time with Lillie’s rocking motion. With every gentle slap, I bottomed out inside her and Lillie grunted, telegraphing her pleasure.

The water droned, and the steam curled around the three of us. I picked up the pace, thrusting my cock as Lillie’s ass bounced off my hips.

Annika broke off our kiss and glided forward, seeming intent on giving equal attention to her harem sister.

This left me free to focus on pounding Lillie’s twenty-year-old pussy into submission. I shifted my gaze, surveying the wonderland of soapy curves and slippery flesh stretched out before me.

Lillie rested her elbows on the shower wall, bracing herself as my hammering thrusts set her tanned flesh jiggling. Soap and water trailed over her wondrous side boobs where they jiggled and swayed beneath her chest.

I pitched my weight forward and powered into Lillie’s pussy with deep, hammering thrusts. Our bodies slapped together, and shock waves reverberated over Lillie’s tight ass. Hazy pleasure clouded my brain and my stiff grunts rose above the twin showerheads’ droning hiss.

I picked up Lillie’s slippery tits, one in each hand, and squeezed them, filling my palms while I tweaked her hard nipples between my thumb and forefinger.

Annika leaned in and found Lillie’s waiting lips with hers. Their tongues slipped together as Lillie’s moans and broken grunts filled Annika’s mouth.

I plowed into the fertile blonde, my cock sizzling while pleasure warped my sex addled brain. Again and again, I bottomed out, plumbing her inner depths as I relentlessly pounded her pussy.

As an orgasm swelled in the back of my brain, Lillie’s leg wobbled beneath her. She broke off the kiss with Annika and pitched her head back as she groaned with pleasure.

Lillie cried out in ecstasy. “Daddy, I’m coming. Don’t stop, don’t stop!”

Her pussy tightened around my cock, spasming in micro-bursts as her body shuddered. Her words turned into a garbled mess, and she seemed on the brink of collapse just as my orgasm hit me like a runaway freight train.

My vision flashed white, and my cock jumped inside her. The mountainous weight of a major orgasm crashed into my consciousness like an avalanche. I grunted as my balls contracted and spouted a massive load of sperm-laden cum deep into Lillie’s fertile womb.

She took it all, milking my cock with her spasming pussy as I came, again and again, filling the sizzling hot blonde with a shocking amount of jizz.

Annika stood under the shower, her eyes locked on my spasming cock as I emptied my balls inside her best friend. There was as much disappointment as lust shimmering in her beautiful blue eyes. She thought I had depleted myself before I could give her equal pleasure.

She was oh so wrong. Living the harem life had gifted me with supernatural sexual stamina and recovery. All summer long, I had sex at least three times a day every day. On the weekends, those numbers skyrocketed, sometimes reaching six or seven times sessions among my many wives. Even after a marathon session with Becca that morning, Annie had nothing to fear.

As I emptied the last of my load into Lillie’s depths, the petite blonde seemed completely spent. I slid my cock from Lillie’s pussy and gazed in fascination at a sight that always warmed my heart.

A stream of jizz bubbled from Lillie’s ravaged hole. A thick trail of sticky spunk leaked from her pussy before dripping onto the marble tile below. Lillie heaved for breath as she sank to her knees, then turned over and leaned her back against the wall.

Annika gazed between Lillie and my stiff cock, still leaking cum, and chewed on her lower lip before meeting my eyes, wearing a look of nervous apprehension.

“That was a lot of cum,” Annika said.

She stood before me, her eyes hungry for release. Her slick brown hair ran straight over her shoulders and down her back, glistening under the steam and warm canned lighting. With the face of an angel and pouty pink lips built for cock sucking, her beauty surpassed every contestant soon to compete for the title of Miss United States. Rivulets of soapy water cascaded over her round, lush breasts while more trailed over her washboard abs. Her perfectly proportioned hips gave way to a round, springy ass that was both big and tight. After spending dozens of hours with my face buried between her cheeks, I knew every nook and cranny and every secret spot where just the right touch sent her spiraling into orgasmic ecstasy. With a body straight out of a Maxim spread, my desire for Annika Masters knew no bounds.

During the week we spent on the island, we had sex dozens of times in every imaginable position, and I came away hungry for more. She was the chocolate sauce on the dessert that was my life, and my cock responded.

Rock hard, my cock twitched as steamy water cascaded over my body, and a hunger stirred deep in my loins. I eyed the brown-haired stunner with a hunger she knew intimately well.

“If you’re worried he can’t go again, don’t be,” Lillie said. “The man has the stamina of a thoroughbred racehorse. He can fuck and keep on fucking until dawn.”

As Annika eyed her friend, a twinge of hope sparked in her eye. Then her eyes met mine, and she smiled. “It’s like being back on the island.”

Lillie chuckled as she eyed her friend. “It’s a miracle you aren’t already pregnant.”

“That was a safe week for me,” Annika said. “This week isn’t. In fact, I’m ovulating.”

Lillie grinned. “That makes two of us. But we’ve played Russian roulette every month all summer long.”

Annika gazed at Lillie. “You might be pregnant right now?”

“Maybe,” Lillie said. “We’ve had sex six or seven times this week.”

“Eight,” I said. “The last time was in Bee’s bathroom two days ago.”

Lillie frowned. “That was the seventh time.”

“The seventh time was in the woods between our houses. I fucked you under that oak tree.”

Lillie smiled and nodded. “That’s right.” She looked at Annika and shrugged. “With any luck, I’ll be pregnant before we land back in Chicago.”

“I’m hoping the same,” Annika said.

“Judging by the look in daddy’s eyes, he wants a piece of Annie pie,” Lilly said.

Lillie was right. Talk was useless. It was time to show Annika why she had nothing to fear. I stepped forward and wrapped my arms around Annie’s slender waist, drawing her toward me before settling my palms on her soapy ass.

Annika gazed up at me, her eyes wide and brimming with anticipation. She reached for my cock and wrapped her hands around my shaft, gently fondling me as a slight smile creased her perfect lips.

I leaned into her, and we kissed. With steam billowing all around us, our lips parted, and our tongues swam together.

My head swirled with lust as I savored the sensation of Annie’s nimble fingers stroking and coaxing my cock to hardness. I deepened the kiss and sucked her tongue in my mouth as I squeezed her ass in both hands. She was a drug, addictive and all-consuming. Her stunning beauty left me reeling, and I still couldn’t believe she was mine. She intoxicated me on a level I never dreamed possible, and I ached for her every moment we were apart.

A hint of cherry coated her tongue, and the scent of her familiar lavender shampoo left my head spinning. I checked my grip on her ass, taking care to palm each cheek before effortlessly lifting her off her feet.

Annika didn’t resist. As if sensing my intention, she released my cock and coiled her arms around my shoulders and neck without her tongue ever leaving my mouth.

I rested her back against the tiled wall while Annie wrapped her long legs around my waist and drew me in. Together, we broke off the kiss and our eyes met.

She furrowed her brow and chewed her lip before gazing down at the monstrosity pressed against her swollen pussy. Her springy breasts, slippery with soap, jiggled and bounced as she shifted into position. As they glided over my chest, her hard nipples sank into my skin, igniting inside me a fresh wave of fiery lust and a powerful urge to be inside her.

Annika gazed into my eyes, her expression one of innocence and wonder. “Fuck me, daddy.”

Like Lillie, the roleplay of the naughty, insatiable step-daughter was one of her favorites. I grinned at her, then leaned in, finding her already open mouth with mine. I nibbled playfully on her lower lip before our tongues twined together, hot and hungry. As depraved as it was, that phrase lit in fire in my belly. It was an agreed upon trigger phrase shared among the harem wives, including Angie, who enjoyed playing the role as much as the rest of them.

Lillie giggled from where she sat watching us. “She wants your fat cock inside her, daddy. Show her want a good girl she’s been.”

My cock pulsed against her sweet pink lips, seeming too big to fit inside such a tight little pussy. I gazed into Annika’s eyes. She wore an expression of pure innocence that made me crave her in the deepest recesses of my wanton soul. “You’ve been a good girl?”

Annika bit her lower lip and nodded, feigning a look of naivety. “I’ve been the best girl for you, daddy.”

That lilt of her French-American accent coming from a body built for sin nearly wrecked me. I gazed into her eyes as I cupped her entire ass in one hand and used the other to slide my knob up and down her slippery pink slit, making sure she was wet enough to take me inside her.

Annika swiveled her hips, working my tip up and down her velvety soft pussy, all the while keeping her eyes locked on mine.

“Did you take your birth control pill?” I asked.

We both knew she hadn’t, but this was part of the fantasy. Annika wanted to get pregnant. We had discussed the topic many times, and the only surprise was that I hadn’t already impregnated her.

Lillie giggled again, knowing full well that Annika, just like her, wasn’t using any form of contraception.

Annika frowned as if she had done something wrong. “Maybe I forgot.”

I continued stroking her pussy with my swollen knob as Annika’s expression softened. She ground her hips and softly moaned, as if willing me to slip inside her.

“You know daddy can’t control himself around you,” I said. “What if daddy gets you pregnant?”

Lillie giggled, and I shot her a sideways glare. The little blonde troublemaker had recovered enough to slide her fingers over her clit from where she watched us, sitting propped up against the shower wall.

Annika moaned and rolled her hips upward until my tip slipped inside her tight little hole. She shuddered in my arms and her chest heaved as her pussy contracted around my heavy knob.

Annika often came from penetration. Today was no exception. The orgasm wasn’t powerful, but with all the buildup, it came as no surprise.

I gave her a moment to collect herself and gazed at her as if awaiting an answer.

She smiled at me in a way that almost broke character before she pulled herself together. Her expression changed back to that of the innocent virgin on the verge of being defiled.

“If I get pregnant, I’ll be the best mommy ever. We can run away and raise the baby together. Just you and me.”

Lillie giggled again, louder this time, and I shot her a second warning glare before returning my attention to Annika. With my tip resting just inside her, and my cock pulsing with anticipation, I resisted the urge to thrust upward and skewer the nubile beauty.

Annika ignored her best friend and kept her attention focused entirely on me. Her expression remained a picture of unspoiled innocence. She was fully committed to her character.

I inched deeper, eliciting a moan from Annika as an expression of tortured pleasure swept over her face. Her pussy quivered around my shaft, and her half-lidded eyes shone with primitive lust.

“What will your mother say?” I asked. “We can’t keep a baby bump hidden forever.”

Annika pumped her hips and squeezed my cock inside her tight pussy. She tightened her grip around my neck and locked her ankles behind my back as if preparing to pull me into her sweet, sinful depths.

“We’ll get married, daddy. Just you, me, and sissy,” she said, finally sparing a glance and a smile for Lillie, who watched us with her finger buried knuckled deep in her pussy.

“Oh, that’s so naughty,” Lillie said. “You’ve got one twisted mind, Annie.”

Annika giggled, breaking character, if only slightly, until she focused her attention on me.

“Should I get sissy pregnant, too?” I asked, sparing Lillie a conciliatory grin.

Annika bobbed her head up and down, her eyes wide and innocent. “You can stick it in me whenever you want.”

I chuckled, and Lillie burst out laughing. Annika finally broke character and leaned in to kiss me.

When she came away, her eyes burned with lust. “Enough teasing. Fuck me hard like you did to Lillie.”

With my eyes fixated on Annie’s exquisite face, I thrust upward and impaled her with a stiff grunt.

Annika squeezed with her vaginal muscles, sucking me in deep, then clamped down, igniting a fury of lust that made my legs quiver beneath me. My head swam with delirious pleasure as Annie’s springy breasts jiggled and her hard nipples pressed into my chest.

“You two will rip my dick off before we leave Vegas,” I said, trying to talk through the adrenaline spiking inside me.

“What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas,” Lillie said.

“That doesn’t apply to my cock,” I said.

Lillie giggled, but Annika appeared lost in another world. She leaned forward and kissed me, drawing my tongue into her mouth while she pumped her hips and fucked me slow and deep.

I groaned with pleasure and clutched her ass in both hands, steadying her against the wall as I braced her for the pounding to come.

Annika ran her fingers through my hair and fucked me faster and harder, moaning into my mouth, tits bouncing as the moment intensified.

Lillie’s moans came from beside me and I knew she was buzzing her clit without even having to look.

Then I let loose. I started with a slow, deep thrust, drawing my cock back, then slamming deep inside Annika with a stiff grunt.

Annika broke off the kiss and met my gaze, her blue eyes hazy with lust. “Fuck me, baby. Fuck me harder.”

I took her words as a personal challenge and drew my hips back before plowing into her again with a violent thrust. Again and again, I hammered Annika’s pussy, pinning her to the wall as her moans rose, broken by her stiff grunts.

Annika rested her back against the wall and tightened her legs around my waist, deepening my penetration with every jarring thrust. Her tits bounced, slapping together as our bodies collided and the steam billowed around us.

Her eyes lost focus, and she moaned between stiff grunts, losing herself as my muscles strained and my cock sizzled inside her.

Another orgasm, even bigger than the first, roiled in the back of my brain, begging for release. Her scent enveloped me, and her soft curves and tight pussy were simply too much. The hard fucking had reached a crescendo, and I just needed to hold out a little longer.

“Oh, fuck! I’m coming so fucking hard,” Annika said, moaning as she pushed her hips forward and buried my cock to the hilt.

Annika’s eyes rolled back in her head and her pussy spasmed, milking my cock as her legs twitched and her body shuddered.

I released my internal resistance and let my orgasm consume me. The world tilted sideways as a monstrous orgasm crashed into my consciousness. I leaned into Annika, driving as deep as I could before I exploded inside her, spraying milky geysers of sticky cum into her unprotected womb.

Annika pulled herself off the wall and hugged her body to mine, her cunt squirming around my pulsing manhood. She buried her nose behind my ear and kissed me as she milked an endless flow of cum from my pumping balls.

Time froze as I emptied myself inside her. Her warm tongue swished in my ear and her breathy grunts fueled an orgasm that wrecked me to the foundation. My legs shuddered beneath me, and I held on, clutching Annie’s tight ass as I pumped her full of my virulent seed.

Annika found my mouth with hers and ground her hips, draining me dry until my orgasm faded, and a glorious emptiness filled my body.

I lowered Annika to the shower floor, where she sank back against the shower wall, resting shoulder to shoulder with Lillie. I leaned back against the glass wall across from them, heaving with exertion. My legs were spent, and my cock quickly deflated as cum oozed from my tip.

Annika sat across from me, her legs stretched out in front of her, spread eagle. A pearl of cum oozed from her pretty pink pussy and dripped onto the tile before swirling toward the drain.

“Well, you made good on your promise,” Lillie said, smiling at me as she reached over and scooped a dollop of cum off Annika’s swollen pussy.

I raised a questioning eyebrow, too tired to speak.

“You fucked us until we couldn’t walk,” she said, then dipped her finger into her mouth and sucked the cum off.

“But he still owes us the pool time,” Annika said.

“Including drinks,” Lillie said, as she grinned with satisfaction.

“You know what? I’ll change my order to a margarita,” Annika said.

“And I’ll have a nap,” I said.


Chapter thirty-five
Unsupervised


With five minutes to spare, I stepped off the elevator and headed for Becca’s room. The contestant meet and greet started soon, and as a chaperon, my duties included escorting her to and from all events.

After spending the afternoon poolside with Lillie and Annika, I’d left the two half-dressed as they prepared for dinner with Gretta and Angie. Meanwhile, Jenna messaged, asking to meet her and Queen at the hotel bar. She said she had something to discuss, and ever since, I couldn’t shake the feeling of dread that followed.

Originally, our entire clan made plans to meet for dinner except for Becca, who had pageant duties to attend. Those plans had since changed, and I didn’t know why. I pushed Lillie for an answer, but she shrugged it off, explaining that she didn’t know why. She only knew that Jenna and Queen had peeled off from the group, and she seemed surprised that I wasn’t aware of the change.

What was going on? Were they making plans behind my back? Jenna’s message was brief and to the point which wasn’t like her. She was always heavy on emojis, including hearts, kissing lips, stars, and countless others. The messages she sent me earlier in the afternoon featured full sentences, excluding acronyms I couldn’t decipher without help.

Was I overthinking the whole thing? I knew Jenna like the back of my hand and something wasn’t right. A sense of dread ate at my gut, and I paused in the corridor to re-read her text.

Jenna: Hey, can you meet Queen and me at the bar downstairs?

Me: Sure. Is everything okay?

Several minutes went by with the typing indicator, stopping and starting before she sent a brief reply.

Jenna: There’s something I need to discuss with you but not over text.

Was she ending our relationship? I couldn’t blame her for wanting off this crazy ride, even though I thought we were all in this together. Even the thought of losing her filled me with a profound emptiness that I couldn’t shake. I tried my best to push away the heavy emotions souring my mood and tucked my phone away in my pocket.

Becca needed me front and center. This was her weekend, and I was there to support her. I knocked on Becca’s door and barely a second ticked by before it swung open.

“Steve, you’re here,” Sophie said, before glancing back over her shoulder and shouting. “Come on, Becca. Let’s go.”

Sophie stood in the doorway wearing a radiant smile that perfectly matched her shiny black cocktail dress. The petite Texas beauty packed every inch of the form fitting garment with a body built from dynamite. Her deep bronze cleavage popped from the top of her dangerously low-cut neckline, fueled by springy breasts that jiggled enticingly. The Latina stunner wore no bra with hints of her side boobs visible where the material stretched to cover her beautiful breasts.

Her raven hair billowed over her shoulders in glossy waves and her brown eyes twinkled with the enthusiasm I expected from a Miss United States contestant.

At the sight of her, butterflies floated through my stomach, and I had to pull back my emotions or risk coming off as a creep. “Wow, you look amazing.”

“Thanks,” Sophie said before spinning around and showing me her backside. “Is it too short? My mom said it was too short.”

Adrenaline spiked in my veins and, without giving it a second thought, I lowered my gaze to her perky ass and soaked in her pixie perfect form. Thin straps hugged her shoulders before the dress plunged, revealing the smooth bronze flesh of her shoulders and back. The dress hovered above her ass, leaving the exposed expanse of her bare back open to my chaperon’s scrutiny. The hem of Sophie’s dress ended halfway down her toned thighs, where sheer stockings and black heels completed her sweet and slutty look.

Sophie looked amazing, and she knew it. She was teasing me, but I didn’t care. It was easy to see why she had won the Lone Star state’s top prize.

My lips were suddenly dry, and my palms were sweaty. “Too short?” My tone came out an octave too high, and I cleared my throat as heat gathered around my collar. “The dress is perfect.”

Sophie turned around to face me and breathed out a sigh of relief. “Thanks for being honest. These mixers are supposed to be for fun, but we’re judged every moment we’re here.”

The dress was borderline too short. It was a close call, but she looked so amazing I didn’t think it mattered. It turned out, Becca had some actual competition.

“That stinks,” I said. “You can’t even kick back for a meet and greet? Sounds stressful.”

She shrugged. “That’s pageant life. But it doesn’t matter. We’re all retiring after the season ends. One of us will go on to Miss World while the rest of us go home.”

That someone as young as Sophie would retire from anything seemed ludicrous. Her life was just getting started. “You’re Becca’s age?” I regretted the question as soon as it left my lips. “Sorry. That was rude of me to ask.”

Sophie laughed. “It’s fine. Believe me, I’ve heard way worse. I’m a retiree at the ripe old age of twenty-one. I can legally drink yet I’m over the hill.”

I couldn’t help myself from stealing a glance at her perfectly sculpted cleavage before quickly averting my gaze. “What are your plans once it’s all over?”

“Grad school,” Sophie said. “I’m starting a PhD program at Northwestern. I want to be a therapist and work with girls with eating disorders.”

That line of work tracked for someone who grew up competing in beauty pageants. I could only imagine what she had seen and experienced. The answer raised questions that went deeper than a quick hallway conversation. “You’ll be in our neck of the woods.”

Sophie smiled. “Exactly. I can’t wait. Becca said I could stay with her until I found someplace more permanent.”

My mind immediately devolved into a whirlwind of lecherous sexual activities featuring the pixie perfect Latina.

“That will make us neighbors,” I said.

“More like roommates,” Sophie said, flashing me a knowing grin. “Depending on the day of the week, that is.”

My cheeks flashed hot. “You’ve chatted with Becca.”

Sophie giggled. “She can’t stop talking about you. I think it’s hot.”

I frowned and couldn’t help myself from asking. “What’s hot?”

“Everything,” she said. “The fantasy of the hot pseudo-uncle who gets with his gorgeous nieces. The taboo makes it so steamy.”

My stomach dropped, then soared. She knew everything. “There is no blood relation. I’m not Becca’s uncle.”

Sophie rolled her eyes. “I’m not a prude. Like I said, it’s hot. Besides, I can keep a secret.”

Becca appeared in the open doorway, rescuing me from the line of uncomfortable conversation.

Becca wore a modest sky blue dress that conformed to her spectacular curves. Her glossy raven hair spilled over her shoulders and back, perfectly offsetting her flawless porcelain skin.

I turned my full attention to Becca. “You look beautiful.”

“Thanks, Uncle Steve,” Becca said. “Sorry to keep you waiting.”

Sophie giggled, and I winced.

Becca shrugged off Sophie’s amusement. She picked up my hand, then laced her fingers with mine before giving it a loving squeeze. “Okay. Let’s roll.”

Sophie appeared on my left and scooped up my free hand, then fell in line beside us as if she had done so a thousand times before. Becca didn’t react to Sophie’s obvious flirting, instead acting as if it were the most normal thing in the world.

“Where’s Olivia?” I asked.

“She went ahead of us. She said something about getting a jump on the competition.”

The door shut behind them, and the three of us headed for the elevators.

I stole a glance down at Sophie, my eyes drawn to her tight, plump bursting from her top. “Where is your chaperon? Shouldn’t they be here to escort you?”

The girls laughed at the same time before Sophie answered.

“The whole chaperon thing is really just on paper. It’s not 1950. We can walk ourselves to a mixer in our own hotel without supervision.”

I turned my attention to Becca, who gave me a sheepish grin.

“I wanted to see you. Is that so bad?”

Sophie tightened her grip on my hand and gazed up at me adoringly. “I, for one, love an over-protective daddy figure. You’re our real life knight in shining armor. You can chaperon me all night long and again before breakfast.”

I blushed while Becca giggled.

“Sophie. You’re incorrigible,” Becca said, drawing laughter from her Texas friend.

“Technically, my mother is my chaperon, but she’s probably two martinis deep into a slot machine by now. She and Liv’s mom do everything together.”

I escorted the ladies to a second-floor ballroom and stopped just outside where security checked badges.

Becca perched on her tiptoes and kissed me softly on the lips. “Is it okay if you come pick us up later? I mean, you don’t have to, but I’ll really miss you otherwise.”

“Try to stop me,” I said, drawing approving grins from Becca and Sophie. “Give me a fifteen minute heads up, and I’ll be here.”

Sophie stepped up to me next. Like Becca, she perched on her tiptoes and gave me a quick peck on the cheek. “Thank you for escorting us. Your chivalry makes me want to do unspeakable things to you.”

Becca laughed and pulled Sophie’s hand. “You are such a horn dog. Come on. Let’s get this over with.”

I watched them walk away. They giggled together as Becca berated Sophie for her slutty behavior. Their light-hearted banter almost made me forget about Jenna’s text. I fished my phone out of my pocket, making sure she hadn’t tried to message me.

Jenna’s text stared back at me right where I left it. She hadn’t tried to contact me.

I tapped out a message. On my way and hit send. It was time to figure out what was bothering the gorgeous blonde.


Chapter thirty-six
Butterflies and Rockets


In the hotel bar, Queen and Jenna sat at a cocktail table flanked by a pair of middle-aged men standing beside each of them. Clear drinks in cocktail glasses sat before them, each decorated with a lemon wedge and a swizzle stick. That the men were hitting on them wasn’t new or surprising. I’d long since grown accustomed to the sight of men falling all over themselves to impress any of my brood. Vegas was no different.

As I drifted closer, Queen tilted her head back and feigned laughter. The man beside her grinned with satisfaction while swirling his whiskey on the rocks and staring at Queen’s impressive cleavage.

While Queen looked amused, Jenna wasn’t having nearly as much fun. The curvy blonde gazed into the bottom of her drink glass, swirling the straw as if avoiding conversation.

It was easy to see why the pair had attracted the men’s attention. They were glammed up and dressed for a night out on the town.

