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CHAPTER ONE


Everything’s gone wrong again, leaving me back at square one. Well, almost. I now have Violet. I freeze mid sip, and a dribble of coffee rolls down my chin. “What do you mean, the check bounced?”

Vi takes a sip, forcing me to wait through the agonizing savoring, swallow, and breath before she answers. She’s torturing me on purpose, and I deserve it. “It bounced. No funds in the account. The guy at the bank thought the account had been frozen, but he wasn’t allowed to give me details.”

I scoff in disbelief, staring down at her silky blond head as she snuggles in my lap. “You should have started with that, love.”

“I got distracted by the creep at the coffee shop. You know, we should go to that new place that’s opened in town. The one with the tasty pastries—”

“Vi, love, focus. What the fuck does that mean? Did Eden play us?”

Violet frowns. “No. No way, she—” Both our eyes snap to the door as the check-bouncing vixen blusters in, wearing a tight black dress that hardly reaches her mid thighs. “Jay! Darling! Violet!” She coos, carefully closing the door. I’m suspecting my front door is about to fall off its hinges with the way everyone babies it. Should probably look into that. I always use the back door. “You will never guess what that shit-bird has done now!”

I stare at the older temptress, instantly flashing back to when my head was between her juicy thighs. God, her thighs are fantastic. “He’s frozen your accounts?” Violet offers.

Eden’s bluster melts like when you spoil the end of someone’s joke. “Y-yes. How did you know?”

“Because,” I say, picking up my coffee. “The check bounced.” God, it really is wonderful coffee.

“Ugh,” the brunette yells. “That piece of cheating filth!” She screams into her hands, venting her frustration. She peeks out from her palms at us snuggled in the chair. “Gosh, you look two cozy. I’d be jealous if I didn’t have murderous ideas floating around my head.”

“So does this mean you can’t pay us?” Violet asks, wiggling her butt against my painfully hard shaft.

“No, no, I can. I know you need the money—”

“That’s a low blow, Edie,” I joke. She gives the distressed state of my office a look, raising a singular eyebrow. How does she do that? “Okay, maybe it’s dead accurate, but we still have until Friday night.”

“That’s just under two days, Jay. What happens when we don’t pay up on time?” Violet asks, her voice raising an octave.

“Frank’s already got a buyer. He’s giving me time as a favor from when we helped him. I get the impression it’s a substantial offer, too. No money? Say goodbye to this place, and it’s the only one in this damn town that’s affordable.”

“No, no, this is good. I can work with that,” Eden says, pacing. Her near vertical heels click-clack on the dusty floor, and I can’t take my eyes off the dress as it stretches and restricts her thighs with each step. “I have contingencies for this.” She stops and places her hands on her hips, tilting her pelvis, striking a pose that’s bloody sexy. “I long feared this would happen, and I wasn’t idle.”

We both watch her in silence as she taps the glossy metallic nail on her matching bottom lip. “Ummm. The Villa. That’s our best bet.” She finally meets our blank faces as a mischievous glint twinkles in her eyes. “Up for a quick trip to a tropical paradise?”

Vi splutters. “Really?”

“You mean, like abroad?”

“I mean a stunning villa with amazing sea views on a private island, with a safe containing more than enough money to pay off your debt, and keep us going while I take that prick for every penny I can.”

Violet hops off my lap, almost spilling her coffee. “Hells to the yes!” she cheers. “Oh, crap. Where did I put our passports? We need our passports!”

“Why do you have my passport?” I ask, trying to remember the last time I used it. I can’t. Have I ever?

“Because,” Vi says, bending at the hips and leaning in, giving me a quick kiss. “I knew you’d lose it, silly. Now we can have a boyfriend-girlfriend honeymoon.” She bobs up and down, clapping her hands.

Her breasts bounce in that way they do, and I’m trying to focus. “Violet, sweetheart, we’re still working. This ain’t some fuck-fest weekend getaway.”

Violet glances at Eden, and they share a look I don’t understand. “Nope. Not listening. Oh, I need to pack! When do we leave?”

Eden smiles in a way I’ve not seen on her plush lips before. It’s wide, and... genuine. “Meet back here in an hour? I’ll make the arrangements. Peter wouldn’t dare cut me off from the jet. I bet he’d be happy if I’m out the way while he frolics with that little slut.”

“Ooooooo, tropical paradise, here we come!” Vi chants, throwing the door open. The thing almost falls off its hinges as she bolts down the street.

Slowly, I rise from my chair, finishing my coffee. “You really want us to come? Wouldn’t it be less suspicious if you’re on your own?”

Eden sashays over on her skyscraper heels with practiced ease, and folds her arms, giving me the world’s largest pout. “I thought we were together? I thought we were a team? You, Violet, and me? Have you changed your mind, Jay?” she says Jay in that seductive tone of hers and my cock is uncomfortable again.

I grin. She was genuine. She wants to be with us. There’s this look in her eyes. The fear of rejection — I’ve seen it enough times in the damn mirror to know it inside and out. “No, of course not, love. I just wasn’t sure if you were serious.”

She closes the distance and grabs my shirt, pulling me in for a kiss. The breath leaves my lungs as her silky lips drain my life-force… diverting it directly into my cock. It’s a kiss for the ages. Slow, pouty, seductive, but also real. Loving. Hungry. When she’s finished sucking my soul, I almost fall back in my chair. “I’m always serious, Jay. At least about affairs of the heart. Now do you want to help me fuck over my husband and your shitty ex? I’ll need your help with Gabriella.”

