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ABOUT DOUBLE TROUBLE


Matt is overwhelmed, crazy busy, and about to derail. He needs a break.

When his wife abruptly leaves him, his nineteen-year-old next-door neighbor and her best friend help him pick up the pieces of his shattered life. He was only looking for some help around the house, but they had their own desires to satisfy.

He is much older than them, but their mutual attraction is hard to ignore. Every time he sees them, his mind swims with forbidden fantasies. And he's not the only one. There are so many factors that complicate what he shouldn't allow to happen. He knows having his way with the nubile pair is risky, but he's only human.

He never thought they’d have their way with him.

Explicit content. Harem dynamics. No sharing outside the harem.


HAREMLIT FACEBOOK GROUPS


Check out these Facebook groups that support the Haremlit community to find your next favorite harem tale!

	Dukes of Harem - https://www.facebook.com/groups/dukesofharem 

	Haremlit Readers - https://www.facebook.com/groups/HaremLitBooks 

	Harem Gamelit - https://www.facebook.com/groups/HaremGamelit 

	Romance for Men - https://www.facebook.com/groups/1324476308314052 





To hot summer sun, cool water, sexy women, and messy sheets.


A girl in a bikini is like having a loaded pistol on your coffee table - There's nothing wrong with them, but it's hard to stop thinking about it.

GARRISON KEILLOR


DOUBLE TROUBLE


CHAPTER 1
I NEED TO GET IT TOGETHER


It’s not even noon, and I’m exhausted. My eyes are sore, and my lower back aches. Standing up, I stretch my arms above my head, looking up at the ceiling and exhaling slowly. Thinking I’m near the finish line, I survey my desk and side tables. Since tax season is ending, the amount of work I've accomplished is staggering, and I know I'm close to burning out. Leaning down, I collect a single mother’s neatly stacked tax documents. When I slide them into an envelope, I realize my final client project is complete. I scan my desk, double-checking for any remaining packages I may have misplaced.

Scanning my office, my mind drifts to the dumpster fire of my recently dissolved marriage. My ex-wife, Naomi, left our son, Jack, and me two months ago, and the divorce was finalized last week. I’m still in a little bit of shock.

I have my share of the blame. I worked alone in my home office for countless hours while she dealt with Jack, our eighteen-month-old son. Her sudden departure required me to find someone to care for our son during the weeks she traveled for her flight attendant job. Luckily, my next-door neighbor, Ashley, was our regular babysitter. When I asked if she was available, she assumed the role of Jack’s nanny on the days I had custody. It was one less thing to worry about during my busy tax season.

When the last bit of stacking and filing the tax packages is complete, I survey my space. It's an utter disaster—stacks of papers and folders heaped over furniture, personal electronics, and devices in disarray on the shelves. There’s no one to blame for the chaos besides myself; this is my workspace. I bend at the waist to touch my toes and stretch my lower back, deciding to tidy up later. I'm antsy to leave the room and check on Jack. I have custody this week until Naomi returns tonight. Then I won’t see him for another week.

I feel guilty over how busy I’ve been with work, starting early and working late to finish the returns on time. However, Ashley is great with Jack and is happy to care for and entertain him. I’ve settled into a regrettable routine of handing him off to her in the morning. Ashley takes over, keeping him occupied, feeding him breakfast, lunch, and dinner, and putting him to bed. While I continue to work, Ashley prepares me a dinner plate and keeps it in the microwave until I am ready to eat dinner alone.

We communicate primarily by text because I’ve been overwhelmed with client tax returns, divorce issues, and shopping for our sundries. I try to force myself to quit early and eat with Jack or enjoy one of the cartoon movies he enjoys with him. My mind is focused on work, though. Before I know it, Ashley puts him to bed, cleans the kitchen, texts me, and walks next door to sleep for the night.

I feel shame for my detachment from my fatherly responsibilities. With tax season over, I resolve to take the rest of the week off. When Jack returns next week, I’ll clean up, reorganize my office, and prepare to be a fully attentive father.

I need to get my shit together.



I close the door to my office and head downstairs. It's quiet on this side of the house, so I can concentrate and be productive without distractions. Now that tax season is over, I’m considering changing my routines and adjusting my schedule to work fewer hours. I want to balance my life better, including spending more time with Jack while he’s awake.

I reach the bottom of the stairs and shake my head to clear my mind. The house is still—too calm. Where are they?

The days have gotten warmer, so my daily uniform is gym shorts and t-shirts. There’s no reason to dress up to commute to an office when I'm working from home. I'm about to text her when I hear a splash from outside. They must be swimming in the pool.

Last week, the pool service cleaned the spring and started the heater to make it warm enough to enjoy. Ashley is probably dying to do anything other than be inside with a toddler. I remember her smile when I told her she and Jack could start swimming.

I pause for a second to picture Ashley in her bikini. Sure, I've known her since she wore braces, but now she's a grown woman. She has wavy brunette hair, blue eyes, full breasts, a taut abdomen, and a round bottom. Her nubile figure appears in my dreams, but I keep those thoughts to myself. Ashley never realizes how hot she is; she does everything with a youthful innocence. I don't recall ever seeing her with a boyfriend.

Thinking about my babysitter, soaking wet in a skimpy bathing suit, stiffens my cock. I've often fantasized about her and Liz, her best friend. They are both nineteen, with long brown hair, perky racks, and dazzling blue eyes. I have to admit I enjoy taking breaks to fantasize about the two nubile girls and what I’d like to do to them. I need to keep these daydreams on lockdown. Nothing is going to happen. I’m way too old for those two.

So I exhale and shake my head, clearing invasive thoughts about my almost live-in babysitter and her mirror-image bestie. I adjust my growing hard-on in my gym shorts. I go commando when it's as hot as it’s been, which makes abrupt erections challenging to hide. I breathe until I’m not pitching a tent, then walk towards the sliding glass door to see what made that splash.


CHAPTER 2
OLD ENOUGH TO DO ADULT STUFF


As I reach the door, it slides open, and a dark-haired woman crashes into me as she rushes in. I catch her in my arms to stop her from falling. I'm initially confused by who the woman hurrying inside my house could be, but I soon recognize the shapely body I'm holding.

"Sorry, Liz."

Liz and Ashley are so similar in appearance that they're often mistaken for sisters. The only difference is Liz has darker brown hair, while Ashley's brunette has a hint of golden highlights. They both have round boobs and firm asses. Their abdomens are well-defined and tanned from spending time in the sun around my pool.

"Oh, hey, Mr. Lewis." Liz smiles up at me.

I break from my reverie, realizing her bikini-clad breasts are pressing against my chest. My cock comes back to life, thickening in my shorts. I'm sure it's poking her because her hips are at the right height. She glances down and then back up, giving me a knowing smirk. I let her go and step back, turning away and putting distance between us.

"Call me ‘Matt,’" I remind her for the millionth time. "You're not in high school anymore; you can use my name."

Liz shifts her gaze down to my crotch and back up with a sultry grin, noticing my erection.

“Sorry, Matt.” She laughs, her eyes full of sass. “I forget that we're peers now. Old enough to do adult stuff.”

She bites her lip, and I swallow hard, looking at her. It's difficult to ignore her pert breasts.

"What was that splash?" I ask, changing the topic. I take in her soaking wet state, slicked-back hair, and the water streaming off her body onto the tile. I reach for a towel from a stack we keep near the sliding door to the pool. She does the same and gathers her brown locks into a tail over one shoulder. With the innocent movement, her boobs bounce inside the skimpy bikini top. My eyes wander to her rigid nipples, which are on prominent display under the thin triangles of fabric.

“Jack loves watching me cannonball," Liz says as she sways using the towel, and my eyes drop to her ass. She continues to squeeze the excess water from her hair in the towel, which only causes her breasts to bob in my periphery.

Without thinking, I kneel to mop up the puddle under her. It seeps back towards the open door, and I lean forward to stop the flow. When my forehead presses against her thigh, I raise my eyes to apologize. But my gaze focuses on her baby-blue, cheeky bikini. I dent my lip, looking at her slick, tan skin along the edge of her suit.

My mouth is inches away from her soaked bottoms. I can't help but imagine the honey pot just behind the material. I'm wondering if her mound is bare under the thin Lycra. If I inhale through my nose, will I smell her arousal? Liz doesn't move an inch and when I finish ogling and peek up at her, her deep blue eyes connect with mine.

"Sorry," I say, scooting back and away from the temptation.

My cock juts out, tenting my shorts. If I dare stand, she’ll notice and know my lustful thoughts. Mopping the water, I gather the towel into a ball and cover my boner before rising to my feet.

Liz's gaze stays locked on my groin until she pans back up to my eyes. We stare at each other as she bites her lip. She has to know how hard I am for her.

It's been months since Naomi abandoned Jack and me. I’ve been too busy to have a social life or dive back into the dating scene. I take care of my sexual needs manually late at night, often imagining Ashley, Liz, or both of them while stroking my cock. They’re the only two people I’m around with any regularity. I rationalize that it’s just an innocent fantasy I use to fill up my spank bank. Masturbation is an essential part of men's health.

The number of ribald stories of these young women my mind conjures up keeps climbing because Ashley has been in my house almost every waking hour since Naomi left. Incredibly, neither of the girls has tempted me until now. I keep my relationship with her professional. But Liz isn't our neighbor and doesn’t work for me. Both of them are adults now and, for all I know, sexually active. Yet their nubile innocence is alluring. A fact I've dwelled on with my late-night fantasies and daydreams.

I've seen them both in bikinis many times, but never this close. The thin material can't hide her stiff nipples. My eyes drop to her crotch. Am I imagining the outline of her pussy? Her effect on me is noticeable as my cock throbs under the barrier of towels.

Our eyes meet again, and a blush rises on her cheeks as she lowers her stare at my erection. It's tenting my shorts, barely covered by the damp cotton clump I'm holding over my bulge. I’m unsure how to handle the lust building inside me. I need to back away from this alluring young woman now. I'll take the edge off my lustful desires the way I should: with my hand, in the privacy of my bedroom.

Liz must know what's going on in my mind. Her eyes flick from my face to my crotch, taking in all the signs of my arousal. Our eyes meet, and it's like we're measuring the temperature between us when Ashley strolls into the kitchen with Jack on her hip and smiles at me.

"Oh! Hi Mr. Lewis… I mean Matt." Her girlish, self-conscious giggle only worsens my situation.

We snap out of our reverie when Ashley coughs in the silence. We turn away momentarily, and then our focus drifts back to stare at each other's bodies. I can't force my eyes away from Liz’s wet bikini top. But I need to try to purge the vision of how it clings to the curves of her perky breasts. I shouldn't think about her stiff nipples or what's underneath her drenched, cheeky shorts. But her eyes keep focusing on the bulge I can't seem to hide. We keep forgetting Ashley stands beside us with my son in her arms.

“So…” She adjusts Jack on her hip.

Jack reaches out to steady himself and grips the side of Ashley’s light-blue bikini top. He tugs the triangle of nylon to the side, exposing her round breast almost to the nipple. She grabs his fingers and pulls them free, but my memory cycles over the glimpse of her bare breast. Her cheeks flush with embarrassment as my mind races, comparing the two sets of bikini-covered breasts.

My concentration on Ashley’s breast empties my thoughts, and I try to clear my head when Ashley stammers, “I… I should get Jack a snack before I put him down for a nap.”

We measure each other as I hold the bundle of towels against my hard-on. I swallow with discomfort, then nod and attempt to smile. Ashley’s gaze drops to my crotch in slow motion. My Adam's apple bobs as I focus on her pink tongue sweeping across her lips as she raises her eyes and smiles.

I move back so she can walk past me into the kitchen. Suddenly, it's just Liz, me, and my erection in a staring match. It's like an old western showdown, and we’re waiting for the strike of noon to pull the trigger. I glance at Liz and see the pool deck door is open. I press the crumpled towel into Liz’s taut stomach and step outside.

“Gonna take a swim and cool off,” I mumble.

I don't look back but hear the door slide closed, and I think I'm safe. I try to calm down and empty all these wild fantasies while I walk away. It’s no use, and the two tempting young women continue to evolve into sexpots in my mind. With my state of arousal, it’s hard to shake the intrusive thoughts of both of them naked. Seeing them as the innocent young girls from our suburban neighborhood is impossible now.

I must stop the idea of my cock slipping between their lips before I take it too far and do something reckless. I stumble when I glance over my shoulder and see Liz behind me, biting her lip.

“I want to come, too." She giggles. “Besides, I need a better look."


CHAPTER 3
LET’S HAVE SOME FUN!


I freeze, unable to turn around and face her. I know she wants an unobstructed view of the tentpole in my pants.

"At what?" I ask anyway, closing my eyes and taking a deep breath, trying to calm myself.

"Your cock, Matt," Liz replies without any embarrassment.

