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CHAPTER ONE


I grit my teeth as the worst possible words crackle from my cell’s speaker. “you have until the end of the week, Maxwell. That’s all I can give. I’m sorry.”

I clutch my phone tightly, holding in the sigh. “Right. Okay, thanks Frank. I’ll get it to you by Friday.” Today’s Wednesday, and in two days — if I can’t somehow find the cash — I’ll not only be out of business, I’ll be homeless.

Frank hangs up, and my mind’s reeling. I don’t know what else I can do.

Sell my car - check.

Get rid of my apartment and live in my office - check.

Let my assistant go - check.

Christ, that last one really hurt. Fuck, I miss Violet. Not only was she incredible to look at, she was damn good at getting assholes to confess. At using her looks to get where she wasn’t supposed to be, and working her magic.

I’d never tell her, but I don’t think I can do this without her anymore. I should have asked her out, not let her go. That burning infatuation went up in smoke.

I drop my cell on the desk and wince as it clatters across the old oak. I really need to be careful — I can’t afford to replace it. I can’t afford anything. Hell, I had to sell my camera. I’ve been using the app on my phone.

Is it too much to ask for some married jobsworth that can’t keep it in his pants, giving me the payday I sorely need?

I kick my feet up and lean back in my chair, worried my old faithful’s gonna break as she creaks beneath me, but she holds. I close my eyes and sigh. “What the fuck else can go wrong?”

The sound of my cell ringing makes me jump, and mud flicks across my desk as I scramble to answer.

I don’t even check to see who’s calling. “Yes, hello, Maxwell investigations.”

“Hey, Jay.” A smile creeps onto my lips. It’s not a job, but it’s not some asshole coming to repossess my organs either. It’s the perfect thing I need right now.

“Maggie.” I say her name with reverence. The image of her long tanned legs wrapped around me a couple of weeks ago floods my mind. Christ, has it been that long? “I’m so glad you called. This day couldn’t get any worse.”

I almost hear her wince, and my heart drops. “Yes, it can.” She sounds cold and distant. “I’m sorry, Jay. But it hasn’t worked out between us, you know?”

A pit opens up in my stomach.

“What?” My voice is more shaky than I’d like. “What do you mean? Sure we don’t get as much—”

“Don’t do that,” she says with a frosty edge. “Don’t pretend. We haven’t been intimate in forever.”

“It was two weeks ago—”

“It’s been two months, Jay.”

No, it hasn’t. Has it? “You’re always busy with work. Whenever it was, I had to beg you, so don’t you dare try to blame me for—”

“I met someone.” She drops the bomb strategically. Calculated. Planned. “He’s everything you’re not. He’s rich, successful, and happy I don’t enjoy giving head.”

My mouth flaps open to protest, but the only argument I have is, “what kinda man doesn’t enjoy getting head?”

“That’s your problem, Jay. It’s all about you.”

“That is so not fucking true—”

“Then why would I seek someone else to meet my needs for the past year?”

Somewhere a foghorn blares in my mind. A year? A fucking year? “Year?” I screech like a cartoon character.

“I’m sorry, Jay. I’ll miss your fat cock, but it just wasn’t enough. Please don’t call me. You can keep the Britney CD. Good bye.”

“Wait!” I shout. Of course, the last thing she leaves me with is the image of my shaft pushing deep inside her freakishly small entrance. “Fuck!” My cell clatters on the desk. This time I grimace.

I lean back and scream.

“Uh, hum.” Someone pretends to clear their throat. A soft sound. Musical, almost. Sensual. I freeze mid venting and slowly open my eyes. They almost bulge out of their sockets. There is a woman standing in my doorway. She’s still holding the door, like she hasn’t quite decided if she’s staying or going, but I have never seen a woman like her. That’s not true. I’ve seen women like her in magazines, clinging to the arms of tech billionaires, or on those damn ‘wives of’ reality programs. Older than me by a decade, I’d wager, so fortyish, and glorious as hell. “Is this a bad time?”

I scramble to get my muddy feet off the desk. “No, no. No, no, no, no. No.” I try to say something else, but I’m transfixed. I can only add, “not at all.”

Her plush red lips crease into a smile. A dazzling smile that makes the flakes on her lipstick glisten under my flickering overhead light. Carefully, like she’s afraid to break it, she closes my door, presenting me with a view of her perfect ass in a tight black skirt that cuts high across her thighs. The material stretches as she turns and I realize it’s not a skirt, but a dress, one that reveals a deep cleavage between the lapels of her fashionably short white jacket. A tiny purse hangs by her narrow waist on a gold chain, hooked over her arm. Her grin widens as she notices I’m practically drooling like some simpering idiot.

Something this hot hasn’t waltzed through those doors since Violet wore that tiny bikini to spy on a senator at the beach.

This woman is dressed like most girls would be for a night out, and it’s not even lunch yet. “Mr. Maxwell, I presume?”

“Please call me Jay,” I say on reflex. Normally it’s to put a potential client at ease, but I want to hear my name on her lips. I want her purring it as I—

“Jay?” she says with a smile, lighting up her bright green eyes like twin traffic lights, telling me to go. Her hips sway with every step. Unseen heals clunk on the hardwood floor. They must be damn high, judging by the way she’s walking.

“It’s Jason, but I never liked that.”

“Jay,” she purrs like I imagined. “I like it.” I scoot my chair under the desk to hide the tent steadily growing in my pants. Fuck, this woman is dangerous. I normally don’t get hard from just being near a someone hot, I’ve seen many cheating wives in my time, and you kinda get used to it, but her? “I’m sorry if I was interrupting your... screaming?” Carefully, she lowers herself into the chair in front of my desk with a smirk that makes her look more than dangerous. Indecent even. She settles in, trying to get comfy in the crappy chair — probably used to better. She deserves better than my second hand seat with virtually zero padding and a god-awful squeak.

“Having a bad day,” I say, trying to brush it aside. My life is falling apart, but silver linings and all that. I stop myself from asking what a goddess like her is doing in a rat-shit excuse of an investigators like mine. Christ, I used to have a coffee machine for clients. Now I can’t even offer them water. “What can I do for you..?” I ask, fishing for her name. The name I’m gonna be wanking off to later as I spit on old photos of Maggie, the cheating slut.

“Eden.” She smirks. “Well, if I’m being honest, it’s Edith, but I hate that, too.”

“Eden,” I whisper, tasting her name on my lips. “Like the garden?” She’s definitely a source of temptation leading to paradise.

“Or Eee, if you like.” She crosses her legs, giving me a glimpse of her pale knee as it peeks up from behind the desk. “That’s what my friends call me. Though friends are a stretch,” she says under her breath, scooping her wavy light-brown hair over her shoulders, then plumping her bosom as she drapes her arms over the armrests.

I recover enough, trying to ignore the squished throb in my pants. “So, Eden. How can I help?”

Her smile falters into a scowl. Even then, she’s a picture of perfection. Her skin is as smooth as silk — not a wrinkle or blemish — and her makeup is seductively simple. Dark lashes and liner, with a hint of blue on her eyelids. Combined with the glossy shade on her lips, she strikes an almost impossible balance between elegance and sex kitten. “Well,” she starts, shifting in her seat.

I wince, hoping it’s the reason she’s here and not the crappy chair giving her pause. I’d offer my lap as an alternative, but we’ve only just met.

“My understanding is you are the kind of man I need to see if I think my husband is cheating on me?”

I scoff. I can’t help it. What kind of crazy bastard would cheat on a woman like this?

“You were the only private investigator I could find.”

Oh, she’s serious. “Ah,” I say, trying to be sensitive. This is probably traumatic for her. “Unfortunately, with social media being what it is these days, most cheaters are stupid enough to reveal themselves, which,” I lift my palms in surrender, “has left guys like me as a dying breed.”

Eden makes this choked gurgle in her throat. “Yes you are,” she purrs, then catches herself. “Private dicks, I mean.” Her eyes widen, and a delicious crimson blooms across her cheeks. “Not that you are a dick, or that I’m thinking about your dick... or its public status. Oh, balls.” She takes a breath and I can’t hide my grin at this incredible woman. I suddenly don’t give a shit about the other stuff. The world could end, and I wouldn’t care as long as I got to sit here with her. I don’t think that’s sad, it’s appreciating the value of a thing.

“It’s okay. I know what you meant. But can we step back a little? I don’t mean this disrespectful like, but what kinda numpty would cheat on a woman like you?” I twirl my finger around my temple. “It don’t compute.”

The wide-eyed panic shifts into a sultry smile. “That’s kind of you to say.”

“And I don’t mean that because you’re gorgeous. I have a sense about people. Do this as long as I have and you learn what folk are like. But you? You feel easy to talk to. Warm. Loving. Not someone to pass up lightly.”

Her grin widens, and I pat myself on the back for making her feel at ease. “Thank you... Jay.”

She says my name with that sultry purr again, and I’m kicking myself for not wanting to charge her. I’ve gotta make the damn rent, and my wayward cock is not helping. “No problem, love. Now. Tell me why you think your lesser half is cheatin’?”

She looks down at her lap, and the rosy hue deepens. “Okay.” She takes a breath. “We... we haven’t been intimate for... years.”

I scoff a laugh. I can’t help it, it just slips out at the preposterous thought. If it wasn’t considered morally wrong, I’d take her out back to my make-shift bedroom and compensate her for her dry spell. As I’ve recently been reminded, it’s been a while. “Sorry. Just seems criminal, that’s all. Please continue.”

She smirks at me, boring deep into my soul for a second before she does. “Peter has shown no interest in me. Not that he was ever the most attentive husband, but he changed in the past year. He’s always working late. He doesn’t even kiss me any more. Do you know what that’s like? I’m starving here.”

I clear my throat as I shift my shaft to a more comfortable position. “I’m sorry to hear that, Eden. I—”

“Say that again.”

“I’m sorry to—”

“No, my name. Say it again in that gruff tone of yours.”

“I’m sorry to hear that, Eden, I really am,” I say, adding an extra layer of gravel. “It sounds like he could be having an extramarital affair, but I would need to catch him in the act to know for sure.” I ignore the name thing. She’s probably stressed. It sounds like love was thin between them, and now that fragile thread has snapped.

“Yes!” she says, brightening. “We should. He’s with the slut right now, in a hotel.”

My brow raises. “You know he’s with another woman?”

She sits up straighter. “Yes. I saw his texts last week. The slut was going to break up with her boyfriend and they were going to meet today. I didn’t want to believe it, but... even I can’t ignore reality forever. I need to protect myself.”

“Okay,” I say, piecing it together, realizing a job has materialized at the ninth hour. “My—”

“Will this be enough for an initial payment?” She slips a check from her purse and slides it across the mud-flecked desk.

I pick up the sheet, not having seen a check in a while. My eyes snap to the amount. “Five-thousand dollars?”

Eden winces. “I’m sorry. It’s all I have in my personal account. I can get you more—”

“This is fine.” I clench my jaw to stop myself from cheering. “As a retainer. We can sort the business end out once we know what we’re dealing with, okay?” My hand moves across the desk and cups the dainty palm still resting on the wooden surface. I almost wince as I do, but she doesn’t seem to mind, so I give her a reassuring squeeze that makes my cock flex. I should not be touching her. As I think that, her fingers curl tightly around my palm.

The smile returns to her face. “Thank you, Jay. Shall we go? I don’t want to miss the opportunity.”

“We? You don’t have to come,” but I’d love it if you did. “You probably don’t want to see—”

“No, I’m coming. I want to see the brazen little tramp he’s holed up with. Besides, the hotel is members only and well hidden. It would be quicker to show you.”

I push my chair out and stand. “Well, okay then.” And instantly regret it.

Her mouth drops open as she comes face to face with the enormous bulge in my worn jeans. My cock has never been harder with the way Eden has been eyeing me this whole time, and her look of shock quickly morphs to that of hunger.

It’s been a while... for both of us. It’s not that this goddess wants to fuck me, I remind myself. And I’m hard. Really, really hard. It’s probably shocking to an elegant woman such as Eden. Except she’s not wearing the look of shock. Oh, Christ, she’s biting her lip, gawking at the denim bar.

“Do you drive?” I ask, my own cheeks heating.

“Cock?” she says, transfixed. Her gaze snaps up, her cheeks going beet red. “I mean, what?”

I smile, loving the look she’s giving me. Like I am actually desirable, and not something to kick to the curb. Thank you, Maggie, for that. “Do you drive, love?”

She chews her lips for a second. “You want me to drive?”

“If you have a car parked nearby, then yes. I had to sell mine.”

“Peter never lets me drive. Before today I hadn’t driven in months.”

“Well,” I say, scooping up my long black coat. “I have no qualms about lady drivers. And we need to be getting a move on if we’re to catch that cheating prick of a husband.”

“Yes. Yes,” she repeats, like she needs to convince herself. “I’m parked right outside.”

“Great. Shall we?”


[image: image-placeholder]






CHAPTER TWO


I expected Eden’s car to be a family saloon, not a damn sport convertible in a deep metallic red. The wind whipped our hair under the bright midday sun as we speed from the cheap industrial area of my office to the up market glitz of glass towers and expensive stores. As much as I liked the wind in my hair, I enjoy watching Eden’s wavy locks dance around the headrest more.

She catches me watching her. “What?”

I smirk, looking away. “Nothing, love. Just enjoying the view.”

“Which view?” Her fingers tap impatiently on the wheel while I decided how to answer.

“Is that it?” I ask, pointing to a hotel.

“No. It’s a couple of blocks yet. What view are you enjoying, Jay?”

Relenting, I let my gaze trail over her thighs where her skirt’s ridden up. Her tiny waist to the swell of her chest peeking from her jacket as it flaps, and... She's biting her lip again, one eye on the road, the other squarely on me. “I think you know, love.”

She laughs. “Are you normally this forward with your clients?”

I scoff. “No, I am not.” I just don’t know why I am with you.

The laugh flows into a giggle, making her sound so youthful compared to how sullen she was when I met her. “Then I’m honored. But why?”

“I told you. I have a sense about a people.”

She laughs again. “Or you’re following your dick.”

It's my turn to laugh. “Got me there, love.”

“Why do you keep calling me love?”

I puff my cheeks. “Sorry. Old habit. My dad and his brother raised me while mom was away with work. To both of ‘em, hot… eh, attractive women were loves. I’ll try to contain—”

“No, I like it. No one’s used that word for me in a long time.”

I lean closer. “Okay then, love.”

We slow. “There.” Eden points to a tall square monolith that looks more office block than hotel. “He usually takes a room on the sixth floor, but I don’t know which one. His emails were passworded.”

“Snooping in your hubby’s belongings, were we? Naughty,” I joke, taking in the area. “Is that also a hotel?” I ask, pointing to a fancy-looking building across the street with a guy on the door wearing a silly hat.

“Yes. That’s where I stayed while Peter was—”

“Wait,” I say as she pulls over and parks. “You stayed in separate hotels?”

The engine fades, and she turns to face me, swiveling in her seat. It is almost impossible to not look at the silky-looking fabric shadowed between her thighs. “Yes. He always said he wanted me close for the dinners, but he needed to concentrate on work.”

I peer at the dark tinted windows of the monolithic hotel. “What does your husband do exactly? If you don’t mind me asking?”

“He’s a higher up in a tech company,” she says vaguely with a dismissive wave of her hand, like she doesn’t want to tell me. That’s okay, I don’t need to know. I know enough about the clueless idiot as it is. She turns the other way, looking at the same thing. “How are we going to see him if the windows are blacked out?”

“Oh, there not blacked out. They’re tinted. Just need to remove whatever they’re using and we’d be able to see right into their dirty den of debauchery.”

“Oh,” she smile. “But how do we do that?”

I sigh. “I need to make a call.”
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Twenty minutes later, I’m tapping my foot, downing the last of my coffee on the hotel corner. After buying us refreshments, Eden left to get us a room facing the husband’s hotel, one exactly opposite — hopefully giving us a good view.

As I stare vacantly into traffic, my mind wanders to my new brunette client. I shouldn’t have been so forward with her. I was bloody flirting, and she’s emotionally fragile — we’re investigating her cheating husband for crying out loud. I never do that. What is it about her that has me so spun around? It can’t just be that she’s gorgeous. Violet is a stunner, and I kept it nearly one-hundred percent professional with her for the past two years... much to my cock’s dismay.

No. I need to rein it in. She’s not the only one who’s emotional. I keep forgetting Mags broke it off. Over the bloody phone, for Christ's sake. I get lost in the case, and then I remember, and it hits me like a truck, like I’m trying to forget, but fail spectacularly. Fuck’s sake, Maggie.

I need to keep it professional with Eden… before I do something impulsive.

“Mornin’ handsome,” a seductive twang cuts through the rumble of midday traffic.

I keep my head down, not ready to face her. I need to be professional with her, too. I’ve almost crossed the line with Vi too many times, and now with this bullshit with Mags... I look up.

Fuck.

“Who’d have thought I’d find you waiting on me for a change? I like it.”

You are a professional. You are a... fuck, I’m not. I live in my office. I’m fantasizing about my client. I’ve held a burning torch for my employee for years. I’m not even that down about my girlfriend cheating on me. Okay, maybe I am, but I’m trying to not dwell on that. “Hello gorgeous. Coffee?” I hold out my empty cup.

She grins, spreading her pink lips wide in the smile that’s greeted me almost every morning for the past two years. “Thanks, but you know I don’t drink that after eleven.”

I grin at her, my resolve crumbling. “That’s good, because it’s empty,” I say, tossing the paper cup into the trash.

Her grin widens. “Ass.” Then her arms are around me. Her plump breasts press against my chest — firm and full. She smells of a warm summer day. Her fingers interlock around my neck and she presses her face on my shoulder. “I’ve missed you, Jay.”