I take a second to recover, then adjust my shaft into a more comfortable position. “Gabriella? Who the fuck is Gabriella?” Is it possible a kiss can give you brain damage? Because I don’t feel right.

Eden smiles. “You’ll see.”
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We meet an hour later, after Violet loads up a suitcase and I’ve tossed the only clean clothes I have in a duffel as a token gesture. Eden arrives with a golden-trimmed suitcase in her trunk loaded with what I imagine is skimpy and expensive. Bleeding Christ, we’re only gonna get some cash from her stash. We’re not going on a dirty weekend away. But with what they’re bringing, it’s making me wonder if a spare pair of jeans and a couple of shirts are enough.

Fuck it. We all squeeze into her sporty number and head to the private airstrip and board the tiny jet. I don’t voice my fear of flying. I keep that little nugget buried, and focus on how Violet clings to me the entire flight. Don’t think she likes it either, and I pretend to be strong for her. Eden is like a duck in water, drinking a pink cocktail from the miniature bar, and lounging on a plush leather seat. It’s a bloody nice plane, I’ll give her that.

The flight takes longer than I’d like, but the pilot’s a nice old sod, with a soft spot for Eden. That shit-bird husband had revoked her flying privileges, but the guy ignored it, and once we’d landed — thank the fucking Lord for that — he promised he’d return to pick us up the next day, fluffing the log with some bullshit I didn’t understand. The less contact I have with planes, the better — bloody flying death traps. It means I’m gonna be cutting it close with Frank, but close is better than not at all.

The airstrip is a dusty road next to a dock with a speed boat moored in its own little house. It’s fancy, but it’s the bloody heat from the sun that has me wincing and yanking off my jacket. Violet came prepared, already in her tiny bikini — you know the one — and was rapidly stripping off her top.

The sky’s blue, not a bloody cloud in sight. The ocean glints up to the horizon and palm trees sway in a gentle breeze… that doesn’t help with the heat one damn bit.

Eden’s unfazed as she guides us up a winding path. I’m sweating my ass off, dragging all our luggage, well, except my duffel. Violet offered to carry that as it was light as a feather. They seemed happy I was traveling light, and it made me more suspicious of their little coded looks.

I almost dropped dead at the front door when we reached the villa. It’s worth it, though. What a sight. Beautiful. The villa’s massive, built right on the edge where the small jungle joins the beach. The front half is surrounded by tall palms, but I bet the view in the back is spectacular. Eden mentioned ocean views, and I don’t doubt it.

The front door is unlocked, and the brunette walks right in, followed by violet’s bikini-covered-ass. Christ, I’ve seen her ass naked, but there’s something about a strip of spandex between a woman’s butt cheeks that makes it more alluring. Maybe that’s just me. Maybe that’s just Violet, I don’t know.

They’re waiting for me in the foyer as I finally drag their cases up the stairs and in through the glass double doors. I wipe my forehead with my shirt and I feel wetter. Perfect.

“Hello? Gabriella?” Eden calls out. Vi helps me position the suitcases in a neat line. No guessing who’s gonna have to lug these to our room.

Impatient, Eden marches off, and Vi grabs my hand, dragging me after her. We almost bump into the back of her around the corner where she’s stopped, just inside the doorway, staring at someone.

Both Vi and I peek around the brunette and gawk at a young woman about Vi’s age, dancing in the kitchen. She’s a bleeding stunner, that’s for sure. Long black-brown tresses flow over her shoulders as she bops along wearing massive headphones. If that’s not distracting enough, she’s only wearing a loose off-the-shoulder tee, that’s white with some Japanese writing on the front and a pair of hipster panties. That’s it. Bleeding Christ.

She freezes, seeing us all gawking at her from the doorway. Her dark, smoky eyes widen, and her plush red lips drop open.

“Who the fuck is this?” Vi asks, squeezing my hand.

The beauty pulls the headphones off her head and gulps, using the kitchen island to cover her tiny panties. “Mrs. Reese?”

“This, my dears, is Gabriella.”
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CHAPTER TWO


“And just who the fuck is Gabriella?” Violet hisses, sliding her arm inside my coat. Her possessive grip hugs my waist, pulling her tightly against me. I don’t hate it.

Gabriella has that sexy, tanned Latino look, but not a hint of an accent. Not that the poor love has said much at all. She’s like a deer frozen in an Eden shaped headlight. “W-what are you doing here? Dad said you were grounded.” The sexy brunette slips the over-sized headphones from her neck and places them on the counter. Bleeding Christ, I can’t take my eye off her shoulder and the slight curve of her breast peeking out through the wide neck of the tee.

Eden sighs, placing her hands on her hips. “Hello, Gabby, darling. I’m sure your father has told you some outrageous story—”

The sexy Latina chuckles, her eyes moving from Eden, to Violet, then to me. It appeases my apparently fragile male ego that she lingers on me for a few seconds longer, her eyes widening just a tad, before returning to Eden. “Oh, he told me you had shacked up with a dipshit PI and his little whore—”

“Now just a minute, love,” I interject.

She shrugs. “It’s just what he said.”

“Wait. How the fuck does he know that?” Violet squeaks.

Gabby rolls her eyes. “He had you followed. I don’t know the details.”

“Ugh!” Eden cries out. “That fucking asshole. I suppose he failed to mention he’s been cheating on me with a little tramp?”

She holds her hands up in surrender. “Hey, I don’t want to know who that selfish ass is fucking.... or you.” As she says it, her eyes sneak another look my way, and I like the look she’s giving me.