Liz steps beside me, and my head turns to peer at her. She glances over her shoulder to check if Ashley is watching from inside the house. Turning back to stare at me, she grabs my stiff rod through my shorts.

"Liz..." I try to make it sound like a warning, but it sounds like an encouraging moan.

“Damn. You sure are packing." She grips my shaft and pulls. Her grip slides the smooth satin of my athletic shorts up and down my length.

I arch my hips, pushing my length through her fingers and egging her on because the sensation is so incredible. The naughty thoughts whirling around my imagination are like an out-of-control train with no brakes. Part of me knows I need to push her hand away. My reasoning is so fogged with lust I can only stand rooted to that spot. A few more strokes, and I'm flexing my ass, fucking my throbbing cock through her fist.

Liz tightens her grip and tugs on my manhood. "C'mon, let's get in the jacuzzi. Ashley can't see us from the kitchen."

The thought of Ashley catching Liz fondling me sends a signal of lust from my brain to my shaft, and she chuckles when I stiffen against her fingers. "Mmm, do you want her to catch us, Matt? Should we wait until Jack goes down for his nap?"

I'm at a loss and impulsively nod before shaking my head rapidly. “Get in the water,” I whisper gruffly as Liz squeezes me.

“Alright, cool. Let’s have some fun!” She turns to smile over her shoulder and winks, pulling me along by her grip on my phallus. “You know, now that we're adults." Her sassy wink pulls my lips into a smirk.

When we get to the edge of the hot tub, Liz lets go of my shaft. She steps down into the jacuzzi, onto the cement seat, and pivots back. Before I can step away, she yanks my shorts past my knees. My dick eagerly pops out as I'm rooted to the spot. Her blue eyes lock on my bobbing shaft, then slowly angle up to meet my eyes. I twist back toward the house, desperate to slow things down. But our retaining wall blocks the kitchen window. I'm out of objections and excuses, and I start to accept that this is happening.

Her azure eyes glint as she grips me again and tugs until I stagger forward. My resistance to this blue-eyed nymph drops to zero as she leans close. Time slows as she swirls her tongue around my tip, staring at me. Her eyes widen with desire and a touch of innocence. Liz kisses the tip of my cock and winks. A raw moan spills from my open mouth as she pushes her lips and surrounds my head. She sucks hard and pulls me deep into her mouth.

“Fuck, Liz,” I breathe out in warning. The words slip like sin over my teeth and tongue, but I don't want her to stop—I'm already too far gone. My cock moves in and out of her lips, and I force myself to forget she graduated high school only eight months ago. She hums around my crown, lapping at the stream of precum oozing from my tip. My pulse quickens as she bobs her head, cheeks hollowing out as she sucks. With each motion, she takes more of me into her mouth.

“Mmm, you taste good,” Liz purrs as she pulls off me. I wake from my reverie and realize I'm standing exposed on the deck with my shorts around my ankles and my cock almost poking Liz's eye.

"I should go," I start to say. My voice is a whisper, but I don't turn away from the temptress. Instead, I do the opposite, and I slide down onto the edge of the jacuzzi and spread my thighs, encouraging her sinful desires.

“Yeah. You should stay, Matt.” Liz nods at me wickedly. She pushes my legs open and kneels on the seat, her ass dipping under the water. She grabs the base of my cock and slides her mouth up and down both sides, spreading her warm spit over my shaft.

Using both hands, I comb her damp hair and form a tail. Keeping our eyes locked, I tighten my grip and give a soft tug to pull her closer. She moans, and her tongue wags across the bottom of my shaft. I ease my grasp, and she pulls her mouth back off me and stares into my eyes.

“I want to try deep-throating you,” Liz says, spitting on my tip. She uses her fingers to spread the slick spit along my throbbing rod. “You're so thick, Matt. I've only seen cocks in porn, and you're almost as long as them. Don't worry, I've been practicing with my dildo.”

My mind stutters at the thought of this nubile nineteen-year-old choking herself on a fake dong. How many boys has Ashley had sex with? I growl from my throat and tighten my fingers in her hair. Her eyes flare as she pushes her mouth lower, and I hear her gag. I tug to pull her further down until she gags, pressing her hands against my thighs. I loosen my grip, and she slides back. Damn, she's fantastic for never having sucked a real dick. Liz suckles the tip of my cock, her eyes watching mine, calculating.

“Fuck,” she says and spits another wad of thick saliva on my tip. She stares at me as she spreads the slick goo over my shaft. “I think I've got it now. Tug when I gurgle.”

I shake my head at the audacity of her words but grin in encouragement. My hold tightens in her hair as she sinks her mouth back over my cock. When her throat makes a loud noise, I pull again. My eyes roll back as my crown squeezes into her opening and slides deep into her throat. Her lips surround the base of my pole, and our eyes meet as I glance down at her.

Tears drip from the corner of her eyes as she focuses on me. She forces a swallow as I hold her head tight against me, prolonging the sensation. Liz taps my thighs, and I loosen my grasp. She pulls back with a gasp, but her hands keep stroking my dick. My hips shift, wanting to angle my cock back into her mouth. She grins up at me and licks her lips.

“Face fuck me.” Her words goad me as her lips envelop my crown, pushing lower. Without a second thought, I grip her hair again, holding her head. Rising from the edge, I stand in the shallow water of the jacuzzi, flexing my hips to push deeper inside her as Liz relaxes her throat. Thrusting into her eager mouth, I stare into the blue eyes of a girl I've known since she had braces. Filled with lust, I plunge my cock deep into her maw as she gags and gurgles like a porn star. I'm close to my peak and know I won't be able to hold back. I tug her hair, and she blinks. I loosen my grip as she pulls back.

“On my tits,” Liz says, noticing I'm on edge.

I'm speechless as she strokes me, and I bite off a moan. With a saucy smirk, she tugs down her bikini top, and her large breasts bounce free. Her perfect, pink-tinged aureolas form circles around the stiff, darker nipples sitting atop her creamy tits. I lick my lips, wanting to suck each one into my mouth. Liz keeps stroking my cock, and my core tightens, electricity dancing across the tip.

“C'mon, Matt. I want you to shoot your cum on my tits,” she urges, opening her mouth and sticking out her tongue.

That does it for me. I groan as my balls tense and my root pulses in her tight fist. The first rope shoots out and hits her cheek. The next bolt of semen spurts dead center between her open lips. Her eyes flash as she pulls my cock down, aiming at her breasts. Her small hand jerks rope after rope, milking my seed into her round, juicy melons.

When my cock stops pulsing, I settle my ass back on the edge of the jacuzzi. Liz uses her other hand to scoop off the first shot of my cum from the side of her face. She fixes her eyes on me as she sucks the pearl off her finger. Hearing her hum as she enjoys my flavor, I stare at her. She winks, then starts licking my shaft along both sides. Slurping the stray globs she's spread over my shaft has me stiffening again.

I'm in a daze as she cleans me. With a firm squeeze, she pulls the final drop from my slit. Grinning in victory, she eases back into the jacuzzi, floating on her back with glimmering droplets of my cum decorating her chest. The opalescence in the sunlight is like scattered pearls below her neck.

“You're sexy as hell, Liz,” I growl before reaching and pulling her out of the jacuzzi.

I bend down and pull one of Liz's hard nipples between my lips, sucking hard to draw it deep. She moans in approval, arching to push more of her tit into my mouth. I glance up and watch her scooping my cum off her tits and licking it off her fingers. My hands drop to her bottom, squeezing those ripe young cheeks. Having her in my arms, gripping her perfect ass, keeps my cock rock-hard. In my haze of lust, all I can think of is wrapping her tight pussy around me.

"What the hell are you two doing?" I hear Ashley sing out with a giggle just before she turns the corner. I slant my eyes at her, still sucking on Liz's tit. Ashley's lips curl into a round shape as she gasps. "Oh, fuck, Liz," Ashley says with a giggle. "You did it. Dammit, I wanted to be first."


CHAPTER 4
DO YOU WANT TO TRY?


My jaw relaxes, and Liz's breast pulls out of my mouth when she slides off my lap. Sitting on the pool's edge, wearing only a t-shirt, I focus on Ashley and ignore my rigid cock jutting up from my groin. Ashley’s gaze drops in slow motion to my shaft, and I lean back on my hands. It's too late to hide it, so I give my babysitter an unobstructed view.

I’m going to Hell for this.



Liz pushes herself out of the water and walks towards Ashley, nodding and smiling. “Fuck yeah, I did,” she says, hugging her best friend, her bare breasts pressing into her friend's bikini-clad chest. “I took him all the way down to the root. My god, Ash, his whole cock was in my throat. Do you want to try?”

My brain must be malfunctioning; there can be no other explanation. These two young women have been hanging around my house since middle school. How can they be talking about sucking my cock so casually? Liz leads her to the jacuzzi and lowers herself back into the water. Ashley settles next to me, her hand on my shoulder as she sits beside me. She slides her feet and calves into the pool, and her warm thigh presses against mine. Liz's top is floating on the pool’s surface behind her, but her bikini bottoms are still in place.

“So you liked getting your cock sucked by a sexy teenager and coming on her tits, Matt?” Ashley asks, curling a wisp of hair behind her ear with a shy, naive smile. She glances down at my dick, and it throbs as if saying hello.

“Yeah.” I laugh. “It was fun.” I groan at my uncool words as I stare into Ashley’s innocent eyes.

She focuses on me, then angles down to stare at my manhood and back up into my eyes. “I've never touched a real one before,” she says and reaches for my semi-rigid cock.

Holy shit! She’s a virgin?



I inhale a gasp as her small hand wraps around my cock and squeezes.

“It's hot,” she whispers in awe as her fingers tighten and stroke up and down. Her grip is firm, pulling the skin of my cock over the hard steel of my shaft. I emit a soft moan and tense my hips. I shift my gaze to Liz as she watches the smooth pulls of Ashley's hand. Both girls stare with rapt attention as Ashley works my rigid rod. Liz flicks her gaze to mine, and then a mercurial grin spreads across her face. Her lips are swollen, reminding me of her mouth wrapped around my cock and how her mouth slid over my crown. She sucked me deep, then asked me to face fuck her.

I need to slow this down.



But Ashley's steady strokes chase any thoughts of stopping away. I push away any guilt that creeps into my mind. Both of the girls are willing, over eighteen, and adults. I didn’t coerce them. My consent was hesitant at first, but they have an exuberant enthusiasm to learn about sex. I convince myself with a twisted thought that I will treat them better than some horny teenage boy.

Fuck it. I’m all in on whatever happens.



“He has such a nice cock. I love the musky flavor. It's so good,” Liz encourages her friend. She pushes her bottoms off, tossing them next to her floating bikini top. Naked, she moves behind Ashley and unties her bikini. While Ashley continues to stroke me, I pull off my t-shirt. Liz whistles with appreciation. “Ooh, he works out too, Ash.”

She drops Ashley's top to the pool deck and leans to run her hand across my abdomen. I reach for Ashley's bare breast and cup it, squeezing her warm, soft flesh. She moans and tightens her grip on my dick, pushing her chest into my hand.

“You can squeeze harder. I like it rough," Ashley admits with a blush.

Her confession reminds me that I'm naked, sitting on the edge of my Jacuzzi, cupping my babysitter's tit while she strokes my rigid manhood. If any neighbors look over our fence, they'll see me completely nude, groping my teenage companions. Even with the thought of getting caught, I can't stop touching them. The back of my brain buzzes for me to go inside. But my hand tightens, pulling to tug Ashley's hard nipple.

The brunette goddess nods and moans, eyes staring into mine. “Mmhmm yeah, just like that. Twist it, too.”

I wring the trapped nipple hard as I stare at Liz. She's back in the water, kneeling between my thighs. Her eyes move with the motion of her bestie's hand gripping and stroking my cock. She glances at me with a wicked glint and lowers her head. Her head twists to suck one of my balls into her mouth. I grip a handful of Liz's hair while shifting to grope Ashley's other breast. I pinch her rigid point again, eliciting another moan from her.

“We should go inside,” I blurt out, looking at both girls. "I don't want to stop, but we could get into trouble if a neighbor catches us.”

“It's okay, Matt,” Ashley says with a sigh and then moans with arousal. “My parents won’t return until next month, and the Simpsons are on vacation.”

With a sigh of pleasure, I surrender and lean back on my hands, giving in to the pleasure of the two young women. Liz grips the base of my cock and strokes it a few times. When she points my tip at her friend, Ashley stares at it in a trance-like state. She licks her lips and lowers her head, focusing on a bead of precum. I gasp when Ashley kisses my crown and laps at the pearl. Liz sucks my other ball into her mouth, her moaning vibrating the sensitive sac.