Against my better judgment, my hands slip to the silky fabric covering her waist and pull her closer. Shiny blond strands drape down my back from her ponytail, and she sighs, breathing me in. I expected an angry scowl. A slap. Hell, a bloody cuss. Not this. Not the affectionate way she’s nuzzled against me. It’s suspicious. I don’t tell her I’ve missed her more than Maggie. “It’s only been two weeks, Vi. I doubt you missed me that much?”

She takes another breath, then pulls away. “You asshole!” Her tiny fist thumps against my chest, but she doesn’t pull away completely. Her hips are still pressed tightly against the growing hardness in my jeans. Christ, my cock is getting a workout today. “I can’t believe you!”

“Oi,” I hiss as she thumps me again. “What? What I do?”

“You? You made me think you were replacing me! I was so mad at you, Jay. I didn’t know things were so bad.”

“Oh.”

“Why didn’t you tell me you sold your car? Got rid of your apartment? T-that you’re on the verge of getting evicted? I’d have taken a pay cut. You were paying me way too much when the clients dried up. I thought you’d found someone else!”

My thumb brushes away the tear that rolls down her delicate cheek. “Vi, love. I paid you what you were worth. Didn’t seem right paying you any less than that.”

“You dumbass.” She thrusts her chest against me again, pushing her face into the crook of my neck. “We could have worked something out. You didn’t have to push me away.”

I don’t know what to say. Christ on a cracker, this feels more intimate than we’ve ever been — and we’ve both been naked together in a brothel. “I-I’m sorry, love. I did what I... Hang on. How do you know about the car? The apartment and the eviction deadline?” I narrow my eyes at the tight blond mop below me.

“Ummm.” She pulls away and winces. “So, don’t be mad—”

“You little snoop.”

She wrings her hands, looking away. “I’m sorry”

“You went through my things? How’d you do it?”

Her high cheekbones scrunch her eyes. “I didn’t go through your trash and find the sale notice, if that’s what you’re thinking. I didn’t follow you when you moved your stuff into the office.” Her mouth morphs into a mixture of a grimace and a smirk. “And I absolutely didn’t leave a bug under your desk—”

“You sneaky little—”

“Hey, I learned from the best! B-but you didn’t leave me any choice. I thought you were cheating on me!” Her eyes widen, and her neck flushes. “I m-mean replaced me. I thought you’d found someone hotter to run point.”

I pinch the bridge of my nose, looking skyward. “Violet.” I bring my gaze down to her deep blue eyes that are like two simmering swimming pools, dark at the center, but bright at the edges. “I wasn’t replacing you. It killed me to let you go—”

“I know that now!” she huffs far too loudly.

I take a breath, noticing she’s not wearing her usual tank top and teasing tiny shorts. “What are you wearing?” Her slender thighs are wrapped in a mid-thigh length pencil skirt and a silky black blouse is pulled taut around her waist, barely containing her ample breasts. It has a familiar pink logo on her left tit. My eyes linger there for a second longer than necessary, remembering how spectacular her breasts are.

“Hey pervert, my eyes are up here.” She prods my chin, lifting my gaze, but it narrows as I recognize the logo on her breast.

“You didn’t.”

She grins, giving her chest a shake. “How do you think I got here so fast? I was already on the job. Heard everything. Snuck in and borrowed a uniform.” She narrows her gaze at me. “Were you flirting with her? The client?”

“No,” I scoff. “Clearly, she was flirting with me,” I say absentmindedly, still marveling at the sneaky, amazing blond.

“I won’t be mad if you were.”

“Why would you care if I was?”

She folds her arms and looks away. “Professionalism, obviously. So what’s the play?”

I let it go, pull my phone from my pocket, and find Eden in my contacts. She insisted she add her number, and now I’m grateful she did. It’ll save me a trip. I dial her and give Vi a smirk as she makes a kissy-face. Some times I forget she’s only twenty-years-old with how conniving she can be. “Eden, love?”

“Who’s the blond, Jay? She’s cute,” the buxom brunette answers.

“I didn’t know you were—”

“I mean, she’s cute for you. The poor girl’s clearly enamored with you.”

I look up and see a shadowy female figure peeking through a window a few floors up. “Got a room, I see.”

Vi squints, looking up, placing her tongue between her lips, and her hands on her slender hips.

“No problem. I used an alias just in case.”

“Great thinking, love. What’s your husband’s last name?”

There’s a moment of silence. “W-why do you need to know that?” she asks, sounding cagey again.

“So we can find out which room he’s in?” I say, my eyes wandering down to Vi’s breast where the hotel logo is stretched — just like how the buttons are straining to stay together and contain the black lacy bra peeking out.

Eden sighs in what I assume is relief. Her avoidance of her husband is making me concerned. He’d better not be a damn mafia boss or something. I dislike the idea of my nipples meeting jumper cables. I hope that’s something they only do in the movies... nah, they’d probably just break my legs. “Oh, he will have used Heston. He is obsessed with the actor, and likes to pretend.”

“Really?” I hate this pathetic wretch even more. Not only is he betraying a goddess like Eden, he’s sullying Charlton’s good name.

“He would go to this club and—”

“T. M. I,” I say, stopping her before she puts an image in my head I’ll never get rid of. “Okay, sit tight love, I’ll be up soon. What alias did you use?”

She giggles, sounding much younger. “Oh, I’m Mrs. Lovelace.” Her voice changes, becoming husky. “I’ll be waiting for you... Mr. Lovelace.”

“Fuck me,” I groan as she hangs up.

“What? What?” Vi asks, scrunching her face in either worry or jealousy. It’s probably the former. Why would she be jealous?

Get your head out of the gutter, Jay, and get that paycheck.

“Nothing. Just our client having a little fun.” I grip Violet’s shoulders, letting my thumbs rub her bare collarbones. Christ, her skin is smooth. “Okay. Standard Downed Pants Catcher.”

Vi grins, excitement sparkling in her eyes. “Great. Guess you’ll need this, then?” She pulls out a camera from her bag. The camera. Our camera. The one I had to sell last week so I didn’t starve. “I can’t believe you tried to sell this.”

I hold the camera in my hands, and check for the ‘V/J’ we’d scratched on the underside one stakeout when we’re were bored and lost ourselves in a discussion of workplace relationships and item ownership. I guess it was the closest we ever came to carving our initials on a tree. “Vi, you didn’t. You shouldn’t have.”

She grins, looking more spectacular than ever. “I wasn’t gonna let you get rid of our baby. I would have brought you groceries, but I was still mad at you. So what’s the name?”

I grin at her. She really is an angel sent down from on high to watch over my dumb ass. “Heston.” I hold in the wince of disgust at the image in my mind of a club where... Nah, not gonna go there.

“Kay. Just have to come up with a reason to peel some film off their windows. Easy.”

A horrible feeling washes over me. I don’t want to let Violet go. I want to pull her closer and taste those glistening pink lips — now more than ever. Fuck, they weren’t kidding when they said absence makes the heart grow fonder, and Christ, I’ve never been fonder of my stunning blond cohort. I shake it off. We have a job to do. I can’t dwell on how tight she hugged me. How well she fit against me, and how hard she pressed against my cock. “Be careful. She’s being cagy about her husband’s name. Something feels off about that.”

Vi tilts her head. “You worried about me, Jay?”

“Of course I’m fuckin’ worried about you, love,” I say, spinning her around and spanking her voluptuous ass. “Now get in there and do me proud.”

She giggles, looking over her shoulder. “That’s sexual harassment, you know?”

I crinkle my eyes. “Yeh? And you love it.”

She shrugs. “Yeah, but I wouldn’t tell HR that.”

“Lucky we don’t have no interfering human resources then, ain’t it. Barely any resources at all, you cheeky little minx.”

“I’m your best resource,” she says with a flick of her hip. I watch that hip and the fantastic ass connected to it sway from side to side in that little skirt as she hurries into the hotel, making the doorman take notice. I watch his gaze follow her and have to suppress a growl — like some possessive caveman. I shrug. I’ve been called worse.
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CHAPTER THREE


The doorman to our hotel pays me no mind as I swan in like I own the place, wipe my feet on the thick mat and lean against the desk. “Morning fella... or is it afternoon?” I ask the kid, tapping away on the little computer. He barely looks up. “The wife’s already checked in.” I give him a chuckle. “She likes to play games, used the name Lovelace. Kindly tell me the room number?”

“Lovelace?” he asks. Yeah, that got his attention. The longing in his eyes tells me he knows who I’m talking about. His gaze roams up and down, like he’s deciding if I’m good enough for her. The cheeky little shit. Well, I’m not, and neither is her husband, apparently. “Mrs. Lovelace is in room Two-one-two. She told me to expect you, Mr. Lovelace.” He slides a room card across the desk.

I take it and give the judgmental, horny little sod a nod. “Thanking you kindly,” I grin, letting him think I’m about to go upstairs and fuck Mrs. Lovelace’s brains out.

Chance would be a fine thing.

I make my way to the elevator and marvel at how smooth it is. A little too smooth, making me question if I’ve actually moved. It’s not like the bone shaker in my old apartment that would shriek and vibrate as it stopped. That thing was like the world’s most unsafe amusement park ride.

The ding as the doors open is as classy as the carpet. I’m glad I wiped my feet. I pass a bunch of pristine white doors before I find room two-one-two, and stand outside, giving myself a moment. I don’t know what that was with Violet, but it was not professionalism. I need to do better. I can do better. I may have a bit of trouble processing my apparent break up — it doesn’t even feel real — but that’s no reason to flirt with our client. She’s a vulnerable woman who’s going through a traumatic event.

I tell myself this as the door lock beeps. I step inside and gasp. Christ alive, it’s like I’ve stepped into the Hilton. Plush clean carpets, gold metallic trims — bit tacky, but whatever — and plush leather furniture spread out before me. Not an awful place to stage our little operation. “Eden, love. It’s Jay.”

“In here... Mr. Lovelace.”

A wicked grin makes my face lopsided as I stomp into the bedroom. I don’t make it past the doorway. Mrs. Lovelace is looking out the tall bedroom window, bent over, arms spread on the windowsill, swaying her ass from to side to side. “I can’t believe you made me say that name to the snot-nose kid on the desk. I can only imagine what he thinks we’re up to.”

Eden turns and sits on the sill. Slowly, like she has all the time in the world, she crosses her legs, but not before spreading them, making sure I see the back silk panties hidden within. “Let him wonder. Poor boy, sat at that desk all day. I think we could all use a little excitement in our lives.”

I take a step towards her, eyeing the delicious cut of her cleavage — now free of the jacket — but force my eyes over her shoulder to the facing block of darkened windows. “Is that what this is? A little excitement?” I carefully place the camera on the bed.

She spreads her arms out on the sill, leaning back against the window, drawing my gaze to her fantastic rack. “Don’t you find this just a little exciting?”

I take another step, trying to figure her out. “If it were me in your position, I’d be doing my damnedest to not go over there and beat the sod that’s fucking my wife. Luckily, this is just a job, and my girlfriend just left me for some shit she’d been fuckin’ for a year, so I don’t have that to worry about.”

“Oh, Jay. I’m sorry.” Her voice softens, but somehow it’s still seductive.

Like I’m not in control, my feet drag me right to her. Her brown curls gather over her shoulders as her emerald peeps twinkle up at me. I shift my gaze to the windows. “It’s fine. Let’s focus on your problem.” Violet will come through, but it will take some time. When we last pulled this, she talked her way into the office and nicked some paperwork. She used that to convince the guest to let her check the windows. Those just had sliders that needed to be pulled, and she pretended to clean them in a special fluid that needed to be ventilated for an hour.

“But I feel guilty,” Eden says, shifting back to that seductive tone. “Here you are, hurting because some foolish girl can’t see how amazing you are—”

“I don’t know about that—”

“And I’m making you worry about my shit-bird of a husband. I can make it up to you.” I can’t help but notice her gaze has returned to the growing hardness in my jeans.

“There’s no need. It’s what you pay me to do.”

Her fingers trail up my thighs like tingling touches. “But what if I wanted to?”

I clench my jaw, looking at the windows, hoping for some movement — something to distract me. “To? To what?”

She bites her lip, trailing her deep red painted nails over the unmistakable tent in the denim. “Peter never let me suck his cock once we were married. I’ve never cheated on him. It’s been a long time since I felt a man’s hardness in my mouth.”

“Christ alive,” I grunt. Come on Vi, save me. I do not have the willpower to resist this.

Slowly. Teasingly slowly, her fingers reach for the button of my jeans. The fabric pops aside as she works her deft fingers. “I love sucking cock, Jay. So much, and I’ve really missed it. Silicone is no replacement for the real thing.” The zipper is next. Slowly, the teeth part until she pulls the flaps aside. “The taste of a man.” She hums. “Musky like no other.” Her fingers reach in and slither their way to where my cock is trapped to the right. “The way a cock twitches when it presses against the back of your throat. It makes me wet, Jay.”

“Bleedin’ Christ,” I gasp, looking skyward, trying to distract myself with the pattern decorating the ceiling.

Then her lithe fingers wrap around my cock like vipers coiling their prey. “Is it bad I’ve thought of nothing else but this cock since we left your office? Of putting my lips over the tip and sucking?”

My heart’s thumping in my chest. My palms are sweaty and I have this lump in my throat I can’t swallow. “Bad?”

She pulls my cock free, and a gasp leaves her throat. “Oh, baby, you’ve been holding out on me.” She mewls, gently stroking my length up and down. “But the thought of that prick getting what he wants made me realize I should have what I want, too.”

I take a deep breath as a pleasurable tingle moves up and down my shaft. “A-and what’s that?” I ask, slowly losing the ability to think.

She grins. “Your cock, Jay. I need it. I want you to put your fingers in my hair as I suck your cock.”

The small part of my brain still capable of thought, protests. “This goes a bit beyond my normal services, love,” I stammer. One squeeze and I’d give this woman the world. It’s like she’s a siren calling me to my doom.

“This isn’t about service, Jay, darling. It’s about pleasure.”

I take a shaky breath as she slowly glides her fingers up and down my rock hard length. “I thought you didn’t cheat?”

A sneaky grin slips on to her plump lips. “I don’t. This isn’t some tryst with the pool boy. Can’t you feel it?”

Oh, Christ, she’s doing this thing with her thumb, sending pulses of pure bliss through my cock. “Feel what?”

Eden leans in and gives the crown of my cock a lick. I shiver. “This attraction between us? I know you feel it.”

Another shaky breath leaves my mouth as I struggle to breathe. I gaze down at this woman holding my shaft. Making sure my words are true. Her green eyes are like a forest — glimmers of light glinting from above. So alive with mischief, like she’s been rejuvenated to someone half her age. Her light-brown tresses are immaculate, flowing down her back, framing her bare, creamy shoulders in the strappy black dress. I can’t ignore the deep swell of her cleavage as she leans forward — partially obscured — but mouthwateringly tempting. “I’d be lying if I said you weren’t incredible.”

A devious grin pulls at her moist lips. “Go on,” she says, then swirls her tongue over the sensitive underside.

I gasp, trying to hold on to a coherent thought and not just blabber nonsense. “Eden, love. It feels like you’ve got my brain in a vise.”

She titters to herself, then squeezes my cock. The tower of flesh and blood flexes in her hand and I have to grit my teeth so I don’t come like a bleedin’ teenager on prom night. Christ, what is this woman doin’ to me? “Can you feel it, Jay?”

I scoff. “Of course I can fucking feel it.”

The titter deepens into a throaty giggle. “Not that.” She squeezes again and my hands fist the worn leather of my coat. I have to grit my teeth, stare at the ceiling and think of granny Maxwell. Old biddy’s ten years dead, rotting in— “Us,” she purrs, slicking that delicious tongue over my crown, foiling my plan. “When I entered your office, it hit me.”

She pumps my cock twice, flicking her wrist at the top, rubbing the tip. “What did?” Old socks. Empty bank balance. Standing in line at the DMV. Milky Tea. Don’t come. Don’t come.

She parts her lips wide, places her tongue over her bottom teeth and slips the head of my cock just inside her mouth.

Bleedin’ Christ. I thought I’d had my dick sucked before. Clearly I was wrong. That was just putting a cock in a mouth. This is a blowjob.

Her tongue swirls around the tip as she sucks on the flared head — just the head — hollowing her cheeks, sending a surge of I don’t know what the fuck. Just that it feels incredible. A loud pop echoes around the room like she’d sucked off a lollipop as she comes off my shaft. “You taste so good,” she whimpers. “And you make me work for it. Mmmm, so thick.”

Focus on something. No, not her breasts. Distract yourself. “What hit you, love?” I grunt out like it’s my dying breath.

“You,” she says, like that explains it. “I just knew I had to have you.” She pumps my shaft again, spreading the saliva from her worship.

“Sorry,” I groan. She’s sucking again. “I don’t get involved with clients.” I deserve a damn medal for just being able to say that. I think Vi would be proud. Thinking of Vi, I glance at the windows, but a grunting wail rumbles in my throat. “Ah, fuck!” Eden’s lips travel down my shaft, sucking all the while, and I don’t mean a little. The brunette pushes my cock deep. All the way until her nose presses against my thatch, and my cock is buried in her throat. “Fuck.” Any resolve I have goes out the window as my dick betrays me — seduced by this vixen — and with a shocked grunt, I come.

Eden moans as my shaft tightens — going ridged in her throat — then kicks as a rope of cum erupts inside her. My hands shoot to her hair, sliding through the silky strands, then fisting great big clumps as I hold her there impaled on my cock. Another wave washes over me as my shaft clenches, squirting more in her throat. Her neck is stretched. She gasps through her nose. I twitch again, flexing as a third burst leaves my shaft. “Fuck. Fuck,” I chant as the white hot sensation fades, and I release her.

I expect her to pull away, but she holds herself there for another second, looking up at me, straining around my shaft, blinking through her long, dark lashes. Then, sucking like a vacuum, she slides off my cock, sucks harder at the tip, and pulls off.