Eden sighs. “Gabriella, I’m sorry. I know I have not been much of a mother to you, and I regret that. I really do. I should have said something when Peter hid you away from the world to save his precious reputation.”

I lean into Vi. “Am I the only one confused?”

She slaps my chest, shushing me.

“I always blamed you for his cheating ways, and that was wrong of me. I’d like to make amends if you’ll let me?”

Is it wrong I can’t take my eyes off Gabriella? I have this impulse to just kiss her shoulders. She’s leaning her head aside, showing me more of that delicious expanse that leads to her bosom. I have Vi squeezing my arm, and Eden fully onboard. I shouldn’t let my eyes stray, but… Christ alive. Even her laugh is magical.

No, Jay. Focus on Vi. She loves you. She’s gorgeous. You just have a short attention span and want what’s new. Violet.

That bleeding voice in my head is right, and I wrap my arm around Violet and pull her tightly against my chest. It doesn’t stop my eyes wandering all over the new girl’s curves as she laughs at Eden.

“Mother?” she sneers. “Don’t project your insecurities on me now you’ve finally realized you’re old.”

Eden sighs. “You’re right. It’s foolish for me to try.” She pushes off the counter and folds her arms. “We’re here for the contents of my safe, darling. Then we’ll be out of your hair.”

Gabby grins. “Yeah, Dad said you might come for that, so he had me change the code. Sorry, Mom. You’re shit out of luck.”

Eden’s face contorts before getting her fury under control. “No, Gabby, please. Not you too. How does he turn everyone against me?”

The sexy Latina scoffs. “Clearly not everyone. That slimy pilot clearly ignored his orders. Then there’s these two.” Her dark eyes flick to where Violet is clutching me tightly. Our eyes meet for a second, and I don’t know who’s seducing who with their ‘fuck me’ eyes.

Eden splutters, mouth opening and closing like a fish — unable to decide on her next words. That’s my cue. “Hold up, love. Why the fuck would you side with your dear old dad? Seems like he treats you like a prisoner?”

Gabby just gazes at me from under her long lashes with longing in her eyes. Christ, I just want to rut her against the counter. Is that wrong? Don’t know. Don’t care. “I-I,” she stammers. “I can’t talk to you. You make it hard for me to think.”

I grin, loving the effect I’m having on the tanned goddess. “Is that right? And why’s that?”

Eden giggles, sounding ten years younger. “Now you know how I feel.”

“What’s she talking about?” Vi whispers.

I kiss her silky blond head. “No idea, love.”

“You’re going to give me the code, Gabriella.”

Gabby turns back to Eden, mirroring, folding her arms, pushing her breasts up, and now I’m convinced there’s isn’t a bra under that top. “Oh, yeah? Doubtful. Dad’s giving me a new sound system and all the music I want if I keep you out of that safe. He’s gonna love it when I tell him you’re trapped here. He’s gonna fire that lecherous pilot, and then you’re fucked.”

Eden stands taller, and I can’t wait to hear what devious plan she’s got rattling around in that pretty head of hers. “Oh, you’ll give it to me, and you’ll not breath a word to your dip-shit father.”

Gabby laughs. “Oh, and why’s that?”

Eden takes a step towards the younger woman, hands on hips. “Because I’ll give you what you really want.”

Her laughs continues, making her dark tresses dance over her shoulders. “And what is that? What do you think I want, Edith?”

“To be me. To have what I have.”

Gabby goes quiet, and I stare like violet, enthralled in this bizarre exchange.

“A-as if I want to be you,” Gabby says, sounding less convincing.

“Oh, my dear Gabriella. I know you do. I had security cameras installed so I could check Peter was treating you—”

“You’ve been spying on me?” the raven-haired goddess says, raising her voice octaves, glancing around, looking for cameras.

“I’ve always tried to look out for you in my way. So I’ve seen you dress up in my clothes. Pretend to be me. I’ve seen you cry yourself to sleep. I’m offering a way out of here. To be my daughter in crime and... share what I have.” My cock twitches as Eden looks my way, giving me a nod that tells me this is the kinda help she needed with Gabriella. “We’ll take you with us—”

“He’ll just have his men take me back. He’s done it before,” Gabby says, feisty tone becoming sullen.

“Not fucking likely,” I say, joining in. “I protect what’s mine,” I add, feeling that possessive monster rearing his head. “If you’re onboard,” I add with a grin, trying to cover up the surge of need I feel to add this music loving stunner to our little group.

“See, darling. Jay will protect you. I’ll divorce that piece of shit, take half, and I can show you the world.”

Gabby’s eyes become saucers, bright, big and beautiful. “I-I don’t know, I...”

Eden’s grin widens. I can see the cogs tuning. She’s going in for the kill. “Perhaps a demonstration is in order. How long has it been since you’ve been with a man? Of course the answer is never. That boy you spent the night with as an act of defiance was a child compared to the stallion before you. I want you to see what we’re offering. Jay?”

Her words go in one ear and out the other as my ego swells to epic proportions. I’ve never been called a stallion before. At least that I can remember. I’d think I’d remember. “What, love?”

“Violet, darling, would you object to sharing with one more?” Eden asks.

Violet takes a long inhale. “Umm. We need the money, and... I kinda enjoyed... I mean, I’m not apposed to the idea, if we all agree I’m first.”

Eden cackles. “Oh, Jay loves you, Violet. There’s no denying that. But I think there’s room. Right, Jay?”