I'm hard as steel, watching Ashley push her lips further down my shaft. She pushes her head down, trying to take me deeper. Ignoring the anxiety of being caught, I grip Ashley's nipple and pinch it. She pulls off my cock with a moan. "Mmm, yeah! Fuck, like that, twist it."

I do what she says as Liz kneels between my thighs, half-submerged in the water. She watches Ashley stroke me before lowering her head and sucking both my balls into her mouth. My free hand grips Liz's hair while I tweak her friend's other nipple, bringing another whine from her.

“I've been practicing for you, Matt," Ashley admits breathily, her eyes swiveling to stare into mine. "I want you to be my first. I'm still a virgin. Will you be my first? Will you fuck me?"

My mind nearly explodes at the confession of her purity. Did she offer me her virginity? I don't think I can resist her innocent face and eager eyes. Her question hangs in the air as she drops her mouth down and bobs on my length. She's lost in the sensation of my cock pushing between her lips. I can tell she's afraid I'll say no. I move one hand and comb a lock from her face to see her expressive blue eyes. When Ashley focuses on me, I nod and smile.

"This once," I say as she pulls away from my dick. "Today, I'm not saying no to anything you two want to explore."

I'm crossing a blurry, thin line. I know I'll crave more with just a nibble of this forbidden fruit. I won't be able to resist fucking them both. But I don't care anymore for the pious norms of our society. I'm fed up with my workaholic lifestyle, living alone while someone else cares for my kid. My cheating ex-wife is screwing around with her pilot. I've seen social media photos of Naomi partying at happy hour, and by the heat in her eyes, she may have fucked all of the flight crew.

I didn’t sign up to live the cloistered life of a monk, working like a bondservant for corporate profit. I want to explore and experience new things. I want to teach these young girls the truth about sex, not make it feel dirty and forbidden. I have a primal hunger to be passionate about something for once. My intense feelings for them run through my veins, encouraging me to seize this opportunity. I refuse to miss my chance with these two sexy girls who've fallen into my lap. I'm doing this and will accept whatever consequences arise.

I fucking need this.



Ashley rises and wraps her arms around my neck as we lock lips. Her pert breasts compress against me, and her nipples are like pebbles as she presses her body to mine. I capture her mouth and push my tongue inside, tasting myself on her tongue. I hold her head, fingers tightening in her hair, positioning her where I want. We're panting—clinging to each other when Liz’s mouth slips over my crown and resumes deep-throating me. Ashley and I deepen our passionate embrace, tongues entwining and hands wandering over each other’s bodies.

Her fingers explore my chest, finding a nipple and pinching it. I raise my other hand, squeezing her breast in response and twisting her hard, pink points. She groans but doesn't stop the searing kiss. My hand slides down her lean abdomen to her waist. My fingers trace along the side of her bikini and untie both sides. The blue triangles fall away and into the pool as my palm cups her smooth, waxed pussy. She whines into my mouth as my digits spread her lips apart.

Breaking from her lips, I move my hand to grip Liz's hair and pull her off my cock.

"Time to change locations," I announce. "I want a soft mattress under us when I fuck you both.”


CHAPTER 5
YOU TWO ARE INSATIABLE


My commanding tone surprises me, but their obedient nods make my cock throb. Both sets of their eyes are foggy with lust and desire as they step out of the Jacuzzi. Standing side-by-side, completely nude, I survey their nubile bodies. Liz has a dark strip of pubic hair above her pussy, while Ashley's sex is smooth and bare. Their pussies are ripe, pink, and glistening with their arousal. My mouth waters at the thought of tasting them both. I climb out, take their hands, and, together, we walk naked into my house. I turn toward the stairs to my bedroom, but Liz pushes me toward the living room and onto the large sectional. We're going to fuck right here, a few feet from the open glass door to my patio.

She settles down beside me, leaning and kissing me with hunger, and our moans of desire fill the room. Ashley slides next to me, pressing her tits against my chest. Liz grips my hair with both hands as she deepens our fervent kiss. So it must be Ashley’s hand wrapping around my dick, gripping and stroking. I drop my hand down to cup Liz's breast as we continue to kiss. My gruff moans meld with her soft whines as our lips slide together. Ashley's hair sweeps down my abdomen as she kisses my thigh. When her tongue licks along my shaft, I moan at the sensation. Hearing me, Liz breaks our kiss and turns to watch her friend lick my dick and suck my swollen crown between her lips.

"Fuck, you two are insatiable," I moan. Liz grins at me as she kisses down my chest, pressing her breasts against me. I can't believe these two vixens are nineteen, but they know what they want. I’m intoxicated by their young, luscious bodies and their eager curiosity about sex. I can't keep my hands off them as lust continues to build inside me,

I spread my thighs for Liz as she cups my heavy balls. Ashley pushes her mouth deeper onto my dick while her best friend gently squeezes. I comb through their hair, pulling and getting their attention. Their deep blue eyes stare at me as they tag-team my cock. "Yes, I like when you stare at me when my cock is in your mouth."

Their eyes shift, and they glance at each other, sharing a smile. Returning their gazes to me, they continue to worship my rigid manhood. I move lower on the couch, caressing their backs. When I spank each of their asses with a firm smack, they squeal and moan. Their bodies shift with feline grace and return to pleasuring my cock and balls. I slide my hands along their thighs, and they stretch their knees apart, granting me access to their glistening mounds.

They take turns sucking my cock while I cup their bare pussies. Sliding my fingers between their soaked folds, I spread their slick arousal along their ripe petals. Teasing their openings, I love how they keep their lust-filled eyes locked on me. In concert, the long-time friends take turns licking my cock and sucking my balls. I slide my fingertip to Liz's clit, hearing her moan around my balls. My thumb teases Ashley's opening, and she moans around my dick. I slide and spread their slick juices, pressing one finger into each of their tight slits.

They pull away from my cock, gazes locked on me as their hips remain pressed against my probing fingers. Their eyes close, and their backs arch in pleasure as I press inside each tight, pink pussy. As I add a second digit, their faces glaze with lust. I stretch deeper into their snug openings, and their mouths gape with passion. On pure instinct, they grind themselves onto my fingers, building the growing desire deep in their pristine pussies. I growl and pull my fingers out, then spank their firm asses both at once.

"Get up," I direct. "I'm going to lie down. Ashley, I'm going to lick your pussy while Liz rides my dick."

Their eyes widen and darken as they process my command, and they scramble to their feet. I twist and lie down, shifting along the sofa’s edge, allowing Ashley to straddle my head. They swap places, moving alongside me. Liz tugs on my cock before lowering her mouth around it. She takes me deep, gurgling around my shaft as she inhales. Her drool oozes down my shaft. Ashley shifts back and forth between us, nervous uncertainty in her eyes.

“I'm gonna face her,” she says, watching Liz suck and deep-throat my cock. Then she swings her tanned thigh above me. Ashley’s moment of hesitation evaporates as her eyes fill with determination. “Fuck, I can't believe this is finally happening." She shifts her gaze down to my face under her spread thighs. Cupping her breasts, she pulls at her hard nipples and lowers her pussy to my mouth. She nods toward Liz just before her toned thigh blocks my vision. “We’re gonna be such good sluts for you, Matt."

Her words fizzle within my lustful thoughts like a lit fuse. My vision fills with the sweet pink of Ashley's pussy. Emitting a low growl, I guide her glistening seam to my lips. Kissing the edge of her inner lips, I nibble and lick along her slick folds. I explore her with gentle kisses and soft suction. Extending my tongue, I lap along her seam and circle her clit. Her juices are sweet, a mixture of fresh arousal and tangy musk. Ashley moans and lowers herself onto my mouth as my tongue teases her lips open. I moan at the sweetness of her virgin sex as she grinds her sex against my face.

"Your cock feels so fucking good." Liz's mute voice is barely audible with Ashley’s thighs against my ear. Liz pulls her mouth off me, and I can only imagine her young face, cheeks red with desire. Ashley’s pungent scent nearly overwhelms me as I concentrate on licking the sweet juices flowing from her sex. Reaching for Liz, I grip her thigh to help her straddle me, guiding her into position. The heat and wetness of her outer lips drag along my stiff shaft as she rocks her slick slit along my thick length. She rides my stiff shaft, pressing it against my abdomen. It's like she's torturing herself, prolonging her pleasure rather than stretching her inner walls with my stiff rod.

Why is she hesitating when she's been practically begging for me to fuck her? Does she know she's torturing me with her deliberate grinding? I growl against Ashley's velvety lips, wanting Liz's hot, slick pussy around my throbbing cock.

Wait, is Liz a virgin, too?



I loosen my grip on Ashley's hips and tap her ass. She sighs in frustration as my tongue pulls from her sensitive folds, and she lifts and swivels away from my mouth. I tilt my head between her thighs and shift my eyes to examine Liz while she gazes back at me, her eyes half-lidded, grinding up and down my cock.

"This feels so damn good," she pants as she moves, flashing Ashley a heated grin. "I can't wait for you to ride Matt's cock, Ash."

"Are you a virgin too?" I ask on a hunch as a deep shudder of lust colors my voice.

Liz bites her lips and nods, cheeks flushing red at the confession. "We both are. We both want to give our virginities to you, Matt."

I blink in shock, and my chin drops. "What? Why?"

I'm equal parts confused and aroused that these two hot, young women are saving themselves for me. This is so wrong, yet it’s so fucking hot. I tap Ashley's thigh, and she lifts her leg. I slide under, never breaking eye contact with Liz. The intensity of a moment ago fades quickly as I scramble to my feet beside the couch.

The two nubile nineteen-year-olds flush with embarrassment as they turn and slump back against the sofa's back cushions. They avoid my eyes, pressing their thighs together, and their young faces redden with guilty expressions.

Trying to restrain my wild emotions, I stand with my feet apart. I realize I'm looming over them, my cock still hard as a rock, with my hands on my hips. I must look angry or upset to these innocent young women. I relax—arms hanging at my sides—and give them a caring smile.

"Please don't be mad," Ashley says with a tremor in her voice.

"I'm not mad." I shake my head and try to show them a comforting grin. "Scoot over. Make room for me. I have some questions." The two girls slide over to make room for me between them. They hang their heads, looking uncomfortable and remorseful.


CHAPTER 6
WE THINK YOU DESERVE US


“Dammit, I shouldn't have said anything.” Liz groans and squirms with unease, but I sense she's still highly aroused.

I place my hand on her thigh, and she glances at me as I pull hers over mine. I glide my hand up her smooth skin until I cup her pussy, teasing her lips with my fingers. She sighs and relaxes when she realizes I’m not ending this. I glance at Ashley and run a finger along the top of her leg before tapping mine.

Ashley leans, detects Liz's legs are open, and smiles, mirroring her best friend by hooking her thigh over my leg. Moving my free hand up Ashley's leg, I cup her pussy, wriggling my fingers into her bare folds. Both girls shift their hips, seeking more pressure from my touch. I inhale a sharp breath when they both reach for my rigid cock. Their delicate hands grasp my rigid shaft and take turns stroking it. I shift my position to get comfortable, then swivel my head to ensure they watch me.

"I'm curious," I start, forcing myself not to tease them too much. "When did you agree to wait for me? You know I used to be married, and I’m old enough to be your father. Why me?”

Ashley blushes and moans, her hand covering mine as I rub her clit. "We got tired of the immature boys at school. They're horrible."

"We're much more attracted to mature men," Liz pipes up, one hand playing with her stiff, rubbery nipples. "Men like you, Matt." She moans for a moment, then continues. “We thought we'd wait until college. Find one guy that was into both of us." Her words dry up as she moans, grinding her hips into my fingers.

"We've done all our growing up milestones together," Ashley picks up the thread as Liz’s mouth hinges open. "It's important for us to enter womanhood together." She glances at me with dark eyes, squeezing one of her nipples before closing her eyes in pleasure.

"When Ash decided to take a year off, I postponed college too." Liz tightens her grip around my cock as she resumes the tale. “I didn't want to go to college without Ash. I started hanging out with her while she babysat for you. I’ve practically moved in with her while her parents are away after you hired her as your nanny." Liz stops talking, watching Ashley lean, grip my shaft, and hold it steady. Liz lowers and swirls her tongue around the crown.

Shifting to look into Ashley's blue eyes, I listen as she continues their explanation. "The more I work for you, the more I know you're a good man. I see how lonely you are after Naomi left you." Her eyes narrow when she mentions my ex-wife's name. "We may not have experience with actual sex, but we've been watching porn and practicing for you. We think you deserve something special. We think you deserve us."

My fingers continue tracing along their slick folds as Ashley dips her head towards my cock. Liz pulls off and stares at me sincerely while Ashley takes over, sucking my dick. "Nobody needs to know, Matt," Liz says with a bold expression. “Not your ex-wife, not our parents. We can keep this a secret. We think you're awesome and want to show you how much we care for you. Please? I can feel you throbbing. I know you want this."