Fuck me, I’m delirious. I don’t know what I’m feeling, but I’m certainly feeling something for the buxom brunette as she licks her lip like the damn cat that got the cream.

“Wow,” she says, hiccupping. “That—”

I run my fingers through her hair, pushing the strands back over her shoulder after I’d mussed it up. “Sorry, love. I should have warned you.”

“Warned me? Why? That was delicious.” She narrows her eyes and leans forward, giving my glistening cock another lick. “For a man that doesn’t get involved with clients, you certainly have a lot of your cum inside your client’s tummy, Mr. Maxwell.”

I pinch the bridge of my nose and reacquaint myself with the ceiling pattern. “This don’t normally happen. Getting involved with clients is messy.”

Thoughtfully, she slots my dick back in my jeans and gently zips me up. “But I won’t be your client forever, though, will I?”

That thought is derailed as movement across the street snatches my attention, and I spy a certain little blond peeling the away darkness.
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CHAPTER FOUR


“Hold that thought,” I tell Eden, and scramble to the bed for the camera. I shake away the blowjob fog and flick the power on, praying it’s charged. It’s full. Vi, you angel. “I think we’re in business.”

Eden wipes a drop of cum from her plush red lips and grins. “Fantastic.”

Snapping the viewfinder to my eyes, I search the monolithic building for the sixth floor and the spunky blond. I search the entire floor, not finding her, then realize I’m looking on the wrong one. Christ Eden has scrambled my brain... or possibly sucked it out my shaft. I can’t be thinking about her right now. I have a job to do, rent to pay. But her words linger in my mind. Did she mean she wanted more? I can’t process that.

“Ah, ha. Violet, you beauty.” Staring at me from across the street is a gorgeous, young, blond hotel employee, peeling away layers of film, revealing the room. It’s not the bedroom. Not yet. She’s probably sold them a story about dangerous chemicals in the film covering the windows, and having to remove them all so they don’t get suspicious.

“Well? Can you see him and the little tramp?” Eden asks as she pulls one of my hands free from the camera. I’m not paying attention as I snap a pic of a man in a bathrobe behind her, scowling down his upturned nose.

“Not yet, I think I’ve got him...” My words trail off as my fingers press against something exquisitely silky, and... damp. I pull my attention away from Vi and realize Eden has my hand between her thighs.

She bites her lip and squeezes her legs together, trapping my hand. “I told you it would make me wet, Jay.”

“Is now really the time?” I glance back through the viewfinder and quickly snap a shot of the man in the bathrobe with a similarity dressed woman through the bedroom door. The angle’s bad, and I can’t make out any details, but he’s definitely cheating... assuming that’s Eden’s husband. I hold the camera out for her to look at the freeze frame on the LCD as my fingers flex against the damp black silk, feeling less guilty.

Her eyes narrow. “That’s him, the shit stain.” She brings the camera to her face, squinting. “Can’t see his little tramp, though. Can you get a better shot?”

My fingers rub slowly up and down the material between her clamped-together thighs. “Not yet. Need to wait for Vi to work more of her magic.”

She puts the camera down on the windowsill and beams up at me with a glint in her eyes. Normally I’d think that a dangerous look from a woman like Eden, especially with my hand between her dripping thighs. But with her, somehow — I don’t understand how — it’s different. “So, are you saying we have a little time to kill?” That grin returns to her lips and I imagine my cock between them.

“Eden, love. I can’t help but notice you’re not exactly beat up about this?” I rest my free hand on the window for support as my fingers don’t stop. If anything, their rubbing of her silk-covered slit becomes more instant.

She smirks up at me. “Don’t think me cold or empty, Jay. If anything, I feel relief... and anger. I gave that selfish prick the best years of my life and what does he do? Ignore me for most of it and then trade me in. I’ve long suspected, and now?” She sighs, clutching my arm with both hands, closing her eyes. “I’m just relieved I know for sure. That it wasn’t me being paranoid and… desperate for attention.” The pout on her lips parts. “I like what you’re doing.”

I lean down and press my head against her silky hair, breathing in her lavender scent. “And what am I doing, love?” My cock is hard again as she mewls, breathing in gentle, breathy gasps. “You’re making some right scandalous noises.”

She grins, looking up, but keeps her eyes closed. “I can’t help that,” she whispers. “Not when you’re touching me like that.”

I grin as the tables have turned. “Like what? What has you makin’ those sexy little noises?”

“T-the way you’re... touching my wet panties. Rubbing my pussy.” She moans. “But like a man who knows how to touch a woman.”

I guess the dickless husband didn’t. This is a mistake, and Violet is gonna be pissed, but I can’t help myself. “Do you want more?” I press harder, pushing the sopping fabric between her lower lips.

“Please,” she moans. “Please touch me.”

She’s barely finished breathing her words before my fingers trail up the damp material, slide over the hem and dip inside. My digits descend into a warm, wet pocket, trailing over her smooth skin. Eden is completely bare and waxed to perfection.

“Mmmm,” she moans, opening her legs. Her skirt rises the rest of the way, giving me a view of her inner thighs and my hand delving inside her black panties. “More. I want you inside me.”

Christ, this woman. My cock is throbbing to do just that, making a mess inside my jeans. That would be spectacularly bad. I Put aside her talk of us — I can’t deny there’s something between us — but it could just be emotions running high and good old-fashioned lust. Fucking this married woman — even if her marriage is effectively over — would break my rule of not mixing business with pleasure. A rule that, as I slip two fingers inside Eden’s hot, wet heat, I’m seriously questioning the merit of.

“Oh, yes,” she gasps, clutching my arm tighter. “Just like that.”

I contort my hand, curling my fingers up, looking for her magical spot while ruffling my thumb through her folds to find her clit. I find that rough patch first and her legs snap open as she inhales.

“Oh, fuck.” Her eyes bolt open, glaring at me in shock. I give her a dirty grin, trying to get to her clit, but the angle stops me. I give up. It’s not worth breaking my wrist over, and push another finger inside her instead — stretching her tight pussy wide. She pants as I rub that patch deep inside her, loving how she twitches. How she’s breathing so damn hard. The look in her eyes is one of worship, of hunger and of bliss. All three I want to see forever in her eyes and as she comes on my hand. I work to make it happen.

“Is this what you want, love?” I growl, fucking her slick hole with my digits, rubbing that spot inside her that makes her twitch, gasp and cry out.

“Yes!” she cries, “yes.” Her hips writhe on the sill, trying to fuck me back. “You’re gonna make me come.”

I grin. “That’s the idea, love. Come on my hand like I came deep in your throat.”

“Oh, fuck,” she says, shuddering on my palm. “It’s too good, Jay. I want it to last, I want to enjoy it, but...”

Tell me about it. Best blowjob of my life and I pop before she even gets going.

Eden snaps her head back, looking skyward in a silent scream. Her muscles clench around my fingers as she shakes. It’s one of the most beautiful things I’ve ever seen.

Then I’m in this moment, where time’s paused. Her muscles lock her in the pose of pleasure. Legs spread, back arched, mouth open — not breathing. But she is looking directly into my eyes, and I feel it. I don’t know what the fuck I’m feeling, but I spiral down into her emerald gaze. Drift on that look, and she settles somewhere in my chest.

Her gasp pulls me back, and she floods my hand with her release, breathing hard, like she’s just run a marathon. I can’t remove my fingers. It feels wrong to let her go. I don’t want to let her go. The severity of the thought, of the need, is shocking... and going to make this whole affair so damn messy — just like my hand. A warm sticky substance coats my fingers, and I do something I’ve never thought to do. Something that would normally have me question my sanity. I drag my fingers from her drenched pussy, and, staring deep into Eden’s eyes, suck her spend from my digits.

A salty musk explodes across my taste buds, and her eyes flash. “That’s filthy... I love it.”

“Delicious.” I suck my fingers like pop goes the fuckin’ weasel, and grin. I don’t think I’ve enjoyed a job nowhere near as much as this one. Maybe I’ve just given up on professionalism. Maybe it’s just more fun this way? Maybe it's her?

Eden sighs, slumping against the window. “Would you think I’m greedy if I asked for more?”

I chuckle. She looks so beautiful sat there, dress hiked up to her waist, curls mussed over her shoulders. Like something out of a dream. “That depends. You gonna give me a good review on the feedback form?” I pick up the camera and check on Vi, hoping she can’t see what we’re up to while she’s working.

Eden titters, sounding light and happy. “That’s depends,” she says, parroting my words.

“Oh, yeah?” Vi’s just started on the bedroom windows. “On what?”

Eden claws at my jacket, pulling me down to her level. “If you fuck me with that fat cock of yours and come deep inside me.”

I don’t get time to be speechless. Her plush red lips press against mine in a hungry kiss. The taste of lipstick and Eden flood my mouth. Her intoxicating smell envelops my senses. My shaft roars back to life. The needy minx has my coat off my shoulders before we finish the kiss. My hands latch to her breasts, thumbing through the layers of material, trying to find her nipples. But Eden has other ideas.

She pushes me away and rises onto her heels like a sexy, shaky Bambi, and turns. “No time for more foreplay. I need you inside me.” She spreads her legs, arches her back — presenting her ass — and splays her fingers against the glass. “And I’m gonna stare at that prick while you show me how a real man treats a woman.”

I freeze, staring at her. Her glistening pussy — so pink and tight — neglected for years. Those smooth, long legs — arched in the skyscraper heels. Shiny brown curls bounce as she looks at me over her shoulder. She’s biting her lip, clenching her fingers against the glass. “Christ, you’re a vision.” She’s got maybe ten years on me, but to me, Eden’s not a day over twenty-five. Some women — just like men — age better, and she is a fine wine, matured to perfection.

“I’m yours Jay. You just have to take me.” She turns and stares at the peeling window panes across the street. She’s talking to me as much as that waste of space husband when she says, “claim me.”

Something primal snaps in my mind. If that shit doesn’t want a goddess like Eden, then I’ll have her. As I unzip my fly and take my cock in hand, I growl those primitive caveman words, “mine.”

I give my shaft a couple of pumps and then turn my attention to the decadent panties between her glorious rear. Her butt is toned, but full, and I lean in as I curl my fingers in the waistband and kiss her fleshy globe. The kiss becomes a bite as I pull the lacy silk down over her hips. The padded fabric is sodden as it stretches between her thighs.

I don’t waste time, I can’t. Not because time is short — we’re on the clock, on the job — but because I can’t wait. I need inside her puffy pussy yesterday.

She whimpers as the meaty crown of my shaft glides through her folds, coating my flesh in her desire. My cock glistens in the early afternoon light drifting in through the big window. I place my crown at her entrance, spreading her pussy lips, and Eden gasps, taking a big follow up breath as I push a little inside her. Maybe Mags was right, and my cock is fiendishly thick, because it’s a tight fit. The buxom brunette pants in throaty gasps as I push an inch inside her silky channel — enough that I don’t have to guide it anymore — then grip her curvy hips. “You sure this is what you want, love? Can’t un-cheat after this.”

Eden scratches her nails against the glass. “Don’t care,” she moans. “You’re stretching me so fucking good. I’m yours, Jay. Claim me. Use me.”

My grin is a mile wide as I slowly push deeper inside her. Spreading her open, pushing aside her inner walls to accommodate my girth.

“Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck,” she pants, taking a deep breath, then bangs her fist against the window. “Fuck. You’re going to ruin me for other men.”

I push the rest of the way, right until my pelvis presses against the fleshy globes of her ass.

Eden wails. Her pussy clenches, squeezing my shaft like a fist, and I love it. “Oh, God. Fuck, Jay, don’t just stand there. I need you to move.”

My fingers dig into her hips as I hold her in place and pull out. Her channel flutters. I fix my gaze on the building across the street, to the distant windows where Vi is doing her thing. I fixate on that, on that no good waste of space husband as I push back inside Eden’s silky snatch.

Her hips buck. Her legs wobble until she spreads her legs more, pulling her panties taut. She shakes, scrunching her fists again. “I almost came. Fuck, Jay. Just one thrust. What must you think of me?”

I pull out and push back inside. “You’re an incredible woman who’s been neglected far too long.” I pull out and slam back inside her, unable to be gentle anymore. Unwilling to go slow. I fuck her with all my might. The debaucherous sound of fucking fills the hotel room. Slapping, grunting, gasping. Eden comes instantly, flooding her channel with more of her delicious release. It’s lubrication and fuel for the fire, because I don’t stop.

“Oh, Mmmmmmmm,” she hums in between guttural gasps. Her back arches, her ass pushes back against me — wanting it deeper.

I do my best, arching up and fucking her harder, pushing against her ass to go further. Eden cries out at my rabid pace. She’s not the only one who’s been neglected.

Her brown curls dance over her back, and the scent of her pussy — her cum foaming around our joining — fills my nose. She goes ridged again. “Oh, fuck... how?” she gurgles, struggling to swallow, unable to breathe. I’m jealous of the pleasure she gets to experience. Body shaking, muscles locking. Breath stealing ecstasy. But I’m not a greedy lover. I love how she comes for me, thick and fast. Fluttering her tight grip around my shaft.

I don’t have long. That great tightness is building again. Already coming has its advantages, but it doesn’t make me immune to Eden’s feminine wiles. Wanting more, all of her, I reach around and grab her breasts. They’re still covered by the dress. That won’t do. Reaching lower, I push the fabric up her lithe, mature body and over her bountiful mounds. Silky fabric greets me. Good enough, I don’t have time to be picky. I push up into the cups and hold her breasts. They’re so warm and smooth. Her nipples press against my palms like blunt, fat needles, and now I’m happy. Now I can come.

I pull her back with my grip on her chest. Forcing her to arch more. She’s eager, pushing her ass out in time with my slapping thrusts. “Christ, love, you’re incredible,” I grunt. “Fuckin’ insatiable.”

Eden can’t talk. She’s far too busy mewling these sexy little gasps, building, breathing faster, becoming ragged. It mirrors my need as the tightness continues to build. My balls are coiled and ready. My cock is hard as steel as it pushes inside her silky, wet heat over and over like a piston. Spreading her wide. Plunging deeper and deeper. Her unprotected womb waiting for my... fuck! We should have used—

Eden cries out just as a mighty wave of ecstasy crashes into my shore and I come deep inside her. Biology takes over. I pull her tightly against my groin as I push up, impaling her on my girth, shooting my load and filling her with weeks of sexual frustration.

A loud croak escapes her as she shakes again. I try to think which orgasm that is, but my mind’s gone to mush — consumed by a great nothingness. Tranquility for just a second. It stretches out before me. Just me, Eden and her pussy swallowing my length. Pleasure. Calm. I’m drifting as my cock shoots its last and Eden slumps against the window.

A surge of accomplishment fills my mind. A warm reward from my subconscious for doing my duty to humanity.

You're welcome.

“Oh, my... fuck!” Eden cusses. She does that a lot during sex, it seems. “You fucked my brains out. I can’t think. I’m so full of you.”

I grin wider than ever. Her thighs are soaked. My cock is covered in a white creamy froth — the bit at the base I can see anyway — and I’m actually sweating.

Movement across the street catches my attention. Not wanting to disturb her enjoying the post-fucking fullness, I snatch up the camera — while still inside Eden — and take a peek.

Vi’s removed the tint, and I have a clear view into the room. I’m miffed it’s much nicer than this admittedly pleasant room. Cheap bastard sent Eden to the lesser hotel when they stayed there. Treating his little tramp to the good life right under her nose. I have an urge for him to meet my fist the... “I see him.”

“Who?” Eden says, sounding adorably drunk on her post climax haze.

“Your dirtbag husband.”

Her pussy clenches, making me hiss. “He’s there with her. Can’t see her yet, though.” I can see Vi. Wait, what’s she doing? The husband is moving to greet the other woman who’s returning from the bathroom, and Vi is... hiding in the bedroom closet? What the hell?

“What’s happening? Can you see her?”

I pan the viewfinder across to the bedroom doorway where the woman enters, and the breath leaves my lungs. It’s a good job Eden snatches the camera from my grasp, otherwise I’d have dropped it.

“Oh, I see her, the little tramp. How do you use this?” She jabs the shutter button while I stand there — cock still inside her — in disbelief.

“I don’t believe it.” Now I know why Vi is hiding in the closet. “She’d recognize her.”

“Who?”

“The other woman.”

Eden growls, trying to take more pictures. “Why? And what does no memory card mean?”

“Because,” I say, slipping from her silky depths. “Your husband is fucking my ex.”
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CHAPTER ONE


“Violet must have the memory card.” I eye Eden’s mature curves as she returns from the bathroom. I can’t get the image of her bent over against the window — mewling on my shaft — out of my head. She’s glorious. “I don’t understand. I thought it was working.” She’s a damn big distraction, is what she is. A sexy vixen I can’t take my eyes off.

Her silver bracelet twinkles as she waves away my concerns with a flick of her wrist. “I don’t pretend to understand those things. Cameras had film. You knew where you stood with that.”

“Oh, I agree, love. Spent many days under a red light developing saucy pics of cheatin’ wives.” Those were the days. Though much easier and quicker now, if a little less magic.

Eden’s bright smile falters. “I guess that’s what I am now. A cheater.”

I cross the distance and pull the brunette into my arms. Her voluptuous softness fills the void in front of me. Her musky, floral scent overloads my senses, and her arms slide around my neck. “It’s only cheating if there’s trust left to betray. Only you can decide if that’s the case. Not sure a revenge fuck counts,” I chuckle.

She pulls her head away, brushing her brown, silky curls against my ear. She looks directly into my eyes. “Revenge? Is that what you thought this was? What you think of me?”

“Wasn’t it?” I ask, trying to fish for more info. I’ve already crossed the line with this woman. I need to know how far I can let myself fall into the deep well of her. I mean, I’m already lost, but I have to at least pretend I have a say. Eden makes my head swim like no other… well, except maybe Violet. I don’t like to admit that last part too often.

Eden turns her head, looking away. “That hurts, Jay.”