Three of them. Three incredible women. Am I bleeding dreaming? “Right, love.”

Eden walks towards the doorway. “I’m just going out for some air. Care to join me, Gabriella? Or would you like to see how Jay takes care of business?”

“Oh, you really want us to...” Violet gasps, squirming in my arms. “Oooo, let’s give her a show,” the little minx whispers, slipping from my arms. She looks Gabby square in the eyes as she leans over the counter, presses her bikini-covered breasts against the smooth counter top, and wiggles her ass.

“Be back in a minute,” Eden says, sashaying out the door.

I lock eyes with Gabriella as I toss my jacket over a chair. “So what’ll it be, sweetheart?” She watches each button — mouth open — pop apart as I undo my shirt. “Staying or going?” She watches me like a hawk as I unzip my jeans.

“Umm,” she says with a gulp as I take my cock out. It’s already oozing so much damn pre-cum it’s glistening.

Violet reaches back and parts her buttcheeks. “Baby, come on, and fuck me. I didn’t realize how horny I am.” She pulls her bikini bottoms aside, revealing her shiny, pink pussy. My cock bobs. My gaze returns to the dark tresses across the counter, loving the hungry look she’s giving my cock as I slide my hand up and down the length.

My shaft dances with every step I take towards Violet’s inviting pussy. “Staying, then?” I ask with a smirk, pressing my crown against Vi’s lower lips. Then push inside her.

“Oh, fuck!” my gorgeous blond cohort cries, arching her back, pushing hard against me — sinking my shaft to the bleeding hilt. “Oh, fuck, Jay, you’re so big. Bigger.”

I chuckle as the color drains from Gabriella’s face, quickly replaced with a rosy flush. “That’s because last time I loosened you up. Now you’re bleedin’ tight.”

Violet moans, clawing the counter top. “Fuck, I feel so full... but so good.”

“Holy crap,” the raven goddess gasps, stumbling to the side. I think I’ve scared the poor love, but quickly realize she’s not leaving, but moving to get a better view. “Wow.”

I give her a wink, as I gather Violet’s arms behind her — holding her wrists — and force her back to arch, pushing up her delectable butt. “Enjoy the show, love.” Then I pull back and slam inside Vi’s tight, hot pussy.

“Mmmmmm!” Vi groans. “Oh, fuck, Jay. Don’t stop. Move. Fuck me, baby.”

I lock my gaze with Gabriella, not even needing to give her the ‘fuck me’ eyes as I rapidly pound into Violet’s slickly gripping pussy. The sexy Latina gulps again, seeing my shaft stretch Vi’s tiny slit. Hears the wet squelches and slaps as I smack her ass with my pelvis. I watch her while Vi’s blond ponytail dances across her back. Her head lolls. Her breath hitches into gasped grunts as I fuck her like the prized stallion Eden thinks I am.

Hey, maybe I am. Who am I to argue?

“Fuck, Jay, fuck,” Vi pants as I fuck her harder than ever before. Her whole body bobs against the counter. Breasts sway back and forth as she hangs by her arms, pinned over the marble top.

Gabby whimpers, watching. Her eyes don’t leave the spot where I’m impaling Violet. She likes what she sees, though. I know that. Her white panties are becoming transparent with her arousal — clear to see, despite just how tight she’s squeezing her thighs together. Twin peaks sit on the white cotton mountains of her breasts. My mouth waters at the thought of taking her perky fat nipples in my mouth.

My fucking rhythm doesn’t falter, despite the heat. Despite the fatigue from the journey. I always have this in reserve.

“On, Christ, Jay. I’m gonna come,” Violet yells at the top of her lungs. She does. With a bloody deafening scream, her inner walls quiver, coating my nestled shaft in her release. I don’t stop. The new girl needs to see what I want to do to her pussy. I can almost see it in my mind. Foaming around my cock like Vi’s is as I piston into her convulsing slit.

I release Vi’s arms, catching her before she drops to the counter's surface. Palms capturing her bikini-clad mounds. Fuck that. I slide my fingers under the stretchy fabric and cup her fantastic breasts directly. Her nipples dig into my palm, and she moans again. She might be coming a second time, I don’t bleeding know. I’m too distracted by the feel of her breasts. The wet squelch of her dripping pussy as I take my pleasure from her hot hole. The look in Gabriella’s eyes as she fights her own arousal. Her knees bend to one side. Her long, black-brown tresses dangle down, sticking to the side of her face.

As my impending release picks up steam, I’m in the moment with the raven goddess. Her mouth opens and closes, panting like she’s the one on the end of my cock, moaning. Mewling. Crying out as she comes again. Vi’s body shudders and I’m so bleeding close now. Gabriella’s hands slip under her tee, creating mounds over her breasts, giving me a view of her toned tummy, and a flash of under-boob. She bites her lip as she massages her mounds. Tilts her head, looking at me through her long, dark lashes. She’s so fucking sexy it surges me on. I want to give her a show, but I don’t want to stop fucking Violet. I can’t have everything.

I fuck Vi faster, slamming against her pert, bikini-covered ass right until the last fraction of a second. Then, with a grunt, I pull out and erupt all over her back. Spurts of cum splash her bikini bottoms. Droplets coat her inner thighs. I’m making a right mess, and it’s fucking glorious.

“Fuck,” Vi gasps.

“Oh, fuck,” Gabriella whimpers, rolling her eyes. She shivers for a couple of seconds before her big, pretty gaze focuses on me, as I pump the last from my shaft over Vi’s glistening, well-fucked pussy. “Okay,” she says with a shaky breath. “I’m in.”