Queen wore a slinky black dress with crisscross straps cutting over her shoulders and back. Her V-shaped neckline rode low, revealing the tight swell of her modest cleavage. The hours she had spent sunning by the pool resulted in a golden tan that lent her a magnetic radiance that turned heads. She let her red hair flow freely over her shoulders and down her back. Unbound and lightened by the sun, her lustrous mane shimmered under the lounge’s murky lamplight.

Jenna wore a sleeveless, beige one piece dress that hugged every inch of her incredible figure. As a result, her ass, hips, and her breasts popped with mouthwatering satisfaction. Unlike Queen, Jenna’s neckline remained high and tight, leaving her cleavage hidden from view. But the way the dress conformed to her breasts, showcased their natural size. The dress’s hemline ended high on her upper thighs, barely covering her ass while revealing miles of her toned legs while hugging an ass built in the gym.

After a summer under the sun, Jenna’s hair had turned golden blonde, turn her into a virtual clone of her little sister. Even I had to blink to make sure I wasn’t looking at Lillie.

As one man engaged Queen in conversation, the other leered at Jenna’s breasts with craven desire. The man’s salt and pepper hair and age lined face placed him squarely in his mid to late fifties.

For whatever reason, that fact annoyed me more than anything else, and anger welled in my gut. I would have loved to deck the guy, but I couldn’t blame him for shooting his shoot. Was it jealousy? That was part of it for sure, but the man felt like a predator. Did that make me a predator too?

I shook the thought away. On countless occasions, Jenna had made her feelings for me clear. Why was I doubting that now? The thought of losing her made me feel physically sick. I couldn’t shake the tone of her text. It was just so ominous.

From where I entered the lounge, the ladies couldn’t see me unless they turned and looked toward the bar. Curiosity got the better of me, and I wanted to hear more of their conversation. I took advantage of the situation and crept close enough so I could overhear.

As Jenna remained silent and sullen, Queen spoke loud enough for her voice to carry to the bar.

“Sorry, they don’t allow us to wander off with strange men. The pageant has strict rules against that sort of behavior.”

“Oh, come on,” the man talking to Jenna said. “Me and my friend just want to splurge on you two a little. You’ll stroke our ego, letting us show off with a couple of Miss United States contestants. We can hit the casinos and let the night take us where it will.”

“Dude, we have a competition tomorrow,” Queen said. “Thanks for the drinks, but the answer is no.”

The man sighed. “Can you at least put on your Miss Illinois sash and take a picture with us? You owe us for the drinks.”

“I’m Miss Indiana,” Queen said, her voice rising with annoyance. “She’s Miss Illinois and we don’t owe you jack shit. We were sitting here minding our own business until you two made our business your business.”

“What about you, blondie?” The other man said, addressing Jenna.

For the first time, Jenna spoke. “Even if I was single, which I’m very much not, I wouldn’t give either of you the time of day. Please leave before I call security.”

I grinned and took that as my cue. I pushed myself away from the bar and strode into view.

As I stepped in beside Jenna, a wide smile split Queen’s exquisite face while Jenna’s blue eyes lit up.

I placed my hand on Jenna’s lower back and glared at the middle-aged cranks hitting on my girls. “Gentlemen, do we have a problem?”

“You the boyfriend?” The man who was hitting on Queen asked.

Queen curled her arm around mine before entwining her fingers in mine. She pulled me into a fast, tongue fueled kiss before leering at the man. “He is our boyfriend.”

Jenna inched closer and leaned into me while I curled my arm around her waist and placed my palm high on her hip.

The pair of men gaped at us, eyes bulging and jaws slack. Queen’s suitor shook his head and chuckled with defeat. “Some guys have it so fucking easy.”

Queen wrapped her arms around my chest and sighed with satisfaction. “It’s because he has a giant cock. I can assure you, when he takes me to pound town, there’s nothing easy about it.”

Jenna giggled, and the man hitting on Queen simmered, glaring at me with a mixture of hate and jealousy.

“Come on, Ron,” the second man said. “Let’s hit the casino.”

The men disappeared, leaving the three of us alone.

I turned my full attention on Queen. “You’re Miss Indiana?”

Queen laughed and Jenna smiled brightly, even as a hint of sadness touched her eyes.

“Just spinning tales, baby,” Queen said. “I’ve got to stay sharp to keep up.”

I eyed her up and down, before losing myself in her bright green eyes. “I’d say you’re more than keeping up.”

“That’s what I like to hear from my man.” Queen pulled me into a long, languid kiss, heavy on the tongue before she cut herself off. She gazed into my eyes and sighed. “You two have fun. I’m hooking up with Lillie and Annika.”

“Why do I get the feeling I’m being set up?” I asked.

Queen gave me one last look of longing. “I’ve got tomorrow morning reserved for just you and me. Don’t fill your dance card with another date.”

“The spot is all yours,” I said.

Queen’s eyes lingered on her best friend for a long moment, telling an entire story to which I wasn’t privy. A moment later she was gone, leaving me alone with Jenna for the first time in what felt like forever.

I turned to face Jenna and picked up her hands, cradling them in mine. A knot of worry twisted my gut. “Okay, JJ. Why the long face?”

“Queen sent you those texts, not me,” Jenna said.

I frowned, knowing full well what she meant. But I wanted to hear her say it. “What texts?”

She held my gaze, her blue eyes registering a profound sadness I’d never seen before. “The ones asking you to meet me and that we had something to discuss.”

“Clearly, she was right,” I said. “Come on. This is no place to talk. Let’s get out of here.”

I led Jenna by the hand out of the lounge and across the lobby.

She squeezed my hand tight like you would when you don’t want to lose your partner in a crowd of people. Only there wasn’t a crowd. Worry gripped me as we pushed our way outside and onto the resort’s lush tropical grounds.

Silently, we walked together, side-by-side with Jenna never letting go of my hand yet not willing to meet my eye. After we reached the relative quiet of the meandering garden, I finally spoke up.

“Let’s sit and we can talk about what’s bothering you,” I said.

Nearby, a fountain gurgled into a pool illuminated by an array of golden light. The evening air rustled, the wind twisting around us as twilight descended across the desert.

I sat on a stone bench and Jenna pushed in beside me, terrified and unwilling to let me go. I pried my hand loose from Jenna’s death grip and placed my palm on her back, soothing her with a gentle caress.

Using a soothing tone, I started. “JJ, I love you. When you hurt, I hurt. Whatever you’re going through, you can tell me.”

She gazed at me out of eyes swollen with tears. She sniffled and her lower lip trembled, as if she might burst into tears at any moment. “It’s big.”

My stomach sank with crushing despair. Through willpower alone, I stayed calm. Had she cheated on me? Was she breaking up with me? What the hell was going on with her? Our lifestyle was so farfetched that this moment seemed inevitable. Was she bowing out of the harem? That had to be it.

“No matter how big, we’ll work through it together. I love you no matter what. You know that, right?”

Jenna nodded as her lower lip trembled. “I love you too, more than anything.”

Tears rolled down her cheeks, and she seemed on the edge of a nervous breakdown.

She still loved me. That was something, right? I remained silent and gave her a moment to collect herself.

“This is hard for me to say, because I don’t want to lose you. But I don’t want to lose myself either. I’ve made promises to myself. There are things I want in life that I’m not sure you can give me.”

There it was. The moment suspended in time as my head spun out of control. She was ending our relationship. My mouth turned cotton dry, and my legs went weak with a surge of adrenaline. It felt like my world was collapsing. This was a fucking nightmare.

“What things, JJ?” I tried to steady my voice as I spoke the words.

Through broken sobs and sniffles, Jenna met my gaze, her eyes puffy and red. “When you moved out, it broke me.”

That came as a shock. We had discussed the move so many times. They had all assured me it was fine. We lived next door, and I saw them every single day. I curled my arm around her shoulder and drew her tight. “I don’t understand. You can throw rock and hit my house from yours.”

Jenna shook her head. “It’s not the same. Except for the nights we spend together, you’re not there when I wake up in the morning. I don’t see you over breakfast, lunch, or dinner unless it’s planned. Our workouts used to be organic, but that’s changed. We have to schedule every moment of time we spend together, or it doesn’t happen.”

A wave of grief consumed me. It seemed so obvious now that she had spoken the words out loud. Did Lillie and Becca feel the same way? If they did, it didn’t show. Maybe it was only a matter of time.

I drew Jenna into a hug, and she wrapped her arms around me, quietly sobbing.

“I’m sorry, baby. I didn’t even think about how the move would impact you.”

She sniffled into my shoulder, speaking between broken sobs. “I miss you so much. It feels like you don’t really love me.”

Her words hit me like a kidney punch. “I love you now more than ever. But those words don’t make it right.”

She shook her head and squeezed me tight. “I don’t want to be your side piece.”

“You are nobody’s side piece, most of all mine,” I said. “You are the main girl in our love story. It’s me who is the idiot here.”

Jenna drew back from me, meeting my gaze. “Why did you move out? Our house is big enough for you, Angie, Annika, and Max. Do you not want to live with us?”

She wanted me to move permanently into the mansion. The thought had never occurred to me. With the house so close, I didn’t think it mattered. Why wouldn’t we move into the mansion?

But there were others involved with this decision. I had to think about Angie and Annika along with Lillie, Becca, and Gretta.

“It sounds like we need a family meeting so we can set things right,” I said. “Just know that I’m not abandoning you. We’ll figure out a way to make everyone, including you, happy. If it means me moving back into the mansion, I’ll do it. I might have to share your room with you. Would that be okay?”

Jenna smiled and shook her head. “I would love that.”

I leaned in and kissed her on the lips. “I want you in my life, now and forever. Okay?”

Her smile lingered, and she nodded while I brushed the tearstains from her cheeks. “There’s something else.”

“We’re on a roll,” I said. “Let’s get everything out in the open. No secrets.”

Jenna nodded and exhaled as if releasing tension. “We’re all in such a weird relationship that I don’t even know how this works.”

I chuckled. “That makes two of us.”

Jenna smiled and her relief felt palpable. “What are your intentions for us? I mean, I know you and Angie are legally married, but that doesn’t mean I don’t want the same thing. I don’t mean right now, but sometime before our baby is born, I —”

Her eyes widened, and she gasped before covering her mouth with her hand. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to blurt that out.”

Her outburst crystallized everything, and the world snapped into focus. Jenna was pregnant. The fears of abandonment and the sudden urgency to get married made sense. She didn’t want to raise the baby alone or have me treat her like a second class wife. She was probably worried about my reaction to the news and thought I might flake out on her.

I had eagerly waited for this news and had worried that I was shooting blanks. The unprotected sex we enjoyed came with consequences. I wanted a big family, and a wellspring of joy surged inside me.

Somewhere between shocked and overjoyed, I grabbed Jenna by the shoulders and smiled. “You’re really pregnant? I mean….” I slid my fingers through my hair and met her gaze, laughing, before I pulled her into a tight hug. “We’re going to be parents.”

“You’re not mad?” She curled her arms around my shoulders and pulled me into a hug, her voice light for the first time all night.

“Mad?” I laughed again. “I’m the happiest guy in the world. I thought you were dumping me.”

Jenna laughed and smacked me playfully on the back of the head. “Dumping you? I love you, you big jerk.”

I pulled back, taking Jenna by the shoulders as I looked her up and down as if the baby might materialize out of thin air. “How far along are you?”

Jenna’s dazzling blue eyes glowed with happiness, and she beamed, her smile radiant. “I found out yesterday. Queen was there when I took the test.”

My mind flickered back to the drinks at the bar. “JJ, you can’t drink alcohol.”

Jenna rolled her eyes, leaned forward, and kissed me on the lips. “Don’t you think I know that? Those guys ordered me that drink. I didn’t touch it.”

I exhaled and nodded, unsure of where to start. “We need to find the best obstetrician, and of course, you need a proper proposal. I’m not spoiling it now. And, of course, I’ll move back. I need to take care of you, and there’s so much we need to do.”

Her eyes wet once more, but this time they were tears of joy. “You don’t know how relieved I am to hear you say that.”

Jenna flung her arms around me and pulled me into a hug, her body relaxing against me.

I held her tight and breathed in her soft, clean scent. “We need to tell Gretta and your sisters.”

Jenna pulled back and took my hands in hers. “We will, but this weekend is about Becca. I don’t want to steal the spotlight away from her.”

I nodded, too numb to speak. I was going to be a dad all over again. A goofy grin spread across my face and Jenna giggled before coming in for another kiss.

“You’re adorable and you’re taking this much better than I expected,” she said. “Queen told me I had nothing to worry about, but it got stuck in my head and everything kind of snowballed from there.”

“I was hoping for this,” I said. “I’ve always wanted a lot of kids, and you and I haven’t exactly been shy around each other. With so much unprotected sex and no pregnancy, I worried about fertility issues.”

“Don’t be surprised if I’m not the only one pregnant,” Jenna said. “It’s bound to happen, right?”

The mansion was big, but was it big enough? How would Angie take the news? We talked about this possibility. She was fine with it so long as the offspring considered her an auntie and not a grandmother.

“You think?” My smile widened. “That would be amazing.”

“I’m starving,” Jenna said. “I haven’t eaten all day, and now I’m famished. Can we… you know, spend the night with just you and me?”

I’d forgotten all about dinner. “Of course. We’ll go anywhere you want. We just need to swing by and pick up your sister when she messages me later.”

We found a bistro down the street, and while I drank wine, Jenna had sparkling water. The next hour flew by, and Jenna came alive, practically glowing as she came up with one idea after another. With her worries quelled, she chatted happily, bubbling about baby names, nursery decorations, baby showers and wedding plans.

When the message from Becca arrived, we paid our bill and left. We met Becca and Sophie outside the doors of the banquet hall at the hotel. The sisters greeted each other with a hug, and to my surprise, Jenna hugged Sophie as well, greeting her like a long-lost sister. Apparently, they already knew each other.

On the way back to the room, Sophie picked up my hand while Jenna and Becca walked ahead, chatting happily together.

Sophie’s bold move surprised me, and I glanced over at the petite beauty, my gaze, once again, drawn to the subtle bounce of her impossibly tight cleavage spilling from her top.

Sophie noticed my eyes and smirked. “You like them that much?”

My stomach dropped. “I… uhhh… sorry.”

Sophie rolled her eyes. “I’m not talking about my boobs. I’m talking about them.”

She nodded towards Becca and Jenna, walking ahead of us, hand-in-hand.

My cheeks flushed hot with embarrassment. “Becca and JJ? Of course. I love them.”

Sophie took in the sisters while she held my hand, letting the moment stretch on before she next spoke. “Jenna looks more like Lillie every time I see her. They’re practically twins. Is Lillie with you, too?”

Sophie already knew Lillie, but why wouldn’t they? If Sophie grew up competing in pageants with Becca, she would have met her sisters along the way.

“Yeah,” I said. “I know how it looks.”

“This is a judgment free zone,” Sophie said. “I think it’s hot.”

Sophie tightened her grip on my hand a little tighter and furrowed her brow, as if thinking. “I assume you believe it’s possible to love more than one person at a time?” She asked me, seeming genuinely curious about our situation.

“I know it for a fact,” I said. “If you asked me to choose one of them, I couldn’t. They’re my world.”

Sophie stared up at me, her curiosity growing. “Do they have sex with other men?”

The question was so in your face that I blanched, taken back for a moment. She didn’t have a filter, but I didn’t mind the questions. “No. They don’t.”

“Because you forbid them?”

I laughed. “They have free will, and God help me if I tried to forbid them from doing anything. I’m not a monster. It’s their choice. Were the situation reversed, I wouldn’t be so open-minded.”

“You mean if you were one of a lot of guys in Becca’s harem?”

“Yeah,” I said. “The thought of them being with another man sickens me.”

“What about other girls? I don’t mean you. I mean them. Do they fool around with the ladies?”

I frowned at Sophie. “What’s with all the questions?”

Sophie sighed. “That explanation requires more time. Can you just sate my curiosity, and I’ll promise to tell you why later?”

She seemed genuinely curious, so I obliged her with an answer. “Fine. All the women in my life, including my wife, are, at the very least, bi-curious. To answer your question, yes. They hook up with other women. All of them do.”

“And it doesn’t bother you?”

“No,” I said. “For whatever reason, I’m good with it.”

Sophie tugged on my hand and stopped me. “Wait. You’re married?”

I blushed. “With a teenage son,” I said. “How fucked up is my life?”

Sophie didn’t laugh, yet there was no judgment in her eyes either. “How many women are in your… harem?”

“Six,” I said. “Including my wife, Becca, and her sisters.”

There were seven, if I included Gretta, but I wasn’t sure she had fully committed to the lifestyle.

Sophie’s jaw dropped as if she couldn’t believe her ears. “How do you find time for them all?”

“It’s a challenge,” I said. “We spend a lot of time together as a family and in small groups. The ladies also spend time together without me. But I always make time for one-on-one dates. This lifestyle is all-inclusive. There isn’t a moment I’m not with at least one of them.”

Before Sophie could ask any further questions, we arrived at Becca’s suite. With reluctance, Sophie finally released my hand.

Becca stepped up to me, perched on her toes, and gave me a kiss. “Baby, do you mind if I steal JJ for a quick minute? I need her opinion on a necklace.”

I stole a glance at Jenna, making sure she was okay with it. She gave the faintest nod of approval, and I turned back to Becca.

The extra time might allow me to probe Sophie with questions of my own. “I don’t think the pageant committee will protest if we stay a few minutes longer.”

Becca beamed and kissed me again. “Thank you. I promise not to steal her away for too long.”

The four of us disappeared into Becca’s suite. Becca dragged Jenna to her room, leaving me all alone with the enchanting Miss Texas.

I turned to Sophie. “I think this counts as enough time. What gives?”

Sophie sighed and pointed toward the sofa. “Sit and I’ll tell you.”

We made our way to the sofa, where Sophie sat perched beside me. She turned to face me, placing her hands in her lap, her expression suddenly nervous.

I sank back into the cushions and gave her a moment to pull her thoughts together.

“Back home, I’m in a serious relationship,” Sophie said.

Going off her flirtatious behavior, the news surprised me. “Is he here?”

Sophie nodded. “He’s going to propose to me after the competition. I’m not supposed to know that, but I found the ring and then I saw an email confirmation for a reservation at a high-end restaurant here in town.”

“Oh? You seem less than thrilled about that news.”

Sophie stared down at her hands resting in her lap. “He’s a great guy. I should be over the moon. He’s handsome, smart, and has a great job. Most girls would kill to be in my shoes.”

“It sounds like you’re trying to talk yourself into something you don’t feel,” I said.

Sophie looked up at me and smiled. “Got it in one.”

“Would accepting the proposal stop you from pursuing your PhD?”

Sophie nodded. “He’s very traditional, and he has a jealous streak.”

There it was. “So, he’s controlling?”

Sophie gave me a nervous smile. “You sound like Liv.”

“Sophie, I won’t pretend to understand your relationship based on a two-minute conversation, but if you aren’t happy, break it off. You’re young and you have your entire life ahead of you.”

Sophie paused for a moment, taking in my words until she spoke again. “There’s always been something missing,” she said. “A spark. Do you know what I mean?”

“Sure. I know what you mean,” I said. “Like when you’re near a crush and you feel butterflies in your stomach.”

“That’s it,” Sophie said, gazing down at her hands as she picked at her dress. “I don’t feel that spark with Tim. In fact, I’ve only ever heard it described until recently.”

I frowned. “In your entire life, you’ve never felt that rush of excitement from being near a crush?”

“For the longest time, I thought it was a myth. But, yeah, I’ve felt it twice.” Sophie said, daring to meet my gaze. “Make that three times.”

She wasn’t making sense. “I’m confused. Are we still talking about your boyfriend?”

Sophie shifted in her seat and shook her head, gazing at me with unexpected intensity. “Like I said, I’ve never felt that connection with Tim.” There was a long pause before she next spoke. “The third time happened just now when you looked at me. It’s still happening.”

Her words sank in, and I felt the same rush of excitement. My stomach dipped then soared, swirling with the same kinetic energy I felt from being around the girls. “What about the first two times?”

“Yesterday, when we first met, I felt an instant connection. Then again, earlier this evening, when you came to pick us up.”

My jaw went slack. “You’re sure?”

Sophie nodded. “Fireworks. Butterflies. Clammy hands. The works. I’ve heard others describe it, but I’ve never experienced it firsthand. It’s amazing. You feel it too, don’t you?”

Honesty was the theme of the night. “Yes. I feel it right now.”

Sophie’s eyes lit up. “That’s another thing. When the connection is real, you just know the other person feels the same way. I can tell by the way you look at me and when I held your hand, I nearly fainted. God, I’m a horrible person.”

“You can’t help the way you feel,” I said. “It doesn’t make you a horrible person.”

“I can’t believe I’m even telling you these things. We just met and here I am, spilling my guts, making a play for one of my best friend’s boyfriend. I’m never like this. Usually, I’m the one who’s pursued and playing hard to get.”

“We’re just talking,” I said. “Not to shift gears, but why all the harem questions?”

Sophie nodded, blushing slightly as she fidgeted in her seat. “Right.” She exhaled and breathed in slowly before once again looking up at me. “We’re in Vegas, so I might as well lay my cards on the table, right?”

“I’m all ears,” I said.

“The truth is Becca’s lifestyle excites me. I’ve known for a while about you and her sisters. At first, I didn’t get it, but ever since she told me, I can’t stop thinking about it.”

Sophie stole a glance toward the back hallway, then leaned in close to whisper. “The whole harem thing turns me on in ways I can’t even describe. I didn’t even know it was a thing until Becca explained it to me.”

My arousal spiked, and my cock lurched in my trousers. “How long have you known?”

Sophie smiled nervously. “I’ve known about the crush she’s had on you for years. Earlier this summer, she told me about your first date and then came clean about you and the rest of her sisters.”

As much as I wanted Sophie, I had to diffuse the situation before it escalated beyond the point of no return. “You should tell your boyfriend how you feel.”

Sophie considered me for a long moment, then ignored my attempt to steer the conversation. “Do you feel the connection with all of them?”

“Yes,” I said without hesitation.

She bit her lip and frowned, fidgeting slightly before she met my gaze. “You feel it with me, too?”

“Yes.” My reply was swift and honest.

Sophie smiled, and her face brightened. “Seven is a lucky number, right?”

I chuckled and shook my head. “Nothing happens without a family talk, and you’re still in a relationship.”

Her expression softened. “Family. You’ve said that a few times. That’s so cool.”

“They are my family. I love them all very much.”

Sophie nodded. “I’m not a home wrecker. I love Becca, Jenna, and Lillie. Are the rest of the ladies here in Vegas?”

I nodded. “They’re all staying in this hotel.”

She inched forward on the sofa, her expression earnest. “Can I meet them?”

I grinned. “Am I picking up a stray?”

Sophie laughed. “I promise that I’ve had all my shots and I’m already housebroken.”

“Let me talk to them first,” I said.

She fished her phone out of her purse. “I’ll give you my number so we can text.”

We exchanged contact information, and Sophie looked up at me, smiling. “I’m more excited to meet your family than I am about the pageant.”

The sound of voices and footsteps came down the hallway. A moment later, Jenna and Becca appeared together over my shoulder.

“Sorry it took so long,” Becca said, flashing a knowing smile in Sophie’s direction.

That’s when it hit me. They had played me. Becca and Sophie had planned this whole thing. Was Jenna in on it, too?

Jenna rested her hands on my shoulders, leaned over, and kissed the top of my head. “Are you ready, babe?”

I squeezed her hand, looked up and kissed her softly on the lips. “I’m ready.”

Sophie and I stood, and we went around the couch as the four of us headed for the door. As I kissed Becca goodnight, Jenna and Sophie exchanged an extra-long hug.

They whispered words to each other, but I couldn’t make them out. Instead, I turned my attention fully on Becca and shook my head.

“You’re a troublemaker,” I said.

Becca giggled and kissed me again. “She would look awfully cute in a Wing’s uniform, don’t you think?”


Chapter thirty-seven
Prone


We arrived at Jenna’s suite to find the place empty. By Vegas standards, the night was still young, which meant Queen wasn’t coming back anytime soon.

Jenna led me by the hand into the bedroom, where she kicked off her heels and sighed with satisfaction.

“Those things were killing me,” Jenna said.

Glass windows covered two sides of Jenna and Queen’s bedroom, offering a spectacular view of Las Vegas. The Vegas casinos glittered in the dark where neon lights strobed amid a never ending line of cars marching like ants.