I narrow my eyes, but stop myself from interrogating her. She’s more than just a client I’m trying to get the truth from now. We’ve been intimate. That changes things. “I’m sorry, Eee.” I hold her just a little tighter, reassuring like. “I’ve known you a few hours. This is fast, and we’re both in the middle of messy… breakups. I just—”

“No. No, you’re right. It is fast.” She sighs. “I’ve never done anything like this before.”

I hold her, breathing her in. “Me neither. Let’s be easy on ourselves, yeah? We’ve still got a job to do.”

She inhales, breathing me in. “Okay.” Her eyes are bright as she looks up from under her dangling curls. “Just know...” She bites her lip, narrowing her eyes. I watch enraptured as she wrestles with something. The pressure of her arms around my neck increases, pulling me closer. She leans up. I let her move me. Her eyes close, lips pucker and press against mine. The taste of lipstick hits me, and for a second I’m stunned stiff. But I don’t have a say, and the kiss quickly deepens as I get swept up, kissing her back. Our mouths mesh, our tongues dance, and my hands trail down to her delicious ass. We’re in our own world, a world solely of kisses. Of soft, moist, plump lips. Of lavender scents and buxom breasts squishing between us. Air is a thing I need. A stupid thing, because I don’t want to stop kissing Eden. She knows how to kiss this woman. I love it and the hungry way she’s devouring me. Maybe it’s just an ego stroke. Maybe something more, but... Oh, yeah… air.

She solves the problem for me, pulling away with a deep gasp. “Oh,” she purrs, mirroring the sheepish smile on my well-kissed lips. “I haven’t kissed like that since I was… well, a lot younger.”

I give her ass a squeeze. “Bet you were a little devil, drivin’ all the boys wild.”

She titters, eyes traveling back to days gone. “Maybe, but I didn’t get to enjoy it. My father was strict. Groomed me for the life he wanted for me. A trophy on the arm of a... Well, that’s all over now.” She pulls away, looking out the big window.

Bleeding Christ, I got distracted again. She’s like a mirror to a magpie.

Eden chuckles as she falls back onto the bed and stretches her arms over her head. Her plump bosom bounces as she lands and lets out a sigh. Doubt she even realizes how delicious she looks. How sexy the pose she holds is. How hard it is to take my eyes off the curve of her hips, and the darkness between her thighs. The swell of her breasts. Christ, I might be addicted.

Rent. Paycheck. Control. Violet. I focus, forcing my gaze to the windows. I grab the camera and check through the viewfinder. The No Memory Card warning taunts me. How didn’t I notice that earlier? Eden must be a bigger distraction than I thought.

The room hasn’t changed. I’m assuming Vi is still in the closet, hiding from Maggie, who is currently sitting at a table with the husband wearing a sexy negligee. That makes me grit my teeth. Maggie always refused to wear anything remotely sexy for me, even on my birthday. She hated sleeping in anything other than full-body covering Pj’s.

“Okay,” I say, coming up with a plan. And by plan, I mean a vague idea. “You stay here. I’m going to rescue Violet. See if they sell SD cards in the hotel gift shop and take what pictures you can.”

She grins at me. “What are you going to do?”

I give her a devilish grin. “I, love, am gonna start a fire.”
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CHAPTER TWO


Leaving Eden in the hotel room was harder than I imagined. She was still sprawled on the bed, hair tussled around her head, breasts stretching the fabric of her dress like great hills, drawing me deep into their valley. She told me not to be gone too long in a seductive tone that promised so much more. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want that.

Christ, she’s messing with my head again.

Clouds loom in the sky as I step out onto the street and make my way over to the monolithic hotel. I turn my attention wholly to Violet. Our reunion floods back into my mind. How she held me so tightly. Not mad — okay, she was a little mad — but affectionate. More than she’d ever shown before, and... I liked it. No. Loved it. There has always been this thing between us — work as closely as we have and it’s bound to happen — but we maintained a professional distance. It was like torture most of the time, but I couldn’t risk our friendship and working relationship. I thought she felt the same way. Christ, Vi, why today of all days do you do this to me?

The other hotel had a man just inside the doors, sitting in the foyer. He eyed me suspiciously as I approached — the same way I’d look at an empty bottle of beer — with disappointment and disgust. “Members only... sir.” He adds the sir as an afterthought. Don’t I look like a sir? I guess my worn denim and long black coat scream no.

“Afternoon, fella,” I say with the voice of a fellow worker. “My boss, Mr. Heston, is expecting me. Slave driver calling me in on my day off.” I notice the newspaper on his lap opened to the sports page. “I was all set to watch the game, you know?”

His hard expression softens, pushing a clump of blond strands back under his cap.

I lean back and stretch, then wince as my back cracks. “Usually Heston,” I continue, making it sound like I deal with this crap all the time. I lean in conspiratorially. “At least when he’s seeing his mistress, lucky sod.”

A smile tugs at the guy’s lips. “Heston, you say?”

“Yep. Got an unhealthy relationship with the actor, if you ask me.”

The guy chuckles. “Yeah,” he says, grabbing his walkie. “There’s a guy who frequents like that. Likes to pretend he’s dating Madonna.” He pulls the walkie to his lips, and it crackles as he squeezes the ‘talk’ button. “Sandy, we got a Heston in?” He waits a second, then nods. “Uh, huh. I did. You know I will. I won’t forget.” He rolls his eyes. “What’s the room number?” He waits again while I check my phone and see a message from Eden.

Eden:
No luck with the memory thing. No change with the shit-bird and his tramp.

Eden:
Is it okay if I call her that? You don’t love her anymore, right?



I quickly fire one back.

You:


Don’t worry, love. That ship has sailed. Be good.




Christ, why do I keep flirting with her? Be good? Why would I—

Eden:
No promises ;)



And why does that put a smile on my face? She’s your client, Jay. Get a grip. Focus on Vi. Problem is, I’m focusing a little too much on my knock-out blond assistant, or maybe just in the wrong way, like the back of her thighs in that tight skirt.

“Thanks, Sandy.” The guy snaps me out of my head and the filthy fantasy that was moments from forming in my imagination. “He also likes to pretend he’s the brother of some famous singer, I don’t know,” he says, waving the memory away. “Heston’s in six-twelve.”

I give him a nod. “Thanks. Here’s hoping he don’t need me to clean up again. Still got nightmares about the last time. No one should have to see that much wee on a traumatized twenty-five-year-old.” I give him a grin, and he bursts into a laugh.

“You’re alright, man. Just go on through.”

I give him a casual salute as he returns to his paper. “Thanks, fella.” Then slip in through the inner door.

Bleeding Christ, this place is even more lavish than the last. I was born into the wrong family. Lucky little fuckers who get to enjoy this. Everything is clean enough to eat off. Stylish and tacky — but oozing wealth. I feel like a stain as I march across to the rows of elevators. My boots sink into the deep red carpet that trails along the walkway. I feel like a damn movie star. A fake blond passes me, giving me a look that’s a mix of horror and fascination. Maybe she’d like my autograph?

I chuckle, passing the elevators and peek inside a room marked ‘employees only’. I’m an employee... just not of this hotel. We’ll just keep that little secret between us. It’s an empty break room and I grin at my good fortune. A woman’s bag sits open on a chair with a pack of cigarettes and a lighter hastily chucked inside. It’s right next to a ‘no smoking’ sign. I laugh. “Naughty.”

I borrow a ciggy from the pack and light it, taking a quick drag. “Ugh.” It tastes like ash. “No wonder I quit.” And Violet doesn’t like smokers.

With a casual disregard for property, I drag a waste paper bin full of torn and crumpled paper right next to the ‘no smoking’ sign and toss the ciggy inside. “Oh, no. Would you look at that? Someone’s been smoking.” I set a sheet of paper alight with the lighter and toss it in for good measure. “Whoops.” I grin like a pyromaniac as the reams catch alight. “See, boys and girls,” I say as I casually stroll out and flick the fire alarm. “Carelessly playing with fire is... bad.” I don’t know where I was going with that, or why I’m talking to myself. That’s concerning. An elevator pings open as a loud siren fills the foyer and a dapper old sod races out. I take his place, wincing at how loud the fire alarm is. Should have brought earplugs. I jab the floor number and the button depresses with a satisfying click.

The numbers slowly rise as a classy tune is just audible over the muffled whine of the alarm — thankfully suppressed inside the metallic art déco box. The elevator’s surprisingly slow for a place that caters to a group who’s notoriously in a hurry. It gives me time to reflect. It’s not a good thing.

Eden sashays back into my thoughts. I had sex with her. Unprotected. I fucked my client. I really should be annoyed at myself about that, but I’m surprisingly okay with it. Christ, can women of that age get pregnant? It’s something I’ve never considered. I’d have to google it. I almost whip my phone out, but then Vi enters my thoughts.

There’s nothing worse than being trapped in a room with your own company. Those little insidious thoughts that you spend your day happily ignoring come gnawing back. Either slipping in without warning, or attacking like a pack of hungry piranha.

Christ, what am I doing? I can’t let myself fall into Vi’s arms again. It’s bad enough I’m hungering for more of Eden, I—

The door chimes open, and a familiar voice giggles so close I almost gasp. Maggie.

“Baby, you were so close. I almost tasted it. Maybe I can finish you off on the way down?” She giggles again. She never giggled like that with me, but it’s definitely her.

“I can’t believe your idiot ex didn’t like fellatio. What with the way you—” The voice of a pompous asshole is cut off as their elevator closes. “I fuckin’ knew it. Every guy likes head, that lying little slut.” Christ, that was close. I almost came face to face with the shit-birds.

With a foul taste in my mouth, but also grateful those two cheating fuckers are out the way, I hurry down the corridor as the siren almost deafens me once again.

It’s not as loud at the end where their room is, and I quickly open it with the card I nicked from the break room.

It smells of sex and booze. Frilly, lacy items are everywhere, spread in a trail of sex acts you could follow like some sort of perverse crime scene. Something I have zero interest in doing. I make a beeline for the bedroom and almost gag at how pungent the smell of fucking is. “Bleedin’ Christ, Mags. Violet? You in here, love?” The silk comforter is wrinkled and tossed about, and.... “That is a big fuckin’ dildo.” There, on the nightstand, is a giant purple monstrosity of dark silicone, suction-cupped and standing erectly to attention. “Fuck me, Maggie.”

Deciding I don’t wanna know, I race over to the closet, but the doors are already open and the interior’s empty. Vi’s already gone. Good girl. She saw an opportunity and... but then I think about it. I came out of the elevator just as the shit-birds got on. I couldn’t have missed her.

Bleeding Christ, that’s a big fucking dildo. You could beat someone to death with that.

“Violet?” I say louder, realizing I’ve been whispering despite the distant alarm. “You here, love?”

“Jay?” Her pretty blue eyes peek around the bathroom door, blinking at me under her smoky lashes. “What?”

“Violet, love. Thank, Christ.” I hurry over to her, surprised by the sheer relief flooding my veins. I’ve always felt protective of her. She’s under my employ. She’s my responsibility. But this? This is something else. Something primal. She looks so surprised, with her long blond curls draping across her face. It doesn’t escape my notice that her breasts are winning the battle with her too small blouse. Those caveman words repeat in my mind. Mine. I need to rein that shit in.

“Jay, what the fuck? Also, did you know Maggie was...” she trails of remembering it ain’t just idle gossip. “That she and...”

“Yes, love. I’m as surprised as you are, but we ain’t got time for that. Them donuts are gonna realize the fire ain’t a biggie.”

“Is it okay if I’m not sorry? You were always too good for her.”

I scoff. Sure I was, like Ringo was too good for the Beatles. Violet grins at me like she’s just won the lottery. “Why are you here? Not that I’m not happy to see you. I’m always happy to see you. I—”

“Violet, love,” I say, gripping her shoulders. I haven’t seen her this happy since we spent that week pretending to be a married couple on a case. She’s babbling like she did then.

“Oh, wow. You came to rescue me?” She throws herself at me, pressing her breasts tightly against my chest and all I can think about is that smell. Not the gross sex smell, but Violet. She fills my nose, my mind, my... heart with a happy aroma. She fits against me like a dream. Didn’t realize how much I need her in my arms.

I don’t get time to enjoy it. Quick as a viper, she pulls back and a sharp sting explodes across my cheek as Violet’s hand travels through the air in a frantic swish. The slap sounds like thunder in the sudden silence as the alarm stops. “How could you!”

The shock subsides. Reflexively, I cup my cheek. I’m not one to quote a drunken pirate, but I don’t think I deserved that. “Bleedin’ Christ, Vi, what I do?”

“What’d you do?” she huffs, stamping her foot with her hands on her hips. She’s bleeding adorable. “You don’t think I could see? Huh?”

“See?”

“Yeah!” she pokes me in the chest, and there’s something about the way Violet looks when she’s angry. I think I’m getting hard. She’s both a little kitten and a ferocious cat. There’s fire in her eyes, and I don’t care that it’s born of anger when it’s directed at me. “I saw everything, Jay. She was looking right at me.”

“Look,” I say, rubbing my hands up and down her arms, trying to calm her. “I’m sorry if you had to put up with an uncomfortable view. I know havin’ to see those two going at mustn’t be pretty—”

“Wait,” she says, clawing her fingers against my shirt. “Those two?” It’s like she doesn’t know she’s doing it.

“Yeah. Maggie and—”

“What? Jay! I’m not talking about them, you idiot!” Her fingers clench my shirt in her tiny, but surprisingly strong, fists. “You, you fuck! I saw you fucking Eden.”

Uh, oh.

“You sure you’re not mistaken? It’s a long way across—”

She pokes me again, and I don’t think I’ve wanted her more. Christ, what’s wrong with me? “You’re gonna try to deny it? I used the zoom on my phone, Jay. How could you?”

I take a breath. “Vi, love—”

“Don’t you Vi, love, me!”

I take another breath. Her poking is almost as hard as my cock. “Violet,” I say, nice and calm like. “I’m sorry if you feel I crossed a professional boundary, but—”

Her fingers tighten, pulling on my shirt more. She’s gonna leave a crease if she keeps this up. “Professional? Jay?” Her face scrunches and my control is crumbling. “That’s what you think? You think I care about professionalism when it comes to you?”

Ouch. That kinda hurts, but she’s not wrong. “No? Then what?”

She huffs in fury, or maybe frustration. “I care, because if you were gonna fuck anybody, it should have been me!”

My brain freezes as she pulls me, pressing her soft, pouty lips against mine, and Violet explodes across my lips. I breathe her in. Absorb her. My hands slip around and pull myself closer. Squish her tighter. Fingers sinking into the taut cloth covering her plush, soft rear.

My mind blanks. Any ideas of protest vanish into her pouty kiss. Her nails scratch at the back of my neck — constant little scratching scrunches. I melt into her, lost, and a little confused, but I can’t think about that. I’m consumed with Violet. Her lips are incredibly soft as she kisses me in hungry bites and sucks. Her tongue pushes inside my mouth, slicking against mine. Another layer of flavor mixes in — all Violet — all delicious.

What were you saying about keeping your distance?

I don’t remember saying that, and if I did, then that version of me can fuck right off. He didn’t know what it’ll be like to kiss Violet. He didn’t know about the needy little mewls she’d make as I kiss her. The small gasps through her nose as I squeeze her ass — pulling her pelvis firmly against the rock in my pants. If he knew what I know now, he’d be cheering me on. Fuck, he’d be renting a room.

My jacket’s like an inferno, and Violet knows it, because her hands are already sliding down, pushing the leather off my shoulders. I gasp in a breath as we change sides. Our noses rub like a gnome’s kiss, then we’re devouring again, snogging like the only thing that matters in the world is each other.

Her little pants quicken as she tries to spread her legs, only managing a few inches in the tight skirt. It doesn’t stop the sexy little minx from grinding her hips — dry humping me — sliding her skirt covered core up and down.

“Can we get back to it? Jay always left me unsatisfied. You’re not like him, are you, sweetie?”

Violet’s baby blues blink at me, widening to an ocean.

“Absolutely not.”

The sound of my ex and Eden’s husband making out in the other room fills me with revulsion, and I share a panicked stare with Violet. She reacts first. I absolutely do not want to get caught by them. Not only would it be uncomfortable, and not to mention incredibly hard to resist beating him to death with the dildo, but it could cause issues for Eden if her hubby found out she’d hired a PI. I would probably just stand here and get caught. Twice now in quick succession women have turned my once sharp brain to absolute mulch, and I’m getting a little concerned I have a medical condition.

Quickly, Vi grabs my hand, and drags me into the closet. It’s sizable, but not big enough to get lost in. It’s also completely empty bar a rail of hangers. She closes the doors just as a pair of naked bodies stumble inside the bedroom, wrapped around each other.

I look away, back to Vi in the darkness. Lines of her face are lit by light pouring in through the slats, and her eyes are alive with fire again.
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CHAPTER THREE


Vi presses a pink nail against her matching lips, commanding silence. The dreamy pillows crease into a smirk before sliding between her teeth as she tries not to laugh.

The ridiculousness of our situation sinks in as Maggie moans and slurps in the next room and I realize I don’t even care. I have to clench my jaw to not chuckle at where we are. I came to get Vi out and just ended up inside the closet with her. Bleeding Christ, I’m the worst rescuer ever.

Maybe this closet isn’t as big as I thought, because Violet is filling it. She’s so close, her shampoo is all I can smell. The heat from her body is all I can feel. She waggles her phone in the air. The screen is blinding in the dim light. She shushes again, pointing to her cell.

My eyes widen, and quickly I grab my phone from my back pocket and put it on silent. I let out a breath, sighing in relief. Vi starts jabbing her screen and a message comes through.

Violet:
You forgot, didn’t you? :)



I grin at the smirk on her blue illuminated face. It makes her look like a Smurf. Never thought a Smurf could be so damn sexy. I reply.