I close my eyes for a beat, knowing my control is slipping as this fog of lust builds. I can't deny their logic in the state I'm in. I growl as Ashley sinks her mouth around me and gags when I press against the back of her throat.

"You're damn right, I want this," I confess, then pull my fingers from their slippery pussies. They lift their heads as I continue. "I don't want to rush this. Since I'm your first, I'm going to do it right. I want to show you how it's supposed to be, what great sex is like.”

I switch my gaze back and forth between them. My thoughts swim with lust and the weight of being their first lover. The two girls smile, their youthful exuberance returning as their grips on my cock tighten. They nod and giggle, and I realize there's no going back now.

"Get in my bedroom, both of you," I instruct with a grin. "I want you naked and on your backs. I'll be up soon."

The two girls slide off me and onto their feet. I can’t help but admire their nubile curves. Their smiles and eyes light up with happiness. They're flirty, wicked nymphs and exhibit an intoxicating mix of youthful innocence and wanton lust. My desire to have them both spikes as I rise and turn. There are wet spots on the sofa, and I stroke my stiff cock at the memory of their slick pussies. I can't disappoint them. They deserve my best— I want their first time to be uniquely amazing.


CHAPTER 7
LIZ SHOULD GO FIRST


I mentally prepare myself for the next phase and remind myself to treat them lovingly after we finish. I follow them up the stairs and enter my bedroom. I find Liz and Ashley lying on my king-sized bed, their legs splayed apart, looking at each other. Their mouths are open as they play with each other's sex. Full breasts rise and fall as their breaths mix with the soft moans of their arousal.

I step into my bedroom and grin as I witness their faces light up as they turn, focusing on me. Liz and Ashley swivel to peek at each other before turning back and locking their eyes on me. I stare into their captivating blue eyes, and their gazes drop, taking in my nude body and erect cock. They glance back up at me and lick their lips.

"Shit, you two are gonna make me come." I chuckle as I sense their eagerness mixed with innocent trepidation. I climb onto the bed, facing them and kneeling with my ass on my heels just past their spread legs. My cock juts out from my groin, capturing their gazes. "Who wants to go first?"

"Me," Liz says eagerly. "I've been waiting forever for this."

Ashley glances at her friend and nods. "Liz should go first. She came up with the idea."

"I wouldn't have said anything if you hadn't been crushing on him so hard!" Liz laughs. "You should start us off, Ash.”

"I'm so nervous," Ashley confesses, biting her bottom lip. "Maybe you should go first."

"That's up to you, Ash." Liz shrugs, trying to mask her eagerness. Seeing the lust in her eyes, I pick Liz and hope that Ashley will be less anxious after watching.

"Don't worry. I’ll treat you both like princesses," I say as I crawl between Liz's spread legs. I run one hand up and down her thigh, turning to focus on her eyes. Stroking myself with my free hand, I watch Liz’s eyes widen. She spreads her thighs, and my knees slide under her warm skin. She shudders when I press the thick tip of my cock against her virgin opening. Liz stares at me, tucks her bottom lip under her teeth, lifts her hips, and grinds herself against my crown. I glance down, watching her arousal coat the head of my cock, and pause right as our two sexes meet.

Flicking my gaze back to her mesmerizing blue eyes, I dip my head and kiss her. Liz moans as I savor the sweet flavor of her mouth mixed with the bitter tang of my cum and deepen our torrid kiss. When I pull from the kiss and rise and grasp the base of my dick, I focus my eyes back down on her pussy. Lining my blunt tip up with her entrance, I rub it along her cleft. She rises on her elbows and tilts her head, watching where our bodies merge. My tip stretches into her, and she gasps as I penetrate her virgin pussy and slide deeper inside her.

"Fuck," Liz exhales, her eyes darkening as my cock stills against the thin membrane guarding her womb.

"You're so huge, Matt," Ashley whispers, leaning against my shoulder and watching my cock enter her best friend’s drooling opening.

"He's stretching me out, Ash. It’s so damn good," Liz says, reaching out to take her friend’s hand. "Be part of this with us."

Ashley nods, tightens her grip on Liz’s hand, and then locks eyes with me with a look of determination. Her low voice is full of lust as she prods me to continue. "Fuck her, Matt. Give it to her. Fuck her with your thick cock."

I grin at her raunchy encouragement. Her words echo their confessions of watching porn to practice and prepare for me. I glance back and wink as I pull back slightly before thrusting deeper. Liz cries out, her face contorting in pleasure as she gazes at me and squeezes Ashley's hand. Her breathing speeds up even though I'm not yet halfway inside her. I ease back and then power forward with an insistent thrust. This time, her barrier gives way, and her pussy clamps around me.

"Ahh, fuck! That hurts," Liz squeaks as her hips grind into mine.

I sink into her to the root and hold myself inside. Leaning in to kiss her lips, my fingers push through her hair, staring at her closed eyes. When her eyes flutter open, I nod, then glance at Ashley. "It'll pass soon. I'm going slow."

"Mmhmm. Fuck, I love how you fill me up, Matt," Liz moans as her pain fades. Her eyes are half-closed as her channel adjusts to my thick cock, stretching her for the first time.

"Jesus, Liz. He's completely inside you. It’s so fucking hot," Ashley whispers. Her fingers slip between her thighs while watching as I retract, and my cock starts to slide back.

"Mmhmm,” I smirk at Liz. “This is your first time, babe. I'm going to make it incredible. Trust me." I press her again, and she angles up and wraps both arms around my neck, and I feel her nipples press into my chest. Her mouth opens, our tongues tangle, and our lips collide with hunger for each other. I lean forward, lowering her onto her back again, and she wraps her legs around my hips. As I stroke into her steadily, she arches her hips, thrusting her pussy and taking me deeper.

"Matt, I want you to fuck me hard. Don't hold back. Give me everything," Liz whispers against my lips.

"Oh, baby, I'll fuck you until you see stars. We're just getting started, sweet girl,” I assure her, punching into her tight, wet hole.

"I can't wait until it's my turn," Ashley murmurs, the rhythmic motion of our bodies entrancing her as she fingers herself and holds Liz's hand.

"I'm ready, Ash," Liz moans as she arches her hips further. I reach down and grip her ass with both hands, pulling her hips to meet me thrust for thrust. "He's so deep, Ash. Oh, fuck! I'm so full."

"Fuck her, Matt!" Ashley snarls with lust, her lips at my ear. "Make her scream."

Liz clamps her thighs around my sides but keeps her eyes locked on mine as she breathes in short gasps. She's close, I can tell, so I slow down, and she groans with frustration. "What are you doing? Fuck me, Matt!"

I lean down and capture a hard, thick nipple between my lips, pulling the firm bud into my mouth. She moans a loud groan, and her hips cycle and grind. She's still too eager, so I slow even more, gripping her waist to hold her still. Her eyes snap open, and she glares at me.

"Stop teasing me,” Liz moans, glancing at Ashley. "He's driving me crazy. God, I need to come."

"Just relax. Let him take care of you," Ashley urges, and I glance over at her, watching her fingers match my slower pace inside her pink pussy.

"I've been waiting so long. I'm not a virgin anymore. Your cock stretches me so fucking good." Liz's voice rises, her staccato exclamations punctuating her grinding hips. Her voice whines in frustration at my slow strokes. “Jesus, Matt, fuck me!”

"Don't stop, Matt," Ashley goads me. "Give her your thick cock. Show her how a real man fucks."

I groan, and Liz moans in response, undulating her hips, trying to fit more of my dick inside her tight channel. "Fuck, yes. You're so fucking huge. God, your cock is amazing."

I lean forward and kiss her hard before drawing back and plunging into her. The bed shakes as I punch into her, cycling faster as she screams to my quickening beat. Liz's tight, young pussy flutters around my shaft, an incredible sensation that foreshadows her rising peak. I start pounding her hard, snapping into her as she wraps her heels behind my ass, pulling me deeper inside her.

"Fuck yeah," Ashley encourages, gripping one breast. "Fuck her hard, Matt! This is so hot!"

I lift Liz off the bed, gripping her ass as I drive into her. She wraps her arms around my neck, grinding her hips into my strokes with wild abandon. Her tits shift in circles as we bounce in tandem before my chest compresses against her. Our mouths merge, and her body quivers beneath mine.

Finally, a long wail escapes her lips as her pussy clamps down hard around my shaft. I hit my peak at the same time, feeling her walls ripple along my throbbing shaft. I ejaculate into her spasming cunt, groaning at the feeling of my hot cum shooting deep inside her young, tight pussy. I thrust in short jerks until the last of our pleasure ebbs away.

Liz collapses back against the mattress, her arms still tight around my neck. She pulls me down against her full breasts while her thighs grip me tight. "So fucking good," she sighs.

"Fuck, Liz. You were awesome." Her pussy clenches even tighter before relaxing. I smile into her eyes, and she appears high on the bliss coursing through her young body.

"You can let me go now," she whispers into my ear, nodding at Ashley before slurring. “It’s her turn."

Gently rising from Liz's splayed body, I slide back and crawl over her thighs. I settle myself between the two girls, catching my breath. Ashley rolls to her side, watching while I grip the base of my cock to keep myself hard. We both turn as Liz lowers her hand to her pussy. We moan together, watching my cream seep from her opening. Her fingers dip into my gooey mess and spread it along her slit.

"He's so fucking huge," Ashley murmurs beside me, and I turn to see her staring at my cock. It's still thick, glistening with her best friend's juices and streaks of my cum. She swivels toward me with her wide, innocent blue eyes. Her voice softens as she speaks. "Be gentle with me, Matt. Please.”


CHAPTER 8
ARE YOU READY FOR ME?


Ashley rolls onto her back beside her best friend, watching me with her electric-blue eyes. Liz turns to her with concern in her eyes and voice.

“Are you ready, Ash?” Liz asks in a husky whisper.

Ashley bites her lip as she nods at her friend, then me. “I’m ready. I want this. I want you, Matt. Please fuck me. Take my virginity. It’s yours.”

The room has a sacred quietness as I look down at the two sexy girls, their nipples rigid atop their full breasts. I shift over between Ashley’s thighs. I stare at her, leaning close and kissing her with tenderness. She moans into my mouth as my tongue pushes past her lips. I kiss her slowly, savoring her lips against mine, her tongue exploring my lips and mouth.

Ashley grew up to become a beautiful woman, and her sweet, caring personality is just as lovely. Watching her youthful innocence morph into raw sexuality, her eyes dark with passion, she's even more stunning. The sexy, desirable woman she’s becoming has my gut tightening. I want so much more than taking her virginity. I know I won't be able to walk away from her.

Those emotions fade with the realization I just nutted in Liz's pussy. I'm still hard as a rock when I break from our kiss. I rise and look down at my babysitter’s nude body, grip my cock, and press my tip against her pristine cleft. My free hand lifts, cupping her breast and squeezing. I want to possess her. But when Ashley moans, drops her hand to grip my cock, and measures its length, her eyes widen, and she bites her lip when she understands how big I am. I pull back and smile into her blue eyes.

Before I can say anything, another hand touches my cock, and I see Liz slipping under me, guiding the head of my cock to her mouth. "I'll keep you hard, Matt. I want Ash to get all of you, like I did." Liz opens her mouth and engulfs my cock, and her suction around my head makes me moan.

Ashley smiles, then reclines back, taking both of her hands and pushing against her pert breasts. She nibbles her bottom lip as she spreads her legs, showing me her pink slit. “I want you inside me, but I’m scared. Will you lick my pussy again, Matt? Please?"

I nod and lower myself, drawn to her like a compass finding north. I twist my body between her thighs as she moves to align herself. The three of us are at varying angles when I look into Ashley’s eyes. I lower my gaze until it’s level with her sweet, shaved pussy, and I inhale the sweet scent of her arousal. She's dripping wet, and I lean forward and kiss her swollen clit.

Ashley's body shudders, and her hips lift, seeking my mouth, lips, and tongue. I smile and press her thighs apart with my large hands. She moans as her delicate fingers grip my head. Her hips lift, pressing into my mouth as I envelop her pink slit.

"Oh, fuck, Matt," Ashley moans as her grip tightens in my hair. She guides my lips and tongue, cycling her drenched pussy over my hungry mouth. I moan around her slick, sensitive folds, and she shudders at the vibrations flowing over her open lips. Her back arches, grinding her slick cunt into my face. I lap from her virgin entrance to her clit and back, savoring the musky aroma radiating from her.

Liz sucks my cock nice and slow, keeping me hard so I can fuck her best friend—my willing babysitter. I want to make Ashley come first with my mouth before sliding my manhood into her sweet pussy. I shift my hands, sliding along Ashley's blossomed petals, fingertips coaxing them apart as I lap inside her glistening opening.

