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Bang. Bang Bang.

I put my weight behind each therapeutic swing, burying the nail with three solid strikes. The hammer’s sweet song played beneath my fingertips before catching a seaside gust and floating across the pounding surf.

Seagulls crooned and floated on the ocean breeze, spying on me from up high. The sun had burned away the early morning fog and blazed brilliantly beneath a clear blue sky while the day’s first beachgoers found their spots on the white sugar sand.

A light sheen of sweat coated my shirtless back, and the honest ache from hard labor settled in my muscles like a long-lost friend. With hammer in hand, I paused, sat back on my knees, and surveyed my work.

The deck had never looked better. Brand new cedar planks lined the surface, and I had upgraded the broken-down hand railings. But my crowning achievement was the new hot tub and the decking surrounding it. I loved a good soak, and that hot tub would get plenty of mileage.

“Looks great, Matt,” a man’s voice caught me from behind.

I stood and turned toward the familiar voice, smiling easily for the first time in what felt like forever. “Thanks, Frank. It was a project long overdue.”

Frank Summers and his wife Elaine stood on the beach below my deck, smiling up at me. Frank’s silver white hair belonged on an older man. He was in his early fifties, a dozen years my senior, but looked old enough to be my father. His wife Elaine was Frank’s age but wore the years better. They held hands and appeared completely at ease in each other’s company.

I envied their love and even more the long life they had built together. “Thanks,” I said. “All I’ve got left is the staining and weather proofing.”

Despite the big floppy hat Elaine wore, she covered her eyes and squinted up at me before her gaze drifted back toward the house. “Are you down here solo this trip?” Elaine asked.

I winced. It was the first time all week I had come face to face with my new reality. “Tracy and I split,” I said. “She got the place in New York. I got the beach house.”

Frank and Elaine’s faces dropped.

“I’m sorry to hear that,” Frank said.

He paused as if waiting for me to fill in the blanks, but I wasn’t in the mood to go there, and frankly it was none of their fucking business. “How’s Clementine,” I asked, changing the subject. “It seems like forever since I’ve seen her.”

Frank sighed and shook his head. “That girl seems more interested in partying than finishing school and getting her to come with us to the beach is like putting her through a root canal,” Frank said. “She’s finishing up her last semester of college and then….” He shook his head and turned toward his wife as if searching for a simple way to explain away whatever grievance they had with their only daughter.

“She’s looking for a job,” Elaine said, forcing a thin smile. “So, are you down here permanently?”

Elaine Summers had deftly but swiftly steered the conversation from the rough waters of her own family troubles back onto mine. “Yep.” I relaxed my grip on the hammer and let it drop to my side. “I’m officially retired,” I said.

Frank laughed. “Retired? You’re not even forty,” he said.

“Hey, I turn forty this summer,” I said. “Besides, I’ve worked enough hours for three lifetimes.”

“Good for you,” Elaine said. “And I’m sorry to hear about you and Tracy.”

I sighed. “Thanks. I appreciate that,” I said without going into detail.

“Hey, Matt. Would you mind keeping an eye on our place while we’re gone,” Frank said. “You have my cell, right?”

“Yep. I’ve got it. Are you guys heading back to Chicago?” I asked.

“Later today,” Elaine said. “We won’t be back here again until late summer. We’re taking a trip to Europe.” She offered Frank a sideways smile and squeezed his hand.

“It’s a dream vacation,” Frank said. “I’ll lock the place up tight before we leave, but just in case, I’ll text you the security codes.”

“Sounds like a plan,” I said.

Frank and Elaine hung around for a few minutes longer, exchanging pleasantries while Frank tried to convince me to fix his deck. Once they left, I returned to my work securing the final few boards in the deck before I set my tools aside, stood and checked over my work.

“It’s about time someone fixed that rickety old deck,” came a woman’s voice dripping with honey.

She had a faint but distinct Texas-style lilt to her voice that instantly suckered me in. I turned toward the voice and smiled down at her.

The woman wore a red lifeguard t-shirt with matching red shorts. She was in her early twenties, with shiny brown hair spilling in waves well past her shoulders. Her dark Ray-Bans that perfectly complemented her smooth tan complexion and soft pink lips. She filled out the t-shirt nicely and her toned athletic legs gave me the impression she spent as much time in the gym as she did in a lifeguard chair.

From the tip of her pert nose to the red polish on her tiny toes, something about her left me dizzy. My stomach flip-flopped and adrenaline washed down my legs, turning them to warm seaweed. I squinted into the sun and gazed down on her, smiling while my pulse raced to catch up with my pounding heart. “It wasn’t that bad.” It was every bit that bad, but I wanted to see what else she had to say.

“Please. I thought the place was abandoned,” she said. “I’m glad the owners finally hired someone to fix it.”

I had to admit that working eighty hours a week had left little time for vacationing, and I couldn’t remember the last time Tracy and Jessica had come down her on their own. “Abandoned? Wow. What else is wrong with the place?”

“It needs a new roof and gutters and a new paint job,” she said.

“For a lifeguard you seem to know a lot about home improvement,” I said.

She shrugged. “My dad is a general contractor. I used to do demos on his projects. I picked up a few things,” she said. “I walk past this place every day. It’s so pretty. It’s just a shame the owners let it go.” She curled a lock of her brown behind her ear and glanced across the deck. “A hot tub? Is that new?”

“I just put it in,” I said. “You like it?”

“Very much,” she said with a silky-smooth Texas drawl that made me want to kiss her.

I stepped toward the edge of the deck, leaned down and extended my hand. “Nice to meet you,” I said. “Matt Snow. I own the place.” I grinned as her jaw dropped.

“I — oh my God, I’m such an idiot.” Her cheeks flushed bright red. “I assumed… well, I assumed wrong.” She took my hand and shook it. “I’m Amanda Anderson.”

Her skin was soft but not too soft and her grip firm. I noted a couple of callouses that informed me she wasn’t afraid of a little hard work. “Amanda from Texas?”

She laughed easily. “It was that obvious?”

“I know a Texas girl when I hear one.” I stepped back and leaned over the rail. “Other than saving drowning victims, do you do any light contracting work? I might need a second set of hands for a few projects.”

“I’ll never turn down a few extra bucks,” she said. “How long are you in town?”

“I’m a permanent Florida resident,” I said. “I’m going all in on the place and the beach.”

“Welcome to Siesta Key,” she said, flashing perfect white teeth. She pulled down her sunglasses and gazed at the newly minted railings and fresh decking. “I can see you know your way around a hammer.”

Her blue eyes dazzled and for a second time, my stomach took a nosedive. She could’ve been a professional model. “My dad owned a lumberyard,” I said. “I grew up with a toolbox attached to my hand.”

She nodded appreciatively. “I’m impressed. Most guys with enough bank to own a house on the beach don’t like to get their hands dirty.” Her eyes darted to my barren ring finger before she slipped her sunglasses back on and smiled at me. “I’ve got to go, or I’ll be late for my shift, but if you’re serious about the extra work, I’ll send you my digits.”

We exchanged phone numbers, and she turned to leave.

My gaze settled on an ass crafted by the hand of God Himself. She was flawless. “Nice to meet you, Texas,” I said.

She stopped, glanced over her shoulder, and pulled down her sunglasses. “Did you just give me a nickname?”

I grinned. “We’ll see if it sticks.”
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An hour later, I had no sooner showered and changed when the doorbell chimed. For the second time in a few scant hours, my stomach turned over. Krista and her boyfriend were right on time. I hadn’t seen my former best friend’s oldest daughter since a month before I discovered my wife’s affair, and Krista’s phone call last week had taken me by surprise. I wasn’t sure how the week would play out, but I wasn’t about to turn my back on someone so special to me.

With nervous flutters floating about my insides, I went to the front door and opened it.

A stunning young woman with a button nose, strawberry blonde hair, and a smile that touched her eyes stood before me.

“Matt!” She stepped forward, perched on her tiptoes and pulled me into a tight hug. “I can’t believe it’s really you.”

Her big tits flattened against my chest, and my cock involuntarily hardened. Guilt washed over me as I struggled against urges, I had never experienced for the twenty-two-year-old. Her soft floral scent drifted from her hair and lit up my senses like a fire alarm. Warning sirens screamed in my head and I reluctantly returned her hug, fearful of her discovering my hidden arousal.

She tightened her grip around my neck and drew me closer, and I swore she nuzzled her nose behind my ear. “I’m so happy to see you.”

“Babe let the man breathe,” a male voice said from behind Krista.

Krista reluctantly released her grip and took a half-step back but remained close enough to touch. “I’m sorry, Matt.” She laughed and her cheeks turned a soft shade of pink.

Butterflies floated into my throat, and my pulse kicked into overdrive. I drank her in, and my cock thickened in my shorts. She most certainly wasn’t a little girl anymore. “Krista. Wow, look at you.”

She stood all of five-foot two, but her tits strained the front of her white blouse, revealing the faintest hint of a cleavage chasm beyond. Her creamy smooth legs sprouted from a pair of tight black shorts and she had an ass that would make a trampoline green with envy.

Behind Krista stood a broad-shouldered, good-looking young man with piercing blue eyes, short dark hair, and an engaging smile. He placed his hands on Krista’s shoulders and turned his gaze on me.

His eyes showed not a hint of concern or a spark of jealously. I was, after all, technically old enough to be Krista’s father, although I would have been a young eighteen when I had her. Besides, I had basically watched her grow up and feeling any sort of lust for Krista Lane was not a thing I had planned on.

Krista picked up my hand and held it, gazing up at me, her eyes twinkling with delight.

I extended my free hand to her boyfriend. “Matt Snow,” I said.

“I’m sorry. I was so excited to see you, I forgot about Jason,” Krista said while she released her grip on my hand.

Jason grinned. “Jason Moon. Thanks for the hospitality.”

I waved him off. “Are you kidding me? I’m thrilled you guys came.” I stepped back and opened the door wide. “Come on in.”

Krista and Jason entered the house and headed straight for the floor-to-ceiling windows leading to the deck and the ocean beyond. The sliding glass door stood open, and a cool salty breeze drifted in off the high tide.

“Wow,” Jason said. “This is what it’s all about.” He stood before the open doorway and breathed in the fresh air.

Krista hung back by my side and hooked her pinky finger around mine. “My sisters and I basically grew up here,” she said.

“Too bad I missed most of those trips,” I said.

“You didn’t miss all of them,” Krista said. “Do you remember the time we had the body surfing contest?”

I laughed. “I remember kicking your ass.”

Krista grinned. “Hey, I was just a little kid.”

“This is what hard work gets you,” Jason said, almost as if to himself.

“You just have to remember to enjoy some of that hard work,” I said.

“Goldman Sachs just hired Jason in their banking division,” Krista said with little enthusiasm in her voice.

Jason turned around and gazed at me as if completely at ease. “It’s entry level,” he said. “Krista told me you got your start there.”

I nodded. “Did they warn you about the hours?” Those places churned through the best and brightest with hundred-hour work weeks. It was mentally crushing. I didn’t have fond memories of my time there, but it conditioned me for the life, or lack thereof.

“I don’t mind long hours, Mr. Snow. Not if that hard work allows for this lifestyle.” He held out his arms as if the proof were right in front of us. “Besides, I’ve got to keep Krista happy.”

If I had a nickel for every time I used that phrase, but they weren’t here for me to rain on their parade. “Then you should enjoy the week while you can,” I said. “It will be your last vacation for a long time.”

“He can’t stay the whole week,” Krista said.

“I’ve got to be back on Wednesday,” Jason said. “There’s pre-work to do before I start training.”

I inwardly shuddered as memories of long hours and high stress tightened my muscles. “My house is your house,” I said. “You two can enjoy the beach, do some shopping, or whatever. There’s a golf course nearby if that’s your thing.”

“You don’t play?” Jason asked.

“Not anymore,” I said. “Or at least, I’ve got my hands full putting this place back together. I’ve neglected it for way too long.”

Krista hadn’t let go of my hand and added her ring finger to her pinky and edged closer to me. “We came here to see you.” She gazed up at me, her emerald, green eyes twinkling. “Not to freeload off you. You’ll come to the beach with us, right?” She tensed as if waiting for me to disappoint her, locking her gaze on mine while adding a third finger to my hand.

It was an expression I had seen in Tracy and Jessica’s face more times than I could remember. But this time, I wasn’t about to disappoint. “I’m yours all week,” I said. “But fair warning, I’ll force you to drink my margaritas.”

Krista’s face lit up and she finally let go of my hand to clap and bounce. Her tits followed and I couldn’t help but lose myself in their subtle sway.

“I love your margaritas,” she said.

“Looks like you’ve got yourself a deal,” Jason said before turning to face Krista. “Babe, I’m going to go get the luggage.”

“Let me give you a hand,” I said.

“No, sir,” Jason said. “I’ll get them. Besides, we’ve only got a couple of bags.”

Jason headed off for the front door and Krista found my hand again with hers and gently squeezed. “Can we talk outside for a minute?”

“Uh, oh,” I said. “I’ve had enough bad news to fill a lifetime.”

She smiled and shook her head. “It’s not bad.” She led me by the hand out onto the deck and sat down on the side of a chaise sun chair while I took the matching chair beside her. We sat knee to knee with Krista twining her fingers in and out of mine as if drumming the courage to say something.

“What’s up?” I asked.

Her expression grew serious, and her eyes flickered with nervous energy. She played with my fingers, brushing her thumb over the back of my hand. “I don’t want this week to be awkward.” She bit her lip and gazed up at me, squinting while the sunlight streaked her beautiful face. Faint freckles bridged her nose, and her cheeks practically glowed with vibrant health. “I’m angry with my dad, and I wanted you to know that we’re on your side.”

“We?” I asked.

“Me, Penny, and Sam,” she said. “We’re horrified about the affair and I hope you don’t hold it against us or anything.”

I squeezed her hand lovingly. “Krista, God, no. Please don’t feel that way. With Tracy and I, there was a lot of wrong on both sides. For years, I neglected her. An affair was inevitable. Please, don’t worry about it. Besides, if the affair hadn’t happened, I would still work those crazy hours with your dad. Instead, I’m here with you.” Despite my reassuring words, the thought of Simon Lane fucking my wife of eighteen years still filled me with rage. It would be a long time before I forgave either of them, not that Simon or Tracy wanted my forgiveness. “How’s your mom?”

Krista visibly relaxed and let out a deep sigh. “She’s fine. She’s already dating a guy half her age. Not that I mind. Age is just a number, right?” Her probing gaze lingered on mine for a long moment before I found myself nodding in agreement.

Who was this audacious flirt? If I weren’t careful, I might do something I would regret for a lifetime. “Right. I’m glad she’s doing well,” I said.

The sound of the front door opening carried through the house, followed by Jason’s voice. “Where should I put the bags?”
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After spending the afternoon chatting with Krista and Jason, the two of them retreated to their room while I sipped on a beer and watched the sun sink toward the horizon. I don’t know why, but dark visions of Jason fucking Krista played through my head and a kernel of envy sprouted somewhere deep in my belly. Jason was a lucky guy to have such a smart, wholesome, not to mention flat out gorgeous girlfriend. What I wouldn’t have given for one night between the sheets to do with Krista as I pleased.

He was probably upstairs laying the wood to her right now under my nose. I sighed and sipped my beer. I hadn’t had sex in months. The last few times with Tracy had been awful. She had laid there like a slug, emotionally checked out. I never imagined our marriage taking such a dark turn, and she was likely already with Simon the last few times we were together.

What made matters worse was that my only daughter seemed to take her mother’s side over mine. As much as I tried to see Tracy’s side, she could have divorced me before stabbing me in the back the way she did.

Behind me, the patter of bare feet sounded on the tile. Before I could turn, soft hands slid over my shoulders and down my chest. I inhaled Krista’s fresh floral scent and her strawberry locks tickled the side of my face. Warm lips kissed my cheek, and she wrapped her arms around my chest and hugged me from behind.

“I missed you so much.” She kissed me again on the cheek and my cock stiffened in my shorts.

I gazed over my shoulder and found Krista’s emerald eyes boring a hole straight into my soul. “I thought you were taking a nap.”

She came around the chair and slipped onto my lap. “Jason fell asleep. I wanted to see you.” She slid her arm around my shoulders and leaned her head against my chest.

My stomach rolled, and I froze, afraid she would feel my cock hardening under her supple ass. “Lucky me.” I licked the dryness from my lips and reluctantly curled my arm around her waist.

“Am I hurting you?” she asked. Krista ran her fingers up the nape of my neck and twined her fingers through my short hair.

“No, but….”

“But what?” She adjusted her weight on my lap and drew herself in tighter, sliding her firm ass over my swollen cock.

“You’re arousing me,” I said. “That’s not supposed to happen.”

“Why not?” She lifted her head off my chest and gazed up at me curiously.

“Because you’re like a daughter to me,” I said. “And I’m old enough to be your dad.”

She laughed. “You’re not my dad. Far from it.”

“I doubt your boyfriend would appreciate finding you in this position.”

“Jason doesn’t own me, and we aren’t married,” she said. “Besides, it’s not like I would do this with anyone but you. If my affection makes you uncomfortable, I can stop.”

My cock twitched beneath her, slipping inside her ass crack, and Krista didn’t blink. “No. I like it. But I don’t want to cause any waves between you and Jason.”

She shrugged. “If it bothers him, then he can find a new girlfriend.”

I dared to tighten my grip on her waist and spread my fingers over her firm, flat tummy. “You’ve never been this bold with me before.”

“You were a married man before,” she said. “Do you find me attractive?”

“I think you know the answer.”

She giggled and slid her ass across my lap. “You’re really hard.”

“We should probably stop before Jason finds us.”

“Fine.” She sighed and sat up but remained seated on my lap. She played with the buttons on the front of my shirt while her long strawberry hair spilled over her shoulders and left her exquisite face partially shadowed.

She was painfully beautiful, and I let my hands linger down onto the flare of her hip.

She made zero effort to stop me. “I want to make us dinner,” she said. “As a thank you for your hospitality.”

I raised an eyebrow. “What did you have in mind?”

“Can you take me down to that seafood market we used to go to when I was little?” she asked.

“Stanley’s?” I squeezed her hip and rub my hand up and down her back.

“That’s the place,” she said. “I feel like oysters.”

“Sure,” I said. “I’ll grab my keys.”

I drove Krista down to Stanley’s Seafood Market where we purchased oysters, and three fresh lobsters. Afterward, we went to the grocery where Krista filled her basket with enough food to feed a small army.

When we arrived home, we spotted Jason down on the beach pacing back and forth with his cell phone pressed against his ear. I helped Krista unload the groceries while she found her way around the kitchen pulling out mixing bowls, flour, and a bag of sugar.

I sat down at the kitchen island and watched her work. “I really feel like I should help you.”

She smiled at me warmly. “You can help by being my taster.”

“That’s a job I was born to do,” I said.

Krista giggled and pulled on a chef’s apron. She spent the next fifteen minutes preparing batter for what looked like a chocolate cake while we caught up and she filled me in on the last year of her life. After finishing the batter, she made fresh homemade chocolate icing.

She scooped a dollop onto her finger and came around the kitchen island toward me. “As a taste tester, I need your professional opinion.”

“Right. I’m your man.” I sat in a high-back swivel chair and turned toward her as she approached.

Krista stepped up between my parted legs and placed one hand on my knee before offering me her finger loaded with chocolate icing.

My stomach swooned, and my heart charged out of the gate. I opened my mouth and waited.

Krista slid forward until her stomach brushed my hardening cock and slid her chocolate-covered finger between my waiting lips.

I sucked her finger clean, savoring her sweet flesh far more than the admittedly delicious icing.

“Well?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I might need another taste.”

Krista frowned. “Hmmmm… let me taste.” She leaned forward and kissed me, parting her lips before our tongues flashed together.

My stomach dropped into my shoes and my breaths came short and shallow through my flared nostrils. Her soft, warm tongue melted in my mouth, flooding my taste buds with fresh spearmint and lingering chocolate. The kiss lasted only a moment before Krista backed off and smiled wryly.

“You’re right. I think it needs a little more sugar.” She licked her lips and backed away, leaving me stiff as a board.

I stared after her, slack jawed and too stunned to speak. Adrenaline washed through my arms and legs, and my pulse throbbed in my temples.

Krista picked up the icing bowl and slowly stirred while she gazed across the kitchen island at me. “This needs to chill for thirty minutes. Can you help me shuck the oysters?”

“Yeah,” I said, my voice cracking. I cleared my throat and shoved off the edge of the chair. “The shucking knives are in the drawer next to the dishwasher.”

Krista giggled and went to the fridge, stowing the icing before she pulled the oysters out and grabbed the knives.

I tried hard to pull my shit together while I savored the taste of her lips and tongue that remained on my lips. “You’ll get us killed if you keep this up.”

“Relax. He’ll be on his phone for an hour,” she said. “Besides, I can still see him down on the beach. Didn’t you like the kiss? I know I did.”

“The teasing is killing me,” I said.

“Who’s teasing?” she handed me a knife, and we stood side by side over the sink with the oysters in the basin between us.

We went to work with me shucking three to her one.

“How do you do it so fast?” she asked.

“It’s simple. Put the knife here, twist and lever it up.” I showed her the process and Krista frowned.

“Show me again,” she said.

I put my knife down and stepped up behind her. “I’ll guide you.”

She smiled and glanced up at me over her shoulder. “Good idea, professor.”

I came up behind her, pressing my cock against her firm ass while I wrapped my arms around each side of her body. I slid my hands over her wrists and gently but firmly squeezed her hands.

Krista pressed her ass hard back against me and swiveled her hips, causing my cock to stiffen between her ass crack. Her breathing turned shallow and rapid, and she pressed her back against my chest. “Okay. I’m ready to learn.”

“Like this.” I guided her hands, pushing the tip of the knife into the oyster, gently twisting and levering until the shell popped open. “See?”

“That was too fast,” she said. “Do it again.”

I repeated the process, but Krista seemed more interested in grinding me than she did shucking the oyster. I leaned in close and nuzzled my nose behind her ear, breathing in her intoxicating scent.

She tilted her head to the side, exposing her neck to me while she dropped the knife and the oyster into the sink.

I gazed down the front of her slightly open blouse, drinking in the steep curves of her porcelain-white breasts where they disappeared inside her white lace bra. My lips brushed the soft creamy skin behind her ear and my heart raced so fast I thought it would burst. “What are we doing?” I whispered in her ear.

“Don’t stop,” she said. Her breaths came in sharp, ragged pulls, and she leaned into me, twining her fingers in mine.

The back door slid open, and the sound of heavy footfalls came from the family room.

I leaped away from Krista like she was an angry rattlesnake ready to strike.

She, on the other hand, barely moved, seeming completely unconcerned with Jason’s presence.

My cock instantly deflated, and I leaned back against the kitchen island, doing my best to act casual.

“It smells great in here,” Jason said as he entered the kitchen. “Are you baking?” He acted shocked.

“Yes, I’m baking,” Krista said. “It’s the least I could do for Matt’s hospitality.” She picked up the knife and oyster and returned to shucking.

“Oysters?” Jason asked. “Really?” His face soured, and he frowned.

“You don’t have to eat them,” Krista said. “Matt and I love them.”

He shrugged and gazed at the lobsters sitting in a pot on the stovetop. “Now that I like. When do we eat?”
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After dinner, we moved on to wine, dessert, and later even more wine. The lobster was as outstanding as the cake, and watching Krista eat the oysters had turned me on almost as much as the oysters themselves.

Out on the deck, the surf pounded against the shore and the warm wind whipped across the deck. The stars shone brilliantly under a cloudless night sky and Krista put on music while I opened another bottle. Two bottles of wine turned into three, most of which Jason had consumed. By the time the clock hit eleven, Jason’s yawns signaled bedtime.

“Babe, you ready for bed?” Jason asked before he polished off the remaining wine in his glass.

“You go ahead,” Krista said. “I’m not ready for bed.”

Jason frowned. “Are you sure? We’ve had a long day.”

“I’m sure,” she said. “Matt and I aren’t tired are we Matt?”

I didn’t want to get in between them, but I sure as hell didn’t want to lose her company for the night. “I’m not tired.”

Krista smiled at me satisfactorily. “See? Besides, I want to spend as much time with Matt as I can. I told you that before I agreed to let you come with me.”

That was news to me. Krista had meant to visit me alone? With as flirtatious as she had been, I doubted we would have made it past the front door before our clothes came flying off.

“Can I talk to you for a second… alone?” Jason asked.

Krista rolled her eyes. “What?”

“I’ll leave you two alone.” I started to stand.

“No,” Krista said. “You stay here, and I’ll be right back. Come on Jason.” Krista pushed out of her chair and Jason followed her into the house.

I sat alone on the deck, my wine forgotten while my curiosity burned like an inferno. I really shouldn’t have, but I couldn’t help it. A few minutes after they departed, I stood and crept through the house.

I stopped outside their bedroom door.

A thin slice of light showed through the cracked door, and I heard their voices coming from inside.

“Babe, come on,” Jason said. “I’ll last two minutes and then you can go back outside.”

“Gee, you’re so romantic,” Krista said, her voice flat.

“You just look so fucking hot,” he said. “I don’t know what it is, but I’ve had a hard-on all day just watching you.”

“I’m not having sex with you while Matt sits outside alone. You can jerk off after I leave.”

“Please,” he said, his voice oozing with desperation.

Nothing turned a woman off more than a man begging her for sex. I held still, waiting to see if Krista succumbed to Jason’s groveling.

“Where’s my bag?” she asked. “I’m changing and then going back out onto the deck. There’s some hand lotion in the bathroom if you’re that desperate.”

Jason sighed. “It’s in the closet off the bathroom,” he said. “Krista, it’s been a month since we had sex. Why are you doing this?”

“Doing what? This was my trip, not yours. If you don’t like the terms, then you can go home.”

I heard the bathroom door open and close before I crept away and returned to the deck. I sank back down into my chair and picked up my wineglass. What twenty-two-year-old goes a month with no sex? Part of me felt bad for Jason, but a much bigger part of me triumphed knowing that he wouldn’t touch her under my roof.

A few minutes later Krista emerged onto the deck wearing a baggy white, V-neck t-shirt and a pair of tight black shorts. As she crossed the deck, her tits swayed, and her hard nipples poked through the thin fabric. The shorts hugged her ass so tight that the material snaked up her ass crack, revealing her flawless curves. Her legs, toned and athletic, glistened under the lights strung across the deck. And she wore her hair back in a loose ponytail with a warm smile that set off a round of butterflies fluttering across my stomach.

“Everything okay?” I asked.

Krista grabbed her chair and drew it close to me, making the scene far more intimate than before. “It is now,” she said, plopping down into the chair. “It will be even better after you fill my wineglass.”

I picked up the bottle of Cabernet, leaned forward, and filled Krista’s empty glass with a generous pour. Her nipples seemed to harden under my watchful gaze, and the way her braless breasts jiggled and swayed under her loose t-shirt put my cock on official notice. For what seemed like the tenth time that day, my cock stiffened in my shorts. “Do you mind if I ask you a personal question?”

“I have a feeling we may need to break open another bottle for this conversation,” Krista said.

I sat back, smiled, and filled my glass to match hers. “Is that a yes?”

Krista sipped her wine. “You want to know about Jason and me?”

“How serious are you two?” I asked.

She sipped on her wine for a long time, holding my gaze as if considering her answer. “He’s asked me to marry him.”

That took me by surprise, and my stomach dropped. That was the last thing I expected to hear. “I don’t see an engagement ring.”

“I’ve deferred the answer,” she said. “Because, honestly, I don’t know.”

“You don’t know if you love him?”

“That’s not a fair question,” she said.

“It’s marriage. You better love him if you want any chance for the marriage to succeed.” I was the last person who should dole out marriage advice, but the wine had loosened my lips.

Krista propped her bare feet up on my legs and stretched out. “I have strong feelings for him.”

Her petite feet were warm and smooth, her toenails capped with a fresh coat of glossy red polish. I let out a short, cynical laugh. “I think you know your answer.”

“It’s not that easy,” she said. “What if my Prince Charming never comes along? Or what if he already has?” She filled her mouth with a sizeable amount of wine and eye fucked me.

I wasn’t sure that was a kettle of worms I should pry open. “Krista, what do you see in me? I’m a divorced, almost forty-year-old man and practically your second dad. Do you know how many people we would hurt?”

“You are kind, smart, funny, and honest,” Krista said. “And you’re unbelievably hot,” she added, smiling. “Sure, you had workaholic tendencies, but you’ve put that life behind you and you’re a better man for it. What’s not to love about you? I don’t care what my father thinks, and my mother would be on board.” She slid her toes up my legs and snaked them inside the bottom of my shorts.

My cock noticeably shifted in my shorts, bulging outward while Krista locked her gaze on my rising manhood. “What about your sisters?”

She shrugged. “I’m beating them to the punch, or not. We’ll see.” She smiled wickedly over the top of her glass and wriggled her toes into my skin.

Heat washed through my cheeks and down the back of my neck. Did Penny and Sam have similar feelings? Christ, I was in trouble. “Is that why you wanted to come?”

“I came because I wanted to see you. I missed you and….” She hesitated while she wormed her feet higher, pushing them dangerously close to my cock. “I wanted to see where this went. Do you feel the same way?” She held her glass to her lips and waited for my answer.

“Before I get my head stuck down that rabbit hole, can I ask why you brought Jason if this week was about exploring whatever this is?”

She snaked her feet higher and wriggled her toes around my stiff cock, still beneath the cover of my boxer briefs. “He insisted on coming. I tried to push him off, but I think deep down, he knows how I feel about you. He wants to cock block me.”

I coughed and nearly spit out my wine.

“It’s my turn to ask the questions,” she said. “How do you feel about me?” She stroked my cock between her feet, tightening her toes around my rigid shaft while she polished off the last few drops of wine from her glass.

“Besides being incredibly attracted you? I’m fucking terrified,” I said.

“Good. I can cut our sexual tension with a knife.” Krista kept up her cock massage. “And being scared will just make the fucking that much better.”

I wasn’t sure how to answer with anything other than the truth. “I’m not exactly in full fighting form. It might take me a time our two before I find my rhythm.”

“Don’t worry. We’ll get in plenty of practice.” She clenched my knob between her toes and squeezed. “First, we just have to get rid of Jason.”

“Krista, are you sure? I —

“You want to know a secret?” she asked, cutting me off. “Jason doesn’t have to leave in the middle of the week for training,” she said. “I told him he couldn’t stay.”

I swallowed away a lump in my throat. “You did? And he went along with it?”

Krista slipped her toes out of my shorts, stood, and crossed over to me. “Matt, would you fuck me? Right here, right now?”

I gazed up at her. Her tits jiggled, and her hard nipples pierced the thin cotton material. “God help me, yes,” I said with my throat so dry I could barely speak.

Krista straddled my legs and sank down onto my lap, facing me. Her big tits shifted under her shirt and she inched forward until we came face to face. She pressed her forehead against mine and shifted her pussy forward so that it rubbed against my meaty shaft. “I want to feel your big cock move inside me”

“If Jason comes out —

“But that’s what makes it so hot. What if we get caught?” She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me into a tender kiss. “I’ve wanted you for a long time. I can’t wait any longer.”

I cradled her hips in my hands, allowing myself the freedom to cup her tight ass. “Jason’s one room over I —

Krista laughed and kissed me again, this time nibbling my lower lip between her teeth before she let it go and ran her fingers through my hair. “We can go to your bedroom and you can fuck me all night long.” Her voice came out raw and husky and my cock surged in my shorts, pulsing and twitching.

My cock pressed hard against her pussy, shifting and digging into the camel toe visible through her shorts. My heart beat so hard and fast my carotid artery thumped in my throat. “I’m out of practice.”

Krista leaned in and kissed me, opening her mouth to mine. Our tongues swirled together, and she moaned softly in my mouth.

I ran my hands up her back and back down again, resisting the urge to slide my hands inside her shorts. Once I started down that path, there was no going back. Her mouth tasted like Cabernet and her tongue probed inside my mouth, hungry and searching.

Krista rocked forward and backward on my lap, dry humping me while her hands wandered across my back and over my shoulders. She deepened the kiss and moaned louder while she slid her hands under the back of my shirt as if to pull it off.

My hands trembled, and my legs shook, coiled with sexual tension. I slid my hand around to the front of her shirt and cupped her braless tit, tweaking her nipple between my fingers while Krista moaned louder.

Soft, warm, and more than a handful, I squeezed her tit, filling my open hand, kneading it softly. Her heavy natural breasts felt meaty and full. They were firm and ripe, and I couldn’t wait to swirl her fat nipple between my lips.

Krista broke off the kiss, panting, and reached down to grab hold of my bulging manhood. “I want you inside me right now,” she whispered. Her hands roamed the outline of my rigid shaft and her fingertips swirled over my fat tip.

Inside the house, a door closed, and footsteps fell.

Krista’s eyes widened with shock and she slid off my lap before leaping backward into her chair.

My stomach dropped, and a fresh wash of adrenaline surged through my arms and legs. I sat upright and adjusted my hard cock, doing my best to hide the evidence.

Krista folded her arms over her tits, concealing her hard nipples just as Jason appeared on the deck.

“I couldn’t sleep,” he said. “I thought I’d come out here and hang with you guys.”

Krista and I exchanged a furtive glance.

Jason appeared blissfully unaware of his girlfriend grinding my cock a mere thirty seconds earlier. He frowned and glanced between us. “Am I interrupting something?”

“Not at all,” I said. “Have a seat and I’ll pour you a glass.”
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I rose early and took a run along the beach. I needed to clear my mind and sweat out last night’s overindulgence. Had Krista been drunk when she came on to me? Or had she really meant it? Either way, I would find out soon enough. I couldn’t get her out of my mind. The way she tasted and the feeling of her tits in my hands. We had come so close I had barely slept a wink, imagining her entering my room naked and fucking me blind.

Shirtless, I ran along the shoreline with the morning breeze whipping through my hair and the morning sun shining brightly above the eastern horizon. The surf gently rolled in while I completed mile number three.

In the distance, my house appeared, the deck empty and the lights off in the kitchen. After last night’s booze fest, I imagined Jason and Krista would take some time to sleep in. But I knew she was eager to hit the beach, so I wanted to get breakfast started before she woke. Besides, with any luck, I would get some alone time with Krista while Jason remained passed out.

But before I reached my deck, movement from my neighbor’s deck caught my eye. Frank and Elaine were gone, and I had sworn an oath as a neighborhood watchman to guard their place with my life. Well, maybe not with my life, but you get the drift.

A strange guy sat on the Summer’s back deck smoking what appeared to be a fat blunt. His curly dark hair floated on the wind. He was skinny, shirtless, and pasty white in a grungy sort of way. He definitely didn’t strike me as the type of guy who Frank and Elaine would have entrusted with their beach house.

I crossed the white powdery sand and stopped at the base of the stairs leading onto the deck.

The guy stared down at me. He had a goatee and three days of stubble covering the rest of his face. He wore a baggy swimsuit that looked three sizes too big, and I confirmed that he was smoking weed.

The guy smiled at me and nodded. “What’s up, bro?” He offered me a hit of his joint. “You want to wake and bake with me?”

From inside the house, metal music played loud enough to hear through the closed glass door and more movement came from the kitchen window.

“I think I’ll start with coffee,” I said. “But I appreciate the offer. Are you a friend of Frank and Elaine’s?”

He frowned and then laughed as if the question were somehow funny. “Bro, who are Frank and Elaine?”

I expected the answer and now I had to decided what to do about it. “Are you here with Clementine?”

He furrowed his brow. “Do you mean Clem?”

“Yeah. Is she here?”

“Dude, it’s her house. Of course, she’s here. What’s your name, bro? I’m Travis, but everyone calls me T-Bone.” He extended his hand, and I shook it.

His skin was cold and clammy, but his smile was sincere. “Nice to meet you… uh, T-Bone. I’m Matt Snow. I live next door. Can you get Clem for me?”

“Right on.” He smiled and nodded as if he didn’t have a care in the world. But either my words didn’t register, or he didn’t care because he took another hit off his joint and turned his gaze to the ocean.

As if on cue, the sliding glass door opened, and a petite blonde beauty appeared wrapped inside a big fluffy white blanket. Her silky golden hair was mussed and disheveled, but her skin glowed with a subtle radiance. She had muted green eyes and full pink lips with toned legs visible beneath the blanket draped over her shoulders.

She only looked half awake and carried a mug of coffee in one hand. Unlike T-Bone, Clementine didn’t look stoned. “Mr. Snow?” She frowned at me.

Clementine barely resembled the gangly pre-teen I remembered from my old life and looked more like a Hollywood starlet escaping to the beach with the lead singer of an edgy rock band I’d never heard of.

“Clementine?” I needed the confirmation because she was an absolute knock-out despite her lack of makeup and bed head.

She had a button nose and the face of an angel. I wondered what her body looked like in a bikini, and I swore a silent oath to discover.

T-Bone laughed the way stoners do about everything. “Dude keeps calling you Clementine.”

She rolled her eyes and shot T-Bone a sideways look. “That’s because it’s my name.” Clementine turned back to face me. “You can call me Clem. I like Clementine, but it’s a real mouthful, you know?” She turned her nuclear-powered smile on me and turned my insides to mush.

Her teeth were straight, flawless, and pearly white while her smile touched her pale green eyes. A tiny beauty mark dotted her upper lip that turned her from merely hot to legendary status. She could be America’s next great sex symbol, and it wouldn’t have surprised me in the slightest.

Was a creature as beautiful as Clementine Summers really dating a simpleton like T-Bone? “Only if you call me Matt. My dad is Mr. Snow.”

Clem laughed easily and sipped on her coffee. Her gaze flickered over my washboard abs, and ripped, muscular chest before settling on my pale blue eyes. “Do you want a cup of coffee?”

Behind Clem, the sliding glass door opened and a skinny brunette with a blurry tattoo on her shoulder popped her head through. “Travis, come help me with the eggs.” The girl glanced at me once and then literally did a double take before she opened the door wide and stepped out.

Clem turned toward her friend and T-Bone appeared content chilling out on the deck, seeming in no hurry to go cook eggs.

“Who ordered the male model?” The girl said, stepping up beside Clem. “I swear to God, the hot guys have a radar for you. This one is literally running up off the beach to hit on you.” She turned to me. “Is it some special built-in sonar that you have? Hot people just naturally find each other? Is that it?”

T-Bone let out a full-on belly laugh. “Let’s go,” he said to no one in particular.

“Stop it, Lisa. This is my neighbor… Matt.” She smiled at me adorably and again turned my insides to liquid with her smoldering green eyes.

“He’s an easy way for you to get over a breakup,” Lisa said to Clem.

“Stop. Seriously,” Clem said. “You’re embarrassing me.”

The twiggy brunette extended her hand. “I’m Lisa Ann, but since a porn star took over that name, I just go by Lisa now.”

I genuinely laughed and took her hand. “I’m Matt Snow… the neighbor. Nice to meet you.”

“Matt without a wedding band. Please don’t tell me a guy like you is single. Are you gay?” Lisa asked.

Clem gasped and slapped her friend’s shoulder. “Lisa Ann Warner. Stop it, right this second.”

“Please, like you don’t want to know,” Lisa said.

“He’s married,” Clem said, turning back to me. “I’m sorry. My friends have no filter.”

“Actually, I’m divorced,” I said. “And now a permanent resident of number two Siesta Lane.”

“Get the fuck out of here,” Lisa said as her eyes widened. “Rich, hot, and single. Jesus Clem, if you don’t fuck him, I will.”

T-Bone laughed again. “Let’s go.”

Clem didn’t react to her friend, but her cheeks flushed red. “Seriously. No filter. I’ll stop apologizing or she’ll keep going.”

I grinned and shook my head. “Lisa can keep going all day. She’s doing wonders for my ego.”

“See, he likes it,” Lisa said before turning back to T-Bone. “Hey stoner, come in the house and help me make the breakfast. I’m not your fucking maid.”

T-Bone finally stood. “I’m going to make the biggest fucking omelet you’ve ever seen. With fucking hot sauce and jalapenos. Is there any chili in there?”

Lisa looked at me and rolled her eyes. “I don’t know why I stay with him, but I’m trapped.” She turned to go, but before she went, she kissed Clem sweetly on the cheek. “You okay, sis?”

Clem turned a warm smile on her friend and nodded. “Give me a minute.”

Lisa and T-Bone disappeared inside and shut the door behind them.

“Sorry. She’s just been my friend forever. She’s got a mouth.”

“And it looks like she’s got your back too,” I said.

Clementine nodded. “I’d go to war for her.”

“I hate to ask, but do Frank and Elaine know you’re here?”

She shook her head. “I hate to put you in this position, but could you please not tell them I’m here? I promise we won’t burn the place down. We come here all the time when my parents are gone. I love the beach, but I can only take so much of Frank and Elaine.”

She loved the beach? That would come as a shock to her parents. Then again, maybe they knew, and painted a rosy picture for my benefit. “Your secret is safe with me.”

“When did you get divorced?” she asked.

“The divorce was final last month. The marriage ended last year. I quit my job and moved to the beach,” I said.

“Good for you. You’re living T-Bone’s ultimate dream life,” she said.

“Lisa mentioned a breakup? Don’t answer if it’s a touchy subject.”

“It’s not touchy,” she said. “We broke up a few months ago. It’s a long sad story.”

I didn’t need to get hit over the head with it. The breakup was a touchy subject, and I didn’t want to kick the hornet’s nest. “Great. Well, I’ll head home and leave you to enjoy the world’s greatest omelet.”

Clem laughed and inched forward briefly touching my wrist. “Would you like to stay and have breakfast with us? I make a killer cup of coffee.”

I would’ve walked over broken glass to say yes to such an offer, but I had guests. “Do you remember Krista Lane? She and her boyfriend came for a visit.”

“Krista’s here? Wow. I haven’t seen her since middle school.”

“She is and I should probably play host for breakfast. How long are you in town?”

Clem shrugged. “I was thinking a week or two, but my options are open.”

“Then I’m cashing in on breakfast next week,” I said. “And I’ll hold you to that cup of coffee.”

“Sounds like a plan.” She smiled at me again and brushed a lock of her golden blonde hair out of her eye. “Hey, Matt. Would you like to come over tomorrow night? Lisa, Travis, and I are grilling steaks. We could hang out and you could bring Krista and her boyfriend.”

This was either a spectacularly good idea or an equally bad one. Either way, I was too weak to say no to such an incredibly beautiful woman. “I’d love it, but only if you let me bring the wine.”

She grinned and her eyes lit up. “Deal. By the way, we won’t be around today so don’t worry. T-Bone’s cover band is playing up in Clear Water, and we’re spending the night before heading back here tomorrow.”

“Thanks for the heads up,” I said. “Have fun and I’ll see you soon.”
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Under a blue cloudless sky, the sun blazed. But the soothing breeze and low humidity masked the raw brutality of the ultra-violet radiation. Krista, Jason, and I had spent two hours under the sun cooking on Siesta Key’s white sugar sand. Down on the shoreline, the waves rolled in and I sipped on a bottled water, propped up in a beach chair nursing what remained of my hangover.

A hundred meters out into the surf, Jason wrestled with a windsurfing board he had rented from a shack on the beach. Beside me, Krista lay on her back wearing a tight white bikini that offered me a front-row seat to a body handcrafted by God.

Behind her head, she piled her strawberry blonde hair in a heap atop her beach towel, clearing her shoulders and neck for maximum sun exposure. Dark sunglasses masked her pretty green eyes and her slightest move caused her perfect tits to jiggle and shake.

I had spent more than my fair share of time gazing on her body, trying to determine if I had ever seen one so nice. The jury came back with a verdict — I hadn’t. “I brought the SPF 50,” I said. “You should really put some on.”

Krista propped herself up on her elbows and gazed down the length of her body. “I put some on before we left home.”

“That was two hours ago,” I said. “We body surfed and took a walk since then.”

She pressed her index finger into her tummy and left behind a white spot amid a sea of pink. “I want the color.”

“You’ll fry,” I reached for the bag and pulled out the bottle of sunscreen. “If you agree, I’ll put some on your back and shoulders.”

“And my tits?” She smiled up at me. “Maybe Jason won’t notice if you fuck me on the beach towel.”

I laughed and squeezed out a dollop of white cream onto my palm. “Scoot that tiny little butt of yours over here and I’ll lather you up.”

Krista sighed, sat up, and did the butt scoot across her towel and mine before she ended up sitting between my legs with her back facing me. “Why are you so afraid to take a risk?”

I rubbed the lotion into my palms and went to work on Krista’s shoulders. Her skin was borderline hot, and a patch of freckles had sprung to life across her shoulders. From my vantage point, I had a perfect view into her mountainous cleavage. Her tits jiggled and bounced while I gently massaged her shoulders and my cock thickened in my swim trunks. “What about last night? That wasn’t risky?”

“Good point. I kind of lost myself.” Krista pulled her hair over her front shoulder and sighed contentedly. “God, that feels amazing. Don’t stop.”

“Don’t stop?” I chucked and worked my thumbs along each side of her spine and down her back. “That’s what you said last night right before Jason nearly busted us.”

She giggled and tilted her head to the side. “I was up all night after that. I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

“I’m glad you didn’t sneak into my room.” I wasn’t glad. Far from it. But I didn’t want to get busted shagging my best friend’s daughter with her boyfriend fast asleep in the next room.

She pushed her sunglasses down her nose and glanced up at me over her shoulder. “For real?”

“Well, I would have loved it, but not the risk that comes with it,” I said.

“So, if I were to turn around and suck your cock right here on the beach. Would you let me?” she asked.

“No, and don’t try it. We’ll both get arrested,” I said.

She shrugged. “Suit yourself. Your loss.” She rubbed her hamstrings and frowned. “I think I need some sunscreen on the back of my legs. They feel a little warm,” she said.

“Lay down on the towel,” I said.

Krista rolled back to her spot on the beach towel and lay down face first with her hands tucked under her head like a pillow. “Don’t skimp,” she said. “Otherwise, I’ll hold you responsible for the irreparable skin damage.”

My cock was already granite hard and rubbing lotion between Krista’s smooth thighs certainly would not help quell the inferno. I slid off my beach chair and hovered over her before I started working lotion into her feet and ankles.

“Once Jason leaves, we can make full body massages part of our nightly ritual,” Krista said. “I can suck your cock as part of your massage.”

“Ha-ha,” I said without laughing. I worked the lotion higher, massaging her calf muscles and rubbing the back of her knees. “Don’t you feel the slightest bit guilty? Maybe you should break up with Jason before we fool around.”

“I don’t feel guilty,” she said. “I’ve had strong feelings for you long before I ever met Jason. After I found out what my dad did, I couldn’t let the moment pass without taking my shot.” She sighed contentedly. “Your hands are amazing.”

“What does taking your shot mean?” As I slid my palms over her outer thighs, my cock raged, straining against the front of my swim trunks. “Where do you see this going?”

Krista frowned and gazed up at me. “Why do I have to see it going anywhere? Is falling in love completely out of the question? Can’t we explore where we go together?”

She was right, and I felt like an idiot for asking her. Was she already in love with me? I thought I knew the answer but wouldn’t dare ask. “How can we explore where we lead with you living a plane ride away?”

“Maybe I wouldn’t have to live a plane ride away if someone who had a place here invited me to stay,” she said.

“What about school?” Without thinking about it, I moved to her inner thighs and gently squeezed, rubbing my thumb along her creamy smooth skin.

“I have a month left,” Krista said. “The ball is in your court, Ace.” She let out a satisfying sigh and closed her eyes. “Don’t forget to do my ass.”

Krista’s ass was like a Rembrandt wrapped in a Picasso. It rose sharply from her thin waist and was perfectly round and proportioned with the rest of her body. Not too big or too small, her ass cheeks had just enough jiggle to pack a pair of jeans. Half of her white bikini bottom had slipped inside her ass crack while the other half barely clung to her round cheek.

I stole a quick glance over my shoulder. Jason was busy guiding his wind runner across the waves and far enough away that he couldn’t make out anything on the beach. “Sure,” I said, but my voice betrayed my nervous energy.

Krista giggled and glanced back at me. “Really get in there too. Don’t half ass it.”

I laughed and ran my palms up her thighs before stopping at the gates of heaven. I settled my thumbs on her hamstrings, just below her ass cheeks, mere inches from her pussy. “Are you dealing in dad jokes now?”

She laughed and twerked her ass causing it to bounce and jiggle. “Shut up and rub my ass.”

“I’ll need more sunscreen for an ass that big.” I squeezed a dollop onto my palms and grinned.

Krista glared back at me. “I have a nice ass. It’s not big.”

I raised an eyebrow. “I’ll have to test it and see for myself.” With my hands trembling, I palmed her cheeks and squeezed before rubbing the sunscreen over her firm, warm flesh. In my entire life, I had never had my hands on an ass so fine, and my cock was hard enough to burst.

Krista moaned softly and ground her hips, forcing her cheeks higher while I firmly squeezed. “Well, what do you think?”

“I’d say that’s a bangin’ booty.” I slid my hands under her bikini bottoms and kneaded her flesh, filling my palms with her firm ass flesh.

She giggled. “That feels amazing,” she said.

I worked my thumbs deep into her gluts, massaging and squeezing while Krista swiveled her hips and moaned softly.

“Matt, baby. I want you so bad.” She bit her lip and bucked her hips higher while I kept up the deep tissue massage.

My cock thrummed in my trunks and I glanced left and right, confirming that we weren’t drawing any unwanted attention. The beach outside my house was private, and typically only a few other residents used it at a time. But with Clem and her crew gone, the nearest group of beachgoers was fifty yards down the beach.

My heart raced and my throat went dry as I bet it all on my next move. Without asking, I slid one hand off Krista’s ass and slipped my middle finger inside her tight pussy.

She let out a sharp gasp and groaned, bucking her hips faster and harder. “Yesss,” she hissed. “Don’t you fucking stop.”

I couldn’t remember ever experiencing a pussy as tight as Krista’s. Her wall muscles clamped down on my fingers like a vise and she was already soaking wet. I slipped my finger in and out, eliciting sharp gasps and deep moans. With my thumb, I massaged her labia and worked her juices up and down her swollen lips.

Krista pushed her hips backward and forward, finger fucking me while her lips parted, and she closed her eyes. She balled her beach towel into her fists before she bit her lower lip and stifled even louder moans.

Like me, she was already on the edge and a gentle push would send her headfirst over orgasm falls. I slid my finger in as deep as I could and probed her soft, warm vagina. With my thumb, I freed her clit and worked her rosebud in short clockwise bursts.

Krista gasped, arched her back and bucked her hips, her ass slapping my hand. She came hard, with a fresh release of her juices dribbling through my fingers and soaking my palm.

I kept up the pressure, buzzing her clit while I penetrated her as deeply as I could.

Her body jerked with orgasmic waves and she let out soft grunts while she came hard, her pussy spasming around my finger. A moment later, her body relaxed, and she fell forward onto the towel while I slipped my hand free and patted her ass. “Let me know when you need more sunscreen.”

Krista laughed hard and rolled over on her back, pulling me down between her parted legs. She wrapped her arms around my neck, gazed deeply into my eyes, and kissed me softly on the lips. “I’m falling for you, Mr. Snow.” She locked her legs around mine and squeezed while my rigid cock pulsed against her bikini-clad pussy.

“I’m falling for you too.” I kissed her back, parting my lips and our tongues met and flashed together, twining and swirling, probing warm and urgent.

Krista ran her hands up my back and ground her pussy against my cock, moaning into my mouth, lost in the moment and unworried about Jason or anyone else discovering our forbidden love.

“Maybe we can go into the house while Jason’s out on the board,” Krista said. “I can’t wait any longer.”

But when I glanced over my shoulder, I spotted Jason paddling back toward the shore. He was far enough away to be a small dot, but he was undoubtedly heading toward the beach.

“We can’t,” I said. “Jason’s on his way back.” I unwound myself from Krista’s death grip and crawled over to my beach chair where I could nurse my blue balls.

Krista propped herself up on her elbows and gazed out across the surf. “Why can’t he just go away?”

I laughed. “You brought him here.”

She glared up at me. Her hard nipples poked through her bikini top, and she fixed her bikini bottoms, covering her exposed pussy. “I’m an inch from sending him packing.”

“I better cool off in the ocean or this rudder will give me away for sure,” I said.

“I’ll come with you,” she said. “I need to rinse off, anyway.”
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We spent another two hours on the beach, listening to music, chatting, and doing whatever we could to take our minds off our pent-up desire. But by mid-afternoon, we decided that a nap followed by cocktails would be our go to move before the three of us went out for dinner.

As I packed up our gear, I saw Krista chatting with Jason near the water, but I couldn’t hear their conversation. He nodded, then shook his head and then nodded again before they came up from the beach behind me.

I put away the beach gear and headed into the house. I heard Jason and Krista’s muffled voices coming from their room. There wasn’t any heat behind their words, but I couldn’t make out the conversation. A wave of jealousy washed over me as I imagined Krista undressing in front of Jason and him pushing her again for sex. I had no right to my feelings, but my emotional response was what it was. I wasn’t lying when I told Krista that I was falling for her. Had I reached a point where I didn’t want any other guy touching her? The answer was yes.

But what about my pursuit of other women? How would Krista feel if I hooked up with Clem or if an emotional connection developed between Texas and me? Could I put those feeling on ice and sacrifice for her? It was so soon after my divorce, and as much as I wanted Krista, I couldn’t fully commit to a monogamous relationship.

I went to my room and took a half warm shower, letting the cool water soothe my aching cock. Jason was either a cock blocking mastermind or he had superb timing. Either way, I didn’t get what I wanted, and I wanted Krista — badly.

I stepped out of the shower, dried off, and wrapped a towel loosely around my waist before heading back into my bedroom. What I saw next stopped me dead in my tracks.

Krista perched on the edge of my bed with a white towel draped over her tits but not fastened. Her long golden red hair hung damp and limp from the shower and a treasure trove of freckles crisscrossed the bridge of her nose. “Hi.” She smiled up at me and a wash of adrenaline rushed down my arms and legs.

“Where’s Jason?” I asked.

“I sent him on a very specific errand. He won’t be back for at least two hours.” She grinned at me seductively. “By the way, I think you were right.”

The way the towel piled up on her lap and barely covered her nipples set my pulse into orbit. My cock hardened and pushed away the front of my towel. I licked the dryness from my lips and my gaze settled on the steep curve of her inner breasts and the way her side boob bulged outward from the white cotton cloth. “Huh?”

Krista giggled and gazed at my stiff cock. “I need you to put some aloe on my back and chest. I’m a little sunburned. See?” She stood and tossed aside her towel, standing before me completely naked.

She crossed the room toward me. Her tits jiggled and bounced, and her tiny pink nipples stood stiff amid flat pink, quarter-sized areolas. Her firm tummy gave way to a bare flawless pussy, the slit barely visible between the sharp V-shape of her inner thighs. Krista’s hips flared out in an hourglass and she had fresh tan lines where her bikini met her porcelain skin and the sun had turned her a light shade of pink. She was sunburned, but not horribly so. I had likely saved her from a nasty burn with our erotic sunscreen encounter earlier on the beach.

“You’re right. We better get some aloe on that quick.” I gazed down at her where she stood before me, looming nearly a foot taller, and palmed her perfect tits. Her nipples hardened under my palms and I squeezed, filling my hands with her natural tit flesh.

Krista reached down and pushed away my towel, revealing my hard cock swaying and pulsing like a caged tiger. Thick veins crisscrossed my shaft and my swollen head looked ready for battle. Her tiny hand couldn’t circle the girth of my manhood and her eyes widened in surprise. “Baby, you’re huge.” She stroked my shaft and used her free hand to cup my shaven balls, rolling them between her fingers while she gazed up at me. “Blow job or a deep fuck? I know how pent up you must be.”

That was an easy choice. I wanted inside her and I wanted to dominate her in bed. I reached down and easily scooped her up, cradling her in my arms while her tits bounced off my chest.

Krista giggled and wrapped her legs around my waist while she ran her fingers through my short wet hair. She leaned in and kissed my ear, pulling my lobe between her warm lips and whispering softly, “I want to feel you inside me.”

I nuzzled the tip of my cock inside her wet lips and carried her to the bed. My cock throbbed with pent up sexual tension and my temples pulsed with the pounding of my heart.

Krista locked her ankles behind my back and squeezed while she kissed her way down my neck and back up again. She ground her hips, sliding my knob along her soaking wet trench, and moaned softly in my ear.

When we reached the bed, I tossed her back onto my fluffy bedspread and her head landed amid the heap of pillows up by my headboard. Her golden red hair, only half dry, splayed out across the crisp white pillowcases. Her tits jiggled as she came to a stop and she belly laughed while her emerald eyes blazed with unbridled lust.

I crawled onto the bed after her, stalking her like some primal predator on all fours eyeing a hunk of red meat. My cock swayed from side to side, searching for Krista’s tight slit, and nothing would stop me from taking her.

Krista parted her legs and gazed down the length of her body at me. Her pink pussy opened before me, soaking with her juices. Her gaze locked on my raging cock and she licked her lips, her eyes registering fear. “Go slow. You’re way bigger than I’ve ever had.”

I crawled between her legs and hovered over her naked body with her tits rolling in jiggly circles atop her chest. “Are you on birth control?”

Her emerald eyes searched my face as if she saw me for the first time. I caught the open vulnerability behind her probing gaze. This was a far bigger deal for her than she was letting on, and I had a feeling I was on a very short list of men she had been with. She loved me. I was certain of it. At that moment, I gave myself to her. If there were to be any other women in my life, they would have to run through Krista first. I couldn’t hurt her. I didn’t have it in me.

“No,” she said. “But I don’t want you to wear a condom… ever.”

“We’ll have to get you on birth control,” I said. “Unless you want to be a mommy.” I leaned down and kissed her softly before our tongues darted together.

“That’s something I want,” she said. “But not right away. Besides, I’m not ovulating. We’re safe.”

My cock slithered over her flat tummy, pulsing and twitching like an anaconda hell bent on finding its next meal. My raging purple cock looked almost threatening juxtaposed against Krista’s angelic figure and cream white tummy.

No birth control meant I was pulling out. Besides, I wanted to bathe those big tits in a jizz bath and I couldn’t wait another second. I leaned down and kissed Krista softly on the lips before working my way down her jawline until I reached her ear. I inhaled her sweet floral scent and my cock bounced off her tummy while Krista ran her hands over my back and up my shoulders.

I licked her ear and sucked her lobe into my mouth, swirling my tongue over her soft sweet flesh.

Krista moaned and gyrated her hips, drawing me toward her until I felt the heat from her body radiate against my chest.

With my arms positioned on each side of Krista’s shoulders, I kept the full weight of my body off her tiny body, giving her room to move and breathe. I inhaled her intoxicating scent and my head spun with fevered sexual energy. The heat from her body soaked into my skin and my cock twitched, smearing a trail of clear pre-cum just below Krista’s navel.

Krista parted her thighs wider and curled her legs around my waist, gently massaging my hamstrings with the bottom of her feet. “Baby, I want you,” she whispered as she arched her back.

I cupped one of Krista’s fat tits in my hand and lowered my mouth to the other, guiding her nipple between my lips. I swirled my tongue over the rubbery top and gently sucked.

She let out a long moan and her tongue lashed my ear while her warm, minty breath snaked down my neck. She ground her hips and reached down, taking my cock in her nimble fingers and guiding it to her swollen lips.

Krista gently squeezed my shaft and dragged my knob through her slippery wet trench, squeezing my pre-cum onto her outer pussy lips.

My body responded with a surge of adrenaline, and pleasure lit up my nerve endings. Goosebumps flashed across my body and I let out a quick gasp. Other than my ex-wife, I hadn’t been with a woman in twenty years, and the sensation was overwhelming.

I rolled Krista’s nipple around in my mouth and squeezed her other breast while I pushed forward and down with my cock, seeking her slippery entrance. Krista placed her hand behind my neck, and I released her nipple before meeting her face to face.

She gazed into my eyes and guided my tip to her entrance before I slipped my throbbing knob inside her and the world tilted on its axis.

Her green eyes registered overwhelming love. But even so, a hint of fear shone through. Fear not only from the physical pain of my monster cock splitting her in half, but from the possibility that I might break her heart.

Her pussy thrummed around my tip and I resisted the urge to plow forward and sink deep inside. Instead, I held motionless, gazing down into her eyes. “Are you okay?” I whispered.

She bit her lower lip and nodded, never taking her eyes off me. “So far so good,” she said, her voice soft and unsteady.

“I’ll go a little deeper each time.” I kissed her softly and inched forward, feeling her tightness squeeze my shaft like a vise. My head flashed with lust and I let out a quick gasp before stealing a glance down the length of our bodies. Krista’s chest rose and fell in quick succession, while my cock slipped inside the most beautiful girl in the world.

Krista’s tits bounced and swayed, and she moaned with ecstasy while goosebumps flashed across her jiggling tits. “That feels fucking amazing.” She tilted her head back, exposing her neck, and I lowered my lips to her soft creamy flesh and sucked hard enough to leave a mark.

She edged her hips forward, taking more of me inside her until my cock stopped halfway in. “I love your cock,” she cooed while she licked her way around my ear. “Push it in deep.”

Tight and warm, her vagina felt like riding a wave of warm chocolate and I struggled against the mother of all orgasms waiting in the wings, looming, ready to breach the damn and explode with primal force. I braced myself and thrust forward, fully impaling her. A long moan escaped my lips and her pussy writhed around my cock, quivering and pulsing in waves.

Krista moaned long and loud and dug her fingers into my ass while she locked her ankles around my legs. “Fuck.” She let out a whimpering sound and ground her hips while she squeezed her wall muscles clamping down on my manhood in a tight velvet sheath.

My head flashed with a strong need to empty my seed. Fighting thousands of years of evolutionary urges, I held motionless inside her until the urgency subsided. In my wildest imagination, I had never dreamed of fucking Krista Lane, yet here we were, and I had my cock buried to the hilt. “Baby, you feel incredible.” I gazed into her eyes and we kissed softly at first before our tongues swirled together and Krista moaned in my mouth.

I pumped my hips forward, driving as deep as I could penetrate before I pulled out and started fucking her slow and deep.

The bed creaked, and Krista locked her legs around mine. She pulled me tighter, flattening her big tits against my chest while she deepened our kiss and probed my mouth with her tongue. She met my downward thrusts with hard upward pushes and our skin gently slapped together while my headboard tapped the wall.

As I pounded her harder and faster, Krista grunted and moaned. She reclined into the sea of pillows and gazed up at me, her eyes awash with lust.

I sat upright and grabbed hold of her hips, pounding her harder, penetrating her deeply while I watched my cock, slick with her wetness, glide in and out of her tight pink pussy.

Krista’s tits swirled and bounced, slapping together while she locked her legs tight around my waist. She furrowed her brow and bit her lip gazing up at me completely surrendering to our heated lust.

She was mine, body and soul, now and forever. I fucked her harder and faster, pounding her relentlessly, squeezing her ass under my firm grip. Her pussy, hot and tight, clenched my cock and rolled in waves along my heated shaft.

Krista dug her heels into my ass and reached behind her head and grabbed the bottom of my headboard, using it for leverage to push me deeper inside her. She swiveled her hips in quick circles then arched her back and let out a primal moan. “Unnnnnnggghh… baby… coming hard.” Her body spasmed, and she dug her heels into my ass deeper, fucking me with everything she had.

My vision flashed, and my head spun. My orgasm hit me like a freight train and I barely pulled out before long thick ropes of jizz sprayed from my cock and flashed across her small tight body. The first shot came out torpedo hot, and I blasted her chin with a string of milky spunk. I groaned and stroked my cock, spurting again and again, layering her stomach and tits. Climatic pleasure gripped me and held fast, rolling over my body in waves. I continued pumping my cock, firing off never-ending salvos of baby batter onto her big jiggling tits.

Krista squeezed her tits together rubbing my jizz in the folds of her cleavage while she gazed up at me panting for breath. My sperm covered her stomach, nipples, chest and tits. The string on her chin drizzled down onto her chest and she gazed up at me wide eyed. “That was a lot of cum.”

I sat back on my knees gasping for breath, surveying the wreckage I left in my wake. “I’ve never come that hard in my life,” I said.

Her eyes glittered with excitement. “Seriously?”

“You are the most beautiful woman I have ever been with, and it’s not even close,” I said.

“Aww… if I weren’t swimming in your spunk, I’d pull you in for a hug.” She giggled and ran her index finger over her chin, cleaning up the excess before she slipped her finger in her mouth and licked it off. She smacked her lips approvingly and smiled. “Yum. Next time, you can come down my throat.”

I grinned and let out a deep, satisfying sigh. My cock, still hard, drizzled cum onto my bedspread and I turned my gaze on Krista’s ravaged pink pussy. “Hope you’re not too sore tomorrow.”

“I’ll get used to it,” she said, smiling and stretching out like a cat. Her tits were incredible, sitting high on her chest, perfectly round without a hint of sag and covered in a small lake of cum. “Best sex of my life and we’re just getting started.”

I hovered over her and kissed her softly. “Looks like you need another shower.”

Krista wrapped her arms around my neck and drew me into a brief, but tongue filled kiss. “Mmmm… we can fuck again under the hot water. Can you take me from behind?”

Krista was insatiable, filling every minute with another round of sex in the shower, a blow job and a third round on the bathroom floor before we got dressed and made cocktails.

With my famous margaritas in hand, Krista and I went out onto the deck. I sat down and she sat on my lap, sliding her hand inside my shirt and kissing me between sips of margarita.

“Jason should be home any minute,” I said.

“I know.” She sighed. “I don’t want to even think about sleeping in the same bed with him tonight. I don’t know how I’ll handle it.”

She wore a white tank top with thin spaghetti straps and a pair of black shorts and matching black sandals. Her hair glistened, shiny and clean under the day’s last rays of sunlight. Her skin glowed with warm radiance and her cleavage pushed the limits of her tight top. Krista’s sweet, clean scent drove me insane, and I curled my arm around her waist and kissed her softly, careful not to disturb her freshly applied makeup.

“You should probably start thinking about an exit plan,” I said. “It won’t get any easier.”

Krista stood, crossed to the chair across from me, and sat down, cradling her margarita in her lap. “Yup.” She sighed. “I’m dreading that conversation.”

Just then the front door opened, and Jason came through carrying a pink and gold boutique bag with white tissue paper sprouting from the top. “I got the last bottle,” he said.

Krista gazed up at him and frowned. “Huh?”

Jason scratched his head and held out the bag. “It’s the hand lotion you wanted.”

“Right,” Krista said. “Thank you.” Krista took the bag and gazed inside. “It’s exactly the right one.” She smiled up at him as if forcing a smile.

Jason smiled back, seeming eager to please her. “Give me ten minutes to hit the shower and we can head out.”

After he went inside, Krista gazed up at me with tears welling in her eyes. “I feel awful. I’ve never cheated on anyone, ever.”

I let out a long sigh. “I was afraid this would happen. We can pretend it never happened if that’s what you want.”

Krista glared at me. “Never happened? Is that what you want?” She set the bag aside and gazed at me intently.

My next words could make or break our budding romance, and I needed to answer truthfully, but I didn’t want to box her into a corner.

“I want you, but even more, I want you to be happy. If what’s going on between us is too much too soon, we can dial it back a notch. That’s all I’m saying.”

“I don’t want to dial it back a notch,” she said. “I’m ready to add another notch, but not if you’re having second thoughts.”

“Not on my end,” I said. “But Jason is too nice to string along. I think you should tell him sooner rather than later.”
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We went to a small Italian place I used to frequent whenever I visited Siesta Key. From the start of the meal, the changes in Krista were subtle but noticeable. She inched her seat closer to mine. She asked me to pick something for her off the menu, and she barely said a word to Jason. To a casual outside observer, one would have thought she was my girlfriend, not his.

My own guilt was steadily rising and would soon reach the tipping point. I had been on the receiving end of an unfaithful spouse, although in her case, it had gone on for years. But the wounds were still healing, and I understood the fresh hell he would soon endure when Krista dropped the bomb on him.

During our dinner, I engaged Jason in plenty of conversation about finance, his passion for golf, and offered him a few survival tips for surviving never ending work weeks. It only made me feel worse. Instead of soothing my guilt, it exacerbated it.

Halfway through dinner with Krista having barely touched her meal, she slipped her hand under the table and found mine. We twined our fingers together and Krista turned her gaze on me, her expression muted. It was as if she held a great weight on her shoulders and was doing her best to hide it. We both wanted to immerse ourselves in full couple mode, but the elephant in the room wouldn’t go away.

Before dessert arrived, Jason slipped off to the bathroom and Krista let out a huge sigh.

“I can barely breathe,” Krista said. She turned toward me and looked like she was on the verge of tears. “This is awful. How did my dad and Tracy do this for so long?”

“I’ve asked myself the same question so many times,” I said.

Krista squeezed my hands. “I’m so nervous.”

Her hands were trembling, and her skin was cold and clammy. “If Tracy and Simon had been honest with me right from the start, we may have salvaged our friendship. I would want to know. And I feel as bad as you do. I carry just as much blame if not more.”

Krista shook her head. “I came here with one goal in mind and that was to win your heart. It’s my fault for stringing him along for all this time. I don’t love him, and I never really have.” She pursed her lips and seemed to hold her breath while she gazed into my eyes. “It’s you I love. I have for so long I can’t even remember a time when I didn’t.” The teardrops bubbled in her eyes and threatened to spill down over her cheeks.

I squeezed her hands tightly. “In my wildest dreams, I never imagined myself lucky enough to have you love me. But here we are and I’m crazy about you.”

She dabbed her eyes before the tears leaked onto her cheeks while a smile bloomed and touched her eyes. “You are?”

“I love you, Krista.” I leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips. “You are my girl.”

Krista’s body visibly relaxed, and she let out a long breath. “We can do this, can’t we?” She glanced over my shoulder and her face tightened a moment before she released my hands and turned back to the table.

A quick glance over my shoulder confirmed that Jason had reappeared across the room, weaving his way through the tables toward us.

Jason took his seat and glanced at Krista, his face bristled with nervous energy. Ever since their arrival, he had likely experienced her increased distance, and I’m sure he was waiting for the other shoe to drop. “Great. I didn’t miss dessert,” he said, smiling uneasily.

He wasn’t stupid and the fact that he had coerced Krista into letting him tag along on the trip, made me believe his doubts ran deep. That she hadn’t accepted his proposal was a clear sign that she wasn’t wife material. At least not for him. Although he wasn’t to blame for Krista and I fooling around behind his back, he certainly should have read the room and known his girlfriend and he weren’t on the same page. Forcing a relationship with someone who didn’t love you was just asking for misery.

Jason turned toward Krista and let out a deep breath. “Babe, I have a surprise for you.”

Krista’s eyes widened with dread, and she reached for my hand under the table. “Jason, if it’s about the proposal, I —

Jason waved her off with a smile. “I realized that I may have jumped the gun with the proposal. That’s my fault, and I think that’s why I’ve felt some distance between us ever since. I would of course be thrilled with a yes, but I won’t push you for an answer.”

“Oh?” Krista forced a thin smile but still looked highly uneasy. Under the table, she squeezed my hand so hard, I thought she might snap a bone.

Jason pulled a black velvet ring box from his pocket and slid it across the table. “It’s not a ring. Don’t worry.” He chuckled nervously.

Krista’s palm was slippery with sweat and her face showed nearly as much dread as her stiff arms and shoulders.

“Jason, I don’t need any gifts,” she said.

“Just open it,” Jason said. “It’s not bad. I promise.”

Krista let go of my hand and opened the ring box.

Inside, a small gold key peeked up from the slot where a ring would normally go.

“It’s a key to an apartment in Manhattan,” he said. “It’s move in ready, and when you graduate next month, we can set up there until we’re ready to get married.”

Krista stared down at the key, speechless. She seemed to freeze in place with her gaze locked on the little black box. Finally, she snapped the box closed and pushed it across the table. “I can’t,” she said.

Jason’s shoulders sagged, his expression defeated. “I figured as much, but when you are at the world series, you swing for the fences.”

Krista gazed at him, her eyes watery with tears. “I’m sorry, but I can’t marry you either. I can’t do this with you anymore.”

Again, Jason seemed to take the news in stride. It was a good thing he had a thick skin. For his career, he would need it. He nodded and glanced between Krista and me. “You love, Matt, don’t you?”

I stiffened as if struck before I chimed in. “Jason, let’s not —

Krista turned to me and shook her head. “It’s okay. He should know.”

Krista turned back to Jason. “That’s why I came here. I needed to tell him and see if we had a chance. My intent was never to hurt you. I’ve loved Matt from afar for so long, I never dreamed this would happen. I’m sorry.”

“I’m sorry too,” I said. “I know it’s a punch to the gut, and an apology is worth jack. But one day, you’ll find yourself with someone who loves you with her whole heart, and you’ll be grateful that you didn’t make a mistake.”

Jason smiled weakly and nodded. “Thanks. I’ve known for a long time. Krista talks non-stop about you. It would take a real idiot not to see the chemistry. Her entire soul lit up the moment we walked through your door. And when she looked at you….” He shook his head. “Well, she’s never looked at me like that.”

“You’re welcome to stay if you want,” I said.