I grin, wiping the sweat from my brow. “Fantastic, Love.”
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CHAPTER THREE


A few hours later — wearing only my jeans — I guzzle the bottle of coke. It’s not beer, but it’s cold, so I’ll take it. An ineffective ceiling fan blows warm air on my shoulders as I stare out at the early evening view. It’s bleeding fantastic. The ocean is like glass, shimmering long beams of the brightest orange as the sun dips behind the horizon. Violet giggles behind me. She’s been on cloud nine since I fucked her, and I’m staring to wonder if I broke something inside her. Can you fuck someone hard enough to burst a blood vessel?

A dainty palm covers my eyes. “Baby, smell this,” Violet coos, shoving the unmistakable smell of money under my nose. “I think we’ve hit the jackpot.”

I inhale, enjoying her scent more than the cash. A few days ago, it would have been the other way around. “How much did Eden stash?”

She flicks my nose with the notes, draping herself across my back, pressing her bikini against my skin with a giggle. “She said it was all she could safely siphon without dickless noticing... Three million.”

I freeze. The air escapes my lungs. Violet has to be teasing me, like the time she announced we were rich when we had a fifty thousand in our account. It was fifty thousand pennies, and twenty thousand of those pennies I owed Frank. She jabs my nose again. “Three actual million?”

She giggles, sounding like she’s gonna explode. “Yep. You’d better be nice to her, Jay. The husband is worth, like, billions—“

I let out a laugh. “Can’t believe Charlton’s Peter fucking Reese. Picking Maggie over Eden? Bloody weirdo.”

Vi pokes me. “She’s your ex, baby.”

“Don’t bleedin’ remind me.”

“Well, I could get used to this,” she continues. “Sun, clean air. Getting my brains fuck out by the love of my life.”

I spin in her grasp. “Oh, love of your life, eh?” I tease, kissing her perfect nose while brushing wayward blond strands out of her face. “You know, just having you in my arms is all I need, right?”

She grins so damn wide it makes my heart sing. “But the money makes it better? No more worries? Edie’s great, and now Gabby? I wasn’t sure I liked the idea of sharing you, but now I’ve tried it? It’s like having girl-friends around. Ones that don’t mind watching you get fucked on a kitchen counter.”

I chuckle. “That really did it for you, huh?” My thumb trails along her high cheek bone on its way to return that wayward blond clump behind her ear.

She grins, nodding her head. “So, so, much. Didn’t think I’d like that either, you know, just being thrown down and fucking railed. I’m learning a lot about myself on this trip.”

I give her perfect, pouty lips a peck. “I’m glad one of us is having a blast.” I glance towards the setting sun, wondering when, or if, the plane will come back to pick us up.

Vi pinches my chin, forcing my gaze back to her. “Are you telling me this isn’t like a wet dream for you?” She cups my balls through the denim. “Me. Eden. Now Gabby? And let me tell you, that girl is smokin’ hot. She’s also hot for you, you know. Don’t tell me you haven’t noticed the way she gawks at you.”

“Vi, what time do you think it is back home? We gonna make our deadline? I have a lot invested in that office—”

“Jay!” she says, angry like. “Fuck the office.” She pinches my chin harder, hollowing my cheeks. “We’ve finally made it. Look where we are. We don’t need the office. Frank can go do one for all I care.”

I scoff. How can she abandon our life so easily? “How can you say that?”

“What? Why do you care so much? Let it go.”

“I can’t, alright? That’s our place. You and me. It means I get to see you every day. Work together. I love that.”

Violet softens with a sigh. “Oh, baby.... you big dummy. What you think’s gonna happen now? We’re gonna go back to work? We’ve pissed off one of the most powerful media moguls. Our reputation’s in the dirt if we ever tried to advertise. You think I’m going back to sleeping alone and spending my days not letting you fuck my brains out?” She gives my lips a soft, sultry kiss. It drags me from my stupid thoughts with its silky, warm promise. “Not gonna happen,” she whispers. “You think you’re gonna have time to chase leads? Go on stakeouts? Not with the three of us needing you all day long,” she says, dragging all day long out in a faux orgasm.

She’s right. What was I thinking? Holding on too tightly to the past, that’s what. A gift from the gods has landed in my lap, and their names are Violet, Edith, and Gabriella. It doesn’t hurt that one will inherit half the fortune of a cheating, girlfriend stealing rich asshole. “You know what? You, my beautiful Violet, are right. She didn’t sign a prenup, right?”

Violet’s grin returns. “Nope.” We both grin so wide our faces are gonna hurt tomorrow.

“There you are.” Eden hurries in to our little den of sexy kisses, and devious scheming. “She’s ready for you, darling. She’s me, five years ago,” she says with a little titter.

“Ready?” I ask, confused and still a little high on violet.

“Gabby.” Eden narrows her eyes at me like I’ve not been paying attention. Which fair play, I haven’t. “This was part of the deal, Jay, darling. I’m giving her the life she’s always wanted, and that starts with sharing you... and you giving her the screaming orgasms she’s only dreamed of.”

I scoff. “Oh, that.”

“Make sure you go down on her first, baby,” Vi says, tapping my chest. “Oh, and suck her nipples. I love it when you do that.”

I look between Violet’s earnest grin, and Eden’s expectant one, slipping out of my depth. This is not the pressure I thrive on.