You:


I was distracted. You’re welcome for the rescue BTW. Wot u doing in the bathroom?




She rolls her eyes.

Violet:
Needed to pee.



I snigger.

You:


Lightweight.




Vi looks around the closet.

Violet:
Great rescue BTW. Really saved my bacon.



I puff my cheeks.

You:


You’re welcome. Cheeky little...




She pokes her tongue out at me and my mind slips back to that kiss. The kiss.

You:


What was that about? Thought u wanted to stay prof.




She winces.

Violet:
That was before.

You:


Before?


Violet:
Before I watched you fuck her. I didn’t like it.



The shock of when she kissed me comes crashing back, almost wiping her words clean from my memory. They echo in my mind like an action replay.

If you fucked anyone, it should have been me.

You:


What does this mean?




That smirk returns to her pretty lips. Vi’s not stupid. She knows I have a thing for her, and she likes to tease me, but I thought that’s just what it was. Teasing. She doesn’t know the depth of my infatuation, and made it perfectly clear when I hired her at eighteen — right after she got kicked out of college — she didn’t want to be hit on. Wanted to be professional. Valued for who she was and what she could do. She liked I saw the sneaky, intelligent, scheming little minx inside the drop-dead gorgeous visage.

Violet:
Feel.



She smirks again and takes my hand. Slowly, she presses my fingers against her panties. She’d already pulled up her skirt while I was busy typing. Wet satin greets me between her thighs. Either she really needed to pee earlier, or she was... First Eden, now Vi. Christ. They were like leaky faucets today. She closes her eyes as I rub my digits over the slippy material, feeling just how sodden the fabric was. Okay, so she got a little... or a lot wet watching me fuck Eden? But she didn’t like it, so?

You:


What?




She narrows her eyes.

Violet:
You are frustratingly dumb sometimes.

You:


Explain, love.




Violet scrunches her eyes and I realize my fingers are still between her thighs. I should really take my hand away from her pussy, but... I don’t want to. I’ve been fighting doing exactly this for well over a year, and now she’s on my hand, making my skin damp. She lets out this frustrated little growl. “Because I love you!” she hisses, then quickly slaps a hand over her mouth and we both stare through the slats, silently waiting, listening.

“Charley, baby,” Maggie moaned. “Just like that.”

I had to hold in a snigger. He was making her use his twisted alias. It should have been revolting, but it was kinda funny. In many ways, they deserved each other, and somehow I was gonna make sure they knew it. Fortunately, they were too busy to hear Violet blurt out those immortal, wonderful words.

We both turned to face each other, and Violet’s eyes were wider than I’d ever seen them. She was trembling.

Violet:
Whoops.

Violet:
Say something.



My fingers gently scrunch against the damp satin on their own, like they’re possessed.

You:


What do you want me to say?




She huffed.

Violet:
Don’t you feel anything?



I really need to stop rubbing against her pussy, but my finger refuses to stop. I stare at her for a second. Deep and long into her blue pools. Fear bubbled in my belly. This differed from Eden. That was just... I don’t even know what that was. Maybe it was just a quickie. Maybe it was more. It’s messy is what it is. But Vi?

I take a deep breath, and before I know it, I’m leaning in, like the possession was spreading. Her silky strands brush against my face as I placed my lips next to her ear. She shivers. Her skin is like a furnace against mine. I inhale, taking a good long drag of her shampoo. It was the one she always used. Aloe and Vanilla. “Vi,” I whispered. “You are the most important person in the world to me. My bestie. Damn good at what you do. We’re partners. I don’t wanna risk messin’ that up.”

My phone vibrated. I pulled away to look.

Violet:
That’s why you fired me?



The look on her face tells me I hurt her more than I realized.

You:


No, I spared you before I did something stupid, and take you down into the gutter with me. I was circling the drain, love. You deserve better.




My fingers are hurting from all this typing. Vi usually does the paperwork.

Violet:
Stupid?



I wince, thinking back to that night. Fingers hovering over the message I almost sent.

You:


Almost asked you out.




Her eyes widen.

Violet:
But you were with Maggie!



We both turn and glare through the slats. The twisted fuckers are still going at it. The dildo’s now missing from the nightstand, and I turned away before I see something foul I can’t unsee.

You:


I would have left her for you. I was protecting you. I just wanted you to be happy.




On reflection, it wasn’t my smartest decision, but I couldn’t risk our friendship, no matter how much I longed to hold her.

The grin slipped back on to her face. My fingers were pressing deeper into the fabric, making her breaths become slight gasps.

Violet:
Let me worry about that. You’re not allowed to protect me from you anymore. Understand?



She glares at me in the florescent glow as I read. Her fingers reach out and slide down my jacket until she stops at my jeans. She’s biting her lip, holding both sides of my jean fastening — just waiting to pry them apart. She glanced up and whispered. “I want you, Jay. Don’t send me away again.”

I put my phone in my back pocket and cup her cheek, whispering back. “Vi, love.” She was breaking my heart with the look she was giving me. Like she was teetering on the edge between tears and happiness. I couldn’t do it again. “Don’t think I could, even if I wanted to.” I grinned as a wave of emotion slammed into me like I wasn’t watching where I was going crossing the street. Bam, a truck throws me across the pavement. All the feelings, lust, and... love for Vi releases from the little box I hide it in, and I grin harder. For the first time in a long time, I feel less hollow.

My buttons pop open, and she hesitates at the zipper. She’s right to. We’re in a damn closet, while our perp and my bloody ex are fucking... or whatever the hell they’re doing right over there under that mound of champagne silk. “I’ve never been with anyone before,” she whispers, slowly pulling on the zipper and a great big lump catches in my throat.

I thumb her chin, lifting her gaze. “You mean?” I whisper. I almost shout it, but catch myself. Suddenly, I remember just how young Vi is. Eden’s a decade older, but Vi’s more or less the same in the other direction.

Christ alive. My hand is cupping the pussy of a gorgeous twenty-year-old virgin.

She grins, but it’s not the normal Vi grin. This one keeps her pouty lips parted and her gaze locked on me. I’ve seen that look before, just not on her. She’s more than aroused. She’s lost in it. Christ, in me. “I was saving myself for you. I don’t want anyone else... but you,” she whispers.

I don’t know whether to be terrified or jumping for joy. Part of me wants to thump my chest and rub in the fact this incredible young woman want’s me. I’d rub that shit in Maggie’s face for sure. But the other part? The more important part. He wants to just hold Violet. Shower her with love. Treat her like a damn princess. Protect her from the world.

I realize I’ve been lost in my head when I notice she’s now holding my cock in her hands. She gasps as she looks down and curls her fingers tightly around my shaft.

We should not be doing this now. Now is not the time or the place. But she’s pumping my cock in her pink nail-varnished fingers, looking at me, at my shaft like it’s the largest chocolate bar she’s ever seen. She gives me one quick look to check it’s okay to continue, and my heart swells for this beautiful, thoughtful woman. I lean down and press my lips against hers. Mesh my lips against the pouty pillows that’s soon gonna be wrapped around my cock. She whimpers, and I have to pull away before she makes any more noise.

“I love you, Jay,” she whispers, looking completely lost. I’ve dreamed of this moment. This is not how I imagined it, but beggars can’t be choosers.

I brush my finger across her cheek and whisper those words back. Words I never thought I’d ever get to utter. They feel bleeding fantastic leaving my mouth when Violet’s the recipient. “You do whatever you want to, love,” I say as she drops to her knees in the damn closet and stares at my cock. I can’t see her clearly in the gloom. The slats don’t go that far down. But I can feel her. I can imagine.

My fingers trail through her hair, her silky-smooth blond locks, as I try to resist holding her there. I force myself to just be content with touching her as she kisses my cock. Sensation blooms across my crown as moist satin lips slide over the tip and gently suck. She’s hesitant. Unsure of where her hands go. Aware of her teeth.

Bloody hell, is this her first blow job?

I let out a quiet groan to encourage her and gently run my fingers reassuringly through her hair. She’s not just unsure, she’s struggling. Fuck, maybe my shaft is a little on the thick side. Never thought that’d be a negative.

“Good girl, love,” I whisper, unable to stop my hips from flexing just a little. Slowly she gains confidence, and I have to grab the rail for support, leaving one hand in her hair.

Vi tries to go lower, but she’s not ready for that. Quickly she gags, and I pull out. “Go slow, love—”

“I don’t want to disappoint you,” she whispers, and I’m getting concerned we’re making too much noise. Using our phones was annoying, but at least it was silent. Not sure we could still do that whiles she’s doing this, though.

I bend over and whisper in her ear. “Don’t go too deep. Remember where we are.”

She slaps a hand over her mouth, making a smacking sound with how wet her lips are. Mouthing a ‘sorry’, she grins, pushes back on my cock. I hold in the groan as she sucks the tip like a lollipop, and pumps with both her hands. It’s not the greatest BJ. That award goes to Eden, but it’s Vi. That alone makes it a thousand times better.

My breaths are heavy as my hips flex. I try to rein it in, but every fiber of my being wants to come inside Violet. Already there’s a tightness building. An anticipation.

Vi bobs her head, sucking hard. What she lacks in experience, she makes up for by being Vi. Young, enthusiastic, and able to hold her breath for far too long. She also desperately wants it. I’ve never seen, or felt, someone want me to come so badly. It’s intoxicating. My fingers scrunch tighter as she slurps on the crown, hollowing her cheeks in the dim glow.

“That’s it, love, fuck, like that,” I whisper-grunt, shutting my eyes. Imagining us somewhere else — anywhere else. Maybe on a beach. Vi would wear that bikini she wore on that job. The tiny string number. She’d be on her knees in the sand. Sunlight’s on my face, and she’d suck me so sweetly, just like she is now. The sound of slurps mix with the crashing of the ocean. It feels good in the warmth, but the frantic bobbing on my shaft feels incredible. My fingers are in her hair. Coarse grains of sand have ruined her silky locks, but that just reminds me of how we rolled down the beach, making out. She moans. I grunt. We don’t have to be quiet here. I can groan, she can scream. One day I will make her scream my name when I take her. Somewhere more romantic than a fucking closet. But then another pair of hands slide over my naked chest. ‘Don’t forget about me, darling,’ Eden purrs, slinking her long slender fingers, smearing the sweat coating my skin. ‘Can I play too?’

My cock flexes. My eyes snap open, and I grunt. Violet whimpers as I come in her mouth. Quickly, she sucks from the tip like it’s a drinking straw. Her hands pump up and down, draining every drop, and I have to hold on to the rail or risk my damn legs giving out.

Pleasure surges, washing over me from the tip of my shaft to the depth of my sac. It explodes into a wave that makes me gasp. I drift on Violet. She could have just jacked me off and it would be amazing. Because it’s her. Bloody hell, I’ve never loved someone so much it hurts like I do her. It’s equally incredible and terrifying. Those thoughts fade as I flex in her mouth, squirting my bleeding last, losing the ability to think.

When the blood resumes its normal travel to my brain, I can focus enough on Vi. She wipes her mouth, and I help her up so she doesn’t push the doors open. “I wasn’t prepared for that,” she whispers. “I thought cum was small. Not... that.”

I chuckle, pulling her close. “Yeah,” I whisper back, realizing the load I gave her. Been saving that up for her for the past two years. “Sorry about that, love.”

She grins. “You liked it?”

I wipe a drop of cum from her lip and smear it on her blouse. “Liked it? Fuckin’ loved it.” Carefully I put myself away before I can smear anymore fluids over her skirt.

She grins wider, making her eyes sparkle in the slit of light. “Didn’t think it would be that hot.” She squeezes her thighs together as she takes her bottom lip under her top teeth and pulls a face. “Maybe a little too hot?”

She grabs my hand again and pushes it between her thighs. Bloody hell, the satin is completely soaked. I narrow my eyes at her, but I can’t help but grin. “You dirty little minx. Got all wet cos you had my cock in your mouth, did ya?”

She whimpers, slapping my arm, then winces at the noise. “Don’t say stuff like that when I can’t make noise,” she hisses quietly.

My grin becomes devilish. The event in the bedroom hasn’t ended yet, so I have a little time to kill. Been doing that a lot lately. “Is that right?” Gently, I press her against the back wall — crowding over her — and place my mouth next to her ear. “So you don’t want me talking about how wet your needy little pussy is, then?”

She gasps. “Jay, no.”
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CHAPTER FOUR


“What?” I whisper. Her silky locks tickle my lips. “We’ve talked about sex stuff before.” Slowly, I bring my hands to her waist and curl my fingers in the waistband of her panties.

“And I had to pretend to not be turned on by it every time. I tried really hard to not fall for you, you know. You didn’t make it easy.”

I grin. I fucking love hearing her say that. Christ, how different would the last year have been if... “Why didn’t you say something?” Slowly I pull, peeling the damp fabric down her thighs.

A sexy little hiss leaves her lips. “Scared,” she gasp-whispers. “You’re you. I wanted to make sure it wasn’t an infatuation. Didn’t want to risk what we have for anything other than love.” Her words sound so rehearsed. I picture her telling her reflection that, trying to convince herself. I did the same every damn time I went in the pisser. Nothing to do but stare at your reflection while taking care of business, and talk yourself out of confessing the love for your assistant.

Another moan from the bedroom reminds me of where we are, and I quickly check we’re still in the clear.

The alluring aroma of Violet’s need seduces me back to our little bubble in the closet. Another damn siren calling me, twisting my need to have this woman as my own. There’s that caveman again, thumping his chest, demanding mine in the back of my mind. I’m a possessive sod, I realize that. Probably why I didn’t fight very hard — if at all — for Maggie. She was never mine. But Violet? “And is it?” I purr into her ear as I leave her sodden garment just above her knees. “Love?”

As much as I know she will say yes, there is this little voice spreading doubt over my hope. How could she love me? Me of all people.

She hesitates, and that doesn’t help my ego, but I get it. She’s thinking what I’m thinking. The same thing I’ve thought for the past year. What if she don’t love me back? My hand is controlled by another part of me, one not concerned with love. It wants one thing, and it gets it as it slides up Violet’s smooth thigh and brushes against her pussy. “Yes,” she gasps. Finally. I’ll take it. “Do... do you feel..?”

My fingers slick over her sodden folds. Vi’s drenched and hotter than an oven, and I’m not even inside her yet. I’m worried she’ll burn my fingers. “Vi, love,” I whisper, kissing a spot on her neck lit by a patch of light. “I’ve always loved you.”

A tremor pases through her body in a wave, and I don’t know if it’s the touches or the words, but I love it. “Y-you have?” She says almost a little too loudly, and suddenly I’m regretting starting this. “Since when?”

I kiss her skin again, and she tilts her head, giving me more. She’s completely flawless. It’s like kissing perfection. “The Strickland job.” I glide my fingers deeper, spreading her lower lips, opening the inferno.

Another gasp. “T-that was our first job together.”

“One job was all I needed. Now shut up before you get us caught.”

“Okayyyyyyy,” the word devolves into a gurgled gasp as I push a finger inside her. Christ, she’s tight… and hot… and wet. Instantly, her muscles grip my finger.

“Relax, love. This can’t be your first time.” I kiss her ear. I can’t stop kissing her. Bleeding Christ, she’s delicious. I wanna eat her as much as fuck her. “You told me you loved—”

“I lied,” she says in a throaty whisper that’s almost a gasp. “I lied, Jay, about all of it.”

I don’t care about how all-encompassing all of it is, just that this might be her first time for this, and... that don’t compute to me. Vi’s a stunner. The girl that turns heads just walking down the street. She’s as clever as she is beautiful, but there’s also a vulnerability there... if she lets you see it. You wouldn’t think it from looking at her, but Vi is a geeky girl. She loves them sci-fi shows. The big spaceships ones with captains who seduce alien hotties after punching green fuckers in the face. Any time we were just sitting around, she’d babble about how some empire betrayed some other empire, or how the new Star Trek ain’t really Star Trek in her eyes, and normally my eyes would gloss over at that, but when it’s Vi, I care. Don’t care about Captain Whats-his-face doing whatever, but I care that yammering about it makes her happy. Thinking back on it, some of my favorite times were when we had nothing to do. Sitting on the steps of city hall at two in the morning, pretending to be a couple out for a late night walk, waiting for some cheating suit’s clandestine meeting. She snuggled in so hard under my coat, resting her head on my shoulder, and I could have stayed there all night.

“Jay?” she whispers. “I want you so badly.”

I stroke her hair, feeling the glossy strands as I slowly pump my finger in and out of her silky depths. “Violet,” I whisper sternly. “Your first time will not be in a closet. Besides, love, you’re too small, too tight. We need to build up to that. You deserve romance, not a bloody closet,” I almost growl, then rein it in, remembering where I am, what I’m supposed to be doing.

I quickly listen to the goings on in the bedroom, then regret it. ‘Hesty, oh, Hesty,’ is all I can hear and I gladly block that shit out. I focus on the beautiful creature in my grasp, soaking my hand. Vi shuts her eyes and smiles. “Okay.”

While I slowly pump in and out of her tight slit, I nibble on her neck and thumb the buttons of her blouse. One by one they pop open as I work my way down until I reach where her skirt’s gathered around her waist. That’s fine. I don’t need her naked. I do want to feel her fantastic rack in my hand, and that’s exactly what I’m gonna do. Conveniently, Vi’s bra is one of those front clasp types and with a bit of fiddling releases. The lacy satin collapses like a pair of cloth wings, revealing the luscious mounds hidden beneath. My free hand finds one instantly and palms the generous fleshy globe. Vi gasps a deep, sexy purr as my rough hands rub the hard peak of her nipple. I kiss her again. I worship her neck, down to her collarbone, over her shoulder. I could kiss her all damn day.

“J-Jay,” she stammers. “I n-need... m-more.”