Krista kicked me under the table, and I instantly regretted asking him.

Jason chuckled. “No. Thanks. That’s far too painful. If you give me a head start, I’ll grab my bag and be gone before you two get home.”

“I’m sorry,” Krista said. “I wish I didn’t have to hurt you.”

Jason sighed and stood. “Better to find out now, right?”

Jason’s watery smile gave a brief window of the depth of pain in his heart. I understood that pain and thought better of opening my mouth again for fear of Krista permanently scarring me.

Krista nodded, and I put on my best brave face while Jason collected what remained of his dignity and strode out of Krista’s life for good.

She turned to face me, her expression a jumbled bag of emotion. “Is it wrong for me to feel completely elated right now?”

I laughed and shook my head. “I feel the same way.”

Krista inched her chair closer to me, leaned forward, and kissed me long and slow, brushing her tongue across my lower lip. “Let’s get the dessert to go.”
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Krista and I barely made it through the front door before she started unfastening the buttons on my shirt while I tugged at her tank top, untucking it from her shorts.

“It’s playtime, daddy,” Krista said, smiling up at me wickedly. “We have a lot of ground to make up.”

“Daddy?” I pulled her tank top over her head, revealing her tits ensconced in a tight white lace bra. Her cleavage burst from the cups and her tan lines revealed themselves just outside of her bra line. “Is that the game we’re playing?”

“Baby, we haven’t even scratched the surface of my fetishes.” She unfastened the last button from my shirt and pushed it off my shoulders while she ran her palms over my smooth muscular chest. “God, you are so fucking hot.” She leaned in and kissed my chest, leaving a smudge of cherry lip gloss behind. With two days under the sun, Krista’s hair had turned more blonde than red, and she tucked a long lock behind her ear and gazed into my eyes. “I hope you’re ready.” Her nimble fingers went to work on my belt buckle while her tits jiggled and bounced inside her tight bra.

My cock thickened in my pants and strained the front of my briefs. “Why do I get the feeling, I’m in for the time of my life?”

Krista giggled and pushed my pants over my hips before they dropped in a heap around my ankles. “We’ll start with the basics and work our way into the kinkier stuff.” She slid her hand down the front of my briefs and fondled my cock while she gazed into my eyes.

Her mischievous smile set my stomach fluttering, and I couldn’t take my eyes off the mountain of mouthwatering cleavage laid out before me like a feast. I felt like a kid walking into Willy Wonka’s chocolate factory, clinging onto a golden ticket.

I swallowed the lump forming in my throat and my aroused cock shifted and hardened in Krista’s hand. “Basics?”

Krista worked my briefs off and squatted before my cock, eyeing it like a steak dinner. “I love sucking cock,” she said. “And yours is the best cock I’ve ever seen.” She licked my shaven balls with the flat of her tongue while she stroked my shaft and gazed up at me, never breaking eye contact. She sucked one of my balls between her glossy pink lips before releasing it with a pop. “Yum.” She smiled brightly, her emerald eyes gleaming.

My legs buckled with nervous energy and my cock hardened to full mast, glistening under the warm lights just beyond my entryway. I reached out and slid my fingers through Krista’s golden, silky smooth hair and closed my eyes, savoring the feeling of her warm tongue gliding over my ball sack.

Her warm breath tickled my balls, and she parted her lips before sliding my fat knob over her extended tongue. She circled my tip with her juicy lips and swirled her tongue over my glans while gently milking the base of my shaft with her soft, nimble fingers.

Her mouth, wet and warm, surrounded my knob in a cocoon of slippery softness intensified by her relentless sucking. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. She was incredibly beautiful with the body of a goddess. Her tits jiggled and bounced, still encased in her bra, and when she pulled my shaft into her mouth, I let out a long groan. My legs trembled, and I dug my fingers into Krista’s scalp, edging my hips forward and backward, face fucking her while she plunged deeper, taking more of my engorged shaft between her cherry lips.

She let my cock go with a pop while strings of saliva coated my shaft and ran down to my balls. Krista came up for breath before diving back down, practically swallowing my rod, forcing my tip to the back of her throat.

My head flashed with pre-orgasmic ecstasy and my cock throbbed, pulsing in her mouth while Krista’s velvet tongue swirled over my shaft as if she came configured with an extra set of lips. She was everywhere at once, and the feeling was nearly overwhelming. Goosebumps flashed across my chest and my legs liquefied beneath me.

Krista bobbed on my cock, deep throating me while her lips suctioned my shaft. She kept one hand locked around the base of my cock, stroking and tugging and with the other, fondled my balls.

The shadow of an orgasm announced its arrival on the edge of my consciousness and picked up steam every time my knob slipped down Krista’s tight throat. I couldn’t take much more, and I groaned low, and my cock twitched, filling my honey’s tiny little mouth like an oversized sausage. “Baby, oh my God, I’m close.”

With a loud pop, Krista came off my cock and gazed up at me with a thick string of cum-filled saliva connecting her bottom lip to my glistening knob. “Not yet, baby.” She smiled at me sweetly and rose, taking my hand in hers while she led me to the couch.

“What are we doing?” I asked as I watched her perfect ass jiggle inside her black shorts.

“I know how much you love my tits.” She pushed me back onto the couch and I collapsed with my cock swaying from side to side like a palm tree caught in the wind.

“They’re kind of amazing,” I said, glancing up at her melons still encased in their lace prison.

“How many times have you dreamed of titty fucking me?” She knelt before me and smiled sweetly. “Be honest because you’ve been staring at my tits since I was in high school.”

“About a million times,” I said. “I’m a perv.”

“You aren’t a tenth of the perv I am,” she said. “I used to peep on you in the shower.” She gazed up at me, squeezing her mountainous tits together. “Did you know that?”

I didn’t, but the thought made my cock ache even more. “When?”

“The first time I was sixteen.” She pushed her bra higher on her tits, letting the bottoms slip free of the lace. “I got off so many times imagining having your cock inside me. Does that turn you on?” Her green eyes sparkled, and she hovered over my cock with her tits jiggling and shifting as she prepped them for duty.

“Everything about you turns me on.” My voice came out raw with lust and I locked my gaze on her cleavage, my head throbbing with caged desire.

Krista giggled, tossed her hair back over her shoulders, and took my cock in her hand. “From now on, these tits belong to you.” She leaned over and spit on my knob before she guided my shaft inside her bra between her mountainous jugs.

Her flesh was warm and soft, enveloping every inch of my cock in a super tight titty vise. The bra squeezed her tits together providing the perfect playground for the titty fucking of a lifetime. I groaned and grabbed hold of two nearby pillows, clenching them in my fists. “There is no way I’ll last long.”

“I know.” She smiled demurely, leaned forward, and worked my shaft up and down through her insanely tight cleavage.

My purple knob appeared between her snow-white cleavage glistening with saliva and cum and my nerve endings lit up with pleasure.

Krista tilted her head, stuck out her tongue, and licked my monster every time it appeared. She kept up the motion, sliding my cock faster and faster, her cleavage heating, and her wet tongue slipping and sliding over my glistening tip.

I grunted and pushed, rocking my hips higher, fucking Krista’s amazing tits until my orgasm struck like a bolt of lightning. With one last thrust, my balls exploded and a white rope of heavy cum splattered Krista’s tongue, nose, eye, and hair. Again and again, I came, spurting my jizz, filling Krista’s mouth and painting her innocent face white with jizz.

She guzzled every drop, sucking and licking, lapping up my sperm as if she couldn’t get enough.

My cock went still, and Krista reached behind her back, unhooking her bra before letting it fall free. She scooped up my cock and leaned forward, taking it back in her mouth, sucking it dry while she bobbed up and down swirling her tongue over my glans and tip.

Only after she had accounted for every drop did she come up for air and lock her eyes on mine. “Was that all right?”

I laughed and pulled her into my lap, mashing her bare tits against my chest while I squeezed her tight. “I love you,” I whispered into her ear.

She sighed contentedly and wrapped her arms around my neck, kissing me softly behind my ear. “I love you too… daddy.” She giggled and pulled my earlobe between her lips.
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After a marathon sex session that lasted into the wee hours of the morning, the last thing I expected was morning sex. But then again, I had never been with anyone like Krista Lane in my life.

Sunlight filtered through my blinds and the soft squeak of my bedsprings chimed rhythmically. Intense pleasure rolled over my cock where it throbbed inside Krista’s tight pussy.

Krista’s gentle rocking and soft moans filled the early morning silence.

I opened my eyes and found Krista riding me with my cock buried balls deep inside her tight pussy. Her tits gently slapped together while she had her eyes closed and her lips parted. Pleasure contorted her face, and she groaned, bouncing on my cock with her ass slapping off my thighs.

I ran my hands along her outer thighs and squeezed, my head flashing with pleasure and my cock throbbing against her tight walls.

Krista leaned forward bracing her hands on my chest and her long strawberry blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders tickling my chest, face, and nose. She squeezed her big round tits between her arms while she bounced, riding my cock like a pogo stick.

Her tightness encased my morning wood in a warm velvety grip, and I reached out cupping her ass in my hands, kneading her soft flesh while I thrust upward penetrating her so deeply, the tip of my cock nudged her cervix.

Krista grunted and pushed, driving my cock deeper, swiveling her hips forward and backward, fucking me faster and harder. She let out a chirp and leaned forward, flattening her tits against my chest while her body spasmed and her pussy quivered. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and squeezed, clenching my cock with a pussy tight enough to crack walnuts.

My orgasm arrived like a tornado, and I went to pull out.

Krista tightened her grip on my shoulders and shook her head. “No. Please. Come inside me, baby.”

My head flashed, and I grunted, exploding inside her, spray painting her womb with wave after wave of milky spunk. With my hands cupping her ass, Krista swiveled her hips, milking my cock while I came deep inside her, filling her unprotected womb with millions of my little swimmers.

My toes curled, and I grunted, my cock pulsing inside her, spurting uncontrollably while Krista milked me, taking in every drop.

Only after my cock went still did Krista prop herself up, resting her elbows on my chest and smile sweetly. “Good morning, baby.” She kissed the tip of my nose and smiled.

I pulled her into a kiss and continued pumping my cock, savoring her exquisite tightness while our tongues flashed together.

Krista squeezed her pussy, clamping down on my cock and broke off the kiss before she sat upright with my cock still impaling her. “I wish I could keep you inside me all day.”

I laughed and pushed myself higher on the pillows before I sat upright and pulled her onto my lap, leaning against the headboard. Somehow, I hadn’t slipped free, and my cock twitched inside her, happy as a pig in shit. “What else do you want to do?”

Krista draped her arms over my shoulders and ran her fingers through my hair. Her big tits jiggled and bounced against my chest. “We don’t have to go to the beach.”

“No, baby. I mean your fetishes,” I said. “What you said last night made me curious.”

“We don’t have to talk about that right now,” she said. “I don’t want to scare you off.” She kissed me softly on the lips and smiled. “I’m weird, and I don’t want to lose you after I just won you over.”

I squeezed her ass and adjusted her position on my cock. “Tell me,” I said.

She sighed. “Matt, I love you. Do we have to talk about this now?”

“Try me,” I said.

She gazed into my eyes for a long time. “You’re not letting this go?”

I shook my head. “I want to know everything about you.”

“I’ve never told this stuff to anybody,” she kissed the tip of my nose. “Promise you won’t judge me?”

“Scout’s honor,” I said. “I’ll even take you out for breakfast. I know a great beach side joint that serves the best Bloody Mary’s you’ve ever tasted, and they make crazy good quiche. But only if you tell me… everything.

“I love Bloody Mary’s,” she said kissing my lips and grinding me still fucking me. “But if you dump me after this, I’ll never forgive you.”

“No dumping,” I said. “In fact, I wanted to see if you would stay here with me. You know, as in you could just move here if you want.”

Her eyes lit up, and she clapped giddy with happiness. Her big tits bounced and jiggled, slapping together like two otters fighting over a beach ball. “You mean it?” She hugged me tight and kissed me all over my face. “I love you, I love you, I love you.”

I laughed and pulled her in tight. “I’ll even come with you to New York to help you pack, but not until you tell me… everything.”

She sighed and nodded. “Okay. One thing I’m really into is daddy daughter role play. Like you pretend you’re my stepdad and I’m your hot stepdaughter who wants to borrow the car, but my grades aren’t the best, so we trade favors.”

My cock hardened inside her and twitched. I squeezed her ass and ground my cock deep. “That’s hot.”

She giggled. “I guess that doesn’t bother you.”

“No, baby. As far as I’m concerned, we can role play that all day and night. What else?”

“You just said it… role playing,” she said. “I can dress up like a naughty schoolgirl and you can spank me. Or I can pretend to be the babysitter and you’re the sexually frustrated dad who needs to get his rocks off.”

My heart rate quickened, and I started fucking her slow and deep. “Baby, that’s so hot.”

Krista ground her hips and matched my rhythm while her tits gently slapped together. “But there’s one kink I’ve told no one, and I’ve never personally tried. Maybe because I’ve never been with a man willing to embrace my inner freak.” Her face was a mask of pleasure and she rocked, fucking me deeper, swallowing my cock with her pussy.

“What is it?” I asked breathlessly.

“I want threesomes or even foursomes, but not with other guys. I want to be with you and other girls or sometimes just other girls.” She locked her eyes on mine. “Too much?”

I rocked my hips, fucking her harder and deeper, raising her off the mattress. “Not even close to too much.”

She bit her lip and moaned, grunting with our quickening pace. “You’re into it? We can try?”

I grunted and pushed, fucking her again and again. The bed springs squeaked, and the headboard hammered the wall with our fevered face-to-face fuck session. “We can build our own harem,” I said.

“Yes,” she hissed. Krista’s body went rigid and her pussy spasmed while I slammed into her and grunted, exploding inside her, filling her with my second load of the morning.

Twenty minutes later we held each other in the shower, kissing and scrubbing, exploring each other while we reveled in our newfound love.

I massaged Krista’s shoulders and ran my thumbs down her spine. “Were you serious before?”

Krista turned to face me and nodded. “I was, but if you’re having second thoughts….”

I shook my head and kissed her softly. “I’m into it, but we’ll have to set some ground rules,” I said. “And we can only be with women we both want.”

“Right,” she said. “It’s you I love, and it’s you I want to grow old with.”

I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her into me. “I totally agree. And I think I know just the right girl.”

Krista’s eyes lit up. “Who?”

I cupped her tits in my hand, kissed behind her ear and whispered, “You’ll find out tonight.”






II

Threesome Isn’t A Crowd
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Beneath me, the ladder groaned and shifted on the uneven sand.

My stomach dropped, and I latched onto the rusty gutter, holding tight while the ladder scraped the house and seemed to drift sideways, taking me for a ride.

“Fuck,” I muttered out loud. I hooked my feet inside the rungs and did my best to stabilize the unfolding disaster.

The ladder stopped, but at best it was a brief reprieve. Once I let go of the gutter, the ladder would continue its free fall, leaving one of my unfortunate appendages twisted, strained, or broken.

Overhead the sun blazed, and even my sunglasses weren’t up for the task. Sweat glistened off my bare chest while more rolled down my forehead, stinging my eyes. I glanced across the rooftop and planned my escape. If I swung my leg upward and the gutter held, I might be able to roll onto my burning hot shingles before the ladder gave out entirely. It was either a broken neck or some cuts, scrapes, and minor burning. But if the gutter didn’t hold, well… it had to hold.

All I wanted was to replace a rusty stretch of gutter. Now, I needed to save my neck. “This is what you get when you try to do the right thing,” I muttered again as if fate might somehow intervene on my behalf.

Miraculously, the ladder settled, finding its footing before a light breeze picked up and washed over me, cooling the sweat drenching my body.

“You should know better than to climb up that high alone,” said the lilting voice of an angel straight from the heart of Texas.

A wide grin split my cheeks, and I gazed down the ladder before my stomach dropped again. “It’s good to see a lifeguard who takes her job so seriously.”

Texas held the ladder tight, wearing the familiar red bottoms of her lifeguard uniform. But today, she ditched the t-shirt in favor of a red one-piece bathing suit. Her perky cleavage bulged from the top of the nylon suit, and her hard nipples strained her top. She wore the same dark sunglasses as before and had added a Texas Longhorns trucker’s hat pushed down low, leaving her pretty face drenched in shadow.

She grinned up at me, flashing teeth so white I could almost see my reflection. “I might have to move my chair down here just in case you need any more saving.”

“You might be right,” I said before I made my way down the ladder and dropped onto the soft sand beside her. “Thanks.” I grabbed a towel off the railing of my deck and mopped my face and chest. “That was too close for comfort.”

“I thought you needed a partner,” she said. “Gutter work is a lot easier with an extra set of hands.”

I shrugged. “I wanted to tear out the old section before I called in the cavalry.”

Her brown hair, shiny and full, cascaded over her shoulders, partially covering her perky tits. “That means I’m the cavalry.” She grinned adorably.

“If you’re still willing,” I said.

“I have a day off tomorrow,” she said. “When do you want me?”

I suppressed a grin and exercised great restraint to resist from teeing off on the easy setup. “How’s nine o’clock? Too early?”

“Perfect,” Texas said. “I’ll bring my toolbox.”

“Toolbox for what?” a third voice said from higher on the deck.

Texas and I peered up from our spot in the sand and found Krista gazing down at us, smiling brightly. She wore her blondish-red hair up in a high ponytail that glimmered under the bright, midmorning sun. She wore a thin white tank top with equally thin spaghetti straps showcasing her supple cleavage. Krista’s cutoff jeans shorts exposed plenty of her creamy athletic legs and deliciously thick bubble butt. She wore her sunglasses perched atop her head and held a plastic bag in her hand emblazoned with the logo from the local pharmacy.

Krista’s gaze fell on Texas like a shark lining up its next meal. The expression wasn’t one of jealousy or anger, but longing and pure desire.

Texas glanced over at me, as if she were unsure what to make of Krista and her spot in my life. Was she my daughter, girlfriend, or what exactly?

“The gutters,” I said, gazing up at Krista. “Amanda offered to help me fix them.” I cleared my throat and thought it best to introduce Krista before jealousy reared up and struck down mine and Krista’s fledgling relationship. I turned to Texas and smiled. “Amanda, this is my girlfriend, Krista Lane.” I wanted to make it crystal clear where Krista stood in my life to remove any doubts or hesitations. “Krista, this is Amanda Anderson who has generously offered to help me with some side projects.”

“That’s so sweet,” Krista said. “Come on up. I don’t know anyone here, so maybe you can help me get the lay of the land.”

Texas’s jaw dropped, and she gazed at Krista as if she had just asked her to walk across hot coals. “I have to get to work,” she said. “My shift starts in fifteen minutes but thank you. How about next time?”

“Aw, shoot,” Krista said. “Don’t let me scare you off. You two go back to discussing whatever. I’ll head inside.” As she turned to go, she glanced back over her shoulder. “By the way, you have the prettiest accent. I love it.”

“Thanks,” Texas said, seeming to force a smile.

Krista turned on her heel, ponytail bobbing behind her, and headed back into the house.

Texas turned to me, and her smile faded. “I thought you said you were divorced.”

“I am,” I said. “Krista and I are brand new.”

“She’s my age,” she said, not asking for confirmation but stating an obvious fact.

“I don’t know how old you are.”

“Twenty-two,” she said.

“Then you would be correct.” Heat flashed in my cheeks and crawled up my neck before settling behind my ears. “Does this mean you won’t help me?”

“Of course, I’ll still help. I’m not angry. It’s not my place to judge who you sleep with. It’s just….” She squinted up at me as if seeing me for the first time.

“Just what?”

Her cold appraising gaze turned me to mush, and she folded her arms over her chest. “Don’t take this the wrong way, but I’ve seen a million guys your age go through a divorce and find themselves a hot young thing. I thought you were different.” She shrugged. “But once again, I’m reminded that men are all the same.”

“Ouch,” I said. I debated defending my relationship with Krista, but decided the back story was even more creepy than the assumption. Instead, I opted for part of the truth. “I didn’t just meet her, and our relationship wasn’t something I planned. It happened organically.”

“Hey, whatever makes you happy,” she said, but I could hear the disapproval in her tone. “Is she what caused the divorce?” Before I could answer, she raised her hands and shook her head. “Never mind. Forget I asked. It’s none of my biz.”

My temper flared. “For the record, my wife cheated on me with Krista’s dad,” I blurted out without thinking. “I never cheated. Not once. Ever.”

“Looks like someone has daddy issues,” she said, seeming to grow angrier by the second.

“That’s not fair,” I said, raising my voice.

“I’ve got to go,” she said. “Have fun with your twenty-two-year-old girlfriend. I’m sure the birth control in her bag will come in handy.”

“How do you know what was in the bag?” I said, not trying to hide my anger.

She rolled her eyes. “Do you think I’m stupid?” She sighed and checked her watch. “I don’t have time for this. I’m late for work.” She turned her back on me and stormed off while I stood by helplessly watching her disappear down the beach.
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“Well, that could have gone better,” Krista said from behind me.

I turned and found her standing just over my shoulder atop the deck. The wind rustled her hair and the way the sun drenched her pale skin made her look painfully beautiful. I climbed up onto the deck, leaned in and kissed her. Her soft lips tasted like strawberry and her hair smelled floral fresh. “Sorry about that.”

Krista wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me a second time, letting her lips linger. After turning my legs to the consistency of warm butter, she broke off the kiss and gazed into my eyes as if holding back.

“What?” I asked.

“It’s nothing.”

I frowned and climbed over the handrail before dropping onto the deck beside her. “Tell me.”

“She was super hot,” Krista sighed longingly and searched my face with her eyes. “Maybe you shouldn’t have introduced me as your girlfriend.”

My mouth dropped. “You aren’t my girlfriend?”

“Oh, Matt. Baby, you have so much to learn.” Krista took my hand and led me to the table. “Sit. We need to come up with a game plan.”

“Now you’re really confusing me.” I picked up her hands and gazed across the table at her jiggling cleavage.

“If you and I really want to grow this harem, then we can’t go around acting like a regular couple,” Krista said.

“I didn’t want to disrespect you,” I said. “I love you.”

“Aww, baby, I love you too,” Krista said. “But I’m not the jealous type. We’re looking to grow threesomes and foursomes or even full-on orgies, right?”

“Well, right,” I said.

“Then you have to act like you’re single even when I’m three feet away.”

I frowned. “So, you’re telling me if another woman hit on me, I should pursue it.”

“If it leads her to hooking up with us, then yes,” Krista said. “The same goes for me. If I find a hot woman who I think you might like, then I fully plan on pursuing her for us.”

Was she serious or was she testing me? “So, if one of your sisters came on to me?” I asked, letting the question simmer.

“You mean when they come on to you,” Krista said. “My sisters and I already have an understanding. As far as the Lane sisters go, you’re love and war.”

“Love and war?” I asked.

Krista grinned. “You’re fair game, baby. And my sisters and I like to play.”

Visions of a very naked Penny and Samantha flashed through my imagination and my cock thickened, tugging at my tight briefs. “I’m not sure I could do that to you,” I said.

“You’re not doing anything to me,” Krista said. “I love you with my whole heart. There isn’t anyone on earth that will ever change that.” She held my gaze and scooped up both my hands, twining our fingers together. “Whoever you pursue is for us, or it could even be for you just to live out a fantasy. Just so long as you promise to love me forever.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, and it sounded too good to be true. “Are you sure?”

“Positive,” she said. “Just be honest with me.”

I sighed and squeezed her hands, letting my gaze roam over the contours of her perfect face. “Honestly, the thought of another man touching you makes me ill. And I have zero desire to have a threesome with another guy or watch another guy grope you. I realize that’s a horrible double standard, but it’s how I feel.”

Krista smiled at me sweetly. “You were the first man I ever wanted and you’re the last. I have zero interest in other guys, but it’s other girls I want to experiment with. How would you feel about me hooking up with Amanda while you’re not around?”

“You mean Texas,” I said. “I call her Texas. And the thought of you two together without me, is making me hard.”

Krista giggled and came around the table. She slid onto my lap and ran her fingers over my rigid cock. “You are hard. So is Texas the girl you wanted us to hook up with?”

I ran my hand around to her tight ass and squeezed, drawing her toward me. “No. Do you remember Clementine Summers?”

Krista frowned and gazed upward as if searching her memories. “Didn’t she live next door?”

“She did, and she does,” I said. “She invited us to her house for dinner and cocktails. Well, she invited me, you, and Jason.”

“I see,” Krista said. “That means she thinks you’re cute.”

My cheeks flushed, and I shook my head “That’s not what it means.”

Krista giggled and pressed her soft tits into my chest before leaning over and kissing me softly, swirling her tongue over my lips. “Baby, you’re awfully cute when you’re flustered.”

My cock stiffened, nudging Krista’s ass and growing harder by the second. Her sweet scent drifted up my nostrils and set my head buzzing. She was impossibly hot, and I had wanted no one as much as I wanted her. “I just don’t think Clem looks at me like that.”

Krista giggled again and grinned before running her fingers through my hair. “Clem, is it? You already have a pet name for her?”

I shook my head and stammered. “I… I… ummm….”

Krista shifted on my lap and positioned the tip of my cock against her pussy. “Baby, I wasn’t asking your opinion. It’s a fact. She is attracted to you just like every other woman with a pulse. You’re super fucking hot and very, very sweet.” She kissed my nose and both my eyes before brushing her lips over mine. “Clem expects me to be with Jason so if we show up to the party holding hands like a young couple in love, we’ll scare her away.”

“Then how do you propose we do it?”

Krista grinned and kissed me again, this time flashing her tongue in my mouth before she moaned softly. “I’ll tell you after we fuck. We need to take my new birth control for a test run.”

I slid my hands inside the back of her shorts and cupped her bare ass. “Wait, was that birth control in the pharmacy bag you brought home?”

“Duh,” she said before nibbling on my lower lip. “You can’t keep riding me bareback without it.”
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Perched behind Krista, sitting on my knees, I pumped my cock, already slick with her juices, inside her pussy savoring the heat and her exquisite tightness. Over and over, I fucked her doggy style while the squeaking box springs competed with Krista’s low moans and stiff grunts. With my hands roaming the curves of her hips and the smooth contours of her textbook perfect ass, I buried my cock inside her buttery warm womb and struggled against the urge to cum.

Her body pitched forward and backward while our skin slapped. She squeezed my cock with her pussy, clamping down with a smooth velvety grip, increasing the heat and friction, and pushing us closer to the edge. Krista leaned forward on her elbows and softly moaned. “Baby, you’re in so deep. Fuck me harder.” Her words came out rushed and breathless while her pussy squirmed around my cock, pulsing and twitching.

I rocked forward and backward ramming her harder and deeper while my thighs clapped her ass sending shock waves reverberating across her creamy ass flesh. My heart thundered and my legs trembled. I still couldn’t believe I was inside Krista Lane stuffing her full of my cock. She was a dream girl, an untouchable goddess worshiped by a million guys, but here I was, fucking her for the eighth time in two days.

Krista’s big tits swayed, appearing on each side of her chest before meeting beneath her chest with a satisfying clap. She grunted and moaned, clenching the disheveled bedspread in her fists. With her eyes squeezed shut and her full lips slightly parted, her beautiful face contorted with pleasure.

I leaned forward and rammed her even harder, setting the headboard thumping against the wall. Fucking Krista was like riding atop a magic carpet floating over Candyland after winning the Powerball jackpot. I placed my hands atop hers on the sheets and we laced our fingers together with my chest hovering above Krista’s bare back. I buried my nose in the soft hair behind her ear and breathed in her intoxicating scent while my cock pulsed and throbbed, thickening inside her slippery tightness. “Where do you want me to come, baby girl?”

Heat radiated off her creamy skin, and she let out soft muffled grunts and long simmering moans. “Inside me, daddy,” she said mewling. Her pussy spasmed, and she rocked backward, fucking me harder while her ass thumped my upper thighs. Her silky blonde hair rippled over her shoulders and raked the white bed sheets below. She squeezed her pussy and her vaginal wall rolled over my shaft in orgasm-inducing waves.

I plowed into her, thrusting deeper and bottoming out with quick, stiff grunts. I cupped her tits in my palms and squeezed, feeling her nipples harden against my skin. The floral scent of her hair and the sensual taste of her sugar-sweet skin drove me to the brink.

Krista grunted and strained, clenching the sheets in her fists and biting her bottom lip. “Daddy, you are fucking me so good.”

“What if daddy gets you pregnant?” I licked my way around her ear and kissed my way down her neck, sealing my lips on the soft skin just above her shoulder, licking and sucking while I circled my hips, plumbing her pussy with my raging cock.

Krista tilted her head back and opened her neck, exposing her sweet flesh to me. She bumped her hips backward, slapping her ass against my thighs. “I want you to finish inside me, daddy. I promise I’ll be a good girl.” She had trouble speaking and grunted out the words.

I released her neck from my lips and guided her face around to meet mine. I plunged my cock deeper, slowing our rhythm, pausing my penetrating strokes every time I bottomed out.

Krista’s pussy twitched in sharp micro-bursts as if already caught in the throes of an orgasm. Wisps of her strawberry blonde hair covered her eyes and cheeks. She gazed at me with lust swimming in her emerald-green eyes. Her lips parted, and she leaned inward, finding my mouth with hers before our tongues flashed together. She moaned softly in my mouth while I slowed our fucking to a crawl, letting the sensations of her writhing pussy roll over my cock and drive me to the brink of orgasm. I kneaded her big soft tits in my hands, squeezing her flesh between my open fingers while I pushed my hips forward, sinking into her as deeply as I ever had.

Krista let out a warbling throaty moan and her legs trembled. Goosebumps broke across her stomach and chest and she probed my lips and tongue with her own, moaning deeply through her orgasm.

My head swam as waves of pleasure crashed into my consciousness. Krista’s pussy tightened and flexed around my shaft and my cock throbbed. I let out an unearthly moan and my balls contracted before I exploded inside her, gushing milky spunk deep inside the twenty-two-year-old stunner.

Krista reached behind her head and cradled my head in the nook of her elbow, grinding her tight ass in probing circles, milking my spurting cock of rich loads of sperm-laden cum. “Daddy, I feel you pumping me so full,” Krista said breathlessly.

“Daddy loves fucking his baby, but you can’t tell mommy.” I rocked forward and backward, firing off the last few spurts before I released Krista’s heavy tits and ran my palms over her flat tummy and around to her hips. The last few days were a hazy dream. Walking around with a perpetual hard-on and my head in the clouds, I had never cum so hard or so often as I had with my sweet Krista. She could make me hard with a glance and draw an orgasm so intense I had verged on blacking out more than once.

Krista, sitting up on her knees, slowed her pace before she leaned forward and fell face first onto the bed, presenting me with her perfect ass and swollen pink pussy. Thick strands of cum drained from her ravaged hole and dripped down onto the sheets in thick milky strings. She propped on her elbows and sucked in deep cleansing breaths while her back and shoulders glistened with a light sheen of perspiration.

I squeezed Krista’s ass cheeks and pried open her pussy, releasing another thick load of pure white baby batter. My cock swayed behind her, glistening with her juices while cum oozed from my tip. “That’s a whole lot of me inside you,” I said. “I hope your birth control is up to the task.”

Krista swiveled around on her hands and knees until she faced me with my cock swaying in her face like a King Cobra. She took my leaky cock in her hand and stroked it once, forcing a thick glob of spunk onto my tip. “What will you do if I get pregnant?” She gazed up at me, her eyes questioning while she leaned forward and drained my cum onto the flat of her extended tongue.

My tip flared with pleasure, and I shivered while goosebumps flashed across my thighs. I watched fascinated as pearly spunk pooled on her tongue. “We would have a baby,” I said my words coming out in a fevered rush.

She continued stroking my cock, milking my jizz onto her tongue while she gazed up at me with her big beautiful innocent eyes. Only after no more cum leaked from my tip, did Krista pull her tongue back into her mouth and swallow my load in a single gulp. She kissed the tip of my cock while she continued to gaze up at me. “I would love having your baby inside me.” She slipped my head between her lips and slithered her tongue over my glans, gently sucking.

My legs, already mushy with release, trembled as I sat up on my knees and watched Krista’s full pink lips travel the length of my manhood, cleaning me of our sex while she fondled my balls. “Holy shit.” I sucked in a deep breath and grabbed hold of her shoulders, hanging on for dear life.

Her big tits swayed and jiggled, and her fat nipples were still hard from our sex. She eyed me like a predator while she pushed a lock of her silky blonde hair behind her ear. With a loud smack she came off my cock, licking her lips while she eyed my fat hog and stroked. But nothing came out. With the flat of her tongue, she licked under my shaft and over the contours of my balls, pulling first one then the other into her mouth, sucking them clean.

“Baby, marry me,” I said, my breath ragged.

Krista giggled and finished cleaning my cock before she sat up on her knees and inched forward until her soft tits mashed against my chest. “Someday I will marry you,” she said, her tone serious and her green eyes sparkling with intensity. “I love you so deeply words are inadequate.”

The sincerity of her admission rocked me to my core, and I leaned forward, wrapping my arms around her slender waist before touching my forehead to hers. “I don’t want you to go back to school for a month.”

Krista ran her fingers up the nape of my neck and through my hair while she kissed her way up my neck and behind my ear. “I called the school.” She kissed her way along my jawline and up my chin before kissing me softly on the lips. “I can finish my classes virtually.”

I cupped her ass and drew her toward me, feeling my cock thicken and pulse against her soft belly. “That’s the best news I’ve had in a year.”

Krista giggled and kissed me again before searching my face with her eyes. “You’re sure about this? About us?”

If God had created a more perfect woman, I would have loved meeting her. “A hundred percent.”

“I might get a little jealous when I have to share that big, beautiful cock,” she said. “But the tradeoff is worth it.” She ran her hands over my muscled chest and wrapped her tiny hand around my engorged shaft. “But don’t forget who the alpha female of our tribe is.” She smiled and raised a knowing eyebrow.

“Yes ma’am,” I said. “I’ll have your things shipped down here.”

“Not yet,” Krista said, kissing my chin and softly kissing my lips. “There are some things I need to do in person, like closing out my bank account and saying goodbye to a few close friends. Plus, I want to give everyone my new address and send out invites. You don’t know how many hot girls I’ve waited to woo while I was with stuffy old Jason.”

I squeezed her ass, ran my hands up her sides before cupping her tits in my hands. “I’ll go with you.”

“Hmmm… maybe,” she said, frowning. “But let’s see how things go with Clementine tonight. I may need you here to seal the deal.”
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As the sun disappeared over the western horizon, Krista and I arrived at Clem’s right on time. In one hand I held a bottle of wine and in the other I laced my fingers with Krista’s. We stopped on the sand just below the steps leading up to the Summers’ beachside deck.

The soft beat of music drifted through the closed doors, and lights blazed inside the kitchen. Lisa moved past the kitchen window and my stomach flashed with nervous anticipation. Clem was right there, waiting for us, and I couldn’t wait.

Beside me, Krista glowed like the sun. She wore a white summer dress that exposed the deep swell of her creamy cleavage bursting from the V-shaped top. The hemline ended just above her knees, and her skin practically glowed with radiant health. She wore her strawberry blonde hair down in rich lustrous waves that fell past her shoulders, ending halfway down her back. The sun had continued turning her hair deeper shades of gold and unless you knew better, you would never know Krista wasn’t pure blonde.

Either way, she was crazy hot, and I was proud to have her on my arm.

Krista unwound her fingers from mine. “Remember, don’t lay it on too thick. I’m getting over Jason and you are my support.”

“I can’t straight up lie to Clem,” I said. “How would you like for me to lie to you?”

Krista smiled up at me, flashing her beautiful toothy smile. She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me softly on the cheek. “That’s why I love you so much. You are an incredibly sweet man. Baby, I don’t want to lie to her either, but that doesn’t mean we need to flaunt our relationship in her face. If it doesn’t work out, I’ll climb onto your lap and we can have a make-out session in her living room. But until then, let’s just leave us to us. Okay?”

“I’m not sure I’m cut out for all this cloak and dagger game playing. I’d rather cut to the chase.”

Krista sighed and gave me one last peck on the lips. “Baby, just stick to the game plan, and let’s see where the night leads us.”

We walked up the short flight of stairs leading from the beach to the Summers’ back door and stepped onto the deck.

Curtains blotted out the big sliding glass door, making it impossible to see inside, but lively chatter carried through and the music, while not overbearing, grew louder as we approached.

I glanced down at Krista and she gave me a curt nod before I stepped forward and knocked on the glass door. My heart beat so hard and fast, I felt my pulse drum in my throat.

A few seconds later, the door slid open, and Clem drew back the curtain. She appeared in the doorway, all smiles, and my stomach dropped into my shoes.

Clementine Summers was a goddess. The last time I saw her, she had just rolled out of bed and a blanket concealed her body. Somehow, I had underestimated just how hot she would be.

The beauty mark on her upper lip caught my eye first, followed by her full moist lips. Her rich golden blonde hair flowed down over her shoulders, and she wore just enough makeup for her pale green eyes to pop. Her button nose, high cheekbones, and flawless golden complexion completed her exotic look. But as beautiful as her face was, her body was just as fine, jiggling deliciously with every step.

Clem’s cleavage packed a white bikini top, and she wore a loose denim shirt tied off at her waistline with the sleeves rolled up to her elbows. Hints of her flat tummy flashed into view, including a diamond piercing nestled inside her navel. Cutoff shorts hugged her hourglass hips and gave way to toned athletic legs that went on for miles. Pink polish covered her toenails, and she wore no shoes, opting for a more bohemian look that more than suited her.

“Hi guys,” Clem said, all smiles and bounce. “Come on in.”

A quick sideways glance at Krista revealed a shellshocked expression. Her mouth hung open and her eyes widened with disbelief. You could have knocked her over with a feather.

A wash of adrenaline left my legs weak, and Clem’s beauty was so over the top, it rattled my confidence. I had to get my bearings before I came off like a chump. But part of me wondered how any man had game enough to score with a girl as hot as Clem. She could have easily been a supermodel. “Hi Clem, thanks for the invite. I hope you like Cabernet.” I held out the wine bottle like a big goof while Clem drank me in with her smoldering green eyes.

“Thanks, Matt,” she said, taking the bottle from my hands. “I love a good cab. We can drink it tonight.”

I turned to face Krista, who looked like she had run face first into a brick wall. “Do you remember Krista Lane? It’s been a few years.”

“Sure, I remember. We used to play on the beach, but wow, you are so pretty,” Clem said, stepping out onto the porch and embracing Krista in a brief hug.

“Not half as pretty as you,” Krista said, sounding every bit as unsure of herself as me.

“Come on in. We got pizza. Nothing too formal if that’s okay.” Clem eyed me, holding my gaze as if somehow seeking my approval.

“I love pizza,” I said. “Did you get it from Georgios?”

“As if there was any other choice,” Clem said, laughing. “Come on in, you guys.” She stepped inside and I followed her in with Krista trailing close behind me.

Krista reached out and squeezed my hand hard, forcing me to give her a quick glance over my shoulder.

She gazed at me wide-eyed and mouthed — Oh my God.

I grinned at her and turned back, following Clem into the house. My gaze dropped to her ass, and I soaked in every curve.

Clem had a thick, heart-shaped ass that perfectly filled out her jean shorts. Her athletic legs showed not a hint of fat, and her ass pushed out her denim in all the right places.

“M-Dawg,” a stoned T-Bone said from behind Clem. He grinned broadly and offered his hand in a high five.

T-Bone stood at the counter beside two other guys hovering over the open pizza box like vultures. Lisa, Clem’s acerbic best friend, stood across the kitchen island sipping on a bottle of beer and smiled at me before letting her gaze linger on Krista.

I returned T-Bone’s high five and grinned. It was hard not to like the guy. “M-Dog?”

Krista giggled, and Clem joined her while she set the bottle of wine down on the kitchen island. I stood between Clem and Krista and my stomach swirled. Visions of threesomes danced in my head and I couldn’t imagine a life where I had both incredibly beautiful women together in bed.

“Travis calls everyone that,” Lisa said. “I’m L-Dog and Clem is C-Dog.” She turned to face Krista. “By the way, I’m Lisa. Why am I not surprised to see you here with Mr. Gorgeous? Beautiful people travel in flocks. Matts like the fucking pied piper of hot chicks.”

Krista laughed, and her cheeks turned a vibrant shade of pink. “Thanks, I think. It’s nice to meet you too.”

“Matt and Krista, this is Jeremy and John. They’re in Travis’s band.”

Both Jeremy and John looked as stoned as T-Bone. Jeremy had stringy dark hair, a thin goatee, and wore a black Led Zeppelin t-shirt, black jeans, and combat boots. He edged closer to Clem, oddly gazing at her from the corner of his eye. From the casual outside observer, Clem looked way out of his league, but girls went crazy for guys in bands, so I didn’t make any assumptions.

John was a lanky dishwater blond with short hair, and what I guessed was a Fu Manchu, but he didn’t have quite enough facial hair to pull it off. He wore a pair of baggy blue jeans, a white t-shirt, and an unbuttoned plaid flannel shirt. Like his friend, John wasn’t exactly dressed for the beach, and something told me these guys weren’t much for sunbathing. With a yearning expression, John eyed Krista’s deep cleavage without even trying to conceal his obvious leering.

Clem, as if sensing Jeremy’s gaze, inched closer to me until her arm brushed mine. She gazed up at me and frowned. “I thought you were bringing a third person?”

Krista shifted her dress upward as if trying to hide some of her abundant cleavage, but she would have better luck blotting out the sun. Instead of diminishing her cleavage, her efforts had the opposite effect, causing her big, beautiful tits to jiggle gloriously before bouncing back into place.

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught John’s mouth drop and even T-Bone couldn’t take his eyes off Krista’s chest.

Before I could answer Clem’s question, Krista jumped in. “That would be my ex-boyfriend, Jason. Unfortunately, we broke up this week and he left early.”

“One look at Jon Snow here and he gave up on the Iron Throne,” Lisa mumbled. Her Game of Thrones reference hadn’t escaped me, and I grinned knowingly at her.

Krista glanced up at me and smiled. “While Matt is very handsome, my troubles with Jason went much deeper.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” Clem said. “If you need a girl’s shoulder to cry on, I’ve always got a big box of tissues ready to go.”

“Clem has a lot of experience with breaking hearts,” Lisa said. “Something tells me it was you doing the dumping, or is that too forward?”

“Lisa Ann, play nice,” Clem said, scolding her friend.

Krista smiled at Clem. “Thank you. I might take you up on that offer.” She then turned back to Lisa. “You would be correct. The breakup was sad, but I’m glad to be here with Matt.”

Lisa leaned forward and gazed back and forth between Krista and me, her intelligent eyes breaking us down. “You two are shagging, aren’t you?”

My stomach dropped, and heat flashed along my neckline. I hadn’t prepared for Lisa’s apparent ability to see through all the bullshit.

T-Bone laughed and slapped John a high five. “Let’s go.”

“Krista don’t answer that,” Clem said. “Lisa Ann Warner, will I have to put you in time out?”

Lisa looked up at Clem, her expression confused. “Don’t you want to know? My God, look at them. If they aren’t fucking, they need to start right now. I’m sure you would be more than happy to join in. Wasn’t it —

“Lisa,” Clem shouted at her friend, cutting her off while she pounded her fist on the granite countertop and glared at her friend. “Can we talk privately?”

Lisa raised her hands. “Sorry. I’m an idiot who started drinking way too early. I don’t need the lecture.” She turned to face Krista and I. “Sorry. What you two do with Clem isn’t any of my business.”

“Let’s go,” T-Bone said, eliciting chuckles from Jeremy and John.

Clem’s chin trembled, and she looked like she was on the verge of tears.

I wasn’t okay with the harassment, and I imagined I was stepping in the middle of a long history between the two best friends, but I couldn’t stand by and watch Clem get badgered. I reached down and found Clem’s hand, giving it a gentle squeeze before I turned on Lisa. “While I have no doubt you could eviscerate me with that razor-sharp tongue of yours, you are clearly embarrassing your friend, and I think you need to back off.”

Clem squeezed my hand and deepened the hold, slipping her hand into mine while she edged closer, pressing her big tit against my bicep. She smiled up at me through watery eyes and exhaled while her shoulders relaxed.

Lisa clapped her hands together and grinned. “I knew you would totally white knight my girl.” She tipped her beer in Clem’s direction. “There you go. You owe me one.”

“Does anyone mind if I open the wine?” I asked, ignoring Lisa. With my free hand, I reached down and curled my pinky finger around Krista’s and gave it a gentle tug.

Krista tugged back and smiled up at me as if she approved of my grandstanding.

“I’d love some wine,” Clem said.

“Me too,” Krista chimed in.

The blonde beauties exchanged a grin and laughed.

I let go of both of their hands and reached for the bottle. “If you point me toward the wineglasses, I’ll have this fine Cabaret served up lickety split.”

“Over the kitchen sink,” Lisa said, eying Krista and Clem. “The opener is in the drawer next to the oven.”

I grabbed the bottle and made my way around the kitchen island while Clem and Krista huddled together and started chatting a million miles an hour as if they were old friends. Clem touched Krista’s arm and Krista edged closer, mashing her tit against Clem’s shoulder.

T-Bone and the boys drooled over the blondes with their mouths hanging open while the pizza went untouched.

“Look at that. Those two are the only thing to hold their attention more than a bong,” Lisa said. “Barbie and Barbie.” She rolled her eyes and hopped up on the countertop while I retrieved the glasses and the wine opener.

With Clem and Krista lost in their little world, I smiled internally, happy to have guided the ship through the troubled waters.

“How do you know Bambi over there?” Lisa asked before she hit on her beer.

I frowned at her. “Really?” I opened the corkscrew and worked it into the cork.

“Okay. I know her name isn’t Bambi, but it could be, right? Christ, she’s every bit as hot as Clem and I thought Clem was the hottest girl on the planet.”

“Why do you insist on busting everyone’s balls every second of the day?” I asked, working the corkscrew deeper.

She shrugged. “I’m a button pusher. So, are you going to tell me or what?”

“Why? So you can bludgeon me with the information two minutes from now?” I chuckled. “No, thanks.”

“Damn, dude. Chill.” She guzzled down the rest of her beer and went to the fridge for another. “I’m right about you two shagging. And I bet you were intrigued by what I said about Clem wanting a threesome. I’ll make you a deal, you give me the back story between you and blondie, and I’ll fill you in on Clem’s secret vices.”

“I’m a white knight, remember?” I grinned and popped the cork. “I don’t trade in gossip, especially when it involves the people I care about most in the world.”

Out of the corner of her eye, Krista eyed me, and a slight smile tugged at the corner of her mouth. She was listening to every word. One thing about women as beautiful as Krista, people underestimated their intelligence and Krista Lane was sharp as a fucking tack. If Clem was into girls, which it appeared she was, I didn’t need the assist from Lisa. I already had my ace in the hole.

“Touché,” Lisa said, popping open a fresh beer. “Okay, you pass.”

I pulled out the cork and set the bottle down, letting it breathe. “Excuse me?”

“You think I’m going to let me best friend hook up with a douche bag?” She guzzled her beer. “Please.”

“So, you were testing me, is that what I’m supposed to believe?”

Lisa shrugged. “Believe what you want.” She turned back to Clem and spoke above the chatter. “He’s good, babe.”

Clem turned to Lisa and frowned. “What?”

Lisa rolled her eyes. “Okay. I’ll play along.” She flashed Clem a cheesy smile and gave her a thumbs up. “Mama approves.”

Clem rolled her eyes and turned back to Krista and the girls picked up their conversation without missing a beat.

Lisa edged closer to me and mumbled under her breath. “She’s playing dumb to save face, but we totally talked about you after you left the other day. And she wouldn’t shut the fuck up about you at the bar last night. By the way, I wasn’t joking about the threesomes.” She clinked her beer bottle with my empty wineglass. “You’re welcome. I should host a fucking reboot of the Love Connection.”

Despite my cool exterior, my stomach roiled with the news. Was she serious? If so, was I bold enough to make a move? A week ago, I prepared myself to lead a simple life free of relationship complexities. Yet today, I cavorted with people half my age and had already entered a full-blown relationship with a woman who I had once considered a daughter figure. Was I really willing to pursue my neighbor’s daughter? What the fuck was wrong with me?

“Thanks?” I filled the wineglasses and gave Lisa a long withering look. “Are we good now?”

Lisa grinned and raised her beer. “You know nothing, Jon Snow.” With that, she pushed away from the counter and joined T-Bone and the boys at the pizza boxes.

I gathered up the full wineglasses and headed back to my aspiring harem, still huddled by the kitchen island.

Clem and Krista remained engaged in friendly banter, currently discussing their post collegiate plans.

“I’m doing my last month of school here virtually and then taking the summer to decide my next step,” Krista said to Clem. She was clearly divulging only enough information to remain true to her word without giving away the farm.

“Ladies, I have wine,” I said, inserting myself into the conversation.

“Yum,” Clem said, taking a glass from my hands and smiling up at me, her eyes twinkling. “Thanks, Matt.”

Krista took a glass from me and smiled demurely. “Thanks. Keep them coming.”

And keep them coming, I did. We quickly burned through our first bottle before Clem broke out a second. The girls were both flirty and touchy with me and each other. We had weathered Lisa’s early storm, and Lisa seemed content to join in the conversation in a less antagonistic manner.

At some point I edged my way over to the pizza and spent twenty minutes discussing the impact of Led Zeppelin on modern rock with Jeremy, John, and T-Bone. When it came to music, they knew their shit, and I learned more about a wide range of splinter bands influenced by Led Zeppelin music and their subsequent impact on the entire genre over a thirty-year span. And I wasn’t even stoned!

I went to take a drink of my wine and found my glass empty. When I turned around, Lisa and T-Bone cuddled on the sofa in the family room while Krista and Clem had vanished into thin air.

I frowned and glanced around the room before breaking into Lisa and T-Bone’s conversation. “Where’s Clem and Krista?”

Lisa shrugged. “If I know Clem, they’re probably making out somewhere.” She grinned, her expression quizzical. “Jealous?”

I rolled my eyes. With Lisa, I had already discovered it hard to discern where the bullshit ended, and the truth started. It was better to assume every word out of her mouth was bullshit until I received firsthand confirmation. “Extremely,” I said, completely deadpan.

T-Bone chuckled and nodded but refrained from his customary shout out.

Jeremy and John took the break in our conversation to head out the front door for a fresh buzz while I surveyed the wine bottle and found it empty. I wasn’t about to raid the Summers’ wine cellar for another bottle and decided to head home where I had about a million bottles of grade A stuff. By the time I returned, I hoped to peel off some alone time with Clem. Since our arrival, we hadn’t found time to connect.

“I’m grabbing another bottle of wine,” I announced to Lisa and T-Bone. “Back in a few.”

“I’ll tell Clem you were asking about her,” Lisa said, giving me a smile and a wink.

I opened the sliding glass door, stepped out onto the deck, and into the middle of what looked like an intense conversation.

Clem and Krista gazed at me intently as if they have broken off their conversation mid-stream.

Clem sat in a chair she had pushed away from the outdoor table. She had one glistening golden leg crossed over the other and her wine glass sat empty beside her. She wore the expression of a girl who had just been caught with her hand stuffed inside the cookie jar.

Across the deck, Krista leaned against the handrail, her wineglass half full. She gazed at me serenely, her expression calm and unreadable.

“Sorry,” I said, gazing between them. “I didn’t mean to interrupt. We’re out of wine and I’m heading home to grab a couple of more bottles.”

“You’re not interrupting,” Krista said. She turned to Clem and smiled. “Have you ever seen Matt’s wine cellar? If you’re into wine, you owe it to yourself to go with him and check it out.”

Krista dished out assists like Magic Johnson, and I loved every second. Our eyes connected and I caught a slight smile tweak Krista’s lips.

Clem stared at Krista like she had just seen a ghost and froze. “No. I mean, I haven’t seen it. But it sounds awesome.”

I took the assist and drove in for the easy layup. I faced Clem. “You want to check it out? There’s a bottle for every occasion and I’ll let you have the pick of the litter.”

Clem smiled at me weakly. “Really? You wouldn’t mind?”

“I’m going to get a slice of pizza,” Krista said. “I’ll see you guys… whenever.” She smiled at me knowingly before brushing past me on her way into the house.

I gazed down at Clem and my eyes flickered over her abundant cleavage before settling on her smoldering green eyes. “Ready?”

“Yeah,” Clem said shyly before she fell in beside me and followed me down the stairs and out onto the beach.

Curiosity gnawed at my gut. What exactly had I interrupted? Clearly their conversation involved me, or they wouldn’t have cut it off so abruptly. Clem fell silent beside me and I felt obligated to fill the void of silence. “What kinds of wines do you like?” It was an easy starter question meant to put her at ease.

She smiled innocently and seemed to welcome the softball I lobbed at her. “I don’t know, but when it’s a really good wine, I love it. The cab you brought was amazing. It was much better than the Merlot we picked from our cabinet.”

“There’s nothing better than a good Cabernet,” I said. “Do you like sweet wine or dry wine?”

We reached the stairs to my deck and walked up them.

She looked up at me and shrugged. “If dry is the opposite of sweet, then I think I like sweet more.”

“Hmmm… I have one I think you’ll love,” I said.

We walked past the hot tub and Clem’s eyes lit. “Is the hot tub new?”

We stopped and turned to face it.

“I just put it in,” I said. “You’ll have to give it a try.”

“I would love that.” She edged closer to me until her arm brushed up against mine.

Butterflies spiraled across my insides, and my pulse rate ticked higher. It was time for a bold move, but not an overly aggressive one. I slipped my hand in hers and gently squeezed. “Then you’ll have to come back tomorrow, and you can soak as long as you want.”

Her skin felt warm and supple against mine, and when Clem squeezed my hand in return, her shoulders visibly relaxed while my insides lit up like a pinball machine. She gazed up at me, flashing a white toothy grin, and her eyes sparkled under my warm outdoor lights. “It’s a date.”

Guilt washed over me, and I instantly felt awful. I couldn’t lead her on, let alone date her without telling her the truth about Krista, but now didn’t feel like the right time. “Come on. I’ll show you the wine room. It’s not really a cellar since we’re in Florida and I don’t have a basement, but I think you’ll like it, anyway.”

Clem took our hand holding to the next level when she casually laced her fingers in mine and gazed up at me with adoration. “Lead the way.”

Fuck. I wasn’t cut out for this, but I didn’t want to discourage her either. I deepened our hand hold, locking my fingers in tight with hers, letting her know I was interested, but internally, I vowed to come clean before it went any further.

Without letting go of her hand, I led Clem inside and through the sprawling beach house until we reached a closed door down the hallway from the master bedroom.

“This is it,” I said, opening the door and stepping inside. I flipped on the light switch and warm illumination filled a large, carpeted room lined with floor-to-ceiling wine racks.

“Wow,” Clem said, finally letting go of my hand while she walked deeper into the room and soaked it all in.

Wineglasses hung over a sleek wooden bar complete with a flat screen TV and half-a-dozen high-backed chairs. I even had a kegerator filled with a local IPA on tap, along with a working sink and a stainless-steel refrigerator.

“Have you tried all of them?” Clem said as she spun around gazing on the vast collection.

“Almost,” I said. “There are a few really special bottles that I’ll save for the right occasion.” I stepped up beside her and Clem picked up my hand, once again slipping her fingers in mine.

My stomach swirled while another wave of guilt washed over me. “On this wall you’ll find the Cabernet’s,” I said before pointing toward the rack next to the bar. “On that one, I have Pinot Noir’s and Malbec’s and the wall on the far side of the room has chardonnays, some Pinot Grigio’s, Roset’s, Champagne, and a few other blended wines.”

“It’s a good thing T-Bone doesn’t like wine,” she said. “You would never get rid of him.”

I laughed and squeezed her hand again while she brushed her thumb affectionately over the back of my hand.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. She was too sweet to lead on. I couldn’t do it no matter what Krista wanted. “Have a seat, m’lady. Let’s try a bottle here before we go back. What do you think?”

She grinned and smiled up at me lovingly. “Or we could just stay here.”

I laughed and released her hand before I crossed the room and stepped behind the bar.

Clem sat on the first high-backed stool at the bar across from me, leaned forward, and watched me prepare. Her tits squeezed together, forming a valley of cleavage that rivaled Krista’s in every imaginable way. She tucked a lock of her golden blonde hair behind her ear while I pulled a bottle of Pinot Noir from the rack nearest the bar. “What’s that?”

I smiled at her and forced my gaze away from her tits and onto her incredible green eyes. “This one has a sweet taste,” I said. “But not overly so.”

“Where did you get it?” She asked, watching while I removed the cork and poured the bottle into a glass aerator.

“On a trip to Napa last year. I took Jess, but she’s not that into wine.”

“Wow. I haven’t seen Jessica in ages,” Clem said. “What’s she up to?”

“She’s a sophomore at Northwestern,” I said. I didn’t add that my daughter barely talked to me despite reaching out to her a hundred times. I wasn’t eager to dive into my personal failings and thought it better to turn the conversation back to the wine. “Are you ready to taste a glass?”

Clem clapped her hands and squealed with delight. “Yes, please.”

I picked up the aerator and poured. The wine gurgled as it passed through the neck and a few seconds later, two full glasses of delicious Pinot sat on the bar. “Here we go.” I handed one to Clem and picked up the other before placing the aerator on the bar beside her.

Clem sipped the wine, and her eyes widened in delight. She tasted the wine before swallowing and grinned. “It’s so good. Are those cherries I taste? And a hint of blackberry. Wow.” She took another sip, and I smiled.

“You’ll have to go to a tasting with me,” I said. “There are a few superb shops that put on great events.”

“I would love that,” she said.

I came around the bar and perched on the stool beside her before holding my glass up. “Toast to new friendships?”

Clem grinned and clinked my glass before we both sipped. “I like that,” she said, turning to face me until our knees touched. She reached forward and rested her fingertips on my kneecap. “I’m really glad you decided to check on the house,” she said. “Otherwise, we might not have ever met.”

I forced a smile, pushing past the guilt weighing down my conscience. “Me too.” It was time to come clean. My heart rate doubled, and my head flashed. I had to give her a chance to walk away before things got too intense. My stomach flip-flopped and I gazed into her pale green eyes. “Clementine, can I level with you?”

Her shoulders sagged. “Uh oh.”

I frowned. “What?”

“You’re not interested,” she said flatly.

I stared at her, my jaw agape. How could anyone not be interested in Clementine Summers? “That’s not it. It’s actually the opposite.”

She perked up and leaned forward, sliding her bare knee between my legs. “Oh?”

As badly as I wanted to reach out and touch her, I resisted the urge. “I really like you,” I said, searching for the right words. How did you tell someone you were interested in a plural relationship? I was in way over my head. I felt my heart beat in my throat and I sucked in a deep cleansing breath.

“I really like you too,” she said, sliding further forward until her thigh rested between my legs.

Here goes nothing. “I like Krista the same way as I like you.” I paused, letting the words sink in and waiting for the hammer to drop.

Clem blinked and nodded. “I know. Is that it?” She frowned and sipped her wine, sliding her warm hand along my leg. “Krista told me on the back porch.”

“Is that what I walked in on?” I asked.

Clem nodded. “She told me you two were… intimate, and she encouraged me to pursue you, which I thought was odd, but also kind of hot. I mean, it’s not every day you meet someone willing to share a great guy.”

My head spun with both alcohol and lust. I let my hand wander along her smooth toned leg, squeezing the soft flesh of her inner thigh and inched forward until her knee practically touched my stiff cock. “It doesn’t bother you?”

“No. Like I said, I think it’s hot.” She swallowed another drink of wine, emptying her glass. “Now it’s my turn for confessions.” She set her empty glass on the bar and gazed at me intently.

My cock stiffened in my shorts and we both inched closer, running our hands along each other’s legs. “Okay.” Whatever it was, couldn’t be that big of a deal.

“I want to tell you why my boyfriend broke up with me and my parents are angry with me,” she said.

“I’m listening.” I held my breath and waited.

“My boyfriend caught me in bed with one of my best friends from school.” She held her breath and waited.

“You aren’t the first person to cheat,” I said. “Was he friends with your boyfriend too?”

“Not a he,” Clem said, correcting me. “She and I were very close.”

“Ohhh….” I nodded and internally jumped for joy. “So, you’re bisexual?”

Clem nodded. “I’m also somewhat monogamous,” she said. “Or at least I am with boyfriends, but you can’t convince Brian or my parents of that.”

“Sorry to hear,” I said.

She shook her head. “Don’t be. He’s an asshole, and I’m glad I found out when I did. Brian, my ex, outed me to my parents. They weren’t happy.”

“Shit.” I sighed. “That’s fucking ruthless.”

“My parents were already planning the wedding. Truthfully, I wasn’t ready to get married, and hiding the truth wore me down. I’m glad it’s out there.”

“Wow. I’m really sorry.” I rubbed her inner thigh with my thumb. Despite how badly I wanted her, I genuinely felt bad for her. I understood all too well, family strife. “But that doesn’t scare me off. Your sexuality is your business.”

Her green eyes simmered with lust and her full pink lips glistened soft and kissable. She was close enough now that I caught fragrant hints of sweet vanilla drifting from her hair and her nipples hardened inside her top, straining the thin material. She raised an eyebrow and smiled at me seductively. “Even if I fooled around with Krista?”

I leaned forward and slipped my arms around her waist until we came face to face. “Especially if you fool around with Krista,” I said, my voice ragged with lust.

Krista slipped off her chair, parted my legs, and stepped forward, sliding her hands high up my inner thighs. “You know, Matt. I’m not as innocent as I look.”

My heart thundered, and adrenaline washed through my legs. “That seems to be a common theme.” I leaned forward while Clem stretched her arms around my neck. I inhaled her soft, sweet scent and my head buzzed a moment before our lips met.

She parted her lips and her tongue darted forward, sliding over mine before we deepened the kiss, and I tightened my grip around Clem’s slender waist. My cock raged, straining the front of my shorts while I flashed my tongue over Clem’s tasting the sweet wine on her lips mingled with a hint of fresh mint.

Clem moaned softly in my mouth and exhaled through her nostrils, flooding my upper lip with her warm breath.

My cock pulsed, and I slipped my hand lower, squeezing her perfect ass through her shorts while Clem ran her fingers through my hair and inched closer, pressing her crotch against my massive hard-on. She probed my mouth deeply, flashing her tongue over my teeth and lips.

Clem’s tits mashed against my chest and my head whirled while she let her hands wander down my back and inside my untucked shirt. Abruptly, she broke off our kiss and gazed into my eyes with her lips slightly parted and her breaths coming in short, ragged pulls. “Are you sure Krista won’t get mad?”

My cock throbbed, and I cupped her ass, kneading her flesh between my hungry fingers. “She would roll out the red carpet.”

Clem giggled. “Good.” She worked loose the top button on my shirt and grinned. “Because I think you’re super fucking hot, and if she’s into sharing, then so am I.” She leaned in and kissed me again, softer this time while she slid her hand inside my shirt and rubbed my muscled chest.

Heavy footsteps fell on the hallway outside the wine room and Clem broke off our kiss, before backing away and we both turned toward the door.

“Is this where the party is?” A stoned T-Bone appeared in the doorway followed by Lisa, Jeremy, John, and finally a frazzled-looking Krista.

“Uhhh,” I said with my hands still fastened to Clem’s ass.

“Whoa. That’s a sick fucking bar,” John said as he stepped past us and checked out the beer tap.

Lisa locked her gaze on my hands, still clasping Clem’s world-class ass, and smiled. “Sorry for the cock block. We tried to stop them, didn’t we Kk?”

I let go of Clem’s ass and she turned around and leaned her back against my chest before resting her arms on my legs.

It was beyond weird being so intimate with Clem in front of Krista, but Krista didn’t bat an eye. “Kk?” I asked.

Krista rolled her eyes and shot me a look of exasperation. “T-Bone isn’t the only one handing out nicknames.”

Lisa grinned. “Hey, I only hand out nicknames to people I like. You should feel honored.”

“Lisa’s right,” Krista said. “We tried to stop them, but once T-Bone found out about the keg, it was useless.”

I wrapped my arms around Clem’s waist and drew her in tight. I rested my head on her shoulder and glanced down at the swell of her magnificent chest. “Well, who am I to stand in between a man and his IPA?”

Clem and Krista giggled, and Lisa smiled.

Behind Lisa, T-Bone grinned and slapped Jeremy a high five. “I told you he was cool.”
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Between my bar, stereo system, and the upgraded outdoor deck, the party officially moved to my house. Which was fine because I didn’t want the Summers’ house getting ransacked by a bunch of drunken twenty-year-olds.

By the end of the night, T-Bone and the boys were so shit-faced they could barely stand and the same went for Lisa. Clem had gone into full best friend mode, which likely involved Clem holding Lisa’s hair while Lisa prayed to the porcelain god. Any chance of a threesome had long since vanished, along with plenty of beer, wine, and vodka.

Krista and I were no innocents. We both put back enough wine to float a boat, and I barely remembered stripping down and crawling into bed.

But after what felt like only a few minutes of sleep, my phone screamed at me from the bedside table.

Ring. Ring. Ring.

Over and over, it blared until I heard Krista’s groggy voice.

“Answer the fucking phone,” she said before I felt her hand shake my shoulder.

I peeled my eyes open and squinted at the clock.

8:15 AM

Light poured through the blinds, and I felt Krista’s naked body intertwined in mine.

Her blonde hair spilled over my chest and her bare leg rested atop my half-hard cock. Krista lovingly tucked her head in the nook of my arm and her perfect bare rump rose above the jumble of white sheets.

I fumbled for my phone and rubbed Krista’s back with my free hand. When I saw the caller id, a rush of adrenaline chased away the sleep.

The name Jessica Snow appeared on the screen along with a smiling picture of my lovely brown-haired, nineteen-year-old daughter.

“Shit.” I hit the answer button and sat up in bed, which didn’t go over well with Krista.

“Hey,” Krista grumbled.

“Hello? Jess?” I said, my heart thundering. It had been months since I heard from her, despite my many attempts to reach out.

“Dad? Did I wake you?” Jessica said.

“No, sweetheart. I was just laying here in bed.”

Krista stirred and raised her head, squinting up at me through bleary eyes.

I put my finger to my lips and mouthed — It’s Jess before Krista nodded and propped her elbow on my chest.

“Ah, got it. Hey, I’m not sure if you can make it, but my sorority is hosting dad’s day next weekend, and I was wondering if you could make it?”

“Yes,” I blurted out without thinking. I would have crawled across molten rock laced with battery acid to make amends with my daughter. “What day?” I missed dad’s day last year, which meant my daughter was the only one in her sorority without her real dad. But my good friend Simon offered to substitute, and my wife offered to tag along. That was shortly before I discovered their affair. But right now, I cared more about making amends for being a shitty father than worrying about being a shitty husband.

Krista blinked and sat up on her knees, causing her big, beautiful tits to jiggle and bounce. As if on instinct, she reached for my cock and started playing with it, rolling my knob between her fingers, causing my cock to stiffen in her palm. She pushed a lock of her frazzled hair behind her ear and gazed at me, her expression curious.

“Well, dad’s day is on Saturday, I —

Before she could finish, I cut her off. “How about I come Friday, and I’ll take you and your friends out wherever you want to go. I can stay as long as you like.”

Jessica actually laughed. “I was about to say, if you want to come early, maybe we can talk, you know?”

My heart soared, and I fist pumped in bed causing Krista to smile sweetly. My cock swelled in her hand and stiffened as her gentle fondling turned into full-on stroking. Pre-cum oozed from my tip and Krista lowered her face to my knob, licking my tip with the flat of her tongue.

“Wild horses couldn’t keep me from coming,” I said, my voice choking with emotion.

“Dad, are you going soft on me?” Jessica asked jokingly.

I grinned and gazed down the length of my body as my hard cock swayed and Krista stretched out naked across the bed. The irony didn’t miss me. “Maybe,” I said. “Well, yes, if I’m being honest. I’ve had a lot of time to think. I’m sorry, Jess.” My throat constricted and tears welled in my eyes. “For everything.”

Krista paused with her hand wrapped around my shaft and gazed up at me as her face melted. “Aw, that’s so sweet,” she whispered.

Through the phone, I heard Jessica sigh. “I know. We can talk when you get here.”

“I’ll let you know my flight details as soon as I have them,” I said.

“Okay,” Jess said. She paused for a long time before she spoke again. “I love you, dad.”

I felt light enough to float across the room, and I smiled before wiping away the tears. “I love you too, Jess. I’ll text you later today.”

“Okay, dad. Bye,” she said, before she hung up.

I disconnected my phone and let out a deep breath while Krista continued playing with my hard cock.

“You’re going to see Jess next weekend?” she asked before she resumed licking my knob like a lollipop.

“It’s dad’s weekend at her sorority,” I said. “I won’t miss it this year.”

Krista grinned wickedly. “Hmm… that means I get Clem all to myself.”

“It definitely means that,” I said.

“Then you had better win her over fast,” she said.

“She’s a person,” I said. “Not a prize.”

Krista rolled her eyes. “You know what I mean. Speaking of flights, mine leaves at one o’clock. Can you take me to the airport?”

“What?” I pushed up on my elbows and gazed down the bed at her.

Her ass rose perfectly from her long legs stretched out across the bed. She kicked her feet up playfully while she continued milking my knob with her hand and tongue. “I told you. I need to take care of some things at home, and you need to take care of Clem while I’m gone. Don’t even argue,” she said. “If I’m out of the picture, you two can cement your relationship. Don’t worry, I’m only gone for two days.”

“You’re sure?” I asked.

Krista lowered her mouth onto my cock and slid her tongue down my shaft, gently sucking while she stroked with her fingers. With my cock stuffed in her mouth, she could only manage, “Mm-Hmm.”

Her long blonde hair tickled my stomach, causing my cock to swell and pulse in her mouth. “Baby, that feels amazing.”

Krista’s big tits mashed against my thighs and she came off my cock with a loud pop. As she gazed up at me, a thin string of saliva stretched from my glistening knob to her lower lip. “Jess goes to Northwestern, right?” She continued pumping my shaft that throbbed and pulsed in her warm, nimble fingers.

“Yeah,” I said as I stretched out on the bed and put my hands behind my head.

“That’s where Sam goes,” she said. “What sorority is Jess in?”

“Pi Beta Phi,” I said.

Krista’s jaw dropped. “Oh my God, Sam’s a Pi Phi, too.”

Sam was short for Samantha, who was Krista’s nineteen-year-old sister. “Shit,” I said. “That means your dad will be there.”

Krista grinned over my cock and licked it like an ice cream cone. “I can come as your date. We’ll make out right in front of him and Tracy. I would love to see their reaction.” She swirled the tip of her tongue around my knob, raising goosebumps across my flesh.

“No. Definitely not,” I said.

Krista shrugged. “You’re right. Sam would probably get pissed if I came.” She lowered her mouth back to my cock and her warm, soft tongue flashed over my shaft, igniting my senses.

I let out a low moan, and my legs slackened. I wanted to ask what she meant, but she literally had me by the balls. “Baby, I’m so close.”

Krista lowered her mouth, sliding my cock to the entrance of her throat, bouncing and slurping while she fondled my balls and her big fat tits dragged across my upper things.

I bucked my hips, edging my cock deeper until my tip squeezed inside her throat. A low moan escaped my mouth and pleasure rippled across my body, curling my toes. I had never had a blowjob in the same hemisphere, and she had done it on a whim.

Krista gagged and pulled off my cock, sucking in a deep breath. Her drool cascaded over my tip and oozed down my shaft. She pulled in a deep breath and latched on, sealing her lips around the fattest part of my cock.

My cock floated in a cocoon of warmth melting under her soft slithering lips and merciless tongue. I balled the sheets in my fists, arched my back, and cried out, exploding inside her mouth, my orgasm arriving like a gunshot. Hot loads of pent-up jizz splashed the back of Krista’s throat, and my cock throbbed, spurting never-ending ropes of sticky cum filling her mouth with my seed.

Krista swallowed every drop, sucking and licking, draining my cock while she stroked the base of my shaft and her tongue flashed over my tip. Her hard nipples dragged across my thighs and she gazed up at me, her lips curled up into a thin smile.

I sank back onto the bed and breathed in deep, cleansing breaths. My life had turned into a fantasy land of hot blondes and romper room sex, and I wasn’t complaining.

Krista finished cleaning my cock and crawled up my body until her beautiful face hovered over mine. Her tits mashed against my chest and her glistening locks spilled over each side of my rib cage. “I’m making coffee. Do you want some?”

“Yes, baby. Thank you.” I kissed her softly on the lips before Krista climbed off me and strode naked from my room.

After the shittiest year of my life, it seemed everything was coming together. Retirement was the best decision I had ever made. My new life beat my old life in every conceivable way. I sighed contentedly before I rolled off the bed and hopped in the shower.
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I had hoped Krista would join me in the shower, but after a good morning BJ, I wasn’t about to complain that she hadn’t.

A cup of coffee with steam still curling from the rich, black surface awaited me on the counter. But Krista wasn’t in the kitchen or the family room.

I picked up my coffee and frowned before I headed to the back porch.

The curtains were open wide, revealing another sunny, gorgeous day on the Florida coast. But the view of the ocean wasn’t what caught my eye.