She stepped out of her shoes and turned her back to me, taking in the cityscape. She stretched her arms over her head and shifted her weight from side to side, presenting me with an irresistible target.

The view may have been incredible, but it paled beside the tight blonde standing before me. Jenna was the complete package, with a body built for sin in a city named for it. Yet it was her legendary ass that stole the show. The cut of her form-fitting dress showcased her ridiculous, Barbie-doll curves. The hemline barely covered her tight ass before giving way to her runway-long legs and thick thighs encased in sheer stockings.

As I stepped up behind my pregnant girlfriend, my cock thickened. I placed my hands on Jenna’s shoulders and squeezed, using my thumbs to relieve her tight muscles.

Jenna whimpered with pleasure, then sighed contentedly. “God, that feels amazing. Don’t stop.”

I chuckled and pushed my thumbs deeper, gently massaging Jenna’s shoulders and neck while she went limp under my touch.

“You’re super tight,” I said.

Jenna smiled at me over her shoulder. “You say that every time.”

I laughed and kissed her high on the neck. “Normally, I would tell you to get your mind out of the gutter, but right now, that’s exactly where I want it.”

Jenna dragged her lush blonde hair over the front of her left shoulder, exposing her upper back. “Unzip me so I can feel your hands on my skin. Just don’t stop massaging me.”

I found the zipper high on Jenna’s dress and slowly lowered it, revealing her toned shoulders and back. Like her sisters, Jenna’s skin was flawless and tanned to golden perfection. I lowered the zipper until it stopped, fully revealing her back and white lace bra. The edge of her matching panties flashed into view, and my cock pulsed, hardening to where it strained my trousers.

“Looks like someone needs a back massage,” I said.

Jenna laughed. “Twist my arm, why don’t you.”

I peeled Jenna’s dress over her shoulders while she wriggled her hips and guided the form-fitting garment over her lithe hips.

“I won’t be able to wear this dress for much longer,” she said as her ass popped into view.

Her white lace panties rode up her crack, exposing her thick, round ass cheeks. Through a mixture of spectacular genetics and hard work, Jenna had sculpted an ass so perfect it belonged on a billboard.

All my ladies had great asses, but Jenna’s rear end hit the sweet spot. Her springy ass cheeks were the perfect culmination of womanly curves and sleek muscle, honed by thousands of hours of squats and Pilates.

The sight of her backside spun my stomach like a top, and my heart jumped into my throat. “Nothing turns me on like a sexy hot mommy sporting a baby bump.”

Ignoring my compliment, Jenna sighed as she ran her hands over her taut tummy. “It just means I’ll have to work extra hard in the gym.”

I ran my hands down her shoulders and over her back, stopping at her bra strap. Even after making love to Jenna dozens of times, my hands trembled as I fumbled with the clasp.

I leaned in and kissed her high on the neck, letting her scent envelop me. My head spun with desire as I gazed down her chest at the magnificent swell of her D-cups ensconced in white lace cups.

Awash with lust, I gently nibbled her earlobe as the clasp came free and her bra came loose.

Jenna reached behind her back and grabbed my stiff cock where it bulged inside my trousers. She squeezed my shaft and ran her thumb up the backside of my cock before swirling her thumb over my sensitive glans. “You’re extra hard tonight.”

My cock twitched and pulsed, rock hard and ready to rumble. Maybe it was the pregnancy, but Jenna seemed extra lush tonight, as if a surge of hormones had resulted in a natural born breeding machine.

With her lacy cups free, Jenna’s bra dangled from her shoulders. I slid my hands around her stomach and up her chest before pushing my fingers beneath the white lace. I scooped up her bare breasts in my palms, savoring their weight and warm, buttery softness. Her nipples instantly stiffened, digging into my palms as she cooed with satisfaction.

“It’s because you’re the hottest mommy on the fucking planet,” I said, whispering into her ear as my tongue swirled and probed. “I think I have a thing for mommies.’”

Jenna ground her ass against my swollen package, moaning as I kneaded her breasts between my open fingers. Her nipples stiffened where they dragged between my fingers. I tweaked them, eliciting a soft gasp and a shudder from the busty blonde.

“I love you so much,” she said as she tipped her head back and found my mouth with hers.

In a fevered rush, our lips and tongues swirled together while Jenna ground her ass against my cock until I couldn’t take it any longer.

I broke off the kiss and gazed into Jenna’s smoldering eyes. “Take off your panties and lie down face first on the bed.”

My voice came out deep and authoritative, just the way my little sub liked it.

A slight smile curled the golden beauty’s lips before she extracted herself from my arms and shimmied out of her panties, leaving her wearing nothing but a pair of sheer, thigh-high stockings.

“Leave the stockings on,” I said.

Jenna did as I commanded and crawled onto the bed before stretching out face first in the prone position. Her blonde hair swept down her back and over her shoulders, and she slid a pillow under her head before turning to watch me.

I undressed, starting with my shirt while Jenna silently looked on. Her eyes wandered over my bare pecs and drifted lower to my carved six pack while I took off my belt and kicked off my shoes.

Jenna slid her hand between her legs and bit her lower lip as her eyes fixed on my bulging cock.

I unhooked my belt and unzipped my pants, letting them fall to my ankles. My raging hard cock strained the fabric and my engorged tip appeared above the waistband, leaking a steady flow of pre-cum.

“See what you’ve done to me?” I slipped off my briefs, setting my hard cock free. “You are my girl, now and forever. Got it?”

We were slipping into role play mode, but I meant to assure her. She was even more sexy now that she was pregnant, and I wasn’t going anywhere.

Jenna’s gaze flickered to meet mine before she nodded meekly. “Yes, daddy.”

She slipped her fingers inside her pussy, returning her attention to my swaying cock. “I’m all yours, now and forever.”

Her eyes registered a submissiveness that lit a fuse inside me. She worked her finger in and out of her shaven pussy, moaning as I loomed over her.

I climbed onto the bed, ditching my socks before I straddled Jenna’s upper thighs, letting my cock bounce off her legendary ass.

Jenna’s naked body stretched out in front of me like a sexual smorgasbord. Her perky ass rose into the air, round and thick, yet tight and soft all at the same time. Her springy D-cups bulged outward on either side of her chest, where they mashed into the bed.

“What do you want me to do to you?” I asked.

My deep voice rumbled with authority as Jenna writhed beneath me, air fucking the mattress as her wet slit glistened between her thick thighs. I caressed her ass, squeezing each cheek before letting her flesh spring back into place with barely a ripple.

The question was a setup. Did she want spanked or did she want to skip the foreplay and have me ram her hard and fast?

“I’ve been a bad girl,” Jenna said.

Her words came out meek and muffled by the pillow under her head, but she answered my question.

A grin tugged at my lips. She didn’t want to skip the appetizer. She wanted me to spank her. As our relationship evolved, Jenna revealed her submission kink. Although we hadn’t delved into any serious bondage, she got off when I spanked her.

I traced my fingertip along the smooth stretch of her inner thigh, treading dangerously close to her pussy that radiated heat like a blacksmith’s forge. Moisture leaked onto her thighs and one look at her tight cunt confirmed that she was soaking wet. But I wouldn’t touch her. Not until she earned it.

“Speak up when I’m talking to you,” I said.

Jenna turned her head sideways before answering. “I’m sorry, daddy.”

She was so soaked she must have spent the last hour fantasizing about me rutting her hard and deep. “Sorry for what?”

“I’m sorry for letting those men make a pass at me.”

Internally, I laughed. She had come up with some flimsy excuses to warrant a good spanking, but that one was really thin.

I rubbed my hand across her ass, giving each cheek a hard squeeze. “Did you wear that slutty dress so that strange men would hit on you?”

She shook her head emphatically and answered, her voice meek and pleading. “No, daddy. I wore the dress for you.”

I slapped each of Jenna’s cheeks, one after the other, and she moaned with pleasure. It was a light slap and signaled to her we were definitely heading down this path. “Are you daddy’s little fuck slut?”

Jenna wiggled her hips as her pussy oozed with wetness. “Yes, daddy. I’m your little pregnant fuck slut.”

My head flashed with desire, and my cock twitched, pulsing where it rested between her inner thighs. She had never woven in the word, pregnant, and it cranked my gears. “Maybe you need a reminder that you belong to daddy.”

I gave her ass cheek a playful smack, and her flesh rippled outward. Again, it wasn’t hard, but served as a primer to get her ready for the big ones to come.

She peeped, jerking slightly as her pussy practically quivered before my eyes. “Yes, daddy. I belong to you. I’m sorry.”

“Sorry won’t cut it, baby girl. You’ve been a very naughty step-daughter.”

Jenna widened her legs, revealing her hot pink slit, swollen and slick with her juices. “I’ve been a bad girl, daddy. I promise, I’ll never do it again.”

She raised her ass into the air, practically begging me to spank her harder. The sight nearly took my breath away. She had the ass of Aphrodite and the body of Venus. My cock throbbed where it rested against her upper thigh, smearing her taut flesh with a slick trail of sticky pre-cum. I ached to be inside her, but not until she begged for it.

“Bad girls get punished,” I said, really laying it on thick.

Without warning, I swatted Jenna’s ass with a resounding smack, leaving a red, five-fingered hand print stretched across her plump, quivering ass cheek.

Jenna squeaked and jerked with surprise before burying her face into her pillow. She groaned with pleasure and grabbed fistfuls of the bedspread, bracing herself. Her swollen pussy lips glistened and pulsed as if she were on the verge of orgasm. Jenna squirmed, micro-pumping her hips as she waited for the hammer to drop.

I slid my palm over her rump, caressing away the sting as I watched Jenna squirm. “Have you learned your lesson, or do you need another spanking?”

My voice came out crisp with authority as I lived up to my end of our roleplay. I already knew the answer, but I wanted to give her an out in case I’d spanked her too hard.

Jenna wriggled her mindbendingly perfect ass, raising it upward as she turned her head to speak. “I’ve been a bad girl, daddy.”

Her words came out breathless, and her chest heaved as her pussy quivered. She leaked like a sieve, and she was more than ready for me to stuff my cock inside her.

I raised my other hand, lining up over her unmarked cheek, and came down with a crack. A sharp smack split the air and Jenna yelped, jerking slightly before she melted into the bed, heaving for breath.

I caressed her ass cheek, smoothing away the sting, but her ass was well and truly red. I leaned over and kissed each of Jenna’s ass cheeks as I groped her flesh between my open palms. “You are a kinky little fuck slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes, daddy. I love it when you fuck me hard. Please fuck my tight little pussy until I come.”

The way she spoke during our little roleplaying sessions made me come so hard I’d nearly blacked out twice. It was no wonder JJ was the first to get pregnant.

I slid up her thighs, straddling her as I got into position. With one hand, I pinned her ass to the mattress and guided my cock into place with the other. My tip skewered her plump ass cheeks before melting into the fiery furnace of her labia. I briefly considered taking her ass. It wouldn’t have been my first time cracking that walnut, but Jenna needed to mentally and physically prepare for anal sex. It was a painful ordeal for her, and she didn’t particularly like it. That and she always complained about my cum leaking out of her ass for days afterward that destroyed more than one pair of her panties.

Careful to find the right hole, I slipped my way into place and groaned as waves of pleasure buzzed the back of my brain.

Jenna tightened her grip on the bedspread and clamped her inner thighs together, leaving my cock planted in her pussy like a flag. “Yes, daddy. Fuck your little cum slut.”

With one swift stroke, I skewered my little blonde slut. Her warm, wet hole wrapped around my cock, squeezing and flexing as she groaned into her pillow.

I grabbed her ass cheeks in each hand and pinned her down as I thrust deep, rooting her with my thick cock. Primal pleasure numbed my brain, and nothing mattered except grinding her pussy until I exploded inside her.

With swift, powerful strokes, I started fucking her hard and deep. With guttural grunts, my cock split her tight pussy, again and again, with her ass jiggling as I bounced off her backside.

Jenna’s squeaky grunts split her high-pitched moans as she took every inch of my massive cock. Again and again, I rutted her, plowing her pussy with reckless abandon. My sizzling hot cock split her like a melon and her juices soaked my shaft until it glistened.

Prone was her favorite position and it wouldn’t take long until she came like a broken dam.

With hard thrusts, I powered into my little blonde cum slut, plundering her pussy until the heat from friction nearly broke me. My head swam with a powerful need to come, but JJ was close, and I meant to break her.

Jenna cried out and shuddered. Her pussy pulsed, writhing around my cock, hot and wet. The rhythmic onslaught reached a crescendo until Jenna stiffened and arched her back. Her pussy quivered, spasming as she squeezed my cock in her tight little cunt.

“Fuck!” Jenna cried out and the rest of her words came out like gibberish.

Her pussy gushed like a river as she came all over my cock while I kept pace, pumping in and out of her. Jenna’s body trembled beneath me, rocked by a massive orgasm, before I climaxed with her. I clamped down her ass cheeks, pinned my cock to the root, and exploded inside her with a stiff grunt. My cock pulsed like a runaway machine gun stuck on full auto as I delivered rope after rope of hot cum into my already pregnant girlfriend.

My head spun dizzily, rocked by the massive orgasm. Still coming, I churned my hips, pumping my cock in and out as I painted her insides white.

As her orgasm faded, Jenna released her death grip on the bedspread and relaxed her body while she heaved for breath.

I slowed my pace, churning my cock in her pussy until I had nothing left to give, and collapsed onto the bed beside Jenna. Sweat streaked my chest, and I sucked in labored breaths as I gazed over at my busty blonde beauty, who stared right back at me.

Jenna smiled at me with satisfaction and pushed herself up onto her elbows. “I came so hard I saw stars.”

I chuckled as I regained control of my breathing. “Did I spank you too hard?”

Jenna shook her head. “It was perfect.” She rolled over onto her rear end and winced. “The only downside is that my ass stings like hell afterward.”

I sat upright and leaned back against the wall of pillows lining her headboard. “You asked for it.”

Jenna reclined against me and spread her legs apart while we both took in her swollen pussy. A pearl of cum leaked out of her tight slit and drizzled down her ass cheek.

“You came really hard this time,” she said as she dipped her finger into the sticky mess and squeezed out another line onto her inner thigh.

I wrapped my arm around Jenna’s shoulder and drew her against me. “The pregnancy kink was an unexpected twist. It hit me in a good way.”

Jenna giggled and kissed my chest over her shoulder. “I thought you might like that.”

“I should spank you all over again,” I said. “Beneath that innocent exterior, you are a kinky girl.”

“Says the guy into the same kink,” she said.

“Hey, this is a judgment free zone. Besides, you’ve got me dead to rights.”

Jenna twisted around and found my lips with hers. A minute ticked by before we came away from each other with enough smoldering energy to spark a fire.

I cupped one of Jenna’s springy breasts in my hand and languidly played with her fat nipple as she relaxed against me.

Jenna picked up my free hand and played with my outstretched fingers. “I may be kinky, but I know someone even kinkier.”

Jenna was far and away the most adventurous one of my girls in bed. “I dunno. You’re pretty twisted.”

Jeanna laughed and squeezed my hand playfully. “Aren’t you curious who I mean?”

“I know from firsthand experience that you are the most depraved among my flock.”

“She’s not in your flock… yet.”

I paused with her nipple between my thumb and forefinger. “Who?”

Jenna giggled. “Now you’re curious?”

“I think I know, but I want you to hear you say it,” I said.

“Nuh uh. You first. Besides, isn’t it obvious?”

There weren’t a lot of choices, so I went with my gut. “Sophie.”

“Ding, ding, ding,” Jenna said. “She may be a virgin, but she has a very active imagination. You should see our texts.”

“You don’t need to sell me. She needs to sell all of you.”

“Lillie and I fell in love with her a long time ago. I think you know where Becca stands.”

“Sophie is in a relationship.”

“Please. She’s got one foot out the door. All she needs is a good nudge.”

“She wants to meet the family,” I said.

Jenna turned over and crawled onto my lap, straddling me as she ran her fingers through the short hair on the back of my neck. She gazed at me, her blue eyes twinkling. “About that. I have a great idea.”


Chapter thirty-eight
Long Live the Queen


Iwoke to a warm body nestled inside my arms and my stiff cock pulsed between a pair of supple thighs. I had yet to open my eyes, but desire burned in my loins, and I shifted my hips forward where my cock met the heat and dampness of Jenna’s pussy.

Her tropical scent enveloped me, and her bare ass pressed against my upper thighs. The cobwebs of sleep burned away, and I pushed my cock deeper until my tip met her slick, wet slit.

Pleasure blossomed in my loins as Jenna shifted her hips to match my rhythm. She opened her thighs just wide enough to slide my shaft against her soaking wet pussy.

My head flashed with feverish desire, and I nuzzled in tightly, kissing her warm flesh wherever my lips made contact.

Jenna reached for my hand and dragged it up to her perky breast, resting it there as she squirmed in my arms.

Her perky breast filled my palm, and her tiny nipple stiffened under my touch. That’s when it hit me. The woman in my arms wasn’t Jenna. JJ’s breasts were way more than a handful and her nipples were thicker than the cute little buds digging into my palm.

Then there was her scent. It wasn’t Jenna’s but belonged to another kitten in my litter. Everything clicked into place. Jenna’s roommate had showed up at some point last night, and slipped into bed beside me, completely naked.

I squeezed Queen’s breast and drew her body flat against mine. I ground my hips, sliding my cock along her warm wet slit while I nuzzled behind her ear and kissed her high on the neck.

“I’m super fucking horny,” Queen whispered. “Fuck me.”

She reached down and grabbed my cock between her legs and stroked my shaft as I flickered my eyes open.

Her red mane filled my vision before my gaze drifted to the side of her beautiful face. She held her mouth open, panting for breath as she furrowed her eyebrows and moaned with pleasure. Freckles dotted the bridge of her nose, and her natural red lashes fluttered a moment before opening.

Queen turned her head to gaze back at me over her shoulder. Her emerald green eyes blazed with lust before I leaned in and found her lips with mine. Our tongues swam together, and her sweet morning breath curled from her nostrils, tickling my upper lip.

Mornings and great sex went together like pancakes and syrup. There wasn’t a morning I woke with anything less than a raging hard-on, and today was no exception. With Queen in our bed, it was only a matter of time until Jenna joined the fray. My rock hard morning wood throbbed inside Queen’s supple fingers as she caressed my glans with her thumb.

As much as I loved foreplay, I ached with an overwhelming need to slide my cock inside her tight little pussy.

Queen widened our kiss, and her tongue flashed deep inside my mouth. Her soft moans reverberated in my mouth as she stroked my cock and guided my tip through her warm, wet folds.

I kneaded her bare breast in my hand, teasing her nipple as I stretched my arm out to wake Jenna. Instead, my hand met empty space and a cool sheet. It looked like we were flying this mission solo.

Queen broke off the kiss and came up for air as she gazed at me, her eyes awash with desire. Without a word, she tucked the tip of my cock inside her hot pink hole.

My cock slipped inside her tight pussy, meeting a wall of resistance as pleasure spiked in the back of my brain. I sucked in a sharp breath of pleasure. “Baby, I love you so much.”

Queen’s eyes swam with more than mere pleasure. There was an emotional intensity that betrayed her deep emotions. There was nothing casual about the way we made love.

“I love you too,” Brooke said as she stretched up for a kiss.

I shifted my hips forward, slowly penetrating her as her tight pussy unfolded like a flower before swallowing my cock whole. Murky pleasure buzzed my brain and my cock expanded inside her warm, wet insides.

Queen squeezed her pussy, causing me to shudder as the pleasure intensified. She bit her lower lip and furrowed her brow as pleasure blossomed across her perfect face. “Baby, you are so fucking big inside me.”

With a soft grunt, I rocked my hips and pushed in deep, savoring her tight pussy as it pulsed around my buried shaft. I paused for a moment, savoring the pleasure washing over me. “Your tight little body makes me extra hard. Especially in the morning.”

“And here I thought you were all about the girls with big boobs.”

“Your boobs are perfect,” I said, giving her perky C-cups a full- throated squeeze. “Their hardly small.”

Queen rocked her hips, inching my cock in and out as she slowly started fucking me. “Compared to Becca’s big tits, they are. And don’t get me started on Olivia. She looks like one of those big boobed Japanese porn stars, only a thousand times hotter.”

Queen’s words intrigued me. I recalled my brief interactions with Miss California and the image of her in that floral print dress. Then Queen flexed her pussy and powered backward, pushing me all the way inside her. Any thoughts of Olivia Lee fled from my mind.

Surging lust brought me back into the moment and I moved my hips, matching Queen’s rhythm as we picked up the pace. I rocked in and out of the hot little redhead, rooting my cock with each thrust as I plowed her from behind.

Queen’s moans sharpened, and she grabbed onto my thigh, using it as leverage to pull me deeper inside her. She flexed and squeezed her pussy, milking my cock as the heat grew and her juices flowed.

The mattress squeaked and the rhythmic slapping of our bare flesh mingled with our rising moans and stiff grunts. Light streamed in through the enormous glass windows, leaving Queen’s body drenched in morning sunshine.

Tight tan lines crisscrossed her perky little ass, leading to a thin white bikini line that rode across her hip. Freckles dotted her golden skin, and her red hair flew wild over her shoulders and back.

Queen’s breast jiggled with each thrust, causing her pale, upturned nipple to circle atop her creamy flesh.

An orgasm tickled the back of my brain, but I wasn’t ready to come. This side saddle position was a great way to start, but I wanted to penetrate her more deeply before I filled her up.

I paused and slid my cock from Queen’s pussy before sitting up onto my knees.

I confirmed Jenna’s spot in the bed was empty, with the lush blonde nowhere in sight.

Queen gazed at me, her eyes registering frustration. “I was so close. You want to switch gears?”

After months of weekly sex, this was far from our first rodeo. My heavy cock swayed between my legs, slick with Queen’s juices. “I know, baby, but I want to fuck you deep. Can you lay on your back? I have something in mind.”

Queen’s green eyes lit up. “You want to fuck me like you did last week after the Cubs game?”

After our date last Wednesday, we spent the night at a hotel in Wrigleyville. I had pinned Queen’s legs back behind her ears before unloading inside her. “Kind of, but I want to run my hands up and down those long legs of yours.”

Her grin widened as she scrambled onto her back, stretching out sideways across the bed. She propped up on her elbows and spread her legs, showing me her pretty pink slit, drenched with her juices.

I inched forward, grabbed hold of her ankles, and brought her legs together. “We haven’t tried this position yet. I got the idea when I saw you doing those hip raises in your class.”

“I’m surprised you noticed. Usually, you watch my ass the entire time.”

I used her ankles to pull her hips off the bed to line her pussy up with my swaying cock. “Call it multitasking, because I was definitely watching your ass.”

Queen giggled as I rested her legs against my upper body, positioning her feet just under my chin. In one smooth motion, I slipped inside her and heavenly warmth devoured my throbbing cock. I groaned and pushed through her tight resistance until my cock disappeared inside her.

“That hits the fucking spot,” I said. “I can feel your heart beat in my cock.”

Queen groaned, and her pussy quivered, pulsing around my cock as she squeezed. “Fuck, baby. You’re in so deep.”

Her breathy words somehow made me even harder, and I rocked in place, micro-fucking her with my cock buried as deep as I could push it. I leaned forward and her limber legs came along for the ride, stretched out flat against my chest as I slow fucked her hard and deep.

“Dating a Pilates instructor has its bonuses,” I said, barely able to speak while she clamped down with her pussy.

Queen’s eyes washed over with hazy lust. “Oh… you wanted to fuck me that morning in my studio?”

I grinned. “That happens every time I step foot in your studio. Your little yoga outfits drive me crazy.”

Queen groaned as her eyes rolled back in her head. “You’re hitting me so deep. Two good pumps and I’m cooked.”

Her long limber legs rested on my chest and stomach, and I gazed down at my cock as it slipped in and out of her hot pink pussy. My fat cock glistened with her wetness, and her tits jiggled as I picked up speed.

I grunted as I thrust deep, hammering her again and again with pussy pounding thrusts. This was deep fucking at its finest, with Queen’s ass bouncing off my thighs with satisfying claps. The fiery redhead was practically mainlining my cum straight into her womb. A major orgasm brewed in my loins, held back by sheer willpower and a desire to watch my girlfriend’s face as she came all over my cock.