Moving my mouth lower, I tease the tip of my tongue into her opening. Her desire flows over my eager licks as sweet as honey, her flavor filling my mouth. Ashley tangles her delicate fingers in my hair, pulling me down and grinding her needy pussy against my hungry mouth. I press one finger into her tight opening and curl it along the top of her cave, lapping and flicking over her clit with light circles as my fingertip taps against the walls inside her.

"Fuck, Matt," Ashley pants, her voice breathless with need. "Right there, keep doing that. Don't stop."

I do as she instructs, licking and sucking on her bud. I’ve learned I don’t need to freelance or be creative when a woman says those words. Fingering inside the rim of her pristine pussy, my lips envelop her swollen bud, sucking and tickling the bundle of nerves. Ashley moans and gasps with lust as I push her passion higher. Her young hips writhe under my mouth, riding herself on my thick fingertip.

My second finger slides inside her slick channel, and I twist my wrist to curl the paired digits along the magical spot along the top of her walls. My tongue dances against her sensitive nub, and Ashley tenses up, her entire body shuddering. She cries out as she comes, gushing fresh juice and soaking my fingers. Her release coats my tongue with her hot fluids. I lap and suck at her quivering lips like I'm dying of thirst, savoring everything.

Her sex clenches around my finger. With dark eyes, she breathes in gasps, her body shuddering from her orgasm. I push deeper within, curling my tips up inside, just below where my tongue taps at her pulsing button. She shudders under me as I hook my fingers into the spot, extending her peak and driving her wild.

“Are you ready for me to stretch this sweet pussy of yours, Ashley?" I ask as she shudders to another peak.

"Oh, fuck yeah!" my babysitter screams, her hips jerking as her back arches. Her body writhes as I thrust my fingers into her with steady, short strokes. She huffs, aching from the intensity, and pushes my head away from her pussy before flopping back, limbs akimbo, gasping for breath.

Ashley is panting wildly, trying to catch her breath. I grin and kiss along her inner thighs. I stay away from her pulsing sex, still leaking the remnants of her intense orgasm. I look down at my groin, seeing Liz’s head bobbing up and down my cock. She stops sucking to stare at me with lust in her eyes.

“I need another turn after you finish fucking Ash," Liz says without a bit of shame. “I want to know what it’s like to scream like that.

I raise an eyebrow at her. “Don’t be greedy. I’m a little busy here." I grin with a wink.

When I look back at Ashley, her eyes are dark with lust. Her hands grip her breasts, pulling her fingers to her taut nipples. Her mouth opens, and her pink tongue sweeps over her lips.

“Fuck. Me. I … I want your cock. I need it, Matt,” she says with a husky voice. “I can’t wait any longer.”

Nodding my answer, I grin darkly. I grip Ashley’s thighs, pushing them open as I position myself between them. Glancing down at her pussy, I notice her lips pulse from the remnants of the string of orgasms I gave her. My cock is like iron as my fingers slide up and down, spreading Liz’s slick saliva. My desire for her feels feral when I look up at Ashley, then shift my gaze down to her glistening pussy.

"This is happening, Ash,” Liz smirks, sliding beside her friend's spread body and pressing her ripe breasts into her friend’s side. “Matt’s going to make you a woman. Just like he did me.”

I’m struck by how natural it is with the three of us together. I feel no shame in making love to my young bedmates, introducing them to the pleasures of the flesh. I start to wonder if I can ever stop what we’ve started. Exhaling slowly, I focus on Ashley. She needs me to be tender.


CHAPTER 9
YOU'RE SO … PERFECT


The friends stare at each other as Liz takes her hand and kisses her cheek. Ashley’s fingers squeeze her friend’s tight. I remember how they held hands when my cock slid into Liz’s virgin pussy. Liz glances at me and nods towards her bestie's shiny, pink slit.

"Let me see you make her scream,” Liz says, and the moment's intensity fades. They giggle at each other and then look at me.

"Jesus, you two are insatiable." I chuckle as I grip my cock, sliding my tip along Ashley’s glistening lips and teasing her entrance. Her eyes gaze at me momentarily before dropping to where we’re about to merge. She gasps, staring as I press my tip against her pristine opening.

"Matt," Ashley whispers in wonder, peeping at me. I look into her blue eyes, peering up from her demure, youthful features. She is still blushing from the bliss of her orgasm. With her mouth open, she breathes in short whimpers.

I lower my head, holding her cheeks to kiss her. Her lips are soft, and our tongues meet and slide along each other. I break the kiss but keep cupping her jaw. “I’ll go slow. Only take what you can handle, okay?"

Ashley nods and then glances at Liz, who smiles and squeezes her friend's hand. "I've never felt like this, Matt," Ashley murmurs, shifting her eyes to mine. “I need this so badly. I need you.”

"Never had a man inside you?" I ask, moving to get comfortable.

She shakes her head, then blushes bright red, "Just toys and a small dildo; they’re cold and feel weird. You're so much bigger, and your cock's so hot; you're so fucking perfect."

I smirk at her confession and glance at Liz before looking into Ashley’s eyes. "You're both perfect."

I lean down and kiss her again. Her arms lift to encircle my neck, pulling me into her. I settle between her spread legs, and she shifts beneath me, spreading wider, inviting me in. Her fingers wrap around my shaft and guide my cock towards her entrance. Her eyes close as she presses the tip into her slit.

"Do it, Matt," Ashley says huskily, with brave determination. “I don't want to wait any longer. Fuck me!"

Her hand guides my crown into her, and I rock my hips forward. I push into her slick slit, and her walls tighten, resisting my thrust as she moans out in pain. I ease back, giving her time to relax before going further. Her virginity won't give way easily, but that doesn't stop my hungry kisses as I thrust deeper. She screams as the thin membrane stretches, then tears open around the blunt tip of my cock.

"Keep going. Fuck her, Matt," Liz growls from beside us.

Ashley's fingers dig into my back, her nails marking me as she thrusts her tongue between my lips, seeking pleasure as a balm for her pain. Holding myself balls deep inside my babysitter, my cock throbs as she clenches around me. Ashley pants in short breaths as her tight, young cunt pulses and squeezes around my cock. Lying against her, I feel her heart hammering as our bodies press together.

I cycle my hips back before starting another long, slow stroke. Ashley winces for a moment before her mouth falls open, moaning with delight. Her nipples are like two rocks grazing across my chest. I slide back, and she lifts her knees, her legs wrapping around my ass tightly. She rises to kiss me as I rock faster, building a steady rhythm.

"Oh, fuck," Ashley cries out with her mouth pressed to my ear. "Fuck me harder, Matt. Give it all to me."

"Fuck yeah. You're so tight," I growl, feeling her cunt grip me while I punch my hips into her. I glance at Liz, who’s curling two fingers into her pussy, matching my pace. It's like I'm fucking them both as their moans of lust harmonize.

"I love your cock, Matt. It's so fucking deep inside me," Ashley breathes, her whisper full of desire.

"Fuck, I need that dick," Liz cries out, fingering herself quickly now, seeking her peak.

I thrust deeper, slamming into Ashley's pussy. The room reverberates with skin slapping together, mixing with their screams of passionate delight. They moan and whimper in concert, echoing the sounds of the porn stars they watched to prepare themselves for me. Ashley’s mouth is agape as she jerks her hips to meet my driving cock. Her heels dig into my ass, pulling me deeper into her tight pussy.

"You're fucking me so good," Ashley moans. “So fucking deep. God, I am so full… Oh god, oh... GOD! I'm going to come."

"Do it, Ash!" Liz encourages her friend. “Come for Matt!”

"Come for me, angel," I growl at Ashley. My hips buck into my nineteen-year-old babysitter with firm strokes, plunging deeper into her. Ashley's blue eyes flutter open, staring at me as if looking into my soul. "C'mon princess. Come for me."

Her azure eyes flare wide, and snap closed as her body shakes. Her pussy clamps around my cock. I have to punch my hips to push through the tight grip of her orgasm. Her hips jerk in erratic pulses, and her fingernails sink into my back while her mouth opens in an inaudible scream, then closes with a twisted grin. I keep thrusting until she's past her peak, and she eases, relaxing under me.

"Fuck yeah, princess," I groan. Her hips still gyrate, her eyes half-open, and her lips curl with a lust-drunk smile of bliss.

"That was incredible." Ashley sighs, and I smirk.

"I'm not done yet, princess," I growl, slamming back into her, rutting into her hard and fast as she asked me to at the start.

"Oh, shit," Liz gasps, and her hips jerk, her pussy clenching around her fingers as she comes in waves. "God, Matt, you're so hot. So fucking sexy. Don't stop. Give Ashley everything!"

"I want you to come inside me," Ashley pleads, her petite body bucking beneath my relentless thrusting.

"Fuck yeah, Matt," Liz agrees, shoving her fingers deeper into her cunt. Her other hand squeezes her pert breast, tugging at the hard nipple. "Fill Ashley up with your cum. Breed her.”

Ashley’s eyes lock on mine, whispering something. I have to lean close to hear her as she whimpers, “Put your cum in me. All of it. Give me a baby. Give me your baby, Matt. Please, fill me with your cum.” My brain short-circuits hearing her pleading whispers.

Hearing Ashley beg for something so forbidden trips something inside me. Her eyes are open and round, staring at me as I hammer her pussy with relentless strokes. Unable to stop this freight train of lust, I growl and fuck her harder. Ashley's back arches as her hips can't match my feral fucking. Swearing to myself, I rail my cock deep into her tight, clenching cunt.

"Fuck yeah," I groan, rutting and seeking my release. Part of my brain knows this is wrong, but some primitive urge in me bats those thoughts away. I’m not pulling out—I’m going to flood my babysitter's fertile womb with my potent seed. “I'm gonna fill you up."

"Do it, Matt. Pump her full of your hot cum," Liz moans. She writhes beside us, her eyes dark with lust.

With a final thrust, my hips slam into her as my orgasm erupts. I ejaculate deep into Ashley's pussy, and her body shudders through another wave of bliss. We both cry out in pleasure as my body jerks against her, shooting streams of cum inside my babysitter. Ashley's pussy clenches around my shaft, milking every drop from my tight balls.

Groaning gutturally, I pump my hips as my head drops to Ashley’s shoulder. She kisses my cheek and neck as I pant, catching my breath. With my cock still inside Ashley, I twist over to watch her friend’s breasts rise and fall. We’re all breathless as I lean, pull one of Liz’s succulent nipples between my lips, and suck hard.

"Mmm, Matt," Liz coos in a husky moan. “Oh god, that's so good."

"You made me a woman," Ashley whispers into my ear, her body coiled around mine.

"Fuck yeah, Ash," I growl and capture her lips with my mouth.

“This is just the beginning, Matt.” Ashley grins at me, and I know she's right. There is no way I can stop what we've started, and I am at peace with that notion.

"Mmhmm, absolutely,” Liz agrees, leaning to kiss her friend before turning to me. “We want to make you happy, Matt.

I’m too far gone in a fog of bliss to worry about what that means. I realize I want them with me, but I push aside the worry of the impossibility of the two of them living in my home. I ignore that I’m nearly old enough to be their father. I push every objection from my mind and close my eyes, enjoying the afterglow with my two young lovers.

We relax in a tangle of naked limbs. Our hands and fingers drift over our hot flesh, slick with the sweat of our exertions. I indulge myself by kissing Ashley first before turning to Liz. My sweet young nymphs squeeze their warm bodies against me, pressing their young breasts into my chest and sides. I cycle between my two young lovers, kissing them with a passion I haven’t felt in years. It feels perfect, and I keep pushing the worries further into the recesses of my mind.

When I turn back to Ashley, she licks her tongue along my lips, pressing it inside my mouth. My cock responds with eagerness to the two youthful babysitters and our growing arousal. My hips grind my stiffening manhood against Ashley's thigh when a noise from downstairs freezes our movements.

Jack’s cries echo up the stairs, and everything shifts to high speed as Ashley pushes against my chest and scrambles out from under me in a flash. She frantically searches the room for clothes that never made it upstairs. Liz slides back off my bed, reaches into my closet, grabs one of my button-down shirts, and throws it at Ashley. Ashley tucks her arm into one sleeve before flying out of my room and down the stairs.

Liz gives me a satisfied smirk and steps toward me with outstretched arms. We hug tight, our nude bodies pressing together, and we kiss briefly. With a wicked smile, Liz pulls away. "We'd better get dressed and act like adults for a bit, huh? Don't worry, Matt. We can fuck all night after Jack is asleep."


CHAPTER 10
CAN’T GET ENOUGH OF ME?


Liz reaches into my closet and grabs another dress shirt. I stand still, watching her pull it on, then bow her head to pull the tails together. She looks almost innocent as her fingers work the buttons of my shirt. Her tan skin is dark against the stark white of my button-down. Her hair is damp from the pool and our vigorous sexual exploration.