Krista sat on the back porch wearing her short pink silk robe chatting with Texas who sat across the table from her actually smiling and laughing.

“Shit.” I glanced at the clock on the microwave.

9:06

She was here to help me with the gutter work. After our argument yesterday, I hadn’t expected her to show up. Was my perfect day about to see its first drops of rain? “Here we go,” I murmured before I opened the door and stepped into the fray.

Krista and Texas turned to face me. Both women wore smiles, which was an excellent sign.

“Are you ready to work?” Texas asked, still smiling.

It was as if she had undergone a personality transplant since our falling out less than twenty-four-hours ago. I returned her smile and raised my cup of coffee. “Care for some caffeine before we start?”

“I already had a cup thanks,” she said.

Texas looked like the hottest home improvement pro I had ever laid eyes on, even if her outfit landed on the practical side. She wore a pair of old jeans, a baggy white t-shirt, and her Texas Longhorns trucker cap better than anyone, ever.

Krista gazed up at me, squinting against the morning sunshine. Her hard nipples strained the front of her short silk robe, and the way her tits jiggled beneath her robe left no doubt that she had hurriedly thrown on her robe upon Texas’ arrival. She wore her strawberry blonde hair back in a loose ponytail and her coffee cup was nearly empty. “I’ll let you two get to work. I need to shower and pack.” She stood and turned back to Texas. “Amanda, it was so nice chatting with you. I’ll take you up on that offer.”

What offer? I gazed between Krista and Texas, but neither seemed keen on supplying the details.

“It was nice to meet you… officially this time. Again, I’m sorry about yesterday. I’m usually nicer than that.” Texas stood and pulled Krista into a brief but warm hug.

“It’s already forgotten,” Krista said. “I’ll text you when I get back.” Krista released the hug, turned her back on Texas and winked up at me with a knowing grin as she passed. She went inside and closed the door behind her, leaving Texas and I alone on the deck.

“You might as well sit and finish your coffee,” she said. “I’m in no hurry. Besides, you’re paying me by the hour, right?” She grinned.

“True,” I said, taking the seat Krista just left. I settled back into the chair, sipped my coffee, and frowned. “Can I ask what changed since yesterday?”

“Sure, you can ask,” she said. “Are you asking?” She laughed and her blue eyes lit up.

I wasn’t used to seeing her without her sunglasses and decided I could lose myself gazing into her baby blues. I rolled my eyes and chuckled. “This is me officially asking. Do you still think I’m a man whore?”

She half grinned and cocked her head as if appraising me. “Well, most of me thinks you are, but a smaller part of me thinks Krista’s a real catch. Hopefully, you don’t fuck it up.”

If she knew about Clem, all of Krista’s hard work would go out the window. But I couldn’t change the facts, and the fact was that I was more than okay with having two beauties like Clem and Krista on my arm. I had nothing to be ashamed of, and I wouldn’t act guilty of anything. “Krista and I are good. I hope I can say the same about you and I.”

Texas shook her head. “Don’t even try your moves on me, cowboy. I’m immune. Especially when I know you like them young.”

“It’s not a matter of young or old,” I said. “I like Krista because she’s amazing.”

Texas nodded. “Well, I owe you an apology. Your love life is your business. It’s just that….”

“What?” I sipped my coffee and waited.

“For a minute, I thought we had a genuine connection,” she said.

I frowned. “I agree. Don’t we still have a connection?”

Texas shrugged. “Maybe, but you’re with Krista, and she doesn’t look like the kind who would go for a two-timer.”

“Who said anything about going behind her back?” I sipped my coffee and watched her reaction.

Texas’ jaw dropped. “As if.” She laughed and shook her head. “I might tell her you said that.”

“Okay,” I said. “Do you want me to call her out here? I’ll say it again with her sitting in my lap.”

“You really are a man whore,” she said, laughing. “I think it’s better if we just stick to hanging gutters.”

We spent the next two hours up on ladders, pulling out the old sections and putting in the new. Clem told me about her major, marine biology, and her post collegiate plans which involved graduate school and research right here on the gulf coast. She told me a little about her family. She was closest to her little sister Sadie, who was a junior at the University of Texas. The time went fast and when we were done, we stood on the deck and surveyed our work.

“The new sections look great, but now I want to change out the rest,” I said, gazing sideways at Texas. “You game?”

“Does the day after tomorrow work? Same time?” She asked.

I held out my hand and smiled. “Deal. Just text me your Venmo handle and I’ll square up what I owe you.”

Texas nodded. “Not a problem.”

“Matt?” An angelic voice said from behind me.

Texas and I turned to find a goddess in our midst.

Clem stood on the deck wearing a red bikini top, and a pair of black shorts covering what was no doubt a matching bottom. She wore a pair of dark sunglasses and her hair was back in a crisp ponytail. Wisps of her golden blonde hair fell past her temples and the brisk wind plastered the loose strands across her cheeks. Her tits were simply next level, high and firm with the faintest hint of her nipples visible against the sleek fabric of her top. Her toned golden legs stretched on for what seemed forever before ending with red polished toenails and black sandals.

She stood before us with her hands clasped in front of her, her expression uncertain as if unsure she should have crashed the party.

I wasn’t about to make her feel a single second of awkwardness. “Hey,” I said, smiling at her. I held out my hand. “Come here and I’ll introduce you.”

Texas gazed between Clem and me, her jaw agape. But unlike yesterday, there was no heat behind her eyes.

Clem smiled and relaxed. She crossed the deck, her tits jiggling with every step, and took my hand before perching up on her toes and giving me a quick kiss on the cheek. “Good morning.”

I squeezed her hand and leaned down before returning her quick kiss. “Morning.”

Clem edged closer to me, while she tightened her grip and slid her thumb across the back of my hand. She smiled at Texas and seemed completely at ease.

“Amanda Anderson, this is my neighbor, Clementine Summers,” I said, lacing my fingers inside Clem’s.

Clem smiled sweetly and extended her hand. “It’s nice to meet you.”

With her jaw open wide enough to collect flies, she took Clem’s hand and shook it. “Nice to meet you,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. Texas glanced down at our clasped hands and back at the house as if expecting world war three to break out at any moment. “Are you two….”

Clem and I glanced at each other before I answered. “We’re figuring it out.”

The sliding glass door opened, and Krista stepped out, dressed to kill. She wore a black silk blouse and a pair of tight blue jeans. Krista had pulled her hair back in a high and tight ponytail and had done her makeup to perfection. She smiled and waved at Clem. “Hey, girl.” Her next move surprised even me. She turned and inspected the gutters. “You guys did a great job.”

Texas gawked at Krista as if waiting for her head to explode, but instead Krista casually strolled across the deck and pulled Clem into a tight hug.

“Take care of him while I’m gone,” Krista said. “Are you guys still doing the hot tub tonight?”

Texas looked on, astonished, as she watched the interaction play out.

“That’s why I came over,” Clem said, glancing up at me. “Are we still on? Lisa and T-Bone want to drive up the coast, and I’ll lend them my car if….”

“Lend them your car,” I said. “I’ll amaze you with my margaritas and grilling skills.”

Clem smiled. “Yay. I can’t wait.” She pressed in close, mashing her tit against my arm.

“I’m jealous,” Krista said, frowning. “Make room for me in that hot tub. I’ll be back in two days.”

I reached out for Krista’s hand and she stepped forward, taking it. “Are you ready to go to the airport?” I asked.

“I’m ready,” she said. “We should have time for a quick lunch date if you’re up for it.”

“I know just the place,” I said.

Texas stood speechless, watching us bask in our domestic bliss. “Right. Well, on that note. I think I’ll take my leave.”

“Are we still on for next week?” Krista asked.

“Oh, I wouldn’t miss it,” Texas said. “I’ll be waiting for your text.”
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Later that evening, a gentle knocking came from my back door.

I glanced up from my place in the kitchen and spotted Clem standing outside on the deck.

The reflection on the glass obscured her from view, and I smiled in her direction before setting aside my shrimp kabobs and making my way to the back door.

Clem waved, and I pulled open the door. The moment I saw her, my stomach teetered sideways and did a back flip. I gazed at her, my jaw agape, and sputtered, searching for words that wouldn’t come. To say Clem was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen was no exaggeration, although I would never admit that to Krista. Besides, comparing the two was like choosing between a Ferrari and a Lotus. No matter what, you were in for the ride of your life.

She stood before me as if painted on a canvas, perfect in every conceivable way. She wore a flowing white sleeveless summer dress that stopped just above her knees. Her golden toned skin offset the dress to perfection and the way her green eyes shimmered in the soft light turned my legs to rubber. Her lips shined glossy pink and the way her pert nose turned up at just the right angle accentuated the tiny beauty mark stationed on her upper lip.

She wove her golden hair into a thick braid that hung over her right shoulder amid loose strands of her hair styled in shimmering waves. Clem’s athletic legs glistened as if freshly shaven and buffed with lotion. She wore simple, white open-toed sandals with a flat heel showcasing her petite toes capped with white polish. Her cleavage was subtle, with only a hint of her breasts appearing above her V-shaped neckline. But sometimes less was more, and in this case that rule applied tenfold.

The look was feminine yet smoldering, innocent yet bold. She was a modern-day Marilyn Monroe upgraded for the twenty-first century. I drank her in from toes to top and licked away the dryness coating my lips. I found my courage and then my voice. “Are you sure you’re here for me? Wow.”

“Thank you,” Clem said, her voice soft and her eyes sparkling. “I could say the same about you. You’re a very handsome man.”

“Remind me to send your ex a thank you note.” I stood aside. “Get in here quick before someone steals you away from me.”

Clem giggled and stepped inside. But instead of walking past, she stopped before and gazed into my eyes. “I’m really nervous. Does it show?”

“Not an iota,” I said truthfully. “I’m the one fumbling for words.”

Clem rested her hands on my chest and smoothed away invisible wrinkles. “Maybe we can kiss. You know… just to break the ice,” she said. “It will make me feel better.”

“Twist my arm, why don’t you?” I laughed before reaching out and placing my hands on her tiny waist.

Clem stepped closer, perched on her toes, and kissed me softly on the lips.

Her scent, a mix of sweet vanilla and orange blossoms, swallowed me whole and her strawberry lips set my engine running. My cock stiffened in my trousers and my heart thundered so loud I thought surely, she could hear it.

We let our kiss linger, lush and long, but she held back on the heavy artillery, keeping the kiss on the sweet side before stepping back.

My stomach spun and adrenaline washed through my body, making me feel like I had just bungee jumped off the Golden Gate Bridge. As I gazed down into her pale green eyes, I licked her strawberry gloss from my lips and savored her taste on my tongue. “Better?”

Clem reached down and took my hands in hers, lacing our fingers together before she smiled and nodded. “Much. Something about you calms me.”

“Did you bring a bathing suit for the hot tub?” I asked.

Clem smiled and inched closer, mashing her tits against my chest. “Oops. I forgot. Do you mind if I go without one?”

Another wave of adrenaline surged through my body, and my legs wobbled beneath me. “No.” I cleared my throat. “That’s no problem,” I said lamely.

Clem giggled and kissed my lips again, then kissed her way along my jawline. She found my neck with her lips and her tongue flashed across my skin, igniting my pleasure senses and triggering my burgeoning hard-on.

“You smell so fucking good,” she whispered, and my cock surged, swelling in my pants. She released my hands and perched on her toes, loosely wrapping her arms around my neck. Clem nuzzled her nose behind my ear and inhaled softly. “Can dinner wait?” she asked in a whisper. Sweet and minty, her breath curled inside my ear and washed over my neck, fueling a stream of desire that started in my lizard brain and spread down my body like a chemical fire.

My cock stiffened to full mast, and I drew her in tight, sliding my hands over her firm ass while I breathed in the sweet scent drifting from her hair. “Yes,” I whispered, my voice hoarse.

“Mmmm,” she softly moaned, nuzzling my ear and kissing my neck. “I’m not hungry yet. Are you?”

My granite hard cock strained my trousers, pulsing and aching, begging for sweet freedom. In one swift motion, I scooped Clem off her feet and cradled her in my arms. “I’m starving.”

Clem let out a short gasp and a giggle before she tightened her arms around my neck and gazed up at me with stars in her eyes. “Are you going to eat me for dinner?”

I leaned in and found her waiting lips. “For an appetizer, dessert, and especially the main course.” I said before I whisked her past the kitchen and down the hall to the bedroom.

Clem practically purred in my arms, and her eyes lit up with electric sex. “Maybe I should have brought the whipped cream.” She giggled and her cleavage billowed from her neckline, bulging and straining the confines of her dress. She kicked her feet shucking off her sandals before they clattered to the tile outside my bedroom door.

With one foot, I kicked my bedroom door open wide and carried Clem across the threshold before laying her out gently on my king-sized bed.

“Don’t leave me,” she said, laughing. She didn’t let me go but drew me in closer before she ran her fingers through my hair and found my mouth with hers. She showed zero restraint, parting her lips before our tongues flashed together, hot and hungry.

I crawled onto the bed, straddling her while Clem parted her legs and guided my body between them. My head swam with unwashed desire and I probed her mouth, exploring her teeth and lips, swirling my tongue over hers while my cock throbbed impatiently.

One by one, Clem deftly unfastened the buttons on my shirt. She moaned softly in my mouth, deepening our kiss while she hooked her feet inside my ankles and squeezed, locking me in place with her strong legs. Grinding her hips, she dry humped me and my stiff cocked screamed for release.

I pushed the hem of Clem’s dress up her legs and around her waist, revealing a pair of white lace panties and an unblemished view of her creamy inner thighs.

She broke off the kiss breathlessly, her eyes adrift in a sea of lust. “Fuck me,” she said while she reached for my trousers and unhooked the button before fumbling with my zipper.

I sat up on my knees with Clem’s powerful legs locked around my thighs. With her head resting on my pillows, her blonde hair splayed out across my white pillowcase and her breasts heaved, still confined inside her dress.

She worked my zipper while I leaned forward and frantically pulled the dress off her shoulders, peeling it back to reveal her beautiful tits encased in a matching white lace bra.

Her tits jiggled and bounced, and she gazed up at me, biting her lower lip before she smiled seductively. “Do you want to play with them?” She yanked my pants down over my hips, revealing my cock bulging through my tight briefs.

“God, yes,” I said, sliding my hands up and over her perfect mounds, squeezing her tits through the silky fabric. I mashed her globes together, forming a mouthwatering trench of pure golden cleavage I could have motor boated for days.

Clem giggled, arched her back, and reached beneath her before her bra, merciful, went slack.

My heart beat so fast and hard, my head thumped with the rhythm of my pulse. I sucked in a ragged breath that caught in my throat while I gazed down at pure perfection. How any man could willingly break up with such a gorgeous creature defied reason. My cock pulsed bulging outward while pre-cum left a wet spot on the front of my briefs. “I hope you don’t have any plans for the next two days,” I said.

“I have plans that involve you,” she said before peeling away her bra and revealing the nicest tits on the planet.

Her breasts were round, full, and perfectly proportioned. Not too big or small, they were more than a handful and jiggled the way only natural breasts can. Tan lines crisscrossed her tits, demarcating the creamy softness of her bedroom flesh from the golden cleavage available for public consumption. Goosebumps flashed across her skin, dotting her perfect areolas and her equally perfect nipples that hardened under my lustful gaze.

“God, baby, you are incredibly beautiful,” I said, my tone awestruck.

Clem’s eyes softened, and she reached up, sliding her palms over my muscled chest and six-pack abs. “So are you.” Her gaze drifted from my face down my body before settling on my meaty cock.

My tip edged from the top of my waistband and twitched, with her hungry gaze locked and loaded on my stiff manhood. I leaned forward and cupped her beautiful tits, kneading them in my hands while I swirled my thumbs over her nipples, feeling them stiffen under my touch.

Clem pushed her dress down the length of her body and loosened her grip on my legs. “One thing you should know about me is that I love to be naked almost as much as I love to be touched.”

“Then you and Krista will get along just fine,” I said.

She giggled, and I pushed away my trousers before tossing them onto the floor beside my shirt.

Clem inched her dress over her hips, leaving her clad in only her white lace panties. Her diamond stud sparkled in her navel and she stretched out before me long and lean. “I’ll let you take off my panties if I can take off yours.”

“Ladies first,” I said.

Clem grinned and sat up on her knees while her tits jiggled and bounced before finding their center. We sat on our knees facing each other, and Clem held my gaze for a fat second before she reached down and pushed away my briefs.

My cock bounced free. Stiff and swollen, it swayed from side to side before pointing at Clem like a divining rod. Thick veins crisscrossed my shaft and pre-cum oozed from my tip. My manhood pulsed and ticked, bobbing like a prizefighter.

Clem’s eyes widened, and she licked her lips before she reached out a trembling hand and touched my monster. “It’s so big.” The smile on her lips touched her lust-filled eyes. “I may never let you leave the bed.”

“Fine by me,” I said. “So long as I can take an inventory of your amazing curves.”

Clem smiled sweetly and stroked my fat cock, squeezing my tip and licking her lips while a dollop of clear pre-cum oozed onto her fingertips. “I’m so fucking wet right now.” She reached inside her panties while she kept up the gentle pressure on my shaft, milking me to epic hardness.

“My turn,” I said, before I hooked my thumbs inside her panties and guiding them over the flare of her hourglass hips. Her perfectly flat tummy gave way to a pussy sculpted by God. She was smooth and shaven, without a hint of stubble or the faintest blemish. A whisper of pink peeked out from her tight pussy, glistening with her juices.

Clem braced herself on my shoulders and climbed out of her panties while my cock swayed and bounced, gently slapping her tummy before she tossed aside her panties and crawled back to me naked.

“This is my happy place,” she said while she climbed onto my lap.

I slid my hands along the curve of her spine before I rested my palms on her ass, squeezing her bare flesh between my fingers. “Your happy place and mine have one thing in common — you without your clothes on.”

Clem giggled and leaned forward, grabbing my fat cock with one hand before she kissed me softly on the lips. She stroked my shaft and my cock pulsed under her warm fingers, throbbing and aching. “Wow. You are super hard.” She licked her lips and her beautiful tits rubbed up against my chest.

I stretched out my legs beneath her and settled her ass on my thighs. “Only one way to cure what ails me.”

“Good thing I’m here.” She grinned and kissed me, parting her lips before our tongues flashed together. Clem rocked forward, sliding my fat shaft over her slit, lining my cock with her slippery wetness.

I ached to be inside her and reached up, cupping her round tit in my hand, kneading her flesh in my palm while I deepened the kiss. I edged my hips upward, sliding my cock deeper into her trench while Clem moaned softly in my mouth.

She fondled my knob with her fingertips and rolled forward and backward, working my shaft up and down her wetness. She broke off our kiss and gazed into my eyes. “I’m on the pill. You can come wherever you want.”

My stomach flip-flopped. This was really happening. I nodded dumbly and my heart raced. I wasn’t sure I could hold out for more than a few minutes. Thankfully, Krista had built up my sexual stamina or I would have already come just from Clem’s stroking. She was far too hot, and I was mortal.

Clem sat up on her knees long enough to line my cock up with her tight, wet, honey hole. She rubbed my knob through her slippery pink and pleasure rolled over my body like a heat wave. “I’ve never had anyone your size.” She smiled sweetly. “You’ll spoil me with that cock.” She lowered herself and slipped my cock inside her warm, tight hole before she let out a soft warbling moan.

Her pussy, warm and tight, enveloped my shaft and my cock sang. I moaned with her and grabbed hold of her ass with both hands and clenched my teeth to avoid blowing a tire too soon. Intense pleasure rippled down my cock and through my body in a chain reaction of unimaginable pleasure. Envisioning, the amount of cum I would soon deposit straight in her womb caused my cock to twitch and thicken inside her. But I didn’t want my first impression to be a bad one. I wanted her to come right along with me. I kneaded her soft ass flesh in my hand and gazed into the sea of her pale green eyes.

Her eyes swam with fevered lust and she groaned, whimpering with pleasure while she rocked forward, feeding my cock to her primed and perfect pussy. “I feel everything.” She dug her fingers into my back and sank lower until my manhood disappeared completely inside her.

My mind screamed at me to come and I focused on anything but the perfect-ten blonde rocking my cock inside her. I edged my hips upward fully impaling her and lifting us both off the bed.

Clem let out a squeak and moan. “Yes, yes, yes,” she whimpered while we found an even rhythm and the bed groaned with the rhythm of our fucking.

Her walls clenched my shaft and her muscles shifted, flexing and contracting, squeezing my shaft like a warm wet glove. “God, baby. You are so tight.”

She wrapped her legs around my waist and locked her ankles behind my back. Her tits bounced and swayed, slapping together while she moaned softly and found my mouth with hers.

Her body was every bit as tight and taut as Krista’s and pulling off a threesome would be the greatest sexual achievement of my life. Over and over, I pounded her, thrusting harder and penetrating her deeper with each stroke.

With hard and fast slaps, her ass bounced off my thighs and her hard nipples raked my chest before they smacked together with a satisfying clap. Clem probed my mouth with her tongue, slurping and sucking, nibbling my lip while her soft grunts mixed with her deep moans.

My orgasm pounded on my consciousness, demanding release. Her body was sensory overload for my soul, and I couldn’t take it. Everywhere I touched or looked was a feast, and the inevitable had arrived, pounding on my door. Waves of pleasure rolled over me, threatening to breach my damn of sheer willpower and ignite the orgasmic powder keg waiting in the wings. “Baby, I’m super close.” I managed between kisses. And by close, I meant I was at DefCon Five.

“Come inside me, baby,” she whispered, her voice rough and ragged. Clem groaned in my mouth and dug her fingers into my muscled back. She stopped pumping and went rigid, her pussy exploding in waves of orgasmic microbursts. She moaned loud enough to wake the dead and squeezed her legs around me, taking my cock as deep inside her as it would go.

“Fuck,” I cried out and my head flashed a moment before a geyser of hot cum blasted from my cock and spray painted her womb with my powerful seed. Over and over, I came, spurting molten loads of milky jizz into the busty blonde beauty. I squeezed her ass and pumped, depositing untold amounts of cum inside her beautiful body. I let out low mortal moans while Clem arched her back and rocked my cock like the edge of a hurricane.

Her tits swayed and jiggled, rolling and bouncing while her eyes locked on mine and her mouth hung open. “Matt, baby. Oh my God, I’m coming so fucking hard.”

We gazed down together and watched my shaft slide in and out of her perfect pussy. Jizz coated my cock and painted her pink lips white. The last spurts of my orgasm played out inside her until my ejaculation faded and I heaved for breath.

“That’s a lot of cum,” I said.

“I love it,” she said before she leaned forward and kissed me softly. She ran her fingers through my hair and our tongues swirled together. She held my stiff cock inside her and squeezed her wall muscles in rolling waves, gushing cum over my shaft.

I shuddered and gasped, and Clem giggled before she broke off the kiss and gazed into my eyes. With her fingers softly stroking my neck, she twirled a lock of my short hair around her fingers and sighed happily. “I really needed that.”

“Seconded,” I said.

She smiled and kissed my chin and then my lips. “I have a feeling this is more than sex. I’ve never felt so drawn to anyone in my life. The second I laid eyes on you, I knew.”

“Like fireworks,” I said. “When I first laid eyes on you, my insides turned to liquid.”

Clem giggled and searched my face with her eyes. “Do you believe in love at first sight?”

“I do,” I said. “Is that what this is?”

“I’m scared to label it,” she said. “Let’s just enjoy each other.”

“Can we enjoy each other without you leaving tonight, tomorrow, or the next day after that?”

She giggled and nodded. “I’m yours for as long as you want me.”

“Good, because I want your body and soul if that’s not asking too much.”

She shook her head. “It’s perfect.” She kissed me again and rocked forward as if testing my hardness inside her. “You could go again, couldn’t you?”

“Yep,” I said. “But I figure, we’ll have to eat at some point. I made you shrimp kabobs for crying out loud.”

“I love shrimp,” she said. “How did you know?”

I shook my head. “We must be on the same wavelength.” I pushed deeper into her, probing her pussy with my cock and drawing her deeper into my lap, slow fucking her while we kissed.

Clem rocked gently on my cock while the bedsprings let out a low groan of protest.

We kissed and touched, exploring each other’s body while we kept a slow even rhythm to the pace of our lovemaking. Out of nowhere, Clem broke off our kiss and gazed into my eyes. “Are you sure Krista doesn’t mind sharing you?”

“I think Krista wants me to share you with her,” I said.

“Like a threesome?” She smiled mischievously.

“A threesome for a throuple,” I said. “Are you interested?”

She ground her hips and plumbed her pussy with my cock in deep rotating circles. “More than anything in the world. But what if you get sick of me?”

I raised an eyebrow. “You’re joking, right?”

Clem giggled and shook her head. “I fall in love hard and fast, but I bond forever. That’s why I was so heartbroken from my breakup.” She sighed. “But I never felt the same connection with Brian that I do with you. I hope that doesn’t scare you away. Does it?”

“I’m all in,” I said, squeezing her tight. “I better make sure not to break your heart,” I rocked forward, fucking her deeper.

She moaned softly and tilted her head back. “Good. Just promise you’ll never stop fucking me.”
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We spent the next two hours exploring a range of sex positions and oral pleasures. Clem loved sucking cock as much as Krista and spent the better part of an hour slurping and sucking on my swollen rod. But our hunger won out, and I finally made our shrimp kabobs.

As much as Clem wanted to eat naked, prying eyes from the beach could see straight into my lit-up house. I didn’t want naked pictures of my freshly minted girlfriend showing up on the web. I talked her into wearing one of my button-down shirts, which she secured with only a single button.

We finished dinner in time to make love again in the shower, before we made our way back to the bedroom with a fresh set of sheets. Ironically, we never made it to the hot tub, which meant we could save that treat for the next day. I don’t remember what time we drifted off, but physical exhaustion eventually won out and we fell asleep with our naked bodies intertwined and our lust fully sated.

The next morning, the muffled sound of knocking stirred me from my slumber. I found Clem wrapped under my arm, snoozing peacefully, her perfect tits rising and falling with the peaceful rhythm of her breathing. I perked my ears up as if I might have dreamed the knocking while I let my hands wander over the side of Clem’s bare breast and lower to her hips and ass.

She slept with the ease of a child, unaware of any knocking sound, and I considered waking her to ease my morning wood when the knocking came again, even more urgent than before.

I frowned and slid back on the bed, causing Clem to stir. “Someone’s at the door,” I whispered.

“Make them go away,” she mumbled, half asleep. Her disheveled bed head shot out at crazy angles and reminded me of our first encounter last week. She deepened her hold on me, wrapping her arm tightly around my chest while she threw her leg over my stiff cock.

Pound. Pound. Pound.

Whoever it was meant business. Now, I was wide awake, and Clem raised her head and gazed toward the bedroom door. “Is it Krista?” she asked.

“Krista has a key and the key code,” I said. “Besides, she would have called me if she was coming home early.”

Clem pushed up on her elbows and her tits spilled across my chest, causing my already hard cock to twitch. She glanced sideways at my steel-hard shaft and smiled back up at me. “Go get rid of them and we can play.”

“I’m on it,” I said before I regretfully untwined myself from her amazing body and stood, searching for some clothes.

Clem eyed me with her gaze shifting between my cock and my ass. “You could seriously be a male model.”

I slipped on a pair of shorts and glanced down at her. “The only modeling I want to do is for you and Krista.” I leaned over and kissed her on the lips. “But thanks. You are doing wonders for my ego.”

She stretched out naked on her back and threw her arms back over her head and sighed. “Don’t make me wait too long. I’m horny.” She looked like the Playmate of the Year times a million.

“We’ve got all day and all night,” I said before I threw on my shirt, leaned over her, and kissed her again, this time adding in a little tongue.

“Good. Now hurry up.” She smacked my ass and giggled before I left the bedroom and went to the front door.

I gazed through the window, and my stomach sank like a brick. “Fuck,” I murmured out loud before I stepped back and tiptoed back to the bedroom.

Clem hadn’t moved and was busy checking her phone when I popped my head through the open door. “Baby, it’s your dad.”

Clem shot up, eyes wide, and tossed her phone aside. “Did you let him in?”

“No,” I said. “He’s still waiting for me to answer the front door.”

“Don’t tell him I’m here,” she said. “I don’t want to talk to him.”

I sighed. “Are you sure?”

She nodded. “I’ll text them and let them know I’m okay.”

“Alright,” I said. “But I don’t enjoy lying to anyone, especially your dad.”

“I’m sorry,” she said. “But I’m not ready to talk to him. Maybe later.”

I gave her a long look, affording her time to change her mind, but she just gazed up at me through those pretty green eyes as if waiting for me to go handle it. “If you say so.”

I disappeared from the bedroom and headed back to the front door. After confirming that Frank hadn’t moved from the front porch, I opened the door and squinted as if I had just rolled out of bed. “Frank?”

Frank Summers gazed up at me, his wrinkled face lined with worry. “I’m sorry to wake you, Matt. But I’m looking for Clementine, and I know she’s been at the house. Have you seen her?”

I blinked and my head whirled as I tried to muster up the fortitude to lie straight to his face. But it wasn’t easy. As a father myself, I understood that deep, unshakeable worry. “I saw her yesterday,” I said. “She seemed fine.” There it was. The lie was on the wind.

Frank’s face dropped, and his shoulders sagged. “I was afraid of that. We missed her again.”

“Frank, what’s going on?”

He let out a long, drawn-out sigh. “Can I come in?”

Shit. He looked like a man at the end of his rope and no matter what Clem said, I couldn’t turn him away. I didn’t have the heart. “Sure.” I opened the door wide and stood aside. “I’ll fix us some coffee.”

I led Frank into the kitchen where our mess from last night remained. Thankfully, no direct evidence linking Clem to my house was visible. “Sorry about the mess,” I said. “I got lazy last night.”

Frank didn’t even seem to hear me and slumped onto a stool parked at my kitchen island. “What was she doing when you saw her?” Frank asked.

I had preloaded the coffeemaker, so I just hit the start button and grabbed two cups from the cabinet. I wanted to tell him as much of the truth as possible and lie by omission. “She was tanning and chatting on her phone out back,” I said. “I figured you guys knew she was here.”

The coffeemaker stirred to life, and Frank frowned, folding his arms over his chest. “No. We didn’t know she was coming.” He shook his head. “I’m afraid Elaine and I have really messed things up good.” He sighed.

“What happened to Europe?” I asked, leaning back against the kitchen counter. “Shouldn’t you be sipping on a cappuccino in a Parisian cafe by now?”

Frank waved his hand dismissively. “That story was bullshit. We wanted Clem to believe we were leaving town to make it easier to find her.”

Over Frank’s shoulder, I spied Clem just outside the kitchen. She wore one of my t-shirts and a pair of my shorts and gazed up at me, frowning. I pretended not to see her, and Frank had no idea of her presence, so I decided to draw him out, and maybe help kick start the healing process.

“I know it’s none of my business, but what happened? Maybe I can help.”

“Elaine would kill me if she knew I said anything,” Frank said. “She wants to pretend we’re this perfect family when the truth is a lot messier.”

I sighed. “It always is.”

The coffee pot gurgled, and Frank sat silently, staring down at the tile, his face marred by worry.

“My wife had an affair with my best friend,” I said, offering up my blood. “I caught them in bed, and somehow my wife turned it around on me and my daughter has spent the last year angry with me. No family is perfect,” I said.

Frank nodded. “I’m sorry to hear that,” he said. “I always liked Tracy.”

“She’s good people,” I said. “I fucked up as much as she did.”

Enough coffee had brewed to make two strong cups, and I filled our mugs before handing one over to Frank. “Hope you like it strong.”

He smiled weakly and took the mug. “I wish Clem knew how much we love her,” Frank seemed to say to no one in particular. “We fucked up.”

I glanced at Clem and tears welled in her eyes, but she remained silent, leaning against the doorjamb while her father spilled his guts.

“I know a lot about fucking up,” I said, taking a sip of my coffee.

“Elaine said some horrible things to Clem… about her sexuality.” He shook his head. “I tried to stop her, but she was so angry about the breakup and the engagement. Elaine has cried every day for a month. She’s desperate to see Clementine and so am I. But I don’t know if we can walk back what we said.” His voice cracked and tears welled in his eyes as he met my gaze. “She means everything to me.” His voice choked, and I set down my coffee.

I glanced at Clem, and she stared openly at her father. Tears streamed down her face and her chin quivered with emotion.

“I don’t care if she’s a lesbian or straight or gay or whatever,” Frank said. “She’s my daughter.” He could barely get the words out and hung his head, sobbing in his shame.

Clem stepped into the kitchen behind him and paused behind her father. “Daddy,” she said, her tone gentle and reassuring.

Frank jerked upright and spun. His face came alive, and the stress seemed to leave his body all at once. “Clementine.” He stood, wrapped his arms around his daughter and held her tight.

“Oh, daddy,” she said. “I’m sorry.”

“I’m sorry,” he said. “We never should have said those things to you.” He stepped back and squeezed her shoulders. “I don’t care who you’re with or what you do. I just want to be a part of your life.”

There was no outrage. No heat from Frank asking what his daughter was doing in my house at eight am wearing next to nothing. His face filled with a million emotions at once — relief, joy, and concern among them. As a father, I understood what he was feeling, and at that moment, I missed Jess more than I ever had.

“What about mom,” Clem said. “I won’t go back and have her call me a dyke again.”

“She feels the same way,” Frank said. “She’s frantic with worry.”

Clem crossed the kitchen and stood beside me, lacing her fingers in mine, making it clear that we were a couple. “I won’t go back to Brian. He’s an awful person.”

“We know, baby,” Frank said. He seemed unphased by his daughter latching onto my hand. Rather, he looked more confused than anything. “Clementine, I thought you were….” He gazed at our interlaced fingers.

“I’m not a lesbian,” Clem said. “I tried to tell you and mom. I’m bisexual. Also, I have very strong feelings for Matthew.” She gazed up at me, smiled, and squeezed my hand before turning back to her father. “None of those things are a topic for discussion. I’m a grown woman and what I do with my life is my business. But if you mean what you say, then I’ll come home and talk.”

Frank nodded and smiled. “That’s fine. Just come home.”

She smiled and nodded. “I’ll get dressed and be home after I chat with Matthew.”

Frank nodded at me once, turned and headed for the door. A moment later, he was gone.

Clem let out a deep breath and sagged up against me.

“Matthew?” I asked. “My mom is the only who calls me Matthew.”

Clem laughed and pulled me into a hug. “I like calling you Matthew.”

I slid my hands down her back and squeezed her tight ass. “I like it when you call me Matthew. In fact, I love it.”

Clem released me from her hug and stepped back. “I should probably go talk to them.”

I nodded. “I think you should.”

“But I don’t want to stay at their house,” she said. “I want to stay here with you.”

I took her hands in mine and squeezed them affectionately. “When you’re good with your parents, pack your bags and come over here. Even if they leave, pack your bags and come over here.”

Her eyes twinkled before welling with tears. “You mean it?”

“Yes. And if T-Bone and Lisa come back and need a place to stay, my house is your house.”

“I think I love you,” she said, laughing through her tears. “Are you for real?”

I pulled her into a hug and gently lifted her off her feet, squeezing her tight. “Just hurry back so I can have you all to myself.”
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Krista appeared outside the security checkpoint and stopped, setting down a stuffed backpack at her feet before she surveyed the terminal as if searching for me.

Butterflies floated across my stomach and I waved in Krista’s direction, before she saw me, and a broad grin swept across her beautiful face.

“There she is,” Clem squealed. She let go of my hand and raced across the crowded terminal toward Krista.

Clem’s blonde pig tails bounced nearly as much as her tits straining the confines of her blank tank top. A dozen onlookers turned to watch her mad dash that ended with Krista folding Clem into her open arms.

I smiled and followed behind at a walk, but with no less enthusiasm until I reached the pair and waited for a break in the action.

Krista peeled away from Clem long enough to jump into my arms and squeeze me tight, wrapping her legs around my waist and peppering my face with kisses. “I missed you so much.”

Krista’s strawberry blonde hung straight down her back in a loose ponytail. She wore a tight black turtleneck showcasing her incredible tits. Black boots, a pair of faded blue jeans, and a black belt completed her outfit.

I inhaled her sweet floral scent and squeezed her tight, savoring the feeling of her big tits mashed against my chest. “I missed you too, baby.”

She met me face to face and kissed me full on the lips. Our tongues flashed together before Krista back off the kiss and smiled at me affectionately. “I’m never leaving for that long again.”

“We’re never letting you leave for that long again,” Clem said. “Unless I get to go with you.”

“Hey,” I said. “I can’t have both my girls ditching me.” I set Krista down and leaned in for another quick kiss before I slipped my hand in Clem’s, lacing our fingers together.

Clem and Krista laughed before Krista stared up at me, her eyebrow raised. “Both your girls? It looks like you two have officially tied the knot.” There wasn’t a hint of jealousy in her tone. Rather, her eyes sparkled with joy.

Clem’s cheeks flashed red, and her face fell with concern. “Are you mad?”

Krista laughed and shook her head. “I’ll show you how mad I am when we get into the hot tub.” She leaned over and pulled Clem into a kiss.

The girls’ lips met, and their tongues ravenously flashed together, attracting enough gawkers to cause a traffic jam. One guy even held up his phone to start filming.

“Ladies, we have an audience,” I said. “Let’s at least get inside the house before we strip naked.”

The girls reluctantly separated, much to the dismay of their impromptu audience, but the heat behind their eyes told me we were in for a crazy night.

I slung Krista’s backpack over my shoulder before I picked up her hand and took up a spot between my lovely twenty-two-year-old stunners. “All right, my angels, let’s roll.”
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The entire way home, Krista and Clem buzzed with chatter and we filled in Krista on the drama that had gone down in her absence, which ultimately had a happy ending.

Frank and Elaine had made good on their European trip and made amends with their daughter. Neither had questioned her relationship with me, although Clem had remained fuzzy on her role in our budding three-way relationship with Krista.

Once we talked through the details of Clem’s family drama, Krista turned the conversation back to Clem and me.

“So how was hot tub night?”

Clem, who sat up front with me, turned to me and smiled, taking my hand in hers. “Amazing. Best night of my life.”

I squeezed her hand and returned Clem’s smile. “We never actually made it to the hot tub.”

“I barely made it through the back door before my clothes started flying off,” Clem said before she turned back to Krista. “We saved the hot tub experience for you.”

Krista’s eyes lit up. “Seriously?”

“If I’m lyin’, I’m dyin’,” Clem said. “I thought we could test out the waters this evening.”

“Yes, please,” Krista said. “I’m fit to burst after two days of celibacy.”

“The horror,” I said. “Don’t worry, baby. You’re in expert hands tonight.”

Clem and Krista giggled and for the rest of the trip home the girls planned out dinner, drinks, and even the music. By the time we got home, the sun kissed the western horizon and the girls quickly changed into their swimsuits before I had finished hauling in Krista’s luggage.

I heard their voices carry in from the kitchen.

“Matthew made margaritas,” Clem said. “I’ll salt the rims.”

“I’ll cut up the limes,” Krista said.

I walked into the family room and froze. Their swimsuits or lack thereof put my cock on warning. I had entered the major leagues.

Clem’s white string bikini barely covered anything and made her swimsuit from earlier in the week look like a bedsheet.

Krista’s pink thong bikini covered only slightly more, and her stiff nipples practically tore a hole through the thin layer of material covering them.

“It’s like I’ve stepped into an all you can eat buffet,” I said.

The girls looked up at me and giggled. In my entire life, I had never seen two happier women.

“Three margaritas coming up,” Clem said.

“Go easy,” I said. “I’m making burgers. Let’s eat before we get too shit-faced to fuck.”

“I’ll drink to that,” Krista said, hoisting her margarita glass. “But Matt… you are way overdressed.” She set down her glass, crossed through the family room, and stopped before me. Her face was exquisite down to the last freckle dotting her button nose.

I reached out and placed my hands on her hips, before I slid my thumbs inside the thin spaghetti straps holding together her bottom. I inched forward and pulled away the front of her bikini bottoms, stealing a glance at her shaven pussy. “Mmm… I missed her,” I said before I licked my lips.

“She missed you right back,” Krista said. “Hurry up and make dinner. I want to fuck. I feel like I’ve missed out on everything.”

I leaned down and kissed her gingerly on her moist pink lips while I slid my hand down the front of her bikini and over her soft slit. By her standards, she wasn’t even a little wet. “Looks like I need to warm you up first.”

Krista nodded and wrapped her arms around my neck, putting on her best pouty face. “I need a lot of TLC tonight.”

My cock tweaked the front of my jeans and I slipped my finger deeper into the folds of her tight pussy. “I’ll provide plenty,” I said. “But if I stand here another sixty seconds, I’ll never get dinner made.”

Krista bit her lower lip and raised her eyebrows, gazing up at me through eyes swimming with lust. She edged her hips forward and backward, working my finger through her spreading wetness. “I’m getting excited,” she said. “My pussy needs daddy’s fat cock,” she whispered while her emerald eyes tapped into my soul.

From the kitchen, Clem called out. “Margaritas are ready.”

I reluctantly pulled my finger from Krista’s tight pussy and leaned in, giving her a quick but intimate kiss. “You two jump in the pool, and I’ll get dinner going.”

Krista smiled up at me. “Okay, daddy,” she said teasingly. She perched on her toes, flashed her tongue in my mouth, and pulled away, nibbling my lower lip before she dropped back to her feet. “But don’t make me wait too long.”

My heart raced and my cock throbbed, hardening in my pants while I gazed down at her barely covered body, perfect in every way. Krista smiled and scampered off toward the kitchen, leaving me aching for more. But I wouldn’t let my lust derail me. No. Not tonight. I wanted them both in the hot tub, and nothing would get in the way, including my own fevered lust.

After the girls retreated to the outdoor swimming pool, I slipped into my swim trunks and put together dinner. I stood out on the deck manning the grill while the girls splashed and frolicked in the swimming pool. They didn’t even try to keep their hands off each other, and by the time dinner was ready, their bikini tops were a distant memory. Thankfully, they refrained from a second margarita as that would have ruined the night on empty stomachs. They barely weighed anything, and a little alcohol went a long way. Wasted and passed out wasn’t how I wanted either of them. But they seemed way more into each other than their drinks and did plenty of kissing and exploring while I watched on with a perpetual hard-on.

We sat around the outdoor table and ate our burgers and salad. The girls didn’t bother replacing their bikini tops, and while I forced down a burger, I had a hard time focusing on anything but their stunning bodies. By the time we finished with dinner, the sun had long since set and a blanket of stars covered the night sky.

Krista came around the table and slipped onto my lap, her bare tits sliding across my chest. “Why don’t you climb into the hot tub while Clementine and I clean up?” She kissed me tenderly on the lips and searched my face with her eyes.

“Okay, baby,” I said, sliding my hands down her back and cupping her bubble butt in my greedy hands. My cock stiffened and pressed against her bikini-clad pussy, aching to slip inside her.

Clem stood and took my empty plate before Krista gave me one last kiss and hopped up, giving my cock a gentle squeeze while she looked at me and giggled. “Go get comfy, and we’ll take care of you.”

The girls, chatty and topless, disappeared into the house carrying empty plates and the large salad bowl.

I pushed away from the table and crossed the deck to the hot tub.

Lights from the pool and hot tub glowed warmly, illuminating the deck and patio in a soft golden haze. Inside the house, Clem and Krista prepared a second round of margaritas while I slipped into the hot tub and waited.

The bubbling water and warm currents hit my consciousness like an aphrodisiac. Warm and relaxing, my muscles melted under the jets while my body decompressed, and I let out a long satisfying sigh.

The girls appeared a few minutes later, still topless and smiling. They conspired in inaudible whispers as they crossed the deck, each armed with margaritas while Clem held two, one in each hand.

As Clem stepped into the hot tub, her creamy golden tits jiggled and bounced. The warm water enveloped her thighs, hips, and waist, causing her tiny nipples to harden and grow. She floated across the tub and stretched out her arm, offering me the drink with a sweet smile. “Just for you, baby.”

Krista descended into the tub behind Clem, her pale skin glowing under the hot tub’s golden lights. Her tits seemed to float on the surface while her rock-hard nipples acted as rudders, guiding her toward me, her smile sensuous and her lips moist and wet.

I sipped on the margarita and Clem floated to my left side while Krista squeezed in on my right. Their bare tits mashed up against my chest, slithering and sliding over my warm skin, thickening my cock inside my swim trunks. “Mmmm… this is good,” I said. “It’s way better than mine.”

Clem beamed, smiling first at Krista and then at me. “Thank you. I jazzed them up a bit.”

Krista laughed and shook her head. “More like she made them from scratch with fresh lime juice. They are fucking amazing. I agree.” She nuzzled closer and slipped her leg over my thigh before she took one last sip of her margarita and set it aside.

I took another large swallow, and the alcohol loosened my muscles and relaxed me even further. I set aside the drink so I could focus on the twin feast before me. “What happened to T-Bone and Lisa?” I asked Clem before I drew her closer and slid my hand inside the back of her bikini bottoms.

“They’re staying one more night in Miami,” she said. “They’ll be back tomorrow.” Clem set her drink next to mine on the ledge behind the hot tub before she ran her hand down my chest and slipped it inside my swim trunks. She smiled seductively and drifted closer before kissing me softly, first on the cheek and then on the lips. Her hand circled my hard cock and her thumb brushed over my glans.

“Baby, that feels amazing.” My cock throbbed in her tiny hand, thickening and hardening between her fingers.

Not to be outdone, Krista pressed in close to my right side. She slid her arm around my shoulder before running her fingers through my short wet hair, gently massaging my neck while she kissed me softly behind my ear.

And just like that, it started. The dream of a threesome had become a reality. I kneaded Clem’s bare ass in one hand while I slid my other down the front of Krista’s bikini bottom. I found her slippery wetness waiting for my roaming fingers and explored gently, moving deeper while I massaged her lips.

Krista moaned softly in my ear and edged her hips forward and backward while I slipped my middle finger inside her warm, tight pussy and swirled my thumb over her clit.

“Yes, daddy,” Krista whispered, riding my finger while she slipped her tongue inside my ear.

Krista’s floral scent and gentle moans set my cock throbbing inside Clem’s tight hand. I edged my hips upward, sliding my cock up and down while Clem stroked and found my mouth with hers.

Clem parted her lips, and our tongues flashed together. She kept up her pressure, jacking me off while I squeezed her soft ass, sliding my finger over her pussy, feeling her warm wetness open to me.

Krista’s breathing grew heavy and labored, and she sounded as if she was on the verge of an orgasm. Her moans grew louder, and the water sloshed in the tub as she bucked her hips and thrashed, fucking my hand while I buzzed her clit faster, my thumb moving in a blur. She let out a loud groan and drove her pussy all the way down on my hand as her warm breath curled inside my ear. “I’m coming, daddy,” she whispered. “You make me so horny… unnggghhh.” She arched her back and locked her hips while her body spasmed under my warm touch.

Clem broke off our kiss and released my cock before she floated backward and shimmied out of her bikini bottoms. She tossed them onto the deck and turned back to face me, gazing at me through her soft green eyes. “I won’t need this anymore.” Clem giggled and Krista eyed her, smiling while the edge of her orgasm faded.

“Let’s take off daddy’s swim trunks,” Krista said. “They’re in the way.”

Krista reluctantly uncoiled herself from my body. She floated back beside Clem and the girls came together, kissing and rubbing. Their tongues writhed in each other’s mouth while Krista lowered her hand to Clem’s bare pussy.

Clem reached under water and pushed down Krista’s bikini bottom before she tossed it onto the deck beside her own.

The girls giggled again, and their tits mashed together, slipping and sliding, their hard nipples raking over their soft skin. They turned on me together and floated before me, their blonde hair glistening under the shimmering lights.

“Fuck,” I whispered as they approached. Twin goddesses. One would have been more than a man could ask for in a lifetime, but I had them both, and I vowed to never disappoint them the way I had Tracy. If they wanted my undivided attention, I would give it to them along with my heart.

“Exactly,” Clem said. She leaned over and whispered something in Krista’s ear while Krista giggled and nodded.

“What?” I asked.

Clem shook her head and floated up to me, kissing me softly while she gazed into my eyes. She hovered before me, her eyes swimming with love. She kissed me softly on the lips and searched my face as if memorizing every curve and wrinkle. Then she surprised me. She drew closer, her sweet breath drifting up my nose. Her eyes seemed to melt, and I felt more drawn to her than I ever had.

Clem locked her eyes on mine and held my gaze, not speaking for a long, comfortable moment. “I love you, Matthew,” Clem whispered.

My stomach rolled, and my heart raced. A feeling of unabashed joy washed over me, and I lost myself in her pale green eyes. “I love you too, Clementine.” I found her lips and kissed her… hard. Our tongues rolled in each other’s mouths while Krista tugged on my swim trunks and Clem moaned softly.

Krista pulled my trunks over my hips and removed them, leaving my thick, hard cock exposed to the warm water and rushing currents. She tossed my trunks onto the deck and smiled up at me. “You won’t be needing these for the rest of the night.”

Clem giggled and floated backward while she held my gaze and smiled seductively. “Don’t come too soon,” she said, her tone teasing. “I want to feel my man’s cock inside me.”

But those words encapsulated my greatest worry — disappointing Clem and Krista after so much hype and buildup. Had I accumulated enough sexual prowess to satisfy both goddesses? Krista had already got off once, which took some of the pressure off, but I wanted the night to go perfectly. I gazed at Clem and frowned. “Where are you going?”

But Clem only giggled while Krista floated up to me, smiling. “I’ve missed that big, beautiful cock splitting me in two,” she said. “Daddy, will you crack me like a walnut?” Clem giggled again, harder than before, and floated up behind Krista while Krista climbed onto my lap.

I turned my gaze on Krista’s incredibly beautiful face and her big swaying tits.

Krista slid forward and braced herself on my knees while she came in for a kiss. Our tongues flashed together, and I tasted the fresh lime juice and tequila on her soft, warm lips.

Krista’s flat stomach grazed my tip and my cock pulsed, aching for more. I held her breasts in my hands and squeezed, rolling her fat nipples between my outstretched fingers.

Krista wrapped her arms around my neck and ran her fingers through my hair while she deepened our kiss, moaning in my mouth.

From behind Krista, Clem wrapped her hand around my cock and stroked, brushing her thumb over my glans and swirling her fingertips over my sensitive tip.

I moaned softly in Krista’s mouth and released her tits before finding her perky ass cheeks and latching on, squeezing her flesh and grinding my cock through Clem’s warm fingers.

Krista broke off our kiss and pressed her forehead against mine, her emerald eyes blazing with an intensity I had never seen. “I love you so hard,” she whispered before nibbling my lower lip and kissing me one last time. She pushed herself upright and smiled down at me. “I want to ride that big dick until I cum again. Okay, daddy?”

I nodded dumbly and Clem’s hands released my cock and took up residence on Krista’s big tits, squeezing them from behind, tweaking her already hard nipples.

Krista swiveled on my lap, placing her back toward me while Clem released her tits and they jiggled and bounced with her movement. Krista stood long enough to position her tight pussy over my molten rod. She reached down and found my cock with her hand. She lowered herself into the water, guiding my tip to her hot little honey hole, and slipped me inside her treasure chest.

Krista’s pussy tightened around my tip and squeezed. Her wall muscles contracted and flexed while Krista moaned and lowered herself, pushing my cock deeper inside her tightness until I fully impaled her. Her breaths came in short, rapid fire bursts and she squeezed my knees, bracing herself. “You’re so fucking big,” she said, moaning.

After only two days, I had nearly forgotten the exquisite tightness of Krista’s amazing pussy, only outdone by her firm, taut body and incredibly beautiful soul. I felt connected to her on a level I had never experienced, and I realized in that moment, I would have done anything for her.

Krista’s body shuddered and her tits jiggled and bounced while she rhythmically moved her hips, priming her pussy with my thick man meat. In slow circles, she fucked me as if revving up the engine before she took me out for a spin.

The hot tub lights glowed, illuminating her pale skin as if she were some fantastic Greek goddess carved from white marble and glowing with radiant beauty. I moaned and grabbed Krista’s hips while waves of pure ecstasy rolled through my body and curled my toes. She was warm, slippery, and tight. Her pussy quivered and moved in ways that I had never experienced with her before. We had reached new heights in our budding sexual relationship, heightened by Clem’s presence and pure unabashed love.

Clem climbed onto my lap, straddling me, while she slithered forward and came face to face with Krista. The women embraced, wrapping their arms around each other while their lips locked and tongues met, hungry and urgent. Clem wrapped her legs over Krista’s thighs and wedged her feet under my hips, weighing down Krista, and pushing me deeper inside Krista’s tight pussy than I had ever gone.

Krista let out a long urgent moan, her voice quivering while her pussy flexed and squeezed my cock.

I felt every micro movement of Krista’s pussy. Each twitch and spasm sent a shock wave through my cock and despite the heat, goosebumps flashed across my chest. I shuddered and groaned, pumping my hips, penetrating her more deeply while we continued fucking. I reached around Krista and latched onto Clem’s beautiful bottom and squeezed, drawing her down and heightening Krista’s pleasure.

Krista rocked forward and backward, fucking me faster while the water sloshed, and waves lapped at the sides of the hot tub. She moaned into Clem’s mouth while she reached down and found Clem’s clit under water.

Clem moaned and bucked her hips, grinding Krista’s hand while Krista fucked me, finding a smooth stable rhythm.

We wound around each other like pretzels, our bodies intertwined, and our spirits connected in a way I had never believed possible. I ached to come and release my seed deep inside the woman I loved, but I loved them both equally and I wanted to feel Clem and watch her eyes melt under the intensity of her own orgasm.

I squeezed Clem’s ass and Clem matched Krista’s rhythm, grinding Krista’s hand while their hips moved in synchronicity.

Clem let out a low throaty moan and fell forward, mashing her tits against Krista’s, her body shuddering with an orgasm.

As if on cue, Krista grunted and froze, locking her hips while her pussy spasmed. She let out a sharp cry and reached behind her, latching onto my ass and pulling herself down. “Fuck. Fuck. Ohhhhhh… daddy, I’m coming so hard.” She ground her hips in a slow circle and her body trembled.

Both women halted their action and their bodies collapsed into each other while I strained on the edge of pumping Krista full of my potent seed. I couldn’t hold out much longer, but I didn’t dare ruin the moment.

Krista and Clem basked in post orgasmic bliss, kissing and hugging, their hands exploring and their fingers roaming over their exquisite bodies. How anyone could find fault in their union seemed ludicrous. How anyone could find fault in the three of us loving each other was equally ludicrous. I would do everything in my power to protect these women from the cruelness of our judgmental and repressed society. Our love was our business and everyone else could fuck off.

Krista slid off my cock and let out a low shudder before my cock sprang free, once again floating in the warm ether that seemed entirely inadequate after the rapturous feeling of Krista’s electric pussy.

Clem floated backward while Krista came off my lap, giving the golden blonde room to climb aboard the threesome train.

I smiled at Clem, and her soft green eyes ignited with pure love. The way her skin glowed in the light highlighted her extreme beauty and set butterflies racing across my stomach. I still couldn’t believe she was mine.

Clem returned my smile and snaked forward, straddling my lap while she faced me. Her tits floated atop the water for a long second before she found her footing on the seats beside me. Clem stood, reached down and found my hard cock, then lowered herself into the water just as her harem sister had a few minutes earlier.

The golden blonde beauty gazed deeply into my eyes while she dredged my tip through her soft, warm folds.

I shuddered with the sudden sensation of my sensitive tip gliding through her slippery trench and reached up, taking her perfect tits in my hands, squeezing them in my palms while her nipples hardened against my flesh.

Clem licked her lips while she held my gaze and guided my tip lower until it slid inside her tight entrance and met resistance. She released my cock from her hand and leaned forward, wrapping her arms around my neck while she found my mouth and tongue.

I moaned in her mouth and my cock pulsed, thickening inside her while I edged my hips upward, driving in deeper. I broke off the kiss long enough to breathe in the sweet vanilla scent drifting from her wet hair, and I whispered in her ear. “We are forever.”

My words seemed to trigger something inside Clem because she shuddered and moaned while goosebumps rose across her shoulders and back. She ground her hips, fucking me deeper, before she impaled herself on my cock and froze, her expression rapturous as if savoring the feeling. She ran her fingers through my hair and squeezed a fistful in her hands while she licked her way down my neck and started fucking me slow and deep.

I caught Krista gawking at us from behind, her hand feverishly working her pussy while her eyes filled with deep longing.

Clem moved her hips like a pro, fucking me in deep penetrating strokes, sending waves of water sloshing up and over the side of the hot tub. Her tits bounced against my chest and slapped together, splashing the water and rolling in tight, fast circles.

My cock pulsed, twitching inside her, thickening and expanding, straining her walls while the heat and friction of her tightness built and nearly overwhelmed me, triggering an orgasm warning at the back of my brain.

Not yet. I screamed at myself, holding back the floodgates for a few moments longer.

Clem’s warm breath curled down my neck, and her fat tits mashed against my chest, her nipples raking my soft skin. Her lilting voice filled my ears and her soft moans made me ache to come inside her.

She was impossibly hot and through sheer determination I held out a few seconds longer.

Krista floated up from behind and climbed onto my lap behind Clem. She straddled my thighs and drew herself closer before wrapping her arms around Clem’s waist and sliding her hands over Clem’s soft tits.

With both of them on me, I could no longer hold off the inevitable. My body ached to come, and Clem let out a low throaty gurgle before grinding to a stop and squeezing fistfuls of my hair in her clenched fists.

Clem shuddered atop me, and her tongue dove into my ear while bursts of her warm breath washed down my neck and sent shivers down my spine. I wanted more than anything to come inside her like I had a dozen times already, but I had something else in mind that I knew they would both love.

Clem’s shudders passed, and she unlocked her death grip on my hair before her body relaxed just enough for me to recognize my opening.

“Baby, come off. I want to come in both your mouths,” I whispered loud enough for Krista to hear.

Clem slid off my cock, and the girls dropped to their knees, floating beside each other with their mouths open and their tits squeezed together.

I barely had time to stand and grab my cock before my orgasm hit me like a wrecking ball. My head flashed and my legs wobbled while three thick ropes of cum jettisoned from my cock and splattered across Clem and Krista’s faces.

The first strand blasted Clem’s tongue and lashed Krista’s face, bridging her nose and splattering her hair. The second shot hit just below Clem’s eye while the meat of the load landed on Krista’s outstretched tongue. My third shot splattered Clem’s chin and lashed Krista’s eye and upper lip.

Again and again, I came, pumping my cock while I deposited the mother of all orgasms onto their pretty faces, big natural tits, and open mouths. Relief flooded me and my legs nearly buckled from the surge of adrenaline sweeping through my body.

The girls smiled and giggled, lapping up my cum while they worked my slippery sperm between their big, beautiful tits.

Only after my orgasm faded, I sank backward and collapsed onto the edge of the hot tub with my cock still leaking cum.

Krista and Clem descended on my manhood like a pack of sharks who smelled blood in the water. Their tongues flashed, licking and lapping, sucking me dry while they cleaned my cock from nuts to tip. Then they turned on each other, trading my cum in their mouths while they licked each other clean.

I gawked in awe at what was easily the most erotic image of my life. Their naked bodies twined together, their big tits slipping and sliding, swapping my cum like liquid gold. The experience exceeded my wildest imagination, and it was only our first time. We would get better with practice. And we would practice on end.

Only after the girls had their fill did they descend beneath the surface and come up with their faces and hair glistening with water.

I sank back into the hot tub and gazed at them while they floated up beside me and took up the space, one under each of my outstretched arms. “That was….” I searched for the words and Krista found them for me.

“A game changer,” she said, gazing between the two of us.

Clem slid her hand over my chest and brushed Krista’s cheek with her thumb. “Can we do it again?”

The three of us laughed, and I squeezed them under my arms while we basked in the afterglow of our hot tub sex.

We did it again and again, moving from the hot tub to the shower and a third time in bed before exhaustion overcame us and we fell asleep, our naked bodies entwined.
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Sweat covered my muscled chest, shoulders, and back, but the effort was worth it. I sat on the railing of my deck beside Texas as we gazed up at the now finished gutters. We clinked our ice-cold beer bottles together and grinned.

“We make a good team,” I said.

The brown-haired beauty pulled off her trucker’s hat and set in on the railing beside her. She pulled out her ponytail and let her long silky hair flow over her shoulders and back. She squinted at me through the sun and smiled, setting butterflies loose in my stomach.

The way her blue eyes sparkled in the sun made me want to reach out and kiss her. But I couldn’t and wouldn’t do that unless I had not only Texas’ permission, but the girls as well. I wasn’t about to blow the best thing that had ever happened to me.

She had a natural beauty with her lithe body and natural athletic frame. With the high heat and blazing sun, Texas had ditched her t-shirt and sat beside me wearing a simple gray sports bra dotted with perspiration. Her tits weren’t as big as Krista’s and Clem’s, but they suited her frame perfectly and her cleavage swelled deliciously in her top, filling me with a strong desire to find out what lay beneath.

“What’s next?” she asked me, as if not wanting our project work to end.

Truthfully, I had done most of what I needed to do. I would hire a roofer as I had zero desire to bake under the hot Florida sun nailing down shingles. But I loved working with Texas, and spending time with her made me happy. “You up for helping build a pergola? It’s a big project so I —

“Yes,” she said, cutting me off. “When do we start?”

Clearly, she was eager to keep our arrangement going. Maybe it was for the money or the pleasure of the work. Or maybe she enjoyed my company if I was dreaming. Whatever her motivation, I didn’t care. I just wanted to keep her in my life. “I could use your help to choose the right lumber and laying out my design. Can you come over for dinner tonight and we’ll sketch out some ideas?”

Texas swallowed her beer and eyed me cautiously. “Are you hitting on me, cowboy?” she asked me in her lilting Texas twang while an easy smile crossed her lips.

“Well, truthfully, that’s up to the three of you, but we wouldn’t be doing dinner alone if that’s what you’re worried about.”

“The three of us?” Texas asked.

As if on cue, the sliding glass door opened and Krista and Clem, chatty and bubbly, appeared on the back deck wearing their bikinis and sipping on bottled water.

Texas turned her gaze back on me and gave me a sideways, shit-eating grin. “You’re doing them both?”

It was good not to have her angry at me. “It’s not cheating if we’re all in it together, right?”

She smiled at me and shook her head. “You truly are a man whore, aren’t you?”

“Who, me?” I grinned, feigning innocence. “I’m not sneaking around behind their backs, so, no. I’m not a man whore.”

The girls waved at Texas and gazed up at the gutters.

“Looks great,” Krista said. “Why don’t you jump in the pool with us?”

Texas turned to face them. “No bathing suit,” she said.

“I have a ton of them,” Clem said. “You’re about my size, I think.”

I eyed Texas and folded my arms over my chest. “Your move, Texas.”






III

Daddy Daughter Day
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The rain came down in sheets, and thunder rumbled. Streaks of lightning flashed out over the Gulf and the wind whipped the pool cover and patio furniture.

But inside our little slice of paradise, warm candles glowed on the kitchen table, and the mouthwatering scent of home baked lasagna filled the air.

At the kitchen table, Texas sat across from me where we huddled over drawings of a pergola we had spent the better part of a week perfecting.

Clem and Krista chatted happily in the kitchen preparing a salad to go with Clem’s homemade lasagna. They sipped on Cabernet and listened to soft jazz while they went about the business of living our lives.

“This section should be higher,” Texas said, leaning over the blueprint.

For the last week, the Texas beauty had become a regular fixture in our household, although we had so far kept things strictly platonic. In fact, she had spent most of her waking hours in our house, and some of her sleeping ones too. And she hadn’t monopolized my time. Most of the time she spent with Clem and Krista and their fast friendship seemed to deepen by the day. But the time Texas and I had spent together was just as meaningful whether it was in the wood shop, out on the beach, or hovering over design documents, I genuinely enjoyed spending time with her.

“If we do that, then we need to make these supports stronger.” I leaned over and highlighted the cross sections with a pencil.

Texas’ silky brown hair tumbled over her shoulders in rich luxuriant waves. Her blue eyes sparkled with pure energy as she had immersed herself in our project, so much so I worried about her job and even her last semester of school. Two nights ago, she slept on our couch after watching the two-hour season finale of the Bachelor with Clem and Krista. They had put away a little too much wine, and they had talked Texas into staying.

I had to admit, the three of us were falling for her. But I knew where she stood regarding me and the girls, so I let it ride. If she were interested, she would let me know. For as much as I wanted her, her friendship meant even more to me and I didn’t want to blow it. I glanced in her direction and my pulse quickened for the millionth time that week.

Texas’ black V-necked t-shirt fell forward, revealing a lacy black bra and the swell of her tight cleavage. Her scent varied between light lavender and jasmine, and today was a lavender day. She was smart, sexy, and incredibly beautiful, and I would keep building projects for no other reason than to ensure her unending return. She pushed a lock of hair behind her ear and sipped on her wine while she studied the blueprint and laid out the types of supports we should use.

These days, my head barely felt attached to my shoulders. The girls were insatiable. Night after night of the best sex a guy could ever ask for, followed by days filled with everything from bike rides to microbrewery day trips. I loved them both, body and soul, and envisioned myself growing old with them. Life was good and only getting better.

I felt a warm pair of hands on my shoulders, followed by the brush of golden hair on my cheek and the familiar scent of sweet vanilla drifting over me from above.

Clem leaned over my shoulder and kissed me softly on the cheek. “Dinner is ready. Can you help with the lasagna?”

I grabbed Clem’s hand and squeezed it softly before glancing over my shoulder at her and kissing her softly on the lips. “Yes, ma’am. Smells great.”

“Thanks,” Clem said. “I added a little something extra I thought you might like.”

“I’ll help set the table,” Texas said as she gathered the drawings and took them over to my desk.

The three of us chattered through dinner, with Clem and Krista flanking me and Texas sitting across from Clem. Eventually the conversation turned to my plans for the upcoming weekend.

“Your flight leaves tomorrow at eight am,” Clem said. “I can drive you to the airport.”

“No need, baby. I’ll drive,” I said, squeezing her hand under the table. “You ladies can sleep in.” Which was code for them fooling around. I knew Krista had looked forward to the time alone with Clem and maybe they could butter up Texas while they were at it.

“While you’re gone, I can get started on setting the poles,” Texas said.

“That would be great,” I said. “Thanks. And, if you want, you can sleep in the spare room tonight. You don’t need to use the couch.”

“Thanks, Matt.” She glanced out the back door at the torrential rain. “I might take you up on that.”

“Have you heard anything from Sam about this weekend?” Krista asked, swirling her wine in her glass.

“Actually, I have,” I said. “I’m taking her and Jess out for lunch tomorrow afternoon.”

Krista grinned and winked at Clem, inciting a giggle from Clem.

“What am I walking into?” I asked.

“You’re not walking into anything,” Krista said. “But I’ll be curious to see how the weekend goes.”

“Expand please,” I said. “Or I’ll tickle it out of you.”

Krista laughed and held out her hand. “Try it and you’ll lose your hand, mister.”

“Then what do I need to know?” I asked.

“My baby sister is a very spiritual person,” Krista said. “But you already knew that.”

Truthfully, I didn’t have any clue. “I haven’t seen Sam in a couple of years,” I said. “What do you mean spiritual?”

“Better you find out for yourself,” Krista said. “She was very specific about her instructions.”

“Okay, now you’re just being mean. What did you two talk about?” I asked.

Texas followed us back and forth with her eyes. “Sounds like your little group might soon get another member.”

“Uh… no. She’s only nineteen,” I said. “She’s Jessica’s age.”

Krista shrugged. “That makes her a grown woman in the eyes of the law and society.”

“She’s old enough to vote but not old enough to drink,” I said.

“Oh, Sam doesn’t drink a drop,” Krista said. “Her body is a temple and all that.”

“What instructions did Sam give you?” I asked.

Krista squeezed her lips tight and mimed locking them up and throwing away the key.

I turned to Clem who had laced her finger in mine and had edged her chair close to mine. “What do you know?”

Clem slid her long, toned legs into my lap and smiled. “Oh, I know lots of things.” She grinned. “For example, I know when to keep my mouth shut.”

Texas and Krista rolled with laughter and the girls clinked their glasses together before the conversation turned back to some reality TV show they were all watching together.

After dinner, I cleaned the kitchen while the girls opened another bottle. Part of me didn’t want to go to Chicago as I loved every second I spent with Clem and Krista. I had never felt more loved and less lonely in my entire life. There was nowhere on earth I would have rather been, but I needed to repair my damaged relationship with my daughter, and I had to make that trip without them. Explaining to Jess my alternative lifestyle, especially regarding Krista, would require some setting of the table.

Jessica had grown up with the Lane sisters and was closest with Samantha, the youngest of the three sisters who was also the same age as Jess.

After dinner I joined my crew in the family room where we watched trash TV and drank wine. After finishing our third bottle, we set Texas up in the spare room and the girls were more than eager to get me into the bedroom for a farewell romp.

I made love to them both before we called it a night. I had to wake before dawn, which meant only one round of sex before lights out. With Clem and Krista’s naked bodies intertwined with mine, it wasn’t long before I heard Krista’s gentle rhythmic breathing on my right.

But Clem hadn’t fallen asleep yet, even though my eyes were heavy.

“Matthew?” she whispered softly while she drew invisible lines on my chest.

I turned my head and faced her. “What’s wrong, baby?”

Worry clouded Clem’s pale green eyes. “I’m just nervous with you flying.” She shrugged. “I don’t like that you’ll be so far away from me.” Her whispers weren’t loud enough to wake Krista, and I reached down and drew her in tight.

Her big tits slid across my chest and she kissed me softly. Our lips lingered together, and our tongues melded as one.

What she said was true, but I could tell she was holding back something more. “What else is bothering you?” I asked, breaking off our kiss.

Her eyes welled with tears, and her chin quivered. “What if you like Samantha more than me? She and Krista are sisters and I —

I pressed my fingers to her lips, cutting her off. “Stop there,” I whispered while I held her gaze.

Clem stopped, and I wiped the tearstains from her cheek. She took a deep breath and gazed at me, waiting for me to speak.

“Nothing and nobody will ever change how much I love you,” I said. “You are my world, and life would be a shell without you right here with me every night.”

She smiled sweetly and kissed me softly on the lips. “You mean it?”

“More than anything,” I said. “How about we face time every night while I’m gone?”

“What if Jessica sees me? Won’t she be upset?”

Jessica and Clem had grown up playing together on the beach, and Jessica would likely find my relationship status more than a little unsettling. Despite that, I wouldn’t lose Clem over it.

“I will find the right time and tell her, but that won’t stop me from talking to you tomorrow night.”

Clem smiled and ran her fingers through my hair while she searched my face. “I would love that.”

“You know what else I think we should do?” I asked.

“What?” Clem asked, nudging closer.

“I think you and I should plan a trip together. It would be just the two of us. We can go wherever you want.”

Clem’s eyes lit up. “Seriously?”

“While I’m gone, you find a place you want to go, and we can book it for whenever you want.”

“Deal,” Clem kissed me before she crawled on top of me, straddling me while our tongues met hot and hungry.

I gently extricated Krista’s naked body from mine, careful not to wake her.

Krista moaned softly and stirred before she rolled over on her side and pulled the blanket up over her bare shoulders.

Clem ground my throbbing, aching shaft, guiding it through her soaking wet trench. She leaned forward and her big soft tits mashed my chest while her stiff nipples poked me just above my ribcage. She found my mouth with hers and moaned sweetly while our tongues writhed, hot and eager.

Our beachside sliding glass door stood open, and the cool sea breeze drifted in off the coast while silvery moonlight flooded our bodies, illuminating Clementine’s head and chest in angular shadows and ghostly luminescence.

She looked impossibly beautiful. Her golden hair turned platinum by the moonlight cascaded over her shoulders and the shadows took on a life of their own while she rode me, her naked body flowing like water.

Clem’s sweet vanilla scent washed over me, and my cock stiffened, throbbing in her trench, aching and pulsing while her warm tongue probed my mouth.

She moaned softly and reached down low, finding my cock with her fingers before dredging my tip up her slit and slipping my engorged knob inside her tight, hot entrance.

My head flashed and my toes curled while electric ecstasy rolled over me in satiny waves. I groaned and edged my hips higher, sliding inside her while her pussy spasmed and clenched down on my manhood like a velvet trap. “You feel like a goddess.”

Clem rocked forward and backward, driving me deeper inside her with every circular shimmy of her hourglass hips. She pushed herself upright and braced her hands on my chest while the silver moon left her tits glowing with sensual luminosity.

I slid my hands along her upper thighs and watched her, my mind blown as she rode me. I pushed deeper, sinking further inside her with every thrust, penetrating her as deeply as my cock would allow.

The bed tweeted with our rhythmic fucking, and Clem’s soft mewling moans thickened my cock and strained her tight wall muscles.

She rocked in a deep penetrative circular motion while her tits gently slapped together and the heat from her pussy crawled over my abdomen. As our bodies mashed together, her voice grew louder, grinding and sliding as my orgasm percolated just below the surface. Clem leaned forward and gazed into my eyes, her pale green irises twin pools of pure love.