Queen’s red hair spread out behind her like a halo, cutting a sharp contrast to the crisp white sheets. She panted for breath as she relaxed her body, gazing into my eyes as I rammed her tight pussy with reckless abandon.

On the fifth thrust, Queen’s body stiffened. Her eyes rolled back into her head and her pussy quivered as a rash of goosebumps flashed across her chest and her face contorted with pleasure. Her tiny, pink, pebble-sized nipples turned rock hard, and she arched her back, resting on her shoulders as her body quaked.

Queen cried out as she grabbed fistfuls of the ruffled sheets and I thrust two more times in quick succession before the dam burst.

I let down my guard, and my head warped with pleasure before a seismic orgasm swept me up in its current. “Fuck, baby. I’m coming.”

“Fill me up. Don’t stop fucking me,” she said as she heaved for breath.

I cried out and pinned my cock deep, leaning forward and forcing her legs to bend back over her chest. Thick geysers of hot cum pumped from balls, spurting deep inside my beautiful queen. I groaned as I pumped my cock, firing load after load while Queen kept her eyes locked on mine.

“That’s it, baby,” Queen said. “Let it all go.”

My orgasm crested and my legs turned to rubber as my cock went still and my orgasm faded. I leaned back and slid Queen’s legs apart, letting her wrap them around my waist. I fell forward, pressing my chest flat against hers while my cock still spurted with aftershocks. We came face to face and our lips met while her nipples raked my chest, and she ran her fingers through my hair.

The minutes ticked by as we held each other, kissing and touching until we both came up for air.

Queen smiled at me, her bright eyes radiant. “Good thing I bought an extra pregnancy test. I might need it sooner than expected.”

Was she serious? “Are you still on birth control or…?”

I let the question hang and Queen searched my eyes for a long moment before she responded. “Do you want me to be on birth control?”

We were heading into serious conversation territory, which was very unlike Queen. I slipped my cock out of her and gazed down at the creamy mess drizzling down her inner thigh. I sat back on my knees and gazed up at her. “If you’re asking if I want you to get pregnant, then the answer is yes.”

There was a hint of humor in my voice and Queen gazed up at me, letting my answer sink in. She sat upright and inched forward until we sat directly across from each other.

“You’ve always said it was my choice,” she said.

“It is your choice. You asked for my opinion, so I gave it.”

Queen chewed her lower lip and studied me. “You’ve never been so blatant about it.”

I shrugged. “I love you. Why play games? Maybe Jenna’s pregnancy is making me see things differently.”

“I mean… I want to have a baby with you,” she said, but there was something wishy-washy in her tone.

“I want you to move into the mansion,” I said. “Obviously, I won’t force you to do anything you’re not ready for, but I’m putting it out there. I hate that you’re so far away.”

Queen gazed at me, clearly stunned. “You’re being serious.”

I nodded. “Can you think of a reason you shouldn’t?” I paused, letting my words sink in before I picked up her hands and squeezed them in mine. “I love you, Brooke. That will never change.”

Queen’s beautiful green eyes shimmered and welled up with tears as her chin quivered. Wordlessly, she climbed onto my lap and wrapped her arms and legs around me. She buried her face in my neck and pulled me into a tight hug. “I love you so much. Yes, I’ll move in with you.”

She sniffled between broken sobs, and I kissed her on the cheek as I caressed her bare back. “Good. Now let’s get back to my question about birth control.”


Chapter thirty-nine
Candy


We spent the afternoon attending the pageant’s preliminary round. With fifty-one contestants, the event took place in multiple conference centers where the contestants competed in interview, activewear, and evening gown categories.

Only twenty contestants survived to make the finals. Those lucky few moved on to compete on the main stage for the title of Miss United States. Although the cuts were brutal, Becca, Olivia, and Sophie composed themselves with elegance and grace, setting them apart from their competition.

As a family, we attended the events, cheering for all three women as they sailed into the finals, compiling the top three composite scores for the preliminary round. Jenna took charge of organizing the celebration, using it as cover to introduce Sophie and Olivia to the family.

When the ladies discovered what Jenna planned, they traded celebratory high-fives and practically vibrated with good vibes. Jenna took a victory lap, clearly pleased with herself as our entire crew settled into a private karaoke room she booked for all ten of us.

A huge U-shaped couch big enough to seat twenty sat at the room’s center, fronting a wall-sized big screen TV, shifting with a kaleidoscope of colors. Between the sofa and the TV, sat a knee-high table lined with microphones and a touch screen monitor.

Behind the sofa, two tables took up the back third of the room, piled high with trays of hot appetizers. The girls raced inside, taking in the space while they buzzed with conversation and silly laughter.

Annika, Lillie, and Sophie snatched up microphones while Queen, Becca, and Liv huddled around the touch screen monitor and queued up the first song.

The room spun with disco lights and the words to Abba’s Dancing Queen appeared on the big screen as the music kicked in.

Angie, Gretta, and I stood at the back of the room by the tables as the girls danced and sang into their microphones.

“We did karaoke for Jenna’s sixteenth birthday,” Gretta said. “We’ve done it every year since.”

“It’s a great icebreaker,” I said. “Sophie and Olivia are fitting right in.”

Angie gave me a sheepish grin. “Two more, huh? Someone’s getting greedy.”

Gretta snorted a laugh and my cheeks burned hot.

“Olivia is along for the ride,” I said. “Only Sophie wants in.”

Angie shot me a dubious look and rolled her eyes. “You are beyond naïve. Is that how you attract so many young ones?”

“Hardly,” Gretta said. “It’s his big dick. I’m still sore from the other day.”

The women traded high-fives while my cheeks burned out. “Hardy, har-har,” I said. “You two should take your act on the road.”

Angie leaned over and kissed me high on the cheek. “We’re just teasing you, baby. You’ve built a lovely family and we’re happy to be part of it. I say we roll out the red carpet for Sophie and Liv. What do you think, Gretta?”

“I think we’ll need to expand the mansion,” Gretta said. “You’ve always wanted a big family, Steve. Now you’ve got one.”

We watched the girls form a line as Queen, Becca, and Olivia picked up microphones and joined the others. Soon, they were all belting out the chorus to Abba’s hit song. It was as if Olivia and Sophie had always been with us.

“This was the man you were born to be,” Angie said. “You’ve come alive this summer.”

I picked up both Angie’s and Gretta’s hands and squeezed. “The same goes for both of you. What a life.”

I chuckled as the ladies leaned in and rested their heads on my shoulders.

“Jimmy and I have reached a divorce agreement,” Gretta said. “I get the mansion free and clear, along with enough money to see all of us comfortable for the rest of our lives.”

Angie looked over at her best friend. “That seems awfully generous. What’s the catch?”

“Apparently Jimmy has not one, but two different families,” Gretta said. “He’s got his hands full and wanted a clean break.”

Angie whistled, and I just shook my head and sighed.

“It’s like I never even knew him,” I said.

Gretta shrugged. “I never should have married him, but at least he gave me the girls.”

“Speaking of the mansion,” Angie said. “Steve and I chatted, and we’d like to take you up on your offer.”

Angie and I had a long conversation earlier in the day regarding Jenna’s desire for me to move back into the mansion. It turned out, Gretta had asked Angie the same thing. Angie had promised to discuss it with me and let her know.

“We need to make sure Max is okay with it,” I said. “And I’d like to talk to Annika, but if both of them agree, we’ll move in and hang onto our current house for guests.”

Gretta’s face lit up, and she pulled us both into a hug. “Thank you, both.” She drew back and took us in. “For the first time, it feels like we’re a proper family.”

“A family in desperate need of a baby wing,” Angie said. She thumbed in my direction. “Soon enough, this one will knock up every one of you.”

“I noticed you didn’t include yourself in that prediction,” Gretta said.

Angie gave me a quick peck on the cheek before wiping away the lipstick she left behind. “No offense, but Steve and I have our child. I’m not looking for another one. That said, I’ll gladly become the world’s greatest auntie.”

Gretta glanced up at me and squeezed my hand, then flashed Angie a nervous smile. “You wouldn’t be upset if I try for another one?”

Angie leaned forward and pulled her best friend into a tight hug. “Nothing would make me happier.”

Gretta and Angie huddled together, exchanging whispered words. I pulled away, letting them have their moment as the girls queued up another song, this one by Taylor Swift.

I came around the sofa and sank into the cushions right behind Annika’s swaying ass.

Annika wore a pair of form fitting jeans and a tight midriff top, revealing her toned tummy where a diamond stud shimmered in her navel. A long braid of her glossy brown hair hung straight down her back, and she shifted her hips from side-to-side dancing in time to the music.

Beside her, Sophie hooked her elbow around Annika’s and the two bounced together, dancing as they belted out the lyrics while their off-key voices carried through the speakers.

“Here’s hoping for proper sound proofing,” I said, mumbling under my breath.

As the song ended, Annika whirled around to face me, laughing as she leaned forward and placed her hands on my knees. She dipped low for a kiss, showcasing her stunning cleavage a moment before our lips met.

When she came away, her blue eyes bubbled with pure bliss. “Don’t think I’ll let you escape without singing.”

“I’m just letting you ladies wear yourselves out first,” I said.

Annika slipped onto my lap and set aside her microphone. She wrapped her arms around my neck and came in for another kiss before she backed away and scanned my face with her big, blue, soul-crushing eyes.

“Why do you look so serious?” She asked as she caressed the back of my neck with her thumb.

“There’s something I want to ask you,” I said.

Annika frowned. “I don’t like that look.”

I chuckled and leaned in to kiss her again as I rested my hand on her ass and drew her in tight. “I think it’s good.”

Her expression lightened. “What is it?”

“I want you to move into the mansion with me, Angie, Max, and everyone else,” I said. “Permanently.”

All the tension melted away, and she smiled brightly. “Oh, that. I have already spoken with Jenna and Lillie. Count me in for everything, including the being-with-you-forever part.”

Even though I was ninety-nine percent sure she would answer that way, relief washed through me. “Oh? Any other news you want to share?”

Annika giggled and came in again for another kiss, this one longer with a hint of tongue. When she came away, my cock had thickened under her thighs, and I gave her ass a full-throated squeeze.

“That’s an apology for not telling you,” Annika said. “We literally just talked about it today, and I was going to ask you. There’s only one more thing I need to tell you.”

“And that is?”

“When can Liv and Sophie move in? I love them both so much. Can they go on the cruise with us after the pageant?”

I chuckled and squeezed her tight. “One thing at a time. Olivia and Sophie are in relationships. Besides, I don’t think Olivia is interested in me that way.”

Annika giggled and gave me another kiss. “Sis is right. You are adorably naïve.”

Lillie appeared over Annika’s shoulder and pulled her best friend by the hand. “Come on Annie. Sing a duet with me.”

Annika struggled to give me one last kiss before Lillie whisked her away and the two came together to sing a song by Maroon 5.

Three more songs flashed by, with the girls splitting off to form duos and trios while Gretta and Angie joined in the fun. I was ready to take up the microphone myself when Queen plopped down beside me and picked up my hand.

Her face glowed with a light sheen of perspiration. At some point, she had pulled her red hair back in a tight ponytail. She leaned in for a kiss and came away with a smile.

“Liv and Sophie are the best. You should totally do them both and let me join,” she said.

I laughed and shook my head. “You’re crazy.”

“They’ll both make perfect harem wifeys,” Queen said. “The more the merrier, I say.”

“I’m glad you approve,” I said. “But it’s just Sophie who’s curious.”

Queen rolled her eyes. “Whatever. Just close the deal already. They’re both super hot and we all want them.”

“I’ll let their boyfriends know you approve of their entering a polygamous relationship.”

She waved me away. “We aren’t Mormons or even religious. I hate the word polygamy. Just call us what we are — a harem. What do you have against the word?”

“It feels so misogynistic,” I said.

Queen shrugged. “We’re happy. Who gives a flying fuck what the world thinks? By the way, I called my realtor this afternoon. Assuming you’re sure about this whole moving in together business, I’m putting my townhouse on the market.”

I smiled and pulled her into a hug. “Fantastic, and yes, I’m more than sure. I want you to move in right away. Everyone does.”

Queen’s shoulders sagged with relief. “Good. I’m just waiting for the other shoe to drop. This whole thing feels too good to be true.”

“I told you I love you,” I said. “Nothing will ever change that.”

“I love you too,” she said and eyed me with a sudden look of apprehension on her face. “There’s one more thing.”

“You have decided to become a nun?” I asked, completely deadpan.

Queen laughed and slapped me playfully on the chest. “Right. I’m set to take my vow of celibacy next week. In the meantime, let’s fuck til we drop.”

I grinned. “Sorry. I couldn’t resist. What’s going on?”

She picked at an invisible hair on her black yoga pants, then met my eye with uncharacteristic timidity. “Umm… I kind of stopped taking my birth control today. If you’re not okay with that, I’ll —”

I cut her off with a kiss, then pulled her into a tight hug. “I can’t wait to make you a mother,” I said, whispering into her ear.

Queen clutched me tighter and hugged me like I might vanish otherwise.

“Get a room!” Lillie shouted, and the girls erupted with laughter.

Queen came away laughing, with tears welling in her eyes. She gazed at me and smiled. “I can’t believe this is happening.”

“Enough with the romance crap,” Lillie said. “Get your ginger ass up here and start singing with us.”

The evening carried on, with each of us taking a turn at the microphone. We ate and drank non-alcoholic beverages to support our three Miss United States contestants, who had to compete the next morning.

While I nibbled on a wing and the girls floated between conversation and karaoke, Sophie appeared at my side and gazed up at me, her expression nervous.

“Can we talk?” she asked me, wringing her hands together as if worried.

“Sure,” I said. “Sit and talk to me.”

Sophie climbed onto one of the high-back stools and swiveled to face me. The dancing and singing had left a light sheen of perspiration decorating her forehead. She had drawn her hair back in a ponytail and stripped away her outer layer, leaving her clad in a sports bra and a pair of denim shorts.

She wore a serious expression, and I forced myself not to check her out. There was clearly something on her mind, but she didn’t look like she knew where to start. I jumped in to rescue her. “What do you think of the family?”

Sophie beamed, a wide grin forming on her angelic face. “I love them so much. You’re so lucky.”

“They feel the same way about you,” I said. “I’m glad you’re having fun.”

She sat up straight and let out a breath. “So… I broke up with my boyfriend last night.”

“Oh, really?” I shifted in my seat and took her in. “You don’t seem very torn up about it.”

Sophie shook her head. “It’s a relief. I’ve felt nothing for him in… well…forever.”

“I’m glad the burden is gone. It looks like you can pursue that graduate degree without his interference.”

“I’m sure he’ll try to convince my parents to make me take him back, but I’m ready to stand my ground.”

That was more than a little disturbing. “Has that happened before?”

Sophie nodded. “Twice. I buckled to the pressure both times. It’s been hard to say no since I live with them, and they threatened to kick me out.”

My jaw dropped. “They would do that?”

Her face fell, the smile gone. “Oh, for sure,” Sophie said without batting an eye. “It’s all about appearances for them. They would totally arrange my marriage if they could get away with it.”

“Damn, Soph. I’m sorry.”

“You all have treated me more like a family in two days than my family ever has.”

What she left unsaid spoke volumes. I let her off the hook. “Sophie, my offer stands. You’re welcome to live with us. The rest of the ladies feel the same way.”

Her brown eyes lit up and a huge smile spread across her face. “You mean it? For real?”

“You can move in whenever you want. There’s no need to wait for school to start.”

Sophie squealed with pure joy and leaped from her chair. She threw herself at me, wrapping her arms around my neck while she pulled me into a backbreaking hug. “Thank you, thank you, thank you!”

Her voice wobbled with emotion as I wrapped my arms around her slender waist. “You’re welcome.”

Sophie drew back just enough to meet my gaze. She gave me a watery smile before leaning in and kissing me square on the lips.

The kiss didn’t last long, but when she came away, a broad smile lit her angelic face. “Can I tell everyone?”

I chuckled and nodded. “Go ahead.”

Sophie sprang up from her chair and spun, practically skipping back to the crew. She threw up her hands and shouted, “He said yes!”

The girls swarmed Sophie, putting her at the center as they squealed and laughed, jumping, hugging and trading high-fives.

Gretta and Angie didn’t join with the same level of enthusiasm, but they clapped and cheered from their spots on the sofa. Even Olivia joined in, swarming Sophie with the same enthusiasm as Lillie, Jenna, and Becca.

The celebration had barely died down when I noticed Lillie take Olivia aside and whisper something in her ear while they both looked directly at me.

“That can’t be good,” I said, muttering under my breath.

Liv grinned mischievously and nodded before Lillie let her go and the smoking hot Asian made a beeline in my direction.

As I watched her approach, my stomach dipped, and a rush of butterflies took flight.

A loose ponytail secured Olivia’s dark hair, but loose strands drifted over her neck and cheeks. Her green eyes sparked with confidence and her mischievous grin left my insides churning with nervous anticipation. Olivia wore a simple black t-shirt and a pair of denim shorts, but she wore the basic look in spades. Her big rack barely jiggled as she approached, and my eyes drifted to her long, lean legs, smooth and shiny.

I swallowed the lump quickly rising in my throat before she finally stopped before me and held out her hand.

“It’s time for our talent portion of the contest,” she said, grinning at me with a wicked challenge.

My lips tugged up in a grin. “And here I thought they did away with that part of the competition.”

“It’s a double-secret event held only for the favored chaperon.”

“In that case, how can I refuse?”

I took her hand and stood, letting Olivia lead me by the hand toward the karaoke machine.

Her ass was sublime, high and tight, with a perfect hip to waist proportion. She stalked forward, dragging me behind her while the ladies gathered around, whispering and laughing while Lillie hovered in front of the touch screen.

Olivia dragged me over to the middle of the couch and pushed me back into the cushions. Becca handed her a microphone and Lillie kicked off the song.

I recognized the tune. It was Bow Wow Wow’s hit song, I want Candy. It didn’t take a genius to see what she had in mind.

As the intro played, Olivia rocked her hips in time, performing a little dance as she shucked off her t-shirt and tossed it aside with a grin.

Adrenaline spiked in my veins, turning my legs to mush while my jaw dropped, and I gawked at the stunning Miss California. I fixed my lecherous gaze on the fat cleavage sprouting from her tight, white sports bra.

As the guitar riff finished, Liv stepped forward and raised my chin with her finger, forcing me to look her in the eyes. The girls laughed and heat blossomed in my cheeks, while Olivia grinned with approval.

Holding the microphone to her lips, she looked right at me as she pointed her finger and sang.

I know a guy who’s tough but sweet

He’s so fine, he can’t be beat

He’s got everything that I desire

Sets the summer sun on fire

Olivia tipped her head back and grinned while the girls went wild.

The famous guitar riff started, and Oliva spun in a tight circle, tits bouncing while the girls cheered and clapped.

Olivia was truly stunning, but what shocked me even more was her singing ability. She belted out the song like a recording artist, hitting the notes perfectly as she carried the tune just as well as Bow Wow Wow ever had.

She continued her little spin dance until she ended up in front of me with her ass right in front of my face.

The temptation to reach out and touch her was great but watching her perform was incredible.

Before the chorus started, Oliva sank down onto my lap and slid back until her ass rested on my cock. She brought the mic to her lips and ground against me in tight, sinuous waves.

I want candy

I want candy

My cock hardened in an instant, grinding against her ass as she moved. Then she spun off my lap and back into position before she started singing again, working the little dance she had perfected while I looked on, spellbound.

Olivia repeated the chorus, sitting in my lap, straddling me face to face, all the while grinding my cock until it physically ached inside my jeans. It was the hottest thing any woman had ever done for me, and she pushed past the hard ten she already was, ending up on a scale all her own.

If I had thought she was standoffish before, that impression fled right out the window, as the intoxicating beauty gave me the ultimate lap dance. Suddenly, I wasn’t sure if Becca or Sophie could beat her.

The song went into its final stanza, with Olivia standing before me with her legs parted, hovering over my lap. She looked straight into my eyes and ran her hand through my hair as she sang.

Candy on the beach, there’s nothing better

But I like candy when it’s wrapped in a sweater

Someday soon, I’ll make you mine

Then I’ll have candy all the time

The ladies roared, clapping and cheering as Olivia sank down onto my lap, facing me. She ground her pussy directly against my raging hard-on and sang the final chorus as I rode my palms atop her tight ass. Her cleavage was inches from my face, and I inhaled the sweet scent of strawberry drifting from her glossy dark hair.

The song had no sooner ended when a man’s voice cut through the cheers.

“Olivia, what the fuck? Get off his lap! Now!”

Olivia gasped, and we all turned as one to find an enraged Asian man in his mid-thirties crowding the open door.

Olivia’s eyes registered terror as she stared at the man, her expression horrified. “Derek! What are you doing here?”


Chapter forty
White Knight


The party ended with a whimper while a red-faced Olivia followed her boyfriend out the door. The rest of the girls hung back while I gazed at the open door, too stunned to speak.

Becca stepped up beside me. “We should make sure she’s okay.”

Sophie appeared on my other side and picked up my hand. “Pardon my language, but Derek is a giant asshole.”

I frowned at the open door and picked up Becca’s hand and glanced back over my shoulder at Lillie and Jenna. “Can you girls clean up? I have chaperon duties to perform.”

Lillie and Jenna nodded and turned away, joining the others as they chatted quietly.

Sophie, Becca, and I stepped into the hotel’s breezy hallway, where foot traffic flowed back and forth from the casino. Off to the side, we spotted Derek crowding a defiant-looking Olivia by the entrance to the women’s restroom.

We couldn’t quite make out what they were saying, but there was plenty of hand waving, shouting, and finger pointing. Whatever was happening, Olivia wasn’t backing down.

At one point, Derek tried to grab Olivia by the hand as if to drag her away, but she resisted, yanking away from him while she pointed down the hallway toward the exit.

“Get out,” she said. “I’m done with you. We’re finished.”

Derek backed off, calming down almost immediately while he tried to reason with Olivia. But she was having none of it. She said something to him I couldn’t quite make out, but the angry expression on her face told the story.

A few minutes later, Derek sulked away, shoulders slumped and head down, clearly upset, while Olivia headed in our direction.

Becca let go of my hand and met her halfway. They embraced as Sophie gazed over Becca’s shoulder toward a retreating Derek.

“That felt too easy,” Sophie said. “It wouldn’t surprise me if he showed up at our door later tonight.”

Sophie had plenty of personal experience with controlling boyfriends. I agreed with her. “I’ll walk you back to your room and stay there until you girls fall asleep.”

Sophie frowned and sighed, seeming unhappy with my response.

“You don’t want me to stay?”

Sophie’s expression softened. “I want you to stay all night.”

The way she looked at me sent my stomach tumbling. There was an unspoken implication behind her eyes. “That’s against the pageant rules. If the committee catches me in your room, they could disqualify all three of you.”

Sophie turned her attention back to Becca and Olivia, who sniffled and nodded as Becca tried consoling her.

“Given the circumstances, I think they would make an exception,” Sophie said.

“I’ll stay on one condition,” I said. “I sleep on the couch and there’s absolutely no fooling around.”

Sophie gazed up at me, smiling triumphantly. “Thank you. It makes me feel a lot better knowing you’ll be there.”

I said goodbye to the ladies and told Lillie and Annika I wouldn’t be sleeping with them. The disappointment on their faces made me feel bad, but they understood.

Olivia remained mostly quiet on our trip back to the room while Becca and Sophie consoled her. Becca promised Olivia that she would sleep with her and all three of them told me they felt much better knowing I would be there in case Derek showed up.

While Becca and Olivia got ready for bed, Sophie helped me with the pull-out bed built into the sofa. She found the sheets, blankets, and plenty of pillows. By the time she finished, it looked passably comfortable.

Sophie fluffed a pillow and dropped it on the bed. “You don’t have to sleep out here. Becca’s bed is empty. I’m sure she wouldn’t mind.”

Sophie hadn’t yet changed for bed. She wore the same white sports bra and tight denim shorts she wore earlier in the evening, and I found it impossible to peel my eyes away from the sway of her big, perky breasts. The way they filled out her tight top made me wish I hadn’t put a lid on the possibility of a late-night romp.

“I’ll feel better if I’m out here,” I said. “In case Derek shows, I’ll hear him right away.”

Sophie frowned with disappointment and sighed before nodding as if in understanding. “I’ll get ready for bed and come back to tuck you in.”

“Soph, tomorrow is a big day. You need to go to sleep.”