“Jay,” Eden says with her soft, motherly tone, moving closer, and joining our hug. “You’ll be fine. Just make sure she enjoys herself. You’ve done it before.”

I laugh. I’ve been in some situations in my time, but I never saw this one coming. “But never when millions of dollars are at stake.”

Eden scows at Violet. “You told him?”

Vi giggles. “Sorry, I couldn’t keep it in. He doesn’t want you for the money, Edie. He didn’t even seem that excited at first.”

“I know, I was just... never mind.” Eden takes my chin from Violet and gives me her version of the sultry kiss. My toes scrunch on the cold, hard tiles. “Forget about the money. She’s a lot like me, even if she’s not my daughter. She’s just as obsessed with you as I am, Lord knows why,” she giggles, giving my hardening cock a hard squeeze. “Now go and give her this monster.”

“But take your time,” Vi adds.

“Be charming and seductive.”

“Use your tongue.”

“Okay, okay,” I say, fighting my way out of their grasp. “You’re making it worse. Where is she?”

Eden tuts at me for breaking the hug. “Master bedroom.”

I head for the stairs, trying to get myself under control. Relax, Jay. She’s just a girl. A woman. A gorgeous woman who likes you. You like her. Be charming. No problem.

“Oh, and Jay?” Eden calls out as I reach the sweeping staircase. “Don’t ruin the bedding.”

Fantastic.
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CHAPTER FOUR


I take a breath just outside the master bedroom, trying to gather myself. I may pretend it’s about the money for Vi and Eden, but I’ve never had money, wouldn’t know what to do with it. What I want is more basic. More carnal. I’m a simple man. Show me a pair of toned, creamy thighs, and I’m there, hands out, begging for more. What I want is the slender, tanned body of Eden’s step-daughter. The forbidden love-child of a billionaire and an assumedly gorgeous floor scrubber... at least that’s the way Eden tells it. What I want is to wake up with Gabriella right next to Vi in my bed from here to eternity, and I don’t care if that’s in a fancy villa or a shitty office back room.

It doesn’t help that Violet’s gone all goo-goo about the money, and my heart wants to give her the world. It adds pressure, you know? Adds it to my already thundering heart at the thought of fucking this up.

But I won’t fuck it up. I’m gonna be the best damn lover I can be, so that sexy little Latina has no choice but to sign up for a lifetime ticket to the Jay Train. Bleeding Christ, I’m not sure if I should wash out my brain with bleach for coming up with the Jay Train. Fuck, Violet’s turning me into a bleeding simpleton.

Before any more dumb thoughts swish into my mind, I push the clean, white wooden door aside and stifle a gasp.

Bleeding Christ. If my cock throbbed at the sight of Gabriella in her tiny tee and tinier panties, I’m gonna come in my pants at what I’m seeing.

Her long dark tresses cascade over her shoulders and partly down her back as she faces away, giving me a fantastic view of her shapely rear. And what an ass, just about covered by a sparkly gold metallic dress, that clearly belongs to Eden. She has her headphones on again, and her ass sways from side to side as she leans on the windowsill. Long, smooth thighs taunt me, squished together as her ankles cross, one behind the other in heels so high it brings her to my level.

Not knowing what else to do, I knock loudly. “Gabby, love. It’s Jay.” She doesn’t hear me. I close the door behind me with a thump. She still doesn’t notice, so I ease towards her, calling her name, trying to get her attention. The last thing I wanna do is startle the poor love. That’s not how I want this to start. I don’t think I have a choice, as she still hasn’t heard me by the time I’m standing right behind her. I take one last breath. Be cool, Jay. Then tap her on her bare, tanned shoulder.

This she notices. Quick as a whippet, she spins, almost smacking me in the jaw — dark waves flaring out in a silky arc. Unlike Eden, she’s clearly not used to wearing such towering footwear. Instantly, she loses her balance and I reach out and grab her. It all happens in a split second, and before I know it, I’m staring speechless at a goddess — there’s no other way to describe her — holding her tiny waist in my arms.

Her dark eyes widen, revealing the richest amber irises I’ve ever seen, amplified by metallic black eyeshadow that glimmers in the light. Her long lashes are more than pretty, bordering on pure sex. Metallic red shimmers over her plush lips, pouting in surprise — so perfectly kissable. Then there’s her slender neck, the hint of tan lines on her bare shoulders in the strapless dress, and the deep cleavage squeezed into a bust two sizes too small.

Like a stunned rabbit, she drags the headphones off her head, shaking her hair. Those dark waves streak in front of her high cheekbones, smooth skin, and upturned button nose. She’s the sexiest thing in the universe since Vi’s tiny bikini. “Gabby, love. I tried...” are the only words I can make as I feel her body press against mine. She’s so close, her body heat feels like a furnace, and her scent — a confusing mix of strawberry, vanilla and more, like they couldn’t decide and used it all — pulls me down the rabbit hole of desire.

“Sorry, I... I needed to calm my nerves and music always does that,” Gabby says, places her headphones on the sill, not taking her eyes from mine.

I’m stunned that she’s as jittery as I am. “It’s fine. I just didn’t want to scare you, creepin’ up and that.”

Her uneasy pout becomes an awkward smile. “Just a little.” She breathes in small pants, and I’ve barely touched her.

I hold her a little tighter, already not wanting to let her go. “You okay, sweetheart?”

She takes a breath, her cheeks flushing. “Y-yes,” she says, moving her arms to my shoulders. “I’m... it’s just been a while. I’ve only done this once.”

“You want it like this, right? It’s not very romantic, almost transactional, like?”