She was the pinnacle of beauty and the love of my life. I would have done anything for her, and I loved her unconditionally. I reached up and grabbed hold of her tight firm ass and in one smooth motion, flipped her on her back while I ended up grinding between her legs.

Clem let out a tiny gasp and a short giggle before she settled onto the bed, her golden hair splayed out across the pillows. Her milky tits floated as if on a cloud. Her nipples hovered on her moonlit chest, casting short shadows across her milky skin.

I rocked forward, plowing her hard and deep, penetrating and thrusting, grinding my cock faster and harder.

Clem bucked her hips and raked her fingernails down my chest, rocking upward with every thrust, meeting my downward push in perfect harmony.

I slipped my hands under her knees and hooked my thumbs around her inner thighs. Then I pushed back her legs, parting her wide, grunting and pushing as deep as my massive cock would go.

The bedsprings lit up, squeaking and chirping, and I was sure Krista would wake up and join in.

Clem parted her lips, and her eyes glazed over with lust. She grunted and groaned as I slammed into her, fucking her harder and deeper than I ever had.

Slap. Slap. Slap.

Her ass smacked my thighs, and I watched awestruck while my glistening cock slid in and out of her incredible pussy.

Clem bit her lip and sank her fingertips into the soft flesh of my upper back. She stifled an orgasmic cry and arched her back before she opened her mouth wide and came. Her body trembled and her pussy spasmed around my cock, igniting a five-alarm fire in the back of my head.

I grunted and thrust forward, exploding inside her, coming again and again, filling her with my potent seed. My head swooned and a wave of dizziness swept over me. I came as hard inside her as I ever had, spurting never ending ropes of thick cum until I collapsed on top of her spent and sweaty.

We lay coupled for a long time, catching our breath while we touched each other tenderly. I left my cock buried inside her and her pussy twitched, oozing cum that drizzled down onto the bedsheets.

Our mouths met, and we held each other, kissing and exploring for nearly an hour. Silently, our hands roamed anywhere and everywhere. Boundaries didn’t exist and our bodies were an open playground free to explore on a whim. I ran my hands over her breasts and suckled her tender nipples, slipping them between my lips and nibbling softly. I ground my cock inside her until I hardened again, and we made love for the third time.

Breathless and exhausted, we spent every ounce of energy pleasuring each other. I came inside Clem three times that night and my body had nothing left to give.

We retreated to the bathroom and showered together, kissing and hugging until the clock struck two a.m. I would be exhausted for my trip north, but I didn’t care. I had experienced sexual nirvana with a living goddess. There wasn’t a man on the planet who wouldn’t have traded spots with me — damn the sleep.

With damp hair and a glowing smile, Clem crawled back into my arms, completely happy. She sighed contentedly and kissed me on the cheek. “I love you, Matthew Snow. Forever and always.”

I squeezed her bottom in return and gently kissed her lips one last time. “Clementine Snow doesn’t sound half bad,” I whispered in her ear.
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The flight to Chicago was uneventful, as was my drive from the airport car rental to the front door of Jessica’s sorority. I arrived five minutes early, which was a first for her and me, and I knew Jessica would take note. Although my travel went smoothly, I was falling apart inside as I double parked and sent Jessica a text.

My palms were sweaty, and my stomach lurched. It had been two months since I had seen Jessica, and that was for five minutes at her mother’s New York apartment. Even then she had ignored me except to tell me I got what I deserved.

Those words stung, and I played them back in my head as I waited for her to emerge through the wide double doors. Was she still that angry with me? I let out a deep calming breath and waited.

The spring day was bright and sunny, with a cool breeze and zero humidity. The gorgeous weather was a far cry from the hot summer days to come and a welcome relief from the Florida heat.

I lowered the car window and let the cleansing winds sweep over me and breathed in the fresh air. Birds chirped and soft green leaves sprouted from newly formed buds on the stretched-out limbs of the towering oaks, maples, and elm trees lining the street.

Two minutes later, Jessica emerged from the sorority with Samantha Lane beside her.

My daughter was tall and beautiful, with long brown hair and a sweet disposition. Both qualities she received from her mom. That she wasn’t a jaded cynic was also thanks to her mother after I had continually let her down for the last nineteen years. But those days were dead and buried. My retirement was a rebirth and just like the spring day, it was a time for new beginnings.

My eyes settled on the stunning Samantha Lane. The youngest of the Lane sisters, Samantha was a couple of months short of twenty if I recalled my birthdays correctly. She had grown into every inch of her lithe, athletic frame and on a ten-point scale, she notched an easy eleven.

Samantha had thick raven hair that hung halfway down her back and was a couple of inches shorter than Jess. Where Krista had cornered the market on big boobs, Sam had, flat out, the best ass I had ever laid eyes on. She moved with a dancer’s grace and as she crossed the street, her lithe, athletic frame seemed to flow like water. Her body looked honed not from a gym but from clean living and hundreds of hours of yoga and Pilates. She wore tight black yoga pants that hugged her mouthwatering ass and legs that rivaled even Clem’s. Her smooth golden skin tone suited her perfectly, enhancing her already stunning beauty.

Sam wore a light jacket unzipped to her navel, revealing a tight black sports bra beneath. Her tits, while not as big as Krista’s, were perky and beautifully proportioned. Her golden cleavage swelled from the top of her jacket and she was stunning enough to stop traffic. Sam had blossomed since I’d last spent any significant time with her into a young beauty to rival both Clem and Krista. She had a button nose like her big sisters’ and full pink lips that looked moist enough to lick.

Maybe I had spent too much time with twenty-year-olds, but my cock thickened just looking at her. I pushed the dirty old man inside me to the back of the closet and grinned out the window, putting on my best dad’s face. “Jess. Look at you.”

“Hey, dad. Don’t get out,” Jess said without a hint of traffic. “You’re already blocking traffic.”

“Hey Mr. Snow,” Sam said with an easy wave and a soul-crushing smile.

“Hey there, Samantha.” I locked my eyes on her ass as she rounded the front of the car, following Jessica.

Jess climbed in the passenger seat while Sam slid in behind her before both girls pulled their doors shut.

“I can’t believe you’re in my car,” I said, smiling at my daughter.

Jess leaned over and gave me a quick hug. “Don’t get all mushy, dad. And I can’t believe you’re actually early.”

“It’s a whole new me.” I glanced in the rearview mirror and caught Sam’s smart hazel eyes gazing at me intently.

“I like the new you,” she said. “Plus, you look rested and is that a tan?”

Sam flashed me a subtle, almost knowing smile and her full pink lips glistened under the bright spring sunshine. Like Krista and Clem, Sam was intimidatingly beautiful, and she surprised me when she didn’t break eye contact even after I returned her smile.

My stomach swirled, and heat flashed across the back of my neck. I broke eye contact first and turned to face Jess. “Where are we headed for lunch? Your choice?”

“There’s a vegan restaurant about ten minutes away,” Jess said. “You’ll love it.”

“You’re vegan?” I asked. “When did that happen?”

“Jess isn’t Vegan, Mr. Snow,” Sam said. “I’m vegan. I hope you don’t mind.”

“Not at all,” I said, peering into the rearview mirror. Sam’s gaze settled on me like a warm blanket, and I wanted nothing more than to crawl into the backseat and curl up beside her. “Please, call me Matt? I feel old enough as it is.”

Sam laughed and nodded. “Sure thing, Matt.” She seemed to hold my name on her lips, letting it float on the air as if I could reach out and touch it. Maybe it was the fullness of her plump lips or the supreme confidence in her expression. But she could level me with a glance, and I wanted more.

“Straight ahead,” Jess said. “I’ll tell you when to turn.”

I motored ahead, navigating the busy Chicago traffic. Ten minutes later we arrived at a tiny place called The Harvest. I paid way too much for parking and a few minutes later, the girls and I were seated and staring at menus.

We spent the first fifteen minutes dealing with surface talk. Jessica filled me in on her classes and her life in the sorority while Sam did the same. When we got around to the inevitable topic of boyfriends, things got a little more interesting.

“I don’t have a boyfriend,” Sam said.

Jess rolled her eyes. “She’s literally got every guy on campus after her, but Sam turns them all away.”

Sam laughed. “It’s not like that, Jessy. I just haven’t found a boy worth spending my time with. You on the other hand have one Tyler Thomas more than a little interested in you.”

“Hardly,” Jess said. “He’s interested in you and we both know it.” Jess turned to me. “I’m busy with school. I’ve dated a few guys, but if there’s anyone worthy of meeting my dad, I’ll let you know.”

I sat up straight and grinned. “You would?”

“Sure,” Jess said. “If this new you is for real, then I’m willing to invest myself.”

“Aw. Thanks, sweetie.” Why had I waited so long to retire from such a shitty job? I had enough money for a dozen lifetimes, but I foolishly kept going. The invitation to dad’s day, the lunch and Jessica’s affection completely validated my bold life move.

“What about you, Matt?” Sam asked, locking her hazel eyes on me. “Is there a significant other?”

How much did Sam know about Krista and Clem? All three sisters were extremely close, so I was at her mercy. She clearly hadn’t divulged my secret to Jessica or Jess wouldn’t have invited me. How much could I say without lying? And what the hell game was Sam playing?

I held Sam’s gaze for a long, withering second. She knew all about my love life and was testing me. “I would say that my life is full.” I grinned at Sam and felt a set of toes slide up my leg under the table. My head swooned and my stomach dropped. Was it an accident? The pressure disappeared, and I relaxed. It was an accident. It might have even been Jess.

“What kind of answer is that?” Jessica asked me.

“When the time is right, I’ll divulge more,” I said. “This weekend is about us, and I have a lot of making up to do. Without coming straight out and buying your love, what would be the best way to buy your love?” I grinned sarcastically and Jessica broke down laughing, not missing the joke.

Sam, on the other hand, smiled demurely as if she were on to me. She gazed straight into my eyes while she sipped on her water. Her eyes had a way of drilling through the surface and uncovering the truth. But she didn’t seem interested in outing me, which encouraged me. Besides, if she outed me to Jessica, Krista would never forgive her. That was my ace in the hole.

Our food came shortly thereafter, and we ate chatting about this and that. Jessica seemed to grow more comfortable by the second and I realized that with a heart as big as hers, she might even find a way to forgive me. Maybe it wasn’t too late after all.

“So, let’s chat about the weekend itinerary,” I said.

Jessica and Sam traded a worried look that didn’t escape me.

“What? Is the party tomorrow canceled or something?”

“No, dad. Nothing like that,” Jessica said.

Under the table, a warm foot settled against my leg, followed by warm wriggling toes. My heart lurched and I nearly spit out my water as I glanced first at Jess and then at Sam.

The slightest tick of a smile curled Sam’s lips. That’s when I knew she was fucking with me.

Sam propped her foot up on my knee and wriggled her toes over my kneecap.

I clandestinely reached under the table and latched onto her tiny foot as if to pry it away from my leg. But instead, I couldn’t help myself and brushed my thumb along the arch of her foot.

My cock hardened, unfurling in my jeans, and I found it difficult to focus on Jessica as Sam played footsie with me under the table. “What is it, honey?”

“The sorority is shaking things up this year. We’re supposed to trade dads on Friday afternoon with one of our sisters.”

“What? Why?”

“So, we can find out something about the dad that the daughter doesn’t know,” Sam said.

“And the dad can find out something about his daughter that he didn’t already know,” Jess kicked in.

“Then on Sunday morning at breakfast we will trade fun facts,” Sam said, wriggling her toes inside my fingers.

I laced my fingers through Sam’s toes and touched the polish on her painted toenails. Swapping daughters for the day wasn’t what I had imagined, but I wasn’t about to rock the boat after completely missing dad’s day her freshman year. “I’m game. Who am I paired with”?

“Me,” Sam said, smiling.

Part of me wanted to scream in pure joy from the highest rooftop, and part of me wanted to run the other way as fast as I could. I didn’t know what Sam had up her sleeve, and I was afraid to find out. “Great,” I said. “Does that mean you and Simon will be paired up?” I asked Jessica.

“Yeah,” she said. “Sam and I realize how awkward the whole thing is, but honestly, we were most comfortable making the swap. Besides, mom is here in town with Simon, so I’ll have time to see her.”

Fuck my life. I forced a grin and nodded. “So, your mom and Simon will be at the party tomorrow?”

Jess glanced at Sam, and they traded a sympathetic look before turning back to me. “Yes. But don’t worry, dad. Sam and I have your back. We’ll make it as cringe-free as we can.”

My daughter had my back? “In that case, I’ll go with the flow,” I said. “Thanks ladies,” I appreciate it.

Sam wriggled her toes in my hand, and my cock pulsed, hardening to granite.

“It will be almost like having two daughters at the party,” Sam said before sliding her other foot onto my other leg, curling and flexing her toes into the soft flesh of my thighs.

I reached under the table and took her other foot, gently massaging it between my fingers while Sam gazed at me and licked her lips. Touching her that way was so wrong, but I was weak and helpless against her charms. It was another way she and Krista were similar. They were both irresistible.

——————————-

Throughout the meal, Sam’s feet found their way up and down my legs and as far along my thighs as she could reach. Thankfully, she didn’t have long enough legs to reach my swollen cock, or I might have come in my pants.

We finished lunch skipping dessert and made our way back to the car.

“Thanks for the lunch, dad,” Jess said. “Can you drop me off at the sorority?”

“Sure thing, honey.” As we crossed the street toward the parking garage, my cock slowly deflated.

Sam and Jess walked ahead of me and I locked my radar on Sam’s bubbly, firm ass and toned, athletic legs. As she walked, her long hair swayed from side to side, and I noted her dainty feet tucked inside a pair of black, open-toed sandals. Her red toenail polish glistened under the bright midday sunshine and she chatted easily with Jessica as if she hadn’t spent the last hour running those same feet up and down my legs.

On the way back to the sorority, the girls chatted about the arrangements for the party the next day and I couldn’t help but spy on Sam in the rear-view mirror. Every time I looked up, she was there gazing back at me, her hazel eyes twinkling.

Ten minutes later, I pulled up to the curb and Jess hopped out before leaning back into the car. “I’ll text you later, dad. You two have fun.”

Sam climbed out of the backseat and briefly embraced Jessica before sliding into the passenger seat beside me and slamming the door shut.

My stomach dipped, and I swallowed the lump forming in my throat. It was silly of me to feel fear in the presence of a nineteen-year-old sorority girl who weighed next to nothing, but fear gripped me. I knew I couldn’t resist her. I was at her mercy and how far we went depended entirely on her desire to twist me around her pretty little finger.

Sam casually picked up my hand and laced her fingers in mine as if we had done it a million times before. “How do you feel about yoga?” Sam asked, smiling up at me.

“Yoga?” I tightened my grip on her fingers and Sam brushed her thumb over the back of my hand. “I’m pretty sure I suck at it,” I said.

Sam laughed and edged closer. “There’s a class that starts in thirty minutes,” she said. “A couple’s class.” She grinned at me sideways in complete and total control.

“Couples class? I don’t think that’s appropriate given your relationship with Jess.”

Sam laughed. “I’m not flirting with Jess. I’m flirting with you.” She edged closer until I caught a note of her exotic scent. I couldn’t pinpoint it exactly, but I caught hints of jasmine and violets beneath something more exotic.

My head swam with desire and my cock twitched in my pants, rising again for the second time since my arrival. I glanced sideways at her and soaked in her rich glistening raven hair falling over her cheeks and shoulders. Her pouty pink lips glistened under a layer of shiny lip gloss and I ran my gaze up her thighs and locked on the tight V-shape of her pussy. The subtlest hint of camel-toe in her yoga pants stiffened my cock. I ached to feel those strawberry-coated lips wrapped around my shaft and lick me until I came.

Sam let go of my hand long enough to peel away her jacket, leaving her clad in her tight black sports bra. Her tits bulged from her top, ripe and full, bigger than I initially thought. Her tantalizing cleavage disappeared inside the constraints of the tight lycra top.

I had zero doubt she knew exactly what she was doing, and I licked the dryness from my lips while my breath caught in my throat.

She turned to me and frowned. “Matt, are you listening?”

“Huh?” I snapped back to the present and realized my jaw hung slack while I openly gawked at her amazing body.

“I said to start driving or we’ll be late.” Sam giggled and picked up my hand before sliding sideways until our hips touched. She gazed up at me, her every pore oozing sex appeal. “You can look at me,” she said. “Normally, I get pissed when guys gawk at me, but with you, it’s different.” She squeezed my hand and sighed contentedly. “By the way, how’s Clem?” she asked me innocently.

She wasn’t interested in the answer. Her intention was obvious. She knew everything about my life from Krista, including Clem and probably Texas too. “She misses me,” I said without missing a beat. I turned back to face the road ahead and pulled the car away from the curb. “I didn’t bring clothes suitable for yoga class.”

“I know,” Sam said. “I bought some for you. They’re in my locker at the studio. You can change when we get there. Turn left at the stoplight.”

We drove in silence for a few minutes while Sam continued stroking my hand with her thumb.

“Why are you doing this? I’m old enough to be your father,” I said.

Sam turned to me and frowned. “Don’t you like me?”

“That’s not the question,” I said. “Of course, I like you. You’re smart, gorgeous, and I’m beyond flattered. You’re also way too young for me. What do you see in me? Aren’t guys your age much more appealing?”

Sam laughed and shook her head. “Hardly. Why are you so caught up on age? You’re having sex with two twenty-two-year-old women. I’m basically twenty. What’s the difference?”

The question was legitimately impossible to answer. “I’m curious about what you see in me. I’m an old guy.”

“You’re not old. You have the body of a twenty-five-year-old personal trainer and the spirit of a gentle soul. I’m drawn to both,” she said. “But I’m especially drawn to your soul. I’ve felt a spiritual connection to you since I grew into this body. Now we’re going to explore that connection and test its limits.”

Spiritual connection? It was true I felt a no-bones-about-it physical connection to Sam. But so would anybody who spent five minutes in her presence? I wasn’t so sure about a spiritual connection or what exploring it entailed. I frowned. “Do what, exactly?”

She laughed and squeezed my hand. “Don’t worry, Matty. Mama will take good care of you.”

Who was this nineteen-year-old slip of a girl? She didn’t act like any nineteen-year-old I knew, including my daughter. She had the confidence, wisdom, and presence of someone twice her age. But hadn’t Sam always been an old soul? Even as a child, she rarely hung out with kids her own age.

Sam spent the rest of the trip guiding me to the yoga studio while she never let go of my hand.

When we arrived, we parked, and Sam led me through the front door.

Several men and women clad in yoga gear huddled by the lockers while a few more sat on the benches outside the closed studio door. A check-in desk manned by an elegant middle-aged woman appeared before us.

Sam picked up my hand, laced her fingers in mine and led me to the front desk. She smiled at the fit middle-aged woman who tapped on an iPad and smiled at our approach.

“You made it,” the woman said, smiling at Sam.

“Hi Sarah,” Sam said. “We sure did.”

“I hope you enjoy the tantric workshop.” Sarah turned to me and her face lit up. “This is your Matthew?”

What the hell was a tantric workshop? I was too afraid to ask and returned Sarah’s smile, nodding along like an idiot.

Sam smiled. “Yep. I finally got him to come with me.” She beamed up at me, flashing her pearly white teeth and million-dollar smile.

The woman extended her hand, and I shook it, utterly confused by the dialogue. Had Sam told people we were a couple?

“Sam has told me so much about you,” she said. “I can’t wait to hear what you two take away from the workshop. I’ve been trying to get Sam to bring a guy to one of these events forever, but she’s always declined.”

My stomach dropped, and I nodded along, not wanting to make a fool of Sam. “Can’t wait.”

Sam shot me a pleading look and squeezed my hand lovingly. “It’s his first-time doing yoga,” Sam said. “He’s a little nervous.”

“Don’t be,” Sarah said. “You’re with a pro. Sam’s our best instructor, and she absolutely knows what she’s doing.”

Sam taught yoga? I don’t know why that surprised me, but it seemed unusual for a nineteen-year-old college student to spend her time teaching yoga.

“Matt has to change,” Sam said quickly diverting the conversation. “We’ll see you inside.”

“Great,” Sarah said. “It was nice meeting you, Matt.”

“You too,” I said, my tone more than a little uncertain.

Sam led me to her locker where she retrieved a brand-new pair of men’s Lulu shorts and a matching t-shirt. “You won’t need shoes,” she said.

I glanced around, making sure no one could hear. “This is a couple’s yoga class?”

“Is there a problem?” Sam asked. “It’s tantric, so it’s not really yoga.”

“I don’t even know what that means,” I said.

“It means woven together,” Sam said. “I don’t want to say too much, or I’ll spoil it for you.”

“Lying to the teacher isn’t very yogic,” I said.

“I wasn’t lying,” Sam said. “You are my boyfriend. You just don’t know it yet.” She smiled as if that explained everything.

“Are you crazy?” I took the clothes from her and let out a frustrated sigh.

“Matt,” she said, keeping her voice calm. “There are things I see that make me a little different from others. Let’s call it a gift. But it’s not something I share freely with just anyone. Please don’t call me crazy. It hurts my feelings.”

She wasn’t angry or bitter. Rather, she was calm and matter of fact. And something about the way she looked at me with those big, beautiful eyes just melted me into a puddle. “I’m sorry,” I said. “Just please tell me I don’t have to get naked in front of these people.”

Sam laughed out loud and shook her head. She perched on her toes and kissed me softly on the cheek. “No, baby. Nothing like that. I promise.”

She spoke to me with such familiarity, and the comfortable way she touched me made me feel as if we had spent the last decade together. I was more than a little thrown off by the experience, and what made it even scarier was the dead-set certainty in her eyes. She wholeheartedly believed what she told me. Who was I to question what could turn into one of the greatest days of my life?

“Good.” I sighed and smiled at her fondly. “Point me to the changing room, and we’ll get as tantric as you want.”
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When we entered the studio, the layout caught me by surprise. Instead of the bright lights and hardwood floors I expected, the overhead studio lights were dim and Japanese-style paper screens partitioned the space into private sections. A single mat appeared in each area surrounded by glowing candles.

Sam took my hand and led me around the paper screens. Several other couples sat face-to-face on their mats, and I noticed more than one set of wandering eyes latch onto Sam’s exquisite body as we passed. She greeted a few of the women with a quiet hello or a friendly nod of her head.

“I asked Sarah to put us in the back corner,” she whispered to me as we passed around the last paper curtain. “It has the most privacy.”

“Privacy for what?” I asked. “This doesn’t look like yoga.”

“It’s more like meditation than yoga, but if you open your heart to it, I promise it will change our lives forever.”

Our lives? “That’s setting the bar pretty high.”

We reached our mat surrounded by tiered tables, layered with glowing candles. A large paper partition hid us from the other couples, and soft meditation music played from the overhead speakers.

Sam turned to face me and took both of my hands in hers. “Do you promise to try? Please?”

“I promise, but I’m so confused. How do you —

Sam reached forward and pressed her finger to my lips. “Ask me afterward. Okay?” Her eyes were pleading.

I nodded before she released her finger from my lips. “Okay.”

“Sit and face me,” Sam said. “Listen to Sarah’s voice and do as she says.”

“What’s going to happen?”

Sam shook her head. “It’s better to experience tantra in the moment.”

“Okay. I trust you,” I said.

“I know you trust me, and I trust you too.” She smiled at me sweetly and bit her lower lip as if she wanted to say more but wouldn’t.

A few minutes later, our teacher, Sarah, arrived and talked us through the basics of breathing and some words and terminology she would use throughout the class.

“For you cynics in the audience there is a great deal humanity doesn’t understand about spiritual energy. I ask you to enter our space with an open mind and an open heart. If you do, I promise you will feel your partner’s spiritual energy in a way you never dreamed possible. There’s a reason the art has existed for over two-thousand years even if scientists can’t explain it.”

Sam and I shared a mat, and we spent the first fifteen minutes of class going through an intro meditation exercise. We sat face to face, cross-legged, with our knees touching in what Sam told me was the lotus position.

“Let go of your expectations,” Sarah said. “Be present with your partner. Allow yourself to feel uncomfortable, strange, or a little different. Feeling that way means you’re breaking through societal conditioning and expanding your boundaries. Let’s begin by rocking back and forth practicing our Chakra breathing.”

With her palms up, Sam placed her hands on her knees and started gently rocking forward and backward. She parted her lips and sucked in heavy rhythmic breaths.

It seemed silly to me, but I promised her I would immerse myself in the experience. So, I mimicked her posture and breathing until I instinctively found a rhythm that matched hers. The cadence and rhythm was like having sex without the physical contact.

We continued rocking forward and backward in time with each other while the instructor led us through a series of breathing techniques, I did my best to keep up with.

Sam and I’s breathing evened out until I couldn’t tell where hers started and mine ended. We were as one together and my mind seemed to leave itself. I felt her presence like a ball of pure energy, fuzzy and white with crackling streaks of gold and silver. She was there to touch just a few feet away, but her presence was inside me and the otherworldly sensation left me feeling lightheaded.

“Now we enter cosmic breathing,” Sarah said. “You can do this sitting across from each other or in Yab-Yum. The choice is between you and your partner.”

Sam pushed herself forward and slid onto my lap, loosely locking her legs around my waist while she draped her arms over my shoulders.

My stomach swirled, and my heart soared. Her scent, sweet and exotic, surrounded me and I felt every inch of her body pressed warmly and snuggly against mine. She seemed light as a feather in my arms, and our connection felt like a living thing — visceral and raw. On instinct, I reached out and wrapped my arms around her tiny waist, drawing her closer until her pussy nestled against my raging cock.

“Inhale from your pelvic seat to the top of your head,” Sarah said, her voice lilting above the calming music.

My cock throbbed, and I felt Sam’s warm, even breaths wash over me. Her pussy twitched and writhed against my manhood, and it was all I could do to keep myself from nutting.

“Exhale from the crown of your head up into the universe,” Sarah said.

My skin seemed to crackle with energy and in my entire life, I had never felt so alive or connected to another human being. I felt everything all at once, and the experience left me awestruck.

“Gaze into your partner’s eyes,” Sarah said. “Allow yourself to feel wonder, awe, and gratitude.”

We pressed our foreheads together, breathing evenly.

Sam and I flashed our eyes open together, and our gazes locked.

It was as if I could see straight through to her soul. Her energy field, pure white with crackles of gold and silver, floated about her, and I let out a quick gasp before my body tingled with emotional energy.

We rocked together, grinding and humping, my cock harder than it had ever been, gazing into each other’s eyes, breathing, and losing ourselves in a sea of spiritual energy.

“Explore each other,” Sarah said. “Experience your partners light.”

Sam and I leaned forward, our breath collided before our lips touched and a river of energy buzzed through my head. Our lips meshed and our tongues flashed together.

I ran my hands down her back and inside her yoga pants, squeezing her bare ass flesh in my hands. The intensity of the moment — the emotion enveloped in a wash of primal desire unlike anything I had ever experienced. I didn’t want her nearly as much as I needed her. I needed to be inside her, filling her with my seed and releasing that energy into the center of her pure white light.

Sam ran her fingers through my hair and moaned softly, breaking off the kiss only to find my ear and swirl her tongue inside, probing and licking. We rocked together, and I lost myself, moaning, my cock pulsing with primal desire. We were one sexual being touching, feeling, and exploring and I simply couldn’t get enough of her.

I knew instinctively what my emotional response meant. But how could I say those words out loud? We barely knew each other. It was beyond crazy, but I felt bound to her and I knew in the pit of my soul that she was forever mine.

“I love you,” Sam whispered in my ear. Her breath washed over me like a warm river current, buzzing the base of my skull and lighting me on fire.

My cock surged, pulsing and spasming while I moaned softly, licking and sucking her sweet flesh. Kissing her lips and exploring her mouth.

“I love you,” she repeated over and over again, rocking against my cock while she kissed, licked, and sucked up and down my neck.

I felt pure love wash over me, as sure as I felt the nose on my face. She was mine, and I knew it even if I couldn’t explain it. The sensation was surreal, unexplainable, and beyond anything I had ever experienced. Above all, I owed her the truth. I nuzzled my nose behind her ear and inhaled her electric scent. A sharp chill washed over my body and I moaned softly, tenderly kissing my way around her ear. “I love you, Samantha. God help me, but I love you.”








  
  
  Chapter 25

  
  
    [image: Chapter Separator]
  




Fifteen minutes of sexual exploration later, Sarah raised the lights and spoke softly. “Take your time and leave only when you’re ready. You won’t find me waiting outside.”

Sam and I held each other, hugging for a long time without moving. We breathed in and out, softly kissing and touching, gently coming down from our tantric high. It was hands down the most sexual explosive moment of my life and our clothes remained on.

Finally, Sam slid off my lap and back onto the mat.

A dark wet stain covered the front of my gray shorts and my cock felt as if I had come many times over. I gazed down and back up at Sam. “Oops. I got a little excited.”

She smiled sweetly, without a shred of awkwardness. “That’s not all you.” She lowered her voice and leaned inward. “I’m soaking wet all the way through my pants.”

“What the hell just happened?” I asked. “I think I lost myself back there.”

Warmth radiated from her compassionate smile. “I told you, but now I know beyond any doubt. You belong to me.”

“And you belong to me,” I said.

She nodded. “What color was I?”

“Pure white with crackling gold and silver,” I said. “You were so beautiful.”

She nodded, and her cheeks seemed to glow with joy. “That’s right. You really saw me.”

“Did you see me that way?” I asked.

“Yes,” Sam said. “It was just as I saw in my dreams. Your soul is pure white like mine but with swirls of blue, red, and gold. You are my Aatma-bandhu — my soulmate. And I’m yours.” She stated it as fact, not up for interpretation. It simply was the truth.

Her words caught me off guard and I gazed at her, stunned. “That’s a very loaded phrase. How do you know?”

“How do you know you love me?” she asked.

“I….” I gazed into her eyes and shook my head. “I just know.”

She smiled and took my hands. “I’m a lucid dreamer, Matt. That means I can control my dreams when I’m asleep. It’s offered me insights that might seem fantastical, and I admit sometimes it’s embarrassing to discuss. It leaves me open for scorn and ridicule.”

“I would never —

“I know you wouldn’t,” she said. “You love me, and your energy told me that long before your lips.”

“So where do we go from here?” I asked, still completely blown away.

“Well, first we’ll get you checked into your hotel, and then….” she shrugged. “We’ll follow our light.”








  
  
  Chapter 26

  
  
    [image: Chapter Separator]
  




“So, then what happened?” Clem asked.

I stretched out on my hotel room bed, completely drained after my experience with Sam in the tantric workshop. With my iPad in hand, I had spent the last twenty minutes chatting with both Clem and Krista, but Clem seemed reluctant to hang up.

“I told you,” I said. “After the class, Sam and I checked into my hotel room and I took her out for dinner.”

“Is she pretty,” Clem asked.

Clem sat out on the deck wearing a tight pair of red shorts and her black bikini top. Her bountiful cleavage jiggled while she repositioned herself on the chair, curling one leg beneath her while she perched her sunglasses on the crown of her head. With the sun fading in the west, rich yellow and muted orange light made her glow radiantly. She had piled her blonde hair atop her head and secured it with a black clip, as if she had spent the day between the beach and the pool. She sipped on a bottled water and I caught flashes of Krista and Texas in the background going between the house and the hot tub.

“You’ve seen pictures of her,” I said. “You know she’s pretty.” My tone clearly conveyed some of the irritation I felt, but I tried hard to remain sympathetic. She was a shade jealous because she loved me so much and I wanted to make her feel at ease. She was impossible to replace, and I had no desire to supplant her spot in our tribe. “Once you meet her, I’m sure you two will get along great. Did I tell you she’s a yoga teacher?”

Clem frowned and shook her head. “Can you come home tomorrow instead of Sunday? I miss you.”

“There’s a big dad’s breakfast on Sunday,” I said. “I’ll be home for dinner, and we can do whatever you want Sunday night.”

“When you get back, I want to talk about our trip. There are a few places I found, and I want your opinion.”

“Which places?”

“Italy is one place. I’ve always wanted to go to the wine country. Napa is another. I know you’ve been there before, but I want us to experience it together.”

“It sounds like you’ve got your heart set on a wine getaway. Don’t rule out France. We can skip Paris and visit some of the vineyards in central and southern France.”

Clem’s eyes lit up along with her bright smile. “We’re really doing this aren’t we?”

“Yes, baby. I can’t wait.”

“The vineyards in France would be so romantic,” she said.

“Napa is romantic too,” I said. “I’ve never taken someone I love there before. Besides Jess, I mean. But that’s different.”

“Tracy never went with you?”

I shook my head. “She tried to get me to go, but I always put it off.”

“Oh. I’m sorry,” Clem said.

“Don’t be. If I hadn’t divorced Tracy, I wouldn’t be with you and Krista. I wouldn’t trade spots for anything.”

Clem smiled with satisfaction and leaned forward, gazing into the camera with longing. Her big tits squeezed together, forming a luscious valley of deep golden cleavage. Her creamy lines peeked out from the edge of her bikini top, and my cock tugged at my pants. “I miss you so much,” she said and sighed longingly.

“I miss you too,” I said. “What’s Lisa and T-Bone up to?”

“They’re in Jacksonville, but they’re coming into town tomorrow night. Krista, Texas, and I are getting together with them. I think Jeremy and John are coming too.”

“Sounds like a party,” I said. “Now I’m the one who’s jealous. I see the way Jeremy looks at you.” I picked up a bottled water on my nightstand and took a swig.

Clem’s expression soured. “Jeremy? Eww. Gross.”

I laughed and nearly spit out my water. “What’s wrong with Jeremy?”

“I think I could kick Jeremy’s ass,” Clem said, laughing.

“You’ll discover more about Led Zeppelin than you ever dreamed possible.”

Clem rolled her eyes. “Believe me. I’ve already heard.”

We chatted for another thirty minutes, talking about everything and nothing until Krista and Texas showed up over Clem’s shoulder.

“She needs to say goodbye now,” Krista said. “We’re taking her to the hot tub and ravaging her beautiful body.”

Clem shook her head. “Lies, baby. Those are lies.”

I laughed and gazed at my beautiful blondes. “Without video proof, I refuse to believe.”

Krista picked up the iPad and gazed directly into the screen. “Seriously, though. She’s getting off now before you completely monopolize her for another night.”

“Another night?” I frowned.

Krista rolled her eyes. “Don’t you think I felt you two fucking like rabbits right beside me last night? I could barely sleep.”

“Sorry,” I said. “I’ll make it up to you.”

“Oh, I know you will,” Krista said. “I’ve already made swanky dinner reservations next Saturday night. Just you and me, lover boy.” She kissed the camera and smiled. “I love you. Be safe and don’t get Sammy pregnant.”

“Krista,” Clem said from somewhere off camera.

The iPad jerked sideways, and Clem’s face appeared. “I love you, Matthew. Call me tomorrow night too, okay?”

“Okay, baby. I love you both.”

In the background Texas waved and smiled, and I couldn’t help but gaze at her lithe body in her skimpy blue bikini. If only I had a teleportation ability.

We disconnected, and I laid back on my bed and let out a long sigh. A few minutes later, my phone chirped with an incoming text.

Sam: I hope you sleep well tonight. I wish you would have let me stay. Don’t think tomorrow night I’m letting you off so easily.

I grinned and typed a return message.

Me: You are going to get me in trouble with my daughter.

Sam: You’ll have to tell her about Clem and Sam some time. Throw me in the mix and it’s like ripping off a band aid.

Me: You’re impossible.

Sam: But you love me, anyway. And I love you too!! (heart emoji)

Me: I’ll see you tomorrow.

Sam: Night. (kissy face emoji)

I pushed off the bed and headed to the bathroom when my phone chirped again. “Really, Sam?” I muttered under my breath.

Jessica: Thanks for hanging with Sam today. I hope you guys had fun. Meet me tomorrow at the sorority at eleven a.m. You can park in space # 27. I moved my car for you.

Me: I can’t wait! And thanks for the parking spot!

I froze over my keyboard before I added — I love you!

Jessica: (smiley face emoji) I like this version of you, dad. I love you too!

My heart soared and I let out a little fist pump before a broad grin bought real estate on my cheeks. I whistled a cheery tune on my way to the bathroom. Operation Dad’s Day was underway.
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I arrived at the sorority fifteen minutes early and found spot number twenty-seven unoccupied, just as Jessica promised. I slid my car rental into the slot and texted Jessica, letting her know I had arrived.

All around me, parents milled in from the parking lot, chatting happily with their coed daughters. Other than me, nobody else flew solo. Apparently happy marriages were the rule rather than the exception at the Pi Phi sorority. Most of the parents looked a good ten years or older than me, which made me feel younger than my thirty-nine years.

Simon and Tracy weren’t among the arriving parents, and I didn’t know which spot belonged to Sam. I wasn’t looking forward to seeing either of them, even though Tracy and I had buried the hatchet for Jessica’s sake. Simon might poison my drink when he found out about Krista and me. And once Sam got her hooks in me, he might hire a hit man.

But I couldn’t control what anyone thought. I knew who I loved and why. My love life was nobody’s concern except for Krista, Clem, and Sam. One of my takeaways from my tantric experience with Sam was to shed worry regarding societal conditioning. In other words, who fucking cared what anyone else thought? But it wasn’t society’s opinion I coveted. Only Jessica mattered to me, and if I lost her, I lost everything. How would she react when she discovered me fucking her friends? I grimaced and stepped out of my car.

The late April day was on the warm side with the sun shining brightly and a gentle breeze stirring the gently swaying trees. It was a great day for an outdoor party, and judging by the flow of the other parents, it looked like the party was around back.

I wore a casual-dressy short-sleeved button-down shirt, untucked, and a pair of black knee-length shorts with a pair of casual loafers. The outfit was handpicked by Clementine herself, and she had made me take a full-length mirror selfie with the outfit on before she permitted me to step foot from my hotel room.

Jessica appeared at the back door, waving with a stunning, statuesque redhead beside her. I recognized the ginger beauty from somewhere, but I couldn’t quite place her.

Her tits were big and firm, and her light blue sundress wasn’t quite up to the challenge of completely reigning in her blazing torpedoes. She was every bit as tall as Jess, with creamy athletic legs and a slender waistline.

“Damn,” I muttered under my breath while I slid on my sunglasses and strolled across the parking lot. She was ten shades of hot and it killed me that I couldn’t place her.

“Hi, daddy,” Jess said, greeting me enthusiastically while she pulled me into a tight hug. “You’re two for two.” She squeezed me tight around the neck and my heart sang. “This time you’re fifteen minutes early.”

I kissed her softly on the crown of her head. “Hi, sweetie. I wouldn’t want to be anywhere else.” I returned her hug, squeezing her tight before we broke it off and Jess stepped back.

“Dad, do you remember Erika Reed?”

I snapped my fingers and nodded. “I knew I remembered you from somewhere.”

Erika Reed was Jessica’s older friend from high school and frequently hung out at our house. She played volleyball with Jess, and even back then I remembered her incredible body during the few matches I actually attended.

Present day Erika had shiny wavy red hair that tumbled well past her shoulders. The slightest hint of cleavage appeared atop her V-shaped neckline and her light-blue summer dress cut off just above her knees. She had sparkling blue eyes, a button nose, and ripe pink lips perfect for cock sucking. Her skin was porcelain white, smooth and blemish free. When she smiled, adorable dimples dotted each cheek. She was an all-American, apple-pie beauty and the kind of girl you married. While she wasn’t as beautiful as Clem, Krista, or Sam, she was a solid ten and had only grown hotter with age.

I extended my hand to Erika. “You’re a year older than Jess, right?”

“Yes,” Erika said, shaking my hand. “It’s good to see you again, Mr. Snow.”

Her skin was cool and soft, her grip loose and comfortable. She was anything but nervous. “It’s Matt,” I said as we broke off the handshake.

“Erika’s parents couldn’t make it,” Jess said. “I told her she could hang with us.”

“Great,” I said. “It looks like I have two daughters today.” That Jess hadn’t asked Simon made me feel like a million bucks, and I beamed proudly.

Erika giggled. “Thanks… Matt.”

“Erika is also Sam’s big sis,” Jess said.

I frowned. “You’re Samantha’s sister? I thought there were only three Lane girls.”

Both girls giggled, and Jess shook her head. “Not like a real sister. It’s a sorority thing. Last year, when Sam and I were Freshman, Erika was like a mentor to Sam.”

“Wow,” I said. “It’s a small world.”

“Sam is pretty much my best friend,” Erika said. “We do everything together.”

“True that,” Jess said before the girls shared a fist bump.

“Ladies, what’s first on the agenda?” I asked.

“I thought we would start with a tour of the house,” Jess said. “You’ve never seen my room.”

“Great,” I said. “Lead the way.”

Jess turned, and Erika’s gaze lingered on me longer than I expected. She smiled at me sweetly, then followed Jessica into the house.
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The tour lasted a good half hour while I met at least a dozen of Jessica’s sorority sisters and their parents. I put my best foot forward, casually making small talk in the right places while Jessica’s friends seemed enamored to meet me.

Jessica showed me her room, and I soaked it in, wondering how she lived in such a small space. It made me grateful I had wrestled away the wide-open beach house in the divorce settlement. I offered to take Jessica shopping for supplies before I left for home and she cheerily took me up on the offer, setting a time for later that day.

She showed me pictures of her friends and pointed out her textbooks for her classes and went into much greater depth on her struggles and successes.

I sat in her chair with the door open while Erika stood in the hallway chatting with a slutty looking brunette with big tits and a short skirt. I could barely hear their whispered conversation, and when I thought I heard my name mentioned, I perked up.

“Is he in there?” the brunette whispered.

“Yeah,” Erika said. “He and Jess are catching up.”

“Is he as hot as the girls are saying?” the brunette asked.

My face flushed hot. What the hell?

“Legendary DILF status,” Erika said. “He’s even hotter now that he’s divorced. But Sam has that shit locked up tight.”

“Hmmmm…,” the brunette said. “I wonder if she would be up for sharing.”

“If anyone gets to share him, it’s me,” Erika said. “I’ve waited five years to fuck Matt Snow.”

Holy shit. Sweat formed on my back and I gazed glossy-eyed at Jess while she continued walking me through her pictures and events, completely unaware of the plotting going on right under her nose.

“What’s up with that anyway?” the brunette asked. “She’s here two years, barely looks at any of the million guys who want to fuck her, and now she’s claiming a rich hot millionaire for herself?” She sighed. “Some girls have all the luck.”

Jessica glanced at her phone and back up at me. “Mom just texted me. They’re here.” Her tone was tentative, her eyes filled with sympathy. “Dad, we don’t have to go down there. Your visit is more than enough. If you want, you and I can just go do lunch and then we can go shopping.”

I frowned. “Jessy, honey, I’m fine. I came to terms with your mom and Simon’s relationship a long time ago. We’re good. Trust me.”

“But what about Simon?” she asked. “I know you two don’t get along.”

“I’ll be cordial to Simon,” I said. “But I haven’t forgiven him. I may have wronged your mother, but I never wronged Simon and he has yet to apologize for his role in our divorce.”

Jess sighed and nodded. “You’ve really changed.” She crossed the room, leaned in and hugged me tight. “I would like to come down to the beach house soon if you’re cool with it.”

My head buzzed, and a second wave of heat flashed down the back of my neck. Was now the right time to tell her about Clem and Krista? No. I had just got on her good side, and we were in the middle of a party. I squeezed her back. “You can come down anytime you want and stay as long as you want. It’s your house as much as mine. I might have even added a little something extra to your room.”

She pulled back from me and smiled excitedly. “What did you do?”

“Not going to tell you until you come down and see for yourself. Maybe it will give you a little extra incentive.”

She sighed and stuck out her lip as if pouting, but her smile told me she wasn’t even a little mad. “If you say so.”

“Ready?” I asked.

“Yep,” she said. “Let me stop by the restroom and we’ll go face the music together.”

We stepped outside and Jessica vanished down the hallway into the bathroom.

Erika appeared over my shoulder and I inhaled the scent of sweet cinnamon from her ultra-close proximity. “That was very sweet,” she said, while she hooked her arm around my elbow and came up beside me.

I gazed down at her and noted the open bulge in her summer dress. She had unfastened two buttons since I entered Jess’s room and her deep creamy cleavage smacked me straight in the face. The edge of a white lace bra appeared on the inner curve of her fantastic slopes, and I breathed her in slowly while my cock expanded in my pants. “Thanks,” I said, my voice betraying my nerves.

“Does that invitation stand for me too? I mean, two of my sorority sisters would be there and their big sister.” She grinned knowingly and edged closer.

“I….” I swallowed the lump in my throat and forced a thin smile. Did everyone in the sorority know about me and the Lane sisters? It felt that way. “Sure.”

Erika perched on her toes and kissed me softly on the lips. Her scent rolled over me in waves and my head spun with delirious lust. “I promise I’ll share with everyone.” She stepped back and licked her lips, eying me like a seductress.

“That would be up to Krista and Clem,” I said without thinking.

Erika raised an eyebrow. “Clem? Who’s that?”

“Clementine,” I said. “She’s my… she’s, my girlfriend.”

“From what I hear, you have lots of girlfriends,” Erika said. “I don’t mind that at all… Mr. Snow.”

“Does Jessica know about that?” I asked nervously.

Erika shrugged. “I didn’t tell her, but she’s not stupid. Besides, she and Sam are super tight. Sam wouldn’t have made a move on you without getting Jessica’s blessing.”

“Are you sure?” I asked.

“Do I get to come down with Sam? If so, I can help grease the skids,” she said.

What had I gotten myself into? The web I had woven got sticker by the minute. “Deal. Well, it’s a deal unless Clem, Krista, or Sam veto the idea.”

“I’m not worried about that,” she said, inching closer until I felt the heat from her body warm my chest. “Besides, after I’m done fucking you, you won’t be able to say no,” she whispered low enough for only me to hear.

“I’m ready,” Jess said from down the hall.

Erika smiled and took my hand. “We’re coming.” She glanced up at me. “Right, daddy?”
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Outside, the party was just getting started. A band warmed up on a temporary stage while half a dozen food trucks lined the street.

There was a bar complete with a bartender where a short line of middle-aged folks waited for their medication. Two dozen large round tables covered the lawn, each with room for eight. Party favors and streamers decorated the house, tables, and chairs, while a Welcome Pi Phi Dad’s sign hung above the bandstand.

There in the middle of the sea of open tables stood my arch-nemesis and former best friend, Simon Lane. He was tall, slender, and once upon a time, good looking. But the last year had aged him. His hair was grayer than brown, and wrinkles lined his forehead and cheeks. They were normal signs of aging for a forty-six-year-old man, but I hadn’t expected them to come all at once.

My ex-wife Tracy stood to Simon’s left with her arms folded over her chest. She nodded at something Simon said while her dark sunglasses covered the direction of her gaze. She hadn’t aged a second. Hell, she had barely aged since we married forever ago. Tracy was an older version of Jess, with long silky brown hair, a figure straight out of a Sports Illustrated swimsuit edition, and she had a razor-sharp wit to go with a genius level IQ.

I had been a fucking idiot to take her for granted, and it was the biggest regret of my life.

Sam stood across from her father, and when I laid eyes on her, my heart nearly skipped a beat. She was easily the most beautiful woman in the sorority and her figure was nothing short of spectacular. She wore a two-piece summer dress. The top was a white halter and covered most of her exposed stomach. Thin spaghetti straps clung to her toned shoulders and the V-cut of her top revealed a generous helping of tight, firm cleavage.

The bottom of her outfit matched the top. She wore a white frilly skirt that floated in the breeze and ended just above her knees. Her long toned legs, glistening with a fresh shave, ended in white open-toed sandals with white-polished toenails. Her smooth golden skin seemed to glow with a radiant inner light, and beneath the mid-day light, her pink lips looked extra full and shiny. Sam’s long raven hair, silky and lush, cascaded over her shoulders and drifted easily in the light breeze stirring along with her dress.

My heart rate skyrocketed, and a thin layer of sweat broke across my palms. The sheer excitement of seeing her after our intimate coupling outweighed the fear of being outed in front of Simon, Tracy and Jess.

A young man I didn’t recognize chatted with Sam, Simon, and Tracy, laughing easily at something Simon said while he couldn’t take his eyes off Sam. He was handsome with wavy brown hair and a warm, genuine smile. He was the type of guy Sam should have gone for instead of coming after me.

“Who’s Sam talking to?” I asked Jess.

“That’s Tyler Thomas,” she said. “Remember the boy Sam said was into me?” She laughed cynically. “Yeah. Not so much.”

“Sam sucks up all the oxygen,” Erika said, tightening her grip on my hand. “It’s so much easier to pick up guys without her standing there looking like a fucking supermodel.”

“Well, we might as well address the elephant in the room,” I said.

“I’ve got your back, dad,” Jessica said.

“Thanks, honey. Let’s do this.”

The three of us crossed through the growing crowd, around the chairs, and past the tables until we came up on Simon and family.

“Hello,” I said, announcing our arrival.

“Matt,” Tracy said with genuine warmth. She stepped forward and drew me into a light hug before stepping back and pushing up her sunglasses. “Wow. You look sensational. Retirement really suits you.” She stared me up and down and out of the corner of my eye, I caught Simon giving me his classic eye roll.

Fucking asshole. “Thanks,” I said. “It turns out I should have retired years ago.”

Tracy laughed. “Tell me about it.”

Simon nodded at me stiffly. “Matt. It’s always a pleasure,” he said in his stuffed-suit pompous British accent.

“Simon.” I tipped my head in his direction but made no effort to shake his hand.

“Hi Matt,” Sam said, moving away from Tyler and toward me. She drew me into a tight hug and kissed me softly on the cheek, turning my legs to warm butter and blasting my heart off into space.

Her sweet exotic scent rolled over me in waves, and my head ballooned with pure desire. Her body, tight and taut, briefly pressed against mine and I felt her bigger-than-you-think tits mash against my chest. Erika was right. Sam was on another level, staring down at the common folk.

Sam stepped back and smiled at me warmly before flashing Erika a look of warning. It was a look that said he’s my man and she better back off.

Erika turned her gaze down, stepped aside, and Sam slipped into the spot beside me, taking her place on my right.

Sam brushed her fingers over mine, but she didn’t make an outright move to hold my hand. That would have been a bridge too far, given her father’s watchful gaze from across the circle. “Matt, this is Tyler Thomas. He’s friends with Jess and I,” Sam said.

I reached over and offered my hand. “Good to meet you, Tyler.”

“Thank you, sir,” Tyler said, offering me a warm, genuine smile.

“What have you two been doing,” Tracy asked Jessica, smiling at her fondly.

“Erika and I gave dad the grand tour of the house,” Jess said, gazing up at me proudly. “He probably got sick of me jabbering on about all my friends and school stuff.”

“Not even a little,” I said. “I loved every second.”

Simon rolled his eyes again and whispered something under his breath before he sipped from a glass of what I knew was gin.

Sam and Tracy glared at Simon while Jessica’s smile deflated, and heat rose from the back of my collar. A hot ember of anger sparked in the back of my brain and I clenched my teeth together.

I wanted to punch the asshole, but that would only make me look like the bad guy. I had done more than enough time as the bad guy, so I kept my mouth shut and picked up Jessica’s hand. “Later, we’re going shopping,” I said, smiling at Tracy. “Did you ever imagine that happening?”

Tracy, Jessica, Sam, and even Erika laughed. Simon did not.

“Well, better late than never, I say,” Tracy said.

“Late seems to sum up your life,” Simon said, raising his glass and flashing me a shit-eating grin. “But I’m glad to see you playing dad when it suits your schedule.”

Anger, like a freight train, roared at the back of my brain and I started toward him before Sam picked up my hand and squeezed it gently. It was a move meant to calm the heat storming through my consciousness, and it worked.

My head thundered, and I gritted my teeth but refrained from so much as a snarky come back. I glanced sideways at Sam and she met my gaze before almost imperceptibly shaking her head.

Everyone around the circle went silent while Jessica and Tracy glared at Simon.

Tracy turned on Simon with steam coming out of her ears. “Can I speak to you privately?”

There was Simon’s eye roll again. He picked up his gin and sipped. “That’s not necessary.”

“Don’t you roll your fucking eyes at me,” Tracy said with pure heat in her voice.

I silently thanked Sam and squeezed her hand while I let out a deep cleansing breath. Had I made a move in anger, the attention would have shifted to me. Instead, it remained firmly on Simon’s arrogant shoulders. And judging by the speed with which he was downing his gin, he was well on his way to the land of the shit-faced assholes.

Simon and Tracy marched off toward the bandstand while she chewed his ass sideways and spit it out. More than once, I had been on the receiving end of that verbal thrashing, and I was glad to have left it in my rear-view mirror.

“Good job, dad,” Jessica said, curling her hand around my elbow. “He can be such an asshole sometimes.”

“The biggest asshole,” Sam said, joining in.

“Hello all you fathers out there,” the lead singer of the band said while he leaned into his mic and strummed his guitar. “We’re the Blind Fleas and we’re here to play for you today.”

“Come on,” Sam said. “Let’s grab a table before they’re all gone.”
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Sam led me by the hand to a table far enough away from the band for us to hear ourselves talk.

Jessica, Erika, and Tyler followed while Simon and Tracy remained further behind. If anyone noticed Sam holding my hand, they either didn’t care, or they didn’t find it shocking. And maybe it wasn’t? It was innocent enough and could be explained as a harmless sign of affection from a girl who was like a daughter to me.

We sat down while the band kicked off with a Black-Eyed Peas cover tune. Sam took the seat on my right and slid her hand down my leg, squeezing my knee affectionally as she sat.

I gazed up at Sam as if she had lost her mind before glancing sideways at Jess, who took the seat to my left. If Jess noticed, she didn’t let on.

Erika sat beside Sam and definitely noticed Sam’s hand placement. Her lips curled into a knowing smile before she turned her attention back to the band.

Before Tyler sat down, he stopped and surveyed the table and settle his eyes on Jess. “Jess, can I get you a drink?”

“I’ll stick with water,” Jess said, flashing a nervous sideways glance.

“Anyone else?” Tyler asked.

“I’ll take a water,” Sam said.

“I’ll do a Bloody Mary,” Erika said, chiming in.

I didn’t care if Jess drank, but it was awfully early in the day to get your kicks on. Simon provided a spectacular example of what not to do. “Make it three waters,” I said.

Erika frowned. “You guys are leaving me hanging?”

“Technically, I’m underage,” Jess said.

“You’re old enough,” I said. “If you want a drink, have one, but go slow.”

Jess grinned. “In that case, I’ll have a Bloody Mary as well.”

“That a girl,” Erika said, slapping Jess a high-five.

“Great,” Tyler said. “Be right back.”

As Tyler disappeared toward the bar, Simon and Tracy reappeared at the table, finding seats across from us.

Simon refused to meet my gaze and set down his drink before plastering on a fake smile. “Sam, what’s the latest from your mom.”

Sam sighed and casually slid her arm over my shoulder while she lovingly massaged my upper arm with her thumb. “She’s doing great. I talk to her every day. In fact, she came here last weekend and spent the entire time with me and Jess. We had a blast. Why are you asking?”

Simon shrugged. “Just making conversation.” His gaze tracked Sam’s arm, and so did Tracy’s.

I froze, rigid with fear. What the hell was Sam doing? I glanced to my left and Jess smiled at me as if she didn’t have a care in the world.

“Mom, did you know dad’s renovating the beach house?” Jess asked. “And he’s doing the whole thing himself.”

“What?” Tracy gazed at me as if shocked. “You haven’t lifted a hammer in twenty years. Wow. What have you done?”

“I wouldn’t call it a renovation,” I said. “Well, then again, maybe it is. Most of the work so far I’ve done is on the outside.”

“He put in a hot tub,” Jess said. “And he had the pool redone.”

Sam casually moved her arm, bracing her elbow on the back of my chair while she caressed my neck and ran her fingers through my neck hair. It was a move only a lover would make, and my head felt like it was ready to pop off.

Heat billowed from my collar and I froze, unsure of how to proceed. I didn’t want Sam to stop. In fact, I loved the way she touched me, but now wasn’t the time. But would there ever be a good time? I was collecting Simon’s daughters like game pieces and would likely impregnate at least two of them given enough time.

Tracy’s eyes widened, and Simon’s face turned murder red.

Simon glared at Sam and then at me. “What the fuck are you doing, Samantha?”

“What?” Sam said innocently as she continued gently stroking my neck. She dragged her fingernails over my skin and inched closer until her chair butted up against mine.

“Why are you touching Matt that way?” Simon asked, his face turning redder by the second.

“I would like to know the same thing,” Tracy said, glaring at me.

Sam glanced over my shoulder at Jess and winked before Jess almost imperceptibly nodded her head once.

Sam was cool as a fucking cucumber. The girl had ice water running through her veins. She shrugged as if bored. “Matt is a single man and I’m a single woman. He’s not my father.” She gazed over at me and tilted her head at an angle that somehow made her even more beautiful. Her lips turned up into a quirky smile and her full pink lips glistened under the bright sun. “I think he’s super fucking hot. Besides, Jess doesn’t care. I asked her.” She turned to Tracy. “No offense Tracy, but obviously you didn’t want him.” She turned back to me and grinned. “But I do. Oh boy, do I ever want to fuck Matt Snow.”

The blood drained from my face and despite the cool temperature, a bead of sweat trickled down the center of my back.

Simon glared at me like a lion ready to pounce. “Are you fucking my daughter?” His face trembled with barely contained rage.

I almost asked which daughter, but hesitated, and Jess jumped to my defense.

“Shut the fuck up, Simon,” Jess said. “You backstabbing little bitch.”

Sam giggled, and Erika grinned.

Simon gawked at Jess, and Tracy gasped.

“Jessica Riley Snow, don’t you talk to Simon like that.”

Jess leaned forward, glaring at Simon, her eyes blazing with heat. “My dad isn’t perfect. But at least he was man enough to admit his mistakes. You, on the other hand, a fucking spineless snake in the grass who fucked my mom for a year behind his best friend’s back, never so much as apologized.” Her eyes gleamed with hate as she spewed venom at the arrogant prick.

Simon and Tracy gawked, wide-eyed and open-mouthed, as if their heads had just been shot from a cannon.

Jess turned on Tracy. “How dare you lecture my father on morality. I know he was a shitty husband, but you could have divorced him instead of fucking his best friend behind his back. So what if Samantha loves him? What’s wrong with that? Krista loves him too, and you’re too fucking disengaged to know it.”

Simon visibly shook while Tracy pushed away from the table and stormed away, breaking down in tears.

Simon glared at his daughter and at me before pushing his drink off the table and following Tracy from the party.

The band was halfway through a White Snake cover when the lead singer belted out, “Here I go again on my own.”

A moment later, Tyler arrived, his hands loaded with drinks. “The Bloody Mary’s have arrived. Let the party begin.” He grinned from ear to ear.
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The table erupted in laughter, and Tyler’s grin widened with uncertainty.

Sam, with her hand still around my neck, pulled me into a kiss, parting her lips and finding my tongue with hers.

My stomach dropped, and adrenaline surged through my arms and legs. I returned her kiss without hesitancy before we broke it off and Sam smiled up at me.

“See. We’ve got your back.” With her arm still wrapped around me, she high-fived Jess before resting her chin on my shoulder. “Do we have any more ass to kick?”

I turned toward Jess, as if bracing for fallout, but my daughter smiled at me sweetly while Tyler placed her drink before her and sat down.

“You’re not mad?” I asked, gazing into Jessica’s eyes.

“I was at first,” she said. “Sam told me about you and Krista last weekend. And then she told me how much she loved you. Needless to say, I was shocked and angry, but….” She grinned over my shoulder at Sam and squeezed her hand lovingly. “I talked it through with Betty and Sam. I felt way better by the time she left.”

I turned back to Sam. “Your mom knows?”

“My mom encouraged me to go for it,” Sam said, leaning in and kissing me on the cheek. “This entire plan was her idea.”

“Remind me to send her a thank-you card,” I said.

Sam and Jess laughed while Tyler, who had been listening in, scratched his head and frowned at Sam. “Do you mind if I ask a question?”

Sam sighed and spread her hand over my chest, gently rubbing my pecs. “What’s wrong, Tyler?”

“I thought you and Erika were… well… I thought you two were a couple.”

Erika’s jaw dropped, and she burst out laughing along with Sam and Jess.

“While that’s none of your business,” Sam said. “My heart has been with just one man forever.” She kissed me softly on the lips and sighed contentedly. “And now, I finally have him.”

“Wait,” Jess said, spinning toward Tyler. “If you thought Sam was a lesbian, then why are you always fawning all over her?”

Tyler’s cheeks reddened. His eyes flickered to mine before he lowered his gaze. “It’s embarrassing,” he murmured.

“What’s embarrassing?” Jess asked, poking him in the side.

“Ouch,” Tyler said.

“Jessy, honey.” I gave her a withering look, as if the answer were obvious.

“What?” Jess asked, frowning.

“Sweetie, Tyler is into you, not Sam,” I said.

Jess’s jaw dropped, and she gawked at Tyler.

“Jessy, that’s what I’ve been telling you,” Sam said.

Jess turned to Tyler. “Is that true?”

Tyler’s cheeks brightened by another ten degrees before he found the courage to meet Jessica’s eyes. “Yes. I really like you.” He let out a long breath and sagged back into his chair. “There. I said it.”

Jessica smiled sweetly. “Why didn’t you say anything?”

“Because you didn’t seem that into me,” he said. “And I thought….” He shrugged. “It’s stupid.”

Jessica inched her chair closer. “What is it?”

Tyler met her gaze straight on, leaned forward and spoke to her in a clear and direct voice. “If you turned me down, then I couldn’t come around anymore. And if I stopped coming around, I couldn’t see you anymore. So, I would rather spend time with you than not.”

“Awwww…,” Sam said. “That is literally the sweetest thing I’ve ever heard.”

I frowned. “Uh, did you forget about yesterday?”

Sam slapped my shoulder playfully. “You know what I mean.”

“He’s been into you since your first week on campus,” Erika said. “How could you not notice?”

Jessica smiled and turned back to Tyler. “I’m noticing now. Does that count?” She reached out and took his hand before Tyler’s face lit up.

“It totally counts,” Tyler said, and let out a deep breath. “You like me? For real?”

Jess nodded before she turned back to me. “Do you mind if Tyler and I dance?”

“No, baby. Go for it. You two get out there.”

Sam stood and tugged my hand as if wanting me to get up. “Why don’t you get out there with me and show her how it’s done?”

“Me?” My cheeks flushed. “I don’t dance.”

Sam raised an eyebrow. “You do now. Come on, baby.” She pulled me up and off the chair before we headed out to the dance floor with Erika following close behind.

The party rolled on for hours. I danced with Jessica, Erika, and even Tyler. But I saved almost all my dances for Samantha. By the time the band finished playing, I was the only dad left at the party and most of the kids had cleared out.

After the cleaning crew arrived and started tearing down the chairs, our little party headed inside. Before we reached the living room, Jessica pulled me aside.

“Dad, Tyler asked me if I could go to a party with him at his fraternity house. I’ll tell him no, but —

“No,” I said, cutting her off. “Go with him. Honey, I’m fine with it.”

Sam came up beside me and slipped her hand in mine. “What’s going on?”

“There’s a party at Tyler’s fraternity,” I said. “Jessica’s going, and you should too.”

“Erika’s going with Taylor and Jen,” Sam said to Jessica, ignoring me.

Jess glanced between us. “Dad. You can totally come if you want to.”

I laughed, and Sam squeezed my hand. “Do you mind if I give Matt a tour of my room instead?”

A herd of wild elephants stampeded across my stomach, and my legs turned to warm mush. I gazed into Sam’s eyes. “If you would rather —

“I would rather be with you than anywhere on earth,” she said, cutting me off. “Now shut up and stop arguing with me.”

Jess giggled. “I wouldn’t argue with her daddy.”

“Yeah. It seems to run in the family.”

Jess turned to Sam. “You two have fun and go easy on him.”

“Thanks, Jess. I love you,” Sam said.

Jess and Sam hugged tightly before Tyler came into the building behind us.

“Jessy, you ready?”

Jessica perched on her toes and kissed me sweetly on the cheek. “I’ll talk to you tomorrow?”

“Okay, baby. See you tomorrow.”
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Sam pulled me into her room and shut the door behind us, and it clicked shut before she twisted the deadbolt. “There. Now, Erika won’t walk in on us.”

I drank in her lithe body and tight ass. I still couldn’t believe Samantha Lane wanted me. But there we were, minutes away from shedding our clothes, and I couldn’t wait to discover what lurked beneath her sexy dress.

Sam turned and crossed to me, smiling while she stretched out her arms and drew me in tight, face to face. “Finally,” she said. Her warm, minty breath washed over my lips and nose while the heat from her body ignited the ember of lust burning in my core.

I slid my hands down her back before cupping her tight ass in my hands and squeezing. My cock unfurled in my pants and thickened, pushing against my shorts and nudging Sam’s body. “Where were we?” I leaned in and our lips brushed together before we parted our mouths and Sam moaned softly.

Our tongues flashed together, twirling and twining while Sam ran her palms up my chest and found the top button of my shirt.

She tasted like fresh spearmint, and her exotic scent rolled over me and lit up my senses. My cock hardened, shifting in my pants while I kneaded Sam’s ass, gripping her cheeks between my greedy fingers. Despite her dress, cutting off direct contact to her flesh, I couldn’t get enough of her body, and longed to explore every inch of those glorious legs.

She reluctantly broke off the kiss to focus on my buttons while her fingers trembled with nervous energy. She gazed up at me and licked her lips before she leveled me with her girl-next-door smile. “I’m nervous,” she said.

“Don’t feel like we have to do this,” I said.

She shook her head. “It’s not that. I’ve known for a long time you would be my first.”

She was a virgin? My heart leapt into my throat while my stomach dipped, both taking my head along for a ride. “That’s a gift that you should only share —

“With the right person,” she said while she worked the buttons free on my shirt. “Guess what?” She grinned. “I found him. Now are you going to fuck my brains out or talk me to death?”

“Um.” I frowned, feigning deep thought. “I love your brains, so can we still do it?” I grinned.

Sam giggled and worked the last button on my shirt free before pushing it off my shoulders. “God, I’ve wanted to fuck you for so long. You don’t how many times I got off just thinking about feeling you move inside me.”

Her words hardened my cock to the point of needing a jailbreak from my pants. I gazed down at her perfect face. The way her full glossy lips glistened, and the curve of her upper lip drove me wild with lust. Her hazel eyes with her long dark lashes and her high cheekbones with smooth, flawless skin. She was innocent yet sexy. Inexperienced but sexually intimidating. My head pounded with desire and I drank her in, wetting my dry lips with my tongue while I ran my hands up her arms and over her shoulders. “You are crazy kinds of beautiful,” I whispered before I brushed her lips with mine.

Sam seemed to melt under my gaze. “The way you look at me is so intense.”

“Too much?” I asked.

She shook her head. “It excites me.” A nervous smile fluttered across her lips. “Like, a whole lot.” She trembled under my touch and shuddered while I slipped my fingers inside her shoulder straps and peeled them off.

“Do you remember the way we touched yesterday?” Sam whispered while I lightly kissed her shoulder.

I looked at her and nodded while I brushed the top of her bare chest with my fingertips. “How could I ever forget?”

Sam ran her hands over my bare pectoral muscles and gently squeezed. “Can you hold me like that again, you know, with no clothes on this time?” She asked, her voice tentative.

I had never seen her anything less than a hundred percent in control, and her vulnerability aroused me. I leaned in and kissed her shoulder, working my way up her neckline while goosebumps flashed over her arms and chest. When I reached her ear, I licked her earlobe and whispered. “We’ll have real tantric sex this time,” I whispered.

“Yes,” she said, her voice trembling and barely above a whisper. Sam ran her hands down my chest, and over my six-pack abs, before fingering the button on my shorts.

One by one, I worked free the buttons holding on her top until the last one popped free. I shimmied the halter top over her shoulders until it dropped to the ground.

Sam stood before me wearing a white strapless lace bra and her flowing white skirt. Her golden breasts bulged from the lacy cups, forming a sensuous valley of smoldering cleavage I would have given my soul to touch.

She leaned in and kissed my chest, taking her time while she worked my zipper and my shorts dropped free.

My stiff cock, already oozing pre-cum, strained the front of my black briefs and throbbed, aching for her warm touch. I reached behind Sam’s back and unhooked her bra, my hands shaking with nervous energy. My heart pounded and my breaths came short and ragged as I pulled away her bra and revealed breasts that defied reality.

Round and firm, her C-cup breasts were perfectly proportioned to her athletic frame. They were high and tight with just enough jiggle to tantalize and just enough depth to squeeze together in mountainous cleavage. In a push-up bra, her tits would look huge, and they were bigger than I expected. Slightly more than a handful, I cupped one breast in my hand and rolled her taut pink nipple between my fingers. Rubbery soft and buttery smooth, her nipple hardened under my touch and rose above her flat pink areola.

Sam shuddered again, and more goosebumps flashed across her chest. Her lips parted and she let out a sudden gasp, gazing into my eyes while her nipples raked my palms. “That feels electric,” she said, panting. “You could play with them all night if you wanted.” She licked her lips and her chest rose and fell in rapid succession.

“If you insist,” I said, taking her other breast in my hand and squeezing them gently, letting their natural weight settle pleasingly in my palms. “You have beautiful breasts.”

Sam hooked her thumbs inside my waistband and started to push them down when she froze. “Can I….” She licked her lips and breathed in and out as if trying to calm herself. “Can I take them off?”

Her heart beat a million miles a minute under my hand, and I smiled. “I would be disappointed otherwise.”

Sam grinned and pushed my briefs over my hips before they fell down my legs and joined my shorts on the floor.

My hard cock sprang free, bobbing and swaying. Thick veins crisscrossed my shaft, and my engorged head seem to throb with a life all its own.

Sam let out a tiny gasp, and her eyes widened. She gazed down on my stiff manhood and slowly reached out her hand as if it might leap out and strike. The raven-haired beauty curled her fingers around my throbbing cock, and now it was my turn to shudder.

“You have a nice soft touch,” I said as I let her breasts bounce free and her stiff nipples raked my chest. I circled her waist with my fingers and found the hook and zipper holding up her skirt. With a quick flick of my wrist, the hook popped free, and the dress tumbled down her body.

She had an ass out of a superhero comic book. Utterly flawless in every conceivable way. Round, pert, and firm, I couldn’t find a single blemish or misplaced bulge. One side of her white lace panties rode up her ass crack while the other half clung to her ass cheek by a thread.

Removing her panties and exploring the wilds of her uncharted ass had become priority number one.

Sam stroked my shaft, and my cock throbbed inside her warm fingers. “I can feel your heartbeat through your penis.” Her tits jiggled with the effort, bouncing together while my mouth watered with thoughts of tasting her nipple.

“It happens when I’m highly aroused,” I said. “And around you, it’s impossible not to become highly aroused.”

She squeezed my tip, forcing out a drizzle of pre-cum that dribbled onto her fingers. Sam stroked faster, gently pumping my shaft while I slid my cock between her warm fingers.

I ached to be inside her and hands trembling, I worked her panties over her flawless hips and forced them down her toned legs.

Honed by hundreds of hours of Pilates and yoga, her body was textbook perfect. Long, lithe muscles crisscrossed her slender frame. The peaks and valleys of her six-pack defined her flat tummy, leading to her shaven pussy, where the thinnest slit appeared to my trained eyes. Her pussy appeared tight enough to snap my cock like a brittle piece of straw, and I wondered if I could fit my oversized junk inside her.

My cock bounced and swayed gently slapping her naked body. I stepped forward and my cock rode up her stomach, flattening against her soft skin and hiding her navel. My monster pulsed and twitched, writhing against across her warm skin like a feral beast ready to slay her virginal pussy.

She must have seen the look of worry in my eyes because she giggled and leaned in, kissing me along my neckline before she whispered, “Don’t worry, baby. I’ve had plenty of toys in there. You won’t hurt me. I promise.”

I exhaled my held breath and laughed nervously. “You’re sure?”

She nodded and kissed me softly on the lips. “I’m so wet. You have no idea.”

“What about protection? I didn’t bring any condoms. Are you on the pill?”

Sam shook her head. “I put nothing unnatural in my body. That includes birth control.”

My eyes widened. “We can’t —

“We can,” she said, interrupting me. “I time my cycles and I know when I’m ovulating. We are safe. And if I get pregnant….” She shrugged. “Well… you’ll probably get me pregnant someday, anyway.”

“I’ll pull out,” I said.

“No, you won’t.” She squeezed my shaft in her tiny hand. “I want you inside me. That means all of you. Unless you’re not okay with it. Are you?” She frowned and leveled me with her hazel eyes.

I had considered the emotions I was playing with. Krista, Clem, and Sam were young women who would eventually want babies. It wasn’t fair of me to play with their emotions and then hold out on them when it came to having children. I had internally vowed that when one of them wanted babies, I would give them babies. It was like having a second chance on fatherhood and besides, I wasn’t too old to make another run around the base paths. “I’m more than okay with it.” I kissed her softly on the lips. “If you get pregnant, then we’ll be parents.”