I give her more. I’ll give Violet the Earth. I squeeze in another finger and place the knuckle of my thumb against the hood covering her clit. Except it ain’t the hood. Violet’s clit is swollen and peeking out. My knuckle goes directly on the sensitive little bud. The reaction in bleeding instantaneous. Her hips buck. Her back arches, and she gasps into the heavens. She gasps so damn loud I cover her mouth with the hand that was contentedly kneading her breast. A muffled moan splutters against my palm, but it’s quiet enough I don’t think it’ll get us caught.

Vi huffs through her nose as I continue. Even the threat of getting caught isn’t enough to make me stop now. Making Vi come is my only mission. She deserves that. I owe her that. My palm keeps her near silent as I pump my fingers in and out of her dripping channel. As gently as I can, I circle her clit with my knuckle, trying to not give her too much. If I did, she’d probably scream, and don’t think ol’ Hesty gonna chalk that up to Maggie’s moaning. She clutches my jacket like it’s the only thing keep her on her heels. Thankfully it’s the good leather, not that cheap crap that tears easily.

It leaves her breasts exposed and unattended. That seems like a bleeding crime — one I indent to rectify. I continue my kissing obsession across her collarbone and down into the valley. I really wish I could see her better. I’d chart her body like a dam map maker. But, as I’ve said, beggars can’t be choosers, and right now I’m happy enough that I get to do this with Vi.

It’s bloody stupid I’m doing it at all, though. I should wait quietly, snap pictures on my phone and think up a way out of this mess. We could do this after.

No one ever said I was smart. That’s Violet’s job, and she’s busy.

Vi’s hips gyrate as I keep up the pace, fucking her with my fingers and... shit, I’m rubbing her clit, but she’s only wildly moaning, not screaming, so I guess she’s gotten used to it. I try to maintain the pace as I kiss across her ample mound and find her nipple. It’s like a little finger begging for a suckle. I can’t resist, but I can give her areola a quick circle with my tongue, and a flick of her bud first. Her hips buck again. Ooo, she likes that. I squirrel that info away for later. I don’t have time to linger or indulge myself. Vi’s pussy muscles are fluttering around my fingers, squeezing harder and harder as I continue to pump inside her. I don’t dare find her G-spot. I want her to come, not explode. Though now I’m picturing that, and I’m tempted.

No, idiot, you’re already pushing your luck.

I’m right. I’m smarter than I look. I suck Vi’s nipple like a thirsty man drinking a milkshake. It’s Violet flavor, and fucking delicious.

Vi shudders, breathing hard against my palm, gasping through her nose. I imagine her eyes rolling as I switch breasts and suck her other nipple. She wails into my hand as I suck harder. Her hips don’t stop grinding. If anything, she’s fucking my digits faster, flexing her hips back and forth. I wish I could see it. I bet it’s a spectacular sight. Fucking glorious.

I give her bud another lick, looking up just as she glares down at me, seeing the tendril of spit joining my bottom lip with her nip. Her eyes widen for a second, just long enough for a sliver of panic to enter my mind, but then I feel it. The tightness around my fingers contract, then release. She moans against my hand like I’m murdering her, and wetness floods her pussy. Then with a shudder, her eyes roll and she’s coming. I was wrong. That is fucking glorious. Vi shudders, gripping my head for support, almost tearing my hair out as she scrunches her fists. I have to press my hand harder against her mouth to keep the mewling noise in. It’s so damn erotic I’m making more of a mess inside my jeans.

I want her to enjoy it, so I resume pumping my fingers and sucking her nips, dragging out her climax as long as I can. I don’t think it’s more than a few extra seconds, but it feels like an eternity when it’s Vi coming on my hand.

As I pull my soaked, shriveled fingers from her heat, I realize it’s another line I’ve crossed, but I don’t care. Out of all of them, it’s the one most worthy. It feels like a damn dream, anyway. Maybe I’ll wake up in my office, muddy boots on the desk, no closer to solving my financial problems.

Christ, I hope not.

There’s no way I want to go back to the way things were. So many things unsaid. Stolen glances. Beating around the fucking bush, unable to just come out and say, ‘Violet, love. I fucking love you.’

Vi’s shaking eases and I move back to her ear and tell her. “Violet. I love you.”

She mumbles something into my palm.

I pull it away, unable to ignore the mix of saliva and lipstick smudged on my skin. “Sorry, love.”

Vi takes in a deep breath and smiles. She’s still beautiful, even if her smudged lipstick makes her look like a sexy Joker. “Oh, Jay,” she whispers in between struggled breaths, looking at the closet ceiling. “Jay,” she says again, then again. Each one a tingling whisper on my soul. Her eyes mist in the slitted light, and she gulps.

“Fuck, Vi, did I hurt you?” Worry gnaws at my gut.

She shakes her head and throws her arms around me, sniveling against my shoulder. “No,” she whispers. “You can never hurt me.” She lets out a quiet a snotty-giggle. “You can be really mean sometimes, but never hurt.”

I wrap my arms around her, realizing how small she is against me. “You had me worried, love.”

“I’m sorry. Don’t know what’s come over me. I just... didn’t think this would happen after you got rid of me.”

I squeeze her tight. “I did not get rid of you,” I say a little too loudly, and lower my voice, quickly checking no one heard me. I can’t hear anything, actually, and I’m not sure if I’m relieved or concerned about that. “I did what I thought was best. Would never have done it if I knew you felt—.”

“Don’t blame me—”

“I’m not. I’m just saying, that’s all.”

“I don’t wanna fight with you, Jay. I feel too good right now.”

I kiss her cheek and hug her. “We don’t fight, love. We have passionate discussions.”

She chuckles against me. “Oh, like the time you tried to convince me Star Wars was better?”

“Yeah. We had a passionate discussion about how you was wrong.” Those geeks on the Internet told it would annoy a trekkie. Never watched it myself, but I did my research, so I had something to tease her with. That was months ago, and she still hasn’t let it go.

She huffs, preparing to launch an impassioned argument. I stop her with my lips, pulling her into a kiss. A deep and passionate kiss. Way better than any discussion. A kiss for the ages. She melts against me, her naked breasts falling into my palms as I push her against the wall, and she moans into my mouth.

Time melts away. It’s just her and me. Our bodies squished together, lips and tongues mating like bleeding rabbits. Then my damn phone vibrates in my pocket.

It snaps me out of the exquisite bubble with the harshness of reality. I waver for a second. I’d rather hold Violet’s fantastic breasts, but I’m an adult, not a wet behind the ears teenager — despite what some people might think — with responsibilities. Besides, if this ain’t a dream, then Vi’s gorgeous rack ain’t going anywhere. “Sorry, love,” I whisper, whipping out my phone to find a message from Eden.

Eden:
Have you two finished? I think they have. No movement in a while. Perhaps she killed him? Please say yes.



My eyes widen at the message, and I have to hold in the chuckle as I peer through the slats. “Eden says they’re done,” I whisper.

Violet growls like an adorable little kitten as she joins me ogling through the closet door. “Bet she does.”

“Think we can sneak out?”

“Jay.” She gives me one of her incredulous looks, the one that say’s ‘you’re being an idiot.’

“I don’t want to stay here any longer than I have to. Tread carefully. If they wake, run.”

I don’t give her time to use her long words to assault me with reason. I’m too high on Violet to care, and I want to get away from Maggie and that shit-stain.

With as much care as I can muster, I push the closet door open and stare at the mass of limbs and silk before me. It suddenly hits me, seeing Maggie’s naked body intertwined with someone else, that we’re over. That it’s real, and... I don’t feel sadness. I feel relief. Free. I’m still angry at the fucking husband, and if that dildo was still on the nightstand, I’d be tempted to smack him with it. I wonder where that’s gone... nope, don’t want to know.

A loud snorting oinks from the bed, followed by a very loud, unsexy snoring sound. Maggie. Relief becomes elation. Violet pushes past and holds her phone out over the bed, taking snaps. I take one last look, and the only thing that comes to mind is:

Good. Fucking. Riddance.

I chuckle, turn and creep out of the bedroom to the front door. Violet is nimble on her feet and silent like a ninja, almost scaring the crap out of me when I find her behind me as I reach for the door handle. She rolls her eyes and I make a face back at her as we slip through and carefully close the door behind us.

Once we’re clear, I turn to Vi and my mouth drops open, seeing her in the bright hallway lights. “Vi, love, you’re indecent.” Her fantastic breasts positively glow, large and round on her small frame, highlighting the creamy pale triangle tan lines surrounding her nipples. Blond strands hang from her ponytail, clumped in her face. Her makeup’s a mess, and her thighs glisten. She’s clearly tried to pull her panties up, but they only made it to the top of her thighs. Her pussy is a beautiful tight slit, with just a hint of blond fuzz.

She chuckles, fixing her panties and skirt. “And whose fault is that?”

I grin as she puts her breasts away in the satin bra and buttons her blouse. “Dunno, love.” I take her hand in mine. “But he must be one horny, handsome devil,” I say, making a move to the elevator.
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I swan out the front door, nod to my fellow lackey, meeting Violet who left by the employee entrance, moaning about how she got chewed out by a guy named Greg. “And he’s bitching at me like I’m the one who did it. I don’t even know who the fuck Susan is. He couldn’t take his eyes off this white stain on my blouse.”

“Well, Susan must be a reckless smoker,” I say with a knowing smirk. “Honestly, smoking right next to a no smoking sign.”

Violet follows me into the other hotel. “Wait, I didn’t say it was near a sign.”

“No? My mistake.” We enter the elevator and there’s this moment of silence before she huffs, piecing it together.

“It was you!”

I take her hand in mine and pull her close. Fuck, it feels good to hold her like this. So many spank bank fantasies, I am not ashamed to say, came true in that closet. But I’m a filthy fucker and that was just the tip of the iceberg. “Of course it was me, love. I needed a distraction to get you out of there.”

She clutches my jacket with her free hand, leaning against me as the elevator slowly rises. “Right. Sorry. I keep forgetting you came to rescue me.” She looks up. “Thank you, by the way.”

I wrap my arm around her. “No problem, love. But you’ve already thanked me.” The elevator doors ping open and we stroll out like a couple of lovers.

Vi giggles. “Can’t believe we did that. And Maggie was right there! Gosh, what a bitch.” She clenches my arm tighter. “Sorry. Is it too soon?”

I grin. “Fuck no, love. Call that skank what you will. I have a mind to send her a thank you note.”

Vi stops. “Wait. What? Why?” She scowls, still looking a vision.

I cup her face and rub my thumb along her cheek. Christ, I thought Eden was addictive. “Because, Violet. Her being a cheatin’ whore let this happen. I finally get to be with you.”

Vi grins. It’s genuine for a second, before the sass ruins it. “Oh, that’s so romantic, Jay!”

I open the hotel room door and slap her delicious behind. “That’s enough cheek out of you, otherwise daddy Jay’s gonna give you a spankin’.”

She giggles, waddling inside on her heels. “Oh, you promise?” she says full of sass. “I’ll be a good girl, I’ll—”

The words die in her throat as we enter the bedroom to find eden naked on the bed.

“What took you so long? I’ve been waiting,” she says, running her fingers down her creamy, naked thigh.

My mouth drops open. “Bleedin’ Christ, love.”
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CHAPTER ONE


“Oh my gosh,” Vi gasps, tugging on my jacket. “What the...”

Normally I'd comfort the blond hanging off my arm — her fingers are squeezing my hand so damn tightly it’s making my digits numb. But I can’t take my eyes off Eden. “Well, well, well.” Words leave my mouth as I stare at the naked brunette. More specifically, at the conjunction of her creamy thighs. The glistening pink center of an Eden sandwich that’s staring me in the face. “What have you been up to while I was away?”

Eden lets a small titter escape. Like her, it’s elegant. Controlled. “Jay, darling. What does it look like? I was waiting for you. Would you think me greedy if I wanted another round?”

Violet scoffs.

Eden sighs, climbs to her knees, and sits side-saddle like. “Violet,” she says in a motherly tone. I try to focus on her words. It’s difficult with her rack now staring me in the face. Large, round, and only sagging slightly. They’re bleeding fantastic. “I’m sorry if you think I crossed a line. I’m having a day and needed relief... and well.” She looks at me with that vixenious hunger. “Can you really blame me?”

She’s looking at me like a piece of meat. I’d be happy to let her devour me for hours.

Vi lets go and folds her arms. It pushes her breasts up and the buttons on her blouse threaten to pop free. The fabric is so taut you can see her bra through the cloth gaps. “I guess not,” she huffs. “It was my fault. I didn’t tell him, and he’s too clueless — for a PI — to figure it out.”

I give the blond a look. The one I reserve for people who insult me behind my back while I’m standing in front of them. “That’s not fair, you cheeky little minx. You said you wanted to stay prof. So we did.”

Vi rolls her eyes, but she can’t hide the grin tugging at her pouty pink lips. “Oh, Jay. Not everything a girl says is what she wants.”

I narrow my eyes at her. She’s not making sense. “Then how the hell can you blame me if I can’t tell the difference?”

She ignores me, returning her attention to Eden. “You’ve already fucked him,” she says with a slight wobble in her voice. “What more do you want?”

Eden shifts position, posing like a model on the cover of a damn porn mag — leaning on one arm to the side, and pushing her breasts out. “I assume you’ve just had a taste of what I had. Can you blame me for wanting more of that?”

Vi bites her lip and looks away.

“No,” I say, stepping in.

“Jay!” Violet hisses.

I slide my arm around her shoulders and pull her against me where she bloody belongs. “It’s okay, Love. Nothing to be ashamed of.” I return my attention to the seductive naked temptress on the bed. She’s tilted her head now, completing the fuck me pose that taunted me as a boy from the covers on my uncle’s dirty titty mags. “No, we didn’t. It’s her first time, and it ain’t gonna be a quickie in a damn closet. She means more to me than that.” Vi gently leans against me and a sense of satisfaction flutters in my chest that she likes me valuing her. Reading the relationship crap in the magazines she left out for clients was good for something, at least.

“Oh,” Eden purrs, and I can see the cogs turning in her emerald gaze. “Then I’m envious. With the right partner, a first can be magical. Though with Jay the way he is, it might be... uncomfortable.”

Violet tenses. “What do you want? We’ve done the job. Your husband is a cheating dirt-bag. We have photo evidence. You’ve even got a free fuck with my boyfriend—”

I cough. “Really?”

She ignores me, continuing. “We’ll be taking the rest of the payment now.”

I cough again. “Yeah, about that. We never negotiated terms.”

Vi doesn’t miss a beat. “That’s fine. We’ll use the standard rate.”

Eden’s seductive expression falters. “Violet, please.” She sits up and wraps her arms around herself, covering her breasts. Well, part of them.

“What do you want, Eden? You want to fuck Jay again? What?”

Eden’s gaze lowers, losing all the glamorous bravado. “I’m sorry. I’m not very good at this. Letting people in and discussing… things.”

Vi huffs again in that adorable little squeak. “You seem okay letting all of yourself bare.”

Eden winces. “That’s what’s expected of me... I’m confident in that way… It’s...”

I try to be sensitive. I try to remember that she’s just had her fears regarding her shitty husband confirmed. But I can’t help blurting, “Spit it out, love. What?”

Eden winces again, and I know I’m being an ass. Even violet gives me a gentle pat to cool it.

“I-I don’t want to take him from you, or use him,” Eden says. For the first time since she waltzed into my office this morning, her voice sounds different. Sincere. Her gaze turns to me. “I like you, Jay. Really. Truly. More than I thought possible so quickly. I don’t sleep with men I’ve just met… or anyone.” Her attention returns to Violet like she’s my owner. I guess she is, in a way. She holds my heart in her tiny, pink, nail-varnished fingers. I never let myself cross that line because I feared it would make me vulnerable, and it has. Christ, what am I doing? “You obviously love each other. I don’t want to interfere with that. I... I want to share it.”

“Share it?” I ask, secretly imagining a filthy scenario involving all three of us. It’s not what I should focus on, but like I’ve said, I’m a filthy sod.

“You’re beautiful, Violet,” Eden says, taking me by surprise. Violet stiffens more, practically falling against me. “I would love to make your first time more special.” The seduction returns, lacing her honeyed words with a sensual purr.

Vi gulps. “Y-you would?”

A mischievous smile slips onto Eden’s lips. I stay quiet, not wanting to influence Vi. I want her to say yes, obviously. I want to taste Eden again on my lips. But I want it to be Vi’s decision. While the idea of us being a threesome is quickly cementing in my mind, it needs to be Vi’s choice. I know not to push my luck with getting something as fantastic as being with Vi. But a man can dream. “You don’t have to say yes right away. We can see how it goes. But I want to be upfront about this.”

Silence fills the hotel room for a good ten seconds before Violet surprises me. “Watching you fuck him made me hot... and you are… attractive. But how do I know this isn’t some game? An exciting distraction to get back at that cheating prick? I’ve seen it before.”

I hold my tongue, enjoying the sight of Eden’s curves, and the feel of Violet nestling tightly against me.

“Fair,” Eden says, letting her arms drop, exposing her hard nipples. “I guess I’ll have to earn your trust? I don’t know how I could prove myself.”

“Do I get a say?” I ask, just wanting to be part of the conversation. Obviously, I’m fully on board, but sometimes it’s just nice to be asked.

Vi titters. “I already know what you’d say.”

I huff. “Doubt that, love.”

“You’d say it was my decision, even though you really want it.” Her gaze flicks to my crotch and the semi-hard I’m sporting on the account of Eden’s nakedness. “Because despite the lovable rogue vibe you try to give off, you’re a big softie underneath.”

“Oh.” Dammit, she’s got me there, though I don’t consider myself a big softie. Maybe a little softie... at least for Vi, though with Violet it’s quickly hard, but now I mixing up my meanings. I have an ace up my sleeve I’ve been saving. “But I would also tell you to follow your moral compass.” I lean in, pressing my head against hers. “What would Captain Kirk do?”

Violet’s laugh is like the sweetest music as she cackles. “He’d be improving interspecies relations right about now,” she chuckles to herself.