Sophie rolled her eyes. “I just want to say goodnight. I thought you liked me.”

Sophie was smart, sweet, and endearing. Her exquisite body and beautiful face matched her world-class personality. It was easy to see why she had won the title of Miss Texas. I loved everything about the busty, petite beauty queen. “Liking you isn’t the issue. It’s because I like you that I want you to get plenty of rest. Come tomorrow, you’ll need to be at the top of your game.”

“I don’t even care about that stupid beauty contest,” she said. “My mom forced me into all these dumb pageants. I wanted to play volleyball in high school.”

“That may be the case, but you’ve come too far to throw it all away at the last minute.”

Sophie chewed her lower lip and shot me a teasing smile. She stepped up and took my hands in hers, eyeing me with careful consideration as she used her thumbs to caress the back of my hands. “I’ll sleep better if I get to tell you good night.”

I sighed and stole a glance at the irresistible swell of her tight cleavage bulging from the top of her sports bra. “Fine. But make it quick.”

Sophie’s face lit up. She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me on the lips, causing my stomach to flash with butterflies.

She inched away but just barely while she met my gaze wearing a flirtatious smile. “We can kiss now, right? Becca doesn’t care. In fact, she insisted.”

I leaned in and kissed her back, letting my lips linger until we parted our lips and our tongues spilled together. We deepened the kiss, and our tongues naturally flowed together like strawberries and cream. Sophie laced her fingers in mine and moaned softly as my cock stiffened with pulsing waves of arousal.

The mini-make-out session lasted for thirty seconds, but that was long enough for my cock to dial it up to eleven. When I backed away, Sophie’s brown eyes swam with hazy lust.

“Does that answer your question?” I asked.

She frowned. “Huh?”

I grinned and drew her in tight, sliding my hands around to her backside before giving her ass a loving squeeze.

It took a moment for my words to register before she finally responded. “I’ve never felt that way from a kiss. It’s the butterflies again, but this time it’s like they’re on crack. My legs are all wobbly and my stomach is still tripping over itself.”

“Before we get carried away, this is a perfect time to call it a night,” I said.

Sophie stepped back in a huff, pouting as she frowned at me. “Fine. But, if you want to come sleep with me, you don’t even need to ask. Just climb into my bed.”

I leaned in and gave her one last quick kiss on the lips. “Good night, Sophie.”

“Good night, party pooper,” she said before turning to go.

Her ripe, round ass came into view, and I couldn’t resist giving it a playful smack.

Sophie yelped and spun, rubbing her ass as she glared at me. “You’re so gonna get it.”

I chuckled and blew her a kiss. “Night, Soph.”

She rolled her eyes and strode away before disappearing into the hallway. A moment later, her door shut with a click, leaving me all alone.

I waited for a moment, sure she would return — hoping she would return, but only silence met me. It was my fault for sending her away, but I didn’t feel right taking advantage of her.

My thoughts retreated to my soft king-sized bed, where Lillie and Annika waited for me. They both slept naked, and another threesome was all but guaranteed if only I didn’t feel responsible for Olivia’s safety.

After making the bed, I shucked off my shirt and pulled off my pants. Normally I slept nude, but I felt too exposed for that. I opted to sleep in my boxer briefs and climbed into the uncomfortable pull-out bed, pausing as it creaked under my weight.

As far as hideaway beds went, it wasn’t the worst I had ever experienced, but it was a poor replacement for the real thing. I shifted from side to side, trying to get comfortable.

Neon light poured in through the giant windows, giving the room a hazy glow. There were probably curtains, but I didn’t want to go to all that trouble. I was too on edge to sleep, and thoughts of Sophie clouded my mind.

Images of the busty Latina naked and possibly even playing with herself, intensified the hard-on that still raged. I had grown so accustomed to having sex multiple times a day, my cock became naturally hard at certain times of the day. I was like Pavlov’s dog with pussy.

I chuckled to myself and shook my head. This crazy life had all led to this. I was sleeping under the same roof as the top three contestants for Miss United States, and I had possibly impregnated one of them already.

It only required a short walk down the hall, and I could officially consummate my relationship with the stunning Miss Texas. I couldn’t believe I had come to Vegas, only to add another beauty queen to my burgeoning ranks.

The minutes ticked by, and the silence thickened. Sophie was likely asleep by now. Hopefully, Olivia and Becca were, too. It seemed Derek wasn’t making a house call, and the urge to climb into Sophie’s bed nearly overwhelmed me.

I sighed and shifted my pillow under my head. I couldn’t. What if something happened? No. My place was here, in the family room, where I could intervene at a moment’s notice.

It took a while before my eyes turned groggy, and I had just drifted off when beside me, the bed creaked and the sheets rustled. Someone slipped in beside me and drew up close as I turned to greet my midnight stranger.

My eyes landed on Sophie’s exquisite face, and she stared back at me, wearing a look of worry.

“I couldn’t sleep, and then I started freaking out about Derek,” she said. “If you want me to sleep, you’re going to have to put up with me.”

I smiled and opened my arm to allow her in close. “I’m surprised it took you so long.”

Sophie smiled with satisfaction and shifted toward me under the sheets. She slid her leg over my midsection and ran her hand over my bare chest.

“We could have saved a lot of time if you had just let me sleep here in the first place,” Sophie said.

I curled my arm around her and placed my palm on her back, where I touched her warm, smooth flesh. Her soft breasts mashed up against my ribcage, unhampered by any clothing where she pressed against me, molding her naked body against mine.

“You’re naked,” I said.

Sophie traced my areola with her fingertip and stared up at me. “I like to sleep naked. Is that a problem?”

I caressed her shoulder and trailed my fingers along her spine, inching lower before I rested my palm on the swell of her ass. “How many times did you sleep naked with your ex?”

I don’t know why that came to mind, but I meant it as a joke. After what happened with Derek earlier in the night, it didn’t sound nearly as funny as the words tumbled out of my mouth.

Sophie sighed as she rubbed her inner thigh over the bulge quickly forming in my briefs. “Eww. Gross. Let’s not talk about him. As in, never, ever again. I was never with him in this way. Not once. Not even close.”

“Sorry. That was insensitive,” I said. “Let’s forget he ever existed.”

Sophie nuzzled in close and kissed me high on my neck and sighed with satisfaction. She continued rubbing her inner thigh over my cock as my arousal flared to life. “This feels right to me. It’s like I’ve always belonged in your arms.”

“You’re always welcome in these arms for however long I can have you.”

Sophie remained silent for a moment, tracing an outline of a heart on my chest as if lost in thought. “What if that turns out to be forever?”

I leaned in and kissed the crown of her head where it rested against my shoulder. “That would make me the luckiest guy in the world.”

Sophie pressed in so tight, not a molecule of space existed between us. Her naked body conformed to mine with the swell of her breast pressed neatly against my ribcage. My cock had turned hard enough to rip a hole in my briefs, and there was no way I could sleep.

I ran my palm over Sophie’s bare ass and gave it a loving squeeze. My cock kicked in my briefs, where it strained inside its cotton prison. “I’m officially too excited to sleep.”

“Good,” she said. “Now you know how I feel.”

Sophie drew back the sheets covering us to reveal her curvy body pressed up against mine. She slid her hand down my stomach and over my twitching cock. She traced the curve of my shaft and nuzzled in tight behind my ear. “Make love to me.”

Her whispered words sent a ticklish thrill racing down my spine. My toes curled and my cock kicked under her fingers.

I swallowed the lump rising in my throat and moistened my suddenly dry lips. “You don’t want to lose your virginity on a pullout couch.”

She kissed behind my ear and traced my lobe with the tip of her tongue. As she ground her warm pussy against my hip, she slipped her fingers inside the waistband of my briefs and found my stiff cock.

“You’re all I can think about,” Sophie said. “I’m going crazy, and I want you so badly I can’t even breathe. When I saw you in the lobby with Becca, everything clicked into place. I knew right then, with complete certainty, we belong together.”

Sophie stroked my cock while I shifted my hand over her ass until I felt the heat radiating between her thighs. I traced the outline of her soaking wet slit, drawing a moan and shudder from the busty beauty.

Sophie dipped her tongue inside my ear and stroked my cock. Her breathing turned short and shallow, and she ground her hips as if willing my finger inside her.

Between breaths, she whispered in my ear. “I want you to touch every inch of my body while you fuck me, slow and deep. Then I want you to explode inside me, giving me every drop of your cum.”

My head spun, giddy with lust, and I slipped my finger inside Sophie’s tight pussy, going knuckle deep and back out again.

“We have to be quiet,” I said.

She whimpered and groaned, her voice rising as she fucked my finger and stroked my cock. “I don’t care who hears.”

If I didn’t take control, she would wake Becca and Olivia. While Becca didn’t care what I did with Sophie, she and Olivia needed their sleep. The stunning Miss Texas had already proven that she got what she wanted. It was time for me to take control of the situation.

I slipped my finger from Sophie’s pussy and gave her ass a sharp squeeze. “Roll over onto your back.”

Sophie released my cock and peeled her body away from mine. While she moved into position, I sat up and took off my briefs, letting my cock fly free.

Sophie stretched out on her back with her arms overhead, grinning at me like a girl who had just won the golden ticket. Her dark glossy hair swept over my pillows in lustrous waves, framing her exquisite face. Her plump lips and twinkling eyes battled for supremacy, but it was her utterly flawless body that stole the show.

I sucked in a breath, and carnal lust overwhelmed me, chasing away common sense. “If only the judge’s panel could see you now.”

Sophie giggled, causing her round D-cups to jiggle invitingly. That kind of jiggle didn’t come from a surgeon’s knife.

Sophie greedily eyed my stiff cock. “I can already tell I have your vote.”

I licked my lips and eyed her massive rack. “It’s true,” I said. “Everything is bigger in Texas.”

Sophie followed my gaze and scooped up her breasts before pushing them together. She grinned wickedly. “You’re the first man to see them. You like them that much?”

She released her breasts, and they shifted slightly, springing back into place. Her breasts fit right in with the Fields’ sisters, giving them all a serious run for their money. They were round and springy, with puffy, quarter-sized, mocha colored areolas. Her nipples were pleasingly plump and stiff, leaving my mouth watering for a taste.

She had a flat washboard tummy and a smooth, unblemished pussy. A hint of bubble gum pink appeared from the thin slit between her legs. There wasn’t a hint of stubble or razor burn anywhere in sight. She had the toned, sculpted thighs of a dancer, and despite her petite stature, her legs went on forever. Just like the rest of her, Sophie’s petite feet were proportionally perfect, with her toenails polished a glossy white to match her fingernails.

Sophie fixed her gaze on my swaying cock as she shifted her towards me and parted her legs, giving me an unobstructed view of her pussy.

A hint of worry appeared in Sophie’s big brown eyes. “Are you know… penises… normally that big?”

I followed her gaze to my throbbing manhood and shrugged. “We can go slow. You’re already wet, but I’ll make sure you’re good and ready before we try.”

Sophie nodded and held out her arms, beckoning me to her. “Come here first. I want to kiss you.”

I crawled between her legs and picked up one of her fat breasts before dipping in for a kiss. Our lips met and my cock twitched where it bucked against the soft swell of her tummy, oozing a clear dollop of pre-cum onto her caramel colored skin.

Our tongues slipped together, and I tweaked Sophie’s nipple, giving it a gentle tug as it stiffened between my fingertips.

Sophie moaned and ground her hips, forcing the tip of my cock over her stomach as she slid her fingers through my hair and drew me in tight.

We deepened our kiss, sliding our tongues together as the sexual tension between us thickened. Her moans filled my mouth, and she reached down with one hand, taking my cock between her fingers.

The kiss stretched out with Sophie gently tugging and stroking on my cock, milking the pre-cum onto her fingertips as she wrapped her ankles around my upper thighs.

My cock pulsed so hard and fast it ached. It wouldn’t do to come so soon. Mentally, I tried to retreat, willing my body away from an intense urge to come. My lizard brain screamed at me to slide my cock into her warm, tight pussy and steal her virginity like a thief in the night. My rational side won out, but just barely.

I broke off the kiss and drew back, coming face-to-face with the petite beauty queen. “Let’s make sure you’re ready.”

Sophie furrowed her brows. “I’m already soaking wet. Please, I want to feel you inside me.”

“Trust me. You’ll love this part,” I said.

I kissed her chest and scooped up her twin marvels, one in each hand. I squeezed them together and kissed my way lower, working my way over her cleavage until I came face-to-face with an engorged nipple.

I lowered my mouth and tasted her sweet flesh. Her slippery nipple filled my mouth, and I nibbled it playfully while I mauled her other breast with my free hand. I sucked greedily, swirling my tongue around her areola as Sophie grabbed fistfuls of my hair and moaned.

I took turns between her breasts, kissing one, then the other before burying my face in her springy cleavage and kissing my way up and down each glorious mound.

Sophie twined her feet around my thighs, locking me in place as she gyrated her hips and moaned. She squirmed beneath me, panting as she pulled on my hair. “Baby, that feels amazing.”

Nipple play was her thing. Although all of my ladies loved it when I played with their nipples, none showed Sophie’s exuberance. Given a few more minutes, I could make her come using her nipples alone. No wonder she wanted to have sex so badly. She was a powder keg, and I had lit the fuse.

I came away from her nipples, releasing my suction grip with a satisfying pop before grabbing hold of both breasts and kissing my way lower.

Her tummy quivered as I went. A rash of goosebumps spread over her flesh like a flash-fire, and her breaths came in rapid pulls.

“God, baby. I’m about to come so hard,” she said, struggling to speak.

I released her breasts, peeking up at them with satisfaction as I watched them spring back into place. But I had other earth to till, starting with her tight pink pussy.

I kissed my way over her mons and pried her thighs apart, pushing them back slightly as I licked my way over her drenched slit.

Already soaking wet, Sophie was more than primed to take me inside her, but selfishly, I wanted a taste of that sweet, sweet nectar.

I had plenty of oral sex with every one of my ladies, but Sophie was the wettest by a wide margin. She was clearly a sexual creature, repressed by her upbringing until she was bursting at the seams.

I kissed her pussy and glanced up at her. “Such a pretty pink pussy. I wonder how it tastes?”

Sophie groaned and writhed beneath me, gyrating her hips as she raised her ass off the bed. “Please, Stevie. Stop teasing me.”

I knew she would come fast, but I never expected what came next. I pried apart her pussy lips and licked her once from hole to clit. Sophie erupted.

She cried out and her body spasmed while her pussy gushed, coating my tongue with a river of her sweet nectar. It wasn’t quite squirting, but it was close.

Her body shook with orgasmic ecstasy as she grabbed hold of the sheets and pinned her pussy up against my mouth. The orgasm stretched out while I licked and sucked, only staying away from her clit for fear she might pass out.

Every move of my tongue caused her body to buck and her pussy to spasm. It was as if she experienced one orgasm, tail spinning into the next.

She tasted as sweet and pure as I imagined. I lapped up every drop, taking it all in as I licked her clean. I wanted to continue, but worried that her nonstop climaxing might make her faint.

I came away from her pussy and gently caressed her inner thighs as I gazed up at her. “Baby, are you okay?”

Sophie heaved for breath, her chest rising and falling in rapid succession. She met my gaze and licked her lips. “I’ve never come that hard on my own. That was insane. Your tongue is magic.”

I’d barely touched her, and I hadn’t even started on her clit. “Wait until we get home. You ain’t seen nothing yet.”

Sophie grinned. “Can we skip the pageant and go straight to the part where we make love every day?”

“We’re going on a cruise after the pageant. Should I go ahead and book your ticket?”

“Yes,” she said without a hint of hesitation. “I want to come with you. Please tell me you’re not joking.”

I was half joking, but having her along would only make things that much better. “We’ll book it first thing in the morning. Olivia too, if she wants to go.”

Normally, such a declaration would have sent the bubbly beauty into a happy tailspin, but the look in her eyes told me that Sophie’s attention was elsewhere. She pushed herself onto her elbows and gazed down at the massive log swaying between my legs. She eyed my cock hungrily. It was time.

I crawled between Sophie’s parted legs where we came face-to face where our lips met. The kiss was sudden and intense. She pulled me down between her legs and moaned into my mouth as her tongue swam together with mine.

My cock glided over her warm, slippery trench. My tip rested above her clit where it pulsed, eager for combat. After an entire day of teasing, including that lap dance from Olivia, it was time to take another virgin.

Sophie broke off our kiss and dropped back to the bed. She adjusted the pillow behind her neck, bringing her into a position where she could watch me penetrate her.

I picked her up by her thighs and swiveled her into position with my cock resting squarely on her tiny little pussy. It looked like an impossible fit, but I had full faith that Sophie’s body would quickly adapt. The girl was born to fuck.

I picked up my cock in one hand and rubbed my tip up and down her slit, eliciting moans and stifled gasps from the raven haired beauty.

Waves of pleasure skidded along my loins, causing my head to spin with dizzy lust. “You’re sure about this?”

Sophie nodded emphatically as she bit her lower lip. Pleasure warped her face, and she looked like she was on the brink of another orgasm.

“Put it in,” she said.

I chuckled and slid my tip into place, just outside her honey hole. As she wiggled her hips, her pussy squirmed against my tip and the primal hunger of carnal need roared inside me.

Sophie sat up a little taller, taking hold of the sheets as she gazed down between her legs. The tip of my cock perfectly skewered her tight little Miss Texas pussy. All I needed was a little push before I deflowered her and made her mine.

With a stiff grunt, I levered my hips forward and sank my cock into Sophie’s warm, tight pussy. I hissed with pleasure, and she instantly clamped down, seizing my cock like an illegally parked car.

Sophie gasped, then moaned as she shifted her hips, fucking me ever so slightly with half my cock buried inside her.

She was so wet that, despite her incredible tightness, she took me with zero complications. “You feel so good,” I said. “Does it hurt?”

She shook her head. “It feels so good. I’m going to come again soon.”

“Come as much as you want,” I said. “Where do you want me to come?”

“Inside me,” she said. “I’m not on the pill, but it’s safe.”

Famous last words. I had at least one pregnant girlfriend, and likely a couple of others were on the way. Jenna was pregnant, and I strongly suspected Becca was, too. She was waiting until after the pageant to tell me. I had my suspicions about Lillie as well. Ever since our night out with her friends, she had stayed away from any form of alcohol. I wasn’t about to argue with Sophie. If she wanted me to come inside her, I was more than willing.

“You okay to take the rest of me?”

“Yes,” she said. “Push it all the way inside.”

I locked my eyes on hers and pushed forward with a grunt. My cock slid deep inside her extremely tight pussy. Pleasure warped my brain, and I groaned under the carnal onslaught.

Sophie gasped and her pussy spasmed as her legs twitched with another orgasm. Her juices soaked my cock, and she squirmed against my manhood, moving her hips just enough to take me in to the hilt.

I had a feeling that was one of many more orgasms to come. With my cock buried, I rocked my hips, loosening her until I was sure she could handle a more rigorous pace. Once I had her in the right spot, I switched motion, sliding my cock in and out while pinned her legs to either side of her hips, splitting her like a grape.

Sophie sat propped up against a pillow, her face warped with pleasure as she matched my rhythm, and watched my hot cock as it slid in and out of her pussy. Her eyes were unfocused and hazy, lost in a cloud of pure lust. Her breasts jiggled and bounced with the motion, and her glossy black hair spilled over her shoulders onto the pillows behind her. She furrowed her brow and moaned as she moved her hips, pushing upward as she met my downward thrusts.

The pullout bed creaked and groaned, loudly squeaking with the cadence of our fucking. Moans and grunts rose above the laboring bed frame, and we fell into a steady, sing-song cadence.

Her ass slapped against my mid-section, and my cock sizzled as I plunged into her virginal depths. My cock glistened with her wetness, and Sophie climaxed twice more while her broken grunts and breathless moans teased me to the brink of orgasm. With every orgasm, Sophie’s vaginal walls contracted around my engorged cock, pulsing as she seemed unable to speak.

Sophie’s tits traveled in tight circles, swirling together every time I bottomed out. The way she scrunched up her nose as she repeatedly came made her look as adorable as she was a total smoke show.

Five minutes stretched into ten. We stopped for a break and a quick make-out session. When we resumed, Sophie wrapped her legs around my waist and drew me in tight, rocking forward and backward, milking my cock as she fucked me like a seasoned pro.

I lost count of her many orgasms. It was as if one flowed into the next and made it impossible to separate them as distinct events.

We shifted positions, and Sophie took the lead. She climbed on top of me, straddling me in the cowgirl position as she braced herself on my chest. She rode my cock, pumping me up and down while twerking her hips until I couldn’t hold back any longer.

I grabbed hold of her ass and clamped down as my cock strobed white hot in her tight pussy. “Soph, I’m coming.”

I managed to eke out the words, and Sophie pinned her pussy down, sealing herself on my cock as I thrust upward, going as deep as I could.

My orgasm hit me like a runaway train. My vision swam as I soaked the incredible Latina beauty and came as hard as I ever had. With heavy grunts, thick ropes of cum jettisoned from my cock and flashed deep inside Sophie’s virginal womb. Again and again, I came as my head swam, dizzy from the pleasure pulsing in waves.

It was a monstrous orgasm, grown from hours of edging and a deep seated need to turn Sophie into one of my girls. Sophie took it all, grinding her hips and squeezing her pussy, milking every drop from my balls. She lowered herself to meet me face-to-face, flattening her Hollywood-perfect breasts against my chest before our lips met and we kissed.

After my orgasm faded, I cradled Sophie’s ass, and my cock lurched with aftershocks as cum continued to seep into the beauty queen. Our kissing and post-coital bliss stretched out, with Sophie resting atop me the entire time. It was as if neither one of us wanted the moment to end. We kissed and hugged while I caressed her rear end and back, gently massaging her as we came down from our orgasmic heights.

Finally, Sophie slipped off of me and onto her side, yet she never let go. She drew me up against her where we rested on our sides facing each other.

“Don’t make me go back to my bed,” she said as worry clouded her beautiful brown eyes. “I don’t want to leave you.”

We had a strange chemistry. After only two days, we barely knew each other, yet it felt like I had been with her for years. I didn’t believe in reincarnation, but if I did, Sophie was a wife from a previous life and we had found our way back to each other. There was an inherent intimacy between us that felt as natural as breathing. Was it love at first sight? I thought so, but I didn’t have an answer, only what I felt in my heart.

“After the cruise, come back to Chicago with us,” I said. “I’ll go with you to Texas and help you move out.”

Sophie’s eyes welled with tears, and she nodded. “Okay.”

“Are you okay? This is a good thing, right?”

“It’s amazing,” she said. “It feels just like you’re the one I’m supposed to be with. My heart tells me we belong together. It’s crazy, isn’t it? Why am I so drawn to you? I’m not normally a smothering type of girl. I’m the one to push guys away. But with you, everything is the opposite. I can’t even imagine not being with you. Oh God, I’m scaring you away, aren’t I?”

I chuckled and leaned in to kiss her. Her lips met mine with a tender eagerness that was as pure as it was thrilling. A moment later, I drew back and gazed into her eyes. “You know the life I’m living. Are you sure about this? I won’t always be able to give you one hundred percent of my attention.”

“I’ve never been more certain of anything. I love your family. For the first time, it feels like I’m home.”

“Good,” I said, and pulled her in tight. “You are home.”

I rested my palm on her bare ass and squeezed. “It’s settled then. You’re an official card-carrying member of the Steve Erickson harem.”

Sophie giggled. “Does it come with any discounts?”

“Sure. You get free room and board and as much sex as you want.”

“I’m in,” Sophie said. “Wait until you taste my enchiladas. In fact, wait until you taste everything I can cook.”

“Good Lord, I’ve hit the jackpot.”


Chapter forty-one
Buns and Ovens


The next morning, Sophie and I woke before Becca and Olivia. We stowed the pull-out bed and put away the pillows and blankets. I ordered the four of us room service for breakfast, then Sophie dragged me into her bathroom for a shower, where we had sex two more times before I forced the nascent nymphomaniac to turn off the water and get out.

That encounter came on top of the two times we had sex the night before. She lived out many of the positions she had dreamed up during her years living in a sexual desert. It turned out I was her personal, full-service oasis, and she was on the brink of dehydration.

We did it doggy style, cowgirl and reverse cowgirl, to name just a few. I fucked her side saddle and with her sitting on my lap straddling me. She begged to fuck her in the pile-driver position, which she had to explain to me. It turned out I’d fucked Lillie in the same position without realizing what it was called.