Sam smiled and released my cock before she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me in close. “Good answer.” She kissed me, opening her mouth to mine before our tongues met and our heavy breathing intensified.

I glimpsed Sam’s naked body in the mirror and gazed at her perfect ass and long, lean legs. I hardened against her tummy and my cock twitched, layering a wet streak of pre-cum just above her navel.

Sam broke off the kiss and curled my short neck hair around her finger while she gazed into my eyes. “I’ll put on some meditation music and we can get started.”

I kissed her again and licked her bottom lip while her minty breath washed up my nostrils. “Okay, baby.”

“We can use the futon. It’s already set up,” she said before she released me and turned toward her desk.

I crawled on her futon and sat in the lotus position with my palms up and watched her move across the room with the grace of a dancer. Her tits jiggled ever so slightly, and her ass looked tight enough to use as a trampoline.

Sam fiddled with her phone, and a few seconds later, soft meditative music lilted from her desk speaker. She turned to me and smiled before she crawled onto the futon and joined me in the lotus position. She swept her dark hair behind her back and held my gaze, her ripe lips glistening under the warm lamplight. “We’ll start like before”, she said. “When I crawl onto your lap, we’ll enter cosmic breathing. Do you remember the flow?”

“How could I forget?” My cock, already rock hard, twitched and swayed gently from side-to-side.

Sam smiled, and her eyes flickered to my manhood and back to meet my eyes. “Ready?”

“I love you,” I said.

Her eyes glistened with moisture and she smiled at me lovingly. “I love you too.”

Like before in the yoga studio, we rocked forward and backward, breathing deeply while the music played, and we let our bodies relax. Unlike last time, Sam and I had complete privacy and found reaching a state of perfect harmony came much easier and faster.

Our knees touched, and we sucked in deep cleansing breaths, letting the music flow through our bodies until our breathing and our swaying bodies united as one.

With our knees touching, we closed our eyes and rocked together, back and forth. Where her breathing ended and mine began seemed to blur, and just like last time, I experienced a serene sense of her presence, like a tangible physical connection.

Through my mind’s eye, I felt her spirit surround me. Glowing white light with flashing crackles of gold and silver wrapped our bodies like a spiritual sheath. Unlike last time, blue, red and gold swirls intertwined with her white light and my body buzzed with raw energy.

With my eyes closed, feeling her presence surround me came easier than before and when she slipped onto my lap, I gasped and shuddered with the electric sensation of our naked bodies touching.

Sam pushed inward, sliding forward across my lap while she wrapped her legs around my back, tightening her grip.

My cock raged as hard as I had ever been. My swollen tip nudged Sam’s flat warm tummy and a release of adrenaline washed over me. I wrapped my arms around her waist and drew her toward me until I felt my cock embrace her warm, slippery wetness.

Sam wrapped her arms around my shoulders and when her fingers brushed across the back of my neck, my body jolted with her touch. Her scent flowed over me and through me, sweet and exotic with subtle hints of lavender and jasmine.

I breathed her in, and my cock thrummed, twitching, and pulsing already on the brink of orgasm. On instinct, I leaned forward, and our foreheads touched before we flashed our eyes open and our eyes locked.

Sam let out a tiny gasp and her body shuddered while goosebumps flared across her breasts. Her rock-hard nipples gently raked my chest, and she edged forward, sliding my shaft through her soaking wet labia.

Pools of green and brown swirled in her irises, flecked with ever-shifting gold. I let myself go, giving my soul to her, and experienced the mind-blowing sensation of falling forward into her limitless abyss. Wrapped in the warmth of her soul, our eyes never strayed, and I gazed in awe, wonder, and gratitude soaking in her radiant beauty.

Sam ran her fingers through my hair, and her thumb glided across the nape of my neck. Her breaths, quick and ragged, flowed over me and she leaned in before our lips finally met.

Her body pressed up tightly against mine and our tongues lashed together, hungry and urgent, probing deeply while we rocked together, my cock slippery with Sam’s juices.

She raised her hips, pulled herself forward, then lowered herself, guiding my swollen nob along her soaking wet trench before it slipped inside her velvety tightness.

Sam gasped and shuddered, sliding both her hands through my hair and drawing her entire body flat against my stomach and chest.

As badly as I wanted to push, I held back, giving her time to adjust. Her tight pussy thrummed around my tip and I gasped, sliding my hands down her back and cupping her cheeks in each hand.

But Sam was right, she was ready for me to deflower her, and pushed lower, taking me deeper while an expression of pure ecstasy settled on her remarkably beautiful face.

“My Aatma-bandhu,” I whispered lovingly, never taking my eyes from her.

Sam groaned and her eyes rolled back in her head while her body shuddered and she gasped, already coming, caught in the throes of a violent orgasm. She rocked forward, taking me deeper, and my body came alive.

Her tightness nearly overwhelmed my senses and I gazed down the length of our entwined bodies and watched my cock, halfway inside her, inch deeper, splitting the stunning beauty like a ripe walnut. I owned her virginity. She was mine, and I pushed deeper sliding forward moaning while waves of pure pleasure rolled over me.

Sam let out a deep shuddering breath, and her body seemed to relax. All at once, she leaned forward and pushed her hips, taking me entirely inside her. She moaned in my ear and her warm breath slid down my neck. “I love you,” she whispered again and again while we rocked together slowly fucking while the music played on.

The futon groaned under our even rhythm and I squeezed her ass, kneading her soft flesh between my fingers.

Sam’s breathing grew rapid and labored and she increased the tempo, bouncing on my cock while her tits gently slapped together.

My orgasm loomed like a specter hovering just beneath the surface, ready to ignite if I gave it the slightest bit of attention.

Sam’s exotic scent, gentle warbling moans, and rocking-tight body set my head buzzing. I couldn’t hold back the floodgates much longer. Offense was the best defense, and I vowed to go out in a blaze of glory.

I deepened my penetration, fucking her harder, lifting her lithe body off the futon with every powerful thrust. I grunted, cupping her ass, and sliding her up and down my manhood as if I owned her.

The futon groaned and shifted on the tile floor, slapping the concrete wall while Erika’s desk rattled beside us.

Sam let herself go, handing over the keys and letting me drive. She leaned forward and clung to my neck while she swiveled her hips and fucked me, grunting and moaning in my ear.

“Come for me, baby,” I whispered. “Let it go.”

“Yes,” she whimpered. She increased her tempo, twerking on my cock while her dark hair spilled over my chest and shoulders.

“Come all over my hard cock,” I whispered, probing her ear with the tip of my tongue.

Sam grunted and cried out, digging her fingers into my shoulders while her pussy clamped down. She tightened her legs around my waist and squeezed, sucking in tight breaths and moaning with her tits mashed against my chest.

I rammed inside her as deeply as I could penetrate, lifting her off the futon and grunted before I exploded inside her, my head flashing and my cock pulsing. Hot ropes of sticky cum flooded her pussy, gushing violently, spurting virile loads deep inside her fertile virginal womb.

Sam clung to me, her orgasm wracking her body. She grunted and gyrated her hips, draining me of cum while her pussy spasmed again and again.

Uncontrollably, I spewed my jizz inside her, painting her walls white while her soft mewing grunts reverberated in my ears. I crested over my climax and came down the other side, my ejaculations subsiding until my cock went still inside her.

Sam’s breathing came in deep, even pulls, and she loosened her grip on my shoulders just enough for us to gaze into each other’s eyes.

“That was worth the wait,” she said before proceeding to pepper my face with gentle kisses on my lips, cheeks, eyes, and nose.

“Did you feel our connection? I never dreamed something like that was possible,” I said, still trying to catch my breath.

Sam grinned, grinding my cock inside her before settling on my lap, with her arms wrapped loosely around my neck. “It’s the act of the souls coupling. I wasn’t kidding when I said we were soul mates. It’s an overused cliche, but in our case….” She shrugged. “It’s a real thing.”

“Will it always be that… intense?” I asked.

She shook her head. “It’s takes focus and a lot of energy. Let’s face it, sometimes we’ll just want to fuck.” She giggled and kissed me while I laughed, and her pussy quivered around my manhood.

“But we’ll get better at entering that trance-like state the more we practice while we have sex,” she said.

“I’m always up for more practice.” I grinned and Sam giggled again. “Where did you learn so much about yoga and meditation?”

“My mom got me into it,” she said. “And from there it just sort of took off. I’ve worked with lots of yogis. Not only am I a trained yoga instructor, but I’m a certified doula as well.” She smiled.

“Isn’t that like a midwife?” I asked.

“Yep. That’s exactly what it is.”

“You are truly an old soul, aren’t you?”

She kissed me and ran her fingers through my hair. “Now, my soul feels filled and satisfied.” She sighed contentedly and studied my face. “I feel like I’m at home in your arms. Is that too cheesy?”

“If it is, bring in the crackers because I’m hungry.”

Sam giggled and kissed me again. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” I said while I ran my hands over the world’s most perfect ass.

“Let’s order a pizza and face time, Krista,” she said. “I promised her I would call as soon as… well, as soon as we had sex.”

Thoughts of Clem worried me. I didn’t want her feeling jealous. “How much do you know about Clem?”

“Krista talks about her non-stop, but I haven’t seen her or spoken to her yet. Why?”

“I think she’s feeling slightly intimidated by being the odd sister out. Does that make sense?”

“Jealousy?” Sam asked.

“Not as much jealousy as concern that you and Krista might push her to the back burner. She’s a very loving and trusting soul. I don’t want her to feel a moment of worry.”

She sighed. “I hate that she feels that way. Especially since she’s your Aatma-bandhu as well.”

I frowned. “I thought soul mates were a one-to-one thing.”

“Usually they are, but your spirit is very… receptive. It’s no surprise that Krista and I are linked to you so tightly, and I imagine it’s the same with Clementine. How about this… you go pick us up a pizza and I’ll grease the wheels with Clem and Krista?”

I kissed her again. “As wise as she is beautiful. I’m truly a lucky man.”

“Don’t you forget it either.”








  
  
  Chapter 33

  
  
    [image: Chapter Separator]
  




With a margarita pizza in hand, I stepped back into Sam’s room, hoisting it high in one hand. She had agreed to let her vegan diet slide for one delicious meal of vegetarian pizza.

Sam propped up on her futon with her iPad parked on her lap, laughing uncontrollably while I heard Krista’s voice and Clem’s laughter come through from the other side.

I grinned and set the pizza on Sammy’s desk before I crawled onto the futon and came up beside her.

“It’s daddy,” Krista said sarcastically, throwing up her arms and smiling at me. “Hi, baby. I miss you.”

“Hi gorgeous,” I said. “Are you keeping the bed warm for me?”

“Yes, daddy. But now that Sammy’s in the fold, it looks like we’ll need a bigger bed,” Krista said.

“You’re bringing Sam home with you, right?” Clem asked, mugging in front of the camera and jostling Krista out of the way.

“Hey,” Krista said as if annoyed. “Back off harem sister.”

Clem giggled and backed off just enough to fit her and Krista’s face in the frame.

The two beauties cuddled together in bed, clearly naked although the bedspread barely covered their big, beautiful tits. The same was true of Sam, who wore nothing, and her big cozy blanket barely covered one of her bare breasts while the other hung out for the camera.

“KK, you look even more blonde than you did two days ago,” I said. I had taken to calling her KK after Lisa had so lovingly bestowed the nickname on my beautiful girlfriend.

Krista ran her fingers through her hair. “I know. The sun down here is turning me into the next Clementine.”

“Like there’s something wrong with that?” Clem asked.

“Can I have some Clementine too?” Sam asked. “Girl, you are drop dead gorgeous.”

Clem rolled her eyes. “I’m not half as pretty as you guys, but I make up for it with big tits.” She squeezed her mounds together and smiled.

Clem had it all. Stunning good lucks, charm, and a heart of pure gold. “I think I’m the lucky one,” I said.

“So, answer me, Matthew,” Clem said, glowering at me. “Bring her home. Tomorrow. We need her in the coven.”

Krista giggled, and Clem smiled.

I turned to Sam and studied her face. “I would love nothing more than if Sam came home with me, but she has a semester to finish.”

“Actually, I’m all done,” Sam said. “I finished early.” She eyed me hopefully, and I wasn’t about to let her down.

I paused, glancing between Sam, Krista, and Clem. The girls watched me and waited before I finally spoke. “How fast can you pack?”

The girls erupted with cheers and Sam leaned into me before pulling me into a deep, tongue-fueled kiss.

Ten minutes later, Sam and I ate our pizza while we chatted with Clem and Krista until Krista announced she was too horny to keep talking and needed some alone time with Clem.

For the next hour after that, I helped Sam pack a bag while I added her to the flight home. After she finished packing, she crawled back under the covers and we made love again. Sam rode me cowgirl style, and I fucked her doggy style while I squeezed her ass and erupted inside her for the second time that night.

Afterward, we cuddled naked and started to drift off to sleep when Sam nonchalantly announced. “Erika gets pretty horny in the morning. Sometimes it’s easier to just have sex with her or she’ll get grumpy.”

Say what? I frowned. “She sleeps in the futon too?”

“Sure,” Sam said. “We sleep together every night.”

“And you two have playtime?”

“If you mean do we have sex, then the answer is yes. When I said I was a virgin, I meant with a guy. I’m not a spinster.” She giggled. “Does it bother you?”

“Honestly, it’s hot. Would it bother you if Erika and I had sex?”

She turned over and frowned at me. “Why would it?”

“Uhh… because she’s your best friend and I’ve known Erika since she was in junior high.”

“Do you find her attractive?” Sam asked.

“I’m not blind,” I said.

“If she wants to have sex with you and you’re up for it, then go for it. I’ll join in as long as I’m not too tired.”

“Are you for real?”

Sam giggled and kissed me softly. “Your heart belongs to me. It’s fine. Sex is a natural human urge.”

“And she sleeps naked?”

“Duh,” Sam said. “I wouldn’t bother putting clothes on. It will only slow her down.”

The thought of fucking Erika made my cock stiffen and my shaft swelled, pressing against Sam’s tight ass.

Sam nuzzled backward, sliding her ass up against my cock. “Save the next round for red. I promised her she could fuck you as long as you were okay with it.”

“Right. Well, I’m okay with it.” I kissed her softly on the shoulder and nuzzled her tight, cupping her bare breast in my hand. “I love you.”

“I love you too, baby.” She sighed contentedly before we drifted off to sleep.
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My cock raged, pulsing and aching with a strong desire to come. I had just finished the most amazing dream featuring Penny, the third and perhaps most voluptuous of the Lane sisters. I needed release and started to turn toward Sam when I felt warm fingers curl around my thick shaft.

Soft lips trailed up my neck, along my jawline, before finding my mouth.

I moaned softly and parted my lips, finding a warm tongue waiting for me. Despite the early morning, she tasted like fresh bubble-gum and I nudged my hips higher, sliding my cock between Sam’s clenched fist.

Big soft tits slid across my chest, and nipples hardened against my skin. Tits that didn’t belong to Sam. I flashed my eyes open and found Erika’s bright blue eyes gazing back at me.

She smiled innocently and nibbled on my lower lip while she giggled. “Surprise.”

Her skin was so white it was nearly translucent, and her tits were nothing short of incredible.

She dragged them across my chest while she hooked her leg over my waist, straddling me. “Sam’s still asleep,” she whispered. “I can’t let you go without riding that beast at least once around the barnyard.”

Her warm wetness slithered along my shaft and she twerked her hips, working my tip along her soaking wet labia. “I don’t have a condom,” I said.

“I’m on the pill, Mr. Snow.” She hovered over me, sliding her pussy along my cock while her big tits jiggled and swayed, clapping softly against my chest. “You’re looking at me the way you used to look at me in high school.”

My cock throbbed and my tip caught in her entrance before frustratingly popping free. I slid my hands down the long muscular curve of her back and grabbed hold of her thick, heart-shaped ass. She was packing heat with a body built for breeding. Her radiant red hair fell around my face and shoulders, bringing with it her scent, sweet vanilla mixed with a fragrant hint of light strawberry. My head swam with desire and I edged my tip along her labia, seeking her sweet honey hole. “How did I look at you?” I asked, even though I knew damn well how I looked at her.

She giggled quietly and continued rocking, teasing me with her wet, warm pussy. “Like you want to fuck me blind. You do, don’t you?”

I glanced sideways and found Sam laying on her side, wide awake, gazing at us. Her hand moved under the covers while she played with her pussy, her face awash with lust.

Erika pried my face away from Sam and back to hers before she buried my mouth in a hot tongue-fueled kiss. She popped my knob inside her a second time, and I slid an inch deep and shuddered at her warm milky tightness. But then she squeezed her wall muscles and shot my cock backward like a cannon before I popped free, and she giggled again. “Answer me or I’ll stop.”

I kneaded her soft ass in my hands and her big tits continued to slide and slap my chest, stiffening her nipples. “Yes,” I said, my voice weak.

“Yes, what?” Erika said, licking my lower lip with the tip of her tongue. She slid her pussy along my shaft and stopped with my throbbing knob poised at her entrance.

Her pussy spasmed in short micro-bursts as if ready to swallow my cock whole. “Yes, I wanted to fuck you blind then, and I still do now.” I pushed her ass down, sliding her deep onto my aching cock and groaned while pleasure rolled over me in waves. She knew what she was doing, and her pussy electrified my cock like a box of pop rocks dumped inside a can of Mountain Dew.

Beside me, Sam moaned and turned on her back, kicking the blanket off while she furiously worked her fingers over her exposed clit.

Erika smiled down at me and came in for another hot kiss. She gyrated her hips, fucking me deeply while her tongue swirled in my mouth and her tits bulged out the sides of my chest.

I met her rhythmic grind with a matching upward thrust, grunting while I rammed her with driving force, penetrating her as deeply as I could.

Erika let out a soft feminine moan and swiveled her hips in tight circles before she broke off her kiss and wrapped her arms around my chest, mashing her body against mine. “You’re so fucking huge. My pussy feels so stretched out,” she said between gasping breaths.

I fucked her hard and fast increasing our tempo while her ass bounced off my thighs producing fast rhythmic slapping sounds. “Do you like my dick inside you,” I whispered loudly in her ear, making sure Sam could hear everything.

Beside me Sammy groaned, her lithe body stretched out and her legs parted.

“Yes,” Erika whimpered. “It’s the biggest cock I’ve ever had.”

Her red hair flew around me like an out-of-control wildfire and she changed the direction of her hips, moving from a circular motion to a deep penetrating front-to-back grind. She ground her hips and moaned in my ear. “I’m so close….” Her words trailed off into a wilting groan and Erika pushed herself upright, riding my cock in the full cowgirl.

Her tits, big, round and perky, bounced and slapped together while the futon creaked and rattled against the cinder-block wall. Her red hair, glossy and disheveled, floated over her shoulders and cascaded down to her big, beautiful breasts.

Her smooth flat stomach undulated in waves, grinding my cock like a maestro conducting a masterpiece. Erika’s hourglass hips flared outward and her soft, yet surprisingly firm ass slid across my upper thighs growing hot with our friction.

Every time she rocked backward, the faintest hint of my cock appeared inside Erika’s shaven pussy. With her eyes closed and her mouth open, she moaned long and loud enough to wake the entire sorority house. Goosebumps flashed across her chest and she leaned forward slightly, bracing herself against my chest.

I ground my hips in time with hers, feeling every micro-movement of her hot pussy squeezing my swollen manhood. Birth control or not, I had no plans on pulling out. My orgasm arrived like a hurricane and I gushed inside her, firing off milky ropes of thick, potent jizz.

Beside me, Sam climaxed, arching her back off the futon while her fingers buzzed her pussy in a furious blur of motion. She let out a softer but no less climatic moan and bucked her hips into her hand.

I grunted, coming again and again, filling the lovely Miss Reed with a never-ending wash of my hot sticky seed.

Erika held tight above me, grinding my cock, draining it inside her. She lowered herself, flattening her chest against mine before she found my waiting tongue. She squeezed her pussy, clamping down on my shaft, igniting inside me a second smaller aftershock of an orgasm.

Cum continued boiling from my cock, spurting inside her until she was awash in my sperm. After giving Sam everything the night before, my load was surprisingly big, but Erika Reed was hot as fuck and I could get used to waking up with her riding my cock.

Erika broke off the kiss and pressed her forehead to mine, gazing into my eyes with her crystal-clear baby blues. “You’re still coming. God, there’s so much inside me.”

I ran my hands along her sides and cupped her mountainous tits in my hands. “I’ve always wanted to play with these too.”

Erika sat up and smiled, pushing my hands harder against her tits. “They like it when you touch them.”

I kneaded her milky tit flesh between my fingers while Erika ground her pussy to a halt.

Beside me, Sam propped herself up on her elbow, leaned over and kissed me using plenty of tongue before she broke it off. “Save some for the plane. I want to join the mile high club.”

Erika pushed herself upright but kept my cock stuffed inside her. “You’re leaving too? I thought that might happen, but I’m super sad.”

Sam swirled her fingers over my muscular chest and gazed at me, smiling. “Sorry, babe. But I’ve got my man on my mind and I want to spend plenty of tropical nights in his arms.”

“Why don’t you come down with Jess at the end of the semester,” I said. “There’s plenty of room.”

Sam rested her head on my shoulder and gazed up at Erika. “You should see it. There are a ton of rooms and it’s right on the beach. He has a huge pool and a new hot tub. Clem and Krista would love you.”

Erika raised her eyebrow. “Are you willing to share again, or was this a onetime thing?”

Erika peered at Sam, not even bothering to ask me. We all knew my answer, and the negotiation was between the sorority sisters.

“I’m willing to write a blank check,” Sam said. “Provided you don’t run off with any other guys while you’re there. While I’m happy to share Matt, I’m not happy to share STDs with God knows who.”

“Hey,” Erika said and crossed her arms just under her jiggling tits. She furrowed her brows and frowned. “I’ll have you know, I haven’t had sex with anybody since Mike. Well, other than you, I mean.”

“That was last year,” Sam said. “You are so full of shit.”

Erika grinned. “Actually, I’m full of your boyfriend’s giant cock.” She gazed down at my manhood, still buried deep inside her.

The girls laughed, and I hardened inside Erika, revving up for round two. She was super fucking hot, and I could have spent all day tag teaming them.

Erika glanced down at Sam and puckered her lips while she tucked a lock of her long red hair behind her ear. “You drive a hard bargain, sister, but you’ve got yourself a deal.” She extended her hand to Sam, and they shook. “But your boyfriend is getting hard inside me, and I’m pretty sure he’s ready for round two.” Erika glanced down at me and smiled, her bright blue eyes flashing with playful lust. “Can you make it a quickie, Mr. Snow? We have the dad’s breakfast starting soon.”

I reached over and ran my hand along Sam’s long, lithe body, sliding my finger between her wet pussy lips. “You girls line up beside each other on all fours and we’ll make that happen,” I said, grinning.
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Inside the sorority dining hall, the crowd bustled with the clang of dishes and the low rumble of conversation.

Jess sat beside me on one side and Sam on the other. Erika sat across from me and kicked her foot onto my lap while I spent half of breakfast sliding my hand along her inner thigh.

A tall girl with long dishwater blonde hair stood at the table across the room and waited for the crowd to quiet.

“That’s, Tina Werther, the president of the sorority,” Jess whispered.

“I want to take a minute and thank all our dads for coming this weekend. You’ve all done a terrific job raising your daughters.”

Cheers and applause followed until the crowd quieted again.

“This is the traditional time when the dad’s and daughters share a fun fact that they learned during their Friday swap with their fellow Pi Phi dad.”

Simon and Tracy had bailed leaving Sam alone with me, which meant I never got the fun fact about my daughter. But truthfully, I had learned enough on my own to more than make up for it.

One by one the fathers went around the room trading newly discovered fun facts about their daughters. One father found out his daughter had taken up triathlons. Another found out his daughter knew how to use a pogo stick. Most of them were innocent and fun, and when my turn came, I stood and placed my hand on Jessica’s shoulder.

The crowd went silent, and I smiled before gazing down at Jess and squeezing her shoulder. “This weekend I discovered my daughter has more capacity for forgiveness then I ever dreamed possible.”

The crowd grew stone-cold silent, and Jess whispered. “Dad, you don’t have to do this.”

Sam reached across my empty chair and took Jess’s hand in hers.

“You see, last year, I thought making money was more important than showing up for my daughter.” I choked on the words and I paused to collect myself. “That was a mistake. But my daughter looked past it and asked me to come again this year despite missing last year and a million other important events in her life. I’ve not been a dad worthy of her love.”

Jess took my hand and squeezed it reassuringly.

I smiled down at her. “So, this weekend I discovered my daughter was not only smarter than me but had compassion and empathy I had sadly missed. She’s teaching me slowly but surely, and I love her for it more than she could ever know.” My chin quivered and my vison blurred. I gazed down at my daughter to find tears streaking her beautiful face.

Sam and Erika’s eyes welled with tears and sniffles popped up across the room.

Jess stood and pulled me into a tight hug, her body shaking with emotion. “I love you, daddy.”

I held her tight, and the crowd let out a collective awwwww….

Sam and I sat down, and the next dad stood when someone in the crowd shouted. “Good luck following that.”

Laughter erupted while Sam, Jessica, and Erika all laughed along with me.
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Sam laced her fingers in mine while we strolled across the wide-open concourse. Ahead, the security checkpoint appeared, and Jessica pulled on my other hand to stop me.

“Okay, dad. I’ve got flights booked for Erika and me to come down in three weeks. Are you sure you don’t want to make them round-trip tickets?”

“No need,” I said. “Let’s play it by ear. You girls can stay as long as you want. Oh, and if you want to bring down Tyler, you have my blessing.”

Jessica grinned from ear-to-ear. “Maybe. I’ll let you know.” She turned to Sam and pulled her into a tight hug. “I’m going to miss you.”

“I’ll miss you too, but I’ll probably see you even more now,” Sam said.

“Are you coming back in the fall?” Jess asked.

Sam and I traded a look before she turned back to Jess. “Would you hate me if I look into transferring?”

“Hate you? God, no.” Jess laughed. “But don’t be surprised if Erika and I transfer too.” She glanced back up at me. “I think my dad and I have a lot more catching up to do.”

“You won’t get an argument from me,” I said.

Jess glanced at her watch. “Okay. I’ve got to go, or they’ll tow me for sure.” She threw her arms around me one last time. “I love you, daddy. Face time me when you get home.”

Jessica said her last goodbye and then scampered back across the concourse, happier than I had ever seen her.

Sam’s cell phone rang, and she looked at it and smiled before answering. “Hi, mom.” She cradled the phone in her ear and nodded. Her hazel eyes glowed with happiness as she looked up at me. “Yes. I’m going with him. He’s right here.”

I heard Betty’s soft British accent through the speaker. “Can you put him on the mobile, please?”

Unlike Simon, Betty’s British accent was more like the kind you would choose as a voice assistant on your smart phone. Smooth, buttery, and purely feminine, her voice was all sex, and she had a body to match it.

Sam handed me the phone. “She wants to talk to you.”

I frowned and took the phone from Sammy’s hand. “Hi there, Betty,” I said.

“It’s lovely to hear your voice,” Betty said. “I wish my call was purely congratulatory.”

I glanced down at Sam. “What’s wrong?”

“I’m afraid there’s trouble with Penny, and I need your help.”






IV

Daddy Intervention
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Inside the shower stall, steam floated toward the bathroom ceiling. Relaxing jets from the showerhead played over my shoulder muscles chasing away the ache of a hard afternoon of labor. But the relaxing shower couldn’t compete with the prize nestled between my greedy palms.

I curled my arms around Krista’s shoulders and squeezed her tight, drawing her naked body into mine.

Krista held me close with her arms circling my waist, and she gently drew her fingertips along the length of my spine. She let out a contented sigh and kissed my chest, adoringly. “Mmmm… I’ve missed doing this with just us.”

The hot water left her skin warm and supple. My cock throbbed against her flat tummy, and I ran my hands down her back before cupping her bubbly ass cheeks, one in each hand. “Are you still okay with our… arrangement?”

Krista gazed up at me and our eyes met. She frowned as if confused. “You’ll have to be more specific.”

Her tone was teasing, and my stomach fluttered just soaking in her intimidating beauty. I raised an eyebrow and kneaded her ass flesh between my open fingers. “Ha, Ha,” I said, sarcastically.

Krista had subtly changed in the weeks we had lived together. Her hair had turned pure blonde — long, lush, and every bit as golden as Clem’s. When she first arrived on my doorstep, Krista had a pale complexion, but the Florida sunshine had tinted her skin a muted shade of gold that brought out a light smattering of freckles that crisscrossed the bridge of her nose. Her emerald-green eyes blazed bright and beautiful with color and depth that weren’t there before. Before my eyes, she had blossomed and emerged in her true form. The results were undeniably spectacular, and she exuded sex appeal from every pore of her petite body.

A wide smile bloomed on her face, showcasing her perfect white teeth. “I’ve never been happier.” With one hand, she drew invisible circles on my chest and dropped her other hand to my rigid cock. She circled my meaty shaft in her tiny warm fist and gently squeezed with the perfect level of pressure. “What about you?”

I frowned as if feigning deep thought. “Let’s see. I have the love of my life naked in my arms under a hot shower. Life sucks.”

Krista giggled and bit her lower lip while she gazed up at me intently. “I thought Clem and Sam were the loves of your life?” She stroked my cock, brushing her thumb over my glans and tip.

She was teasing me and we both knew it. I sighed and nodded. “You’re right. I love them more than you. You should pack your bags and go this instant.” My sarcastic tone didn’t fly past her and Krista giggled again, her eyes lighting up with mischief.

She perched on her toes and kissed me on the lips before our tongues flashed together. “It seems you need a refresher course as to exactly why I’m the alpha female in this house.”

I raised an eyebrow and gazed down into her gorgeous face. “Oh? What did you have in mind?”

Water beaded off her lips, cheeks, and nose. Krista licked her moist lips before cocking her head sideways and gazing at me demurely. “Remember, daddy. I loved you first.” She dropped to her knees and came face to face with my throbbing purple cock.

My monster swayed from side to side. Thick veins crisscrossed my meaty shaft and my cock pulsed as if missing Krista’s delicate sure-handed strokes.

She eyed my manhood greedily, leaned forward, and circled my knob with the tip of her tongue. Krista gazed up at me over my cock and met my gaze. “Your penis is twitching like crazy.” She giggled, grabbed hold of my shaft, and kissed my tip. “I love everything about your cock. That includes sucking it dry.”

I placed my hands on top of her head. “You’re superb at the art of fellatio, but then again, you get plenty of practice.”

Krista’s eyes twinkled. “Let’s warm him up with a little rub down first.” She leaned forward and wrapped her big soft tits around my aching cock. “There we go. I know how much you love your baby girl’s big tits, daddy.”

Her nipples, already stiff, hardened under my gaze, and I let out a long satisfying moan. “Baby, I could take a vacation between those ski slopes.” My cock sloshed in and out of her billowing cleavage — warm, wet, and slippery with soap suds.

My knob appeared dark and angry, positioned between her creamy angelic mounds, and when Krista turned her big innocent eyes on me, my cock throbbed and ached with the need to paint her tits white. But she looked way too hot to waste my load so early.

Krista squeezed her tits together and moved faster, heating my cock to the point of explosion. “Don’t come yet, daddy.”

My legs trembled with a wash of adrenaline and waves of pleasure rolled over me like a narcotic, only a thousand times more exquisite. “Then you better back off,” I managed between moans. “I’m edging.”

Krista dropped her tits and smiled up at me triumphantly. “I’ve still got it.”

I laughed and tried to regroup. “As if you ever lost it. You get hotter by the hour.”

Krista grinned and took my cock in her hand before she kissed the tip and gently stroked. “That’s what happens when I’m happy.”

“I seem to come faster every time we’re together,” I said. “Are your boobs bigger?”

Krista released my cock long enough to squeeze her big tits together and proudly show them off. “You noticed too? I think it’s all the sex we’re having. They are growing.”

“Those are definitely bigger than your old C-cups.” I gazed at her perfect mounds as she dropped them, and they sprang back into place.

“They’re D-cups now,” she said. “Sam, Clem, and T took me bra shopping yesterday. I thought the sales lady would kick us out for sure.”

I noticed the girls had shorted Texas’s nickname to just T. And I was fairly sure Texas had dipped her toe in the lady pond, but I wasn’t about to pry. “What did you make Clem do?” I asked.

Krista giggled and feigned astonishment while she wrapped her hand around my cock and stroked. “Why do you assume it’s me causing the trouble?” She popped my knob between her lips and her cheek bulged outward while her tongue slithered over my sensitive glans.

I raised an eyebrow. “Who initiated first contact?”

She lowered her head, taking my cock deep inside her mouth. My tip slithered over the back of her tongue and squeezed into her tight throat. She gazed up at me and pointed to her mouth and shook her head, mumbling something indecipherable.

I grinned and let out a long, satisfying moan. “You sure know how to change the subject.” My legs trembled, and I worked fistfuls of her wet golden hair through my fingers.

Krista bobbed up and down on my cock. Her tongue writhed around my shaft and my tip squeezed inside her tight throat, causing her neck to bulge with each pass. Her big tits jiggled and shook while the shower water cascaded down her chest in sheets.

Again, she brought me to the edge. At the base of my skull, knots of pleasure expanded, and my cock swelled in her mouth. She loved it when I came down her throat and she showed all the signs of moving in for the kill. But I had other plans.

While she continued bobbing up and down on my cock, Krista slid her palms over my balls and rolled them between her open fingers.

She could tell from touching my balls when I was close, and we both knew that moment loomed like a specter. I pulled back, sliding my cock from between her lips before it came free with a loud pop.

Krista gazed up at me as if shocked. Long strings of cum-fueled saliva stretched from her lips to my shaft. Her emerald eyes blazed with lust, confusion, and a whisper of frustration. “Give me back my cock,” she said, gazing at my throbbing cobra.

I took her hands and pulled her to her feet before I grabbed her ass and easily hoisted her into my arms. “No, baby girl. The King Cobra needs to burrow down into his hole.”

Krista half-shrieked and giggled while she wrapped her long, toned legs around my waist. “All that rich delicious cum wasted in my pussy?” She smiled, but her eyes swam with fevered lust.

I held her tight, drawing her toward me while I pinned her back against the wall. “That’s right. I want to nut inside that beautiful pussy,” I whispered before I leaned in for a hungry, tongue-fueled kiss.

Krista responded with a moan. She tightened her legs around my waist and wrapped one arm around my shoulders and neck. “Fuck me, daddy,” she whimpered while she gazed into my eyes. Her big tits jiggled and bounced, slapping against my chest while she reached for my cock with her free hand.

My tip slid along her warm, soft lips and I drove forward while Krista tucked my knob just inside her entrance. With one hard thrust, I impaled her, grunting while her body quaked.

Krista let out a high-pitched chirp and wrapped both arms around my neck before grinding her hips down on my cock.

Already on edge, I kept the action fast and furious. I pumped my cock, watching my shaft glide in and out of her tight, shaven pussy. “Baby, you’re so warm.”

Her tight pink lips clung to my shaft, forming an air-tight seal while her pussy flexed and contracted, squeezing my cock, igniting a rush of adrenaline that left my legs wobbling. “Daddy, your fat cock is stretching me out.”

I pounded her hard and fast, grunting when I bottomed out. Our skin slapped together, and water sloshed. Krista’s tits bounced against my chest and her hard nipples raked my ribs. “Do you want me to come inside you, baby girl?”

Krista gazed into my eyes while her mouth hung open. “Yes, daddy. More than anything.” Her tummy undulated in waves while she ground my cock faster and harder, letting out high-pitched warbling moans.

I squeezed her ass, letting her slippery flesh pulse between my open fingers. Her tightness and heat ignited an orgasmic ember in the back of my brain, and my balls tightened. “Baby, I’m coming.” I couldn’t hold back, and I only hoped that my sweet KK was ready to come right along with me.

Krista’s eyes rolled back in her head and she squeezed my triceps while she drew my cock deep inside her and groaned. Her body shivered and her pussy spasmed and the ember inside my head exploded in a cataclysmic inferno of boiling hot cum.

I grunted and pushed, gushing cum deep inside her womb. Over and over again, my cock spurted fountains of creamy cum, painting her pussy white. Sloshing and spewing, I continued pumping my cock while waves of ecstasy rolled over me.

Krista dug her heels into my ass and trembled in my arms, her body rigid and her eyes locked on mine. She tilted her head back and her long golden hair hung down behind her shoulders with water cascading over her tits and shoulders.

I reached my climax and came down the other side, still spurting cum inside her. My head swooned with a wave of dizziness and I sucked in a deep cleansing breath.

Krista went limp in my arms, fell forward and heaved for breath. “You fucked the fuck right out of me,” she said breathlessly.

I laughed hard and so did she before I pinned her back against the wall and kissed her lovingly. “That’s how you fuck an alpha,” I said, gazing into her blazing emerald eyes. “You fuck her like you own her.”

Her pussy spasmed around my cock, and her eyes simpered with lust. “I love it when you take charge of me.” She ran her fingers through my hair and kissed me softly. “I love you so fucking much it hurts.”

“I love you right back times a million,” I said before I kissed her, leaned in, and pulled her back into my arms.

Krista giggled. “What are you doing?”

“Bonding with the pack,” I said before I settled her back down onto her feet and my cock slipped free, leaking thick strings of cum from my tip.

Krista stood under the water, and her eyes widened. “You must have emptied a gallon inside me. Look.” She parted her legs and pried open her pussy.

A thick blob of milky cum ran the length of her labia before a sticky string broke loose and splattered onto the tile floor. “If you get me pregnant, I’m keeping it.” She gazed up at me as if assessing my reaction.

“Do you want to get pregnant? If you do, stop taking the pill.”

She frowned. “Don’t fuck with me, Matt.”

“I’ll fuck you ten ways from Sunday, but I won’t ever fuck with you,” I said. “I’m down with being a real daddy whenever you want.”

“Awwww…” Her face melted and she let go of her pussy before she drew me into a kiss.

I squeezed her ass and pulled her in tight, savoring her sweet minty tongue.

Krista broke off the kiss and gazed into my eyes. “Thank you, daddy. But for now, I want you to fuck your baby girl morning, noon, and night. Having a child will spoil the fun.”

“Just letting you know,” I said.

“That’s why I love you,” she said. “Now let’s finish up before we run out of hot water.”
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With a steaming mug of coffee in hand, I stood in the kitchen and eyed Sam and Clem on the back porch doing yoga. Watching them stretch never got old, so I took my coffee and stepped out onto the back porch.

“Forward stretch, arms out in front,” Sam said. She sat on her knees, ass up and arms out, stretching her lithe body.

A hip-hop beat played on Sam’s portable blue tooth speaker, and the day’s heat hadn’t yet reared its ugly head. In the distance came the soothing sound of waves crashing on the beach and the ever-present seagulls floated overhead in search of food.

Sam wore black capri-style yoga leggings and a matching black sports bra. She wore her dark hair back in a long braid, and her muscles rippled with each glorious stretch.

Clem stretched out beside Sam on a pink yoga mat. Like Sam she wore yoga leggings although hers were white and reached her ankles. Her tits looked fit to burst from her matching white sports bra and she had tucked her golden blonde hair into a loose double-knotted ponytail atop her head.

They move with sublime slowness, stretching and flexing. Despite having just gone rounds with Krista, my cock tugged at my shorts and I contemplated an outdoor session right here on the back deck.

But Sam took her yoga way too serious for me to fuck around, so I quietly sat at the table and pretended to gaze out over the ocean while the girls finished their exercise.

With Sam and Clem holding a plank, Clem gazed under her body at me and smiled before she gave me a playful wink. Wisps of her golden hair played over her yoga mat and the way her leggings snuck up her ass crack deepened my hunger for her.

They continued stretching and moving through a set of increasingly difficult moves. Moves that both women carried out with ease, and by the time they finished I was stiff as a board.

Sam killed the music, and the girls rolled up their mats before they crossed the deck and stood before me.

“You should join us,” Sam said.

“You totally should,” Clem said. “Sam is an awesome teacher.”

Krista’s insistence on a morning marathon of romper room sex had got my blood flowing rather well, but that was TMI. “Maybe I will. Next time you do yoga, let me know.”

Sam set down her mat on the table and perched on my lap. “That means I can count on you tomorrow morning?”

I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her into a warm kiss. “It’s a date. Assuming my back doesn’t go out from building this pergola.”

Sam wrapped her arms around my neck and curled up in my lap. “Yoga is the best medicine for a sore back.”

Clem stepped up behind me and gently massaged my shoulders. “My hands aren’t a bad option either.” She worked her thumbs over my shoulders and up the back of my neck, massaging me in all the perfect places.

My shoulders turned to butter, and I let a long relaxing sigh. “You have the hands of an angel.” I ran my palms over Sam’s ass and gently squeezed while Clem ran her fingers up through my hair and massaged my scalp.

“If you get back tonight, I’ll give you a full body massage,” Clem said.

Her legendary full body massages inevitably ended with both of us naked and sweaty from intense and very intimate sex. “Yes, please.” I turned my head and kissed her wrist. “I’ve got to be the luckiest man on earth.”

Sam kissed me softly on the cheek and sat up on my lap, grinding her ass against my cock. “Do you need anything while we’re out? Krista, Clem, and I are going to that new outdoor mall.”

Clem inched forward and her tits mashed against the back of my head. My cock pulsed in my shorts, hungry for action. “Surprise me,” I said. “Take the Mercedes. I’m using the Land Rover for lumber.”

The sounds of falling footsteps came from across the deck and the girls and I turned to find Texas standing before us wearing her work clothes.

“Morning,” Texas said, smiling.

Sam slid off my lap and grabbed her yoga mat before greeting Texas with a smile. “You missed yoga this morning.”

“Yeah,” Texas said. “I had a few things come up I had to take care of. Sorry. I’ll come tomorrow.”

“Coffee is on the counter,” I said, sinking into Clem’s massage.

“Just one cup, and then we’re working,” Texas said.

I sighed. “Yes, boss.”

Clem giggled and leaned over my shoulder before she kissed me softly on the cheek and whispered in my ear. “Later tonight, I promise to relieve all your tension. I love you.”

Sam and Texas disappeared into the house, leaving Clem and I alone.

“Do we have to wait for tonight?” I asked.

Clem came around the chair and sat on my lap, straddling me face-to-face. Her big juicy tits bounced and jiggled in her tight white top and her golden skin radiated youthful health. “Normally we could, but my parents are showing up at their place in a few minutes. I should say hi.”

I frowned. “I thought they were in Europe.”

Clem played with the button on the front of my shirt. “They’re actually thinking about selling the house.”

“Really?” That surprised me, and I sat up straight while I grabbed hold of Clem’s ass. “Why?”

“My mom’s keen on moving overseas,” she said.

“Then you should let them know you’re officially making this your primary residence. That is, if you still want to.”

Clem’s face lit up, and she threw her arms around me. “Yes, a million times over.” She peppered my face with kisses, ending with a long smack on my lips. “I feel like the luckiest girl in the world.”

“Not as lucky as me.” I drew her in tight and kissed her long and deep.

“Clem, quit sucking face and get your ass in here,” Krista said from the deck. “We’ve got to go soon.”

Clem gave me one more bright-eyed smile and kissed me hard on the lips. “I love you.”

“I love you back,” I said.

She hopped up off my lap and bounced toward the house, her ponytail swinging from shoulder to shoulder. “God, you ‘re so bossy sometimes.”
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Just a little longer,” Texas said. She grunted, twisting the wrench in her hand. “Got that one.”

I stood directly behind her, holding up the support beam with raw strength alone. My arms shook and ached with muscle fatigue, and I couldn’t hold out much longer. “This shit is heavy. Hurry.”

“Sorry. Hang in there, cowboy,” she said.

It didn’t help that she stood with her ass pressed against my cock and her back nuzzled up against my chest. She smelled like a mixture of coconut sunscreen and baby oil, having come off her lifeguard shift less than an hour ago. And her ass kept brushing up against my cock, igniting an embarrassing hard-on I was sure she felt. And with my nose buried in her ear, I inhaled her exotic floral scent that made my head swoon. Added all together, she sapped my strength. “It’s really fucking heavy.”

Texas inserted the last bolt into the support beam and twisted it into place. “Not heavy enough to stop that hard-on from poking me in the ass.”

“Geesh… sorry,” I said. “It’s not like I can help it.”

She gave the wrench a final turn and twisted hard. “Got it,” she said.

I let go and fell forward, holding myself up against one of the pergola’s vertical pillars. “Fuck me, that was heavy.”

Texas remained trapped between me and the pillar with her back facing me. “You okay, old man?” She turned around, and we came face to face.

In the shadows of her Texas Longhorns trucker’s cap, her blue eyes simmered, and the sunshine flashed off her full pink lips.

She gazed at me with a silent intensity that drew me in like an orbiting planet. My head flashed and adrenaline surged. I wanted to kiss her so badly, but I didn’t dare ruin our carefully cultivated friendship. I had worked hard to earn her trust and wouldn’t blow it with a boneheaded move.

But rather than uncurl herself from my arms, she raised her hands to my cheeks and drew me in tight, kissing me with a fevered intensity.

Our lips touched, and our tongues swirled, sliding together before we deepened the kiss and probed deeply.

She tasted like sweet cinnamon, and her lips practically melted in my mouth. I wrapped my arms around her waist and drew her in tight, my cock straining inside my work jeans.

Texas pulled off her trucker’s cap and tossed it aside before pulling me in and resuming our feverish kiss.

I rode my hands down her hips and squeezed her tight ass, probing her mouth with my tongue, exploring every nook and cranny of her mouth.

That’s when my fucking phone rang. It chimed once, then twice before Texas broke off the kiss and stepped back, her blue eyes awash with desire. “You better get that.”

“I’ll let it go to voicemail,” I said, breathlessly.

“It could be one of the girls,” she said. “What if their car broke down at the mall?”

She was right. I reached into my back pocket and pulled out my phone.

Betty Lane’s name appeared on my caller id.

“Fuck. It’s Penny’s mom,” I said.

“I’ll leave you alone,” she said.

I grabbed her hand and held her in place. “Stay.” I pressed answer and hit the speaker button. “Betty? Did you find her?”

“I found her,” she said. “But she won’t talk to me.”

“Where is she?” I asked.

“I have a friend who’s a cop, and he traced her phone,” Betty said. “Penny is either working at a bar in Tampa, or she’s getting shit-faced eight hours a day.”

I glanced at Texas and she leaned back against the pillar, her expression concerned.

“I’ll go to her,” I said.

Betty remained quiet on the phone for a long time. “Matt don’t take Krista or Sam with you. For whatever reason, Penny doesn’t want to talk to any of us. Better yet. Go alone.”

“Do you know any more about what happened?” I asked.

“About a month ago, she broke up with her boyfriend and vanished,” Betty said “The boy won’t return my calls, so I don’t know exactly what happened. But this isn’t like her.”

“Text me the address and I’ll leave as soon as I can,” I said.

“Thanks, Matt,” Betty said. “If you can convince her to come down to your place, I’ll fly down there and see her.”

“I’ll keep you updated,” I said. “Thanks.”

Betty and I hung up, and I glanced up at Texas. “Not good,” I said. “But at least she’s alive and functioning.”

“Will she talk to you?” Texas asked.

I shrugged. “Of all the girls, I was probably closest to Penny in my old life. If she’ll talk to anyone, it’s me.”

“Can I ask you a dumb question?” Texas asked in her sweet southern twang.

“Sure?”

“Who names their daughter Penny Lane?” She grinned, and I laughed.

“Simon was a big Beatles fan back in the day,” I said. “Penny used to hate it, but I think it secretly grew on her.”

“I hope she’s okay,” Texas said.

I nodded and sighed, gazing up at the pergola. “Another couple of weeks and we’ll have it,” I said.

Texas turned and followed my gaze. She stared silently at the support beam for a few long seconds before she spoke. “About that kiss, I’m sorry.” She turned to face me.

“For what? Kissing me?” I smiled at her. “I’ve wanted to kiss you since the first day I saw you. But I thought you hated me.”

She smiled wistfully. “You love them, don’t you? I mean… you really love them.” She was serious.

I nodded once. “With all my heart.”

“I can’t keep that kiss a secret from them,” she said. “They’re my best friends. I’ll tell them I kissed you and it wasn’t your fault.”

I frowned. “You think they’ll care about us kissing? They’ll probably want to throw us a party.”

Texas laughed. “After you get back from Tampa, we should talk.”

“Uh, oh,” I said. “Good talk or bad talk?”

She shrugged. “Not sure, cowboy. That’s open for interpretation. But for now, ride off into the sunset and rescue the pretty girl.”

“How do you know Penny is pretty?” I asked.

Texas laughed. “With two sisters who look like Sam and Krista, she had better be pretty or I truly pity her.”

I laughed again. “I think Penny can hold her own against any woman in the looks department. Do you mind if we cut out early? I should pack and get ready.”

“As long as you don’t mind me drinking your beer and hanging out by your pool,” she said. “The girls and I had a whole night planned.”

“Have I ever cared?”

She laughed and then surprised me. She crossed beneath the pergola and stopped before me before perching on her toes and kissing me softly on the cheek. “You’re a good man, Matthew Snow. One of the last good men.”
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I parked my Range Rover outside of a giant touristy bar called Loco Bill’s. Located on the beach, the place had a definite tourist vibe with plentiful indoor and outdoor seating, palm trees, and tropical decor. Picnic tables lined one side of the bar beside a sand volleyball pit filled with tourists.

I noticed two bars outside and there was likely at least one inside. Penny could have worked at any of them, or she might even be a server or hostess. But if I knew Penny, she wouldn’t settle for any job other than a bartender. Working as a bartender offered the best money for the hours spent. It was a smart choice for a high-IQ lady.

After parking my car far from the entrance, I walked through a sea of shiny automobiles, along the palm tree shaded sidewalk and up to the hostess stand situated under the shade of tropical-styled canopy.

Even at three o’clock in the afternoon, the place was hopping, and I considered dodging the line at the hostess stand and just doing a walkthrough. But the hostess might confirm Penny’s presence and save me a bunch of time.

I waited in the short line until a bright, beautiful Asian hostess greeted me warmly. She smiled pleasantly and flashed her perfect white teeth.

“Welcome to Loco Bill’s. How many?” the hostess tilted her head and waited for my response.

“I’m from out of town and my friend’s daughter works here. I’d like to sit in her section if possible.”

The hostess smiled sweetly. “What’s her name?”

I grinned sheepishly. “Penny Lane.”

The hostess giggled. “She’s one of our bartenders. You’ll find her at the main bar inside. Just follow the line of drooling guys.”

“She’s popular, huh?” I asked.

The hostess rolled her eyes. “That’s an understatement.” She pointed toward the main door. “You’ll find her through there. Seating is first come first serve and when Penny’s on, it gets pretty crowded. Otherwise, it’s standing room only.”

I nodded. “Thanks for your help.”

I pushed through the door behind the hostess stand and walked inside.

Flat screen TVs hung everywhere, playing a variety of sporting events from around the world. Tables and booths took up most of the indoor real estate, but diners occupied only half of the seating. It seemed the outdoor area was far more popular with the tourists than the indoor space. However, the exception was the indoor bar.

Because of the press of people surrounding the U-shaped central bar, I couldn’t even see the bartenders. It didn’t escape my attention that most of those people were young men. But I was here on a mission to find Penny and wouldn’t stop until I either convinced her to come with me or I knew she was in a good head space. Either scenario required alone time with her, which meant I wasn’t going anywhere soon.

Around the bar, the crowd buzzed with conversation and plenty of laughter. It was mainly tourists wearing swim trunks and tank tops, but a few of the guys looked local to me and I imagined the biggest draw for coming to a tourist bar like this was for the views. Although I hadn’t seen Penny in well over a year, she provided enough eye candy to keep any guy’s pulse up.

I pushed my way through the crowd until I finally glimpsed the bartenders.

The first was a statuesque brunette with big tits and an hourglass frame. She wore a white, V-necked t-shirt with the Loco Bill’s logo emblazoned across her chest. The low-cut top showed plenty of rich creamy cleavage and she had a gaggle of admirers gazing down her top every time she leaned over.

As hot as she was, she paled by comparison to the Penny Lane I remembered.

The brunette smiled at the guy in front of me. “Refill?”

“Thanks, Amber,” he said.

I didn’t blame them for looking. She was smoking hot, and I would’ve enjoyed gazing over her curves for hours on end, but then I saw Penny Lane and my world rocked sideways.

Penny came around the far side of the bar wearing the same Loco Bill’s t-shirt, but her tits were from another planet. And while the cut-ff jean shorts she wore weren’t slutty, the way she filled them out made my cheeks flush with heat.

Petite with auburn hair, Penny Lane packed five-alarm-fire heat. Her tits jiggled when she moved the way only natural tits can, but with her wondrous mounds sitting so high and firm on her chest, her cleavage lay practically horizontal in her tight t-shirt. She was the kind of girl so intimidatingly hot, most guys looked away for fear glancing at any part of her would lead to open hostility once she caught them salivating.

Her ass was thick and tight and pushed out her shorts in a way that required a defibrillator on standby for any guy who stared too long. Not to say her ass and tits were her only treasures. Penny’s legs were every bit as toned and taut as Sam’s. Her calf muscles, thighs, and hamstrings had enough definition to draw wanton stares but more than enough feminine curves to elicit a Pavlovian response. It was as if nature had drawn on the best qualities of her sisters and packaged them together in one tight stick of dynamite.

Penny’s face was exquisite, with a smooth pale complexion that bordered just a shade below golden. She had ripe full lips coated with shiny pink lip gloss and her eyes could wreck a guy where he stood. With an even deeper shade of green than Krista’s, her irises reminded me of a primordial forest. She had long eyelashes, and the way her lips curled upward in an amiable smile gave the impression of someone much happier and carefree than I knew she must be. Penny wore her glossy auburn hair back in a tight, sleek ponytail with errant wisps floating over her neck, cheeks, and forehead. She was fucking radiant, and my cock hardened just looking at her.

If my math was right, Penny was twenty-one and not that far away from her twenty-second birthday later in the summer. Like her sisters, I hadn’t seen Penny in over a year, and the results of her time spent simmering were nothing short of spectacular. By any measure, she had blossomed from a beautiful girl into a stunning beauty who threatened to blow apart the Richter scale.

When she moved, every eye at the bar tracked her. They gazed on her impressive cleavage, firm flat tummy, angelic face, legs, ass, you name it. She was a feast for the eyes, and the testosterone packing the bar proved it. On Penny’s side of the bar, they stood three rows deep and looked ready to throw a punch anytime a fresh face tried to push past.

Penny smiled and laughed at a guy in his mid-thirties who looked like a local wearing a sweatshirt and a Florida State hat. Her sweet and sexy smile sent butterflies floating across my stomach. Her entire face seemed to light up in a way that left no doubt she was buzzing with happiness. But was she really? How much was an act? Penny knew how to play games. I had seen that much with the trail of broken hearts she left in her path.

The guy in the FSU hat said something to her, and Penny nodded before she picked up a mug and turned toward a beer tap behind her. He kept talking even though she clearly couldn’t hear him before the guy next to him laughed and shook his head. Even I could read his lips — give it up, dude.

A few moments later, she returned with his beer and another guy further down the bar caught her attention. He stood in the second row, sandwiched between two stocky guys wearing Ron Jon Surf Shop t-shirts.

As Penny approached him, she leaned forward, flashing enough cleavage to trigger a 911 emergency call, and twisted her ear as if to hear.

The guy whose expression undulated somewhere between adoration and hopefulness handed her his credit card along with a cocktail napkin. He had a soft handsome face with curly brown hair and an amiable disposition. The guy didn’t look like a player, and he didn’t look like a slouch either. Like most of us, he fell somewhere in between and seemed like the type who would have no problem picking up plenty of pretty girls.

But Penny wasn’t merely pretty or even beautiful. Just like her sisters and her mother, she was truly exceptional. 99.9% of the women on the planet would run away from a side-by-side comparison, and who could blame them? I watched, both fascinated and aroused, while the cream of the crop worked behind a bar at a place called Loco Bill’s.

“Babe, can I get you a drink?” A female voice said.

I snapped back to reality and turned my gaze on a rather annoyed looking Amber. She probably dealt with that same glazed-over stare a thousand times a day. She was pretty, but not as extraordinary as Penny, and it was clear she knew it. That would grow tiresome in a hurry.

“Sorry,” I said. “I’ll have an IPA. Whatever you think is good. I’m not picky.” I smiled and handed her my credit card. “Can I start a tab?”

“Sure thing, hon,” she said and whisked away with my credit card in hand.

I gazed back at Penny and glimpsed the cocktail napkin the nice guy had handed Penny. He had scrawled his name, phone number, and a brief message in ballpoint pen, although I couldn’t make out any of the information.

Without so much as a glance, Penny wadded up the cocktail napkin and slyly tossed it in the trash before she slid the guy’s card through the reader. It was at that moment, with her face turned away from her admirers, that her face fell, and the mask slipped free for half a heartbeat. Pain lurked just under the surface and my heart broke.

“Aw, shit, kid. What the hell happened?” I whispered out loud to no one.

Amber returned with my beer. “There you go, hon. It’s a house IPA. Let me know what you think.”

I took a sip. It was delicious. Even more so after my morning exertion with Krista, and my lunchtime exertion with Texas on the pergola. Not to mention my hour and a half drive north. Now if I only had a fucking chair, I could truly relax. I sighed and resigned myself to standing until a bar-side stool came free.

I watched the guys come and go. A sea of fresh faces, different but all the same. Penny had tossed five phone numbers away in thirty minutes and wordlessly rejected a dozen more. Part of me felt sorry for her, but a bigger part of me felt angry that she had turned her back on her sisters and mother. She didn’t have to work in a bar getting leered at if she didn’t want to. Penny Lane had a genius level IQ and had walked away from an undergraduate engineering program in rocket science. The question was why.

Twenty minutes later, the guy in front of me moved, and I quickly grabbed his stool before the vultures could swoop in. Even then, Penny still hadn’t noticed me. But why would she? I was on Amber’s side of the bar and they no doubt had drawn a line of demarcation the other didn’t dare cross unless expressly invited.

As the dinner approached, the crowd thickened, and I sipped on my fourth beer on an empty stomach. That wasn’t a good combination, but if I wasn’t drinking, I would lose my seat. So, I soldiered on vowing to get a menu from Amber when she came back my way.

Fifteen minutes later, Penny finally saw me.

Amber and Penny had exchanged a few words. Penny nodded along and Amber’s eyes pleaded with her. I read Penny’s lips and faintly heard her voice. She gave Amber a high-five. “I got your back, girl.” That’s when Penny and Amber traded sides.

My heart lurched along with the crowd, who started shifting toward Penny’s new side of the bar.

Penny took a drink order from two guys who stared straight down her top while they placed their order. They didn’t even feign making eye contact, and it didn’t seem to bother Penny in the slightest. She was doing what she did best — play games.

My pulse quickened and my breathing grew labored. How would she react to seeing me? Adrenaline washed along my legs and I swallowed a drink of my beer, feigning disinterest until Penny moved directly before me and froze.

“Matt?” she said, her tone expressing equal measures of uncertainty and disbelief.

I gazed up from my beer and locked my eyes on hers. “Hiya, kid.” I grinned.

Penny’s lips instinctually curled into a smile, and her eyes glistened for a singular moment. But that’s when her wall rose, and she put on a mask for the occasion. Her genuine affection turned into an eyebrow furrowed glare while the smile faded. “Did Betty send you?”

“You mean your mom?”

Penny rolled her eyes. “What do you want, Matt?”

“It’s great to see you too, Penn,” I said, my tone oozing sarcasm. “Yeah, I’m doing fine. I know it’s been forever, but —

“I don’t have time for this,” she said, cutting me off. “I’m working.”

“I came to talk,” I said. “And I’m not leaving until I do, so don’t put up any bullshit argument.”

“Then you’ll be waiting a while,” she said. “I don’t get off until eleven.”

I pushed my empty mug toward her. “Then fill me up barkeep.”

“You’re drunk,” she said.

“Not yet. But I’m on my way. Better not keep me waiting.” She was painfully beautiful with soul-crushing eyes, and I had to force myself to maintain eye contact. I wouldn’t look away first. Penny preyed on weakness and she once told me she measured a man by how long they could stare her in the eyes.

Most people failed miserably when forced into that awkward dynamic. Penny knew it and used it as a tool to exude her dominance. But Big Matt had played the game long enough to know better. Penny had to know who had the big dick in our little standoff. It was a trait she shared with her big sister, and I mentally kissed Krista for honing my alpha-edge.

Penny whisked my mug away and turned, breaking eye contact first.

I grinned and sat back. “Round one goes to the reigning champion,” I mumbled at her.

A minute later, Penny returned and wordlessly delivered my beer before a guy behind me shouted out her name before Penny pasted on her smile and went to work.

I watched her float back and forth across the bar, taking orders and mechanically going about her business. A bit of her smile had faded as I no doubt crept into her head, but she put on a brave face and served up the masses of her adoring fans.

Twenty minutes after our first contact, a plate with an enormous hamburger and fries appeared before me. I frowned and glanced over my shoulder at the twenty-year-old guy who delivered my food. “I didn’t order this.” His name tag read Jason, and I went to hand him the plate back when I heard Penny’s voice behind me.

“It’s his,” she said. “Leave it, Jason. Thanks.”

I glanced down at the burger and back at Penny.

“I don’t need you throwing up on my bar,” she said. “Eat.”

I gave her a sawed-off grin and bit into a french-fry. “I knew my Penny lurked in there somewhere.”

She rolled her eyes. “Don’t piss me off, Snow.”

Around me, a half-dozen guys gazed at me with equal measures of envy and adoration. I had somehow penetrated the goddess’s bubble and their expressions told me they wanted in on my secret.

The food helped and pushed away the heavy buzz clouding my otherwise reasonable judgment. But it was the next three hours that took me from buzzed to inebriated. I wasn’t smashed, but I certainly couldn’t drive, and I really wasn’t in any position to have a deep and meaningful conversation with Penny.

At around nine p.m., a handsome male bartender named Josh had replaced Amber, leaving the bar completed lopsided in Penny’s favor. That’s when they stopped working sides and both Penny and Josh covered the entire bar.

By eleven, the crowd had thinned out and Penny’s shift was over. She disappeared from behind the bar and reappeared a few minutes later over my shoulder wearing an oversized sweatshirt with her purse slung over her shoulder.

“Let’s go, Matt. You aren’t driving.” She spun my chair around and shook her head, letting out a long sigh. “On a scale from one to ten, how shit-faced are you and don’t fucking lie to me because you know I’ll know.”

“I’m a solid seven,” I said, slightly slurring my words. “But I’ll call an Uber. Don’t worry.”

“Where’s your hotel?” she asked, seeming more concerned than angry.

“That’s the thing. I didn’t book one. I only live an hour away and didn’t plan on staying the night.”

“Where’s Krista and Sam?” she asked, folding her arms over her chest.

The question alone told me she knew all about our arrangement. I had no idea how much it bothered her, if at all, and I certainly wasn’t in a place to measure her reaction to anything with rational judgment.

“Home,” I said, not bothering to evade the question. She could interpret home however she wanted. “I came here alone. I’ll book a hotel and we can talk in the morning.”

“Dude, you won’t find a vacancy within fifty miles of here,” she said. “You’re coming with me and we’ll get your car in the morning.” She guided me up and off the stool while Penny’s remaining fans glared at me with malice.

“You need help with his guy?” A burly looking biker dude with a full bear and a big gut said to Penny.

“I’ve got him,” she said. “He’s family.”

My insides melted, and I gave her a watery smile before turning to the biker. “Beneath that crusty exterior lies a heart of gold.” My words came out slurred and only halfway coherent, but the biker laughed and shook his head.

“He’s got you figured out,” he said, his voice gravelly.

Penny sighed and slipped my arm over her shoulder. “He’s probably the only one who does.”
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Penny lived in a small studio apartment about a fifteen-minute drive from the bar. Her family had more money than God, and I wondered why she had chosen to live in a shoebox. But I was sober enough to keep my mouth shut.

We climbed two flights of stairs before she wrestled with her key in the lock.

I stood beside her swaying before I leaned forward and braced myself on the doorjamb.

“You aren’t going to puke, are ayou?” she asked.

I frowned at her. “Penn, this ain’t my first shit show. No. I’m not going to puke.”

“Okay,” she said. “Come on in.”

She pushed open the door, and we emerged into a mess that would make Dennis the Menace blush.

Inside her tiny kitchenette, stacks of dirty dishes filled her sink and carry out boxes flowed from the trash can. She had piled her clothes everywhere, from the loveseat that dominated her living space to her dresser that doubled as a TV stand. She had an unmade double-sized bed with more clothes, books, and oddities stacked haphazardly.

The door to a small bathroom stood open. It was home to a toilet, a half-sized sink, and a shower stall. Her makeup, hair dryer, and a hundred other pieces of girl equipment were stacked on the toilet lid and sink.

She surveyed my expression and drew her lips into a thin, straight line. “Not a word.”

“Right.” I stood amongst the clutter and debris, sort of wobbling while I searched in vain for a place to sit.

She pulled off her sweatshirt, revealing her Loco Bill’s t-shirt. “It’s fucking hot wearing that thing.”

She wore the sweatshirt because she had enough of guys staring at her tits all night. But it paid the bills, and at least she wasn’t wrapped around a brass pole. “There’s only one bed,” I said while I glanced around the room. “I’m not sure where to —

“We can share the fucking bed, Matt,” she said. “Or are you afraid of me?”

She pulled off her t-shirt, revealing a black lace bra that looked two sizes too small. Her tits practically burst from the seams.

I gawked at her, and my jaw dropped while my legs went limp with a release of adrenaline. “Jesus Christ, Penn. They’re wedged in there like a clown car.”

She sighed. “I know, right?” She turned to face me head on, using her sexual aura to intimidate me. “I can’t wait to get this fucking bra off, but it’s totally worth it,” she said. “I got this bra in junior high and found it one day when I was low on clean laundry.”

My cheeks flushed with heat, and I licked the dryness from my lips. Like standing before a grizzly bear, I tried not to show fear, but I was certain she could smell it on me. “Which pile is the clean pile?” I asked, deciding a little anger could throw her off her game and give me back the upper hand. Besides. it gave me a chance to gawk at her incredible, jiggling rack.

“Fuck you,” she said, glaring at me. “I work ten-hour days, six days a week.” She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, letting it fall forward off her shoulders while the cups dangled from her high firm tits. “I earned double the tips from the fucking cleavage.” She let out a satisfying sigh and pushed the bra off her shoulders, revealing the finest pair of tits that had ever graced my field of vision.

Considering my burgeoning harem army, that was no small admission. All three of my beauties had tits that would receive a triple-A rating from the Better Business Bureau. But Penny’s tits redefined the category. They were firm and bouncy with enough jiggle to hypnotize but not enough to appear obscenely large. Her areolas were pink and slightly puffy, and her nipples appeared stiff and erect even though they weren’t.

She grinned, knowing she had thrown me off balance. “You might as well take a long look,” she said. “I sleep naked and I’m not making an exception for you. If you need to jerk off, go to the bathroom and get it out of your system. I see that look a hundred times a night.”

She had zero shame, and it was easy to see why. I stood there awkwardly staring at her, having completely turned the power over to her. There was only one way to fight fire — with a hose. I shrugged. “I sleep naked too, but I can leave my underwear on if it makes you uncomfortable.”

“Whatever,” she said, stifling a yawn. “I’m tired and just want to collapse. I can’t keep doing these double shifts.” She shimmied out of her shorts and kicked them atop a nearby pile, leaving her topless and clad only in a black lace thong.

Her ass didn’t disappoint. It popped with enough jiggle to send my pulse soaring through the top of the thermometer.

I didn’t try to avert my gaze. Instead, I soaked her in, drinking in her extraordinary body as if completely unintimidated. If she didn’t care, then I didn’t either. I pulled off my t-shirt, revealing my muscled chest and six-pack abs.

Penny glanced at me, and her eyes widened. “Jesus, dude. Who eats that clean?”

I shrugged. “Good DNA, I guess.” I unbuttoned my jeans and pushed them down my legs, hooking the waistband of my boxer briefs with them. My cock, half-hard and engorged with blood, swung at her like a T-Rex in search of a fresh kill.

“Holy mother of God,” Penny said. “Is that thing street legal?”

I laughed and stretched my arms over my head, yawning while I turned to her bed. “Should I just shove this shit aside or what?”

Penny’s cheeks had turned bright red, and she averted her gaze from my monster. “You fuck Krista with that thing? Sammy I can understand, she’s flexible, but how in the hell does Krista take it all in? She’s like a china doll.”

“It’s a tight fit, but we manage,” I said.

“Well, keep it away from me,” she said. “I don’t need you blowing my streak.”

“Streak?”

“Six months of celibacy.” She crossed her fingers. “It’s like I’m a virgin all over again.”

That factoid ignited a firestorm of questions that I was in no position to ask. “I’ll stay on my side if you stay on yours.”

She yawned. “I’m zapped.” She walked past me, tits jiggling while she removed her ponytail holder from her silky auburn hair fell freely over her shoulders.

The hot meter rose by ten degrees. Her hair fell halfway down her back and from my angle her side boobs shifted and jiggled while she tossed the shit off her bed onto the floor.

I glanced down at her ass and my cock, already half-hard with arousal, thickened and twitched. How in the hell was I supposed to sleep beside her in a tiny double bed with both of us naked? Thoughts of draining the dragon rolled through the back of my head. Suddenly, Penny’s suggestion of jerking off didn’t sound half bad. Luckily, I was buzzed enough that I could likely fall asleep despite having a goddess naked beside me.

Penny crawled across the bed and slipped under the covers before pulling off her black lace thong and tossing it across the room.

I climbed into bed beside her and slid under the covers. Her bed was surprisingly comfortable and my body immediately relaxed.

She turned on her side, back facing me, and reached for the overhead light before the room went dark.

We lay silently in the darkness before Penny spoke. “Just so you know. This isn’t a thing I do with guys. I’m not a slut.”

“I know,” I said. “Good night, Penn. I love you.”

Silence stretched out between us and I thought she sniffled before she finally replied, “I love you too.”
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My head felt fuzzy and ached with a dull thud while my cock felt warm and wet, as if immersed in a glass of warm milk. I fluttered my eyes open and shadowy darkness surrounded me.

It took me a few seconds of disorientation to realize I was in Penny’s apartment. Although I hadn’t had one since I was fourteen years old, I was certain I just had a wet dream. I cursed myself for not jerking off earlier and considered how I could mop up the mess without waking Penny.

My cock pulsed with ecstasy, stiff and throbbing, as if on the verge of blowing a second mammoth load. I stifled a groan and bit my lip, glancing sideways before finding Penny’s spot empty.

Adrenaline washed through me, blowing away the hangover cobwebs and what remained of my buzz. I hadn’t had a wet dream. My cock was rock hard and thickening by the second. I propped myself up on my elbows and gazed down the length of my body.

In the murky shadows, the silhouette of Penny’s head bobbed up and down on my shaft, slurping and sucking. She pushed a lock of hair behind her ear, and I glimpsed her lips sliding along my throbbing shaft while her fingers circled the base of my cock, gently stroking.

At my movement, the bed creaked, and Penny glanced up at me. But the layered shadows made it impossible to make pure eye contact.

She came off my cock with a sloppy pop and straddled me, my cock slapping her warm flat stomach. “Not a word,” she said. “This is about me getting off. Nothing more.” Even in the shadows, her tits jiggled and bounced while she slid her fingers along my slippery rod.

My cock was already throbbing, and my orgasm was banging on the back door demanding entry. After spending hours watching Penny strut around the bar, tits jiggling, I was backed up like the Hoover Dam. If I blew my load before we even got started, I might never get another shot with her.

On the other hand, if she really was on a six-month dry spell, then she would light up like a basket of kindling under a blowtorch. She was ripe and ready, and at twenty-one-years-old, Penny had just entered her prime.

Penny nuzzled my shaft against her warm, soaking-wet pussy and swirled her fingers around my engorged tip. She brushed her thumb over my glans and my cock twitched before slapping her stomach. Wordlessly, she propped up on her knees and held onto my cock before she lowered herself onto my manhood.

My tip slipped through her juicy labia, and pleasure rippled over me. I let out a whispered moan and ran my hands up Penny’s firm thighs before gently squeezing her supple skin.

I longed for the lamplight to feast visually on her world class body and gaze into those soul-crushing eyes. Watching my cock slide in and out of Penny’s sweet pussy was a pipedream fantasy I never imagined in a million years. But the light would chase her back into the shadows and shatter the magic. Whatever was happening with Penny ran far deeper than my cock alone could fix. But hey, if she wanted to use me as a live action dildo, I was more than up to the task.

Penny guided my pulsing knob inside a hole so tight I clenched my teeth and grabbed hold of the bedspread.

She let out a low-pitched warbling moan and sucked in short raspy breaths. Her pussy pulsed around my cock and I had barely entered her past my tip. Her breath caught in her throat and she cautiously probed her entrance with my stiff rod, treating my cock like a stick of dynamite.