My cock has softened since we heard Jack’s cries, but watching my shirt closing together and hiding her nubile body has it coming back to life. She leaves a few buttons undone and looks up at me as I admire how my shirt frames her bare breasts, her taught nipples tenting into the starched cotton. She looks at me as she adjusts the oversized shirt, and I see a flash of the landing strip above her smooth pussy.

“You like?” Liz asks, fluttering her eyes. Then her eyes drop, and notice my rising cock. “Can’t get enough of me, Matt? Ash can handle Jack for a few minutes alone, don’t you think?”

I close the distance between us with a single step, and my hands cup her jaw and tilt her mouth. The feral growl from my throat betrays a passion I haven’t felt in years as my lips possess hers. Liz whimpers against me, her hands dropping to stroke my cock. We lose ourselves to the sudden flood of lust between us.

I pull from the kiss, breathless, and twist her around to face the bedroom wall. Pressing her against the wall, I drop my hand and smack her firm ass. She gasps in surprise but pushes her ass back and spreads her feet apart.

My hand drops between her legs, cupping her sticky sex and pushing my fingers inside her. She is slick inside from my cum oozing out, and her thighs are getting sticky. She turns her head to look at me over her shoulder, eyes fogged with lust.

“God, Matt,” she moans as I finger her tight pussy. “Just fuck me, I’m more than ready for you.”

I growl and line myself up behind her, gripping my cock and pressing the flared head against the bare lips. “You want my dick, don’t you, Liz? You’re such a slut for my cock. Say it.”

I hardly recognize my voice as I taunt her. I want to just drive my cock inside her and fuck her until we both fall apart. My dark inner voice wants to hear her beg for it and answer my questions.

“Yes!” Liz moans, her hips rocking her cunt back onto my fingers. “I’m a slut for you. For you and your big, fat cock. I can’t get enough. Fuck me.”

“Good girl,” I growl into her ear, then slam into her.

“Ah fuck!” she cries out as her pussy stretches around me. “Your cock is so fucking big.”

Gripping a handful of her damp hair, I tug her head back while my other hand grabs her hips and pulls them back into my strokes. This is feral and raw, and I fuck her like a beast. Her eyes look at me with a wild, dark expression, her mouth open wide as she moans out with every punch of my cock.

“You’re my fucktoy now, Liz,” I growl, hauling her head back and staring into her eyes. “Whenever I want.”

“Yes! Matt,” she whines, her hips pressing back to meet my strokes. “Oh, god, I’m going to come!”

Her exclamation only encourages my rough fucking. Letting go of my grip on her hair, I drop my hand down and around her hip until my fingers find her landing strip and trail down the tuft of hair. Following the fuzzy line of hair until my fingers run across her clit, I strum my fingers across it as her pussy clamps around my cock. I feel a flood of her juices sluice around my cock as I keep fucking her.

Liz presses her forehead against my bedroom wall, her hands pressing against the surface. She pushes her body back, flexing her hips to meet me stroke for stroke. I pull her back as I slam my hips into her, driving my cock into her depths. I’m aware I’m close to my peak as my arms wrap around her, one at her waist and the other under her breasts. My shirt is still pulled taut over her torso, so I grip it and tear it open, scattering buttons across my room.

“Fuck! Matt!” Liz moans as my hands grip her breasts and tug her nipples until she whines in pain and passion.

My hands drop to her waist as I twist around, my cock pulling out as I turn. Gripping her ass, I lift her feet off the floor and step towards my bed. With a growl, I toss her onto the bed, and she twists onto her back, her breasts bouncing as she scrambles back, eyes wide with passion and a tinge of fear.

“Do you want me to stop?” I ask in a low voice, trying to find a way to pause my primal urges. I stare at her, and her blue eyes widen as she shakes her head at me.

“I never want you to stop,” she says, pulling my torn shirt off her tan body.

Crawling onto the bed, my cock throbs between my legs. Her legs are spread, and I grab her ankle and pull her toward me. Without hesitation, I straddle one of her thighs, crawling along it until I notch my crown into her dripping opening. Her leg lifts, her heel at my shoulder as I wrap my arm around her knee and slam my cock back into her.

“Yes! More!” she whines, twisting to look up at me. I lean forward, stretching her leg as my hands grip her breasts and hold her down as I rut like an animal.

I feel her cunt clamp around my cock, but I punch my hips, slamming into her hard, her juices flowing around my cock. I bite my lip, growling as I feel the point of no return approach. I’ve already filled her pussy with my cum once, but recalling when she told me to breed her best friend overcomes any reason I have to pull out. So I slam into her and release jet after jet of my cum.

My hips jerk as I watch her eyes roll back with pleasure. I shift and let go of her leg, then lower my lips to kiss her. My arms wrap around her and pull her naked body against mine, and I hold her tight as our lips and tongue battle against each other. Eventually, we slow and part from the kiss, looking into each other’s eyes.

Her eyes are bright, tears brimming along the bottom of the lashes. I soften my hug and cup her jaw, running my thumb under it and collecting her tears. I suck the saltiness off my thumb as my eyes search hers.

“Are you okay?” I ask, feeling guilt and a bit of shame rising because of my rough treatment of this precious girl. Her lips pull into a smile.

“Fuck, yes, I’m okay.”

“I kind of lost control,” I admit, twisting onto my back and lying beside her on my bed with my hand on my pillow, the other behind my head. Liz shifts over on her belly, lying crossways with her breasts pressing into my ribs. She smiles at me, resting her head on my abdomen.

“That was wild,” she says. “But I felt safe with you. You were rough, but I like it rough.” She kisses my chest just above my heart and then looks at me. “I know you’d never hurt Ashley or me. Not on purpose.”

I run my fingers along her spine, then play with her hair. It feels natural to lie with Liz, both naked and relaxed in bed. For all the surprises of the day, her lying against me brings me to a state of peace, and I forget all my troubles, getting lost in her eyes.

Hearing a light knock on the open door, we turn and see Ashley holding Jake on her hip. She smiles bashfully but looks beautiful, dressed in only my button-down.

“I … uh, didn’t want to interrupt,” Ashley says, blushing and turning slightly to keep Jack from looking at me and Liz spread out naked on my bed. “I need to ask—what time is Naomi picking Jack up?”


CHAPTER 11
IT’S IN OUR AGREEMENT


“Oh, shit.” I shake my head, trying to regain my thoughts. “She’ll be here at five to pick him up. What time is it?”

“It’s 4:15,” Ashley says, adjusting Jack on her hip. “We have time, but you should shower fast while I get Jack’s things together.”

“I’ll be quick,” I say, sliding off the bed and heading to my bathroom.

“Where are my clothes?” Liz asks from the other side of the bed, looking around on the floor.

“All of our suits are tossed around the pool deck,” Ashley reminds her with a giggle. “Come help me gather them up, Liz. Then Matt won’t get tempted again.”

I return Ashley’s grin and enjoy looking at her ass. She turns to go down to the kitchen. Liz pulls on the torn button-down and grins at me as she pulls the tails into a knot just below her pert breasts. She winks at me and starts stripping the bed without wearing any bottoms. The curve of her ass draws my eye.

“Go shower,” Liz says, gathering the sheets into an armful. “I’m just going to tidy a bit. Wash the sex off you. You don’t want your bitch of an ex-wife to know you’ve been fucking the help.”

We both laugh as I turn toward the bathroom. I know she’s teasing me, but she’s right—Naomi is waiting for me to slip up so she can take something to the judge and adjust the custody arrangement. I'll gladly care for Jack if Naomi is working or needs time for herself. I want what's best for my son. But with split custody, I'm not required to pay as much child support. I hate that I think my ex-wife is just greedy or wants more money. It doesn’t matter. I don’t want to give her anything to complain about.

Stepping into the shower, I shampoo my hair first, then use a bar of soap to wash my chest and underarms. When my hands reach my waist and start scrubbing the suds into my groin, the stickiness from an afternoon of sex sluices away and washes down the drain.

If only my thoughts could be cleaned so easily. Twisting around to rinse the shampoo out of my hair, I put the soap back in the dish and use my hands to clean off the excess suds. I turn off the water and exit the shower, stepping on the bathmat while water drips down my body.

Grabbing my towel off the hook, I look at myself in the mirror as I dry my hair. Toweling my hair first, I dry my chest and back with haste. After I hang up the towel, I walk to my closet, pull a short-sleeved, tropical button-down from a hanger, and take a pair of Bermuda shorts off the shelf. Grabbing a pair of underwear, I pull up the briefs, then the shorts, before shrugging on the shirt and walking out of my room.

I notice the bed’s been made with fresh sheets, and the pile of clothes I left by the closet is gone. In its place is an empty hamper with the lid on. I turn slowly, examining my room, surprised to see it tidier than I usually leave it.

As I reach the bottom of the stairs, I start looking for my sandals. The girls are outside, and they’ve already changed into gym shorts over the bikini bottoms they fished from the jacuzzi. I take a moment to admire their full breasts held up by their skimpy bikini tops. Liz is carrying Jack on one of her hips, one of his hands gripping the blue triangle covering her breast. They grin at me as they come inside and close the sliding door.

“Should we stay until Naomi gets here?” Ashley asks. We let the house go today. We can tidy it up while we wait for her.”

“That’s a good idea,” I say, taking Jack from Liz. He looks at me and grins as I hold him on my hip. “Where’s all his stuff?”

“I’ll get it from his room,” Ashley says, splitting away from Liz and heading down the hall. “I’ll put it by the door, then help Liz in the kitchen.”

“I guess I’ll clean the kitchen.” Liz laughs and winks at me. “We’ll get this all taken care of, Matt. Just relax and spend some time with Jack.”

Moving to the couch, I settle into the middle and grab the remote off the coffee table. Turning on a cartoon, I hold Jack and gently bounce him on my knee. He leans against me, relaxes, and starts sucking his thumb while he watches the television.

I take some slow breaths to clear the anxiety of Naomi’s near arrival from my thoughts. We’ve hardly spoken since signing the divorce papers, barely acknowledging each other when she drops off Jack before her trips.

“Spend time with your son, Matt.” Those were the last words she said before turning her back to me and walking to the black truck she’d come in this last time.

She didn’t introduce me to the man driving, but I recognized him from photos on her Facebook page. He was a pilot at the airline she worked for, and I knew they’d been having an affair for a while. Any jealousy I may have felt over losing her had faded with her attitude toward me since she left. I realized that our relationship had been over for a long time.

I know I am a workaholic, and I need to stop, or I’ll lose split custody of Jack. I kiss the top of his head, inhaling the scent of his shampoo. Holding him in my lap, his weight on my chest is soothing. My priorities have been backward; I just got caught in a rut. I know I will have to reconsider everything in the coming weeks.

Ashley returns from Jack’s room down the hall. She’s carrying his day bag and his suitcase of clothes. She sets them by the end of the couch, then sits beside me momentarily.

“I washed all his clothes yesterday, so he only has a small bag of his dirty clothes from this morning. He has a full bag of diapers, and it’s all in his day bag.” She smiles and takes Jack’s hand. He looks up at her with a smile as she squeezes his fingers. “I’ll see you in a few days, Jack.”

She rises and turns to help Liz in the kitchen. I think about the schedule and know I’ve communicated everything to Ashley via our ongoing text conversation. But I can’t remember any details, so I’m unsure how long Jack will be away. A wave of sadness wells up in me, more familiar than the pleasant feelings of being with Ashley and Liz all afternoon.

I realize, once again, that I need to get my shit together. I’ve been coasting on autopilot since Naomi left me. She took Jack away from me, and until my lawyer argued for split custody, I didn’t see him for three weeks. I remember putting my head down and getting lost in work while Jack was gone. Working, arguing with my lawyer, and trying to figure out what happened to what I thought was a happy life. If it wasn’t for Ashley checking up on me from next door, I’m unsure if I would’ve eaten.

Ashley was vital in getting me through the divorce. She visited daily, bringing me lunch and reminding me to call my lawyer. She knew Jack was important to me and refused to accept that Naomi could take him out of my life. My lawyer agreed, even though Naomi tried to paint me as an absentee father. Her profession and frequent absences had the judge ruling for split custody.

The doorbell rings, and I hear the two girls go out the sliding door into the backyard, closing it behind them. I know they are walking to Ashley’s house through the side gate so as not to be seen by Naomi. I stand, hold Jack on my hip, pick up his two bags, and go to the front door.

“Hi, Naomi,” I say when I see her flat expression, “Thank you for being on time.”

“It’s in our agreement, Matt,” she says, reaching for Jack. “Without a court order, you wouldn’t see him at all.”

It’s a common refrain with Naomi, and I know it isn’t worth trying to continue the argument. I’m determined to stay positive while she continues to be a bitch.