I pinned her down to the bed and fucked her hard from behind, then again on the bathroom counter and the last time with her back pressed against the shower’s tiled wall.

She had drained me dry. Yet she bounced around like she had spent all night mainlining Red Bull. As we dressed, she asked me about home and where she would live. She wanted specific details about timing and when we could go get her things. She wouldn’t relent until I booked us two tickets from Chicago to Dallas.

With the pageant still hours away, I had planned a little surprise for Becca, Sophie, and Olivia that I meant to spring on them over breakfast.

The breakfast arrived soon after Sophie and I finished our bathroom romp, where we found Becca and Olivia grazing over a bowl of fresh fruit and a platter of bagels. Olivia laughed at something Becca said before the two turned on us at the same time and grinned.

Sophie strode into the room, smiling triumphantly as she held her hand in mine. “Morning, ladies.”

Becca and Olivia looked at each other, then back at us, before they burst out laughing.

Sophie glared at them as she pulled me forward. “Am I missing the joke, or am I the joke?”

There was an inkling of heat behind her words before Becca jumped to her defense.

“You’re not a joke, sweetie,” Becca said.

“I’m jealous,” Olivia said as she bit into a strawberry. “Good sex is supposed to be loud.”

Sophie relaxed and grinned back at her friends. “Oh, that. Yeah. I guess I’m a little vocal.”

“A little? I’m surprised we didn’t have security break down our door,” Olivia said.

“Sophie’s in good company,” I said. “Lillie’s also a screamer.”

“I knew there was a reason we clicked,” Sophie said.

I cleared my throat and jumped in with my big surprise. “I arranged for the three of you to have some private spa time this morning.”

Olivia and Sophie squealed with delight and traded high fives. Becca barely reacted at all.

Sophie whirled on me. “You’re coming too, right?”

“I wasn’t planning on it,” I said. “It’s a special treat for the three of you to help you relax before the show later today. You’re getting facials, pedicures and manicures. They have a masseuse, sauna, and even a private jacuzzi.”

I eyed Becca as she mustered weak enthusiasm, but she didn’t share the same energy as Olivia and Sophie.

“This is just what I needed,” Olivia said. “Thank you, Steve.”

Then she stepped up to me and pulled me into a tight hug before whispering in my ear. “Thank you for everything.”

My stomach dipped and the heat from her body sent a sharp tingle up my spine. I loosely coiled my arms around her shoulders and hugged her back. “I’m just glad you’re okay.”

Olivia broke off the hug, held my gaze for a long moment, then perched on her tiptoes and kissed me on the lips. “That was what you were supposed to get after my dance.”

“Only with a lot more tongue,” Sophie said.

My cheeks flushed hot as I eyed the Asian beauty. “Thanks. The dance was epic, and your singing voice was even better.”

Olivia beamed as a huge smile lit her face. “Thank you. I’ve spent years taking dance and voice lessons.”

Sophie giggled. “Trust me, Liv. You’ll love Steve’s candy.”

Becca snorted a laugh and Olivia held my gaze as she stepped back, ignoring Sophie’s comment.

“Like Sophie said, that kiss was a little more PG than the one I had planned for you last night,” Olivia said.

“I wouldn’t turn down an encore performance,” I said. “Remind me to build a karaoke room back at home.”

“You’ll want to add a brass pole to that order,” Sophie said. “She’s a dervish with a metal pole between her legs.”

Olivia’s cheeks flushed red, and she glanced away from me, clearly embarrassed.

“Let’s eat,” I said, changing the subject. “You three have a big day ahead.”

We sat down at the suite’s modest dining table and dug in. We steered the conversation away from Derek and the ladies didn’t seem keen on discussing the pageant, either. Becca was way too quiet, and she picked at her breakfast, barely touching anything.

I picked up her hand and squeezed it softly. “Hey. Everything okay?”

She glanced up at me and forced a smile that her eyes didn’t register. “I guess I’m a little nervous.”

That wasn’t like her. She hadn’t shown a single moment of fear during any of the preliminary competitions. I didn’t buy it. “You’re sure that’s all it is?”

Sophie and Olivia gazed at Becca, both of them waiting for her to speak.

Becca only shrugged. “I’ll be glad when it’s over.”

That definitely wasn’t like her. She loved everything about competing in these pageants. She loved the outfits, the makeup, the pageantry, and most of all, the people. The woman was a font of optimism that couldn’t raise the spirit of even the most cynical among us.

I gazed over at Olivia and Sophie and both of them eyed me, wearing concerned expressions. They knew more than what they were letting on.

Olivia pushed away from the table and held out her hand to Sophie. “Come on, Soph. Let’s get ready for the spa.”

Sophie picked up on the cue and jumped up from the table, taking Olivia’s offered hand before the two of them disappeared into their rooms.

“Are you going to talk to me?” I asked.

I gazed at the green-eyed beauty, waiting for her to speak. “I told you. Everything is fine.”

Her words came out dead, and she picked at the untouched eggs on her plate.

“Baby, you know we don’t keep secrets from each other. Whatever it is, can’t be that bad, right? Are you upset about me and Sophie?”

Becca’s eyes widened, and she whipped her head up to look at me. “No. Not at all. That’s not it. I’m over the moon about you and Sophie.”

“Then there is something,” I said. “Come on, Becca. You know how this stuff eats you up inside. You’re terrible with secrets.”

“This isn’t how I wanted to tell you,” she said.

Tears welled in her eyes, and her chin quivered.

Whatever was bothering her was eating a hole right through her soul. Oddly enough, I wasn’t worried. Becca loved me and she wasn’t going anywhere.

I let out a breath and pushed away from the table. “Let’s get comfortable and you can tell me all about it.”

I stood and held out my hand. Becca took it and I led her over to the sofa, where I sat down and pulled her onto my lap.

I wrapped my arms around her and gave her a short, reassuring kiss on the lips, which she reciprocated. “I’m all ears.”

She picked up my hand in hers and played with my fingers as she dug for the will to speak.

I gave her the moment she needed before she looked me in the eye. “I’m pregnant.”

If I was supposed to be shocked, I wasn’t. Instead, I smiled and pulled her into a hug. “That’s amazing news, and honestly, I had my suspicions. But I thought this was what you wanted.”

I drew back, and Becca gave me a tentative smile. “I’m thrilled about the baby. Actually, I’m thrilled. I can’t wait to be a mom and raise our baby together. I’ve been wanting to tell you all week.”

“Okay? Then what’s wrong?”

She paused for a long moment, searching my eyes before she spoke. “Miss United States can’t be pregnant,” she said. “It’s against the rules.”

There it was. Becca was the ultimate rule follower. I remember when she was a kid and broke down crying when she accidentally stole a pack of gum Lillie had put in her basket as a joke.

Since Miss United States was a puritanical, misogynistic beauty contest espousing purity and virginity above all else, the last thing they wanted was a pregnant out-of-wedlock winner, fueling a scandal that nobody but them actually cared about.

“Becca, times have changed. That rule is really outdated.”

“It’s still in the rulebook for a reason,” Becca said. “I need to drop out.”

“What? No way. You’ve worked way too hard for this. It’s not like you’re six months pregnant with a cute little baby bump. You can’t even tell.”

Becca smiled faintly and touched her womb. “You think so? I was worried about what you would think of me.”

“I think you’re the kindest, sweetest, most humble woman in the world. They would be lucky to have you as Miss United States. How far along are you?”

“The test came back positive a couple of days ago,” she said. “I think we got pregnant after our last date.”

“After we saw the rom com?”

I had just described almost every date I had ever had with Becca, but she nodded in confirmation. “We did it on that beanbag chair in the TV room.”

I smiled and nodded. “That was a great night.”

Becca giggled and squeezed my hand. “That’s why I want this whole thing to be over so we can just focus on the baby and what comes next.”

“We have an entire lifetime to worry about that,” I said. “Right now, you’ve got to put on your game face.”

She sighed with exasperation. “You sound like Jenna and Lillie. They said the same thing.”

“Who else knows you’re pregnant?”

Becca’s cheeks flushed crimson. “You are kind of the last one to find out.”

I laughed and gave her ass a playful swat. “You’re a brat. Do Olivia and Sophie know too?”

Becca nodded, and I rolled my eyes.

Becca giggled and eyed me sweetly. “Sorry. I just didn’t want you to be disappointed in me if I went through with the competition.”

“What do Liv and Sophie think?”

“They told me I should compete. Olivia was rather insistent. She told me I was being old-fashioned, and this wasn’t 1950.”

“Most women so early into a pregnancy don’t even know. I really think you shouldn’t worry about this and just go out there and give it your best shot.”

She held my gaze, studying my face for a long time before she spoke. “I’ll think about it, but I don’t think I could win with the guilt eating me up inside. The audience and the judges will see that something isn’t right.”

Before I could respond, Liv and Sophie came out of the back room and peeked at us from around the corner.

“I told him,” Becca said. “You can come out.”

Sophie bounced out first, grinning from ear to ear. “I’m going to be an aunt. Isn’t that so cool?”

Olivia rolled her eyes. “Steve, please tell me you talked some sense into her.”

“I told her my opinion, but I’ll respect Becca, no matter what she decides. I’m just thrilled that she’s got a bun in the oven.”

Olivia rolled her eyes. “As if having your own harem wasn’t the height of misogyny, now you’re treating her like a birthing machine. She doesn’t have a bun in the oven.”

Sophie took my hand and pressed my palm against her womb before turning her dazzling smile on Olivia. “Steve’s bun is definitely in my oven.”

“You never know, Steve’s bun might be in my oven too,” Sophie said. “Last night was crazy and I’m not on any kind of birth control.”

Olivia sighed. “Come on. Let’s go to the spa.”

Sophie grinned at her friend. “Liv, if you ask sweetly, I’m sure Steve would be more than willing to put a bun in your oven.”


Chapter forty-two
Tropical Waves


While Becca, Liv and Sophie were busy with their facials, I crept away, giving them some space and me a chance at some much needed rest. A few minutes later, with the help of the facility staff, I found the private jacuzzi.

With nothing but a white towel coiled around my waist, I opened the door to the jacuzzi room and entered a tropical paradise.

The room was alive with lush ferns, flowering vines, and twin palm trees sporting actual coconuts. The air was thick with the sweet scent of tropical flowers, and the sound of trickling water created a soothing melody.

A glass domed ceiling allowed natural light to pour in, casting a warm glow over the room. The vibrant greenery and colorful flowers created a stunning contrast against the pristine water, percolating inside the jacuzzi, immersing the scene in a tropical paradise. A footpath made of flat stone meandered through the foliage where it ended at the foot of the jacuzzi.

I wound around a bed of Tiger Lillies and came upon a miniature waterfall. A gentle stream of water trickled over a series of flat stair step rocks before disappearing behind an inviting whirlpool filled with steamy, swirling water.

Golden lights filtered through the churning froth and the seamless adhesion of the natural surroundings to the man made jacuzzi were impossible to distinguish.

The artificial jungle seamlessly merged with the jacuzzi, making it difficult to distinguish where nature ended, and man-made luxury began. The water cascading from the miniature waterfall flowed effortlessly into the inviting whirlpool, creating a mesmerizing union of natural and man-made beauty. Every element in the room, from the perfectly positioned ferns to the strategically placed stones on the footpath, was meticulously arranged to create a harmonious space. The coexistence of the vibrant foliage and the bubbling jacuzzi created a serene atmosphere that transported me to an enchanting oasis.

The effect was so convincing that it inspired memories of the trip to paradise I shared with Annika. They had even piped in the sounds of the jungle.

Exotic birds chirped from the nearby branches, their melodic calls intermingling with the rhythmic gurgling of the waterfall. The distant cries of monkeys echoed through the room, creating an immersive soundscape that transported me to a remote rainforest.

I glanced up at the lush foliage and the sun filtering through the high glass dome. “Damn. I need me one of these at home.”

Before even stepping into the water, a wave of relaxation flowed through me. I slipped off my towel and draped it across a wide, flat stone that doubled as a drink table. Naked, I stepped into the jacuzzi and savored the coils of heat as they worked their way into my aching muscles. As soon as I entered the jacuzzi, a wave of relaxation washed over me, melting away the tension in my muscles. The coils of heat embraced my body, lulling me into a state of blissful tranquility.

After a night filled with romper room sex on a rickety pull-out couch, the hot, swirling water worked its magic on my stiff muscles. The tension melted away, and a profound sense of relief spread through my body, rejuvenating me from within.

With a sigh of satisfaction, I sank onto the stone seat and reclined against the smooth stone wall. The seat provided a snug spot to relax, enveloping me in a warm embrace. The dim, golden lights filtering through the churning froth created an intimate ambiance, making it feel like I was in my own romantic hideaway. Waves of relaxation flooded my senses before I closed my eyes and let myself drift.

My mind turned groggy and a moment before sleep took me, the sound of someone slipping into the tub lurched me back to reality.

I opened my eyes and found Olivia floating before me, wearing a serene smile as she took me in.

“Sorry,” she said. “Did I wake you?”

The Asian beauty wore a snow white bikini top that contrasted starkly against her flawless bronze complexion, drawing my eyes to the deep cleavage bulging from the tight fabric. A bare hint of her nipples played through the thin material, replacing my grogginess with fresh arousal.

She wore her long dark hair piled atop her head in a loose bun. Olivia’s sweet, embarrassed smile instantly endeared her to me, as if she was letting me in on a secret. Her eyes sparkled with a mix of curiosity and longing, creating an emotional connection that went beyond mere physical attraction.

The raw sexual energy emanating from her fueled our instant and undeniable chemistry, making it impossible for me to look away.

Her deep cleavage was equally impossible to ignore, but I tried my best, focusing on her vivid green eyes as a sleepy smile spread across my face.

“Nope,” I said. “I was just resting my eyes.” I sat up, suddenly aware of my bare cock hidden beneath the churning froth. “But I’m afraid you’ve caught me a little underdressed. I didn’t think I’d have any visitors.”

Liv’s eyes flickered to my midsection as if she could see my cock through the bubbling froth. “My bad. I should have given you a heads-up.”

“No worries,” I said. “I just didn’t want to freak you out. I’m glad to have your company.”

Liv smiled and seemed to relax as she hovered before me, her massive breasts floating on the churning currents.

“In that case, how about I even the playing field?”

I raised an eyebrow in confusion and was about to speak when Liv reached behind her back and untied her bikini top.

The top slackened and her big natural breasts gave slightly, barely spreading apart as she pulled the top free. She tossed the top aside before pulling off her bottoms. A moment later, her wet bikini rested in a heap by our towels.

My eyes bulged and my jaw dropped as I drank in her legendary curves.

Thin tan lines crisscrossed her breasts, leaving her pale flesh completely exposed. Her pink, puffy areolas appeared before my eyes, upturned slightly and topped by thick nipples, standing at attention.

Olivia chuckled as she read my gobsmacked expression. “They’re just boobs. Given your family history, you’ve seen plenty of top-tier female breasts. Mine aren’t even as nice as Sophie’s or Becca’s.”

She cradled her amazing tits in both hands, hoisting them up as she pushed them together. Then, unceremoniously, she dropped them, letting them spring back into place as she eyed me with a mischievous grin.

My cock stiffened under the waves, thickening by the second as arousal flooded my senses.

“That’s a pile of nonsense,” I said. “But if you’re fishing for a compliment, then I’ll give you one. Your breasts are incredible, and you know it. I would put your magnificent rack up against anyone, including Becca and Sophie.”

As Olivia floated before me, her massive breasts bubbled on the churning currents, and the intense desire between us crackled in the air. The simmering green of her eyes mirrored the passion burning within, igniting a magnetic pull that drew us closer.

Olivia smiled confidently. “I’ll admit, they are pretty great. If my nudity makes you uncomfortable, I’ll put my suit back on.”

I rolled my eyes. “I’m long past letting beautiful young women throw me into a tailspin. You have a beautiful body and the most amazing green eyes I’ve ever seen. I enjoy looking at you almost as much as I enjoyed your singing and dancing.”

Olivia slid back into the seat facing me, letting her breasts bubble on the surface. They jiggled under the roiling waves and my cock reacted, hardening to stone as I unabashedly locked my gaze on her twin wonders.

“Thanks again for sleeping over last night,” Olivia said, snapping me out of my trance.

I met her gaze and gave her a reassuring nod. “I’m just glad Derek didn’t show up at your door.”

“He called me last night, and we spoke,” she said.

A kernel of unwarranted jealousy came out of nowhere, burrowing a hole in my consciousness. I pushed away the feeling and frowned. “Oh?”

Olivia gave me a teasing smile, as if reading my mind. “He wanted to know who you were, and what I was doing on your lap.”

Simmering anger swelled in my chest. “What did you tell him?”

She shrugged. “I told him you and I were fucking like rabbits, and the lap dance was a reenactment of how you fucked me the night before.”

My jaw dropped. “You’re kidding?”

Olivia shook her head. “Ask Becca. She heard the whole thing. It serves that dickwad right. I don’t owe him a thing, including ownership of my body or the right to dictate who I fuck.”

At the very least, I understood the guy’s jealousy. I wouldn’t want any of my ladies’ fucking men willy-nilly behind my back. I frowned, trying to subvert my opinion before I said something that might anger the stunning Miss California.

Olivia met my frown with one of her own. “What? You don’t agree?”

“I agree with you to an extent,” I said.

Olivia leaned forward as if trying to read me. “Don’t tell me you’re the jealous, controlling type. Given your lifestyle, I thought you would be more open-minded.”

“I’m hardly controlling or jealous. But the thought of a woman I love with all my heart and soul having sex with another man makes me feel ill. I wouldn’t like it one bit.”

“Yet you can have sex with whoever you want whenever you want?” She scoffed and shook her head. “I thought you were different.”

“I don’t have sex with whoever I want whenever I want,” I said. “The ladies must unanimously agree before anything happens.”

“You fucked Sophie last night. We heard you.”

“Not before everyone agreed to let her join our little harem,” I said. “That’s what last night was partially about. It was a chance for my family to get to know you and Sophie.”

She raised an eyebrow and grinned. “Don’t think I didn’t notice you include me in your little approval process.”

My cheeks flushed with heat. “I didn’t mean to insinuate. I — "

Olivia cut me off with a laugh. “Relax. They already told me.” She held my gaze for a long simmering moment as she splashed hot jacuzzi water over her ample breasts. “Besides, I’m more than a little interested.”

My stomach dipped, then soared as my hard cock twitched under the waves. “Oh?”

Olivia smiled and stretched out her legs underwater, finding my feet with hers. “I bet you fuck whoever you want anyway, don’t you? Your harem wives would do whatever you say.”

Olivia rubbed her toes between mine as she watched me, smirking playfully.

“That’s not true,” I said. “Lillie banned all of her friends despite their obvious desire for my attention. They’re strictly off limits.”

Olivia caressed my feet, using her toes as she eyed me and licked her lips. “If we have sex, does that mean I can’t have sex with other men?”

“I wouldn’t have casual sex with you. I can’t afford to with so many emotions in play. Does that answer your question?”

“So, if I crawled into your lap and slipped you inside of me, you would tell me no?”

“Yes,” I said, without hesitation. “Once we cross that line, it’s you, me, and the rest of the family. If we do this, we’re committing.”

Olivia pulled back her feet and sat up straight. “Good. I don’t want to be with a man who doesn’t respect me, or in your case, me and the other women you love.”

I frowned. “Was this some kind of test?”

“Not a test, but a way of measuring your character. It’s hard to get a good read on a dude who’s banging like twenty chicks at once.”

“That’s a gross exaggeration. And I’m not banging any of them. I love them. They aren’t meat or property. Sex is intimacy. I don’t jump into one without wanting the other. At least that’s true for me.”

Olivia rolled her eyes. “I know, but the point is valid. Before I jump into the fire, I want to understand a little about you.”

“And I want to know more about you, too.”

“Like what?”

“For starters, how did you get into pageants?”

“My mother,” Olivia said. “Twenty years ago, she was a very famous idol in Japan. After she married my father, they moved to the states on business where they had me. My mom was always into beauty contests. She needed a hobby and a way to meet people, so she pushed me into it.”

“What’s an idol?”

“Do you live under a cultural rock? An idol is a sex symbol in Japan. They take pictures of a pretty girl, splash her face all over billboards and magazines until every man wants her and every woman wants to be her. My mom was huge for a few years until my father scooped her up and married her. He’s an American and a couple of decades older than my mom.”

Olivia’s mother, a former idol in Japan, had been a household name, her face plastered across billboards and magazines. Growing up in the shadow of her mother’s fame, Olivia had experienced a unique perspective on beauty and the pressures that came with it.

That perspective helped me understand Olivia in a way I wouldn’t have without delving into her background. It further cemented my burgeoning feelings for the beauty queen. She was much more complicated than I expected.

Then there was Olivia’s ex, Derek. He was a man near my age. Did that mean she was into older guys, just like her mother? It wasn’t polite to ask, and it didn’t really matter. She seemed like she was into me, and I was definitely into her.

“Becca mentioned you were pre-law as an undergrad. I assume you’re going to law school?”

Olivia shrugged. “I’m taking a gap year to figure things out. The thought of grinding eighty hours a week to climb the corporate ladder doesn’t appeal to me. Besides, most law firms don’t take pretty girls seriously.”

“What drew you to study law in the first place?”

“Watching women’s rights go up in smoke infuriates me. I want to do something about it. I want to fight back.”

Her determination to make a difference, coupled with her intelligence and beauty, provided a powerful platform to advocate for change.

“It sounds like politics is your calling,” I said.

Olivia chuckled and shook her head. “There’s too much corporate money tied up in politics. It’s all so fucking corrupt.”

“You are way too young to be so cynical. Aren’t pageant queens supposed to be perky and brim with positivity?”

Olivia rolled her eyes. “The person you see on stage isn’t the real me.”

“Maybe you could use your role as Miss California to give women’s rights a voice. Just imagine what you could do if you’re the next Miss United States. Besides, didn’t Sophie say you have over a million Instagram followers? Why not use that as a platform to urge young women to vote? That’s what drives actual change.”

Olivia studied me as her lips ticked up with a slight smile. “My thoughts exactly.”

That’s when it hit me. “That’s been your plan all along?”

Olivia nodded. “Sure, I want to go to law school, but the bigger my media presence, the more I can impact change. Crafting that message without turning people away is where I’m walking a thin line.”

“You are a crafty young woman. I love it.”

Olivia grinned, and once again extended her leg. Her foot brushed against my knee, and she leveled me with a smoldering gaze. “Anything else you want to ask before I finish my dance?”

A fresh wave of butterflies fluttered through my stomach, and I reached out to cradle her foot in my hand. I swallowed the rising lump in my throat and gazed at her flawless breasts, nearly submerged beneath the waterline. “You’ve sated my curiosity… for now.”

My cock kicked, rock hard and getting harder by the second. I used my thumb to caress the sole of her foot. Then I gently pulled her toward me, watching as Olivia floated closer.

As she appeared before me, she flashed a wicked grin and slid into place atop my lap, straddling me. Her breasts jiggled slightly as she shifted her weight, pinning her knees on either side of my hips while she hooked her arms around my neck.

My cock met the soft, warm surface of Olivia’s tummy and pulsed, aching with a primal need I’d spent a summer getting accustomed to.

I placed my hands high on her hips and gazed at her quivering mounds, where they bobbled before my chest.

Olivia’s nipples stiffened, rising before my eyes as she played with a lock of my hair at the base of my neck.

“We’re missing the karaoke machine,” I said.

Olivia frowned, feigning concern as she shifted her hips forward and backward, grinding against my balls. “I can hear the music playing in my head, can’t you?”

My pulse quickened and my cock twitched where it lay nestled against Olivia’s smooth stomach. I palmed one of Olivia’s heavy breasts and squeezed. Her nipple popped between my fingers as her flesh bulged under my cast-iron grip.

“Right,” I said as my head swam. “All we’re missing is the kiss.”

Olivia slipped a hand under the churning froth and coiled her fingers around my pulsing manhood. She gave it a firm squeeze and smiled with satisfaction.

She continued grinding, sliding her pussy lips over the meat of my shaft as her thumb buzzed over my sensitive glans. “Sophie wasn’t kidding. I can’t wait to feel you inside me.”

My breathing turned labored as waves of pleasure reverberated in the back of my brain. I palmed Olivia’s other breast and squeezed them both together as I gazed into her simmering green eyes.