What my eyes couldn’t see, my fingers could certainly touch. I couldn’t wait to feast my hands on her tits and ass, but I was deathly afraid of moving for fear of chasing her away. Putting my cock inside her trumped everything, and I didn’t want to blow it. Hell, I didn’t even want to ask her about pulling out. If she wanted me to pull out, she would tell me.

Penny released my cock and leaned forward, placing her palms on my chest. She dug her fingers into the soft flesh of my pectoral muscles and spread out her palms, settling her weight onto me. Her auburn hair cascaded over her shoulders and whisked over my chest, tickling my ribs and stomach.

My eyes had adjusted enough to make out her nipples, and her perfect tits squeezed between her forearms. I ran my hands over her smooth, ripe ass and squeezed, filling my palms with her sweet flesh. As she pushed lower, my cock throbbed and expanded inside her. She was every bit as tight as her little sister, and I clutched Penny’s ass while she started to grind.

She moved her hips in a circular motion, using my cock to loosen her pussy. She moaned softly and added a forward and backward motion until I slipped completely inside her and we both shuddered.

“Fuck,” Penny said breathlessly. She held tight, her body rigid as she adjusted to my massive length and girth.

Her pussy thrummed around my cock, pulsing and shifting. Her heart beat through the tip of my cock, nuzzled up against the entrance to her cervix. She was a petite woman and my cock split her like a ripe watermelon.

With her tits before me, I licked my lips and moved my trembling hands toward them where they jiggled and quaked with her movement. Touching them would check off a bucket list item, and my heartbeat pounded in my temples while my hands closed in.

I lovingly cupped them in my hands and my stomach flip-flopped. My ragged breath caught in my throat and I bucked my hips grinding deep inside her pussy. Her bare tits filled my palms and there was plenty more of her creamy flesh that wouldn’t fit in my hands. I slid my thumbs over her raised areolas and my fingers tripped over her stiff nipples. They were smooth, soft, and utterly perfect. I pulsed inside her, my cock expanding, and I edged my hips upward slowly, thrusting deeper while I kneaded her tits, savoring their exquisite natural weight and firmness.

Penny moved her body atop me, swiveling her hips, and beneath us, the bedsprings lurched with open anger. She pumped my cock and as we fell into an even rhythm, our skin slapped together with satisfying — whump, whump sounds. She fell forward, and I released her tits before Penny dropped to her elbows and met me face-to-face.

Her hair spilled over my eyes, mouth, and lips, and I inhaled the scents of sweet apple and orange blossom. Penny’s warm breath slid over my nose and I breathed, soaking her inside me. I pumped harder and faster, thrusting deeper inside her while my cock thickened as hard as Rocky Mountain granite.

Penny’s headboard thumped the wall and her mattress wailed in a sing-song rhythmic protest. While she rode my cock harder and faster, she let out low, soft moans combined with gentle whimpers.

I slid my fingers through her rich, thick hair and drew her head toward me, seeking her lips.

She pulled away. “No kissing,” she said breathlessly, not breaking her stride, riding my manhood like a cowboy rodeo.

Kissing was too intimate? And so apparently was eye gazing. I was a warm body who landed in her bed. I got the feeling once Penny climaxed, she would roll off me and go back to sleep, my orgasm be damned.

But I was already edging and still controlled my orgasm enough to fire at will. I would time my release with hers and flood her womb with enough cum to float a boat.

She gyrated her hips in a fast-twerking motion, riding me like a beast, grinding faster. The heat and friction lit us up like the sun until Penny’s orgasm reached the boiling point.

Penny pushed herself upright and moaned long and loud, slowing her fucking to a crawl while her pussy spasmed around my cock. She whimpered and shuddered, gasping for breath, and ground my cock deep inside her tight young pussy.

I grunted and thrust upward, meeting her demand for my cock before my head flashed with a warning. My balls tightened and a monstrous ejaculation gripped my cock, sending a gushing ocean of cum deep inside the stunning young bartender. I grunted and came hard, spurting milky ropes of thick jizz inside her young, fertile womb.

Penny soaked in every drop, squeezing my shaft with her pussy, and fell forward before she buried her head in my neck. She nuzzled her nose behind my ear and kissed me softly along my neckline while she pumped my cock, draining me completely.

I stroked her back with my fingertips and lovingly cupped her ass, letting her move atop me while I filled my palms with her ass cheeks.

With her big, beautiful tits mashed against my chest and her petite body resting entirely atop mine, her next move surprised me with its blatant intimacy.

Penny ran her fingers through my hair and sighed contentedly, nuzzling deeper into my neck, kissing me softly behind the ear, before her body completely relaxed and she fell asleep almost instantly.

With my cock still buried inside her, I breathed in her sweet intoxicating scent and stroked her silky auburn hair. I loved every second she gave me, and perhaps I had judged her too harshly. In the end she wasn’t a selfish lover but kissing and eye contact were out of the question.

She slept as if she hadn’t a care in the world, breathing in and out rhythmically as if she hadn’t slept in a year. Her orgasm had tapped the last of her strength, but she found comfort lying naked in my arms.

I held her like that for a long time, stroking her hair and back. She never moved, and I fought against sleep until it won the inevitable battle and I drifted into the shadows, holding Penny tight in my arms.
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The sound of the door slamming shut woke me from my slumber.

I blinked my eyes open and reached to my right. Penny’s side of the bed was cold and empty. My stomach dropped. It had been too much, and she had run away before I woke, unable to confront me after our early morning hookup.

I sighed and sank back into the pillow. I had made a huge mistake and wanted to kick myself for succumbing to her female charms. But who was I kidding? If I had to do it all over again, I would.

“Honey, breakfast is ready,” Penny said, her voice coming from the tiny kitchenette.

What the hell? I sat up and rubbed away the sleep in my eyes. I blinked and squinted, gazing across the sun-drenched apartment.

“I slaved over a hot stove just for you,” she said, swinging a bag of bagels in one hand and grinning sheepishly.

My heart soared, and my body floated on a cloud. I wanted to fist pump and scream in triumph, but I couldn’t and didn’t. Instead, I smiled at her warmly. “Barefoot and pregnant. Just the way I like ‘em.”

Without a shred of awkwardness or hesitation, Penny grinned at me and produced a large coffee in her other hand. “Look what else mama found. A big ol’ black coffee with absolutely nothing in it.”

It was my Penny. The one I remembered and the one I secretly loved. My grin widened. “It takes years of experience to fix my coffee properly. I’m glad you stayed at the academy, Padawan. Your Jedi powers have increased.” I sat all the way up and the sheet dropped around my waist.

Penny laughed, and her entire face lit up, brighter than the sun. She crossed over to the bed and climbed on before she handed me my coffee. “How’s your head?”

“Not too bad.” I sipped on the coffee and felt instantly better. “Fuck, that’s good,” I said. “My head will be right as rain after a few tugs of caffeine.”

Penny wore a pair of gray gym shorts, an over-sized black t-shirt with a Motley Crue emblem on the front and had pulled her hair back into a loose ponytail. Even when she tried not to be hot, she was, and I gazed on her creamy toned legs and couldn’t believe I had sex with a goddess a mere few hours earlier. She kicked off her sandals, tossed them on the floor, and sat cross-legged before me. Penny opened the bag of bagels and gazed inside. “I got blueberry for me, and a toasted everything bagel for Princess Matthew.”

“You’re remembering all my favs. I’m honored.” I took the bagel from her and bit into it. Like the coffee, it was the perfect hangover cure. “There’s nothing like a nice heavy carb load to cure what ails you.”

She hoisted her bagel toward me. “Bagel cheers, my bagel, bro.”

We bopped bagels, and each took a scrumptious bite.

I hated to even bring up the topic that had brought me here. We were enjoying the moment, and I hadn’t seen Penny in forever. This wasn’t the right moment for a heavy conversation, and I just as soon let it ride a little longer. “I’ve missed you,” I said. “I have no one to watch Star Wars with me.”

“Sorry for ghosting you,” she said. “Forgive me?” She tilted her head sideways and batted her eyelashes sarcastically.

God, she was fucking adorable. “That depends on if you plan to do that to your BFF again.”

“Are we talking about you or Yoda? I’m confused.” She laughed and fell over onto the bed, sprawling out sideways while she gazed up at me. “You have a really big dick,” she said, laughing even harder. “I’m sore as fuck.”

I picked up her pillow and threw at her. “You have a really tight pussy,” I said. “And I’m not sorry I broke your streak.”

She swatted away the pillow and licked her lips, eying me playfully. “You think my pussy is tight?”

“I think you left fucking track marks on my shaft,” I said.

Her jaw dropped, and her eyes widened. “Seriously? Let me see.” She crawled across the bed and pulled back the sheet.

“You’re inspecting my dick? Is this how you treat all your houseguests?” I bit into my bagel and leaned back against her headboard.

She picked up my cock and rolled it between her fingers, examining it carefully. “It looks fine to me.” She sat back, stretching her bare feet onto my lap and sliding her toes over my hardening knob. “Do you have to go back this morning?”

I sipped my coffee and gazed into her deep green eyes. There was hope and anticipation there. She didn’t want me to leave, and I didn’t want to leave. The way errant strands of her silky auburn hair spilled over her forehead and cheeks made my stomach spin. She was painfully beautiful. “When do you have to go to work?”

“You caught me on my day off,” she said. “The men of Loco Bill’s will have to survive a day without me.”

“I’m sure Amber will be pleased,” I said.

Penny laughed. “Amber makes better tips when I’m working with her.”

“How long have you worked there?”

“A few months,” she said before she abruptly changed the topic. “So, if you don’t go back today, maybe we could hang out.”

It seemed personal questions were also off limits. This would be harder than I thought. “What did you have in mind?” I asked.

She shrugged. “We could get some Plan B for that massive load you dropped inside me last night.”

My face flushed with heat. “Sorry. I was a little turned on.”

Penny laughed. “I’m fucking with you. I’m on the pill. No harm. No foul. Besides, I loved having you come inside me.”

Now it was my turn to squirm. “Oh? Why is that?”

She shrugged. “Reasons.”

I sensed answers wouldn’t come anytime soon and decided to steer the conversation to a safer shore. Maybe if I loosened her up, I could get her to talk to me. “I have a friend in Clearwater who owns a surf shop,” I said. “You ever surfed?”

She sat bolt upright, and her eyes widened with excitement. “No fucking way. Matt, you surf?”

“I do,” I said. “I can teach you the basics if you’d like.”

“Yes. Please.” She threw herself forward and wrapped her arms around my neck, squeezing me tight. Her braless tits mashed against my chest and my cock thickened, eager for another round with the beautiful Penny Lane. “You are the best BFF a Jedi girl ever had.”

I breathed in her intoxicating scent and sighed contentedly. “I missed you, Penn.”
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Penny pushed up onto her surfboard, her expression intense. She wore a mask of concentration and perfectly positioned her petite athletic frame to ride out the wave.

“That’s it, Penn. Stay over your board,” I shouted, standing in the shallow surf beside her.

“I’m doing it,” she cried out excitedly before making the fatal mistake of turning her head toward me. Her weight shifted, and she fell forward, crashing into the shallow surf with a giant kerplunk.

I laughed and swam toward her, grabbing her loose board on the way.

Penny emerged from the water, breathless but smiling. She spun in a tight circle until she found me and grinned. “I almost had it that time.”

She wore a sleek, skin-tight wet suit and had bunched her long auburn hair back in a tight ponytail. Her green eyes blazed with life and she positively bubbled with joy. For a woman who I thought was in despair, she sure didn’t look like it today. Even with no makeup, she was a stunning beauty, and the smattering of freckles on the bridge of her pert nose stood out in the bright sunshine.

“You looked back,” I said. “That threw off your weight distribution.”

“Can you show me again? I wasn’t sure about my feet,” she said, taking her board from me.

Even her tight wetsuit couldn’t fully contain her bountiful cleavage, and a whisper of her creamy tits blossomed above her zipper.

“I’ll make a deal with you,” I said. “I’ll go again if you share a personal detail with me.”

She rolled her eyes. “Don’t turn this into a fucking psychology session. I just want to have fun.” She splashed water in my face, picked up her surfboard, and took off into the swells.

That bombed. Clearly the direct route wasn’t working. “Fine,” I said. “I’ll go again.”

With the next wave, I rose on board, and followed the line it offered closer to the shoreline before I hopped off and turned back toward Penny. “Keep your head straight,” I said. “And stay over the board.” She was too fucking smart for her own good, leaving her emotions protected from me. I would never get her to open up unless she chose to. It was best if I let go of playing armchair psychologist and simply enjoyed her company.

Penny tried again, and this time made it halfway to me before she lost her balance and slid off the board. But her technique improved by the minute and she controlled her fall, landing on her feet.

Behind us, the sea calmed, and a long low flat of still water stretched into the distance.

I reached Penny and straddled my board, floating beside her. “That was better, but you pitched your weight too far forward.”

“Got it,” she said and climbed on her board, mimicking me while we gazed out to sea and the silence stretched out between us.

“Guess what?” I asked, turning to face her.

Penny spit out a mouthful of seawater and gazed up at me, her expression leery. “I’m afraid to guess. Why don’t you just tell me?”

I rolled my eyes. “It’s about Jess. She’s coming to stay with me in a couple of weeks. Can you believe it?” I grinned broadly.

“Matt. That’s awesome. I’m glad she took my advice.”

We floated in silence while the break in the wave action continued.

Advice? What advice? “You talked to her? When?”

“A few weeks ago,” she said. “I encouraged her to invite you for dad’s day.”

“Wow,” I said. “I owe you one. Do you guys talk often? When it comes to Jess, I feel like I’m completely in the dark.”

She shrugged. “We talk all the time. She’s probably my best friend.”

That was major news. When had that happened? “Did she tell you what happened at dad’s day?”

“Part of it,” Penny said. “Jess curates my newsfeed.”

What the hell did that mean? I would have asked her, but she would never answer the question directly. “Well, you should’ve seen the way she told off your dad. Wow.” I laughed and mimed a head explosion.

Penny’s jaw dropped. “No way. What happened?”

I recalled the events that led up to Jessica’s encounter with Simon and Tracy, leaving out nothing.

“Sam finally got you into that couple’s class?” She laughed. “She had that cooked up a year ago.”

“What else don’t I know?”

“Krista and I flipped a coin to see who got the first shot with you,” she said almost too fast before she winced.

That came as a surprise. “Really?”

Penny nodded, but her expression wilted as if she had said way more than she planned. She turned toward the horizon and squinted into the sun. “Look, here comes a big one.”

“Wait,” I said, trying to stop Penny before she paddled off in hot pursuit. “Penn, that’s too big.”

“You worry too much,” Penny yelled over her shoulder. “Watch this.”

The wave rolled in and Penny popped up on her board, but her timing was a fraction late. The wave pushed her forward and upended the board, cartwheeling her sideways before she smacked the water hard face first.

My stomach lurched, and my cheeks tingled with dread. “Fuck.” Frantically, I paddled toward her and shouted, “Penny!” I reached her board and followed her foot strap to her leg. I wrapped my arm around her waist and Penny came out of the water coughing and gagging seawater.

Over and over, she hacked while I dragged her toward the shore, using the fireman’s carry I learned during my days as a lifeguard.

She clung to my arm and wheezed, gasping for air until we reached the safety of the beach.

I loosened her ankle strap and tossed the surfboard aside before crouching beside Penny and examining her face.

Her eyes were open and her complexion ashen. She gasped as if she couldn’t breathe, but little by little her breathing deepened and her color returned.

“You had the wind knocked out of you,” I said. “Give yourself a second. I’m right here.” I sat down on the sand beside her and wrapped my arm around her shoulder, drawing myself closer while Penny’s breathing returned to normal.

She leaned into me, burying her head in the crook of my neck. Her wet auburn hair hung limp and loose down the front of her wet suit. Penny slid her hand inside my thigh and clung to me as if her life depended on it.

I froze, not wanting to break the spell of our first real contact in over a year. We sat there for several long minutes with me holding her gently while I stroked her hair.

“Are you okay?” I finally asked.

Penny drew closer, and she shook her head, staring into the sand.

“Do I need to call for help?” I asked. “Is anything broken?”

She held quiet for a long minute before she finally spoke. “Six months ago, I dumped my boyfriend,” she said, her voice quivering.

I held as still as a deer in the forest and held quiet for a long moment before I gently probed. “What happened?”

She shrugged. “My boyfriend got too needy and jealous. I did what I always do — bolt.”

What constituted needy and jealous? Judging by Penny’s reluctance to open up, anything could have triggered her. “How long were you together?” I asked.

“Almost a year,” she said. “It was a personal record.” She laughed without humor. “He started talking about engagement rings and I kind of flipped out.”

Discussing engagement rings with Penny Lane was like pulling the fire alarm. No wonder she hit the emergency ejection seat. “Is that when you moved to Tampa?”

“I ran to Tampa,” she said. “Far away from Steven.”

That she had come to Tampa, a city an hour from my front door, couldn’t have been a coincidence. Two years ago, Penny had made a solo trip to our beach house to spend time with Jessica. It was one of those rare moments when I joined Jess and Tracy on a trip. I would never admit it, but I came knowing Penny was coming along.

It was a Saturday, and I took Penny and Jess to Tampa on a day trip. That was the day I fell in love with her, even though I could have never said so out loud.

I had taken the girls shopping and on an afternoon cruise. We ended the day at a seaside restaurant. I remembered Jess getting a call from Tracy while Penny and I strolled down a long pier and watched the sunset together. The way she looked at me that night made my stomach swoon, and that’s the moment I truly fell in love.

Now she had moved to Tampa. Had she wanted me to come rescue her? “I ran too,” I said. “After the divorce.”

Penny sat in silence, picking at the wet sand between her feet. “I missed you so much.” Her voice wobbled and she let out a long sigh.

It was the admission I had waited for. Both cathartic and sad. I felt awful and wanted to scoop her up in my arms and whisk her away forever. “There’re bars in Siesta Key,” I said. “And I’m pretty sure they need bartenders.”

She ignored me and stared down between her legs while the surf pounded a few feet away.

It was too much too soon, and I regretted asking.

“Do you love me, Matt?” She gazed up into my eyes and for the first time she took a good long look at me.

My stomach turned into knots. “Yes,” I responded without hesitation.

Her chin quivered, and she wrapped her arms around me while I drew her into a tight hug.

We remained sitting like that for a long time while Penny sniffled and didn’t let go.

“Did you see that roadside taco bar we passed?” I asked her.

She pulled away from me, gazed up, and smiled. “You saw it too?”

“You still love street tacos?” I asked.

She grinned broadly. “Who doesn’t love street tacos?”

“I bet they have cold beer too,” I said before I stood and helped Penny to her feet. “Come on. My treat.”

We grabbed our boards, and Penny surprised me. She slipped her hand in mine and we laced our fingers together while we headed for my car.
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It turned out the street taco joint doubled as a microbrewery. Penny and I ordered a small feast of delicious street tacos, grabbed two beers and found an outdoor table near a small stage where a local band was setting up for a show.

Our table sat in an intimate corner of the patio, far enough away from the band to chat freely. After finishing my first taco, I eased back in my chair and sipped on my icy brew.

Penny surprised me when she picked up her beer and came around to my side of our little round table and inched her chair close to mine.

“I can see the band better from here,” Penny said. “Do you mind?”

I glanced sideways at her and my stomach entered the spin cycle. Her smile turned my insides to mush and the way she tilted her head at just the right angle reminded me of how impossibly beautiful she was.

Penny wore a pink low-cut tank top revealing a smorgasbord of her incredible cleavage. Her nipples dug into the flimsy cotton top while the spaghetti-style shoulder straps lovingly hugged her warm-beige toned skin. The way her tits jiggled when they moved left no doubt that she had completely foregone a bra of any kind. The constant stares she drew from admirers inevitably ended with a full-throated gawk on her incredible rack.

Penny wore a light-blue summer skirt that reached mid-thigh, leaving her long, toned legs on full display. Her wind-blow auburn hair flew free, tossing in the ocean breeze causing loose strands of hair to flutter over her lips and eyes. She wore no makeup and didn’t need any. She was a stunning natural beauty, and her forest-green eyes glittered under the late-spring sunshine.

I wanted more than anything to tell her how beautiful she looked in that moment. It was a genuine compliment and one I would freely give Clem, Sam, or Krista. But Penny wasn’t ordinary and took compliments like most people took to root canals. A little was way too much, so I had to find roundabout ways of showing her how much I cared without coming right out and saying so. “I suppose you’re presentable enough to pony up beside me,” I said. “But you’re going inside for the next round.”

“No problem. They have your credit card, not mine.” She smiled at me brightly and sat, crossing her legs one over the other before she surprised me again. She slid her warm fingers along my inner thigh before resting her palm halfway up my leg, just below my shorts. Penny brushed her thumb loosely along my skin and set my heart thundering.

My pulse entered overdrive and my head throbbed with a rush of adrenaline. I had sex with the woman less than twelve hours ago, yet that touch was the most intimate contact we had shared. It was electric and sensual, filled with emotion she would never freely express. Her bold move inspired me, and I went out on a limb by sliding my hand across her back before stroking the back of her neck with my thumb.

Penny eased into my touch, sighing contentedly while the band picked up, playing a Dave Matthews Band cover of Tripping Billies. She loved it, tapping her toes and moving in her chair. “I love this song.”

The evening was perfect with the sun dipping toward the watery horizon. The gentle twilight breeze chased away the day’s early heat while the trees lining the outdoor patio provided the perfect amount of shade.

We sipped our beer, but the mood was mellow and with her sitting right next to me, I felt invincible. It was like I had erased the gulf of silence between us, and I tried to recall how it had slipped away.

While I was a workaholic, I had kept in regular contact with Penny via text, social media, and face time at least two or three times a week. About a month after I discovered Tracy and Simon’s infidelity, our frequent contact vanished overnight. It wasn’t one of those things that eroded over time as our lives went in a different direction. The change was abrupt, and I struggled to recall what had happened.

Our last night of normalcy, Penny and I had gone out for a movie, pizza, and beer. I remember nothing about the movie and little else that followed. At the time, Tracy’s affair and the fallout surrounding it emotionally consumed me. Jessica was angry at both Tracy and me. I recalled that Penny had lent me her shoulder to cry on that night. Had I offended her? The night was a haze of alcohol and tears. My head hadn’t been in a good space. It was Penny who had convinced me to quit my job. That was what stuck with me.

Thinking back now, we had some limited contact after that night, but it was all initiated by me with curt, one-word replies from Penny. She stopped sending me memes, videos, and sarcastic texts. She stopped facetiming me and the Star Wars marathons with a giant tub of popcorn between us ended. I had attributed the distance to my divorce and Penny moving on with her life. She was nineteen and immersed in her collegiate life. Looking back, something had shifted between us after that night. Something I was sure I was supposed to know. Was I responsible for Penny’s abrupt behavioral changes?

She was full steam ahead with her engineering degree and remained with the program until the end of the semester. That’s when she dropped out of college. What had I done?

Heat billowed under my collar and I gazed over at Penny, my head in a fog. Had I driven her to this void? Fuck me. Think.

Back in the present day, a few people made their way out onto the makeshift dance floor while the band played on.

Beside me, Penny tapped her toe and sang along, oblivious to the revelation that had flashed through my head. I couldn’t ask her directly what happened. After all, if it meant that much to her, and I didn’t even realize my mistake, then that would only make things worse. She might never speak to me again.

Penny curled a lock of her windswept hair behind her ear and gazed over at me, her expression wary. “What? Do I have sour cream on my face or something?”

The way her beautiful pink lips glistened in the sunlight and the curve of her nose made me fall even more in love with her. My heart ached for her and I had to know what I had done to push her away. “Let’s dance,” I said, smiling at her.

“No, Matt. I’m not a good dancer. You know I don’t dance,” she said, her inflection rising with her resistance.

I set down my beer and took both her hands, pulling her up and off her chair. “Bullshit. I’ve seen you dance. Come on.”

Penny sighed and laced her fingers in mine before she reluctantly followed me, letting me lead her out onto the dance floor.

No sooner had we arrived than the up-tempo song ended, and the singer announced. “We’ll slow it down to catch our breath.”

The music started, and my stomach dipped. It was John Legend’s, All of Me, a song I knew was one of Penny’s favorites.

“No slow dancing,” Penny said and tried to wrestle away from my grip, but I held her firm and our eyes locked.

“Come on, Penn. I know you love this one.” I held open my arms and Penny sighed before stepping toward me.

“You’re fucking impossible. Do you know that?” She wrapped her arms around my neck and her lips turned up into a smile while her green eyes turned completely vulnerable. “Did you pay him to play this?”

“Nope. It’s fate,” I said while I slipped my hands around her slender waist and the singer started in with the lyrics.

What’s going on in that beautiful mind?

I’m on your magical mystery ride

And I’m so dizzy, don’t know what hit me

But I’ll be alright 

Our eyes locked and for the first time in over a year, I gazed straight into her soul.

Penny let her guard down, and her eyes filled with deep longing and pure unabashed love. It was then I saw the love and pain wash together behind those deep green pools, and I was certain I had somehow hurt her.

I curled a lock of Penny’s hair away from her face and we swayed together while the song played.

Penny’s eyes misted over, and her chin quivered with raw emotion, but she didn’t run away. She stayed with me and danced.

I lost myself in her warm touch, the sway of her hips, and the way she gazed straight through to my heart. Despite her warning during our pre-dawn encounter, I threw caution to the wind, leaned forward and kissed her.

Penny didn’t stop me or even try. Our lips met and melted together. Whatever wall Penny had erected crumbled to dust under the twilight sky and the crooning lyrics.

My head’s under water

But I’m breathing fine

You’re crazy, and I’m out of my mind

Penny parted her lips and found my waiting tongue. She ran her fingers up the back of my neck and pressed her body in tight, soaking me in like a cold drink of water after a year in the desert.

She tasted sweet with a hint of alcohol mixed in. Our tongues swirled and flashed. My tongue flew over her lips, teeth, and mouth swirling and probing while my head spun with crazy desire.

While the song played on, we swayed and kissed, lost in our own little world. Penny and I had never shared lover’s intimacy prior to our morning tryst. We had never so much as held hands, but for years there had been deep palpable sexual tension between us, and since her eighteenth birthday, I had craved her like no other.

I wanted to let my hands roam across her incredible body but resisted the urge. It wasn’t appropriate in front of the packed crowd, and as the song ended, I felt the weight of a hundred eyes bear down on us.

It wasn’t until the last note that Penny and I broke our kiss and she stepped back, gazing up into my eyes. Her eyes were swimming with wanton desire, and her chest heaved while she licked her lips. “Get the check.”
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During the drive home, Penny halfway crawled into my lap, sliding her hand inside my shirt while she covered me in kisses, pulling my face from the road multiple times, finding my tongue and moaning into my mouth.

“Hurry,” she said, unbuttoning my shorts and lowering my zipper. She fumbled inside my briefs before her nimble fingers circled my rigid cock. “I want you inside me.”

“Baby, the road,” I said, barely able to concentrate.

Somehow, I managed to guide us safely back to Penny’s apartment. I killed the engine and Penny climbed onto my lap.

Penny straddled me, rocking on my lap, with my bare cock grinding against her soaking wet panties. She devoured me, kissing me with white-hot, ravenous passion. Her tongue probed my mouth, and she worked the buttons loose on the front of my shirt before she slid her palm over my bare chest and squeezed my pecs.

“Penn, let’s get inside,” I said, breaking off our fevered kiss and gazing at her breathlessly.

She had the look of a feral cat who hadn’t eaten in a month. “When you come inside me, look into my eyes,” she said, her eyes searching my face as if memorizing every line. “I want to feel everything.”

“Okay, baby.” I pushed the door open, and Penny locked her legs around my waist, letting me take her along for the ride. I slid my hands beneath her skirt and worked my fingers inside her tight panties. Her creamy ass cheeks filled my hands and my cock throbbed against her firm ass.

Penny locked her ankles behind my back and wrapped her arms around my shoulders, mashing her braless tits against my chest. She kissed me, hot and hungry. Her tongue swirled with mine and she moaned in my mouth while she ground her ass against the tip of my molten rod.

I pushed the car door shut with my foot and carried her up the stairs to her apartment, occasionally breaking off our kiss to breathe and find my footing. She ground my cock, dry fucking me to the brink of orgasm. I slid my thumb between her legs and slipped her soaking wet panties aside before sliding into her slippery wetness.

Penny gasped and ground against me, driving my thumb to the brink of her tight hole. She pulled her spaghetti straps over her shoulders and her tits jiggled in her top while I unlocked the front door.

The damn burst and Penny was like a wild surging river stripping away vast sections of land in her sexual wake. Her hesitancy vanished and she couldn’t get enough of me, practically tearing at my clothes while I carried her over the threshold and kicked the door shut behind me.

Penny dropped from my arms and ripped off her pink tank top, letting her incredible tits spring free. It was the first time I had seen them in their full glory, and they were nothing short of epic.

High, firm, and springy, they bounced and jiggled while Penny tossed aside her tank and reached for the zipper at the back of her skirt. She eyed me wantonly, as if she couldn’t get undressed fast enough, and I didn’t make her wait.

I peeled off my shirt and tossed it atop a heap of her dirty laundry. My shoes, shorts, and briefs came next, leaving me standing before her with my throbbing manhood pulsing and swaying, rigid and stiff.

Penny feasted her eyes on my chest, abs, and cock while she shimmied her hips and her skirt dropped, piling around her ankles. Her panties came next before she stepped forward and latched onto my cock.

Her warm breath washed over me, leaving my head spinning. My cock swelled in her hand, bulging and hardened as she gently stroked.

Penny kissed me with her eyes open, locking her eyes on mine. She stroked my cock while pre-cum oozed from my tip and trickled onto her fingers and palm.

I let my hands roam over her magnificent chest and filled my palms with her creamy flesh. Her nipples hardened under my fingers and I bent over before slipping her perky pink nipple between my lips and gently sucked.

Penny moaned and increased the tempo of her stroking while she ran her fingers through my hair and mashed my face into her tit.

Her rubbery nipple slipped and glided between my teeth and over my lips, stiffening against my tongue. I swirled my tongue over her areola and sucked her nipple while I kneaded her free breast with my hand.

I had died and gone to heaven, having the legendary beauty’s legendary breasts stuffed in my mouth. Her body exceeded my wildest imagination and my cock twitched, hardening to granite inside her nimble fingers. Now I was in control. I meant to pump her full of enough cum, it would take a week to drain.

Penny moaned and continued pumping my cock with her fist while she slipped her tongue inside my ear. The heat from her sweet breath sent a shiver down my spine, and Penny whispered softly, “Fuck me, baby. Please, fuck me.”

I easily hoisted the petite beauty with her big tits and tight ass. She straddled me again with my cock sandwiched between us like a telephone pole. My tip pressed against her soft under-boob and Penny wrapped her legs around me, squeezing me tight.

Penny dug her fingers into my back, and her hard nipples raked my chest. Her hair flew wildly over her face and shoulders, spilling over my chest while I inhaled her sugar-sweet scent.

I carried her the short distance to the bed and laid her down while Penny kept her legs locked tightly around my waist. My cock throbbed and pulsed eager to return to her exquisite tightness.

Penny loosened her legs just enough to allow me room to maneuver. She stretched out on the bed with her arms over her head and her auburn splayed across the white sheets. Her tits jiggled atop her chest and swirled with her movement. She locked her deep green eyes on mine and parted her lips, her expression expectant.

I pried open Penny’s thighs and sat up on my knees, gazing down the length of her incredible body. My cock throbbed, pulsing with my tip resting on her wet slit.

Penny’s chest heaved with her short gasping breaths and she stretched out her flat stomach like a cat. Her waxed pussy was as creamy and smooth as the rest of her, utterly flawless, without the faintest hint of even a stubble anywhere in sight.

I grabbed my cock and tapped my engorged head on her slit, eliciting mewling moans from the stunning beauty. We gazed into each other’s eyes and I dragged my tip through her silky-slick wetness and my body rippled with pleasure.

Penny arched her back and bucked her hips. She scooped up her tits, one in each hand, and tweaked her nipples while she never broke eye contact. “I love you,” she whispered.

It was the first time she had used those words with me, and I understood what they cost her. If I hurt her again, I would shatter her forever. I would have died before that happened. “I love you, Penny Lane. I always will.” I slid my knob through her warm, wet labia and found her tight hole before I curled my tip inside and moaned. With a gentle nudge I slipped inside her, and her pussy wrapped around my cock like an electric blanket.

Penny bit her lower lip and moaned. “It’s so big,” she whispered. She stretched out her arms beside her and gently edged her hips upward, forcing me deeper inside her exquisite tightness. She dug her heels into my hamstrings and pressed down as if willing me deeper.

I broke my gaze with Penny only long enough to bear witness to my cock sliding deep inside her incredible pussy. Waves of pleasure rolled over me and I shuddered while Penny’s pussy tightened and flexed, squeezing my cock like a warm wet washcloth. “Fuck,” I said through a long moan. “You feel amazing.” I fell forward, lowering myself, bracing my arms on either side of Penny’s shoulders before we came face-to-face.

Our eyes locked and Penny stretched her arms around my neck and pulled me into a deep, tongue-fueled kiss. She ran her fingers lazily through my hair and ground her hips, slow fucking me, while the bed started its rhythmic sing-song chant.

We broke off the kiss, and I hovered over Penny, gazing into her eyes. With a hard grunt, I thrust slow and deep, penetrating her completely, savoring the tight squeeze of her wall muscles as my cock thickened inside her.

Harder and faster, we fucked. Penny wrapped her feet around my calf muscles and squeezed, bucking her hips and groaning as the headboard slowly thudded against the drywall.

Our eyes never wavered, and Penny stole kisses, flashing her tongue over my lips as our rhythm quickened.

I grunted and pushed, and the sweet slapping of our skin joined the headboard and bouncy bedsprings. Penny’s grunts and sweet moans set my cock throbbing, and I glanced down to spy her perfect tits gently clapping together every time I bottomed out.

Penny’s stomach undulated in rhythmic waves and her pussy spasmed, the heat and friction of our coupling intensifying near the boiling point.

We fucked harder and faster, and Penny dug her fingers into my back. Goose bumps flashed across her stomach and chest. “Unnnnggghh…,” she moaned and arched her back. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she squeezed, locking my cock in place while her orgasm swept over her.

I thrust forward and grunted, exploding inside her while I gazed deep into her eyes. My head flashed, spinning with dizziness while my balls ejaculated, spurting thick strings of milky cum deep inside my sweet Penny’s tight pussy.

She ground her hips in a slow circle, draining my cock, taking in every drop. Penny latched onto my ass and kneaded my cheeks, pushing my cock deeper inside her as if not daring to miss a single drop. “Let it all go, baby,” she whispered and rocked with me, slowing our pace until the headboard and the mattress went still.

I lay atop her, my cock spurting the last of my seed inside her while I sucked in short, ragged breaths and my heart rate returned to normal.

Penny released my ass and drew her fingers up my back, kissing me softly while her gaze lingered on mine. Her breathing slowed and evened out while she peppered me with kisses on the chin, cheeks, and nose. Finally, she lay back and gazed up at me, her eyes glittering with deep emotional satisfaction. “That was intense,” she said. “I’ve never come that hard in my life.”

I slid my hands over her stomach and cupped her perfect tits, squeezing them in my hands. “That’s because we love each other,” I said. “It’s always better that way.”

Penny averted her gaze for a fraction of a second, but it was there — hesitation. She had come off her climax and already the doubts and anxiety were creeping back into her brain.

I slipped out of her and rose to my knees, gazing down at her ravaged pussy. “Looks like a bigger load than last night.”

Milky cum leaked from Penny’s pussy and drizzled down the soft curves of her ass. She gazed down the length of her body and back up at me. “You love those cream pies, don’t you?”

“They are hard to resist,” I said. “If you’d rather, I can come somewhere else the next time.”

She shook her head. “No. I love it when you cum inside me,” Penny said once again connecting to me with her gaze. “It feels amazing when your cock is in deep and throbbing.”

I let out a deep breath. “Round two will definitely involve some doggy style. I want to watch that ass of yours jiggle.”

Penny smiled and cupped her tits in her hands. “I pegged you as more of a tit man. You spent hours staring at them last night.”

“Me and every other guy in the bar.” I leaned forward and kissed one nipple and then the next. “But unlike them, I get to take the girl home.”

Penny genuinely laughed. “I think Amber wanted to take you home too.”

I raised an eyebrow and grinned. “You have tea? Spill it.”

She laughed again and rolled her eyes. “I shouldn’t have told you. Now your ego won’t fit through the door.”

I leaned forward and kissed softly on the lips. “I’ll take you any day of the week.”

She returned my kiss, but again with a subtle hint of hesitation. “Good answer.” Then she pulled me into a hug and ran her feet along my legs while she nuzzled her nose behind my ear. “You smell amazing.” She let out a deep sigh of contented satisfaction and held me tight, her body relaxing.

It was as if Penny’s psyche was waging some internal battle for the state of her soul. My pushing her had gone nowhere, and I had a feeling if I didn’t get to the bottom of what happened between us last year, I would ultimately lose her again. But for now, I was content to follow her lead.

“You know,” Penny said. “I’ve never had sex in my shower.” She gazed up at me mischievously.

“Lead the way, little lady.”
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Penny and I spent hours kissing, touching, exploring and fucking. I don’t remember what time we fell asleep, but it was late and when my eyes fluttered open the next morning, bright sunshine filled the room.

I rolled over and found Penny’s side of the bed empty before I glanced up and saw light spilling out the open bathroom door.

The sounds of plastic cosmetics rustled from inside the bathroom, and Penny’s shadow moved on the tile floor.

A quick glance at my phone revealed the time, 11:32 am. “Shit.” I climbed out of bed, located my briefs, and slipped them on before entering the small bathroom.

Penny stood before the mirror, applying mascara, decked out in her Loco Bill’s uniform. Today the t-shirt was black and her shorts white and skintight while her billowing cleavage was on point. She wore her hair in a tight braid that hung down her back, and her makeup highlighted the best features of her stunning face.

Her expression was serious, almost solemn, and she looked like a woman on a mission. She barely glanced at me in the mirror before she focused on her makeup. “Sorry, I have to hurry out of here,” she said. “I’ve got another double shift today.”

My stomach swirled, and I glanced in the mirror, hoping to meet her gaze. She seemed like she was a million miles away and it felt like we were back to square one. I had come here seeking answers not only about Penny’s mental health but also to find out why she stopped speaking to her mother and sisters. “Maybe you can take a couple of days off and head down to Siesta Key with me?” I asked, bracing myself for a storm.

She didn’t react angrily but apathetically. “If I don’t work, I don’t get paid. Not all of us are multi-millionaires.”

Ouch. That stung. “Penny, have I done something wrong?”

She stopped and glanced at me in the mirror as if I had lost my mind. Her eyes flashed with anger and she started to speak. “You —

She bit her lip and shook her head. “Never mind.”

I wanted to reach out and touch her and hold her in my arms. But Penny wasn’t wired that way. She showed affection on her terms. I could get angry about it, but there wasn’t a point. I loved her, warts and all. God knew I had my own issues. “Penny, what changed since last night?”

She put a cap on her mascara and glanced up at me in the mirror. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. Look, I have to go. I’ll text you later this week. Okay?”

That was bullshit, and we both knew it. But I wasn’t calling her out on it. “A few hours ago, we were so close. Now it feels like you can’t stand to look at me. What’s going on?”

“Reality,” she said. “I have to work. It sucks having guys leer at me all day, but it pays the bills.” She pushed past me and headed for the door.

“Wait,” I said.

Penny turned toward me, and her eyes misted with tears. “I have to go.”

“Penny, I love you,” I said. “Come home with me. Please. If you want to tend bar, there are a ton of places in Siesta Key.”

Her chin quivered and her eyes watered. “Just go home, Matt. I’ll text mom, Krista, and Sam. That will make them feel better and get them off your back. Okay?” She forced an empty smile and turned her back on me.

“Penny. Don’t do this,” I said.

But Penny didn’t look back, and a few seconds later, I stood in her silent apartment gazing at a closed door.
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I spent the next hour on the phone with Clem, Sam, Krista, Jess, and even Betty. I laid out everything that had happened since I arrived in Tampa, holding nothing back. If Betty disapproved, she remained silent until I had told my story.

Betty out a long-drawn-out sigh. “Well, you fucked up somewhere along the line. I’m comfortable saying that her issue is with you rather than the rest of us.”

“Gee, thanks,” I said. “Words of comfort if I ever heard them.”

Betty laughed. “It’s clear she loves you, Matt. At least now I know why she’s refused to talk to Krista, Sam, and I.”

“Me too,” Sam said. “If I know Penny at all, I know why she’s hurting.”

“Same, Krista,” said.

“Yeah. It doesn’t take a rocket scientist,” Clem said ironically, likely unaware of Penny’s prior undergraduate degree in rocket science.

“Uhhh… I’m confused,” I said. “Why is it not obvious to me?”

“Come on, daddy. Open your eyes,” Jess said. “What’s the common denominator between the four of you?”

“Shit,” I said as the realization hit me like an atom bomb. “She’s jealous?”

“Ding, ding,” Sam said. “Have I taught you nothing?”

Clem giggled, and even Betty and Krista had a chuckle at my expense.

“She doesn’t want your relationship with her sisters thrown in her face,” Clem said, spelling it out to me like a dummy. “I don’t blame her. You love me and I’m still insecure.”

“But why? I told her I loved her. I asked her to move in with me. None of that seemed to make a difference to her, and for the life of me, I can’t figure out what I did wrong. But I know it started last year, after what I believe was a date I had with Penny.”

The line went dead silent until I let out a long-anguished sigh.

“I promised in blood I wouldn’t say anything,” Jess said.

Goosebumps rose across the back of my neck. “What? Jessy, tell me.”

“You’ve been holding out on us?” Krista asked.

“Damn, Jess. Way to hold out on a sister,” Sam said. “I chalked it up to Penny’s wild mood swings and her commitment issues. It’s not like Simon has been the greatest role model in our lives.”

“You can say that again,” Betty said.

Jess sighed. “Given the circumstance and knowing how stubborn and pigheaded Penny is, I will tell you, but you all have to back me up when she inevitably hunts me down to throat punch me.”

“I always have your back,” Sam said.

“I will gladly take the punch for you,” Krista said. “Well, maybe not literally, but definitely figuratively. Penny is strong as shit.”

“You know how I feel, Jessica,” Betty said. “Even though you’re not technically my child, you’re my fourth daughter, and I never like to see my daughters fight.”

My heart thundered so hard it beat in my temples, and my throat went dry with anticipation. I perched on the edge of Penny’s bed and gazed out over her mounds of dirty laundry.

“Dad, she left you a note or a card,” Jess said. “I’m not sure which. Didn’t you find it?”

My face tingled, and my head spun. “What card, Jessy? Where?” I was practically frantic. “I never saw a fucking card.”

“You know Penny,” Jess said. “She keeps everything bottled up inside, and she didn’t have the nerve to tell you to your face.”

“Tell me what?” I asked.

“How she felt,” Jess said. “Come on, daddy. You didn’t see it when you got back in your car the night you two went out on your date? She left it on the passenger seat of your Mercedes. It was her official swing at bat. She won the coin flip with Krista.”

“So that was her move?” Krista chimed in. “Damn. Now I feel guilty.”

I shook my head, and my fingers went numb gripping the phone. “There was no….” My voice trailed off as I scoured my memories of that night. “When did she put it in?”

“I told you, that night,” Jess said. “She told me you were in the bathroom and she took your keys, ran out to your car, and left the note.”

I ran my fingers through my hair and shook my head. “There was nothing.”

“I told her you probably never saw it. You would never leave Penny hanging like that. She said something about it being fate or some bullshit. You don’t know how many times Penny and I have argued about this. I have practically begged her to tell you about the card.”

“She’s so stubborn,” Krista said.

“Did you take a jacket or something that might have knocked it off?” Sam asked. “Did anyone leave with you?”

“No one left with me… holy shit,” I said as realization sank home. “It was a chilly evening, but I was warm, and I carried my jacket to the car before I tossed it onto the seat. I never even looked.”

“You would have found it in your jacket,” Clem said.

“Unless it got knocked between the seats,” Krista said. “You still have the Mercedes, right?”

“Yes,” I said, my voice raspy. My pulse ticked up and a bead of sweat trickled down my back. “It’s in the garage. I brought the Range Rover.”

“Let’s go check,” Clem said.

There were sounds of rustling and bare feet on tile. The door to the garage opened and Sam’s voice echoed in the background. “Checking.”

“I wonder what she wrote,” Clem said. “It’s so romantic.”

“It’s like a fucking rom com,” Krista said. “What the fuck, Matt? You are the hapless, dumb-fuck boyfriend in this scenario.”

Betty chuckled. “If this boils down to a simple misunderstanding, I’ll thump you, Matt Snow.”

“Me? I didn’t even know,” I said.

“You knew how she felt,” Clem said. “Or are you telling me this is a complete and total shock?”

I remained silent on the line and Betty piped in. “It’s up to you to lead, Matt. Don’t let down my daughter.”

Another line of sweat trickled down my chest. I knew Penny, and I understood her emotions. I was just too embroiled in my own to pay attention. “Shit, shit, shit,” I said. “You’re right.”

“There’s something here,” Sam squealed, her voice muffled. “It’s hard to reach.”

“Hold on,” Krista. “I’ll climb in the back and push it up to you.”

Five minutes later, high-pitched squeals originating from my three great loves echoed from the garage.

“I’ve got it,” Sam said.

“Don’t open it,” Jess said.

“Is it from Penny?” I asked, my voice sounded as frantic as I felt.

“Yes,” Krista said. “The envelope is blue, and it has your name on the front.”

“That’s definitely, Penn’s handwriting,” Sam said.

“Jessy said not to open it,” Clem said.

“I’m on my way,” I said, heart pounding. “Don’t move.”
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Fifty minutes later, I powered through the front door and found the girls standing in the kitchen surrounding the envelope chatting between them.

Collectively, they turned toward me while the envelope sat on the counter like an anvil. The light blue envelope had my name scrawled on the front and the edges were rough with the passage of time spent beneath my car seat.

“I know what you said, but I still can’t wrap my head around why Penn just didn’t come out and ask me?” I gazed at the three of them.

Sam stepped forward and kissed me softly on the cheek. “You know why.”

She was right. I knew why as surely as I knew the women before me loved me with their entire souls. “Pride,” I whispered.

Clem’s eyes watered, and she picked up the card before placing it in my hand. “Read it by yourself. You owe that to her.”

I swallowed the lump forming in my throat and gazed down into Clementine’s beautiful blue eyes. “Is it too late?” My voice trembled with raw emotion.

Krista stepped up to me and turned me around to face her. “It’s never too late, Matthew Snow. The three of us are living proof of that. Now, go get our girl.”

One by one, they kissed me before they disappeared out the back door, leaving me alone in the kitchen with Penny’s note.

My hands trembled as I peeled open the envelope. I took a deep breath and pulled out a handwritten note on a piece of white printer paper. I took a deep breath and read.

Matt,

I’m horrible at the lovey dovey stuff, so I’m writing it down. I want to make sure I get it right and I tell you everything, because once I look into your eyes, I’ll turn to mush, and it will all fly away.

The short version is that I’m in love with you and I have been for what feels like forever.

Tears welled in my eyes and I choked back a silent sob. I rubbed my eyes and continued to read.

The words, I love you, have never crossed my lips. I’ve put a lot of thought into what I wanted to say and to be honest, it’s hard to even write it all down. I love so many things about you, from your sweet smile, to the way your eyes seem to melt when you look at me. You’re humble and kind. You’re smart, but not egotistical. And you get me, including all the cheesy jokes. When we’re alone and you let yourself really look at me, I see it in your eyes, and I hope you see it in mine. You’re the only man I’ll ever want.

I believe you love me as much as I love you. But because of our age difference and your relationship with my family, I fear you’ll never make a move. If you love me, then meet me in one week at the place where we fell in love. A week will give you time to process your emotions and to decide with both your heart and your head. Know that as long as you love me, I don’t care what anyone thinks.

Penny

I cradled the note in my hand, and my vision blurred with tears. I was too late. Fuck me. I carefully tucked the note back in the envelope and carried it with me toward the back door.

I slid the back door open, and the girls turned toward me, their expressions expectant. “I’m going for her. Wish me luck.”
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By the time I pulled into Loco Bill’s it was three o’clock and the place was hopping. I did a quick scan of the outdoor bars before practically running through the front door and charging toward the interior bar.

The crowd was a third of what I had witnessed two days ago, and Amber worked alone behind the bar.

My stomach dropped, and a sense of dread nearly overwhelmed me. I staggered to the bar and hailed Amber.

She jiggled her way toward me and smiled. “I remember you from a couple of days ago. You like IPA, right?”

“Where’s Penny?” I asked, cringing at my bluntness.

Amber rolled her eyes. “Why does everyone keep asking that?”

“Sorry,” I said. “I promise it’s important.” I laid out a hundred-dollar bill on the bar. “That’s to make up for the lost tips.”

Amber grinned and pocketed the cash. “Penny left here an hour ago. She was pretty distraught and said she wasn’t feeling well. That’s all I know.”

I drove back to Penny’s apartment, and she wasn’t there. Her car was gone and a quick look through her apartment made it seem as if she hadn’t returned.

I considered calling her or texting, but I doubted she would answer. She was way too stubborn for that. Now I just had to find her. I sat in my car tapping the wheel when I gazed down at Penny’s year-old note sitting in the tray on my dash. Her anger was easy to understand. She probably woke up this morning and stewed about the note until her anger drove her out of my arms. It was a miracle she wanted anything to do with me.

I slipped the note out of the envelope and read through it again. Surely a year later she wouldn’t have gone to the pier, would she? But she was so upset this morning, and that place held a special connection for both of us. It was a twenty-minute drive from Penny’s front door. What did I have to lose?

I drove to the seaside restaurant I had taken Jess and Penny to and walked around the outside and down the beach.

A walkway led from the beach to the pier, and I shielded my eyes from the setting sun and squinted but couldn’t make anything out from a distance. I jogged across the beach and took the steps two at a time before arriving at the top.

Like a giant glowing orange, the sun floated above the western horizon and a few couples strolled along the pier, stopping for pictures or huddling together for an intimate chat. A family with small children gawked over the rail at the surf pounding on the beach below.

My breaths came in rapid pulls as I strode down the pier toward our spot at the end. Frantically, I searched for her among the smattering of faces until I reached the end of the pier.

Her auburn hair floated in the breeze and she wore the same white shorts and Loco Bill’s T-shirt she had on when she left this morning. The sun blazed behind her, leaving her highlighted in shimmering gold, and my heart sputtered just looking at her.

My stomach swooned, and an involuntary grin curled my lips. I took a deep breath and closed the distance between us. A few seconds later, I stood behind Penny with the envelope in my hand.

Seagulls barked above the low rumble of the waves crashing on the beach. The scent of the sea floated on the wind, and the first chill of the evening nipped at my nose.

As the seconds passed, I let my love for Penny well inside me before the right words came to me. “The sunset looked just like this on the day I fell in love with you,” I said.

Penny gasped and whirled to face me. Her eyes were puffy and red from crying, but that didn’t diminish her beauty. Her jaw dropped and she couldn’t hide her shocked expression. She lowered her gaze to the envelope in my hand and blinked in recognition, holding steady for the span of a heartbeat.

Penny’s eyes flickered upward and landed on mine. Shock, hope, and a touch of anger wrestle for control of her expression. “I’m going to kill Jess,” she muttered under her breath.

I dared to take a step closer. “It turns out this little beauty slipped between my seats. Penny, I never knew.” My voice cracked and tears welled in my eyes.

Penny leaned back against the railing, and the wind whipped her shiny auburn hair. Tears filled her eyes. “I was heartbroken,” she said, her voice quivering.

I stepped closer until I stood close enough to touch. “Please believe me when I say I would have showed up and told you I felt the same way,” I said, inching closer. “I would have told you there was no one on earth I loved more than you.”

Penny shook her head. “Matt, if you’re fucking with me….”

I tucked the envelope in the back of my pants and took her hands in mine. “You take second place to no one. I want you today, tomorrow, and forever. I swear on everything I hold precious that I’m telling you the truth. If I had known, I would have come.”

A flicker of a smile touched her lips. “Well, you did guess right about the pier.” Her smile widened. “I’ll give you partial credit for that.”

Relief washed over me, and my shoulders sagged while a grin spread across my face.

The fading sunshine cast her skin in a soft golden glow and her full pink lips glistened with wetness.

She was painfully beautiful, and my heart ached for her. I edged closer until her body heat washed over me. “What will it take to get full credit?” I slipped my arms around her and peered into her mesmerizing green eyes.

“That’s gonna take an all-day Star Wars marathon.” She grinned and threw her arms around me while I lifted her up off her feet and pulled her into a tight hug.

“Deal,” I said. “But you’re buying the popcorn.”

She trembled in my arms and sobbed gently into my shoulder. “I love you,” she said with her face buried. “I wanted to tell you a million times. I was terrified you would reject me.”

I gently lowered Penny to the ground and held her face in my hands. “Let’s go home.”

She nodded through her tears and drew me into a long, deep kiss, and the weight of the world lifted off my shoulders.
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It turned out going home involved a detour by Loco Bill’s. Penny didn’t feel right about leaving Amber holding the bag and decided to work through her shift so long as I agreed to sit front and center. Besides, she wanted to say goodbye and give Amber her new address in Siesta Key.

I had to admit, watching Amber and Penny jiggle and shake had led to one of the most explosive orgasms of my life, so I quickly agreed and followed Penny back to the bar.

Penny led me through the bar with her fingers laced in mine. She was jubilant, chatting happily with anyone and everyone while I trailed behind her like a puppy dog.

Her ass pleasingly filled out her tight white shorts and she pranced past her leering admirers, her tits jiggling and shaking enough to develop whiplash. Penny Lane was in all her glory and I loved every second.

When we reached the bar, Amber looked up, grinning from ear-to-ear. “Penny, you’re back.”

“Sorry, Amber.” Penny glanced over her shoulder at me. “I had boyfriend issues.”

“God, Penny. You’re glowing,” Amber said as she slid a beer to a college-age guy wearing baggy swim trunks, a backward Miami Dolphins baseball cap, and a loose tank top.

Penny stopped at the entrance to the bar, turned to me, and gave me a soft succulent kiss. She grinned over her shoulder at Amber and shrugged. “No more issue.”

Amber’s gaze fell on me and her eyes lingered on my cock before they roamed up my body and settled on my face. “So handsome here is your boyfriend? What’s your name, handsome?”

I gulped and felt the weight of a dozen angry eyes willing death on me. “Matt,” I said warily. I gazed across the bar, and one by one, met the withering stares of sullen strangers.

“Hey dude, this seat is taken,” Penny said to the college kid in the tank top.

“Huh?” He frowned and glanced sideways at his buddy before turning back to Penny.

“Move,” Amber said. “That means you.”

“Uhh… sorry?” The kid’s cheeks turned red, and he shifted out of his seat before nervously standing behind his friends.

Penny stepped inside the bar and turned to face me. “Baby, you can sit right there. I know what you like to drink.”

I felt guilty, but I wasn’t about to argue with a spitfire like Penny. “Sorry,” I mumbled to the kid. “Next rounds on me.”

That elicited a smile and nods of appreciation from the kid and his two friends.

Penny returned with a large, ice-cold IPA in a frosty mug. “Go slow,” she said. “I’m not wheeling you out of here like last time.”

“Yes ma’am,” I said.

In a surprise move, Penny pulled herself up and over the bar before loading me up with a sloppy, tongue-laden kiss.

My stomach rolled, and I leaned into the kiss, soaking in her sweet strawberry lips.

Penny dropped back behind the bar and gazed at me, her green eyes sparkling. “Sit back and enjoy the show.” She then went to work, buzzing around the bar, taking orders while she and Amber did a little dance shuffle to a Bruno Mars song that came on.

Beside me, I felt the weight of eyes bearing down on me and I turned.

The three college kids gawked at me, their jaws agape. Finally, the kid beside me held out his hand in a bro-style shake. “Someday, I want to grow up and be just like you.”

They broke out laughing and so did I before we struck up a friendly conversation and watched Penny steal the show.

She and Amber could have filmed a bartender movie with bottles flipping and shakers tossing between each other. Behind me, the bar grew so packed the crowd pushed into the seating area.

The girls were on fire, laughing and high fiving, working the bar like a couple of pros. It was the most fun I had seen anyone have at their job, and I knew then that Penny would likely keep tending bar even after we moved her to Siesta Key. It was a decision I would not only recommend but fully support. But without the six-day work weeks and the long double shifts. She could do it on her time working as little as she wanted while I would encourage her to pursue her engineering degree. Ultimately, it was her life and her choice, and I would support her.

Throughout the evening, Amber and Penny traded whispers while they glanced in my direction, giggling conspiratorially. I had a feeling they were up to something, but I couldn’t imagine what.

Like last time, Penny ordered me dinner, but this time she stole half my french fries. The hours flew past, and evening turned into night. Before I knew it, the last person shuffled out, and the bar officially closed.

With the rest of the restaurant empty, the three of us crowded around a long table near the bar where Amber and Penny counted out their tips.

They shared a triumphant high-five after the counting was done.

“That’s a record,” Amber said. “Girl, I don’t know what got into you, but you were on fire tonight.”

Penny glanced at me as if making a hundred percent sure I was on board with her moving with me to Siesta Key. I smiled warmly and Penny turned back to Amber. “Babe, that was my last shift,” Penny told Amber while she picked up my hand. “Tomorrow, I’m moving with Matt to Siesta Key.”

Amber’s jaw dropped before an even broader grin spread across her face. “Congratulations, sweetie.” She pulled Penny into a tight hug. “You’ve been holding out on me. Here I thought you were a lesbian.”

Penny laughed. “Thanks,” she said. “It’s only an hour’s drive. You can come visit us whenever. Matt has a huge house right on the beach.”

Amber raised an eyebrow and glanced at me. “Well done, handsome. We should do a round of celebratory shots. I’ll be right back.” Amber stood and moseyed off toward the bar.

I drank in her lush curves and amazing hour-glass figure. Amber’s shiny raven hair spilled over her shoulders and bounced in time with her big creamy tits.

Penny edged closer to me and slipped her hand along my inner thigh. She smiled up at me and tilted her head the way she always did right before she caused mischief. “Amber’s hot, don’t you think?”

I gazed at Penny and shook my head. “Oh, no you don’t. I’m not falling into that trap. Amber may be beautiful, but she’s not you.” I leaned in and kissed Penny’s moist pink lips.

“I know you love me,” she said, before she slipped off her chair and into my lap. She kissed me softly and gazed into my eyes. “I thought maybe we could give Amber a little going away party if you know what I mean.”

My jaw dropped while my cock tightened under Penny’s perfect ass. “You mean… the three of us?” I didn’t want to misinterpret Penny’s meaning, even though her intent seemed clear.

Penny nodded. “It was Amber’s idea. She’s been into me for a long time and well… she’s really into you too.” She shrugged. “It’s okay if you don’t want to, but if you do….” She grinned and leaned in, kissing me long and slow. She parted her lips and our tongues twined together before Penny sat up and smiled at me sweetly. “You would hit the Loco Bill’s jackpot.”

I ran my hands down Penny’s back and cupped her ass cheeks, giving them a tight squeeze. “I already have.”

Penny kissed me again. “Baby, you already won me over. Now we can have some fun.”

“You’re talking right here in the bar?” I asked.

“Why not?” Penny grinned and leaned forward, mashing her tits against my chest. “Amber is a manager. She locks up, and she’s already turned off the cameras.”

My face flushed with heat. “Holy shit, you’re serious.” I licked the dryness from my lips and gazed down into the abyss of Penny’s endless cleavage before I turned my gaze up and met her eyes. “You don’t mind?”

Penny laughed. “Baby, I’m moving into a house filled with women you’re sleeping with. If I minded, I wouldn’t be grinding your hard cock right now.”

Amber returned to our table with a bottle of fireball and three shot glasses. She glanced between us before her eyes locked on Penny’s. “You told him.”

Penny swiveled on my lap, turning toward Amber while she reclined her back against my chest. She picked up my hands and moved them to her tits. “He’s in.”

I kneaded Penny’s tits, squeezing hard enough to force her mountainous cleavage to billow from the top of her tight t-shirt. The edge of Penny’s black lace bra appeared, and she ground my cock, sliding my shaft inside her ass crack.

Amber’s lips curled into a toothy grin and she set the shot glasses down on the table. “I’ll need some liquid courage for this one.” She filled the shot glasses and handed them out to us. “If his dick is half as big as you say, I may need another one after this.”

Penny giggled and handed me a shot while my cheeks warmed, and I grinned sheepishly.

“Bottoms up,” Amber said, and the three of us downed the shot before slamming our shot glasses down on the table.

Penny glanced over her shoulder at me and pulled me into a deep, tongue-fueled kiss while I slid my hand inside her shirt and mauled her bra-clad tit.

She abruptly broke off the kiss and peeled off her Loco Bill’s t-shirt revealing a black lace bra barely able to contain her big, beautiful tits. “Let’s do it.”

Amber gawked at Penny’s chest while I did the same. My rock-hard cock pressed against the front of my jeans while Penny crawled off my lap and pulled me up behind her.

Amber stood there speechless, watching Penny’s every move with the empty shot glass still clutched in her hand.

With me hovering over her shoulder, Penny stopped before Amber, leaned forward, and kissed the brunette beauty squarely on the lips.

Their kiss started slowly but rapidly gained heat when their tongues flashed together. Amber moaned and deepened their kiss, probing Penny’s mouth while Penny guided Amber down onto the edge of the table.

Penny stepped between Amber’s parted legs and pulled the brunette bartender’s top off, revealing her big creamy tits encased in a white silk bra.

My cock throbbed, hardening in my pants as I eyed Amber’s tits wantonly. Not to be left out of the trio, I stepped up behind Penny and unhooked her bra.

Penny’s tits sprang free, jiggling only slightly as I pulled the bra over her shoulders. She deepened her kiss with Amber and moaned while Amber’s hands roamed Penny’s magnificent chest.

I stepped closer behind Penny and pressed my chest against her back while I ran my fingers down her tight tummy.

Goosebumps blossomed across Penny’s chest and she moaned into Amber’s mouth. She leaned forward, pressing in tight against Amber before she reached behind Amber’s back and unclipped her white silk bra. Penny edged backward, taking Amber’s bra with her, and Amber’s big juicy tits spilled into view.

They were big and round, capped with smooth flat areolas and thick, erect nipples.

My cock pulsed, and I ground my hard shaft against Penny’s tight ass while I ran my hands up and over her perfect breasts.

Penny filled her hands with Amber’s tits, squeezing them together while she slipped Amber’s swollen nipples between her open fingers.

Amber moaned and frantically wrestled with the button on the front of her shorts.

I joined Amber by loosening the clasp on Penny’s white shorts, lowering her zipper, and sliding them down her powerful legs.

Penny wore white lace thong panties, and I wasted no time guiding my fingers inside the sleek V-shape lace front. I slipped my index finger through Penny’s wet lips and explored her slippery depths, sliding my finger inside her tight hole. I pressed my nose behind Penny’s ear and breathed in her fresh, clean scent. My cock throbbed against her ass and I licked my way around her ear before sucking her earlobe between my lips.

Penny moaned softly and gyrated her hips against my hand, forcing my fingers along her wet slit. “Don’t stop,” she said between broken kisses with Amber.

Amber pushed out of her cut-off jean shorts and curled her white silk panties over her hips, leaving her sitting on the edge of the table with her pink folds sprouting from her swollen slit.

I couldn’t wait to slide my cock inside Penny’s tight pussy and used my free hand to unzip my shorts and shake them loose before they piled up on the floor around my ankles. I buzzed my forefinger over Penny’s clit, and she bucked wildly, causing her tits to jiggle from side to side.

Amber leaned back on the table and parted her legs, gazing up at Penny while she furiously worked her finger inside her pussy. Her big tits bounced and jiggled while her shiny raven hair spilled backward onto the Loco Bill’s tabletop.

“Mmmmmmm….” Penny moaned and arched her back, thrusting her big tits outward while she braced herself on Amber’s thighs. “Fuck me, baby.”

I pulled my hand from inside of Penny’s panties and quickly stripped off my t-shirt.

Penny shimmied out of her thong and stepped forward with her legs parted and her ass up. Her shiny auburn hair spilled over her right shoulder and her big firm tits hung beneath her chest like two tantalizing cantaloupes, ripe and ready to pluck.

I gazed on the visual feast of Penny’s perfect ass, and wet pink pussy laid out before me like a gift from Aphrodite. Her legs rippled with muscle and the curve of her hips set my cock twitching. I peeled off my briefs and stepped forward as my giant cocked swayed from side-to-side.

Amber propped herself up on her elbows and gazed at my monster. Her eyes flashed wide, and she let out a quick gasp. “Oh my God,” she mumbled. She licked her lips, and her blue eyes swam with pent up lust.

Penny parted her legs wider and leaned forward until her face lined up with Amber’s pussy. She glanced over her shoulder and gazed down at my cock. “Put it in me.”

I stepped forward and nuzzled my swollen knob against her slippery lips and worked it up and down. Waves of pleasure rippled over my body, curling my toes as I let out a stifled moan.

Penny leaned forward, presenting me with her ass, and ran the flat of her tongue along Amber’s glistening labia, lapping up the brunette’s juices with supreme gusto.

Amber parted her legs and stretched out on the table, grabbing fistfuls of Penny’s hair while goosebumps rose across her chest. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck,” she repeated gyrating her hips, driving her pussy into Penny’s open mouth.

I guided my cock to the edge of Penny’s honey hole and eased my tip inside before I grabbed hold of her ass cheeks and squeezed.

Penny gasped and shuddered. Her legs wobbled beneath her, and she let out a soft moan before continuing her feast of Amber’s pussy.

Wet, warm, and tight, Penny’s pussy felt like I had entered the gates of heaven. I groaned and slid in deep, savoring the ecstasy of her tightness as she clamped down and squeezed my shaft with her strong pussy muscles. My cock split her in two, pulsing inside the warmth of her oven while I sucked in short raspy breaths. Coming for Penny would never be a problem and even now, one stroke deep, coming was a matter of self-control rather than a thing I needed to work to achieve.

If I lined up Sam, Krista, Clem, and Penny, I couldn’t have possibly picked one. All four women could destroy me with a glance, and Penny was no exception. She was everything I could ever want in a woman, and I couldn’t wait to take her home.

I breathed in short, sharp breaths and gently pumped, feeding my cock into Penny one deep thrust at a time.

Penny rocked with the rhythm of our fucking. She timed the backward push of her hips with my forward thrusts, maximizing our pleasure with deep penetration. Her tits swayed under her chest and I reached my hand forward, cupping one of her crown jewels in my palm while I rolled her stiff nipple between my fingers. My cock thrummed inside my pretty Penny, growing hotter as our fucking intensified.

Penny’s ass clapped my thighs, and she groaned while her legs grew shaky beneath her.

Amber propped her ankles onto Penny’s shoulders and stretched out arching her back moaning wildly while Penny continued her oral gymnastics on the statuesque beauty.

I pounded Penny harder and faster. Her pussy clenched down, gripping my cock so tightly I nearly came. My head spun, and I froze deep inside her warm, squishy softness, grinding in tight circles.

Penny let out a deep shuddering moan, and her pussy spasmed around my cock. She went rigid and her wall muscles clamped down on my shaft while her body trembled under my touch.

As her orgasm swept through her, I hooked my hand around Penny’s waist and held her upright.

Penny abruptly stood and my cock slipped free. She glanced over her shoulder and pulled me into a passionate, open-mouthed kiss. “Fuck her good, baby,” Penny whispered and slipped in behind me while I stepped between Amber’s parted legs.

Amber propped herself up on her elbows and gazed down her long, beautiful body at my cock. Her tits heaved while she sucked in short, hard breaths. Her blue eyes blazed with feral lust and she spread her legs wide before she grinned up at me. “Does he bite?”

I edged closer and slid my knob along her soaking wet pussy. Penny had primed Amber’s pussy better than I ever could. “Bite? I don’t know about that, but he’ll wreck you for the next guy.”

Amber laughed and wrapped her long limber legs around my waist. “In that case, I might have to make frequent trips to see Penny in Siesta Key. You know, to get my fix.”

I slid my knob along her slippery trench and found her warm hole waiting for me. With a gentle push, I slipped inside her pussy and Amber’s eyes widened as if fueled by panic.

She was half as tight as Penny, which was still far tighter than your average gal. I groaned with pleasure while her velvety soft pussy clutched my shaft and melted around me like warm butter.

Amber gasped and reached her arms out to her sides, latching onto the edges of the table. She tipped her head back and moaned with pleasure, rocking on my cock while I slid deep inside, fully impaling her with a deep groan.

Penny stood behind me with her arms wrapped around my waist and her tits mashed against my back. Her hard nipples raked my lower back while she watched in fascination. “Relax into it, Amber. Otherwise, his cock will overwhelm you.”

I rocked forward and backward, fucking Amber with a quick, even tempo.

She let out a low-throated moan and said something indecipherable. Her tits bounced forward and backward and rolled from side-to side.

With rhythmic claps, my thighs smacked her ass, and I pumped harder and faster, gripping Amber’s thighs in each hand and squeezing tight. I watched my cock slide in and out while the heat and friction brought me to the brink of orgasm.

Amber arched her back and gasped. Her pussy spasmed around my cock, bursting in fast orgasmic waves. She grunted and moaned while I continued my relentless assault, wrecking her pussy.

Penny leaned in behind me and nuzzled her nose behind my ear, brushing lips across my neck while her breath fluttered inside my ear. “Come for me, baby.” She whispered softly and my head flashed with lust.

“I’m about to come,” I said.

With Amber stretched out on the table in post orgasmic bliss, I pulled out as Penny dropped to her knees in front of me.

I grabbed my cock, aimed at Penny’s tits, stroked once, and groaned. Hot ropes of cum violently launched from my cock, striping Penny’s tits with heavy rivulets of my milky jizz.

Penny rubbed her tits together and squished my sperm inside her cleavage, rubbing more over her nipples and licking what she could off her chest.

I spurted again and again, spray painting her chest and tits until I had nothing left to give. Spent, I staggered sideways and braced myself on the back of a chair.

Penny inched forward and latched onto my cock, sucking me dry and cleaning my tip, shaft, and balls until she guzzled down every last drop. She gazed up at me with her deep green eyes and smiled with the tip of my cock resting on the flat of her tongue. “Next time, you can come in my mouth. It’s less to clean up.”

My legs turned to rubber, and I collapsed onto a nearby chair before Penny crawled up into my lap and straddled me naked.

She kissed me softly and her warm pussy rubbed the tip of my half-hard cock. “How was that?” She laughed and glanced over her shoulder at Amber.

Amber remained stretched out on the table, spread eagle, her pussy ravaged by my massive cock. She groaned and let out a long sigh of satisfaction.

Penny turned back to me. “I would say you have a new groupie.”

I wrapped my arms around Penny’s waist and drew her in tight. “That’s fine, so long as I have you.” I sighed contentedly. “You won’t run away tomorrow morning, right?”

She shook her head and kissed me again. “As long as you don’t kick me to the curb.”

I grinned. “Well, if you’re going for bagels….” I laughed and Penny grinned, slapping me playfully on the shoulder.

“Ha, ha. Just for that, you can make me breakfast tomorrow.”

I leaned in and kissed her. “It’s possible the girls are planning a party tomorrow at the house. Are you down for that?”

Penny flashed her white teeth and her eyes lit up. “Seriously? It feels like I’m going on a never-ending vacation.”

“Good,” I said. “That’s how it should feel.”

Amber pushed herself up on her elbows and gazed over at us. “Who wants another shot of Fireball?”
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Light streamed through Penny’s apartment windows. The mounds of laundry had dwindled by half, and she had already stowed her essentials in the Land Rover.

“What about this?” I asked, holding up a pair of red silk panties with holes in the crotch.

Penny rolled her eyes. “You’re kidding, right?” She sifted through prehistoric laundry, throwing most of it into trash bags. “You know I’m going to miss this little place.” She gazed around the room and smiled.

I pitched the red panties into the trash bag. “You’d rather stay?”

Penny laughed. “God, no. But living here led me back to you, so it can’t all be bad, right?”

“True. And you made a good friend with Amber.”

“By the way, she’s coming down in two weeks.”

“Great. I might have to build a parking garage with all our guests coming. Your sisters and Clem are planning a big bash.”

“Who’s coming?” Penny asked.

“I told you about Jessica. She’s bringing her boyfriend and one of her sorority sisters.”

“Who? Erika?” Penny asked.

“Yeah. You know her?” I continued dumping old clothes into the trash bag.

Penny laughed. “Not as well as you.” She grinned at me.

My cheeks flushed with heat. “Right. I think your mom might come. Oh, and you haven’t met Texas yet.”

Penny frowned. “Texas? Who’s that?”

“She’s local and good friends with your sisters. You’ll like her.”

“Is she part of our harem too?” Penny asked.

“It’s not a harem,” I said, but more heat rose above my collar. “Texas is her nickname. Her real name is Amanda.”