I pretend to know what that means. “Right. So what will it be, love?” I ask, placing my hands on her shoulders and turning her to face me. “We go home, or see where this goes?”

Violet stares deep into my eyes, biting her lip. Uncertainty flickers in the pretty blue pools.

“Don’t worry, Violet,” Eden says with a less seductive and more caring tone. “You won’t have to do anything you don’t want to do. This is supposed to be fun.” She flops onto her back, giving me another eyeful of her pussy. She arches her back and slides her fingers up the valley of her breasts and then over her head. “It’s supposed to be pleasurable.”

I drag my attention from the vixen on the bed. “She’s right, love. I want you to enjoy yourself. The second you’re not, we’ll go. Okay?” I’m surprised by the depth of the need I have to protect her. Nothing matters more than her happiness. Is this what all those sappy love songs are about? At least the ones not written about getting down.

Vi thinks for a few seconds before nodding her head. “Okay. I trust you. I am kinda curious.”
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CHAPTER TWO


I can’t contain my grin. “That’s the spirit, love.” I slide my hands over her shoulder and cup her face, leaning in. Her pouty lips conform against me as I kiss her. She mewls a quiet breath, parting her lips as she fists my coat.

“Excellent, darlings,” Eden purrs somewhere outside the bubble of just me, Vi, and her licking tongue. “This is going to be so much fun... not that this is purely about fun... we’ll get to that.”

The kiss deepens as Vi fists my coat, crinkling the leather. She makes these little ‘Mmmm’ sounds as our lips slide, touch, and taste. As we delve deeper into each other, my hands slip down to her collarbone, sliding my meaty digits over the slippy silk until I reach the top blouse button straining against her plump bosom. It practically pops open with a quick pinch. Vi moans more of her little whimpers as I continue, popping each button, freeing her satin encased breasts. Then her toned tummy until I reach the waistband of the skirt. This time I don’t stop there. I slide my hands around her waist, feeling her smooth skin. Vi grips harder, pulling me against her lips. With a quick flick outwards — that has her moaning into my mouth — I release the black satin blouse to drape behind her.

Then there’s a warmth on my neck. Fingers trail over my shoulders and they aren’t Vi’s. “Let me help,” Eden whispers, back to her seductive tone. “You’re looking after Violet. Who looks after you?” she hums into my ear, breasts pressing against my back.

My hands slide up Vi’s tummy until I find her plentiful mounds and cup the mountains of satin. She whimpers again, and it’s almost shocking how needy she’s become. She’s always been fiercely independent. Capable. But now I have her on my lips and in my hands, it’s like something’s switched inside her. “Oh, Jay,” she mumbles as we take a quick breath before the kissing resumes. It’s like something out of a dream. I could record her needy little whimpers and never need porn again.

I slide my hands up over the exposed parts of her breasts, curl my fingers under the satin and over the silky, perfect skin of her, slipping the blouse down to her arms, exposing her gorgeously sculpted shoulders in one smooth movement. As I marvel at how much I just love touching Violet, Eden slides her hands up the sides of my neck. She’s purring in my ear as her slender digits force their way under my coat and ease the heavy leather off my shoulders. She gets as far as my elbows because I’m too busy undressing Vi, and she’s reluctant to release her death grip on my lapels.

We stay like that for a minute — stalemate — as I eat up Vi like my favorite dessert. Her lipstick’s gone after I smudged it with my hand in the closet, so now it’s just pure Violet. But we can’t go on forever. Eden’s insistently tugging. I let go so the seductive brunette can pull the coat off my arms, and Vi instinctively switches to fisting my shirt.

She makes another of those little whimpers as the satin slinks down her arms, then one of annoyance of when she has to let go so the blouse can come off.

“That’s better,” Eden purrs into my ear, still making my cock throb. Her sneaky digits slide all over my back before slipping around the front and inside my jeans.

My hands return to Vi’s gorgeous rack, squeezing them through the silky black fabric. I’m too eager, because I’m unclasping the front clip before I’ve really got going, and her naked flesh bounces free. Her nipples are springy against my palm as I feel her up, loving how fully she fills my palms. She whimpers into my mouth as I squeeze harder, then mewls as I thumb her poky little nipples.

I’m not the only one who’s impatient, and I don’t even mean the mature seductress thumbing my crown inside my pants, but the needy blond bombshell in my grasp. Vi eagerly shucks her bra and unbuttons my shirt, tilting away from the kiss. “I was a fucking idiot,” she says, almost as a breathy gasp. “Can’t believe I kept you at arm’s length.” We kiss in between her bursts of atonement. “You should have just shown me what I was missing.”

I pinch her nipples, tugging them gently. “Would you have let me?” I gasp, needing air. Always needing bloody air.

“Maybe,” she gasps back. “Dunno.” Vi and Eden work in unison to remove my shirt, and then I have two sets of nails raking the surface of my chest and back.

“You know I’d never force you. My dad may have been a sneaky petty thief,” I say, looking deep into her eyes, trying to drag my gaze away from her puckered, well-kissed lips. “But he worshiped my mom like a goddess. I’m a lot like him... apart from the doin’ over a bank and gettin’ nicked for it part.”

“I love you, Jay,” Violet says, and it’s like the sun rising high in the sky on a murky day. “I tired not to.”

My button pops open. “You talk too much, darlings,” Eden purrs. “You’re star-crossed lovers, and I’m a scorned wife. Now, can we get to the fucking?”

“Don’t rush me, love,” I huff. “This needs to be right. Perfect.”

Violet grins. Christ, her eyes are as big as my thumbnails. She cups my face. “It’s okay, baby.” Her grin widens. “Oh, I enjoy saying that. This doesn’t have to be perfect. As long as it’s with you, it’s always perfect.”

I grin back, brushing my thumb across her cheek. “Little liar.”

“Maybe,” she giggles. “But I don’t need perfect. I just need you. Like, right now.”

I sigh. Whoever said romance is dead? “Okay, love. But can I do something I’ve always wanted to do first?”

She raises her wispy eyebrows. “Okay?” she says with uncertainly. She’s unsure she’s gonna like it, but I know she’s gonna love it. Besides, it’s another tick off the spank-bank list.

I give her another quick kiss, then move to her neck. Each brief peck is more involved than the last until I’m sucking her right nipple. She gasps. “As much as I like that, you’ve done that before.”

Eden continues her mission to steal all my clothes, pulling my jeans down to my knees, leaving the enormous tent in my shorts.

“So impatient,” I whisper between kisses, making my way down her tummy. As I approach the skirt’s waistband, I hunt for the zipper and find it at the side, neatly hidden. Luckily I’m a PI. A Pussy Inspector as my old mate John used to joke, which is a damn sight better than Private Dick. Maybe a Privates Investigator? Which is my way of saying that the zipper releases and the skirt slips from Violet’s hips, revealing the sodden back satin panties that are deliciously dipping into her pussy folds. I couldn’t do this in the closet. I didn’t want to risk making a noise, and it’s part of the reason I didn’t want to fuck Violet there. Besides, that seems disrespectful, like. To fuck my new girlfriend near my old cheating one. Call me old-fashioned.

What’s not old-fashioned is the sexy little tattoo she has to the right of her blond fuzz — the tip just visible, peeking out from under the black satin.

Her panties peel from her pussy like dark wrapping sliding from a present. Her beautiful, glistening lips rise into view like the Ninth Wonder of the World, and so does her tattoo. “Christ, Vi. You’re gorgeous.” Of course it’s a Star Trek tat, but I might have to change my mind about this stuff, because it’s sexy as hell. It’s a simple outline of the logo they have on their chests — the ones they’re always tapping in the newer ones. But it’s the text that has my cock throbbing. ’To Boldly Go,’ is written in classy lettering just underneath, and it does something to my mind. Yes, I am. Going down to the Celestial Temple where no one’s gone before. She had this done so whoever went down on her would find it. Was it for me? It’s both a mission statement and a promise, and I fucking love it. It’s even a little dig at our ongoing Trek teasing. Maybe there’s something to this stuff after all. I don’t want to ruin the moment, so I keep quiet.

Her fingers fists my hair. “J-Jay, what are you doing?” she stammers as I drop to my knees, just keeping my balance as Eden pulls the denim down to my ankles.

I look up at her through the valley of her luscious breasts. “What’s it look like, love? I’ve been a good boy, and now the universe is rewarding me.”

Vi looks at Eden with confusion written over her face. “Just humor him. You’ll understand in a minute,” the brunette says, yanking off my boot.

“Wait,” Vi says, scrunching my scalp. “You don’t have to. I know guys don’t—” I shut her up with a quick suck of her clit. It’s engorged, peeking out from her tight hood at the tip of her pretty pussy. She almost screams. She almost pulls my bloody hair out, too. “Oh, fuck, Jay!”

Eden titters, yanking off my other boot, as I lick up through Vi’s slick folds. Her salty musk invades my tongue, coating my lips in her need. I feel like a kid licking the cake mixture off the spoon before the sweet treat is put in the oven. I just don’t have to wait to enjoy this cupcake.

Vi shudders when I push my tongue inside her. “Okay. Okay,” she pants. “I’m on board with this plan. It’s a good plan. Great. Fuck,” she babbles, as I spread her lips with my thumbs and lick teasing circles around her clit.

“Jay, darling,” Eden purrs, pressing her pussy against my cheek. She leaves a wet smear across my skin. “Can we take this to the bed? Then we can both feast.”
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CHAPTER THREE


I grin against Violet’s pussy. This has to be the best job I’ve ever done. I give Vi’s needy little bud one last suck — she cries out, slapping my head — before letting up. “Okay, love. Fair’s fair.” I kick my jeans off and stand. Vi complains that I’ve stopped kissing her pussy. I’ve still got my shorts on, and there’s a wet anticipatory patch on the dark gray surface. Vi kicks off her heels as I snatch her up bridal style and chuck her on the bed.

She bounces with a giggle. “Jay!”

“Christ, Vi. You’re a vision.”

Eden slides her hand around my chest and hugs me from behind. “So pretty.”

A gorgeous crimson blooms across Vi’s cheeks, and she quickly uses her arms to cover herself.

I smile. It feels good on my face for a change, instead of the fake ones I reserve for clients. It’s usually a scowl. I’m gonna get lines on my face if I’m not careful.

“So blond,” Eden continues. “Would look prettier if you take it out of that holder.”

I pry one of Eden’s hands from my chest and grip it, interlocking our fingers. It’s going to take time to get used to, but I’m already attached to her. “Come on, love. Don’t be shy. I’m gonna be inside you in a minute.”

Vi moans, rolling into a ball on the bed. “No, Jay. Don’t say stuff like that,” she whimpers, pulling the holder from her hair, letting the silky strands drape free. Christ, her hair’s gotten long. It reaches past her shoulder blades, dangling over her like golden silk. “It makes me feel funky.”

“So pretty,” Eden whispers to herself.

I chuckle as Vi becomes someone different. Someone new. She hides under her hair, curled tightly into a fleshy ball. Christ, is she shy? I never would have thought it by how brazen she’s been in the past. How much she flaunts her fantastic figure. “Vi, love. Why you hidin’?” I whip my shorts down my thighs so we’re all naked, and almost regret it when my cock pings free, swings up and slaps against the space between my dick and my belly button. “What you mean, funky?”

“Horny,” she squeaks. “So horny. This is why I never... scared.”

I exchange a bemused look with Eden. “Scared?” I try to ignore the concern gnawing at the edge of my mind.

“Yeah,” she huffs from under her blond curtain. “Feels too much like losing control.”

I let out a breath. Eden titters in that motherly tone. “But that’s the good part, love. You lose control, and then, wham. It feels fantastic.”

“Really?” She sounds so bleeding, adorable. I constantly forget that she’s just a year out of her teens. When I was that age, I was nicking quarters from arcade machines with my uncle. Girls were a foreign land I’d yet to explore.

She’s confusing me, because she bloody loved it when I made her come inside the closet. I squeeze Eden’s hand. “Tell her, love.”

“Oh, Violet. Just let it happen. I know it might seem scary, but you’re about to become addicted to Jay’s cock. I know I am.”

I pat her hand. “Steady on, love.” I release Eden and move to the bed. “Come on, sweetheart. Show us what a beauty you are. You trust me, right?” I trail my fingers down her side and down her outer thigh.

“Yes,” she squeaks, peeking through the blond waterfall. Slowly, she lifts onto her butt and grins at me.

“There you are, love. You never have to hide yourself from me. I love every part of you, inside and out.”

She scrunches her face. “Even if I know you're wrong about Star Trek?”

I prowl towards, and boop her on the nose. “Especially because you love that crap.”

“Crap? Not sexy, Jay,” she huffs, and it makes me love her even more.

I lean in and whisper, “what did you say when you caught me reading that dirty book?”

Her eyes widen. “I... I asked why you read that... crap.”

I grin. “Exactly.” My fingers trail over her flawless bare skin, making her shiver. “You really want to discuss which of us has the worse taste?”

Vi shuts her eyes as my digits do loop-de-loops around her nipples. “No,” she says with a breath gasp. “It’s you, but no.”

Eden comes up behind me and grabs my cock, giving the throbbing length a squeeze. “Good. Because I don’t think I can take much more torment. Either let me suck that monster, Jay, or put it away.”

Vi giggles as I give the thirsty vixen a look over my shoulder. One that has her eyes twinkling, and her hand pumping my shaft gently up and down, from base to tip.

“Okay,” Violet says. “I’m ready. Let’s do this. Give me your cock, baby. Get me addicted. Make me yours.”

I chuckle at her awkward babbling. But at least she seems more relaxed.

“Well, first we need to loosen you up, sweetheart. I don’t want to hurt you.”

Violet pouts. “But you’ve got me all hot now. I wanna fuck!”

I lean in and give her pouty lips a gently kiss. “Patience, you needy little minx.” I turn to Eden. “If I’m... and you want to... How do we?”

Eden joins us at the bed and pulls me in for a hungry kiss. “On your back? We can each take an end?”

My grin becomes a mile wide. I never had a threesome in my spank-bank, but now it’s just shot to the top of the list. “I like the way you think, love.”

Eden laughs in that classy way, but there’s a twinge of sadness to it. “Oh, I’ve spent many hours fantasizing about… stuff.”

I take the vixen in my arms and hold her. “I hope you remember most of it, because we’re going to put it to good use.”

She beams. “Oh, I remember.”

“Come on Jay! You promised I’d feel good. It’s not fair making me so wet, then keeping me hanging on.”

I turn back to Violet. “I thought you were scared?” I taunt, picking her up off the bed and holding her in my arms. She’s as light as a feather, and she throws her arms around my neck. “You didn’t seem scared in the bleedin’ closet.” I move onto the bed, roll onto my back, and plop her on my chest.

She giggles, pushing her blond mop out of her face. “That was just fingers... and it kinda hurt at first.” She slaps my chest when I try to complain she that didn’t tell me I was hurting her. “I didn’t want to ruin the moment... or get us caught. I loved it... in the end. Is it gonna be like that?”

“Gah,” I groan as a pair of plush lips slick over my cock head.

“Mmmm,” the vixen moans around my shaft. “It’s only been a few hours,” she says, twirling her tongue around the sensitive tip. “But I missed this.”

“Christ, love. You’re insatiable,” I groan... then hiss as she makes her point by scraping her teeth down the length. It bleeding hurts, but it’s also kinda hot. I try to refocus on Violet. “Better, sweetheart. Now bring yourself up here so I can finish what I started.”

My stunning blond... girlfriend — Christ, that’s gonna take getting used to — shimmies up my chest until she can place her knees either side of my head. “Like this? I’ve never done anything like this before.”

I grin as I wrap my arms around her thighs and pull her higher so her glistening pussy is inches away from my face. “Remember when we spent time in that club? The one with all the leather?”

“Uh, huh,” she says, grinding her hips in the air. I’m not even touching her yet. “Condor?”

“That’s the one. Knew that would make an impression. When we saw the redhead sit on that guy’s face while the other two sucked him off? This is like that.”

“Oh. That was hot. She screamed and made his face wet.”

“Now you are gonna do the same.” I don’t give her time to respond other than the cry of pleasure as I suck on her clit. As I lick my way around that little magic nub, I try to ignore the suckling lips on my crown. It’s scary how well the seductive brunette can keep me teetering on edge. She can work wonders with her mouth, but she’s just as devious, torturous, even. But I think we’re on the same page — If I’m gonna come, it’s gonna be inside Violet. No other option even enters my head.

As I lick, lap, and slick my tongue through Violet’s silky, dewy folds — filling my nose with her musky scent — I’m confused at how shy she got. Vi is bold. But maybe that’s just a front? A role she plays when she’s with me or working? It’s an excellent distraction to ponder over as Eden sucks my cock like a vacuum, making me clench Violet’s tanned thighs. I groan into slick, pink flesh, and somewhere above me Vi moans as a convulsion tremors through her body. It’s a shame she’s facing the wrong way. I think she’d enjoy watching Eden suck my cock. I could use some filthy, dirty talk on her. I’ll have to remember that for next time.

“Jay, Jay,” Violet pants. “I feel it, fuck, I feel it. Oh, it’s so good. I’m getting...” A shudder has her grinding her pussy against my face. “I tried before, but it was never like this. Oh, crap!” she squeals, almost falling to the side. “Can I just?”

She shuffles out of my grasp and turns. “I need something to hold on to if you’re gonna do that.” Her pussy slides back over my face, now upside down as she supports herself on my chest. Brilliant. It’s like she read my mind.

“Don’t lie, love. You just wanna watch Eden suck my cock, doncha?”

“Oh, oh wow.” More wetness seeps from her tight lower lips. Yeah, she bleeding loves it.

“You just watch the show, while I — Christ, love” I hiss as Eden takes me all the way to the back of her throat and holds me there. Vi’s pussy flutters against my mouth as I push my tongue back inside her. I can feel her pulse, and it’s racing.