“I’ll come get him on Monday morning.” I walk out with Jack’s bags as she turns towards the driveway. I’m surprised to see her minivan, not her boyfriend’s truck. “Where’s…” I never remember his name.

“He took another hop. He’ll be back tomorrow,” Naomi says shortly. I walk with her, carrying the bags, and she sighs as she clicks her key fob, and the side door of her minivan slides open. “Thanks for your help. I’m sorry I’m so short. I’m irritated with him.”

“Why’s that?” I ask conversationally. This is the most we’ve said to each other in weeks.

“He’s starting to do what you did.” Naomi leans in and puts Jack in his car seat. “He never wants to be at home when I have Jack. He’s been taking extra flights, which might be a coincidence, but I can tell he doesn’t like having a kid in his home.”

I could use that as ammunition, but I’ve stopped fighting the war between us. I hand her one bag at a time, and she puts one under Jack’s feet and the other in the empty front passenger seat. Jack waves at me as the sliding door starts to close automatically.

“I’m sorry,” I say, giving her a look I hope is genuine. “That’s not a great situation.”

“It’s fine,” Naomi says, walking around the front of her van and opening the door. “Oh. Can you come a little early on Monday? My flight is earlier than normal.”

“Sure.” I nod. “Just text me the time, and I’ll be there.”

She slides into the car without another word and pulls away while I wave at Jack. I watch her van until it turns the corner and is out of sight, and then I turn to go back inside my empty house.


CHAPTER 12
DON’T WORRY ABOUT US


Walking inside after watching Naomi take Jack with her, I recognize the deafening silence of my empty home. The girls have cleaned the kitchen and put everything away, so I continue to the living room and turn off the TV I’d left streaming from watching a movie with Jack.

Seeing Naomi quiet and somber hasn’t stirred any feelings within me. I realize that for much of our marriage, we were both lonely. I was a workaholic, and Naomi escaped from the life of a housewife and mother through her career as a flight attendant. As shocked as I was at her sudden departure, now I feel it was inevitable.

Turning around, I return to my bedroom, noticing it’s been cleaned. The bed Liz and I made a mess of less than an hour ago is made with fresh linens. The bathroom where I took my shower has fresh towels hanging. I’m amazed at Liz and Ashley’s efficiency in keeping things tidy.

I push off my shorts and underwear, pull a pair of swim trunks from my dresser, and tug them on.

I should have something to eat, but I’m not hungry. I walk back downstairs, grab a pool towel from the stack by the sliding door, and then walk out to the Jacuzzi. After draping my towel on a deck chair, I unbutton my shirt, take it off, and lay it over my towel. As I’m sliding into the hot water, I hear my back gate open and the soft voices of Liz and Ashley.

“We got some pizza,” Ashley says, holding up a box from a local restaurant. “I didn’t think you’d be cooking. Do you want to eat with us?”

“Sure.” I smile as Liz pushes a table near the edge of the Jacuzzi and Ashley slides the box on top. “I think there is a six-pack of beer in the fridge.”

“I’ll get it,” Liz says, jogging towards the house.

Ashley pushes her shorts down, steps out of them, and then slides into the water beside me in her bikini. I lift my arm as she leans against my side, pulling her close as we kiss without saying anything.

“You seem quiet,” Ashley says as she parts from the kiss, running her fingers along my chest.

“It’s hard when Jack has to leave,” I admit with a slight grin. “I tend to think back on all my mistakes with Naomi. How much I prioritized work over my family. I need to change things before I lose Jack completely.”

Ashley rests her head on my shoulder and turns to watch Liz approach with the six-pack. Liz grins at me and sets the beer beside the unopened pizza on the table. Liz pushes off her shorts, grabs three bottles, and slides into the water beside me.

“I’m assuming you know you’re contributing to the delinquency of minors serving us alcohol,” Liz says, passing Ashley and me each a beer.

I laugh as I take my beer, twist off the cap, and place it on the table’s edge. “I’ve encouraged a lot of depravity today. I don’t think a few beers will affect my karma too much.”

“How do you know we’re not already degenerates?” Ashley asks as she drinks from the beer bottle.

“Touché.” I tip my bottle out, and the two girls click their longnecks against mine and we all drink, settling under the foamy water.

They each press their bodies against me. I take a long pull of the cold beer, place my bottle on the deck, and wrap an arm around each of their shoulders. They put their half-empty bottles beside mine, lean closer, and kiss my cheek. Their hands rub along my chest, fingers combing through the hair. We settle into a comfortable silence, enjoying the closeness.

“Where are your parents?” I break the silence with a question that has been nagging me since we made out in this jacuzzi earlier. “You said they’d be gone for a while.”

Ashley nods, then reaches to grab her beer and mine, handing it to me, then taking a drink. I look over at Liz, who’s sipping from her bottle as she tilts her head, looking at Ashley.

“Might as well tell him everything, Ash,” Liz says.

“They’ve retired,” Ashley says, meeting my eyes. “They are moving to Mexico and selling the house. I’m going to be homeless at the end of the month.”

My mouth opens in shock at the news, and I’m about to ask another question when Liz interrupts.

“I’m already homeless.” She shrugs as if it’s nothing. “My parents bailed on me about the time your ex abandoned you. That’s why I’ve been around so much. I’m living with Ashley until we figure out what to do.”

“Why didn’t you say anything?” I ask, then drain the rest of my beer. “I could’ve helped.”

“You were so busy with work and stressed over the divorce. I didn’t want my problems to stress you out more,” Ashley says quietly. “I should have said something sooner. I’m sorry.”

“We’re thinking of getting a cheap apartment, but everything we can afford is across town,” Liz says, picking up the story. “We knew you needed Ashley to help with Jack, so we stayed at her place until you were less stressed about everything.”

“What are you doing for money?” I ask, looking back and forth. I realize I don’t want them moving across town, but I need to know their situation. “Tell me everything. I need to know what’s up.”

“We’re using my trust fund from my grandfather. My mom’s father passed away last year. You remember the funeral?”

I do, vaguely. Janice, Ashley’s mom, had invited me with eyes full of tears, and I didn’t have the heart to refuse. Naomi had just given birth and was still in the hospital. I managed to slip out to attend the funeral. I didn’t pay much attention to what was going on with Ashley.

“Only a little bit.” I nod. “Jack had just been born.”

“Yes, that was it.” Ashley nods, then rests her head on my shoulder, breaking eye contact to tell the rest of her story. “Papa was rich. He came from money and ran a corporation. He had no sons, so when he retired, he sold his shares and started a trust fund for me, his only grandchild. The rest of his fortune went to my mother when he died.”

“Wow, I had no idea.” I squeeze her shoulder and kiss the top of her head.

“He left me a third of his fortune, but it’s all in my trust fund until I turn twenty-one,” Ashley continues. “The payouts are monthly, and it’s enough to live off of. I wasn’t in a rush to move out of my home until I had to. We can take care of ourselves.” She looks at Liz, who nods, reaching out to hold her hand.

“I’m living off my school savings,” Liz admits, looking up at me. “Staying with Ashley has helped, and I have enough saved to continue what we’re doing for another year or two. I was never going to get admitted into college. We’re going to figure this out, Matt. Don’t worry about us.”

“You’re right,” I say, looking at both of them. “I don’t have to worry because you’ll move in with me. I have a ton of room. You don’t need an apartment, even if Ashley can afford it.”

They both look at me, their eyes getting big, and they shake their heads. “Matt, that’s… We’re not…” Ashley is blushing, and I can tell she feels uncomfortable. “We didn’t do any of this to make you take care of us.”

“What’s happened between us has nothing to do with it,” I state firmly. “Had I known yesterday, I would’ve done the same thing. You two girls are precious to me, even before what happened today. I’ve always thought of both of you as extended family. I’ve watched you grow up and will always help you.”

Liz looks at me, her mouth open like she wants to say something. Then she closes her eyes, presses her face to my chest, and starts crying, wrapping her arms around me. Ashley leans and kisses my cheek.

“Matt.” Ashley looks at me with her big blue eyes. “I don’t know what to say. It’s too much. We never expected what happened between us to happen. Other than lustful fantasies we’ve confessed to each other, we never want to put you in a position to feel responsible for us. We’re hot for you like we said, but we don’t play games like that.”

I squeeze the girls against me and kiss the tops of their heads. “I don’t think you’re playing games,” I say, then let quiet overcome us for a moment before continuing. “Let’s just take things one step at a time. You need a place to stay—stay with me.” They lift their heads to look at me, then nod through their tears.


CHAPTER 13
IT’S MORE OF A HAREM


It’s getting dark; the girls are still in their bikini tops. While I enjoy the eye candy, I worry they’ll get cold if we stay outside. “Let’s get out and dry off, then eat the pizza and discuss things.”

Returning inside, we gather around the kitchen table, the pizza box in the center. I pass out some paper plates, and Ashley passes out the remaining three beers. We make quick work of the rest of the pizza and beer. We’re hungry, and I’m not in a hurry to restart the conversation. I’m still mulling things over. Was it a good idea to invite them both to live under my roof? Having them around is calming. But sooner or later, word will get around that I’m shacking up with two girls half my age. Still, we need to talk about what their plans are.

“Why don’t you two go get some clothes from next door,” I suggest, finally breaking the silence. “You’re staying overnight.” They look at me and then at each other, and I realize I sound like an asshole. “If you want,” I add, cringing at how awkward that sounds.

“We want,” Liz grins. “We totally want.”

“We’ll be right back,” Ashley says, kissing my cheek.

They go out the back and through the gate. If they keep using the side yard to move between Ashley’s house and mine, no one will know they’re living with me. That’s only a short-term solution since Ashley’s parents are selling the home. It’s also unfair to them and sends the message that what we’re doing is wrong.

I need to clear that thought out of my mind. It’s just a remnant of our societal norms. Both of them are adults; they both decided to have sex with me, and I chose to be with them. Now, I want more; I want them to live with me. What do I mean by that? Is this a relationship? Should I pick one of them? Would the other get jealous or mad?

Cleaning up the remains of the pizza, I toss the beer bottles in the recycling, walk out to the poolside, and sit in a deck chair. It would be nice to have an outside fire ring, a table with an umbrella, and other things to make the pool area more pleasant to use regularly. I realize that the girls’ presence has me thinking about changing things. It’s a nice feeling, like waking up from a deep sleep, to reconsider how I want to live.

I hear them before they come through the gate, smile, walk to meet them, and help them with their stuff. They are still in their bikinis, each with a duffle bag, a pillow, and a backpack. I take their duffles back inside and set them next to the couch. Ashley closes the sliding door as Liz hugs me and lifts her hand to pull me down for a kiss. I respond to her kiss and the feel of her warm body pressing against me. When I break the kiss, Ashley’s hands press against my chest, and we kiss too.

I break the kiss and smile at them both. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves,” I say. “There will be time for that in a bit. We need to discuss how you want to live under my roof. I don’t want to assume anything. I want us all to communicate our desires and feelings.”

“You’re right.” Ashley nods and sits on the sofa. “My parents want to put the house on the market soon. I need to move out. Liz is already living with me, so she needs to move out too.”

I sit beside her, and Liz plops down on my other side. I look at both of them and start with the first question on my mind. “Are the two of you together?” The girls share a look, then shrug and look back at me, nodding.

“Yeah, Jack,” Liz speaks first and smiles at Ashley. “We’ve been playing around since we were in high school. It’s led to something more since I’ve moved in.”

“We are both bisexual,” Ashley says with a blush. “We’ve always been attracted to boys and girls. But what we have is more than just attraction.” She reaches and takes Liz’s hand and squeezes it. “We don’t label our relationship, but it’s real.”

Liz leans across my lap, cups Ashley’s jaw, and draws her in for a sensual kiss. My cock pulses at the way they kiss, and I understand their deep feelings for each other.

“I love Ashley,” Liz admits. “I think I have for a long time.”

“Same.” Ashley nods and looks at me. We’re together but want you to be part of us.”

“How is that going to work?” I look at both of them. My cock has hardened noticeably as the two girls look at me. “I don’t want to break up your relationship.”

“We appreciate that, Matt.” Liz smiles and takes my hand with her other hand. “Ashley and I are also ethically non-monogamous. We have an open relationship. You’ll fit right in.”

“So what does that make us? A t-throuple?” I pause. Hearing the word I’ve only read sounds weird.

“Sure, for now.” Liz smiles. “We don’t mind if you fuck other girls. We know we want to be yours because we’ve discussed it. We aren’t interested in any other guys. Just be honest with us. Open communication is key.”

“Polyamory, then?” I ask, still feeling my way into how they are talking.

“It’s more of a harem,” Ashley says, taking my hand. Liz and I are exclusive to you—you alone.”

“That doesn’t sound fair, though.” I manage, though my cock’s throbbing at the discussion is sending me a signal about how right it feels. “You’re mine, exclusively. But I’m allowed to have other women?”