“Please. Let’s just call this what it is.” Penny chuckled and held up a pair of old socks between her thumb and gazed at them with disgust. “Besides, it’s not like you’re the only one having fun.” Penny tossed the socks in the trash bag. “Is Texas pretty?”

“Why does that matter?” I asked.

“Because I may want to have some fun with her,” Penny said. “If she’s as pretty Clem, then I can’t wait to meet her.”

“You’re as horny as your big sister,” I said.

“No one is that horny,” Penny said before she stood and gazed around the room. “You know what? Fuck it. Let’s toss the rest of this shit and hit the road. I want to see my sisters.”

I stood and reached for my lower back, groaning. “Best idea I’ve heard all day.”

Penny bounced across the room and wrapped her arms around my waist. “You better stop with that groaning old man. You need to keep up with your hot young girlfriend.”

“Who, Sam?” I laughed and Penny smacked me again.

“You better knock it off,” she said playfully.

I pulled her into my arms and gazed into her bright green eyes. “I know who my girlfriend is.” I leaned down and kissed her. “You are my lucky Penny.”






V

One Harem
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Samantha dabbed the lotion in her palm and rubbed her hands together. “I make no promises,” she said. “But the lady who makes this stuff said it’s supposed to leave your muscles feeling invigorated and relaxed.”

I flipped over onto my stomach and stretched out naked on the bed with our disheveled sheets loosely covering my ass. “Hopefully, that’s not just clever marketing. My back is killing me.”

Inside our bedroom, the double doors to the private balcony stood open and a gentle breeze drifted through. In the distance, the pounding surf provided an extra layer of soothing ambience to an already relaxing morning.

Sam straddled my ass, wearing nothing more than a thin pair of snow-white cotton panties. “I don’t know why you and Texas pushed to get the pergola done yesterday. The party isn’t for another week.” She leaned forward and worked my shoulders and neck between her warm, nimble fingers.

My muscles melted under her soothing touch. I sighed contentedly and rested my chin on my hands while Sam leaned into the massage. “Because T’s family is coming tomorrow, and I won’t have her help.” Sam’s long raven hair tickled the middle of my back and warm shivers rolled down my legs. “Baby, your hands are pure magic.”

Sam worked her thumbs down my spine and back up again. “They should be. I’m a trained masseuse.”

The weeklong pain in my lower back faded and my skin tingled with Sam’s fancy massage oil. “A skill you don’t use often enough,” I mumbled through my pleasure.

Sam leaned so far forward, her hard nipples grazed my back before her soft breasts mashed down beneath my shoulder blades. “That’s because we end up having sex before I can get ten minutes into a massage.”

Her body heat radiated across my back, and I inhaled sweet jasmine. My cock hardened, and I ground my hips into the bedsheets. “I can’t promise this morning will be any exception.”

Sam ran her hands the length of my spine and pressed her body flat against my back. She nuzzled her nose behind my ear and licked my earlobe while her minty breath rolled along my neck. “You’re not the only who gets horny.”

Sammy ground her hips and the heat from her pussy spread across my lower back like a cozy campfire. Her tits, slippery with the massage oil, and her rubbery-hard nipples took my cock from zero to sixty. She ran her hands down my shoulders and arms and worked her fiery tongue inside my ear.

The oil from Sam’s massage and her naked body writhing atop me lit a short fuse somewhere deep inside me. The combination ignited me like a Molotov cocktail. My raging cock screamed until I couldn’t take it anymore. “Don’t move,” I said.

Sam giggled and lovingly nibbled on my earlobe. “You didn’t make it sixty seconds this time.”

I rolled onto my back while Sam hovered over me. My cock sprang free, ricocheted between her supple thighs, and my engorged tip nestled inside her panty-clad ass crack.

She let out another burst of giggles before she settled her chest onto mine and met me face-to-face. Sam’s hazel eyes sparkled with pure joy and my stomach fluttered. Sam tucked a lock of her long dark hair behind her ear and ground her hips, teasing my cock. “Does that feel good, baby?”

Sam’s tits bulged from either side of my chest and her dark billowing hair cascaded over her shoulders, ending halfway down her back. Her perky ass rose above the steep arch of her lower back, and Sam’s white panties nestled inside her ass crack.

“God, you are crazy, crazy beautiful,” I whispered while I ran my fingers through her silky hair.

“And you make me crazy every time I touch you.” She inched forward and kissed me softly. Her tongue fluttered over my lower lip and I opened my mouth to taste her sweet strawberry tongue.

My cock throbbed and expanded, sliding deeper into Sammy’s ass crack before she gyrated her hips, guiding my tip over the heat of her wet pussy.

I pressed forward and met the frustrating barrier of her cotton panties. “Baby, can you —”

“Yes,” she said, cutting me off. Sam sat upright, straddling me, before she slipped her panties over her hips and tossed them aside. Her perky breasts bounced and jiggled, and my mouth watered, drinking in Sam’s supple curves. A pink slip of her labia glistened inside her slit and my knob nuzzled her pussy, appearing way too big to fit.

I ran my hands along her legs and drank in her stunning beauty, edging my hips while I watched my tip slide along her slippery pussy.

Sammy leaned forward, bracing herself with a hand on my chest while she reached behind her and guided my knob to the gates of pleasure dome. As my raging cock slipped inside her tight, velvety canal, she let out a stifled moan and bit her lower lip. Her expression warped with pleasure and she arched her back, forcing her tits out.

Her warmth and buttery smooth tightness enveloped my cock like a wet dream, and I shuddered as I filled my palms with her soft tits and hard nipples.

Sam groaned and eased her hips lower, slowly impaling herself on my rigid pole. Thick veins crisscrossed my shaft, purple with blood and throbbing as it descended into Sammy’s nineteen-year-old, bubble-gum pink pussy.

I edged my hips upward, meeting Sammy’s forward motion, and we slow-fucked until my cock completely disappeared inside her like a magic trick.

Sam eased forward and rested her elbows on my chest before she found my mouth with hers and our tongues twined together. She moved her hips faster and our tempo increased.

Wisps of her raven hair flew over my face and chest and she gripped my cock with her pussy muscles, squeezing as if willing an orgasm out of me. Her heartbeat drummed through the tip of my cock, and with a sweet slapping sound, her ass bounced off my thighs.

Sam broke our kiss and sat upright, grinding my cock in quick forward and backward bursts. Her ragged moans rose above the sounds of the pounding surf and the gentle creaking of our king-sized bed. She straddled me, her hips undulating in waves while she rode me in full cowgirl, her body the eighth wonder of the world.

I held on for dear life, my orgasm rattling the cages, begging for release. Her heat and tightness nearly suffocated my cock, and I grabbed her ass and hung on for dear life.

“Fuuucccckkkk…,” Sammy moaned. She tilted her head back and her body followed. She placed her hands back on my thighs and braced herself, rocking violently while she let out a deep, primal moan.

Her pussy spasmed violently and a wash of her juices soaked my shaft and leaked down onto my balls. My resistance cratered and the damn burst. I grunted, pushing upward with such force I raised Sammy off the bed while I gushed hot cum deep inside her fertile, unprotected womb.

Sam ground her hips, slowing her pace while she milked my cock, soaking in every drop.

I kneaded her ass cheeks between my outstretched fingers and continued pumping, ejaculating milky ribbons of cum inside my gorgeous coed.

Breathlessly, Sam rocked atop me, slowing her pace until my cock went still and she collapsed forward onto me, wrapping her arms loosely around my neck while she sucked in deep cleansing breaths.

I dragged my fingers up her back, softly caressing her, and nuzzled my lips in behind her ear before kissing her tenderly.

Sam’s pussy spasmed with aftershocks and she gently gyrated her hips as if enjoying the feeling of my cock stuffed inside her. She kissed my neck and sighed contentedly. “There goes another massage.”

We laughed together, and I squeezed her in a tight hug before she brought her face even with mine and we kissed. Her lips were magic and every time I had sex with Sam, I felt that deep soulful connection that reinforced our place together.

We broke off the kiss, and I searched her exquisite face, memorizing every line and curve. The golden flecks in her eyes sparkled amid the sea of green and deep brown. She was a fucking treasure. “I got you something,” I said.

She frowned. “What?”

“I wanted to save it for your birthday, but I can’t wait that long.”

“Matthew Snow, what did you do?” She smiled, happy but curious, and pushed herself up, straddling me with my cock still buried inside her. She tucked a lock of her raven hair behind her ear and gazed around the room as if I had hidden the gift waiting for her in plain sight.

“Baby, I can’t get it with you parked on top of me.”

Sam smiled coyly and squeezed her pussy, gripping my cock in her velvety tightness. “I love it when you’re parked in my garage.”

“If you keep doing that, we’ll start round two before I can give you your gift,” I said.

She sighed. “Fine.” She rolled off me, and my cock slid from her pussy, dripping with warm cum.

I pushed myself up and off the bed while Sammy sat in the center hugging her legs to her chest.

She watched me as I crossed the bedroom, and I paused before turning back to her. “Close your eyes. I don’t trust you with my secret hiding place.”

Sam giggled and squeezed her eyes shut before sealing them with her hands. “Fine, you big baby.”

I tiptoed into the bathroom and retrieved a black velvet jewelry box inside a cabinet behind a basket of cleaning supplies. I stealthily returned to the bedroom door and peered around the corner.

Sammy had lowered her hands, but her eyes remained shut. She had surely peeked, but I didn’t care. I just wanted her to be surprised.

“Keep them closed,” I said, tucking the box behind my back.

A wide smile lit her face. “You’re being so secretive. This isn’t like you.”

“Do you know how hard it is to keep a secret in this house?” I crawled across the bed and sat cross-legged before her.

“Yeah. It’s freaking impossible,” Sam said.

“Well, hopefully I achieved the impossible.” I placed the jewelry box in my open hand and held it out before her. “Okay, baby. Open your eyes.”

Sam fluttered her eyes open and gazed on the black velvet box. “Matt, what is it?” Her jaw dropped, and she smiled up at me, her expression shocked.

“It’s for my Aatma-bandhu,” I said, referencing her as my soul mate.

Sam opened the box and gasped. “Oh my God, it’s beautiful.”

Inside the box rested a diamond pendant I had designed with a local jeweler. “That’s an A and that’s a B,” I said, pointing out the design. “They’re woven together into an infinity symbol for our never-ending connection.”

Sam’s eyes watered, and her chin quivered. “I can’t believe you did this.” Her hands trembled as she reached for the pendant and stopped. “Can you help me with it?”

“Of course, my love.” I carefully extracted the diamond pendant resting at the end of a gold chain.

Sammy shifted on the bed until she sat with her back facing me. She pulled aside her long dark hair and the curves of her breasts, and the flare of her hips took my breath away.

She was stunning. I let out a deep breath and carefully hooked the necklace around Sam’s neck. “Soul mates for eternity,” I whispered softly in her ear before I kissed the back of her neck.

The pendant glittered on her chest and she sniffled while she gazed down at it. “It’s the most wonderful gift anyone has ever given me.” Her voice cracked while she spoke, and she leaned back against my chest and crossed her legs.

“I’ll get you something else for your birthday,” I said. “But it might not have the same sentiment.”

Sam shook her head. “No. Don’t do that. This is more than enough.” She gazed up at me over her shoulder and flashed a watery smile while tears welled in her eyes. “I love you so much.”

I leaned down and kissed her softly. “I’ve got to take care of the future mother of my babies,” I said.

Sam sniffled and nodded. “I can’t wait.”

I sighed and wrapped my arms around her waist while I nestled my chin on her shoulder. “It we keep playing Russian Roulette, it might happen sooner than we think.”
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The spectacular morning turned into an equally gorgeous afternoon. The sun glowed in the clear blue sky and the steady wind took the edge off the afternoon heat.

Out on the deck, Krista and Penny put the finishing touches on our new outdoor living space beneath the shade of the newly constructed pergola.

I walked across the deck carrying three bottles of ice-cold rosette while the girls milled under the pergola, primping pillows and setting up the bar.

T and I had outdone ourselves on the pergola. It was wide open with enough room for two couches, matching chairs, and a short round coffee table. But that was only the start. We had purchased an outdoor bar complete with an outdoor refrigerator sink and bar stools, and a big screen TV hung in a corner.

Penny stood at the open refrigerator, stocking it with a variety of local beers.

I stepped up behind her and lifted the rosette over her shoulder while I stole a peek down her white tank top. “Rosette for my beauty,” I said, dipping low for a kiss on her neck.

Her white tank floated away, revealing the soft curves of her creamy tits before they disappeared inside a pink bikini top. She wore her auburn hair back in a loose ponytail and she smelled of coconut sunscreen and baby oil.

Penny giggled and shied away from me. “You need to shave, old man.”

I leaned forward and placed two bottles of the rosette in the refrigerator, curling my arm around her waist. “It looks like you’re getting it all stocked up.”

“It’s a start,” Penny said. “But we have a lot more to do before the party next weekend.” She sneaked in a sideways kiss on my cheek and ground her ass against my cock, instantly hardening me.

Penny wore a pair of tight, black-cotton Loco Bill’s short-shorts with the crazy pirate logo tattooed across her bubbly ass cheeks. She had taken to life at the house like a duck to water, which came as no surprise considered her sisters represented half of our burgeoning clan.

I tucked the third bottle of wine in the refrigerator door and came away with both my arms wrapped around the petite, sun-kissed beauty. “Got a beer for a thirsty patron?”

She reached for an IPA and popped off the bottle cap. “I won’t even make you tip me.”

I took the bottle and kissed her softly on the lips before I turned and gazed across the pergola.

Krista, who wore a black polka-dotted bikini, directed Clem and Sam on pillow placement. The fifth member of our entourage and unofficial family, Texas, sat on an over-sized chair sipping on a glass of white wine while she watched the girls buzz around happily. It was one of the few times I had seen her even moderately frilly and feminine. T wore a white sheer bikini cover up and a neon yellow bikini beneath.

When I turned my gaze on her, I caught her staring at me, and she instantly averted her eyes. Her expression was nervous, which was completely out of character for her. She was normally cool, serene, and completely in control. But today she looked practically panicked.

“I like the blue and the softer yellow,” Clem said, focusing intently on the couch pillows. “But the navy could work as well.”

Like Krista, Clem wasn’t shy about her body and wore a stunning white bikini that hugged her heart-shaped ass perfectly. She wore her golden blonde hair up in a loose ponytail and her tits jiggled and bounced as she repositioned the pillows.

Sammy wore a black bikini top, a pair of gray shorts, and black open-toed sandals. Her new diamond pendant rested firmly on her chest while she worked intently, positioning some outdoor candles atop the round coffee table.

I rounded the bar and crossed over to Texas, taking up a spot on the arm of her chair. “Cheers to us, kid.”

I held up my beer bottle and Texas smiled at me nervously before we clinked, and she looked away.

She was drop-dead gorgeous. Wisps of her brown hair floated over her cheeks and neck, while the mass of her thick locks sat encased by a ponytail holder atop her head. She crossed one of her long, tanned legs over the other, revealing more of her supple curves than I had seen in a while.

We hadn’t repeated our kiss, but all the girls knew, and had encouraged Texas to join the clan. But she seemed as reticent to make the bold move as she did sharing the tiniest shred of information about her private life.

I had never been to her house, and I knew almost nothing about her personal life or her family. When she wasn’t working or busy with school, she spent nearly every waking minute of her day with us, which led me to believe we were the tightest friends she had.

T and I’s emotional connection had only deepened during our time working on the pergola. I had fallen for her hard but hadn’t shared that with her or the girls. I didn’t want to put any pressure on Texas, and I definitely didn’t want to scare her away. So, I bided my time and felt our bond strengthen with each passing day.

I longed to pull her into my lap and wrap my arms around her, but I refrained and instead settled on leaning back on the arm of the chair beside her. “I think we should build a real outdoor bar,” I said. “Have you run across any solid bar blueprints on those woodworking Reddit groups you’re on?” I gazed down at her and Texas leaned back in her chair and curled her legs beneath her.

“I’ll look,” she said without expanding on her answer. She played with the edge of a pillow and averted her gaze.

Something was wrong, and I had a feeling it had to do with her upcoming visit from her family. “Are you nervous about seeing your mom and dad?”

“Yes and no,” she said. “I hate even talking about it.” She sipped her wine and rested her head against my shoulder.

My stomach swirled, and I hesitated before I reached out and placed my hand on her shoulder. I gave T a reassuring squeeze and softly stroked her shoulder. “Want to talk about it?”

As if sensing a disturbance in the emotional force, Clementine whirled and frowned. Her empathy radar must have gone off the rails. “Sweetie, what’s wrong?”

T met Clementine’s worried gaze. “Guys, I’m fine. Really.”

Sam and Krista stepped up beside Clem, casting worried expressions.

Krista shook her head and folded her arms over her chest. “Honey, I know when something is bothering you. Cough it up.”

Penny joined us and took up the spot beside me. She leaned against me, propping her elbow atop my shoulder and frowned at T. “What are we talking about?”

“T’s family,” Sam said. “Am I right, Amanda?”

Texas gazed at the five of us looming over her like specters. “You guys won’t let this go, will you?”

“Nope,” I said.

Clem shook her head. “Sweetie, you are part of our family whether or not you know it. Family stands by family.”

“Right, on, sister,” Krista said, giving Clem a fist bump.

T’s eyes watered, and she nodded as if coming to terms with some internal decision. “Fine. But sit down. I feel like I’m on trial or something.” T laughed nervously, and we spread out, finding seats on the new couches and chairs.

Amanda stood and took one last sip of her wine before she started talking. “You’re right, Matt.” She turned to me. “It’s about my family.”

“It always is,” Clem said. “What did they do?”

“Nothing, really,” T said. “They’re friendly people, but they are a shade on the conservative side.”

“How conservative?” Penny asked. “Are we talking tax breaks for the rich conservative or Christian nationalist conservative?”

Texas frowned. “Damn, girl. You don’t pull any punches.”

Krista who sat beside Penny glowered at her little sister before she turned back to T. “It would help give us a frame of reference.”

“My family grew up in a small town and they have a certain set of beliefs about a man and a woman’s role in a relationship.”

“Uh, oh,” Sam said. “Are we talking barefoot and pregnant?”

Texas turned to Sam and wrung her hands. “Pretty much.”

“Got it,” Penny said. “We’re dealing with Christian fundamentalism. What’s this have to do with you? I know they’re your family, but you escaped Jonestown, right?”

T was right. Penny didn’t pull any punches, and I wondered who would win in a throw down between her and Krista. “Easy Penn. This is T’s family we’re talking about.” I turned back to Texas. “What are you afraid of?” I asked, trying to cut to the heart of the matter.

“They don’t approve of my lifestyle, and now that I’ve finished my undergrad degree, they want me to come home with them.”

“Baby doll, you’re not finished,” Krista said “You just got accepted to grad school. We’ll see you on Shark Week in another year or two.”

Texas gave her a flat smile. “My dad doesn’t put much stock in my career choice. He has insisted on multiple occasions that I move home and marry my high school boyfriend.”

Penny barked out a bitter laugh. “No offense but tell him to pound sand.”

I shot Penny an exasperated look. “They are her family,” I said. “Maybe she wants a relationship with them?”

“My mom is super sweet,” Texas said, seeming to take no offense from Penny’s outburst. “She’s been a wonderful mother to me and my sister. I love her so much, but my dad would cut me out of the family.”

“What does Sadie think?” I asked. Sadie was T’s little sister by a year and going into her senior year in college.

“Sadie thinks like me, but she has my dad wrapped around her little finger. That said, she wants to move here with me, and my dad would never allow it.”

“If she’s half as pretty as you, then you’ll want to steer her around this house,” I said, gazing across my four beauties.

“Oh, I don’t think Sadie would have any problem fitting in here,” Texas said. “She has a wild streak a mile wide that my dad knows nothing about.”

Sam, who had remained silent, frowned and glanced between me and Texas. “We’ll have to convince your family that you’re off the market. Then they can go home, and you can resume living your life.”

We all turned to Sam and waited for her to elaborate.

Sam stood and crossed around the coffee table to stand beside Texas. She looped her arm inside T’s and smiled. “Amanda needs a boyfriend she is madly in love with and on the verge of marrying.”

As one, the girls all turned toward me, including Texas.

My cheeks flushed hot. “Me? Girls, seriously. How would that even work? Our… situation is the furthest thing from the normal atomic family. Not to mention the age difference. Her dad would go nuts. I’m hardly ideal boyfriend material.”

Texas gazed at me hopefully. “Actually, the age difference isn’t a real concern. Lots of older men in my community court girls who have barely turned eighteen.”

“And probably even more pursue girls who haven’t turned eighteen,” Penny said. “They just hide it.” She sipped on her beer and glared.

“You’re right, Penny,” Texas said. “That entire lifestyle is a big reason I left.”

“Repression can lead to all sorts of fucked up behavior,” Krista said.

“Back on topic,” Sam said. She wrapped her arm around T’s waist and drew her in tight. “We owe Amanda our help.” She gazed at me. “Right, Matt?”

“Of course, he’ll do it,” Clem said, answering for me.

“How would we pull it off?” I asked.

“When T’s family comes to visit, the girls can stay at my house,” Clem said. “But we’ll have to act fast.”

“Why?” I asked

“My parents sold the house last week. It’s all cash and a quick closing next Thursday. Besides that, there’s the party next weekend and everybody is coming in. I doubt we can keep the secret that long.”

“We’re getting new neighbors?” Penny asked unenthusiastically. “Who are they?”

“I don’t know,” Clem said. “And that’s not important. What is important is for us to convince Amanda’s family that she’s happily entrenched with a wonderful man who plans to marry her and shower her with love for the rest of her life.” She smiled with satisfaction and gazed at me adoringly.

The girls, again, all turned to me, including Texas.

“You’re on board with this?” I asked Texas.

“Only if you are,” she said. “I think it could work, especially if you can convince Ronnie to give his blessing.”

“Who’s Ronnie?” Krista asked.

“My dad,” Texas said. “My mom is Miss Pat.”

“Blessing for what? Marriage?” I asked.

Texas’s cheeks turned crimson. “We don’t have to get married. Once they’re gone, we can officially break up.”

“After you’re in grad school,” Penny said before she turned to me. “Don’t fuck this up, Matt. We’re counting on you.”
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The next day, I pulled my shiny SUV up to a cute little house barely bigger than a postage stamp. Even though Texas lived within walking distance, Penny had insisted I drive my SUV as it would surely impress T’s dad and make a good first impression.

Like two dozen other houses in her small, swampy community, Texas lived in a tiny house. I had seen tiny houses on HGTV with the girls, but Texas never mentioned she lived in one. Or at least, she hadn’t mentioned it to me. The girls knew far more than I did about our Miss Amanda Anderson, and I needed to change that if we had any chance of pulling this off.

With T’s family set to arrive within the hour, she and I agreed it was best if I showed up early to get our stories straight.

I stepped from my car and crossed the gravel lot to T’s front door and knocked.

The house looked well-constructed with two outdoor sitting areas, one of them appearing on the second floor. Flowers bloomed in decorative pots lining her deck and front porch. Frilly curtains hung in the window and she even had a nice stainless-steel grill on a patio just off the deck.

Texas answered the door and smiled a split second before my stomach dropped into my shoes and my cheeks flushed hot.

By any measure, Texas was radiant. She wore a pure white summer dress that hung down to her knees and gorgeously offset her tanned complexion. She wore a light coating of makeup that unleashed the vibrant blue in her eyes. And her smooth, exquisite face free of even the tiniest blemish looked straight out of an Instagram filter.

T’s figure was ripe and full. The subtle flare of her hips, and the swell of her bigger-than-you-thought breasts filled out her dress in a way I never imagined. Her cleavage, while modest, promised a lot more beneath her frilly feminine dress and the way the cotton material hugged her slim hips heightened the volume of her eye-popping ass cheeks. Her legs were long and lean, contoured from hours of outdoor exercise and activity. She finished her outfit, with a pair of white leather sandals and toenails polished clear and shiny.

Her lips glistened with pink gloss and her slightly sun-bleached brown hair cascaded over her shoulders in rich, wavy curls. Her pert nose and straight white teeth completed a vision of beauty that literally blew me away.

I gawked at her and my face felt numb. “I… uhhh… wow.” Struck dumb, I gazed at her like a mouth breather. “You’re gorgeous.”

T’s cheeks turned a cute shade of pink. “Thank you, kind sir. You’re also very handsome.” She smiled at me sweetly. “Soak it all in because I don’t dress this way very often.”

“That’s too bad,” I said, forever burning her image in my brain. “I mean. You’re always pretty, but this is just… different.”

“I know what you mean and thank you.” She leaned forward and pecked me on the cheek. “Come on in.”

The interior of her tiny house was just as cute and put together as the exterior, with only the barest essentials but plenty of room for one petite lady.

“This place is amazing,” I said, taking it all in. “Did you build it?”

“I bought it,” she said, closing the door behind her. “And then made modifications.”

“You are so talented.” I crossed to a stairwell that led to a tiny loft above the kitchen. Intricate carvings lined the handrail, and she built a set of custom storage shelves beneath the stairs. “Did you do this?”

“That was all me,” she said, standing a little straighter.

“Wow,” I said. “I mean, I knew you were talented, but this is incredible.” I ran my hand along the bookcases, noting the intricate textures and hand-carved leaf. “You could make a career out of this.”

Texas laughed. “It’s one thing to stroke my ego, but now you’re just being silly.”

I turned to her and stopped, once again blown over by her arresting beauty. “I’m not stroking your ego. You’re hired to design and build our bar. Only this time, I’ll assist you while you lead. The sky’s the limit. Go crazy. I want to see what you’re capable of and I’ll pay you absolutely what it’s worth.”

“You’re serious,” she said.

“Yes, I’m serious. You have true talent.” I gazed around, lost in a dozen different wood carvings and custom furniture design.

She beamed with pride. “You’ve got yourself a deal, Mr. Snow.”

“What else don’t I know about you?” I asked.

“You’re about to find out,” she said. “Because my family will be here in less than thirty minutes.”

“Right,” I said, turning back to the mission at hand. “I’ve given this a lot of thought, and I think we need to immerse ourselves in our roles if your mom and dad are going to believe it. We’re a couple on the verge of an engagement, right?”

“Right,” she said. “What did you have in mind?”

“We need to be comfortable showing affection,” I said. “It could be through simple hand holding or loving gestures like the way you rested your shoulder on my arm yesterday.”

She grinned. “You noticed?”

“Of course,” I said.

“Or like the way you put your arm around me and stroked my shoulder.” She absentmindedly reached for the spot where I touched her yesterday.

“Sorry about that,” I said.

“No. I liked it.” She smiled sweetly. “And I think you’re right. If we’re pretending to be a couple, then we need to act like a couple.”

I turned to face her and found her standing before me. “Then you can’t let it bother you if, for instance… I hold your hands.” I picked up T’s hands, and she laced her fingers in mine, glancing up at me nervously.

“And it would be completely normal for me to invade your personal space.” She stepped in so close her tits squeezed against my chest and her hips shifted across my upper thighs, releasing a flurry of butterflies in my stomach.

My cock stirred and my pulse ticked higher. I inhaled her fresh, light scent and my head swam. It was a powdery vanilla scent, but not candy sweet. She smelled soft, sensual, and overwhelmingly feminine, and when I gazed into her vivid blue eyes, she had me hooked. I would play a boyfriend so long as it suited her, but I wanted her as an actual girlfriend just as bad as my four gemstones back home.

“A boyfriend would place his hands like this on your hips,” My hands felt like stone clubs as I rested them on the flare of her perfect hips and swallowed away the lump forming in my throat.

Texas didn’t resist. Rather, her innocent smile brightened and lit up her eyes like a bouquet of summer flowers. “If you’re my man, I can kiss you whenever I want,” she said in her sugary sweet Texas twang.

T curled her arms around the back of my neck, perched on her toes, and drew me into our second proper kiss. Her lips felt as soft as they looked, and she tasted like fine ripe cherries.

I ran my hands over her hips and squeezed an ass that rivaled Sam’s for perfection. My cock hardened and throbbed, pressing against my trousers while T let out a soft sweet moan.

Our lips parted, and our tongues twined together. Texas ran her hand up the back of my neck and swished her thumb across my short hairs, kicking off a flare of goosebumps that rippled down my spine.

The kiss was sweet and soft and felt entirely natural, as if we had spent a lifetime lip locked together. We came away, and I held her there in my arms with my hands pressed against the small of her back.

T’s eyes swirled with passion and a deep longing that I remembered from the first time we kissed. She took a step back and picked up my hands, sliding her fingers in mine while she gazed at me expectantly.

“You win first place in the kissing contest,” I said.

Texas laughed and tightened her grip on my hands. “You’re not so bad yourself, cowboy.”

“What have we been waiting on?” I whispered, searching her eyes.

“It’s complicated,” she said. “My family wouldn’t understand, and with you, I knew it would never be a casual fling.”

A sharp knocking came on T’s door and we jumped, turning toward the sound at the same time.

My stomach dipped, and I glanced from the door back to Texas.

She smiled at me before she perched on her toes and gave me one last kiss on the cheek. “We’ve got this.”
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Texas opened her front door, and I readied myself, standing away from the entrance, leaning against the kitchen counter feigning casualness.

“There’s my sweet sugar cube,” a man’s burly voice said, sporting a thick Texas accent.

“Hi, daddy,” T said. “Come on in.”

Ronnie’s laugh rumbled through the small space and as he stepped through the front door, the house vibrated on its foundation.

He embraced Texas and kept cackling as he squeezed her tight and seemed to swallow her up in his arms.

Ronald Anderson was a big man. He easily stood north of six feet with a barrel chest and one of the biggest guts I had ever seen. It hung over his belt like a porch roof, and he looked one hamburger away from an ICU visit.

He wore a blue long-sleeved button-down cowboy shirt, with white piping around the seams. A sweat stain crawled up his spine and more sweat beaded his brow. Lines of silver streaked his dark hair, combed back and secured with what looked like Vaseline.

The big Texan carried most of his weight in his midsection and had a small double chin. He was clean shaven and wore a pair of dark blue jeans that looked fresh off the rack. His dark leather cowboy boots gleamed as if freshly polished.

“Daddy, you’re crushing me,” Texas said before Ronnie released his daughter and turned, seeing me for the first time.

His smile instantly faded, and he gazed at me like a poisonous snake he was sizing up for the kill.

A short, round woman filed in after Ronnie. She was a pleasingly plump, middle-aged woman with short curly brown hair and a pleasant face.

“Mama,” T’s voice lit up with joy and she leaned down to hug her shorter mother.

“Hello, baby girl,” she said in a southern drawl. “You look thinner every time I see you.”

The tiny house was already jam-packed with Ronnie, Miss Pat, T and me. But the family members kept coming and caught Texas off-guard.

“Sadie,” T said, her voice lighting up. “You didn’t tell me you were coming.”

I extended my hand to Ronnie and smiled. “It’s nice to meet you, sir.”

Ronnie turned sideways, dodging my handshake, and averted his gaze, pretending as if he hadn’t seen me.

Miss Pat lined up beside a now grumpy looking Ronnie and made room for the others still pouring through the front door.

Well fuck you too, pal. T owed me big time for this one, and Ronnie’s curt dismissal of my greeting telegraphed so much of Texas’s anxiety in one wordless gesture. He had already pre-judged me as unfit and unwelcome at his family reunion. Part of me didn’t blame him. After all, his daughter lived half a country away and here I was a man eighteen years her senior preying on her like a Judas. But it also signaled how little trust he had in his daughter’s judgment or her ability to surround herself with the right people.

I drew back my hand and edged toward the bathroom, averting my gaze, while the space filled with Anderson’s.

Sadie Anderson looked like a clone of her big sister. They could’ve been twins except that Sadie had bigger, riper tits than Texas. She had brown hair that fell in shimmering waves over her shoulders, and she wore a black midriff with a matching short black skirt. Sadie looked dressed for a nightclub rather than a wholesome family reunion with her big sister.

Then T’s gaze locked on the last person through the door, and her smile vanished. “JT? What are you doing here?”

“He came with us, Mandy,” Mr. Anderson said.

Mandy? Texas wasn’t a Mandy, and I refused to call her by that name. And who the hell was JT? I peered around the door, trying to get a better look.

Behind Sadie, a young guy near T’s age stepped through the doorway. Unlike big Ronnie, JT looked toned and fit. He wore a black cowboy-style, long-sleeved shirt, faded blue jeans, and black, silver-tipped cowboy boots.

JT removed his cowboy hat, revealing short blond hair and a lean, handsome face. He had a scar under his left eye that looked like it came from a bar fight. His expression was blank and unreadable, and he offered Texas a simple nod. “Mandy.”

Texas blinked, gazing between JT and her dad, her expression horrified. “What… ummm… why is JT here, daddy?” she asked her father rather than JT himself.

“He came with us to bring you home,” Ronnie said.

“Ronnie talked me into it,” JT said, his voice a younger version of Ronnie’s but no less rough. He had a thick Texas accent and his lower lip jutted away from his teeth as if stuffed with chewing tobacco.

I couldn’t tell if the protruding lip resulted from years of tobacco chewing or he had a dip in now, but either way I doubted that look appealed much to Texas.

“Aren’t you going to introduce us,” Miss Pat said, as if trying to cut through the tension.

T blinked and spun around toward me, her gaze settling on me as if I were the Coast Guard here on a rescue mission. “Sorry, mama.” She laughed nervously and slipped past JT and Sadie before sidling up beside me.

“This is my boyfriend, Matt Snow,” T said, hooking her arm around mine. “Matt, this is my family.”

Miss Pat stepped forward, her face warm and inviting. “Aren’t you as handsome as they come?” She laughed and pulled me into a quick hug. “Call me Miss Pat. Everyone does.”

I instantly liked her and saw right away why T was so torn. She wasn’t the kind of mother you turned your back on. “Nice to meet you, Miss Pat.” I returned her hug and stepped back smiling warmly.

“He looks old enough to be your dad,” Ronnie said, glaring at me with open hostility. He didn’t offer his hand and wouldn’t even look at me.

So much for T’s reassurance that our age gap wouldn’t matter. Even though I doubted ten years separated Ronnie and me, I looked twenty years younger and even I knew it.

“Daddy, stop being so rude,” Sadie said, glaring at her father. She turned back to me and smiled sweetly, sliding around her mother before she stopped before me. “I’ve heard a lot about you.” She drew me into a tight hug that involved mashing her juicy tits against my chest.

Her scent reminded of a carnival, buttery and delicious. With Ronnie’s heated glare bearing down on me, I did my best to maintain an innocent distance, but Sadie made it difficult. “Nice to meet you,” I said.

She kissed me softly behind my ear and her hand lingered on the back of my neck a moment longer than strictly appropriate. “You too, sugar.”

My cheeks flushed hot, and my cock thickened in my trousers. She was a flashing neon sign broadcasting trouble, and I had a feeling T was all too aware.

“That’s enough, Sissy,” Ronnie said.

Sadie stepped back and her eyes and smile lingered on me as if she couldn’t wait to dive in headfirst. Besides her bigger tits, Sadie’s complete lack of inhibition seemed to be another characteristic differentiating the sisters.

JT stared at me blankly with neither hostility nor recognition. He didn’t seem interested in introducing himself, and I thought better of pushing the issue.

After a long awkward silence, Ronnie spoke up. “Mandy, can we step outside? I can barely breathe in this cracker box.”

One by one we filed out of the tiny house, and by the time I joined the others, Ronnie had pulled T aside and was whispering to her intently, his eyes angry and his expression stern.

The others filled in the chairs and benches on T’s outdoor deck and surrounding patio.

Miss Pat and JT sat in silence watching Ronnie lay into his daughter, while Sadie came up beside me and stuffed her hand inside my back pocket.

I flinched as if struck and gazed down at Sadie, my eyes locking on her jiggling cleavage. “What are you doing?” I whispered, my heart thudding wildly.

“Relax. Daddy’s all hot and bothered at my big sister. He’ll never know, and even if he did, I don’t care.” Sadie sighed and squeezed my ass before patting it lovingly. “You are as hot as Mandy said, and I bet that crew of yours can’t get enough of you.”

I stiffened, and beads of sweat broke across my forehead. “You know about that?”

Sadie giggled. “We tell each other everything. But don’t worry your tight little buns, honey. Your secret is safe with me. But don’t think I’m leaving you all to Mandy.” She edged closer until her succulent breast mashed up against my arm and her cleavage billowed from her tight top.

“Your mother and JT—”

Sadie laughed, cutting me off. “Mama’s all worried about daddy and JT doesn’t even want to be here let alone care what you and I are off doing.” Her accent made me as hard as a rock, and visions of plowing Sadie’s pussy behind T’s house played through my imagination.

“What will he do?” I asked.

“Well….” Sadie sighed. “After he finishes ripping Mandy a new one, she’ll ask you politely to leave. That’s when we’ll all talk about you behind your back.”

“And after that?” I asked.

Sadie grinned up at me. “You leave that up to me and Mandy. We’ve got you covered, gorgeous.” Her blue eyes crisscrossed my face and traveled down the length of my body, before she stepped back and leaned against the corner of the house.

No sooner had Sadie retreated before Ronnie turned his back on T and ran his fingers through his greasy hair.

Texas turned to me, her expression almost serene. Something told me she had long since grown used to Ronnie’s juvenile rants. She stepped up to me and smiled warmly. “Matt, can you give me about thirty minutes? I’ll text you when it’s safe to return.”

“Do you need any help?” I asked, glancing over her shoulder at Ronnie whose sweat stain had spread across his entire back.

“Nope. I’ve got it handled.” Her next move surprised me. She glanced sideways as if to make sure JT was watching before she perched on her tiptoes and kissed me softly on the lips. “Thanks, baby.”

My stomach swooned, and I resisted the urge to pull her into my arms and take her with me. I felt Sadie’s eyes on my back and smiled down at T. “I’ll grab some lunch. Do you want me to bring you back a hamburger with an iced tea?” Both the burger and the tea were her favorites.

“That would be lovely,” T said and smiled. “We’ll talk soon.” She shot her sister a look over my shoulder and winked before she turned away from me.

As I turned to go, I glanced sideways at Sadie.

The brown-haired stunner smiled at me and puckered her lips in an air kiss before I climbed into my Land Rover and drove off.
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Forty-five minutes later, T texted me the all clear. I pulled into her gravel driveway to find the Anderson’s Ford F150 vacated.

Texas sat on her back deck sipping an iced tea and waved as I guided the Land Rover to a stop.

I peered up at the sky and wondered how long we had before the encroaching storm chased us inside.

Threatening grayish-black rain clouds gathered and hung low over T’s tiny house with heavy rain forecast for the rest of the day.

I killed the engine, grabbed T’s large, iced tea and the sack with her burger before I climbed out of the car. Five strides later, I ambled up the two steps leading to her deck. “It’s good to see you’re still alive.”

“I’m starving,” she said, eyeing the sack. “Did you get —”

“Mayo on yours? Of course.” I handed her the bag and placed the iced tea complete with a fresh lemon wedge on the table beside her. “This ain’t my first rodeo, Mandy,” I said, trying on a thick Texas twang.

She rolled her eyes and stabbed her finger at me. “Don’t even call me that. Forget you ever heard that name.”

I chuckled and took the seat across from her. “Did you and JT have a cozy reunion after I left?”

T opened the bag and pulled out the burger. “Yes. We went inside and made mad passionate love while Ronnie and Miss Pat cheered us on.”

I chuckled again and sipped on my own iced tea while I eased back into the chair. “So… give me the scoop.”

T bit into her burger and paused, chewing her bite and sipping on her tea before she replied. “Sadie and I talked daddy off a ledge, but he’s more determined than ever to bring me home with them.”

“What’s the deal with JT? You dated that guy?”

Texas sighed and shot me a withering look. “He goes to our church and has worked for daddy since we were in high school. I never liked him, but Big Ronnie wouldn’t have me dating anyone else.”

“Did you two…?” I let the question linger.

T’s eyes widened, and she laughed midway through a bite of burger. “God, no. Get your sick mind out of the gutter.”

I shrugged. “I didn’t see the chemistry, but, hey, who am I to judge true love?” I barely got the words out before I started laughing.

T took off her sandal and flung at me playfully. “Stop it or I’ll tell Krista you’re being mean to me.” She laughed and set down her burger before she leaned back and sighed. “I don’t know what I’m going to do. Daddy will never leave me to live my own life.”

“Where did they go?” I asked.

“Daddy has a friend in Tampa who owns a gun shop. They went to visit him. Poor mama wanted to stay here with me, and daddy wouldn’t have it. He said he didn’t trust that good lookin’ snake in the grass around his wife.”

“Miss Pat? She’s perfectly safe around me, but Ronnie’s daughter better watch out,” I said.

“I think it’s you who better watch out for Sadie,” T said, laughing.

“Talk about aggressive,” I said. “She makes Krista look tame.”

“Sadie’s always been that way,” Texas said. “If she comes for you, it’s best to just roll with the punches.”

“And what if I come for you?” I asked, smiling.

“I don’t know, cowboy. You never seem to make your move.” T picked up her burger and gave me a knowing smile before she took a giant bite.

My jaw dropped, and I gawked at the Texan beauty. She was waiting on me to make a move? But why wouldn’t she? Not all women were as openly aggressive as the Lane sisters, or even Clem. Texas was on the shy side, and even though she was a modern woman, she still had old-fashioned tendencies.

My mind wandered back to the day she so openly tore me down over my relationship with Krista. That felt like a lifetime ago. I had backed off, hesitant to come off like a man whore. But she knew me now. She knew my true character and what I stood for. We had spent time together, and I had genuine respect for her character, intelligence and skills with a hammer. I didn’t want to lose T’s friendship, but maybe she was ready to take things to the next level?

Texas grinned as if she had just roasted my balls on a spit. She sat back and ate her burger, gazing at me with a look of satisfaction.

In the distance, thunder rumbled, and a streak of lightning cut the sky. Fat raindrops fell, splattering the deck, forcing T and I up off our feet.

“Shit,” she said, stuffing her burger wrapper into the sack. “Can you help me with these cushions? They’re brand new.”

“I’m on it,” I said, grabbing a nearby cushion as the sky opened like a fire hose.

Rain fell in sheets, drenching us to the bone while T and I rescued her new cushions from the torrential rain.

She let out a sharp squeal as we tossed the cushions inside her house and ran in after them.

Texas slammed the door shut behind her and stood before me, breathless and drenched. The rain soaked her pretty dress and left her hair slick and damp, falling halfway down her back, and dripping water onto the tile.

Not to be outdone, my shirt stuck to me as if I had jumped into a swimming pool fully clothed and my cotton trousers were equally soaked.

Wordlessly, we stood there with inches separating us, and our eyes locked.

The rain thrashed the windows, and lightning crackled, streaking the sky. But none of that mattered. In that moment, there was Texas and everything else.

Her blue eyes spoke volumes. She was nervous, but the sexual tension that had built between us over weeks was as palpable and electric as the storm howling whipping her windows.

Goosebumps rose across T’s chest and her soaking wet arms and shoulders. She shivered inside her air-conditioned house and licked her lips as she gazed up at me expectantly.

This time I was smart enough to read the room. I edged closer and wordlessly grabbed the bottom of Amanda’s dress and guided it up over her hips.

She let out a shallow gasp but raised her arms over her head while she locked her blue eyes on mine.

I pulled the dress over her head and draped it carefully across the back of her kitchen chair.

She wore a pure white silk bra and matching silk panties that drew a stark comparison to her tanned flesh. Her C-cup breasts rose and fell in rapid succession, and her eyes widened slightly before revealing deep vulnerability I had never seen before.

Our choice of intimacy was treading on hallowed ground. If I had learned anything about Amanda Anderson, it was that she was thoughtful and considering. She didn’t make rash or impulsive decisions. T was too smart for that. This was an all-or-nothing proposition for both of us. If we didn’t work as a couple, I would lose her friendship and that was untenable. That said, I considered the decision a zero-risk move. The fact was, I loved Amanda with all my heart.

T went to work unfastening the buttons on my shirt while her hands trembled with nervous energy.

I leaned in close and nuzzled in behind her ear, breathing in her sweet, soft scent while I trailed kisses along her neck. My cock shifted in my wet trousers, stiffening and unfurling while I gently caressed Amanda’s bare shoulder and back.

Texas shuddered and slid her hand inside my shirt. Her fingertips glided over my warm flesh and she moaned softly while she opened her neck to my loving kisses.

I shrugged off my shirt, and it fell to the floor at my feet. I slid my fingers through Amanda’s long silky hair and kissed behind her ear before I licked her earlobe and guided it between my lips.

She gasped and dug her fingers into my abs, leaning into me. With her hands trembling, she ran her palms over my stomach then fumbled with the button on my pants.

The scents from T’s hair and soft skin mingled like a sensual opioid, and my head spun while my stomach fluttered with nervous energy. My cock stiffened, hardening inside my briefs while I ran my fingertips down her spine and unhooked her bra.

T’s lips brushed my neck and her wet tongue flickered behind my ear. Her warm breath rolled down my neck, sending a sharp chill rifling along my spine. She freed the button on my trousers and hastily pushed my pants over my hips.

I stepped back, sliding T’s bra straps over her shoulders and her breasts spilled free, jiggling only slightly with their perky firmness.

Amanda’s breasts were textbook perfect. They were similar in size to Sam’s, but T’s nipples were pure pastel pink. They were soft and smooth, and her nipples barely rose above her flat, quarter-sized areolas. She had sharp tan lines from her lifeguard suit and the creamy supple flesh surrounding her nipples set my mouth watering.

I cupped her breasts in my hands while I stepped free of my trousers, gently squeezing one while her nipples hardened under my thumbs. Her body was exquisite, perfectly honed by her exercise regimen, taut and tight. Touching her was like walking in a dream. My only fear was waking up too soon.

Amanda’s breathing turned shallow and fast. She ran her hands down my back and slid her fingers inside the waistband of my briefs, exploring my bottom while her heart beat so hard and fast, I felt it thump against my chest.

Outside the weather intensified, battering down on the roof while the wind howled and whipped the windows with sheets of hard rain.

We met face to face, our foreheads touching while we gazed into each other eyes and caught our collective breath.

My head flashed and my temples thumped in time with my beating heart while my stomach seemed to float on a cloud. I wanted to take my time and explore her wondrous body, kissing and touching until neither one of us could take it anymore. “I missed the bed on the grand tour,” I whispered.

“Upstairs, in the loft,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. She slid her hand in mine and kissed me softly on the lips before our eyes locked. “I love you,” she said, her voice quivering with uncertainty.

My eyes grew hot and blurry with tears and I smiled at her. “I love you too, Amanda.” I kissed her back and our lips brushed together before our tongues darted out over our lips and touched like wildfire.

“This will change everything,” she whispered, meeting my eye.

“Promise?” I asked, smiling at her. “Your heart is safe with me. I promise.” I touched my hand to the spot above her breast and felt her heart racing a million miles a minute.

She smiled sweetly, then bit down on her lower lip and nodded. “I know.”

I took her hand and led her up the short stairway until we reached T’s bedroom loft, where I bent over to clear the short ceiling.

T followed me close behind, squeezing my hand with both of hers while she pressed in tight, her nipples grazing my lower back.

A queen-sized bed, a short side table, and a flat screen TV filled the loft. Fluffy plush pillows and a soft down comforter gave the space a warm coziness that I adored. Her bed looked soft enough to swallow me whole and having her there with me only made it that much better.

Overhead, the rain splattered against a body-length skylight while flashes of lightning lit the otherwise dim space.

I knelt on the end of the bed and guided Amanda onto the cozy comforter.

She stretched out with her head resting on her fluffy pillows. Her damp brown hair splayed out over the crisp pillowcases. Her lithe, lean, and tan body lay before me like an all you can eat smorgasbord.

T smiled up at me, and before she lowered her gaze to my bulging cock. “Will it fit?”

“I’ll go slow,” I said. “Besides, you’re jumping ahead. We’re just getting started.”

“Oh. Sorry.” She stretched her arms out on each side of her body and her perky breasts barely jiggled.

I started at her feet, kissing each one of her delicious toes while I ran my thumbs along the arches of her feet and my fingertips over the tops.

Amanda giggled and cocked her head sideways, gazing down the length of her body. “You’re so handsome,” she said, as if thinking out loud.

I turned my gaze up and met her smiling eyes. “Says the pretty, pretty lady.” I kissed along her foot, over her ankle, and up her calf muscles, kissing each one in turn.

T parted her legs and nuzzled her toes into my thighs while she watched me slowly inch my way up her body.

Her legs were smooth and glistening as if freshly shaven, and her inner thighs were as soft and supple as I imagined. I kissed each thigh, taking turns as I moved higher, licking a treasure trail that led to her white silk panties.

Her breathing grew short and labored, and her fingers twined through my hair. She worked her hips in a slight grinding motion while the heat from her pussy radiating across my face.

High on her inner thigh, I paused and slipped my thumbs inside her waistband. Without prompting, T raised her hips off the bed, and I glided her panties over her hips and down her legs before whisking them over her ankles and off.

Her pussy was breathtakingly beautiful. Her slit was tight and glistening with her wetness. The faintest hint of her pink labia appeared through her crack, and I leaned forward and brushed my lips across her pussy.

Amanda gasped and shuddered, sliding her legs loosely over my shoulders while she leaned back into the pillows and closed her eyes.

With the flat of my tongue, I licked along her slit, tasting her sweet pussy for the first time. Her warmth spread across my tongue and I breathed her in before kissing my way back up to her clit.

Texas ran her fingers through my hair, forcing her firm tits together with her forearms, forming a mound of mouthwatering tit flesh. Her nipples hardened and rose, and she writhed under me, edging her hips higher to meet my exploring tongue.

I pried open her pussy and glided the tip of my tongue along her wet pink slit, dipping into her entrance, and pushing my tongue deep inside.

T let out a long moan and fresh wetness spread over my lips and tongue as I lapped up every drop. She gyrated her hips in slow circles, pushing her pussy into my mouth while I cupped her ass cheeks, one in each hand and squeezed.

I lifted her hips off the bed and ran my tongue along her pussy until my lips buzzed over her buried clit. Using the tip of my tongue, I pried open her hood and gently sucked, pulling her clit between my lips and circling her sweet nub with my tongue.

Amanda went crazy, letting out a high-pitched moan while she arched her back and locked her ankles behind my head. She gyrated her hips, fucking my face while I pulled on her clit, gently sucking as I swirled my tongue in quick clockwise bursts.

Her body shuddered and froze. T locked her legs tight around my shoulders and neck, squeezing my ears between her thighs and gushed, releasing a flood into my mouth. “Ohhhhhh…,” she moaned while her tits jiggled and bounced.

Caught in the swirl of her orgasm, rain lashed the skylight and thunder rolled, followed by streaks of lightning casting her body in vivid white. I backed off, releasing her pussy while I kissed her thighs and let T catch her breath.

Rock hard and rigid, my cock pulsed, locked within the cage of my briefs. I sat back on the bed and slipped off my briefs while T collapsed back onto the pillows and caught her breath.

She gazed at me across her naked body, and her eyes swam with pure lust. “I’ve never come that hard in my life.”

“Glad to be of service, ma’am,” I plastered on my best cowboy hero grin and crawled toward her.

T giggled and scooped her wild hair back up under her head. She gazed down at me through her parted legs and pushed herself up on her elbows. “Come here and fuck me, cowboy.”

On my hands and knees, I crawled between her legs with my cock swaying from side to side as if prepping for a shootout at high noon. My man meat slapped her thighs, bouncing back and forth while Texas reached down and grabbed my shaft with both hands.

“They said you were big, but, wow.” Her eyes lit up, and she grinned as I dipped in low for a kiss.

Our lips met and our mouths opened while T stroked me, and our tongues lashed together.

She released my cock and drew me in tight, wrapping her long athletic legs around my waist.

Her soft moans filled my mouth and my shaft touched down on her warm, slick wetness.

“I want you inside me,” she said, her voice throaty and breathless. She ran her fingernails up my back and bucked her hips, sliding my shaft along her soaking wet pussy.

I reached down and guided my cock to her tight hole and paused, glancing down as I watched my thick shaft slide inside her pussy.

Texas moaned and arched her back, digging her fingers into my shoulders and squeezing my waist with her legs. “Fuck.” She breathed in quick ragged breaths and I held still while her warm pussy pulsed around my aching cock.

T had the tightest pussy I had ever entered, and that was saying something after taking Sam’s virginity. “I can stop,” I said.

Amanda shook her head and locked her eyes on mine. “I want this so much. I love you.”

“I’ll ease in and you tell me when to stop,” I said.

She gave me a quick nod, and I pushed forward into her exquisite tightness and let out a primal moan.

Her pussy squeezed my cock so tight, I seriously doubted I could fit it all inside her. I counted her heartbeats reverberating through my tip, and the short micro-spasms of her pussy curled my toes. The urge to push nearly overwhelmed me, but I went slow and steady, keeping my eyes locked on Amanda’s for the slightest hint of pain.

T furrowed her brow and bit her lower lip before pushing out a breath. “Keep going.”

Waves of pleasure buzzed my head, and my balls twitched as if already aching to come. “Birth control?”

T shook her head. “Pull out. I’ll start back on it.”

Halfway inside her, I paused and kissed her softly while I brushed an errant lock of her hair away from her eye. “You are incredibly beautiful.”

Texas’s body seemed to melt beneath me, and she relaxed, easing off on her steely grip. She kissed my chin and then my lips while she ran her heels along my hamstrings and stroked my back. Her eyes glowed with a sheen of warm wetness and she drew me in tight, kissing me full on the lips.

I sank inside her until I buried my cock completely, stretching T’s vaginal canal wide with my rock-hard girth. Her warm pussy enveloped me in a cocoon so tight it felt like a straitjacket. I dared to swirl my cock and T groaned as she gyrated her hips in slow circles.

“Ready?” I asked before I kissed her again.

Amanda nodded. “I’m so close to coming again.”

I rocked forward and backward, and we fucked in slow motion while the rain eased off to a slow, steady patter.

T’s comfy bed barely moved while we rocked together, our skin gently slapping while she intertwined her legs in mine.

Amanda’s soft moans rose above the rain’s steady drone. She edged her hips upward, timing her rhythm perfectly with my deep downward thrusts.

I grunted and pushed, fucking the brown-haired beauty, grinding harder and faster. Her tight pussy clamped down on my cock, heating my cock and igniting an ember of pleasure deep in my primal brain. My orgasm brewed like the storm raging outside T’s skylight, and I wanted nothing more than to plant my seed in Amanda’s fertile garden.

She latched onto my shoulders and drew me into a hurried, passionate kiss. Our tongues flashed and T’s grunts reverberated in my mouth. Her stomach undulated in rhythmic waves while my glistening cock powered in and out.

Her body rocked beneath me and her tits clapped in a light sing-song rhythm. Texas locked her ankles behind my knees, using my body weight as leverage to bury my cock inside her.

T’s bedside table shook, and a muted thud came from her headboard, knocking the wall.

She probed my mouth with her tongue, exploring freely while she ran her fingers through my hair and fucked me in a fast-paced, swing-for-the-fences rhythm.

I slipped my hands under T’s ass and drew her hips upward while I ground my hips, plumbing her pussy with my steel-hard cock while I grunted, low and throaty.

Amanda locked her legs in place and froze. She gasped and moaned, holding her hips up high as her pussy spasmed around my cock, flexing and contracting while she dug her fingers into my shoulders. She broke our kiss and fell back onto the bed, her eyes open wide and her mouth as if caught in a silent scream.

I drove into the hilt and held my cock still while my orgasm consumed me. At the last possible second, I pulled out, grabbed my cock, and grunted, firing off a heavy string of milky white jizz that splattered from Texas’s stomach up to her tits. The second spurt came as hard as the first, landing across her right nipple and extending into the valley of her creamy cleavage.

I came again, and again, layering her stomach, navel, and rib cage with my milky white cream. I stroked my cock, milking my orgasm until I had nothing left to give and the last drizzles leaked from my tip onto her ravaged pussy. Only after I had spent my entire load, I collapsed onto the bed beside her.

We lay side-by-side, breathless and spent, sucking in deep breaths while the pattering rain blurred the overhead skylight.

I held T’s hand in mine as we slowly recovered, and our breathing returned to normal.

T propped herself up on her elbows and gazed down at the ocean of cum glistening on her tits, chest, and abs. “I’m surprised you didn’t pass out from fluid loss.”

I laughed and sat up, gazing down at her perfect body stretched out before me. “For a second there it was touch and go.”

She smiled up at me. “At least now you don’t have to pretend to be my boyfriend.”

“Who says I was pretending?” I asked. “But you’re right. Now we don’t have to hold back. What are your thoughts on PDA?”

T grinned. “Kiss me in public and you’ll find out.” She tugged on my hand and drew me toward her.

I leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips, tasting the sweet lemon lingering on her lips. “Did I tell you I love you?” I asked.

She giggled. “Yes. Believe me. I heard it.” She kissed me again and sighed, smiling at me contentedly. “Do you know what would be really great?”

“What?” I asked, kissing her again.

“A towel. Do you mind?” She batted her eyelashes and smiled sweetly.

I chuckled and kissed her. “Be right back.”

I returned with a towel and mopped her clean while T stretched out and watched me. “So, what’s the next stop on the Big Ronnie tour?” I asked.

Texas frowned. “Didn’t I tell you?”

I gazed up at her, raising a questioning eyebrow. “Tell me what?”

“He’s agreed to see your house and make sure you can provide for his little girl,” she said, using air quotes around little girl.

“When?” I asked, tossing the towel on the floor at the end of her bed.

“Tomorrow,” T said before she sat up and pushed me back down onto the bed.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Round two,” she said. “I mean to ride you for a long time, cowboy.” She grinned, straddled me, and grabbed hold of my cock.
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Overnight the rain clouds passed and a light breeze, sunny skies, and a crisp morning provided the perfect background for a morning jog.

Sweat stained the front of my tank top, and the sand churned under my shoes. We had kept a steady pace all morning, but Penny, clearly competitive, had pushed the last mile as if testing my overall fitness.

Beside us, the surf rolled in and my heart rate steadily increased as Penny pushed forward, her ponytail shifting in the wind.

With the house in sight, Penny broke into an all-out sprint. “Come on, old man,” she said, shooting me an easy smile over her shoulder. The auburn-haired beauty wore a pair of tight gray running shorts and a black sports bra that did its best to reign in her impressive breasts.

I pushed faster to keep up, but for me winning involved watching Penny’s tits bounce and her tight ass strain the back of her shorts.

She leaned into the wind and took off at a dead sprint.

I sprinted with her but wasn’t fast enough, and Penny crossed the invisible finish line two strides ahead of me.

“Woo, hoo!” She cheered and danced around with her arms up, taunting me.

She was a dynamo and barely seemed out of breath while I heaved, sucking in deep lungsful of air with my hands on my knees. “Sore winner much?”

She laughed and leaned in, drawing me into a hug. “It’s okay. Second place gets to take a shower with the winner.”

“Wow,” I said. “In that case, I’ll stop trying so hard.”

Penny laughed again and slid her hand in mine while we crossed the beach toward the stairs leading up to our deck.

“When are T’s family showing up?” she asked.

“Not until ten thirty,” I said.

“Good,” she said. “That gives us plenty of time.”

When we hit the stairs, I squeezed Penny’s hand and held her tight. “Hold back a second, okay?”

Penny turned to me and frowned. “Are you okay?” Her expression grew concerned, and she gazed up into my eyes as if I might pass out at any second.

I laughed. “I’m fine. Let’s sit and chat for a minute. It’s a beautiful morning, and we’re in no rush.”

“Shit,” she said. “Matt, are you breaking up with me? You promised —”

I laughed again. “No, baby. Never. It’s all good. Just sit on the step and shut that pretty mouth.”

For once, Penny didn’t argue. She sat on the step with her arms wrapped around her knees and watched me, her expression concerned.

I sat down beside her and stretched out my legs while my breathing returned to normal.

Penny eyed me warily. “What’s wrong?”

I laughed and shook my head. “Can’t everything be fine? Actually, can’t everything be great?”

“I thought everything was great,” she said.

I held her gaze and her hazel eyes sparkled in the rising sun. “I love you so much. Nothing will ever change that.”

“Oh, my God. You’re sick.” She threw up her hands and shook her head. “Fuck. Is it cancer? Tell me straight.”

“Baby. I’m not sick. Hell, I don’t even have a cold.” I reached under the step and pulled out the jewelry box I had stashed away for this moment. “Here. I’ll put you out of your misery.” I brought the box around and Penny’s eyes widened.

She glanced between me and the box. “Matt, if this is a proposal. I’m not —”

I chuckled and shook my head. “It’s not an engagement ring. Don’t worry. It’s a little something to show you how I feel.” I handed her the box and Penny stared down at it without opening it.

“You don’t have to buy me gifts,” she said, turning to meet my gaze. “I love you. It’s really that simple.”

I nodded. “Which is why I wanted to do this. You mean everything to me, and you would never ask.” I shrugged. “I can take it back if you want.”

“Oh, no,” she said. “If you bought it for me, then I’ll treasure it forever.”

Penny had a hard, cynical exterior but was a big softy under that crunchy shell. “Open it.”

Penny pried open the box and gasped.

A bright square cut ruby glistened in the sun. Two karats of smaller diamonds outlined the modest gemstone. It wasn’t gaudy or flashy. It was simple and modest, the same as my Penny.

“Matt,” she said, her voice quivering. “It’s beautiful.” She gazed up at me with tears in her eyes. “It’s perfect.”

“It’s a promise from me to you that I’ll love you forever,” I said. “Can I put it on your finger?”

She nodded and smiled, her chin quivering with emotion.

I took the box and pulled the ring loose while Penny held out her left hand. I slid the ring onto her middle finger, and we watched it glitter under the sun.

“It’s as perfect as you,” I said, smiling at her.

Tears welled in Penny’s eyes and she threw her arms around my shoulders, squeezing me tight. “I love you.”

I kissed her neck and sighed contentedly. “I’m sorry it took us so long to get here. But I’ll make it up to you.”

“You already have,” she said before she brought her face even with mine and kissed me softly on the lips.

The wind whipped strands of her auburn hair across her face, and she smiled at me sweetly.

“Come on,” I said. “Let’s hit the shower.”
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“That’s it, baby. Harder.” Penny moaned and her ass jiggled as I pounded her hard from behind.

Water sloshed, and the shower hissed as my thighs bounced off Penny’s creamy ass. Shock waves reverberated across her glistening flesh and her body rocked forward while she pinned her hands against the wall.

I stood behind her, cupping her soapy tits in my hands while her hard nipples slid through my open fingers. Her tight pussy clamped down on my cock and I grunted, pounding her hard and fast.

Penny’s auburn hair, dark with wetness, stretched over her back while thick strands had plastered to her cheeks and forehead. She pushed her hips backward, meeting my forward thrusts and grunted, letting out loud moans of pleasure.

I kneaded her tits, mashing them together, mauling and squeezing while I leaned forward and sucked on the soft spot high on her neck behind her ear.

Penny opened her mouth, tipped her head back and cried out. “Fffuccckkkk…unnnnggghh.” Her pussy spasmed and her legs buckled as she buried my cock deep inside her incredible tightness.

My orgasm hit me like a freight train, and I let out a primal moan while my cock spasmed, flooding the petite beauty with milky loads of hot cum. I released her tits and grabbed her hips, forcing her forward and back as I spurted deep inside her, filling her with my potent seed.

A muffled nose came from somewhere beyond the bedroom door.

“Was that Texas?” Penny asked, her voice ragged and breathless.

My legs buckled as I deposited the last of my load and slow-fucked Penny, forcing my cum deep inside her. “I don’t know,” I got out as Penny stood and my cock slipped out.

She frowned and pushed back the glass door, cocking her ear as a river of cum flowed down her inner thigh. Her tits jiggled, and she leaned out the shower door while I ran my hands over her ass and around to her flat tummy.

“Come back in here,” I said.

“Matt,” Texas’s voice came through the bathroom door. “Are you in the shower? We’re here.”

“Shit,” I said as my cock deflated.

Penny turned around and smiled at me. “I guess you’re cornered now.”

“Just be quiet,” I said as I stepped past Penny and out of the shower.

“I have to wash my pussy,” Penny said. “Give me ten minutes.”

Dripping with water, I pulled open the bathroom door a crack and gazed out.

Texas stood in my bedroom, her eyes wide. “I could hear Penny moaning from the kitchen,” she whispered, her tone urgent. “My family is downstairs.”

I peered past Texas and found my bedroom empty before I opened the door wide. “You said ten thirty,” I whispered, sliding a towel around my waist.

T glanced toward the shower and smiled at Penny, who peered out through the crack. “I thought you were dying in here.”

“Sorry,” Penny said. “He has a huge cock. Sue me.”

T rolled her eyes and turned her gaze back to me. “If my family asks, Penny is using our bathroom because their hot water is out next door.”

“I’ll hurry,” Penny said.

“And she was singing really loud,” I added.

Texas shook her head as if she couldn’t deal with either of us. “Just hurry.” She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me on the lips. “My dad wants a tour of the house.”

I scrambled, throwing on clothes, and brushing my hair before I joined the Anderson’s downstairs on the deck by the pergola. T had invited them over for a day at the beach, but it looked like Ronnie didn’t get the memo.

Ronnie stood beneath the shade of the pergola wearing a pair of blue jeans, worn cowboy boots, and a long-sleeved, faded denim shirt. Today he wore a cowboy hat and a giant silver belt buckle engraved with a bucking bronco.

JT sat at the bar wearing a gray mesh tank top, camouflage shorts, and leather work boots. He sipped on a Bud Light which I didn’t even know we had while Sadie stood behind the bar mixing what looked like a Pina Colada.

Sadie’s blue bikini covered just enough flesh to pass for modest, but her big tits bounced and jiggled while she laughed at something JT said.

Miss Pat sat under the pergola on one of the big comfy chairs, wearing a frilly beach cover-up, a white visor, and big white sunglasses.

Texas sat next to her mother on the couch sipping on a local IPA we both loved wearing a white bikini and her Texas Longhorns baseball cap.

The only people missing were my crew, who were likely waiting either on the beach or over at Clem’s house.

As I strode up to the Anderson’s mentally practicing my apologies, I made it halfway there when a sweet, angelic voice stopped me in my tracks.

“I got the ice,” Clem said. “It was —

My stomach dropped, and I whirled, shocked by her presence.

Clem’s eyes widened while the Anderson’s turned toward her.

Clem stood just outside the back door, holding a bag of ice. Her golden hair, fixed in a ponytail, slipped through the back of a neon pink hat. She wore a matching bright pink bikini top with white shorts, no doubt covering her pink bikini bottoms. She looked hot enough to raise the poolside temperature by ten degrees, and I could only imagine what was running through Big Ronnie’s head.

“Let me help you with that darlin’,” Ronnie said behind me.

“No, daddy,” Texas said. “I’ve got it. You sit here with Miss Pat.”

“Nonsense. That looks heavy,” Ronnie said as he whisked past me, setting his lecherous gaze on Clem’s magnificent curves. “And who might you be?” he asked, completely ignoring me.

“She’s Matt’s neighbor and one of my best friends,” T said, hustling over to Clem and grabbing the ice bag.

Clem looked thunderstruck, gazing between me and Ronnie before she recovered and followed T’s lead. “I got your ice, just like you wanted.” She held the bag up to T and smiled.

“Matt, can you take it?” Texas asked.

“Sure,” I said, taking the bag of ice from Clem while JT had wandered over from the bar and smiled at Clem, flashing a toothy grin that seemed entirely out of his stoic character.

“JT Thomas,” he said, extending his hand. “It’s a pleasure Miss….”

“Clementine Summers,” Texas said, answering for him. “And you two can put your tongues back inside your mouths. She’s off limits.”

“What are you accusing me of, Mandy?” JT asked, turning a shit-eating grin on her while Ronnie chuckled his approval.

T ignored him and turned to Clem. “Why don’t you go help Matt with the ice. I’ll start with the house tour.”

“Fine,” I said, forcing a smile.

Clem smiled, trying her best to tone down her pure sex, but that was like asking the sun not to rise. “It was nice to meet you.” She pushed through JT and Ronnie and followed me to the bar.

I glanced back as Clem fell in beside me while JT and Ronnie checked out her ass, grinning from ear-to-ear as she passed.

“They’re early,” Clem whispered.

“I know,” I said. “Penny’s upstairs. Where’s Krista and Sam?”

“The pool at my house,” she said as we reached the bar.

Sadie smiled brightly as we approached. She sipped on a frozen Pina Colada and extended her hand. “You must be Clementine. It’s nice to meet you. I’m Sadie. Mandy’s sister.”

Clem glanced at me, her eyes wide with doubt.

“She knows,” I said. “But she’s the only who knows.”

Clem seemed to relax and smile innocently. “I hope I didn’t mess anything up for Amanda.”

Sadie glanced at Clem and back at me. “You hit the jackpot between her and Mandy.”

“Don’t I know it,” I said, taking the ice bag and tossing into the freezer. “Add in the Lane sisters, and it’s like I’ve died and gone to heaven.”

Clem glanced over her shoulder toward the house as Texas disappeared inside with her family. She turned back to me and wrapped her arms around my waist while she rested her head on my back. “Are you coming to the beach?”

Sadie leaned against the bar and gazed at us, quizzically. “You have sex with all these girls?”

Clem glared at Sadie. “That’s rude.”

“Sorry,” she said, shaking her head. “I’m not judging. I’m envious. This place is paradise. All that’s missing is some calypso music and I might as well be at a Caribbean resort.”

I slid my arm around Clem’s waist and rested my hand on her hip before turning to Sadie. “Thanks, but it’s not like we’re hosting all day orgies, here,” I said. “These women are my family, and that includes your sister. Show a little respect, please.”

Clem squeezed me tight and kissed me on the cheek as she smiled approvingly.

“Good luck convincing Ronnie of that,” Sadie said. She slipped onto a barstool and leaned forward, squeezing her impressive cleavage against the bar top.

My phone buzzed in my pocket and I pulled it out to find an incoming text from Penny.

Penny: Why are there are two rednecks standing outside my door trying to peep at me while I’m changing.

I sighed and shook my head. “This is going to be a long day.”
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The next hour passed without incident. Texas rescued Penny from Ronnie and JT before everyone headed down to the beach. Everyone, that was except Ronnie, who declared the beach was too sandy and would have preferred a trip to the gun range instead.

As host and the man tasked with somehow trying to convince Ronnie I was man enough for his daughter, I stayed back to chat with him and figure out how to win his approval.

Texas didn’t leave me stranded alone with Big Ronnie and sat with us under the shade of the pergola.

“Tex… I mean, Amanda told me you owned your own contracting business,” I said, trying to find some common ground to break the ice. “You’ve taught her well. She and I built this pergola together.” I motioned toward the structure surrounding us. “I’ve seen master woodworkers who would blush in her presence.” Stroking his ego couldn’t hurt.

Ronnie, who sat in one of the big comfy chairs with his arms crossed over his chest, gazed at me in disbelief. “You built this?” he asked without even glancing at his daughter.

“Amanda and I built it together,” I said, smiling at T, who sat on the couch looking pleased. “Actually, it was her design. We finished it together last week.”

Ronnie’s eyes roamed over me, as if seeing me for the first time. “No offense, but you don’t look like a guy who’s done a day’s hard work in his life.”

I stewed, wondering if Ronnie understood the first thing about hundred-hour work weeks or the physical and mental toll years of sustaining those hours did to a person.

“Matt grew up in a lumberyard, daddy. And he put himself through college,” Texas said, smiling at me. “He rebuilt the deck by himself and installed the hot tub.”

Ronnie eased back into the chair and unfolded his arms. “Is that right?”

“Yes, sir,” I said. “I’ve been fortunate in my professional career and can now afford to take some time and pursue my passions.”

Ronnie nodded. “My daughter being one of those passions,” he said, sliding a sideways glance to Texas.

“Your daughter and I formed a friendship over our shared interests, and it grew from there. She and I share many of the same passions and values.” I winced internally at the word values. That was a bridge too far, and T’s expression soured.

“Do those values include following the gospel? When was the last time you stepped foot in a church?” Ronnie asked.

I could have lied to Big Ronnie, but I was a horrible liar and if he started quoting bible scripture, I was completely fucked. And I didn’t dare point out the irony of a misogynist pig such as himself putting such weight on values he didn’t personally honor. “No, sir,” I said. “But that doesn’t mean I don’t believe in the Golden Rule. I treat your daughter with the respect she deserves, and I would never knowingly deceive anyone.”

Ronnie nodded and remained silent as he mulled over my response. “Not attending Sunday worship is a non-starter in our household. Any man who has designs on my daughter must turn himself over to the Lord.”

Well, shit. It was those people who attended church to check off some box while following none of the guiding principles was the primary reason I had forgone religion entirely. Church attracted more conmen, degenerates and hypocrites than an alley full of homeless heroin addicts. Not to mention, Ronnie’s own daughter hadn’t attended a single church service in the entire time I had known her. I considered it one of her better qualities. Ronnie and I weren’t ever going to see eye to eye on this one.

“Daddy, would you like some more, sweet tea?” Texas asked, clearly reading the room.

Before Ronnie could answer, Clem appeared on the deck, coming up from the stairs leading to the beach. She carried two empty Yeti mugs in her hand, and her curves stuffed inside her neon pink bikini were on full display. Her tits jiggled and bounced while she made her way toward the bar.