She titters the sweetest music. “It feels romantic to me, Jason... or do you prefer Jay?”

Losing myself in her, I lean in and give her plush lips a gentle kiss. They’re so soft, tasting her lipstick, I whisper with my lips a fraction from hers, “Call me what you want, love.”

Her nails dig into my shoulders as she grips tighter. “Kiss me again.”

I give the lady what she wants, slow and gentle, romantic like, pulling her belly against the concrete bar taking up residence in my jeans. Her lips morph and squish against mine, slowly opening, before her tongue teeters on the boundary of her mouth, teasing mine across the line. Her hips grind in a circular motion as I sample her — purely her — and she taste of pure sexual promise.

With a gasp, she pulls away. Her eyes are like fire, boring through me. “Feels pretty romantic to me, papi,” she smirks. “A big, sexy man arrives on my island to rescue me. To save me. To claim me. To give me a happy ever after.”

I grin at her words, and the future they hold. “As long as you don’t mind sharing. Vi’s kinda possessive.”

Gabby giggles. “I like Violet. She must be very secure to share a man like you.”

I don’t tell her I’m nothing special. Bottom of the barrel, but maybe they see something I don’t. Who the fuck knows? “Speaking of Violet,” I whisper, giving her another peck on her addictive lips. “She gave me some instructions.”

Gabby smiles, and it lights up her face like a pinball machine. “Did she?”

I don’t tell her Eden did as well. That might be weird — I haven’t figured out how everyone feels about the step-daughter thing yet. “Yep. She said I had to kiss you, and use my tongue.”

She giggles again, biting her bottom lip. “You’ve already done that.”

I kiss her cheek. “Nah, love.” Then her ear. “She didn’t mean on the mouth.” As I kiss my way down her neck, I pull the zipper on her dress.

“Y-you mean to...” she stammers as the fabric releases, hanging loosely.

Gently, I pull the shimmery fabric over her breasts, revealing a lacy black bra. “Oh, yes, love. I believe her words were to make her scream.”

The fabric slips down her body and crumples into a pile at her feet, sounding more like chain mail than cloth. “Oh, boy,” she moans as I kiss the expanse of cleavage, valleying the black lace twin pillows of perfection, and I slip my hands around the back of her thighs. “You’re going to ruin me, papi,” she moans.

I lift her with a chuckle, and she wraps her legs around my back. “That, love, is the idea.”

Gabriella squeals as I drop her on the large queen-sized bed, and she bounces, making her full breasts dance, fighting the lace for freedom. “Oh, Jay,” she pants, raising her arms above her head. “I’ve dreamed of this.”

I freeze for a second, taking in the sight before me. Its splendorous perfection. Her. Bleeding Christ, they broke the mold when they made this creature. Her dark tresses spreads around her head on the white silk, like a seductive halo. She snaps her thighs together, lifting her knees to the side, stretching out, but shying away. “You’re beautiful. But I have instructions to follow, or Violet will be disappointed.” Gently, I pull her ankles down to the bed.

Gabby’s back arches with a moaning giggle. “W-we don’t want to disappoint Violet.”

Taking a perfectly formed ankle in my hand, I kiss my way up her calf. “Nah, love. She can be mean when she’s disappointed.”

Gabby gasps as I kiss past her inner knee, and onwards to her inner thigh. “C-can’t have that.” She moans as I reach her apex and kiss the matching black silk covering her core. “I-I’d never forgive myself.”

I grin, breathing in her heady scent. “Me neither.”

I struggle to take my time, to go slow, but fuck! I want her panties off right this second. I give myself a moment to marvel at her cute bellybutton, and the small piercing that sat in the sculpted dip. Just a simple bar tipped by what looked like an actual pearl. I mouth her pussy, pushing the silk into her slit with my lips as I curl my fingers under the fabric at her waist. “Oh, papi,” she moans, pushing her core against my face. I’m losing the battle with my impatience, and quicker than I should, I pull the slippy fabric down her hips, peeling it from her pussy. “Yes, papi, yes!” Gabby mewls, arching and shifting like she can’t keep still. “I want you so much.”

Fuck me, this girl. I had the fabric off her dark-red painted toenails and my head back between her thighs in a heartbeat. Her glistening pink pussy lies bare before me. It’s a sight to behold. One I can’t savor. Gabby cries out as I give her slit a wide lick from the small star of her butt to her mons, where her fuzz was shaped into a cute little strip. I can’t help giving her a sniff. I’m rewarded with an explosion in my brain. She smells incredible. I inhale again, and Gabby gasps when she realized what I’m doing.

My cock oozes in my pants, telling me to hurry the fuck up. Who am I to argue? I’ve never felt harder. I lick around her flushed pussy lips, dipping inside her folds before looping around her clit. Her hips flex as she groans a sexy noise. “Right there, papi. Nobody’s ever kissed me there.”

I lick her clit with a testing slick, then loop around. She didn’t come off the bed like Vi, so I give the little bud more attention, licking, then sucking. She felt that. Her hips lift off the bed, followed by a cuss-moan. I anchor my arms around her thighs to hold her and go to town on her rapidly swelling bud.

“Oh, fuck, baby, fuck. Oh. Oh. Oh,” she gasps as her bud flushes, swells and got a good sucking. Now she’s there, she moans at every lick. Gasps at every suck, and grinds her hips non-stop. I think I’m in love. “Please, more,” she cries, so I release one of her thighs and slide two fingers inside her perfect pink slit. She groans as my digits are engulfed in the unmistakable warm wetness of a tight pussy. Gabby bolts up from the bed, almost sitting, before flopping back down in a salacious gasp. The bed rocks and her pussy grips my fingers, convulsing as she pants. Fuck, she’s coming already. Works for me.