Olivia leaned in and kissed me. Our tongues slid together, hot and hungry. There was a primal need in the way she kissed me and the connection between us felt palpable. Neither of us held back as we dove in headfirst, wearing our lust on our sleeves.

Her moans filled my mouth as she increased the pace of her grinding, stroking my cock as she slid my shaft along the folds of her hot, slippery labia.

I explored the depths of Olivia’s mouth before she sucked my tongue between her lips and deepened the kiss, pulling me in as if trying to inhale me.

Like a hissing teapot ready to boil over, there was a sudden overwhelming hunger to our connection that went beyond normal. She felt as sex deprived as Sophie and I had, somehow, opened the floodgates.

The intensity of our encounter left me breathless, my heart pounding in my chest. It felt as if time had paused, leaving only Olivia and me in our own world of desire and vulnerability.

Around us, the water sloshed, and waves crested over the rim where they spilled into the nearby foliage. I squeezed Olivia’s soft breasts, riding the waves until she abruptly broke off our kiss.

Olivia came away with her chest heaving and her eyes alive with sexual potency. She held my gaze and raised her hips off my lap, taking my cock in hand as she dragged my tip along her slippery wet trench.

“Liv, once we cross this line, I — "

Olivia pressed her finger to my lips, cutting me off while giving me a reassuring smile. “I’m yours and you're mine. This isn’t casual. Sound good?”

I nodded and groaned with pleasure, releasing her breasts just long enough to grab hold of her firm ass. I palmed her cheeks and spread her apart as she lowered herself onto my cock, taking it inside her tight little hole.

A rush of adrenaline spiked inside me, spinning my head upside down while my legs turned to rubber. Pleasure rolled over me in waves as the heat and Olivia’s incredible presence made it feel like I was melting. My cock thrummed inside her pussy, pulsing as I soaked in her exquisite tightness.

“Fuck,” I said, before sucking a sharp breath. “You feel amazing.”

Olivia shuddered as she clamped down on my cock and ran her hands over my muscled chest. She paused with my cock buried halfway deep, as if to take a break.

Her half-lidded eyes and slackened jaw wordlessly signaled her pleasure. She squeezed my pecs and leaned forward, mashing her tits against my flesh.

Her nipples dug into my chest and expanded, turning rock hard as I edged my way deeper. I leaned in and found her earlobe, sucking it between my lips as I inhaled her exotic floral scent.

Olivia groaned and tried to speak, but her words came out as gibberish. She dug her fingers into my back and buried her face in my shoulder as she rhythmically moved atop me, fucking my cock deeper inside her.

I rode her hips up and down as I met her motion, plunging deeper inside her achingly tight pussy until my cock bottomed out and Olivia rested on my lap. With my cock completely buried in her buttery warm depths, Olivia’s pussy pulsed in short bursts as my cock thrummed against her inner walls.

I squeezed her ass tight and thrust upward, forcing my way even deeper.

Olivia sucked in a breath and moaned as her tongue swirled inside my ear and her fingers dug into my back.

She gyrated her hips, driving me in and out while I matched her motion, driving upward, fucking her with a deep, even rhythm.

We fucked as if we had done it with each other a thousand times before. There was an instant chemistry between us that was so thick I could practically taste it.

Water sloshed around us, making waves large enough to crash into the surrounding greenery. Neither one of us cared. A haze of emotionally charged lust consumed us, and we lost ourselves in the sex as time slipped away.

As our bodies moved in perfect harmony, the emotional connection between us deepened. With each thrust, it was as if we were merging not only physically, but on a profound emotional level, making the experience transcendent.

Olivia bounced on my cock, moaning into my mouth as our tongues twined and her scent pushed my lust to its peak. Her hands were everywhere all at once, touching my hair, chest, and back, exploring every inch of me as if she couldn’t get enough.

Olivia’s body quivered a moment before she went rigid and cried out into my mouth. Her pussy spasmed around my cock as she grabbed fistfuls of my hair and forced her tongue halfway down my throat.

If not for Sophie draining me dry, I would have come twice over. As it was, I skirted the brink of an explosive orgasm that promised a near religious experience.

I broke off the kiss just long enough to give Olivia fair warning. “Liv, I’m going to come.”

“Come inside.”

Her words came out in a rush as she drew me closer, pressing her body flat against mine as she rode my cock to the edge of oblivion.

I cupped Olivia’s ass in both hands and thrust upward as I pinned her down. With a grunt, I exploded inside her, spraying ropes of thick, virulent cum deep inside the stunning Miss California.

My head flashed white, and my head swooned as the orgasm left me teetering on the brink of consciousness. Maybe it was the heat playing with the sudden, overwhelming emotional intensity, but the orgasm tossed me sideways and upside down.

I grunted into her mouth while Olivia was relentless. She kept pace and her tongue never left my mouth as I pumped her full of one massive load after another. It was easily my most explosive orgasm since we had arrived in Vegas. It wasn’t since my time with Annika in our tropical paradise that I had come so hard, so fast.

Olivia took every drop, milking me dry as she continued grinding her hips, although at a much slower pace.

I came down from my orgasmic high, never taking my hands off Olivia’s dimpled ass. My cock pulsed inside her, spurting with aftershocks as we continued kissing and touching until the heat overwhelmed us.

Olivia came away, but remained on my lap, with only inches separating us. She ran her fingers through my hair and studied me with her emerald green eyes.

As the pleasure subsided, the realization of our shared future sank in. The private cruise, set to embark after the pageant, held the promise of new adventures and deeper connections, igniting a sense of excitement and anticipation within me.

“I think I could fall for you,” she said. “Is that crazy?”

“You felt it too? I’m glad it wasn’t just me imagining things.”

She cradled my face in her hands and searched my eyes with hers. “That was incredible and so fucking intense. I think I’m kinda hooked.”

As I looked into Olivia’s eyes, I couldn’t help but wonder how our relationship would evolve. The dynamics of a polyamorous lifestyle were complex, and the path ahead held both joy and uncertainty, but I was eager to navigate it with her by my side.

“Good. Because I booked you on our private cruise, that starts after the pageant is over. We leave from Vegas. Please say you’ll come.”

She nodded and leaned in for another kiss before she came away, still searching my face. Her eyes shimmered with joy, and a sweet smile blossomed across her face. “You know, I can be an influencer no matter where I live. How big is that mansion of yours?”


Chapter forty-three
Miss United States


After we finished at the spa, I dropped the ladies off at their room and spent the rest of the afternoon with Lillie, Jenna, Queen, and Annika. They caught me up on their late-night adventures through the casinos before the conversation turned to our upcoming cruise.

I offered to buy them new bikinis. They seized on the opportunity and promptly dragged me to a nearby boutique, where they tried on one skimpy swimsuit after another. I had the glorious privilege of offering opinions on every form fitting possibility they paraded before my lucky eyes. They looked amazing in every style and color, but that’s not what they wanted to hear. They wanted me to pick one bikini over another, and so I had. In the end, they all settled on bikinis that comfortably rode the line between sweet and slutty.

With the Derek drama and Jenna’s surprise announcement, I had neglected them and treated them to lunch before we returned to our rooms to get ready for Becca’s big moment. Meanwhile, I fulfilled my last duty as chaperon and arrived at Becca, Sophie, and Olivia’s suite to escort them to the dressing room where they would prep for the finals.

I opened the door to their suite and stepped inside, where I found Sophie waiting patiently on the sofa, with one long leg crossed over the other. A pair of stylish flip-flops dangled from her white-polished toes and a white summer dress rode high up her thighs, exposing a mile of her flawless bronze skin.

When Sophie saw me, her face lit up with a huge smile. She sprang to her feet and bounded toward me, tits bouncing while she sported a bubbly grin. She stopped before me, pushed up on her tiptoes, and pulled me into a short but extremely intimate kiss.

When she came away, she rested her palms on my chest and gazed up at me, her eyes radiating pure affection. “Hi, daddy. Will you take me bikini shopping, too?”

I chuckled. “Daddy? Where’s that coming from?”

Sophie flashed a sheepish grin. “Lillie told me you liked it when she called you daddy.”

I rolled my eyes. “You’ve been texting Lillie? Don’t let her corrupt you, and yes, I’ll take you bikini shopping, too.”

Sophie bounced up and down, clapping excitedly. “Yay. Can we go now?”

I laughed and shook my head. “You’ve got to be downstairs in like ten minutes. We’ll do it tomorrow morning before we leave.”

Olivia strolled into the room and flashed me a warm smile, making my heart skip a beat.

“You can count me in on the whole bikini shopping thing,” Olivia said. “I want to look extra slutty for all the deckhands on our yacht.”

I chuckled. “Of course, you do.”

Olivia stopped before me and pulled me into another short, but extraordinarily intimate kiss, featuring plenty of tongue. As we kissed, I felt the subtle trembling of her hands, betraying the vulnerability she was trying to mask. Her eyes, filled with both desire and uncertainty, revealing the depth of the feelings she tried so hard to mask.

My stomach tumbled before the rest of me melted, leaving me a mass of quivering mush. It was a kiss that was as much for Sophie’s benefit as her own.

When she came away, her green eyes flashed with electric sex. “Just kidding. I’m your slut, but I promise, you’ll love what I pick out for you.”

I stared at her jaw agape as my eyes dropped to the swell of perky cleavage bursting from her white tank. “You don’t do anything halfway, do you?”

Olivia laughed and pulled in for another quick kiss. “Look how well you already know me.”

Even though Olivia was clearly pushing Sophie’s buttons, the Latina beauty looked on without a hint of jealousy. It was the key skill one needed for thriving in a polyamorous lifestyle.

I cleared my throat as I came up for air. “Let’s focus on the competition, shall we?”

“Wow, Liv,” Sophie said. “I’ve never seen you so affectionate. I didn’t know you had it in you.”

Olivia came away, running her hands over my chest before she picked up my hand in hers. “That’s because I’ve never felt so connected to anyone the way I am to Steve.”

My cheeks turned warm from the sudden onslaught of Olivia’s attention. I curled my arms around her thin waist and patted her ass before caressing it with my open palm.

“You keep this up, and I won’t be able to hold back.”

“Let’s do a threesome,” Sophie said. “We can be a few minutes late.”

The thought aroused me so much my head swooned, and my cock turned hard. “If only we had the time. I promise we’ll have plenty of time for threesomes once we’re on the boat.”

Sophie sighed. “I guess you’re right. Who would’ve guessed that you would have come to Vegas with Illinois and added Texas and California to your harem?”

“Only ten more states and we can form a union,” I said.

The girls laughed and traded high fives.

“I’m not complaining,” I said. “From now on, I’ll gladly serve as your full-time chaperon.”

“About that. We’re both retiring,” Olivia said.

“For sure,” Sophie said. “The only tiara you’ll see is the one I wear for you in bed.”

My stomach flip-flopped as images of Sophie riding me, wearing nothing but a glittery tiara, flashed through my head. “Don’t forget to pack your tiara and your Miss Texas sash before you move in.”

Sophie giggled and kissed me again. “Don’t worry, daddy. It’s already packed.”

I pushed away the erotic memories of Sophie riding me in the cowgirl position and forced myself back to reality.

I’d been there long enough for Becca to show. The last time I spoke with her, she was undecided on if she should go through with the contest. Had she bailed out of the competition without telling me? Was she in her room crying? “Where’s Becca?”

“She’s right here,” Becca said.

Becca breezed into the room, brimming with nervous excitement and unwavering determination as she floated on air, ready to step onto the stage and claim her moment of triumph. She stepped forward and drew me into a long, wet kiss. When she came away, her bright blue eyes blazed with an emotion that was somewhere between joy and serenity.

“You’re early,” Becca said.

“Early is on time,” I said.

Olivia rolled her eyes. “Okay, Grandpa.”

She was right, but the insult still stung. I shot Olivia a withering look. “Does someone need a pre-pageant spanking?”

Sophie shot her arm up. “Me. Pick me.”

Becca giggled. “Nobody is getting spanked, sweetie.”

I rubbed my chin and studied Becca. Her concerns from earlier that morning seemed to have vanished. “What happened? You’re still in the competition?”

Becca held her head high and gave a short, emphatic nod. “I am, and I’m doing so with a clear conscience.”

“You told them?”

“After the spa, I went to the head of the pageant rules committee and informed her of our… situation,” Becca said.

“She means she told them you knocked her up,” Sophie said.

I grimaced. “Thanks for the clarification, Soph.”

Becca continued. “The director told me it was more common than I thought, but I was the first contestant to step forward before the competition, willing to drop out.”

“Damn,” I said. “Go, Becca.”

“Wait, it gets better,” Olivia said.

Becca beamed with pride. “She said that my honesty is the hallmark of what makes a Miss United States candidate truly great. She insisted I stay in the pageant, and should I win, I could continue representing the crown even after I’m showing. At that point, if I wanted to focus on my pregnancy, I could turn the title over to the first runner up. But she thought it was healthy for the organization to support young mothers.”

My jaw dropped. “I’m actually shocked. That’s incredible news.”

“Me too,” Olivia said. “From what I’ve heard, they just hired her as their new director to save the sinking ship. These pageants are dying, and they’re trying to appeal to the next generation of young women. It’s a brilliant move. "

“They’re actually changing the rulebook next year and removing that stupid rule,” Sophie said.

Behind Becca’s radiant smile, a flicker of uncertainty danced in her eyes. She had defied the norms of the pageant industry and embraced her pregnancy, but did a part of her wonder if she had made the right choice?

Was she wondering if her admission would cost her with the judges? Despite the director’s assurance, it wouldn’t have surprised me if the director went to the judges to make sure Becca didn’t win.

I kept my thought to myself as Becca held my gaze, seeming to have something else on her mind.

“What’s wrong, baby?”

Becca’s chin quivered with emotion. “What if they see me as just a pregnant girl, not worthy of the crown?”

I gently cupped her face and filled my voice with unwavering support. “You are more than just a crown, Becca. Your strength, your grace, and your authenticity shine through, and that’s what truly makes you deserving.”

Beside me, Sophie sniffled, and Olivia leaned against me, taking in the moment.

Becca’s eyes filled with tears, and she gave me a watery smile. “You really think so?”

Sophie stepped forward and took Becca’s hands in hers, looking her best friend in the eye. “You were born to shine, Becca. Don’t let anyone dim your light.”

Becca smiled, grateful for her friend’s unwavering support. “Thanks, Soph. You’re a treasure.”

“She’s right, Becca,” I said. “You’ve totally got this.”

Becca dabbed at her eyes and let out a big breath. “Thanks guys. At least now I can compete with my head held high.”

“She’s going to be impossible to beat,” Sophie said.

“You can say that again,” Olivia said. “We might as well hang up our sashes. Look at her. Even I want to vote for her.”

Becca held my hand and turned to her friends, giggling away the heavy moment. “You guys are crazy.”

I checked my watch. “Okay, ladies. Let’s roll. You need to report to the dressing room in ten minutes.”

“It’s literally a two-minute walk,” Olivia said. “We’re fine.”

“There’s a ton of people watching the girls arrive,” Sophie said. “I think security is extra high. Daddy’s right. We need to go.”

I sighed as Becca giggled and Olivia grinned.

“Keep calling him that,” Olivia said. “He loves it.”

It turned out Sophie was right. It took the four of us nearly ten minutes to pass through security, and the line of gawkers and photographers stretched along velvet ropes lining the way to the dressing room entrance.

The girls received plenty of catcalls and whistles, but they took it in stride. When we arrived outside the dressing room door, a thick crowd of onlookers stood a few feet away, dissecting our every move. Lightbulbs flashed, and camera shutters clicked, merging with the low rumble of conversation.

I stood outside the door as the girls came to me one by one. Sophie was first. She stopped in front of me, perched on her tiptoes and pulled me into another short, but passionate kiss. This one had even more tongue than the kiss we shared in her suite.

When she came away, my eyes bulged. “Soph, what are you doing? There are cameras everywhere.”

Sophie shrugged and gave me a sweet grin. “So? You’re my man. What’s the big deal?”

I sighed and nodded. “Good luck, and please try to win. Okay?”

Sophie nodded and gave me a sly wink. “I’ll do it for you, daddy.”

The words were loud enough for the nearby reporters to hear before she turned away from me and disappeared inside the double doors.

Olivia came up behind her. Just like Sophie, she pulled me into a kiss, but fueled the kiss with rampant tongue before she took it to the next level, deepening the kiss and going ham for far longer than was proper.

Cameras flashed with a sudden burst of intensity, and adrenaline spiked inside my veins, turning my legs to mush.

As Olivia came away, a fleeting look of guilt crossed her face, betraying the inner turmoil she seemed to wrestle with. The hunger for my affection battled against the need for validation from the crowd, leaving her torn between her heart and her ego.

She seemed to force a smile, then shook away the fleeting moment before her eyes blazed with confidence. “That will make some headlines. I wonder how the pageant committee feels about harems?”

I stared at her, slack-jawed, too stunned to speak, before I shook away the shock and focused on Olivia. “What will your followers think?”

Her grin widened. “Why do you think I kissed you like that?”

Before I could respond, she turned and strode through the open double doors.

Becca came last, having finished taking a few selfies with fans and signing autographs. She seemed oblivious to Sophie’s and Olivia’s antics.

Becca stopped before me and popped up for a sweet kiss. She oozed confidence and didn’t seem even a little nervous. “You’ll be in the second row?”

Unlike the others, there was nothing onerous about her kiss. She kissed me because she loved me. There wasn’t anything more to it.

That didn’t stop the press and fans surrounding us from buzzing with conversation while their cameras blazed with the brilliance of the noonday sun.

Becca ignored them all and focused her attention entirely on me.

“We’ll all be in the second row,” I said.

Becca nodded. “You’ll meet me at my dressing room door right after the show? You promise? Don’t be a minute late.”

“I’ve already cleared it with security,” I said. “I’ll be there. Now go in there and win this thing.”

Becca slowly exhaled and nodded with confidence before popping up for one last kiss. “I love you.”

“I love you too, baby. We’ll see you soon.”

Becca disappeared inside the double doors, and I left to meet the ladies. We found our seats in the second row, where I sat between Jenna and Lillie.

They both held my hand throughout the entire show, practically cutting off my blood flow whenever Becca appeared on stage.

Becca, Sophie, and Olivia breezed through the active wear segment and the evening gown segment. When all three made the cut for the top five, our little cheering section lit up like a Mardi Gras parade.

The interview segment came last. All three women knocked it out of the park. During Becca’s turn, she found me every few seconds with her eyes while she answered a question about environmentalism.

All three women deserved the top prize, but it was clear in my mind that Becca stole the show. She received the loudest cheers from the audience and looked in control of the entire event.

After the interviews, there was a brief intermission before they announced the results. Our little tribe was buzzing with conversation, playing up Becca’s chances while arguing about who would win the first runner-up, Sophie or Olivia. Lillie and Annika were, unsurprisingly, Team Sophie. Jenna and Queen were Team Olivia. Gretta, Angie, and I abstained. Honestly, I couldn’t pick a first runner-up and I was glad I didn’t have to.

We returned to our seats, and the announcer took the center stage. Five women lined up behind him, all holding hands. They all wore glittery gowns, but my eyes fell on Becca, who stole the show in a glittery blue gown showing enough cleavage to start a war.

“Holy hottie,” Lillie said, from her seat beside me. “I knew she would kill it in that dress, but just… wow.”

Jenna gazed slack-jawed at her big sister before turning to me. “You two will have some insanely beautiful children.”

Lillie laughed. “Have you looked in a mirror lately, JJ? The daughter you’re brewing in that womb of yours might be a future Miss United States.”

I whirled on Jenna. “We’re having a girl?”

Jenna rolled her eyes. “We don’t know what we’re having. Auntie Lillie is guessing. Besides, our daughter will be a future president.”

Jenna spoke with pride as she laced her fingers through mine and gave my hand a tender squeeze.

The announcer finished rambling and the sound of a rolling drum beat let us know we had arrived at the big reveal.

We turned our attention to the stage and waited with bated breath.

“Our fourth runner-up hails from the great state of Tennessee,” the announcer said.

Miss Tennessee gave a courteous wave, and the crowd gave muted applause before she stepped aside, leaving four.

“Our third runner-up is Miss Florida,” the announcer said.

Miss Florida gave a strained smile and feigned happiness for Becca, Olivia, and Sophie before receiving a floral bouquet and stepping aside.

“She looks pissed,” Lillie said.

“Hush,” Jenna said. “He’s ready to announce the second runner-up.”

The drumbeat rolled for an extra few seconds as Becca, Olivia, and Sophie held hands on the center stage.

“Our second runner-up is the beautiful Miss Texas, Sophia Garcia,” the announcer said before our cheering section went wild.

We came to our feet and cheered for Sophie, who smiled brightly and waved before they offered her a bigger bouquet than they had for the other two.

“Told you,” Jenna said.

“Shut up, JJ,” Lillie said. “Sophie fucking killed it.”

“Shush, both of you,” I said.

Becca and Olivia stood alone on stage, clinging to each other while the dramatic drumbeat rolled, and the announcer took thirty seconds to build up the moment. He spoke about the duties of the first runner-up and how she would assume the crown in the event anything happened to the winner.

“Just fucking announce the winner already,” Lillie said under her breath.

Finally, the announcer arrived at the moment we had waited for all summer.

“Our winner hailing from the great state of Illinois is Rebecca Fields!”

As soon as the word Illinois came out of the announcer’s mouth, the deafening roar of the crowd engulfed the room, vibrating through my chest as if I were standing in the middle of a thunderstorm. The electrifying energy in the air crackled against my skin, amplifying the euphoria of Becca’s victory.

We leaped to our feet and went nuts, screaming for Becca as last year’s winner put a glittery tiara on her head and another young woman secured the Miss United States sash over Becca’s shoulder.

Olivia pulled her best friend into a hug, seeming unsurprised and jubilant. The music kicked in and Becca was handed a bouquet of white roses.

As Becca took her victory lap, the stage lights danced on her shimmering gown, casting a kaleidoscope of colors that reflected the joy and triumph in her eyes. Every step she took seemed to radiate an aura of sheer determination, igniting a fire of pride and admiration in the hearts of everyone watching.

Applause echoed through the auditorium, and Becca’s mask of composure cracked. Tears of joy streamed down her face. In that vulnerable moment, she surrendered to the overwhelming sense of accomplishment, allowing herself to fully embrace her victory and the realization that she had made a difference.

As I watched Becca own the moment, my mind drifted back to the night of our first date when I held her under the oak tree where we ate ice cream and listened to music. We had whispered our dreams and fears to each other. The memory of her laughter and the warmth of her touch flooded my senses, reaffirming the unbreakable bond we shared.

I watched Becca, her head held high and her smile radiant. I couldn’t help but marvel at the transformation she had undergone. The timid girl I had loved months ago had blossomed into a fierce and fearless woman, ready to conquer the world.

The tiara adorned Becca’s head, and my heart swelled with an indescribable pride. Yet, a tinge of sadness lingered, knowing that our lives would change forever. In that moment of triumph, I couldn’t help but mourn the innocence and simplicity of our relationship before the pageant world swept us up. But knowing Becca, she wouldn’t let it change a thing.

Becca waved to the crowd while the orchestra played. She met my eye, and her smile brightened a notch. She blew me a kiss while she basked in the crowd’s total adoration.

Tears welled in my eyes, and emotion threatened to overcome me. “That’s our girl,” I said, clapping wildly as Lillie and Jenna jumped up and down excitedly.

The moment continued even after the cameras stopped rolling until Becca disappeared behind the curtain.

“That’s my cue,” I said. “I’ll meet you guys out front in a few minutes. I’ve gotta go pick up a beauty queen.”


Chapter forty-four
Backstage Pass


As planned, my backstage pass worked like a charm. Security let me pass without a hitch, and by the time Becca made it to her dressing room, I was there, waiting.

Becca appeared in the hallway, flanked by security and a pageant official. A gaggle of reporters followed behind, cameras flashing. The pageant official, a thin woman in her sixties, pointed to a clipboard while Becca nodded along, halfheartedly paying attention.

Wearing her sash and tiara, Becca looked every bit as regal as the striking beauty who walked the stage only a few minutes earlier. The only things missing were a scepter and a throne. If ever there was a woman born for the role of Miss United States, it was Becca. She was the living embodiment of a fairy-tale princess, surrounded by woodland creatures who, at any moment, might break into song. The image brought a smile to my lips before a twinge of worry pinged the back of my brain. How long until Disney sank their fangs into her?