A few steps behind her, JT appeared with his eyes locked on Clem’s ass. He had ditched his gray mesh tank top but strangely enough, had kept on his leather work boots.

Clem eyed me warily while Texas, Ronnie, and I gazed toward the bar.

“How’s it going on the beach?” Texas asked Clem.

With Ronnie watching her intently, Clem forced a nervous smile and nodded. “It’s going great.”

JT appeared over Clem’s shoulder, hovering a little too close for my comfort. I resisted the urge to rise and gritted my teeth while I watched helplessly.

“Grab me two more of them, Bud Lights, darlin’,” JT said, inching closer. Scant inches separated his sweaty chest from Clem’s back, and she edged forward as if trying to escape him.

Heat flashed behind Amanda’s pretty blue eyes, and she pushed up off the couch and marched toward the bar. “You know what JT, there are more Bud Light’s in the kitchen fridge.”

JT smiled at Texas before turning back to Clem, hovering like a skunk in heat. “Looks like someone is getting a little jealous.”

Ronnie chuckled and grinned, nodding his approval. “Nothin’ like showin’ a woman what she’s missing to win her heart.”

I couldn’t believe my ears. Ronnie was a fucking pig, and I almost said something until I remembered Miss Pat. I fumed in silence and Ronnie turned to me, his grin spreading like a puddle of diarrhea across his fat, fucking face. “Looks like you’ve got some competition, hoss.”

Texas whirled on her father, her fists clenched, and her eyes fueled with rage. “JT needs to know his limits. He’s making Clementine uncomfortable.”

JT grinned, reaching past Clem to grab a beer from the fridge. His arm jostled her side, causing her tits to jiggle and shake. “She can say if she’s uncomfortable.” JT turned the cap on his beer and tossed it to the ground. “And she ain’t sayin’ no.” He stared straight at Texas while he tipped back the beer and drained half in a single swallow.

Ronnie chuckled and pushed his bulk up out of the chair. “That’s enough JT. No need to start a cat fight.” He ambled to the bar and sat his fat ass down on a stool. “You know what? I’ll take me one of them Bud Light’s. Darlin’, can you hand me one?” He asked Clem, gazing between her tits and ass.

Clem positioned herself behind the open refrigerator door, using it as a shield from JT’s looming presence and Ronnie’s leering gaze. “Sure,” she said meekly, and I wanted nothing more than to throat punch both rednecks and send them packing.

I had to step in and say something. I pushed out of my chair and squeezed in beside Ronnie at the bar. “Clem, me and Texas can help you carry drinks back down to the beach. What’s everybody drinking?”

Ronnie frowned and shot me an irritated glance. “That’s a woman’s work, hoss.”

T’s face turned bright red and even Clem’s eyes turned hot.

“Thanks, Matt,” Clem said. “I would appreciate the help.”

“You know what I think?” Ronnie asked.

I ground my teeth and stewed, casting a simmering glance at Texas. But no one answered Ronnie before he answered himself.

“I think the four of you should go down to that honky-tonk I saw on the way in. You could make it a proper double date. Hell, you could even take Sadie along now that she’s legal.”

“I’ll drink to that,” JT said, grinning before he downed another huge swallow of beer.

Clem and T exchanged a worried glance that told me everything I needed to know about what they thought of Ronnie’s great idea.

Ronnie turned to me. “What do you say, hoss? You two could meet on the field of battle and the best man wins.”

I wanted to wipe that smug, shit-eating grin off his face. I glanced at T and Clem. Neither of them looked eager to spend an evening fending off JT’s backwoods groping.

“Hell, JT might walk off with both of them, and leave you the odd man out.” Ronnie stood and squeezed my shoulder before he leaned in close. “The best way for me to get a measure of man is how hard he’ll fight for my daughter’s hand.”

Keeping JT close would ensure that he didn’t cross any lines with Clem. And if this is what it took to send Ronnie back to Texas, then I would oblige him for one evening only. But if JT so much as laid a fingertip on Clementine, I would tear him apart. “Fine,” I said, acting anything but fine before I turned to JT. “We’ll pick you and Sadie up at eight o’clock.”

JT drained the last of his beer before handing the empty bottle to Clem. “I can’t wait.”
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“Nine ball, corner pocket,” JT said. He leaned over the pool table and lined up his shot. With a sharp crack, the cue ball jumped off his stick and hit the nine in just the right spot, sinking it home.

A live country band played on a mini-stage, and rows of dancers shuffled their feet and twirled in synchronicity. It was line dancing and even I had to tap my toes while I watched them. Skeeter’s Place was large, lively, and had a great vibe. I wasn’t much into country music, but we had run into friendly faces at every turn. The bartenders, the bouncers, and every guest we encountered greeted us with smiles and handshakes. I would have enjoyed spending an evening here except for one member of our entourage.

JT wore a blue and white flannel shirt, tight faded blue jeans, and gleaming black leather cowboy boots with silver pointed toes. He was arrogant, cocky, and had so far treated Clem as if he owned her.

It made my blood boil, and I stood by, fuming, watching this shit stain treat my angel like a piece of meat.

JT missed on the thirteen ball and swaggered over to the table where Clem had pushed so close to me, she practically sat on my lap. “You’re up, buttercup,” he said to Texas and grinned.

T was all business, chalking her stick before she came around the table and called out her shot. “Three ball, corner.” She tapped the pocket with her stick and ten seconds later the ball sank home.

As T went to work, JT sank onto the high-backed stool beside Clem. He stretched his arm around the back of her chair and tugged on his beer, draining the last few drops. “Maybe I’ll let you take the next shot,” he said to Clem. “I can show you how to line it up just right.”

“No thank you,” Clem said, trying her best not to go off on the shithead. She edged closer to me, and I worried her proximity might tip JT off.

“What’s JT stand for, anyway?” I asked, trying to steer him away from Clem.

“John Thomas,” he said, giving me a withering look.

Sadie stood over my shoulder with her elbows resting on my chair back. The proximity of her tits to the back of my neck caught my attention from early in the evening.

She wore a tight pink and white cowgirl shirt tied off at her stomach, exposing a generous portion of her bubbling cleavage. Add to that a pair of painted on blue jeans and she had drawn the attention of every swinging dick in the bar. JT had hit on her more times than I could count, but Sadie had already put him in his place at least three times since we started playing pool.

“I thought Thomas was your last name?” I asked.

“It is. You got a fucking problem with that?” he asked, glaring at me.

“That’s why he goes by JT,” Sadie said. “John Thomas Thomas doesn’t exactly roll off the tongue.”

Clem giggled and Sadie grinned while JT stewed, burning a hole through Sadie with his murderous glare.

“Go get me a beer for that,” JT said as he curled his arm around Clem’s shoulder and squeezed.

“Don’t touch me,” Clem said, pushing his hand away.

I saw red and my simmering rage burst. Without thinking, I pushed away my chair and came across the table at him. “Get your fucking hands off her,” I growled with my teeth clenched.

“Easy,” Sadie said, grabbing me by the shoulder and pulling me back to my seat.

JT grinned as if he had achieved the desired effect. He sat back and put his arms behind his head. “Looks like you’re sweet on two girls. Does Mandy know?”

Clem squeezed my leg under the table, gazed at me, and shook her head.

At the pool table, Texas announced. “Eight ball, side pocket,” completely oblivious to what had just happened.

“Why don’t you come help me get another round from the bar?” Sadie asked me. It wasn’t a question. She was ordering me, and she was probably right.

I needed a timeout. This wasn’t working. Trying to win over Ronnie in any traditional sense seemed beyond hopeless.

Texas sank her shot and turned to the table, grinning. “I still got it.”

“Say we’re going for another round,” Sadie said to Texas. “Can you keep an eye on the table?” She raised her eyebrow and waited for her sister to get the hint.

“Oh,” T said, her eyes widening. She glanced from me back to Sadie and nodded. “I got you covered, little sister.” They traded a high five, and I pulled Texas in tight between my legs before drawing her into a slow, wet kiss.

Texas wrapped her arms around my shoulder, deepened the kiss, swirling her tongue with mine before she came in for a hug. “Whatever happens, just go with it,” she whispered in my ear before kissing me softly on the cheek.

My stomach swirled, and I frowned as T backed away, grinning broadly. “Baby, you pick my beer. I’ll take whatever you’re having.” She glanced sideways at JT. “Just don’t get me that watered down shit.” She stared at JT’s empty Bud Light bottle and grinned.

“Ha, ha, Amanda,” JT said, spitting out her name in mockery of us.

I stood and T slid into my seat, wrapping her arm around Clem and drawing her in tight. “Maybe it’s me who will take them both home tonight,” she said to JT, taunting him.

“Come on, sugar,” Sadie said, lacing her fingers with mine and leading me off toward the bar.

Despite my rage, I glanced down and soaked in an ass so glorious it would have made Clem blush. Sadie more than filled out her jeans, her top, and her bigger than Texas personality.

Cat calls whistled from a few feet away and another guy shouted, “Let me buy you a beer, baby.”

Sadie ignored them and when we reached the bar, she led me straight past it and down the hallway before we reached the lady’s room.

She pushed me back against the wall, leaned in, and kissed me full on the lips, slipping her tongue inside my mouth where she found my eager tongue that swirled with hers. Sadie broke off the kiss and came away with a grin. “Wait right here.”

Adrenaline swept through my arms and legs, and my head spun while my cock tugged at my briefs, hardening. Her lipstick tasted like cherries, and I licked my lips, savoring the cock-hardening flavor. Fueled by pure desire, my cock decided to kiss her before my brain could intervene. T’s words played back in my head. Is this what she meant when she told me to go along with it? What the hell were they planning?

Sadie disappeared inside the restroom and re-emerged a few seconds later before she smiled at me. “It’s all clear, sugar. Come on in.”
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Sadie locked the door behind us. “We don’t have much time. We have to make this quick.” She grabbed my hand and pulled me deeper into the lady’s room. “Don’t worry, we’re alone. I checked.”

A row of sinks, each embedded into a waist-high counter, appeared before a set of bathroom stalls.

Sadie glanced at me over her shoulders and smiled, her blue eyes blazing bright and clear. “Have you ever fucked a college cheerleader before?”

The blood drained from my face, and I swallowed the lump in my throat. “You’re a cheerleader?” That was all I could think of as my cock shifted in my jeans, hardening as Sadie’s amazing ass swiveled in front of me.

She laughed sweetly and leaned back against the sink before reaching for my belt buckle. “I sure am, but more importantly, I’m into you big time.” She pulled me forward and slipped her ankles around mine while she drew me into a deep, tongue-fueled kiss.

I couldn’t resist her, leaning into the kiss, sliding my tongue over hers while I ran my hands over her hips. But then my brain screamed at me to stop and I broke off the kiss. “What about Amanda?”

“What about her?” Sadie unbuttoned my pants and pulled down my zipper.

“I can’t cheat on her,” I said.

Sadie laughed and locked her eyes on mine while she reached into my pants and wrapped her fingers around my stiff cock. “You’re a big boy, aren’t you?” She practically purred while her nimble fingers stroked my cock. “Don’t worry about my big sister. I got her back, and she’s got mine. She knows damn well what we’re doing. When I said I’m tight with Texas, I meant it.” She grinned knowingly.

We hadn’t told Sadie about the nickname, which meant she knew far more than I ever gave her credit for. And what had Texas said again? Go with it? “I can’t leave JT with Clem.” I pulled the knot holding Sadie’s tight cowgirl shirt together and yanked it loose.

The shirt fell free, revealing a pink lace bra so sheer Sadie’s pink areolas and stiff nipples appeared through the material. “Don’t worry about JT,” Sadie said. “We’ve got a plan for him. You just relax and let sweet Sissy do her thing.” She pushed down my pants and my hard cock sprang free.

Sadie’s bra hooked in the front and I popped it open, revealing her big, firm tits. They bounced free and jiggled as my cock swelled inside the grip of Sadie’s supple fingers.

“We’ve got to hurry before they bring a bouncer,” Sadie said. “I’ve been soaking wet all night, stick it in.” She drew me into a kiss while I fumbled with her jeans, hurriedly pushing them down around her hips, dragging her pink panties with them.

Sadie’s rich brown hair glistened and tumbled down past her shoulders. Her blue eyes sparkled, and her wet red lipstick made her lips glow like two ripe, sugary-sweet cherries.

My cock twitched, turning to granite in her palm while I filled my hand with her big, beautiful breast, squeezing it between my fingers while her nipple stiffened.

Sadie hopped on the counter and spread her legs, revealing a shaven pussy every bit as tight and pretty as her big sister’s. Her slit glistened with wetness, and she drew me toward her, using my cock like a handle. “That thing’s hard enough to mine copper,” she said while she wrapped her legs around my waist.

I filled my free hand with her other tit and squeezed them together, practically mauling them while I leaned in and kissed her, our tongues clashing like feral cats.

Sadie edged her hips forward and slid my knob along her slippery trench until my tip lodged just inside her entrance.

I pushed forward, sliding inside her warmth while mind-numbing pleasure exploding inside my brain. “Ohhhh… fuck,” I said, grinding my cock inside her. “Your pussy feels like I’m riding on a magic carpet.”

Sadie giggled and squeezed her legs, drawing me in tight. Her pussy twitched, squeezing my cock while I plowed forward, fully impaling her in a single thrust. My mind warped with pleasure and my legs buckled under a wash of adrenaline.

Sadie dug her feet into my ass and edged forward, squeezing my ass and pulling me in tight. “Come inside me,” she said in a rushed whisper. “Less to clean up.”

My cock throbbed and pulsed inside her, twitching with unbridled pleasure. I could get used to fucking Sadie Anderson on the regular.

I rocked forward and backward, fucking her hard and fast while Sadie’s soft moans and louder grunts echoed off the tile wall. I released her tits and leaned forward, squeezing her bare ass while our tongues probed, hot and urgent. Sadie’s nipples grazed my chest and bounced together as we fucked harder and faster.

Our skin slapped, and I gazed down between our bodies, watching my glistening cock piston fuck her tight cheerleader pussy. Sadie’s tits clapped together, and she leaned back, pressing her shoulders against the bathroom mirror. She bucked her hips forward and grunted, riding my cock like a rodeo cowgirl.

“Yes. Yes. Yes,” she chanted while she tipped her neck back behind her shoulders and moaned. Her wavy brown hair swirled over the mirror and faucet while her big tits jiggled and bounced.

Her body was incredible. Every bit as curvy and soft as Clem’s without a hint of fat. She was thick and juicy, and I was ready to blow my load deep inside her. The thought of getting her pregnant only made me harder.

“It’s so big,” she said, shuddering. “Oh my God, I’m coming.” She threw herself forward, wrapped her arms around my shoulders, and gyrated her hips while her pussy spasmed and flooded my cock with a fresh release of wetness.

I grunted, drove my cock in as deep as I could, and my orgasm washed over me. My balls tightened and ejaculated. I groaned and pumped Sadie with dense ropes of hot cum. Waves of pleasure flashed through my consciousness and I squeezed Sadie’s ass, spurting load after load, coming so hard my legs buckled and my vision blurred.

Sadie slid her tongue inside my ear and her warm breath washed along my neck while my cock twitched, squirting the last of my seed inside her milky warmth.

I pulled out and gasped with the shock and gazed down at her pussy as a river of cum trailed from her ravaged hole and drizzled onto the tile floor.

She moaned softly and ran her fingers through my hair, grinding her hips as if seeking my cock. Our lips met, and she probed my mouth with her tongue, this time with less urgency and more passion. Finally, she broke the kiss and our eyes locked. “One time ain’t gonna cut it.”

Visions of Anderson sister’s threesomes danced through my head. “Just how close are you and Texas?” I asked, grinning.

She smiled. “Sugar, you’re reading my mind.”
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“Here you go,” the bartender said and handed us the last drink — JT’s Bud Light.

Sadie and I collected the drinks between us and started back for the table.

“Hold on,” Sadie said, stopping me a few feet from the bar.

I turned around to find her digging in her purse. “What are you doing?” I asked.

Sadie pulled something from her purse and backed up against the wall near the jukebox. She gazed over her shoulder at the bartenders and scanned the crowd as if she were trying to hide something. “Stand right here in front of me,” she said. “And hold out JT’s beer.”

I frowned. “Are you spiking his drink?”

Sadie produced a small white pill and slid it down the neck of JT’s Bud Light long neck. “He’ll sleep it off just fine.”

Part of me wanted to protest, but an even bigger part of me grinned in both appreciation and admiration. “Is that roofies?”

Sadie looked at me and glared. “Keep your voice down.” She glanced around to see if anyone had heard. “That’s like yelling fire in a movie theater.”

“Won’t he know you spiked his drink?”

Sadie shrugged. “He’s too stupid to think a woman could ever trick him. Hell, JT always carries two or three roofies with him in his wallet. If Mandy and I weren’t watching him like a hawk, he would have already spiked Clem’s drink.”

My anger boiled just below the surface, and I clenched my jaw. “Maybe you should put two in there.”

Sadie laughed. “We don’t want to kill him. Well, at least we don’t want to go to prison for killing him.”

We stared at JT’s beer bottle for a few seconds longer before Sadie nodded. “That’ll do it. The way that boy drinks beer, he’ll be out like a light inside thirty minutes.”

We returned with the drinks and found Clem and T cozied up at the table while JT shot pool by himself.

JT glared at Sadie. “It’s about fuckin’ time.” He tossed aside his cue stick and swaggered over to the table. “Next time flash them big titties of yours and you won’t wait so damn long.” He picked up his roofies-infused beer and drained a quarter of it in a single swallow.

Texas and Sadie traded a slight smile, and Clem stared at me, her expression somewhere between bored and worried.

JT took his beer back to the pool table and glared at Sadie. “Come on. Let’s play.”

I came around the table and took JT’s seat beside Clem and squeezed up tight next to her. “What happened while I was gone?”

Clem slid her hand along my inner thigh and leaned in close. “He tried to grab me again and Texas smacked the back of his head.”

I glanced over at T and grinned. “Thanks, babe.”

Texas gave me a high five. “Us Snow girls have to stick together.” She curled her arm around Clem’s shoulder, leaned in, and kissed her softly on the cheek.

Twenty minutes later, we dragged a very shit-faced JT out to my Land Rover before we all climbed in. By the time I started the engine, he was sawing logs in the third row.

“Well, that could’ve gone better,” I said as we pulled out of the parking lot.

Texas sat up front in the passenger seat, while Clem and Sadie sat together in the second row.

“I’m about to give up,” Texas said. “I think it’s a lost cause. The only thing Ronnie will approve of is complete control of my life. My only hope is that we can somehow convince mama to leave him.”

Sadie sighed. “I think you’re right. I’ve got one more year left of college and after that I’m moving here with you. We can’t leave mama alone with Ronnie. Not after everything he’s done.”

I frowned. “What’s Ronnie done besides being a misogynistic pig?”

“You name it, he’s done it,” Texas said.

“He’s cheated on mama I don’t know how many times. Drunk driving, illegal gambling, soliciting prostitutes,” Sadie said, rattling off Ronnie’s rap sheet.

“Why doesn’t she leave?” I asked.

“She’s raised two kids and lived under Ronnie’s thumb for twenty-five years,” Texas said. “She’s scared to death of change and making a go of it on her own. Mama doesn’t know how to do anything but be a mama.”

We drove in silence while the four of us stewed. The girls were right. We couldn’t keep going on pretending as if Ronnie would somehow turn into a normal, virtuous father who would dole out his approval if the boyfriend could prove himself worthy. We had to reach Miss Pat and there was no point hiding in the shadows.

I glanced in the rearview mirror and watched Clem gaze out the car window, lost in thought.

“Clementine, what are you thinking about back there?” I asked.

She turned and stared up at me. “I think we should throw a pool party.” A smile brightened her face. “I think I can speak for all of us when I say that we would like to show JT and Ronnie who won tonight’s little competition.”

“A coming out party?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

Texas turned to me and smiled. “A coming out party. I love it.”

Sadie let out a whoop and a holler. “Let’s do it.”
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The next morning, I woke to find Krista curled up naked in my arms.

Her golden blonde hair swept across the pillows, and she breathed shallow and steady as if she were waking, but not quite there yet. The muted morning sunshine bathed her in delicate light, and she looked so soft and innocent, lying with her back pressed against my chest.

I kissed her gently on the cheek while I cupped her soft breast in my hand and squeezed, my cock hardening against her firm ass. “Baby, I’m making coffee. Come meet me before everyone else wakes up.”

Krista grunted an acknowledgment and nodded slightly before gently squeezing my hand.

I slipped from bed, dressed, and grabbed Krista’s special gift before tiptoeing downstairs and brewing a pot of coffee. With Krista’s gift safely stowed in my pocket, I retreated to the deck and waited.

The morning air was crisp and clean, with a faint breeze blowing in from the gulf. The ocean was calm, the waves barely present. And with sky’s endless blue stretching to the horizon, the promise of a gorgeous day lay ahead. A day that would end with an evening I hoped would turn the tide on Big Ronnie and his iron grip on the women he took for granted.

The back door slid open, and a sleepy-looking Krista appeared beside me.

She had pulled her blonde hair into a sloppy ponytail, and she squinted against the sun. She wore a white baby doll tank top, braless, and a pair of white cotton panties. Her tits jiggled beneath her top as she slipped onto my lap and curled up, resting her head on my shoulder. “It’s too early,” she said as she wrapped her arms around my neck and nuzzled in tight.

Her tight ass slithered over my cock which hardened involuntarily. Her panties rode high on her hip, and I slid my hand along her leg and squeezed her exposed ass cheek. “You want coffee? I made you a cup.”

“I want you to come back to bed,” she said. “Let’s play.” She kissed my neck softly and ground her ass crack against my stiff cock. “I can feel you want me.”

I chuckled and kissed her temple. “Of course, I want you,” I said. “We can go upstairs but I want to give you something first.”

She sat up on my lap and blinked away the sleepiness. “What is it?”

“Just something to show you how much I love you,” I said. “You mean everything to me, and I can’t imagine a life without you. None of this would have happened if you hadn’t had the guts to tell me how you felt. Our family….” I choked on the words and paused to collect myself.

“Awww… baby, it’s okay.” She took my cheeks between her warm hands and kissed me softly on the lips. “I can say the same about you. You are my rock and my shield in the storm.” She hugged me tight. “You are my husband and I, your wife. Forever. Rings and ceremonies are fine, but in my heart, I married you on the day you said you loved me.”

She smelled sweet, like cotton candy and bubblegum and the way her tits mashed against my chest left me rock hard and aching to be inside her. “Thank you, baby.” I kissed her lips and drew her in tight while I pulled a black jewelry box from my pocket.

Krista gazed at the box and smiled brightly before her emerald-green eyes lit up. “Those are the best sized gifts.” She inched closer and sat up straight with my hard cock stuffed between her ass cheeks like a hot dog in a bun.

I handed her the box. “I had this custom made for you.”

Krista opened the box and gasped. Her eyes widened, and her lips parted. “Oh, daddy. You did good.”

A pair of emerald earrings outlined with diamonds glittered in Krista’s palm.

“The color perfectly matches your amazing green eyes,” I said.

Krista faced me, her eyes watering. “They’re gorgeous. Thank you, baby.”

“Try them on,” I said. “Let’s see how they look.”

Krista put them on, and they glittered brilliantly under the bright morning sunshine. “I can wear them to the pool party tonight.”

“Did Texas fill you in on the plan?” She grinned and kissed me. “Yep. And I can’t wait.”

“Perfect. Wear that little white bikini you just got,” I said.

“The one that shows my entire ass?”

“That’s the one.” I kissed her, and she parted her lips, leaning in while she ran her fingers through my hair.

Our tongues lashed, and Krista rocked on my lap, grinding my rigid cock. She broke off the kiss and her now erect nipples strained the front of her thin tank top. “Come on, daddy. Let’s go upstairs so you can fuck me blind.”
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When five o’clock rolled around, the girls and I had all the food ready, the bar stocked, and the music playing. The only thing missing was the Andersons until I heard Texas’s voice coming through the house.

Krista and Sam flanked me, each wearing a bikini that showcased their ample physical gifts. The hot tub gurgled, and the pool was open, complete with a volleyball net set up for some titty bouncing action.

Texas stepped through the open patio door with Sadie, JT, Ronnie and Miss Pat following close behind.

Ronnie’s eyes locked on Krista and JT took the bait with Sam, both men caught by their respective thralls. I had something special in mind for Clem, who sat across the pool at the bar sipping on ice water dressed up like a vodka tonic. She chatted happily with Penny, who wore a rainbow-colored bikini that rode halfway up her tight ass.

Amanda’s eyes locked on me, and she smiled brightly. “Hi, baby,” she said, ditching yesterday’s formality.

“Hey, there gorgeous,” I said, opening my arms to her.

“Who do we have here?” Ronnie asked, ignoring me and stepping up to Krista.

“This place has more eye candy than Willy Wonka’s chocolate factory,” JT said, grinning while he brazenly gawked at Sam’s lithe body.

I ignored them both and Texas jumped into my arms, giggling playfully. We kissed long and hard without holding back. Our tongues lashed while I ran my hands down to the top of her hips and back up to her shoulders.

She was really going for it and I almost burst out laughing, but I held it together, giving her ass a gentle smack. “I missed that sassy bottom,” I said, loud enough for Ronnie to hear.

She drew me into a hug, and I whispered in her ear, “Did you talk to your mom?”

“Yes,” she whispered back. “She wants to talk to you, but I think she’s on board.”

“What in the hell do you think you’re doing?” Ronnie asked, diverting his attention from Krista to focus on me mauling his oldest daughter.

I frowned. “What’s wrong Ronnie? Last night was a competition, right?” I gazed between him and JT. “Was that wrong?” I frowned. “Remember all that may the best man win stuff?”

Ronnie stared at me blankly and JT ignored me, licking his lips while he soaked in Sam.

Sam, meanwhile, partially hid behind me with her arms wrapped around my waist. She gazed over my shoulder at JT and played her part as an innocent lamb.

Ronnie stared at me, jaw agape, thunderstruck.

I snapped my fingers. “You know what. I bet a few beers will clear this whole thing up.” I turned to JT. “There’s an entire case of Bud Light parked in the fridge. Go crazy.” I chuckled and wagged my finger at him. “But not too crazy or I’ll need a mop to clean you up just like last night.” I shook my head and turned back to Ronnie. “You should have seen him. Poor guy tried to hang on, but you know how it is running with the big dogs.” I clapped Ronnie on the shoulder. “I guess it takes a few years of seasoning, am I right?”

Sadie appeared behind Texas, already stripped down to a pink and blue bikini, heavy on the tits and ass. “Hi, Matty,” she said, cooing my name like an innocent babe fresh in from the woods.

“Welcome to the pool party, little sister.” I pulled her in tight and ran my hand down her back, coming within a razor’s edge of her voluptuous ass. Visions of my jizz streaming down her inner thigh flashed through my mind, and I vowed to make a repeat performance a little later tonight.

Sadie came face to face with me, planting a long, lingering wet kiss on my lips. “I had so much fun last night.” She giggled like a schoolgirl while Ronnie gawked.

“I’ve got Jack Daniels Hard Lemonade for you,” I said. “But go easy, or I might have to douse JT here with some cold water.” I winked at JT and smiled.

JT frowned, as if confused on whether that qualified as an insult. “You say the Bud Light is in the fridge?”

“It’s back by Clem and Penny, but make sure you keep your hands to yourself. A bet’s a bet and a winner’s a winner. Two for the price of one. Remember? It was like a supermarket sweep down at the honky-tonk.” I reared back and laughed, slapping Ronnie on the shoulder.

Beside me, Krista perched on her tiptoes and whispered in my ear, giggling. “Maybe you’re laying it on a tad thick?”

I turned to her and smiled. “You’re right.” I turned back to Ronnie. “Where are my manners?” I pointed toward the barbecue parked on a long table by the pergola. “You’ll find ribs, brisket, coleslaw, potato salad, all of it, right over there.”

I smiled at Miss Pat. “I didn’t forget about you, Miss Pat. I have a special white wine that I think you’ll love. It’s sweet summer wine. Krista will help you find it.”

I turned back to Ronnie and plastered on my best used car salesman smile. “Ronnie, what can I get you to drink?” I asked, finally coming up for air. I snapped my fingers. “Wait, a second… a little birdy told me you liked Pabst Blue Ribbon. I’ve got an entire case on ice in a cooler behind the bar.”

“Fuck, yeah.” JT grinned and headed off for the bar, checking out Sam’s ass while he passed. “Thanks, Matt.”

Ronnie’s face had turned a bright shade of red, his expression gob smacked.

“Come on, Ronnie,” Krista said. “I’ll get you all set up.” She curled her arm inside Ronnie’s as her rigid nipples could’ve carved a hole in the front of her skimpy bikini top.

Ronnie’s gaze locked on Krista’s tits as she smiled prettily. He seemed to forget all about me and let Krista lead him off across the deck.

“Mama, I’ll get you some wine,” Texas said before she turned to me. “Matt, baby, will you take Miss Pat to the pergola?”

Texas and Sadie giggled together before heading off to the bar, their tight asses bouncing.

That left me alone with Miss Pat, and I turned to her, letting out a long sigh. “Sorry for the theatrics,” I said.

“Don’t be. I enjoyed it.” She smiled up at me affectionately. “My daughter and I had a long, long talk last night. She told me about your… arrangement.”

“I love Amanda,” I said. “But I also love the four other women who live here with me.”

“Well, at least you aren’t doing it behind her back. Why don’t you show me to that nice spot in the shade and we can talk?”

Miss Pat followed me to the big comfy chair, sliding her arm inside mine. “Amanda tells me you have a daughter.”

“I sure do. Her name is Jessica.” I frowned and gazed sideways at Miss Pat. “You call her Amanda? What about Mandy?”

“I hate the name Mandy,” she said. “Ronnie started calling her that when she was little just to piss me off. Now everyone calls her Mandy. Well, everyone except for you. And she’s always been Amanda to me.”

“We all call her Amanda,” I said. “She’s family to us, Miss Pat.”

We reached the chair, and Miss Pat sat back, easing into the seat with a comfortable sigh. “That’s much better.”

I sat down across from her while Texas appeared with a glass of wine.

“Here you go, mama,” she said, handing her the wine before she leaned in and kissed her mother on the cheek.

“You’re such a good girl,” Miss Pat said, gazing up at her daughter with love in her eyes. “And you’re so smart. You’ll be the best marine biologist Florida’s ever seen.”

Texas’s jaw dropped. “You want me to stay?”

Miss Pat sipped her wine. “Of course, I want you to stay, baby. Just because Ronnie’s a fool doesn’t mean I am.”

“What about the other thing we talked about?” Texas asked.

“Let’s the three of us talk it out. Shall we?”
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Ronnie and JT sat poolside, stretched out on a pair of deck chairs. Their empty barbecue plates sat on the ground beside them, along with half a dozen empty beer bottles.

In the pool, Penny and Texas took on Sadie, Sam, and Krista in a hotly contested game of pool volleyball. Their tops had barely stayed on while their tits bounced so hard, I thought they would bruise.

But the show left Ronnie and JT in a trance while Miss Pat sat in the shade of the pergola, sipping her wine and reading her Kindle.

Clem had left Penny and Texas long enough to hit the outdoor bar, where she chopped up fresh strawberries on her way to a homemade virgin strawberry daiquiri. None of the girls were drinking. They were more effective teases stone-cold sober, and I wanted to rub Ronnie and JT’s noses in a big pile of poo. This was no longer about seeking Ronnie’s approval. It was about humiliating him and JT. If they wanted to fuck with me and family, it would be me laughing last and hardest.

I left the show by the pool and slid in behind Clem at the bar. “Hi, baby.” As I wrapped my arms around her waist, I kissed along her neck before nibbling on her ear.

Clem giggled and shied away from me. “That tickles.”

I ran my hands over her spectacular ass and up her smooth flat stomach, where I circled her pierced navel with my index finger. “Did I tell you how cute you looked today?” I nuzzled behind her ear and sucked her earlobe between my lips. My cock hardened against her ass and I swiveled my hips, lightly grinding her.

“No. You have paid no attention to me since that awful JT got here,” she said, closing her eyes while she paused over her cutting board. She parted her lips and ground her ass against my cock. “That feels so good.”

I quietly slipped a jewelry box from the pocket of my swim trunks and stashed it on the shelf just beneath Clem.

“Don’t start something you can’t finish,” she said breathlessly.

I cupped her tit in my hand and squeezed. Her nipple hardened under my finger and my cock pulsed, standing rigidly inside my trunks. “Baby, can you hand me that little red box on that shelf in front of you?”

Clem frowned and pushed her bikini bottoms down over her hips. “Slip inside me,” she said. “I’m so worked up and you’re not helping.” She reached behind her back and pulled on the drawstring to my swim trunks. “Your cock is so hard.”

“Baby, the box?”

She sighed and stood upright while I continued to work her black bikini bottoms over her hips until they dropped, piling on the deck around her ankles.

“Fine,” she said, her voice tinged with frustration. She knelt and came up with the red jewelry box. She stood with her back to me, bottomless, while she frowned and glanced over her shoulder. “What’s this?”

“It’s a surprise for the prettiest….” I kissed her on her neck. “… sweetest….” I kissed her on her opposite cheek. “… angel in the entire world. I love you, Clementine. Open it.”

She snuggled back against me and was already sniffling with emotion. When she opened it, she gasped, and her hand trembled so hard the box shook.

Inside was a heart-shaped pink diamond pendant surrounded by smaller diamonds attached to a gold chain. Like the gifts for Krista, Sam, and Penny, the pendant had cost a small fortune, but was worth every cent for just this moment.

“That’s a pink diamond,” I said. “It’s extraordinarily rare, just like you.” I kissed her on the cheek and wrapped my arms around her chest.

“It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.” She shook her head. “It must have cost—”

“It cost exactly the right amount. You are my heart and when you see this every day, you’ll know exactly how I feel about you.”

Clem gushed, and tears streamed down her cheeks. Her chin trembled, and she handed me the box. “I love you so much. Can you put it on me?” She handed me the box and let out a long breath, as if to collect herself while she wiped the tears from her cheeks.

I pulled aside her damp blonde hair and fastened the necklace behind her neck before I leaned forward and kissed her just behind her ear.

The pink diamond nestled inside the soft curves of Clem’s one in a million chest, glittering and shining under the late afternoon sun.

“Wow,” I whispered. “That looks incredible.”

She smiled happily, touching the gemstone while she gazed down at it. “I’ll never take it off.” She reached behind her and pulled at my swim trunks. “But there’s something else I do want to take off.”

I chuckled and shimmied my hips, helping her remove my swim trunks until my stiff cock sprang free. A quick gaze around deck confirmed Ronnie and JT hadn’t moved and Miss Pat was happy as a cucumber, reading her Kindle and sipping her sweet wine.

Clem parted her legs and leaned forward, resting her elbows on the counter while she gazed at me over her shoulder. “Please fuck me,” she whispered.

My cock pulsed, twitching at her use of a four-letter word. Clem rarely cussed, but when she talked dirty she could make me come on a dime. I guided my knob along her soaking wet lips and slipped inside her. Instant pleasure nearly overwhelmed me, and I stifled a throaty moan.

Her pussy clung to my cock in a silky-smooth sheath, warm and wet, shifting and squeezing. I shuddered and squeezed her hips. Fucking her never, ever got old. “God, baby. You feel electric.” I sucked in rapid, shallow breaths, leaned forward and cupped Clem’s bikini-covered tits in my hands.

She ground her hips, forcing me deeper inside and rocked, fucking me right there behind the bar. Clem moaned, her tone sweet and smooth. She bit her lower lip while she leaned forward and braced herself on the counter.

I fucked her hard and fast, plowing her like a snowdrift. My cock heated with the friction of her tight, warm pussy and I gazed out over the deck, making sure no one had moved.

The cutting board bounced across the bar top, along with Clem’s strawberries. But the music, laughter, and the distant drone of the ocean covered the sounds of our smacking skin.

My hips bounced off Clem’s ass, slapping together in a steady rhythm while my cock glistened with her wetness. My pleasure centers were on overload and I picked up the pace, fucking the blonde beauty furiously, grunting with each powerful thrust.

Clem held on tight, her face a mask of ecstasy. Her tits bounced off the countertop and slapped together while her bikini top hung on by a thread.

I slipped my hand inside her top and squeezed her bare nipple between my fingers while I kneaded her flesh. My head flashed with a five-alarm orgasm coming in hot.

Clem arched her back and moaned, pressing up and back, forcing my cock in as deep as it could fit. She shuddered and her legs wobbled while her pussy spasmed, flexing and squeezing, igniting a powder keg inside my balls.

I grunted and came spurting inside her, again and again. I gasped and slowed my pumping, gazing down at my cock. My cum and her wetness lathered my shaft and her lips, and I continued spurting, filling her with heavy ropes of jizz.

One of Clem’s tits had popped free, and half of her areola showed from the other. As she sucked in deep breaths, she hurriedly fixed her top and stood before my cock slipped from her pussy.

Cum gushed from Clem’s pussy, hanging in long, drizzling threads, while another line trailed down her inner thigh.

I grabbed a paper towel and mopped her up before I pulled her bikini bottoms on, followed by own bathing suit.

“What’s got you all hot and bothered?” JT’s voice came like an alarm and I popped up from behind the bar directly behind Clem.

JT’s face fell. “What the hell you doin’ back there?”

Clem frowned. “He was cleaning me up. What’s it matter to you?”

“Cleaning you up? By the way, grab me another beer.”

Clem turned around to face me, wrapped her arms around my neck, and pulled me into a deep, passionate, tongue-laden kiss. “He won me last night, remember?” She kissed me again, sliding her tongue over mine while JT gawked.

I squeezed Clem’s ass before giving it a playful smack.

She broke the kiss and giggled turning back to JT. “We’ve had sex three times today, including just now at the bar. Can you believe it?”

“What the fuck?” JT glared at me. “You two-timing Mandy?”

“It’s not two-timing if she knows about it,” I said and shrugged. “Keep up junior.” I reached inside the fridge and tossed him a beer. “Don’t ask her to wait on you again, or I’ll kick your ass out. Got it?”

JT’s jaw dropped as I scooped up Clem’s hand and kissed it. “We’re going to go play in the pool and maybe we’ll fuck again.” I turned to Clem and smiled. “Right, baby.”

“Right,” she said cheerfully before laying another kiss on me. She pulled me away and glanced over her shoulder at JT. “See ya.” She giggled and fell in beside me, leaving JT to scoop his jaw off the deck.
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As evening turned into night, JT and Ronnie rapidly cut into the Bud Light and the Pabst Blue Ribbon supply while the party moved from the pool to the hot tub.

Hot tubbing wasn’t Miss Pat’s scene, so I set her up inside with the big screen TV and a pitcher of sweet tea. I flipped to the Hallmark channel, and she thanked me before settling in for the long haul.

Outside, the stars shone brilliantly under a cloudless night sky and by the time I returned, the hot tub was at full capacity and that included JT And Ronnie.

I admit, I could have gone a lifetime without seeing Ronnie wasted and shirtless, but we had arrived at the finish line, and it was time to drop the hammer.

Inside the hot tub, golden lights lit up the bottom like a casino, but a layer of churning bubbles and chlorine-infused froth created an opaque layer.

I stepped up to the edge of the hot tub, shirtless, holding a fake cocktail in my hand.

A floating table, anchored by small bags of weights, bobbed in the middle providing a nifty surface for cocktails, waterproof snacks, or even a place to conduct drinking games. JT, Ronnie, and five of my six lovelies filled the hot tub, leaving me without a seat. Texas had stayed inside with Miss Pat, choosing her mother’s company over Ronnie’s loud mouth.

Ronnie and JT sandwiched Krista between them. Clem, who sat on JT’s other side, did her best to put as much distance as possible between them. Penny, Sam, and Sadie leaned over the tabletop, rolling a set of dice.

Ronnie wore a shit-eating grin with his big fat arm hovering on the edge of the hot tub behind Krista. He would no doubt work his grubby hand onto her back and shoulder.

Meanwhile, JT tried his best to chat up Clem, but she wasn’t having any of it. She turned her back on JT and joined Penny, Sam, and Sadie, taking turns with the dice.

I climbed the steps leading into the hot tub and rubbed my chin, surveying the packed house.

“Sorry. No vacancy, hoss,” Ronnie said, flashing me his toothy, shit-eating grin.

I frowned and rubbed my chin. What kind of asshole did it take to come to another man’s house, eat his food, drink his booze, and then tell him to piss off? If I had ever wondered, the three-hundred-pound answer grinned up at me as if he owned the joint.

Ronnie’s double chin quivered with laughter and JT shot Ronnie an inbred grin before the two traded a high five behind Krista’s back.

Ronnie sneered at me before he dropped his gaze to Krista’s tits and hefted his meaty palm onto her delicate shoulder.

“We’ll make room for you,” Krista said happily. “I’ll sit on your lap.” She smiled up at me, and Ronnie’s grin vanished.

“Thanks, baby.” I stepped into the hot tub between Sam and Penny and sank down onto the seat. I slid my arms around both girls, and they eased closer, nuzzling in tight.

Penny pulled my hand around her shoulder and nestled my fingertips inside her massive cleavage while Sam leaned over and gave me a sweet peck on the cheek, mashing her tits into my side.

Krista slipped from her spot between JT and Ronnie and came around the table. Her wet tits jiggled and bounced atop the churning bubbles.

I smiled over at Ronnie. “What a relaxing night for a soak. I’m glad you two had so much fun today.”

When Krista reached me, she leaned forward and rested her hands on my knees, presenting Ronnie and JT with a spectacular view of her ass. She kissed me softly on the lips and smiled sweetly. “I’m glad you joined us.”

Sadie smirked and pushed into the spot between Clem and JT, providing a barrier against JT’s possible groping.

Sam wrapped her arms around my waist and drew in tight, squeezing me. She looked up into my eyes and smiled, playing her role of innocent lamb to a T. “What took you so long?”

“Oh, I had to make sure Miss Pat was nice and comfortable. Amanda’s visiting with her inside.” I leaned in and kissed Sam’s ripe lips while her eyes smoldered.

Krista turned around to face Ronnie and JT before she lowered her waist underwater and peeled off her bikini bottoms under the cover of the churning bubbles.

Krista slid back onto my lap and smiled toward Ronnie and JT. She cupped her hands under my legs and perched on the edge of my lap.

I raised my hips off the seat while Penny and Sam slyly slid off my bathing suit.

Krista slipped backward over my lap, while her erect nipples strained the front of her bikini top.

My cock, already half-hard with anticipation, met Krista’s bare ass crack and stiffened. I wrapped my arms around Krista’s waist and drew her toward me while she giggled and writhed on my lap.

“Your swimsuit tickles,” she said.

For the second time that day, Ronnie gawked at me, as if he couldn’t believe his eyes. “What in the hell do you think you’re doing?”

“What do you mean?” I asked, sliding my cock along Krista’s ass until my tip met the slippery slope of her bare pussy lips.

Krista reached beneath her, grabbed my cock, and slid it inside her, letting out a soft moan while she leaned back into me. “This water is so relaxing.” She ground her hips and worked my cock deep inside her.

Adrenaline surged through my veins, and pleasure blossomed deep inside my lizard brain. I grabbed Krista’s hips and slow fucked her while the waves churned, and her big ripe tits jiggled and bounced.

“What the hell are you doing with that girl?” Ronnie said, growing more enraged by the second.

I frowned. “A second ago, you had your arm around Krista and were ogling her breasts,” I said, trying hard to maintain my composure while I rocked deep inside Krista’s warm, tight pussy.

Krista leaned forward and twerked her hips, micro bouncing on my cock while her golden hair tumbled over her shoulders and back.

My toes curled, and my pulse took off like a rocket. “Yet your wife, who you spent all afternoon ignoring, is sitting twenty feet away. I thought you stood before God and made a vow?” I frowned. “Or do you get to pick which vows to honor when it suits you?”

Sadie stifled a grin while JT stared at me as if bored.

“You’re with my daughter,” Ronnie yelled. “Take your hands off her.” His eyes grew fiery with rage.

Krista bounced on my cock, moaning, not even trying to hide it. “My daddy has the biggest cock.” She smiled, leaned back against me, and twitched. Her nipples dug at her bikini top like two sharp nails while she let out a high-pitched moan and grabbed hold of my legs.

Her hot, tight pussy quivered around my cock, flexing and squeezing until I erupted inside her, coming so hard white stars appeared in my field of vision. I forced my hips up, impaling her, and grunted, spurting again and again while Ronnie watched, too stunned to move.

“I call next,” Penny said.

Sam stood and pulled Krista into a kiss. Their mouths met and their tongues flashed together while Krista continued rocking, milking me dry.

My cock pulsed inside her, still spurting, and I drew her in tight. I cupped Krista’s big slippery tit in my hand and squeezed before sliding my fingers inside her top and tweaking her bare nipple.

Ronnie struggled from the hot tub and almost fell on his face, trying to exit without the stairs. He turned around and glared at JT. “Come on, boy. We’re leaving. Sadie let’s go.”

JT climbed out of the hot tub while Sadie stared after her dad and shook her head. “I’m not going anywhere.”

“You aren’t staying here,” Ronnie roared.

“I’m twenty-one years old. I can do whatever I want,” she said her voice cool, calm and collected. “Besides, Matt fucked me in the honky-tonk last night. I feel right at home here already.”

Ronnie’s face trembled with rage and looked seconds away from a full-on stroke. “Then you’ll find your own goddamn way home to Texas.”

Sadie shrugged. “Whatever.”

Krista giggled and pulled off my cock while Sam handed over Krista’s bikini bottoms.

I slipped my suit on and stood to face Ronnie. “The difference between you and me, is that I don’t use religion as a shield. And I’m honest with all these beautiful women.”

Ronnie ignored me and turned away, huffing. His big gut jiggled as he trudged through the back door and into the house.

Me, JT, and the girls followed, grabbing towels and falling in line.

Ronnie grabbed his clothes off the kitchen floor and barked at Miss Pat. “Get up. We’re leaving this heathen’s hole.” He turned on Amanda, who nestled on the couch beside Miss Pat. “If this is the life you want, then you’re no daughter of mine. Have at it, but don’t expect to come crawling back to me and your mama when it all falls apart. And don’t expect either of us to welcome you home anytime soon.”

Amanda smiled at Ronnie, completely unfazed. “Alright. Have a safe trip.”

Miss Pat, meanwhile, didn’t move, staring ahead stoically at a commercial for LifeAlert.

Ronnie’s face turned fire-engine red, and I worried we had pushed him too far. He trembled with rage while he dripped water onto our family room floor. “Woman, get up!” He screamed at Miss Pat.

Miss Pat turned to him, her expression dominated by equal levels of rage and fear. Texas squeezed her hand while Sadie came around to her other side and slipped in beside her.

“We’ve got you, mama,” Texas said.

Sadie slipped her arm around her mother’s shoulder and gazed at Ronnie defiantly.

Miss Pat looked at me and I nodded. “We’re with you,” I said.

She squeezed both her daughter’s hands and her expression turned fierce. “Go to hell, Ronnie.”

The room exploded with cheers and laughter. Sadie and Texas hugged their mother tight. Ronnie stormed off with his clothes bundled under his arm.

JT stood motionless, staring at us and then toward a retreating Ronnie.

“Get the fuck out, JT,” I said.

JT glared at me and then gazed down at Miss Pat before his shoulders sagged and he turned to go. “I’m real sorry, Miss Pat.” Without saying another word, he disappeared through the open front door.

Penny slammed the door shut behind them and twisted the lock before she turned back to us and grinned. “Who’s up for a Hallmark marathon?”

The girls and I spent the rest of the night celebrating, gathered around the TV eating popcorn and watching Hallmark movies with Miss Pat.

Miss Pat’s phone blew up with Ronnie texting and calling every sixty seconds until we convinced her to turn it off. Guys like Ronnie talked a big game, but when they no longer called the shots, they were completely helpless.
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The next morning, I rose early and took a long run along the beach, reflecting on the previous night’s events and looking forward to the big party coming up. Jessica had texted and told me that Erika and Tyler were coming. Lisa and T-Bone were coming and set to arrive later that day. With all the boxes checked, it seemed we could relax and have a summer to remember. I doubted Sadie was leaving anytime soon, and I worried about where I would put everybody. My house was big, but it wasn’t a hotel. And with Clem’s house sold, we could forget about using it for extra bedrooms. And now I had to contend with new neighbors who would likely frown on my harem of beach babies.

But I couldn’t control a person’s opinion any more than I could control the weather. It wasn’t worth worrying about. We weren’t breaking any laws, and our business was our own.

Beside me, waves crashed onto the white sands, and despite the early morning hour, the sun beat down hot and heavy. Sweat streaked my face and chest, leaving my tank top drenched.

In the distance, my beach house came into view, but what caught my attention was movement coming from the Clem’s deck.

Krista stretched out, face down on a deck chair with her golden blonde hair thrown forward over her shoulder. Even from a distance she looked ripe and succulent, but what was she doing sunbathing on Clem’s deck? Besides that, the house didn’t belong to Clem’s family anymore.

I jogged up the beach and slowed before climbing the short set of stairs leading to the Summer’s old house.

Krista wore a black bikini with her perky ass glistening under the sun. Her skin had turned to a golden shade that seemed darker than I remembered.

She had undone the string securing her bikini top and her big tits mashed out on each side of her chest. At first glance, it was easy to confuse Krista and Clem, but Clem had more curves and Krista had a tighter ass. Now I knew it was Krista.

I stepped onto the deck and hovered behind her. “KK, what are you doing here?”

Krista flipped over, holding onto her bikini top, and squinted up at me with the sun shining in her exquisite face. “Who’s KK?” the woman said with a British accent so serene my pulse spiked.

My stomach dropped, along with my jaw. “Betty?”

Betty Lane grinned and sat up, securing her top behind her. She was the spitting image of her oldest daughter, and barely looked five years Krista’s senior.

Her perfect tits jiggled as she secured her top and she flashed a showy grin, revealing her perfect white teeth. “Hello, Matthew,” she said.

My stomach swirled and my mouth went dry. Her voice alone made me hard. It was easy to forget the Lane sisters had two parents from Britain. Betty Lane was the textbook definition of a MILF, and my long simmering crush on her instantly ignited into a raging inferno. “You bought the house,” I said.

Betty pulled her hair from her front shoulder, tossing it over her back. It gleamed and bounced, shiny and full. “Are you angry?”

She was fucking perfect sitting there in her bikini and dark sunglasses. Her mouthwatering cleavage squished together, and she sat cross-legged before me, her black bikini bottom covering the tight V-shape of her pussy. Betty’s legs were long and athletic, ending with tiny feet and toenails polished glossy pink.

Simon was a fucking fool to cheat on her, and it was a no-brainer to see where her girls got their stunningly good looks. “Do the girls know?” I asked.

She patted her chair and inched sideways, as if to make room for me. “Sit. I won’t bite.”

I perched on the chair beside her and soaked in her stunning body, glistening with sunscreen. Wisps of her blonde hair curled around her temples, and her full lips looked ripe enough to kiss.

Betty’s smile widened, and she cocked her head at an angle, gazing at me appraisingly. “It’s still there, alive and well.”

I licked the dryness from my lips. “What is?”

“That spark,” she said. “Our connection is visceral. It’s no wonder my girls love you so much. They’re genetically predisposed to your pheromones. And to answer your question, they don’t know I bought the place. It’s a surprise. I hope it’s a good one.” She reached out and traced the vein on my forearm with her index finger. “I must say, you look better than you ever have. I mean, I saw it on the phone, but… wow.” She lowered her sunglasses and peered over the top, revealing her bright blue eyes. She soaked me in from toes to nose. “You are a handsome man. Retirement suits you, darling.”

My cock unfurled in my jogging shorts, and I swallowed the lump forming in my throat. I wanted her — badly. Betty was right. I had dreamed about her for years. Whenever Tracy and I had gone out with Simon and Betty, I had leered at her, sometimes not so subtly. And she had willingly returned my wanton gaze with the lust between us palpable. I had come home more than once with a raging hard-on, but we never acted on those feelings. “I could say the same. You’re as beautiful as ever. What’s the secret?”

“Sex,” she said. “Lots of sex.” She slipped off the chair and held out her hand. “Come on.”

I took her hand, and she helped pull me to my feet. “Where are we going?” I asked.

“To scratch an itch.” She pushed her sunglasses atop the crown of her head. “You look like you could use a shower.”
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Inside Betty’s giant walk-in shower, the hot water hissed, and steam billowed, leaving the glass opaque. Outside the shower door, Betty and I stood before each other with our eyes freely exploring each other’s clothed bodies.

My cock throbbed in anticipation for an event twenty-two years in the making. I had dreams of wife-swapping that never came to fruition, and I had long wondered if I would’ve stopped Betty had she came on to me during my married years. Betty Lane was every man’s fantasy and the kind of hot mom who starred in every teenage boy’s testosterone-fueled wet dreams.

Betty pulled my tank top over my head and tossed it to the floor. She gazed on my steel abs and muscular pecs before she edged closer and traced her index finger along the trench, bisecting my six-pack. She licked her lips and gazed up at me, devouring me with her eyes. “Yum.”

Betty’s bikini top left a hint of her under-boob exposed and squeezed her tits into a mouthwatering mountain of golden flesh. She was built for titty fucking with cleavage so deep, I would need a miner’s helmet before I went in. I cupped one of her massive melons in my hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. Her fat nipples hardened under my thumbs, and my cock twitched, stiffening inside my jogging shorts. Our eyes locked, and I released her tits long enough to draw her in tight. While I reached behind her back and tugged on the string holding up her top, Betty’s warm breath trailing along my neck. “You were always such a tease,” I said.

Betty perched on her toes and kissed me, parting her lips just enough for our tongues to flash together. “Who do you think I dressed up for all those nights out?”

“Yet it was Tracy and Simon who did all the cheating.” I pulled away Betty’s bikini top, revealing tits every bit as ripe and perky as her daughters. Her thick and natural tits looked heavy enough to get crushed under, but soft enough to sleep on. They jiggled and shook, and her fat nipples towered over her pink puffy silver-dollar-sized areolas. “Holy hell.” I licked my lips and drank her in. “I’m with a modern-day Aphrodite.”

Betty grinned and pushed her tits together, letting them bounce back, playfully. “You’ve stared at them for years. I’m glad they lived up to the hype.” She inched forward and hooked the front of my elastic waist band with her index finger. Her blue eyes sparkled as she gazed up at me and then down on my manhood while she pulled my shorts open.

My cock sprung free, thick and pulsing like an Amazonian Python slithering down from a tree. Betty gasped, and her eyes widened. “Now I see what all the fuss is about.” She curled her fist around my man meat and gently stroked while I shimmied out of my shorts. “That is a big fat dick.” She pushed a lock of her golden hair behind her ear and her mouth hung open. Betty squeezed my shaft just below the tip, and a clear bubble of pre-cum oozed from my slit.

High on Betty’s hips, I pulled on the bows holding together her bikini bottom and it tumbled free, revealing a shaven masterpiece of femininity. Her pussy, like the rest of her, was perfect, with a tiny pink bubble protruding from her tight pussy lips.

My cock thickened in her fist, and I cupped her big tit, tweaking her nipple between my thumb and forefinger. “We’re wasting hot water, and I’m dying to lay soap to these warlocks.” I pushed her tits together, leaned in, and found her waiting mouth.

Our mouths met, hungry and urgent. Our tongues lashed while Betty opened her mouth wider, deepening our kiss.

She came away, her eyes alive with sexual energy, and she held my cock firm, gently squeezing. “Let’s lead this horse to water.” Betty pulled open the shower door and pulled me inside, cock first.

The warm water rushed over us, cascading down my chest and cock, and soaking Betty’s golden hair until it hung wet and limp over her shoulders and down her back.

We kissed again and explored each other’s bodies. I ran my hands over Betty’s firm ass, and she fondled my balls, moaning softly inside my mouth.

I reached for the bar of soap and lathered her tits, squeezing and kneading her soft flesh while her stiff nipples raked my palms.

Betty released my cock long enough to take the soap from my hand and lather over my chest, back, and ass. My manhood throbbed between us, lying flat against her tummy, nearly touching the bottom of her big tits.

I guided my hands over her slippery ass and around to her pussy, sliding my middle finger along her fat pink lips before I dipped inside her hole, eliciting a throaty gasp from the stunning blonde MILF.

Betty moaned, deepening our kiss, drawing me toward her and stroking my engorged man meat with her warm, nimble fingers. She rocked her hips, moaning while I plunged my finger deep inside her pussy and worked her clit with my thumb.

My cock ached to feel her warmth enveloping me, and I broke off the kiss long enough to gaze down into her blue eyes. “Turn around,” I said, my voice thick with lust.

Betty grinned and turned her back to face me, leaning forward, bracing herself against the shower wall. Hot water sprayed her shoulders and upper back, and she wiggled her tight ass as she glanced over her shoulder, grinning. “Plow me, daddy.”

She looked and sounded so much like Krista, they could have been doppelgangers. I stepped forward and gave her ass a playful smack. “Good girl.”

Betty let out a tiny shriek and jumped while her ass jiggled back into place. Steam billowed around her head and shoulders as she leaned forward, parted her legs, and readied herself for my massive cock.

I grabbed my cock and slid my shaft inside her ass crack before guiding my tip lower along her slippery wetness.

Betty moaned with pleasure and rocked backward as my tip sliced her plump lips and vanished inside a pink, velvety abyss.

Once my knob reached the pinnacle of her juicy pussy, I eased forward and, with toe-curling pleasure, slipped inside the beautiful, busty Betty Lane.

Warm, slippery tightness enveloped my cock, and I groaned with unabashed pleasure. The way Betty’s pink pussy lips stretched around my cock left me lightheaded, and I ran my hands over her smooth ass cheeks before grabbing hold of her hips and rocking forward.

Water streamed over Betty’s shoulder, and her long hair wound down her back like a river. She moved her ass in tight circles, gyrating her hips and flexing her pussy. Betty clamped down hard on my cock and let out short, soft grunts. Her big tits, glistening with beads of water, swiveled in circles before meeting in the middle with a satisfying clap.

I drove deep inside her, fully impaling her, until my cock completely vanished in the warm, wonderful depths of her perfect pussy. Her pussy squirmed and stretched, quivering around my cock, unleashing waves of ecstasy deep in my brain. I pulsed inside her, no doubt pumping minuscule strings of pre-ejaculate inside her ripe womb.

Betty moaned and arched her back, sticking out her tits while water rushed down her spine and cascaded over her tight ass like a waterfall. “You’re stretching me out so good.” She closed her eyes and opened her mouth as her face contorted with pleasure.

I withdrew my glistening cock until my tip appeared just inside her entrance. Betty’s pink lips stretched taut around my engorged head like a drum.

She rounded her hips and flexed her pussy, clenching my head teasingly. She glanced over her shoulder, and her eyes glazed over with fiery lust.

With our eyes locked. I thrust forward, fully impaling her with a stiff grunt.

Betty’s body rocked with the motion and her tits jiggled like twin water balloons on the verge of popping. She parted her lips and furrowed her brow before I started pumping.

I fucked her hard and fast, my cock quickly heating with the friction of her tight pussy. Her muscles squirmed and her walls contracted. Our bodies slapped together while water splashed and Betty pushed her hips back, forcing me deeper with each pleasure-popping thrust.

Betty’s body was pure sex, glistening with water, bouncing and jiggling. Her tits slapped harder and faster, moving in a circular motion as our speed intensified.

Memories of fucking her twenty-two-year-old daughter in this same position played out in my head. Even their soft moans of pleasure sounded identical. If Betty was a snapshot of the future Krista, then I would head into my golden years a blessed man.

I leaned forward and cupped Betty’s tits, teasing her hard nipples between my thumb and forefinger. The warmth from her body combined with the rush of hot water, and my head flashed with the presence of a looming orgasm.

“Sooooooo bigggg….” Betty’s words blended into a long moan and her body went tense for a moment before her pussy squeezed my cock and she stood just enough to reach behind and grab hold of my ass.

Relentlessly, I pounded her, and her moans stuttered, broken by grunts and a high-pitched orgasmic gasp. Betty’s legs trembled, and her stiff nipples popped between my open fingers.

My orgasm galloped ahead, flashing red warning signs. “Baby… coming.” I tried to pull out, but Betty flattened her palms against my ass, squeezing hard and locking me in place.

I grunted and thrust forward, driving my cock in to the hilt. With a long, loud moan, rockets of fiery jizz blasted from my cock and gushed deep inside the hottest MILF I had ever laid eyes on. I kneaded her tits, squeezing and groping while I ejaculated inside her, filling her with load after load of hot, sticky spunk. My head swam and my cock pulsed, spurting cum in time with my heartbeat.

Betty eased off her grip and leaned forward, breathless and spent. She braced herself on her elbows while her pussy twitched, milking my cock of every drop.

After my orgasm faded, I stood behind her with my cock buried deep and squeezed, draining the last few droplets inside her. I released her tits and ran my palms over her flat tummy and along her hips, holding them in place while I pulled my cock free.

With a sharp gasp, I came away, my cock dripping with cum. Thick strands of milky spunk, as heavy as glue, drizzled from the gash I left in Betty’s ravaged pussy. Twin lines of jizz seeped from her hole and oozed down her inner thighs while she leaned against the shower wall and recovered.

Hot shower water drizzled my cock, sweeping away the cum. As I leaned forward, my shaft slid inside her ass crack while I kissed her shoulder and rubbed her back.

Betty stood and turned to face me, pulling me into a long, wordless kiss. She ran her fingers through my hair before she rode her long fingernails down my spine, igniting a shiver of pleasure that rolled through my body.

I lovingly cupped her ass and squeezed. Her hard nipples raked my chest, and she moaned softly in my mouth before she broke off this kiss and gazed into my eyes. “That was the best sex of my life.”

I grinned and drew her in tight. “Well neighbor, there’s plenty more where that came from.”
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By the pool, music thumped, and the drinks flowed like water. Penny and Sadie worked the bar while Clem chatted with a caterer. The back patio was hopping with all our friends and family, including my daughter and Erika Reed, who had ridden me like a racehorse.

T-Bone and Lisa chatted with Miss Pat beneath the pergola, an unexpected combination if there ever was one. Sam and Krista played pool volleyball with Erika and Jess while Tyler waded in the shallow end, sipping on a beer.

Betty joined Miss Pat under the pergola, smiled, and leaned forward, extending her hand.

I propped myself against the open back door, soaking it all in. I couldn’t believe how far I’d come in such a short time. We had taken the phrase polyamory to a whole new level.

“Hey there, cowboy,” Texas said from behind me.

Her silky-smooth voice brought a smile to my face, and I whirled around to greet her.

She stood before me, her blue eyes bright and clear. She wore her brown hair pulled back in a tight ponytail, and her white bikini perfectly offset her tanned complexion.

“Hey back, beautiful lady.” I leaned forward and kissed her, taking her hands in mine. “Can you spare five minutes for this desperado?”

She squeezed my hands and shrugged. “Maybe four if you’re lucky.”

I kissed her again and took her hand, leading her upstairs and into my bedroom.

“Baby, we just had sex like fifteen minutes ago,” T said.

“It’s not that,” I said, shutting the door behind us. “But, if you’re offering, I wouldn’t say no.”

Texas plopped down on the bed and smiled. “As much as I’d love to, I should probably find mama and help translate T-Bone to English.”

I laughed and crossed to my dresser. “This will only take a minute.” I opened my drawer and pulled out a small black jewelry box. “Close your eyes,” I said without turning around. “I have something for you.”

She squeezed her eyes shut and grinned. “Matt, what did you do?”

I wasn’t stupid, and neither were the girls. By now T had seen the gifts I had showered on her peers and likely wondered if I planned to give her something too. “I wanted to give you this earlier in the week, but I added a tweak at the end.”

“What tweak?”

I took her hand and placed the box in her palm. “Open.”

She fluttered her eyes open and gazed between me and the box. T put her ear to it and gently shook the box. “Is it a new power saw?”

I laughed. “Shut up, smartass, and open the damn thing.”

Texas opened the box, and her eyes widened. “Matthew Snow….” She shook her head, and her chin quivered while her eyes welled with tears. “This is too much.”

Inside were matching pearl earrings trimmed with diamonds and blue sapphires. They glittered in the light, and as she held them, I knew how perfect they would look on her.

“Not even a little too much,” I said, squeezing in beside her on the bed. “The pearls come from your favorite place — the sea.” I gazed into her eyes, and an errant tear trickled down her cheek that I wiped away with my thumb. “After the first time we made love in the rain, I added the sapphires. Your blue eyes just….” I shook my head, and my eyes grew hot and watery. “You’re just so incredibly beautiful and I thought the sapphires would bring out the blue in your eyes.”

“Oh, baby. I love you.” She threw her arms around my shoulders and I drew her in tight, squeezing her while T quietly sobbed in my arms.

“I love everything about you, Amanda,” I said. “Words are cheap but spending time with you is like a dream I’m afraid will end too soon.”

She kissed me softly high on the cheek and pulled back, gazing into my eyes. “Thank you for everything,” she said. “I’ve never been so happy.”

“Let’s try them on you,” I said.

Texas went to the bedroom mirror and put on the earrings while I stood behind her with my arms wrapped around her waist.

“They’re perfect,” I said, kissing her softly on the cheek and inhaling her fresh floral scent.

“I love them,” she said. “They’re even prettier than Krista’s.”

“That’s because they’re made just for you.” I turned her around to face me. “Just know that I’ll love you forever.”

“Thank you.” She hugged me again. “Thank you for taking in mama and Sadie. I apologize in advance for Sadie,” she said, smiling. “She’s been a bit aggressive.”

That was putting it mildly. I had woken up in the middle of the night to find Sadie riding me. But I wasn’t complaining. “Nothing I can’t handle,” I said. “But it’s big sister who I love most.” I kissed her softly on the lips. “Now, let’s go rescue Miss Pat from T-Bone. If we wait too much longer, I’m afraid he’ll get her stoned.”
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Three months later, Texas and I put the finishing touches on our new outdoor bar. It came on the first night the six of us had spent together as one family since Jessica and Sadie returned to school.

We sat beneath the pergola on the couch sipping margaritas, with Penny on one side of me and Krista on the other.

Betty had whisked Miss Pat off to visit New York City for the first time in her life and we had moved Texas’s tiny house onto our property as a temporary home for T’s mom.

As the sun sank over the western horizon, my five girls and I gazed up at the two houses currently under renovation. We had decided to add on a private suite for Miss Pat and join Betty’s house with ours. Construction would take a few more months, but when it was over, our one giant house would fit a small army of guests.

I curled my arm around Penny’s shoulder and squeezed her tight. “Classes start Monday?”

“Yep,” Penny said. “Might as well finish what I started.”

“We lined up our classes so we can all commute together,” Sam said.

“Except for the occasional weekend,” Texas said. “Otherwise, we’ll make it work.”

“That leaves you two stuck home with me,” I said, gazing between Clem and Krista.

Krista wrapped her arms around me and glanced nervously over at Clem. “Should we tell him?”

Clem nodded, her expression a combination of nervous and excited.

“Tell me what?” I asked.

“Go ahead,” Krista said to Clem.

“We’re pregnant,” Clem said. “Our due dates are within a week of each other.”

I erupted with cheers, jumping from the couch and pulling both women into a tight hug. “This is amazing news.” I said, while Clem and Krista laughed and cried, hugging me tight.

“I thought it would be Sam who got pregnant first,” Penny said. She rolled her eyes. “Rhythm method? Are you nuts?”

Sam shrugged. “It hasn’t failed me yet.”

“He comes like a fire hose,” Penny said. “Or haven’t you noticed?”

Sam laughed while Texas stood, smiling, watching us with tears in her eyes.

I pulled back, drawing Clem and Krista under each arm. “You guys already knew?” I asked the three co-conspirators.

“Duh?” Penny said. “We found out at the same time.”

I kissed Clem and gazed down at her. “Why didn’t you want to tell me sooner?”

She smiled up at me nervously. “Because we’ll need to add on nurseries.”

“Which means new blueprints,” Krista said.

“I’ve already chatted with the architect,” T said. “He’ll have a rough draft to us next week.”

“We have our first appointments set for next week,” Clem said. “We’re going through the whole thing together.”

“It almost makes me want to get pregnant too,” Sam said.

“Family hug,” I said, as my heart overflowed with joy.

With the late summer sun sinking in the west, and a cool afternoon breeze promising an amazing evening to come, the six of us huddled together, hugging and kissing. We were a makeshift family, if there ever was one, but our one harem had forged an unbreakable bond with pure love.
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            One man’s family is another man’s harem…




Forty-year-old Steve Goodwin is living high on the bachelor life. With his latest conquest, the lithe and shapely personal trainer Misha Maxwell, ready to say yes, Steve’s world gets turned upside down.




Steve’s best friend’s, Dan Archer, is leaving town on a months long project and trusts only Steve to look after his voluptuous wife, Rachel, and his four pure and innocent college-aged daughters.




Bratty, blue-eyed bombshell Lilly is the first Archer daughter to test Steve’s patience. And now Steve must discover his inner father to quell the spoiled brat’s belligerent attitude.




But Lilly isn’t the only Archer daughter to push Steve’s buttons. The oldest Archer daughter, the creamy and curvaceous Brooke Archer, aims to shake Steve’s trees. But can Steve navigate around her soon-to-be husband while keeping Brooke happy?




It’s up to Steve to guide four young women through the dips and curves life throws while keeping his cool and honoring his best friends wishes. Does he have what it takes to be a stand-in daddy?




This complete box set contains all five installments of the Stand-In Daddy series that follows eligible bachelor Steve Goodwin on his journey of turning his best friend’s wife and four grown daughters into the harem of his dreams.




18+ Only!
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            With one roll of the dice, a young man’s luck changes forever…




Twenty-one-year-old math and statistics genius Matt McCoy dreams of making a killing at the poker table. There’s only one problem — he’s on a losing streak that won’t end. On top of that he discovers the love of his life has been cheating on him with another man.




But Matt’s luck is about to change. With the help of his best friend Matt visits a psychic and a fortune teller who shows Matt the path to a happy and wealthy future. A path that involves making five stunning young MILFs fall head over heels in love with him.




Now it’s up to him to discover who. Will it be his ex-girlfriend’s older sister and Matt’s long time fantasy crush, blonde bombshell Samantha Baker? Or will he find his winning streak with his brother’s voluptuous raven-haired wife, Lacy McCoy?




Matt gets more than he bargained for when Lacy’s buxom, red-hot little sister, Stella, fulfills the fortune teller’s prophecy. Can he win big with all the ladies or will his house of cards come crashing down?




With so many options, only Matt can decide which sexy young mommy will deal him the winning hand. Will Matt choose correctly or will he let fate decide?

Five stunning women, five crucial choices. A journey that ends with Matt betting it all on the flip of a coin.




Luck be a Mommy box set contains the complete five-book series that follows twenty-one-year-old Matt McCoy as he unravels his destiny and forms the harem of his dreams.




18+ Only!
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            When lust turns to obsession, a young man’s dreams come true…




Soon to be twenty-one year old med student, Steve Brooks, seems to have it all. His knockout-hot girlfriend, Courtney Evers, is on the verge of attaining her Olympic dreams, and Steve vows to make her his beautiful bride.




But Steve has a family secret that Courtney doesn’t know. On their twenty-first birthday every one of Steve’s older brothers had their future wife chosen for them by their rich and eccentric uncle. When Steve’s birthday rolls around, he’s summoned by Uncle Lee and is ready to become the first to refuse his uncle’s wish and reject his multi-million dollar trust fund.




But Uncle Lee has another plan for Steve. A plan that involves Steve conquering all his red-hot sisters-in-law. Uncle Lee gives Steve one year to take his brother’s brides and claim the family inheritance. When Steve agrees, they seal the pact with a handshake. A pact that begins with Steve making a move on the buxom and beautiful, raven-haired MILF, Katie. Steve’s always had a crush on the sexy and smart young mommy, and now he’s taking the gloves off before he carts her away to the bedroom.




In this full box set, Steve falls hard for all his brothers wives. There’s Mia, the busty platinum-blonde MILF who offers Stevie an unforgettable massage.




Stevie finds Quinn, a lithe, fit, and athletic supermodel, tucked away in a tropical paradise. He gets an unexpected but very welcome surprise when Quinn’s curvy best friend and world famous supermodel Emma Roads crashes the party.




Uncle Lee throws Stevie a curve when he sets up Stevie with his childhood nemesis Violet Austin at a swanky New York City Party. The perky, busty, blonde dynamo happens to be the little sister of Stevie’s last sister-in-law Jessa and the blonde spitfire always gets what she wants.




The story comes to an epic conclusion at Jessa’s beach house in the Hamptons. The creamy redheaded MILF beauty doesn’t like to let her little sister win at anything including men, and its up to Stevie to corral Jessa and the rest of his MILF harem in his uncle’s Rocky Mountain mansion.




Mommy Pact contains all five stories that follows twenty-year-old medical student Steve Brooks as he assembles a harem filled with sexy young MILFs.




18+ Only!
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