I lick and finger through her climax, until she stills, then pull away, leaving a kiss on her mons.

“Oh, papi, oh, that...”

“Was just the start,” I grin, unzipping my fly. Gabby arches her back, legs twitching through an aftershock.

She gasps a giggle. “It gets better?”

I crowd over her, placing my rock hard cock at her soaked, flowery opening. “So much better, sweetheart. Just you wait—”

“W-wait,” she stammers. “I-I’m not on birth control, and I don’t have any protection. Not the thing dad sends.” Her expression becomes crestfallen.

“Don’t worry, love. I’ll just pull out. Unless you want it here,” I ask, pressing my crown against the tiny star of her asshole.

Her eyes widen, but she bites her lip, telling me she’s aroused at the thought, not shocked. “Y-you’d do that?”

“Of course, love, anything you want. You like it back here?”

“T-toys, but never...”

It makes sense she’d explore, being on her own, but that might be a bit much without a buildup and I can’t wait that long. “Maybe we’ll save that for next time,” I say, lining up my shaft with her pussy.

“Fuck, Jay. I’ve never wanted it all so much. You fucking drive me wild. I d-did not see that coming when you guys showed up... Mmmmmmmm.” Her words trail off into a filthy moan as I push inside her slick, tight channel. “Oh, ughhhh.”

My cock flexes inside her as I push deeper, loving how her eyes roll, how she fights her bra to free her breasts, and when she does, I almost come. I’ve never seen such perfect round titties in all my life. Violet comes close, but hers are bigger. Gabriella’s are a perfect handful, and so roundly perky, they should be the textbook definition of what breasts should be.

“Oh, my god, fuck!” she cries as I bottom out. I’m stretching her tight slit so fucking much. It’s obscene, and it feels twice as incredible. I can’t stay still. I should give her time, but I can’t. She mewls as I pull back and slide back inside, gripping her ankles and slipping her knees over my shoulder. It gives me a better angle and lets me go deeper. I need to go deeper, as deep as humanly possible, inside this incredible woman.

Quickly I’m fucking her pussy as she writhes on the silk, undulating into her tight sheath in slow but powerful strokes. My control is a thread as I grip her hips, lifting her slightly. She’s panting, making these sexy little noises I can’t even describe. My control snaps. Fuck going slow, that’s for bloody tractors. I put my foot down and slam my hips into her hot, wet slit, losing my fucking mind as I struggle to not come instantly.

Don’t come inside her. Don’t you fucking dare, I tell my cock as I slap her ass with my pelvis. Her legs squeeze my head in a death grip as her noises become frantic, louder and ragged.

Suddenly her pussy quivers around my length, and Gabby screams a moan, arching her back more, almost lifting herself with her head. I can’t stand watching her breasts dance before me any more. It’s like the world’s greatest tease. I slip her legs off my shoulders and lean forward, taking her breasts in my mouth as I continue to pound her pussy with barely contained thrusts of desperate need.

“Oh, fuck, papi, on, my fucking, oh shit, fuck, wow, yes, now, oh, fuck,” she shouts gibberish, and I smirk, knowing it will appease the two women downstairs. Well, I would, if my lips weren’t far too busy sucking Gabby’s fat, perky nipples. They’re like perfect little fingers, distended and begging for more. Her screams ratchet up a notch when I suck each while fucking her harder.

She wriggles like she’s trying to escape, but I know she’s not, because she’s smashing her pussy on my cock, fucking me back just as hard.

As I taste her flesh, sucking her little pink flesh towers, she holds my head, sliding her fingers through my hair, pulling me harder against her breasts. She’s wild underneath me, flicking her hips, wriggling, clawing my head.

The smell of sex and Gabriella fills my nose as she consumes my very being. I could live here. In this moment. Right before I come.

The sexy Latina screams again, her whole body shaking, clamping down on my cock. Fuck me. Is that number three? It’s fucking unfair women can do that.

“Oh, yes! Yes!” the sexy little minx cries as her pussy grips and releases my shaft in waves. Right in the middle of her climax, we lock eyes. She bores into my soul, and I know, in that moment, I’m never letting her go. Her gaze tells me she’s thinking the same. I’m lost in that gaze, that look of pure bliss flooding her pretty face. So much so, I almost miss how close I am to coming.

With a growl of annoyance, I pull out and pump my shaft. It only takes two before my release hits me like a truck barreling down the freeway. Gabby comes down from her orgasm, just in time to watch my cock erupt over her mons, coating her strip of dark fuzz in pearly white cum. Then a splash over her belly, narrowly missing her bellybutton piercing. But for the grand finally, another pump has twin ropes of cum shooting over her breasts, leaving streaks across her right nipple, and under the other.

When the last drop has finished making a mess of her tanned skin, she giggles, staring at the mess I’ve made. “Oh, boy, papi. You’d have filled me with this.”

I drop back onto my knees and just bask in the filthy sight. Dark hair mussed around her head. Perfect tits covered in my release. Soaked pussy, with a drip of cum running down her folds. I grin. Next time. I make the promise. “Next time, sweetheart. Next time I’m gonna fill you completely.”

She bites her lip, grinning, and I know I’m not getting much sleep for the next few days.


CONTINUE THE ADVENTURE IN PART #5
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