Becca clung to the bouquet of white roses, nodding at the woman going over what looked like a very detailed itinerary. As if she noticed where she was, Becca stopped, looked up and panned the crowd, clogging the hallway to her dressing room.

My stomach rose and fluttered. Was she looking for me? And why was I so nervous? The way she held herself, so graceful and regal, made her feel like a different woman. Was I worthy of such a stunning beauty? She was too good for me, but there was no talking her out of that rung bell.

When Becca’s eyes locked on me, the world stopped. I held my breath, waiting with nervous anticipation.

A radiant smile lit Becca’s exquisite face, and her shoulders relaxed. She ignored the woman still yammering beside her and pushed her way through the crowd, cutting a path in my direction. As she approached, Becca’s eyes welled with tears, and her chin quivered with raw emotion.

My vision blurred with the same sentiment, and I opened my arms as Becca melted into me.

She wrapped her arms tight around my waist and buried her face in my shoulder. “I did it,” she said, whispering in my ear.

My throat tightened and tears flowed down my cheeks. I held her tight and buried my nose in her silky, raven hair. “I’m so proud of you, Becca.”

The rattle of camera shutters and the flash of digital lights reminded us both that we weren’t alone.

Becca pulled away but held my hand tight as she gazed up at me, her cheeks streaked with tearstains. A sweet smile touched her eyes, and unspoken words carried through our bond — why couldn’t they all just go away, even for just five minutes?

“Ms. Fields, you have a press conference in thirty minutes,” a voice said from behind Becca. “You are to remain in your sash, tiara, and gown, but might I suggest you fix your makeup?”

Becca and I turned to find the old lady with the clipboard, Becca’s handler, standing right behind us.

Becca laced her fingers in mine and squeezed my hand like a lifeline. She turned her trained smile on the woman and the row of reporters huddling behind her.

“Thank you, Vivian,” Becca said. “I’ll do just that and meet you right here in a few minutes.”

The old lady checked her watch. “Only twenty minutes. We have a busy schedule.”

Becca opened the door to her dressing room and pulled me inside, closing the door behind her.

The room was clean but utilitarian. A cloth couch sat against one wall along with a coffee table strewn with old magazines. A broad desk sat opposite, framed by a mirror lined with bright lights. Becca’s makeup sat neatly atop the desk and beside it, her clothes hung on a portable rack. Attached to the back wall, was a three-framed, full-length dressing mirror. Floor space came at a premium, leaving little room to do much beyond sitting on the couch.

I had no sooner stepped inside when the door clicked shut behind me and Becca slumped against it.

“Make them all go away,” she said. “All I want to do is pack my bag and get on that yacht.”

I opened my arms wide. “I’ll be with you every second until we leave.”

Becca pushed off the door and stepped into my embrace. “Promise you won’t ditch me?”

I chuckled and wrapped her up in a tight hug. “How would it look ditching my pregnant girlfriend after she won the most exclusive beauty contest in the country?”

Becca laughed and wrapped her arms around my waist. “Like a big jerk.”

“Exactly. Remember, this is all part of the plan. I booked our trip knowing fully you would win this thing. We can meet all your obligations and we’ll have a great time. Relax and enjoy the moment. You’ve earned it.”

She drew away just enough to smile at me. “How did I get so lucky?”

I shrugged. “If I recall, it started with a birthday card.”

Becca giggled as her eyes lit with a spark of joy. “Right. It’s all coming back to me.”

I checked my wristwatch over her shoulder. “We have nineteen minutes. Want to chill out for a few before we face the horde?”

Becca gave me a wicked grin as she bit her lower lip and shook her head. “I had something else in mind.”

I raised a questioning eyebrow. She wanted to fool around. “I recognize that mischievous glint in your eye.”

“Do you know how hard it was to comfort Liv last night when all I wanted to do was jump into bed with you and Sophie?”

A rush of excitement flowed through me as I gazed down at the deep, white cleavage bursting from her glittery gown and currently mashed against my chest. “Is that so?”

Becca nodded. “I don’t know if it’s pregnancy hormones or what, but I’m super aroused.”

My cock stiffened in my trousers, and I slid my hands lower, cupping her round bottom encased in her shimmering gown. There was no use in putting up a fight. I wanted her just as badly. “We’ll have to make it quick.”

Becca pulled herself out of my arms and shrugged off each of her gown’s shoulder straps, letting them drop. “We just have to be careful with my makeup.”

My cock instantly hardened, turning to concrete as I watched the freshly crowned Miss United States peel away her gown. I gazed down at her massive tits, where the material barely held her legendary chest. “God, Becca. My inner teenager is blowing a gasket.”

Becca giggled and hiked up her gown, gathering it around her waist. “Take off my panties, and a gasket won’t be the only thing your inner teenager blows.”

I stepped forward, hands trembling as I found the edges of Becca’s white silk thong, riding high on her hips and carefully peeled them over her hour glass curves.

She steadied herself against my shoulder as she stepped out of them, still wearing her high heels and a pair of sheer, thigh high hose.

“Good Lord, Becca. You know what thigh highs do to me.”

“Why do you think I wore them, silly?”

“You planned this?”

Becca nodded. “Lillie isn’t the only one who has a little bad girl in her.”

As I drank in Becca’s curves, my cock throbbed, and my heart thundered. I carefully laid aside her panties as Becca unzipped my trousers and slid her hand inside my briefs.

She circled her warm fingers around my meaty shaft, and a wicked grin curled her lips. “There’s my big boy. Come to mama, baby.”

I turned back to Becca and tugged at the top of her gown, popping one of her big breasts free before it jiggled into place.

I palmed Becca’s creamy breast and slid her fat pink nipple between my fingers, giving it a gentle tug. “If you’re trying to make me come quick, it’s working.”

“Quick, but not that quick,” she said before she tugged at my briefs, letting them fall around my ankles. “I so want to kiss you, but we’ll have to save that for later.”

I pulled her other breast free and pushed her creamy tits, together forming a deep mound of creamy, white cleavage. Her sash floated over her chest, getting in the way, but I was hesitant to remove it. Time was too short. “Because of the makeup?”

Becca nodded as she gazed into my eyes. She stroked my cock, milking a bubble of clear pre-cum from my tip. “More than anything, I want to feel you inside me.”

I groaned as tendrils of pleasure tickled the back of my brain. “Hold your dress up around your waist.”

Becca did as I asked as I stepped out of my pants. I palmed her bare ass with both hands and easily lifted her off her feet.

Becca squealed and wrapped her long, toned legs around my midsection while she held on tight, clasping her hands behind my shoulders and neck. “Where are you taking me?”

I walked her over to the three-frame mirror and pinned her against the main panel. “I love this side of you. Pregnancy is your aphrodisiac.”

Becca giggled as shifted into position and levered her legs around my waist, glancing at my cock pressed against her wet lips before meeting my eyes. “Then you’ll just have to keep me pregnant from now on.”

I cradled her in one hand and used the other to slide my engorged tip along her thin pink slit. She was already soaking wet and ready to take me.

My legs trembled with adrenaline and my breathing came in short, shallow pulls. The image of Becca in her glittery blue gown, tiara, and sash nearly made me come on the spot.

Becca ran her fingers through my hair and held on tight. Her bare breasts jiggled and bounced as she moved her hips, sliding her pussy along my steely shaft.

“Put it in me, baby,” Becca said. “I want you.”

I slipped my tip inside her tight hole and groaned as I pushed in deep. She was tight, wet, and buttery warm as her pussy throbbed around my shaft, squeezing me as I plumbed her deep.

Becca hissed out a breath and tightened her legs, drawing me even deeper as she gazed into my eyes, her face contorted with pleasure. “God, you’re so deep inside me.”

With my legs on the verge of buckling, I steadied myself as I rocked forward and backward, fucking Becca with slow, deep strokes. Her pussy felt like a dream, warm and soft, yet tight at the same time. I mustered every molecule of willpower, earned after a summer of constant sex with the most beautiful women on the planet. Even then, I barely kept it together. Becca was the cream of the crop and the crown jewels all rolled into a shapely brunette with a heart of gold.

Becca’s jaw hung slack and her eyes turned fuzzy with pleasure. She matched my slow strokes with her own, upping the intensity as the slapping sounds of our sex filled the dressing room.

I scooped up one of her fat tits and gave it a hard squeeze, savoring the sensation of her stiff nipple pressed against my palm.

Becca moaned between stiff grunts, chanting my name as her breath came short and fast. She wasn’t loud like Lillie or Sophie, but I could tell she was trying to hold it in.

We picked up the pace, fucking harder and faster. I gazed down, watching as my cock split the fairy-tale princess, sizzling with heat and glistening with Becca’s wetness.

Her dark silky hair framed her angelic face and her tiara glittered under the room’s muted light. Her tits bounced, and the sash came along for the ride, split down the middle of her ripe melons as I pumped in and out.

My cock throbbed and my head screamed for release, but I held on, waiting to come with Becca.

“Oh, fuck, baby, I’m coming so hard,” Becca said.

Her rare swear word only added to my overwhelming need to release. Becca’s eyes swam, unfocused as her body stiffened. Her pussy vibrated around my cock, and she dug her fingers into my muscled shoulders.

I pinned my cock deep, causing Becca’s breath to catch in her throat. With my hands filled with her ass flesh, I gazed into her beautiful blue eyes and erupted.

My orgasm took over my brain, chasing away thought and reason as I blasted a thick rope of cum into Becca’s impregnated womb. An unrelenting chain followed, as I grunted, shooting rope after rope of cum into the freshly crowned beauty queen.

Becca moved her hips, milking my pulsing cock as her eyes sparkled with pure lust. She kept her legs wrapped tightly around my waist, secured by her locked ankles, and she pumped, taking my seed deep inside her.

As my orgasm receded, my legs turned to mash, yet I held Becca tight, savoring the moment until the end. An end that came faster than expected.

A sharp knocking came on the door. “Ms. Fields, we need you in five minutes.”

The muted sound of Vivian’s voice shook us out of our trance as Becca glanced toward the door and sighed.

“Mission accomplished,” I said. “Feel better?”

I slipped out, taking a long rope of cum with me before gently lowering Becca to her feet. She stood before me with her gown gathered around her waist and her bare breasts jiggling. A long line of white semen spilled from Becca’s pussy and ran along her inner thigh.

“I feel so much better,” she said, giving me a relieved smile. “But you better hand me a Kleenex. We made a big mess.”

We took most of the five minutes cleaning ourselves and fixing our clothes. Becca checked her makeup, made a few spot fixes, then picked up my hand in hers.

She smiled up at me, more radiant than ever, clearly born for her role in the spotlight.

I squeezed Becca’s hand. “I love you, Rebecca Fields and I’ll spend the rest of my life proving it to you and our children every day.”

Becca’s eyes shimmered with tears. “You know… twins run in our family. Wouldn’t it be crazy if me, Jenna, and Lillie all had twins?”

My jaw dropped.


Chapter forty-five
Epilogue


Iflopped back on the bed, completely spent as I sucked in short, rapid breaths. “That’s it. You two have to give me a break.”

Lillie came up beside me, her face glowing with perspiration. She wore her golden hair back in a tight ponytail, as she slid her bare breasts over my chest and came in for a kiss.

“That’s what you get for ignoring us,” Lillie said.

Annika slid off my cock where she had just finished riding me to completion. A thin line of cum stretched from my towering cock to her pussy, where even more cum leaked down her inner thigh.

She came forward, crawling up beside me, before she nuzzled in behind my ear and gave my earlobe a playful nibble. “Isn’t this what you signed up for?”

Annika’s breath tickled my ear, and I reached out with both hands, cupping each of their flawless rear ends before giving them a firm squeeze.

I caressed them both as my breathing returned to normal. “Yes, but I need to sleep. You two were relentless. Who woke me at three am with a blowjob?”

“It was Lillie’s idea,” Annika said.

“I caught you getting ready to mount him,” Lillie said. “With a blowie, we both got to get him off.

“Whatever the case, you two seem extra horny,” I said.

Lillie and Annika exchanged a grin before Lillie settled her full attention on me. She traced the outline of a heart on my chest and shrugged. “Maybe it’s in the water?”

I frowned, confused. “What are you talking about?”

Annika kissed her way up the side of my face and turned my head to face her before she kissed me on the lips. “Becca isn’t the only who’s extra aroused.”

“Yes, but Becca’s pregnant,” I said before my eyes widened and the girls both giggled. “Are you…?”

Lillie’s blue eyes sparkled as she toyed with me. “Do we need to send you a save the date, or will you remember?”

I smiled between Annika and Lillie, unsure which one of them was pregnant. I settled on Lillie. “You’re pregnant?”

Lillie nodded and giggled, looking at Annika.

I turned to Annie. “You too?”

“Oui,” she said, speaking with flawless French.

“You want to know the kicker?” Lillie said. “We’re due on the same day. Can you believe it?”

I’d lost count of the innumerable threesomes I had with Lillie and Annika. That they had the same due date wasn’t a huge surprise. “That’s crazy. Are you sure?”

Lillie rolled her eyes. “We’ve known since before the pageant. I hope you can handle our hormonal imbalance.”

“We will need a lot more sex,” Annika said.

I laughed. “More? How? The rest of the ladies will come at you brandishing pitchforks.”

“We’ve already worked out a schedule,” Lillie said. “Adding Sophie and Liv took a little adjustment, but it’s all sorted out.”

“But you can’t add any more ladies to the harem. We voted, and it was unanimous,” Annika said.

“Thank God for that,” I said. “I’m already spread thin.”

“Speaking of schedules,” Lillie said. “We’re due up on the main deck for breakfast. Sophie can be such a pest.”

I pulled them both into a long hug. “I love you both so much.”

Lillie kissed me on the lips. “We love you too, daddy.”

The three of us took a quick shower, and I headed to the main deck while the girls picked out their bikinis.

The wind whipped across the deck, and blue sky stretched to the horizon. Seagulls chirped overhead and the yacht barely moved as we cut a path through the choppy waves.

I walked through the main salon and out onto the deck, where I found a breakfast buffet along with Sophie and Olivia wearing the bikinis they picked out after the pageant.

Sophie greeted me with a bubbly hug and an adoring kiss. She latched onto my hand while I leaned into a kiss from Olivia.

“Liv and I were talking,” Sophie said. “Can she go with us to Texas? After that, we can fly to California and pack her things. Then we can all come home together.”

Sophie had the energy of three people and grinned ear to ear as she pulled me into a hug. “After breakfast, can you take me out on the jet skis?”

“Let’s back up a step,” I said, then turned to Olivia.

“Liv, are you sure about this? It’s a big step.”

Olivia nodded. “This past week, I’ve felt more at home with you and everyone else than I have in my entire life. Are you sure the invitation still stands?”

I leaned in and gave her another kiss. This time, our lips lingered before I came away and gazed into her bright green eyes. “More than sure.”

I shared breakfast with Liv and Sophie. Annika and Lillie joined us, but there was no sign of the others.

“Where are your sisters?” I asked.

I meant the question for Lillie, but Sophie answered. That’s when it really hit me. They were all sisters.

“Queen, Becca, and JJ are on the aft deck sunning. They already ate. Gretta and Angie are working out. They said they would eat later.”

“Thanks, baby. I’m gonna go find them then we’ll jet ski. Okay?”

Sophie pulled me in for a kiss. “Take your time.”

I left the breakfast table and headed for the sun deck at the back of the boat. I came up behind Becca, Jenna, and Queen, stretched out on sun chairs side by side.

“I’m thinking of Benjamin for a boy,” Jenna said. “And if it’s a girl, I like the name Amelia.”

“I love Amelia,” Queen said. “I’m already thinking about names and I’m not even pregnant yet.”

“What are you thinking?” Becca asked.

“I love Matthew for a boy and Mia for a girl,” Queen said.

“Those are awesome names,” Becca said. “I’ll make sure not to use them.”

Jenna reached over and squeezed her sister’s hand. “What about you, Becca?”

Becca smiled. “I have an idea, but I want to share it with Steve first.”

“Aww… that’s so sweet,” Queen said.

I stepped forward and kneeled beside Becca. “I’m all ears. What do you have in mind?”

Becca gave me a playful swat on the arm before she pulled me in for a quick kiss. “Were you eavesdropping on our conversation?”

“Maybe a little,” I said.

“He’s here. Spill it,” Jenna said.

Becca grinned. “I want to name our daughter Sofia.”

I paused for a moment, taken aback. “That was my mother’s name.”

Becca nodded. “She had such a beautiful name, and I know how much she meant to you. I thought, if you’re okay with it, we could name our daughter after your mother.”

Emotion welled inside me, and my throat tightened as I leaned in and kissed Becca. “It’s perfect.”

“What if you have a boy?” Queen asked.

Becca shook her head. “We’re having a girl. I’m certain.”

Jenna laughed. “Come on Becca. You just found out you’re pregnant. You can’t possibly know the gender.”

Becca shrugged. “Call it motherly intuition.”

I spent a few minutes chatting with the ladies about baby names before I wandered toward the front of the boat where Angie and Gretta were working out.

I found Gretta first, standing behind the juice bar, putting the finishing touches on a Bloody Mary.

She wore a black sports bra and matching black yoga shorts with her blonde hair pulled back into a tight ponytail.

“Morning, baby,” Gretta said. “Want one?”

I leaned across the bar and kissed Gretta. “It’s a little early, and I’m driving a jet ski. I better not.”

Gretta rolled her eyes. “It’s a virgin Bloody Mary. I stopped drinking until after we have a baby.”

Our first night on the cruise, we had discussed a potential pregnancy, and we decided to go for it.

“In that case, I’ll take one. Your Bloody Mary’s are almost as good as your Margaritas.”

Gretta grinned. “Speaking of conceiving, I’m ovulating. You’re all mine tonight.”

I sat down at the bar. “Sounds good. Let’s make it count.”

Gretta beamed and grabbed a glass from under the bar. “Drink plenty of liquids today. You’ll need your stamina.”

After my marathon session with Lillie and Annika, I mentally penciled in an afternoon nap. “I’m all yours.”

We finished our drinks before Gretta excused herself and went back to her room for a shower. I continued toward the workout room but stopped short when I found Angie standing at the railing gazing out over the sea.

Like Gretta, she wore a sports bra and a pair of way too tight shorts. The woman seemed to age in reverse, especially since we moved back home.

I came up behind her and rested my hand on the small of her back. “Penny for your thoughts.”

Angie smiled over at me, then leaned in for a kiss. Her eyes sparkled and her face glowed with a radiance born from genuine happiness.

“I’m just thinking about how much we’ve changed,” she said. “We’re finally living the lives we were born to live.”

I pulled her into a tight hug. “You’re sure?”

Angie nodded. “I love you now more than ever. This is the man I married, full of confidence and joy. Watching you blossom the past few months has been incredible. We may have an unconventional marriage, but it works for us, and that’s all that matters.”

I returned her smile and gently caressed her rear end. We gazed out to sea, letting the wind whip through our hair.

“So, has baby madness taken hold of you, too?”

Angie chuckled and shook her head. “One is enough for me.” She looked over at me. “No offense.”

“None taken,” I said. “We’ll ride the wave of this madness together.”

“Madness is a good way to describe it. I’m not sure how you manage all the expectations.”

“Me neither,” I said. “They test my stamina every day.”

Angie leaned into me and rested her head on my shoulder. “Does that mean you’re done collecting twenty-year-olds?”

I grinned out across the waves as we plowed forward toward the limitless horizon. “Let’s see where the wind takes us.”

# # # # #


Also by Rex Sterling


Harem University: Complete Box Set
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A young man’s college adventure leads down a road paved with co-ed gold…

Nineteen-year-old Matt Parker was a late bloomer. After growing up as the runt of the litter, left out and left behind, Matt experienced a growth spurt that made him unrecognizable to all but his best friend, Luke Monroe.

After years of personal tragedy, Luke’s family took Matt in and gave him a home where he spent the last two years preparing for college.

Two years where Matt thrived and blossomed, growing from an undersized ninety-eight-pound weakling into a muscled hunk ready to take college by storm.

But his troubles are only beginning when a blown dorm assignment leaves Matt homeless. But Luke’s mother, Nora, won’t feed Matt to the wolves. The round and curvy mother of four rounds up her three daughters to brainstorm alternate living arrangements for Matt.

The dorm isn’t Matt’s only problem. He’s spent the last two years dodging Luke’s gorgeous college-aged sisters, and now it’s time to make amends.

First, Matt comes face-to-face with the oldest Monroe daughter, his former babysitter, Bella. The onetime homecoming queen is now the president of her sorority. When she meets Matt, the lithe, raven-haired beauty, doesn’t recognize him and neither does Mia, the middle Monroe sister, who is as beautiful and busty as she is sweet and innocent.

The youngest Monroe sister, fiery, golden-haired Zoe, isn’t as forgiving as her sisters. During high school, Zoe and Matt were best friends until Matt ghosted her.

It’s up to Matt to make good with Zoe and solve his housing crisis while traversing the raging rapids of the Monroe’s sister’s sibling rivalry, as they each lay claim to Matt’s heart.

Harem University follows nineteen-year-old, Matt Parker, as he settles in at college and builds the harem of his dreams!

This full box set contains the entire Harem University trilogy including Tempting Tutor, Co-Ed Comfort and Day Trip!

Includes a brand new, never released bonus scene not available in the original series!


18+ Only!

Back Home Harem: Complete Box Set
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One man proves you can come back home again…

Steve Erickson’s life is a mess. Five years ago, Steve moved his family west to build a thriving business. Where his business flourished, his marriage crumbled. But Steve and his beautiful buxom wife Angie, aren’t ready to throw in the towel. On the brink of divorce, the couple agrees on a wild plan. They want to move home where they first fell in love and left behind their old friends.


Eager to rekindle their old flame, Steve and Angie move home, bringing their son, Max, with them. There’s only one problem — their new house isn’t ready.


Steve’s lifelong best friend, multi-millionaire Jim Fields, and his stunning blonde wife, Gretta, open their home to Steve and his family. When Steve arrives, he discovers paradise is exactly what it seems. Now it’s time to heal old wounds and restart old friendships.


But every relationship comes with temptations. For Steve, those temptations start and stop with his best friend’s wife, Gretta, and their three drop-dead gorgeous, college-aged daughters. During a welcome home party, Steve reacquaints himself with bratty blonde Lillie and her sisters Jenna and Becca. Their brazen flirtations make Steve realize he’s treading deep water.


When someone shows up in Steve’s bed in the middle of the night, that deep water threatens to pull him under. Is it his wife Angie who had a few too many cocktails during the welcome home party? Or is the mystery lady Gretta Fields who shares a secret past with Steve? Or is it one of her three daughters, each jockeying for a position to win Steve’s heart? It’s up to Steve to unravel that mystery one lady at a time.


With summer in full swing, the bikinis are on and the pool’s wide open. Can Steve resist temptation? Or will his marriage flame out?


This box set contains all four books in the Back Home Harem series, including Mystery Lady, Dream Dates, Bachelor Auction, and Pageant Princess! Read the entire series from start to finish that follows forty-two-year-old, Steve Erickson, as he comes back home to build his dream life, save his marriage, and build a harem along the way.

They're Out Of My League Five-Book Box Set
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When a young man’s desires burn as hot as an endless Chicago Summer…

For twenty-one-year-old college student, Jack Donovan, the beautiful Hart sisters are way out of his league. After moving in with his older brother and his blonde and busty girlfriend Misha Hart, Jack can’t get her out of his head. And he’s in for a real surprise when he wakes up to find Misha’s fit and firm sister Becca Hart asleep beside him in bed.

For years, Jack’s obsession with the sisters has heated to the boiling point, and now something must give. The only problem is that the once pudgy and nerdy Jack, lacks the confidence necessary to make the move of a lifetime.

But hope comes in the form of Jack’s grandfather, Max Donovan. The retired psychiatrist has some good advice and a few tricks up his sleeve to give Jack the kick he needs to land the first of his dream girls, Becca Hart.


Between Jack’s inexperience and Becca’s raging jealousy, Jack quickly finds himself in over his head. Now Jack must channel his inner alpha male if he has any hope of reigning in the girl who’s out of his league.

This bundle contains the complete five-book series that follows introverted Jack Donovan on his journey from an inexperienced college boy to the alpha male of a pack of dream girls.
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