“We’d discuss it, of course,” Liz says, her hand dropping to squeeze the bulge in my shorts. “It seems as if it’s something you’d like.”

I smirk at her and her enthusiasm, knowing she will try my stamina. Her hand slowly tracing the length of my cock has my brain short-circuiting. I look back and forth at them. Their cheeks are flush with arousal, but their eyes stare at me, which gives their words confidence.

“I don’t know what to say,” I finally admit. “It seems too good to be true. I want you both in my life and my bed. I guess we can figure out the details as we go.”

Liz kisses me first while Ashley presses against my side, then pulls me to her lips while Liz drops her head to kiss my chest. I break from the kiss and then stand. The two girls lean back and look up at me.

“Let’s get your things up to your new room,”

They grin at me as they stand and start grabbing their bags. When I try to pick one up, Liz holds my wrist.

“No, let us get a head start,” Liz says with a wink.

“We won’t take long,” Ashley assures me. “Just relax. We’ll tell you when we’re ready.”

I nod and sit back down while they grab their things and hurry up the stairs. I watch their round asses as they mount the stairs, my hand moving to my cock, and pulling it to straighten it in my shorts. I think about the fantastic day I’ve had with the two sexy girls and slowly stroke along my rigid shaft.

I’m all in. If they want to be my harem, who am I to refuse? I don’t know any other girl I’d like to add, but having the option is more arousing than I thought. They’re committing to only me while I have an open field—that’s fucking crazy hot.

I’m not going to second-guess them. This is how it will be, and I won’t let the old rules interfere with our happiness. If people don’t like a guy my age being with young girls, that’s their problem, not mine.


CHAPTER 14
I’M NOT LETTING THEM GO


“Okay, Matt!” I hear their voices call out from my bedroom, and I push up from the sofa. I listen to their soft moans in the house’s silence. I shove my shorts down and off, unbuttoning my shirt as I walk up the steps. My cock is stiffly bouncing as I mount the stairs, and I drop my clothes in the hamper inside the door to my room.

Walking into the bedroom, I see the pair lying on my bed. Ashley’s on her back, and Liz is on her hands and knees, stretched over her best friend’s nude body. They’re kissing deeply with Ashley’s legs stretched wide, and Liz is grinding her sex into her with slow thrusts. As one, they turn to look at me as I stroke my cock and knee up onto the bed to join them.

“Have you ever imagined two women in your bed, Jack?” Liz asks, arching her back to grind her pussy harder into Ashley. Ashley nods at me invitingly as she sits up and sucks Liz’s rigid nipple into her mouth. They both moan as they watch me crawl closer, my fingers spreading my precum over my shaft.

“Since Naomi left me, I’ve dreamed of both of you,” I admit. “But the reality is much better than any of my fantasies.”

I pause beside them, and Ashley pulls her mouth from Liz’s breast and turns to suck my crown into her hot mouth. I reach and squeeze Liz’s tit, feeling the wetness from Ashley’s mouth as I tug at her hard nipple. Liz grips a handful of Ashley’s hair and presses her friend’s mouth further down my cock. I look down, watching Ash spread her lips open and then swallow when my head hits the back of her throat.

“That’s a good slut, Ash baby,” Liz encourages. “Take that fat dick all the way.”

I flex my hips, holding my cock deep in my nanny’s mouth. When she presses her tongue between her lower lip and my cock, sliding along the root of my cock, my eyes close as I groan at the sensation.

Liz moves from between Ashley’s spread legs and presses her bare breasts to my side. I turn and kiss her, and our tongues tangle as Ashley pumps her mouth up and down my cock.

“She’s a good cocksucker, isn’t she?” Liz growls against my lip, and we look down to see Ashley looking up at both of us as she worships my cock.

“Fuck, yes. You both are such cock-sucking sluts,” I encourage them both.

Liz kisses me quickly, then lowers beside Ashley. Ashley pulls off my cock and offers Liz a turn, and she doesn’t waste a second, spreading open wide to take my cock into her mouth, gagging at first, then pulling back to stroke her slick spit over the sides. Then, with a quick wink up at me, she pulls my dick between her lips. She sucks in, then inches her lips down until they are pressed against my root, swallowing my cock like a pro. I practically go cross-eyed, trying to hold her stare as she sucks my cock into her throat.

I know I won’t last long if they keep gobbling my cock like this, and I desperately want to fuck them both before we sleep. Gripping a handful of Liz’s hair, I tug her back, watching my cock slide from the depths of her throat and between her lips. She pouts up at me, but I tilt my head.

“I want your pussies stacked on top of each other, so I can take turns fucking each of you.”

They both smile at my command, then scamper to arrange themselves, making my already rigid cock pulse. Ashley rolls onto her back, her legs spread out, while Liz climbs over her, straddling her waist. I stalk around the bed and grab two pillows. Ashley arches her back when she understands, and I stuff the pillows under her ass. Liz looks at me and wriggles her tight ass.

“You can start with me.” She grins, and I smack her ass sharply.

“You’ll take what I give you. I’m in control, right?” I knee up onto the bed behind the entangled girls and grip my cock in one hand.

“You’re in charge, Matt,” Liz moans, and Ashley nods in agreement.

They squirm against each other until their pussies align, and I drag my cock up, sliding the head through Ashley’s drenched lips and then up along Liz’s parted petals. They both moan and move their hips, trying to capture my dick as I tease their openings. It’s Ashley’s big, blue eyes that capture me, and I press my cock inside her, making her groan from the initial stretch.

“Fuck, Matt. I love how it feels when you stretch me like this.” Ashley locks her eyes on mine as I pump my hips, pushing deeper inside her.

Liz drops her hips down, and I feel the slickness of her pussy as I fuck her best friend. I grip her ass cheeks and pull them apart, then spit between her two cheeks and work my thumb in a circle around her tight ring. The way she moans as I press my thumb inside almost pushes me to the brink.

Pulling my cock from Ashley’s tight cunt, I line up and drive my cock into Liz. She arches back as my thighs smack into her hips, and my thumb works deeper into her ass.

“Oh fuck,” she mutters, her hips cycling. “Fuck, your thumb is in my ass. Ohhhh shit, that hurts a bit.”

I keep stroking my dick in and out of her pussy with my thumb stuffed into her sphincter, looking past her at Ashley, who is still staring at me. Liz wiggles under me, and I feel Ashley’s finger brush along my shaft as I fuck her friend. When her fingers slide up, and I hear Liz’s moan, I know she’s found her clit. I slowly push my thumb deeper, and Liz’s moan tells me she’s past the pain.

“Your asshole is so tight, Lizzie,” I growl. “I can’t wait to fuck that tight hole. Would you like that?”

She nods her head without any words, and I pull my cock out of her pussy and slide down to thrust into Ashley’s slick channel. She moans out, her hips pressing up as I drive inside. The motion lifts Liz’s hips, and my thumb sinks in deeper.

“Fuck, Matt. You can have any of my holes. They’re yours,” Liz mutters, rolling her hips as my thumb glides in and out.

I dribble more spit down, pressing the slick fluid into her ass and fucking her slowly as I pump my cock steadily into Ashley. I flick my eyes up and then lock them on the angelic face of my babysitter. Her eyes lock onto mine, and her mouth opens as she moans with each of my strokes. Liz moves her hand under her body, and I know from the way Ashley jerks that her fingers have found her friend’s clit.

“Oh fuck! Don’t stop,” Ashley whimpers. “I’m so close.”

I pull out with a smirk and slide my cock along Liz’s pussy, then thrust into her opening. I can feel my cock drive under my probing thumb, and the sound she makes as she shudders has me approaching my limit. Gritting my teeth, I fuck Liz hard for five strokes, then pull out and slam back inside Ashley.

Their moans fill my bedroom—our bedroom—as I drive them both to the edge, alternating between their two pussies and thumbing Liz’s tight asshole. Their bodies tremble as I keep fucking one, then the other. They both have their hands between their bodies, and I can sense they’re teasing each other’s clits. Ashley’s pussy starts to flutter, and I pull out and drive into Liz and know she’s right on the same edge.

“Fuck! Come for me,” I manage between thrusts. “Fucking come hard!”

Liz tips over the edge, and I feel her cunt clamp down around my cock. I flex my hips to keep driving as her body shudders. When I can, I pull my cock out and drop my hips, thrusting into Ashley. Her eyes widen, and I feel her body tighten as her leg shakes. When she screams out her release, I drive deep inside her and paint her walls with my cum.

My hips jerk until my balls empty inside my live-in babysitter. Pulling my thumb out of Liz’s asshole, I lie against her back without crushing her. We rest briefly before I slide down and off the bed. Liz rolls onto her back and then turns to kiss Ashley. I walk to the bathroom, wash my hands, and warm two washcloths before returning to the pair.

They part from their kiss and shift apart, making room for me between them. I wash them each, cleansing them of all our juices, and then toss the rags in the hamper. I slide down between them and roll onto my back. They curl against my chest. As I kiss the tops of their heads, I notice their eyes closing sleepily.

I reach and pull the covers over the three of us as they fade into sleep, and then, with my arms around both of them, I slip into dreamland. Tomorrow will be a new day, but I want to spend my days with these two amazing women. They say they’re committed to me, and I feel the same way. I’m not letting them go.


THANK YOU FOR READING
DOUBLE TROUBLE


If you loved reading this book, we’d be delighted if you’d leave a quick review—more reviews encourage us to write more books!

Review on Amazon – Double Trouble!

Ready for more?

Keep turning pages to read the first chapter of Triple Threat

[image: ]


SNEAK PEEK - TRIPLE THREAT

Chapter 1 - Moving On

“Hey, Matt,” Liz calls out as she enters my office. “I want you to look at something.”

Since the girls moved in, I’ve cleaned up my files, consolidated, and simplified my business. They’ve been doing the same task, pushing their things out of Ashley’s parents’ house and into mine, and clearing my spare rooms of my ex-wife’s junk. It’s been slow and steady, but we’re near the end and should focus on what’s next for us.

“What’s that?” I ask, putting down the stack of files in my hands and twisting in my office chair to face her. She grins and slides into my lap, snuggling close and kissing my cheek.

“You’ve been saying I should do something to contribute to the family.”

She hides her phone’s screen by pressing it into her chest. The motion only draws my eyes to the valley of delectable cleavage showcased by her bikini. I blink to clear the image of her naked on my bed. Both she and Ashley live in bathing suits and shorts as the summer heat has kicked in. It no longer flusters me living with the two beautiful young women who love to tease me, but the teasing still works its magic.

“I just don’t want you to drain your school savings,” I say, ensuring I look in her eyes as we talk. She likes it when my eyes wander, but this seems more of an opportunity for a discussion than indulging in our desires. With her still in my lap, and her breasts barely contained by her skimpy top, my body responds, and she shifts in my lap, grinning. “I know Ashley’s got her trust fund allowance, and you’re not paying rent since you’ve moved in with me. It’s not about money, but doing something productive is good for all of us.”

“Agree. Now that we’re moved in and have made your house our home, I want your thoughts on me trying something new.” Liz wriggles in my lap, and my cock responds to her closeness. “I’ve been talking to my friend, Nidhi, from high school. She’s taking a year off before college to raise tuition money for med school. She was an honors graduate, but didn’t get a full scholarship, even though she aced all the AP exams.”

“Interesting. That’s smart. Most young people don’t know what they want to study. It makes sense to take a breather and build a nest egg. Nidhi, that’s South Asian? She sounds like an intelligent young woman.”

“Yeah, her grandparents immigrated from India when her parents were children. She’s sweet and smart as shit.” Liz stops talking, tilts her head down, and looks up through her eyelashes before twisting so we can both look at her phone screen. “She’s a camgirl.”

Her phone displays Nidhi’s website with thumbnails of her in various skimpy costumes and lingerie along the bottom of the page. She has a fair complexion reminiscent of café au lait and all the typical attributes one would expect of a young Indian woman. She has captivating, deep brown eyes and copious tresses of dark hair falling past her shoulders. It’s styled differently in her photos, where she wears bikinis and cosplay outfits. She has a smaller bust than Liz, but about the same as Ashley. It takes a moment for my brain to catch up with what’s in front of my eyes.

“Wait, you want to start camming?” I force myself not to freak out about this, maintaining a neutral tone.

“Yeah,” Liz says with a mischievous grin. “Nidhi was telling me how much she makes. She’s been doing it since she turned eighteen, without telling her parents. She’s making good money but needs to leave her parents’ house to level up. She needs her own space, like a studio.”

Liz glances at me, then pans around my office. The space I built over the garage is much larger than where I’d set up my office. It extends past my desk into a larger, mostly empty room. It’s well-lit through windows along the back, with a view of the pool deck when the blinds are open.

“Here?” I ask, my mouth gaping open. “You want her to use my office as her studio?”
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