I grit my teeth so damn hard trying not to come, I’m worried I’ll break a filling, and I can’t afford to have that bout of medieval torture.

Eden pulls off and I sigh in relief as she switches to stroking the slick length.

“Do you like watching, Violet?” Eden asks as I get back to licking Vi out, remembering why the hell I’m doing it, and the more I think about it, the more I’m dying to be inside her. “Do you like me sucking your boyfriend’s fat cock?”

Moisture coats my tongue. Yeah, Vi bloody loves the dirty talk. “No... Yes,” she pants as I lick her clit, focusing. I have a date with this pretty pussy and it can’t come soon enough. “Ughh,” she moans as I push a couple of fingers inside her and suck her clit. Her whole body locks, shakes, and cries deep guttural sounds, like she struggling to do anything. Her nails scrunch, her pussy twitches in pulses, and then she collapses against my chest. “Oh...” she gasps.

I grin. It wasn’t the most explosive climax, but it should loosen her up enough if I go slow. Vi may have a fantastic rack, but she’s petite everywhere else. “Fuckin’ gorgeous,” I say, giving her a loving lick.

“Can we just change places?” Eden asks. “I don’t want to take away from your first time, but... you try and suck this monster and not get squirmy.”

I laugh, wiping my lips on a clear patch of Vi’s thigh. “I’ll let Vi decide. It’s her first.”

Violet giggle. “Don’t care. I just need you. That’s made it worse, not better. I thought once I’d come it’d be... less urgent, but fuck, Jay.” She slaps my belly. “I need you to fuck me.”

I slide her off my head so I can actually see her. “Tell you what, love. I’ll stay like this, and you can ease yourself into it. Use me for your pleasure, sweetheart.”

Her gaze snaps to the wet shaft standing proud and covered in Eden’s saliva. She bites her lip. The hesitation lasts for a second. She almost tramples me as she scrambles to take Eden’s place, shoving her feet in my face.

“Such a needy little thing,” Eden purrs. “Oh, I’m going to enjoy play time with you, Violet. I have such wonders to show you.” The vixen pulls the wavy strands out of her face as she crawls above me. “You can’t imagine the depths you go to when you have unmet needs, but can’t bring yourself to cross the line.”

“You really didn’t stray?” Vi asks, sitting on my thighs, gently toying with my cock.

Eden’s flushed pussy blocks my view. Flowery petals protrude from her slit in stark contrast to Violet’s neat, almost impossibly unreal entrance. This is a woman I don’t have to be gentle with. She took me like a champ earlier, and I hope she’s genuine and intends to stick around. Having both their pussies on tap would be a bleeding dream. “Not once,” Eden says, the regret clear in her morose tone. “I came close a few times, but... I’m loyal to a fault, I guess.” She sighs, sliding her dewy lips against my mouth. Her musk coats my tongue, and I get to work pleasuring her the way she should be. Not neglected like a damn trophy abandoned on the shelf.

“But not now?” Vi asks, rubbing my shaft against her pussy. She needs to bleeding hurry, or I’ll come before I even get inside her.

Eden titters, still classy and collected. “Nope. I have some self respect, darling. Unhappiness is one thing, but I will not suffer a betrayal... Stop playing with that cock,” she huffs, “and get to it.”

Vi giggles. She’s uncertain again. I decide to help. I reach down and grab her thighs, lifting her. “Jay!” she squeals. “I was doing it.”

“Not bleedin’ fast enough,” I mumble into Eden’s pussy.

“Okay,” she huffs, but I can hear the relief in her voice. She needs it — and I never imagined this about my stunning, blond co-hort — but she’s sex shy, or unconfident. If you’d seen the sexy ways she’s tortured me over the past year, you’d understand my confusion.

I return my focus to Eden as I slowly lower Vi until my crown is pressing against the tight pussy lips guarding her entrance. “Go slow,” Eden warns. “Give yourself time to adjust. Trust me, darling. I once tried to use a monster dildo too quickly, and... let’s just say I couldn’t for a while after that bout of overeagerness.”

I can’t help but picture it. It’s obscene, and it makes my cock flex against Vi’s lips, pushing inside her. I bring her knees down to the bed — she gasps as I go a half inch deeper, burying my crown inside her — letting her do the rest.

“Oh, it’s so big. I feel stretched out. Oh, fuck, Jay, you’re hardly in.”

“Don’t stop, darling,” Eden purrs, fucking my face with her dripping snatch. She’s much more rough and needy than Violet. She knows exactly what she wants this woman.

“Okay,” Violet adorably moans, as she slowly — bleeding slowly — lowers herself onto my shaft. Her impossibly tight pussy squashes my length into the tiny space, aided by just how damn wet she is. It’s a crying shame I don’t get to watch her lips spread open for me, but I have another pussy to deal with. It’s a good problem to have, I think?

A damn ice age later, her thighs finally press against my sides and I thought it would make the urge to come less now I’m fully inside her tight channel, but it’s the bleeding opposite. Her pussy won’t stop fluttering and convulsing around my shaft, like a massage.

“Oh, my God,” Violet whiles, dragging out the o in god to multiple syllable. “I feel like I’m gonna explode. Why does this feel so right? I wanna move, but I’m scared. Is feeling this full supposed to feel so right? That’s wrong, isn’t it?”

Eden sniggers, or tries to, as I suck her clit. “Darling,” she says in a gasped breath. I’ve gone in for the kill, sucking and fingering her pussy, seeking that patch inside her, looking for the big bucks. Her hips are in overdrive. “D-darling... Violet, y-you...” she gives up. “It’s normal. Now fuck him.” The glorious older woman slaps me in the gut so damn hard, I almost double over. It forces my hips up, impaling Violet deeper. She cries out. I accidentally suck harder, causing Eden to wail. She slaps my abs again. “Fuck, you’re going to make me come.”

I ease off for a second. “That’s the idea, love.” Then go right back to torturing her. It’s only fair, because Violet is torturing me. She finds some confidence and slowly lifts her hips.

“Oh, gosh,” she moans, sliding back down.

I groan into Eden’s slick pussy. Christ alive, it’s good. It’s like my cock is on fire — in a good way. I’ve never strained so hard to not come. Vi’s nails scratch my pelvis as she slowly builds to something resembling fucking. It’s slow, labored, and so fucking noisy. She’s spluttering, and breathing like she’s heaving a boulder up a hill. Every sink down is a “ugh,” and each lift is a gurgled breath.

I add a couple of fingers inside Eden’s hole, stretching her out, causing her to cuss-moan. Then she’s coming. The brunette snaps her thighs around my head, flooding my mouth as her pussy convulses, trapping my hand at a bleeding awkward angle. But I don’t care, because Violet is fucking me with languished movements in the tightest fist imaginable, squeezing. Relaxing. Squeezing. Relaxing. I’m overwhelmed with sensation. The musky smell of sex. Sweat. Fucking. Women. Sounds of slick, squelching, moans, and cries. It’s a filthy bastard’s paradise.

Then Vi stops with a gasp. “I-I can’t, Jay. It’s too much. It’s too fucking much.”

Eden flops to the side at just the right moment, sprawling out on the bed, clutching her breasts, enjoying her after glow. It’s perfect, because it’s not only a fucking incredible sight, but allows me to focus on Vi.

She’s kneeling on me, legs spread on either side. Blond clumps in her face, looking so desperate, she’s practically drooling. But it’s the sight of my cock expanding her young, twenty-year-old, immaculate pussy, vanishing deep inside her, — oozing our combined needs. Our eyes meet, and relief floods her blue pools. “Don’t worry, love. I’ve got you.”


[image: image-placeholder]






CHAPTER FOUR


“Please, baby. Please,” violet mewls. Her eyes are like dark saucers under her scrunched lashes.

We both moan as I hug her, rolling us over. “Christ, love, you’re bleedin’ tight.”

“Oh, fuck,” she hisses as I pull out. “You’re fucking big.”

I slowly push back inside her. Back into her warm, welcoming pussy. Despite my bitching, she getting looser, allowing me more freedom. “Nah, love. You’re freakishly small,” I tease, building to a slow fucking rhythm. Violet’s breasts move in that subtle bounce that’s always driven me crazy. She’s fucking perfect.

“Oh, damn. Nope. Big!” she cries out. I lean down and press against her breasts, getting up close to her puckered, panting lips. She hisses through her nose as I kiss her, still fucking slowly, steadily building. How I’ve managed to not come yet is a bleeding miracle.

“Oh, you two are a beautiful fucking couple,” Eden says with a giggle. “A fucking couple. A couple of fuckers.” She giggles like she’s lost it. Maybe she came harder than I realized. “With me, that makes three.” She counts in bleeding French, stretching her arms above her head. I’d gawk if I wasn’t so busy right now with a perfect blond bombshell.

“Fuck, Jay, fuck,” Violet cusses. “Faster.” She looks up at me, hair all mussed over and around her face. Fingers digging into my biceps. Her heels cross over my back, digging in, urging me deeper — like that’s possible.

I lose it. She’s loose enough. She may walk funny tomorrow, but that can’t be helped. I plant my hands on either side of her head and ramp up the tempo. My cock pistons in and out, slapping my pelvis against her sopping thighs. Slap, slap, slap. She moans, wailing, “Yes, yes,” and other nonsense, that quickly becomes gargled, throaty breaths where she’s struggling to breathe.

I fuck her hard. For the past couple of years, I’ve fantasized about this. About fucking Violet. Her smooth thighs brush against my hips, the same thighs that she’s taunted me with in tiny, short-shorts. Her breasts jiggle beneath me — nipples just barely scraping my chest — the ones that frequently poked through her tank when she forgot to wear a bra.

Yeah, this has been a long time coming... unlike me.

With a frustrated hiss, my cock flexes deep inside her hot channel, erupting, and it’s like a dam breaking. I groan, pushing deep. As deep as physically possible, splashing her insides. Through the white flash of bliss, panic sears the world. Vi hasn’t come. Fuck. Quickly, as my strength is sapped with each spurt, each fantastic wave of pleasure pulsing through my cock, I reach down between us for her clit. It’s easy to find. It’s more engorged than ever.

Vi’s back arches when I make contact. “Jay!” she gasps, sucking in a gulp. I grind that bud like I wanna wear it out. An icy wave flows over me as I come my last, managing slow hip thrusts as I work my magic. It only takes a few seconds. She was pretty close anyway. “Jay!” she wails, and I love the sound of my name on her lips. Her pussy contracts, squeezing an aftershocks worth from my shaft. I slump against her quivering form, loving the heat of her body against mine. Her scent. Her shape, and soft, fantastic body. Her eyes pierce my soul as she glares at me through her orgasm. It’s like we’re forming a bond. Forged in fire and years on the job. Solidified right here, right now… or some other sappy shit. All I know is, it’s fucking magical.

A deep breath breaks the spell, as she gasps, suddenly breathing hard. She nestles her face against my neck, and I try my best to not crush her. “Christ, Vi...” I breathe. A drop of sweat drips from my forehead onto the bedding.

“Wow, Jay... I...”

“Better or worse than you imagined?” I whisper.

A breathy giggle fills my left ear. “Better. So much better.” Her head flops down onto the bed and she grins up at me. “It was...” She gulps. “I-I love you, Jay.”

I lean down and hover my lips just above hers. “I love you two, sweetheart. So bleedin’ much.” A devilish grin sneaks onto my lips. “This means you’re not gonna threaten me with HR anymore?”

She giggles. “Maybe. But now... I think it’ll be for withholding sex.”

I kiss her pouty lips. “Not bleedin’ likely.”

Vi just grins at me, and it fills me with such a profound feeling, like my chest just got bigger. “As much as I love this.... you think you can get off me? You’re kinda heavy.”

I chuckle. “You cheeky little minx. Maybe I just like the feel of you against me. Skin to skin, like?”

“You can do that next to her,” Eden purrs, scraping her claws over my back, urging me to roll over.

“True,” I grin. “But what if I don’t want to leave your perfect little pussy?”

Vi giggles again, sounding dreamy. “Then I’ll come with you, silly. I’m not ready to let you go yet, anyway. I’ve just gotten used to it.”

“Then together?” I ask. She nods, and we roll to the side. I stay nestled deep inside her warm heat as she clings tightly to my arms.

A pair of breasts press up against my back. “You two are adorable, if sappy,” Eden whispers.

“Not gonna apologize for wanting the best for her, Eden,” I say, irritated. “I’ve never felt about anyone the way I do about her,” I say, holding Vi tightly against my chest. She hums in agreement. “Don’t blame us because you’re having a shitty day.”

“That was unkind, Jay.”

I sigh. Despite feeling knackered, there’s a fire lit inside my belly. “Sorry, love. I’ve just...” I squeeze Violet tighter. “Ive been in a loveless relationship for too long, looking in the wrong place, and I—”

“And I haven’t?” Eden huffs, sliding an arm over my hip.

I twist so I can look over my shoulder. She’s just as glorious. I keep forgetting her. Vi is like a black hole of familiar-newness and it’s kinda intoxicating. Vi isn’t the only one here, and I need to do better. “Sorry, love. I... I’m not good at this. Probably why I stayed with Maggie. So I didn’t have to do the... relationship part.”

“Oh, Jason Maxwell,” she says, using my full name to get my attention. I normally hate my first name — hence why I use Jay — but on her lips, I don’t hate it. “Do you think one day you could love me half as much as you adore Violet?”

Vi pipes up from her snuggled cocoon in my arms. “You’re really thinking of sticking around?”

“If you’ll have me?” she purrs like the seasoned seductress she is. “I am very serious. You weren’t the only investigators I looked into—”

“That’s not what you said.”

Eden titters. “I lied, Jay, darling. I’ve been researching for as long as I suspected Peter was being unfaithful. Which, if I’m honest with myself, was years. I ignored it for far too long. But every time I kept coming back to you. I walked past your shop four times last week, even though it is in the detestable part of town I never frequent. You were a flame to my moth, and I was afraid I’d burn my wings.”

I take my hand in hers where it rests on my thigh. “Did you?”

She leans against my ear and whispers, “Inferno.”

I don’t quite understand what that means. I guess it means hot. “I’d like you to stay with us,” Vi says, surprising me. “The job’s done, but you shouldn’t be on your own. You were right, this was fun. We could do with another voice of reason.”

I nuzzle my nose against her ear. “What you sayin’, I’m not reasonable?”

Vi smiles. “Something like that. Could you?”

“Could I what, sweetheart?”

“Love her? Love more than just me?”

“Do you want that?”

“I won’t be mad at you. You can be a lot sometimes,” she giggles, sounding dreamy again. “But... we can try it? As long as you promise to always love me.”

I let out a sigh, then breathe her in. “Violet. I will always love you.”

“Even if I think those dirty books you read are crap?”

I kiss her cheek, getting a mouthful of hair. “Yes, sweetheart. Even then.”

She sighs with contentment. “You didn’t answer the question.”

“What question?” I ask, as Eden’s wandering fingers slither close to where my softening cock is slowly slipping from Violet’s pussy.

“If you could love Eden?”

“Yes, darling. Could you learn to love, little ol’ me?”

I chuckle, giving myself a second. “I spent two years falling in love with Violet,” I say, like I’m talking to myself. “I can’t lie that I feel nothing for Eden, and who knows? I have a lot of lovin’ to give.”

“You mean love?”

“That too.”

“Ummm,” Eden purrs in my ear. “I think I can make you love me... Mr. Lovelace,” she says, pulling my cock fully from violet and massaging the crown, right on that sensitive spot.

I gasp at just how bleeding sensitive it is and roll my damn eyes. “I don’t doubt it, love.”

“Ready for round two?” she whispers.

I groan. Today is gonna be a very exhausting, filthy, fucking fantastic day.
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The next morning I kick up my boots and lean back in old faithful. The old girl creaks under my bulk. I remembered to wipe my feet this time, so I spare the desk the mud flecks. I close my eyes and drift on the pure sensation of happiness flowing through me. I expect a bleeding bird to land on the damn shop window any minute, and tweet like I’m a fucking cartoon princess. I don’t care how sappy that sounds. Being in love with Violet does something to me. Add in the Eden bonus, and life is damn good.

I shift my cock in its cloth prison. Everything feels too tight around it, it’s so bleeding sore. That’ll teach me to overindulge on sweet pussy. Completely fucking worth it. Yesterday was not only a great payday, but a sexual feast.

The shop door swings open, and I know it’s Violet from the coffee smell that whiffs up my nose.

“Oh, my gosh! It was so busy!” she huffs, gently closing the door. “It was like everyone decided they wanted coffee. My God, that line. There was this guy behind me who kept threatening to touch my ass.”

My eyes bolt open. “Did you get his name? I’ll get my coat.”

“No, Jay,” she chides, then softens. “You’re sweet, but I handled it.”

I narrow my eyes, annoyed someone would bother my sweet Violet, but proud she’s so capable. “What’d you do?”

She winces as she waddles towards me, clearly still sore — tell me about it — and places the cardboard coffee cup on the desk. She takes a sip from hers, then slips onto my lap. I suppress the hiss as she presses against my stiffening cock. “Poured a pot of sugar into his cup when the server wasn’t looking.”

I wrap my arms around her as she giggles. “You, sweetheart, are bleedin’ devious.”

She wiggles her butt, getting comfortable, making me withhold another hiss. The tight little black skirt and tummy revealing crop top are not helping my soreness. “Well, it was that or a kick in the balls. I opted for the less confrontational route. I gave him a sweet smile as I left, too. Almost as sweet as his coffee,” she giggles, leaning back and treating me like her personal chair.

I hold her, breathing in Aloe and Vanilla, sighing.

“What?” she says, sounding worried.

I pick up my coffee. “Nothin’, love. It’s just, I think things are finally going right for a change.

She leans back and rests her head on my shoulder, tickling my neck with her silky blond ponytail. “Mmmmm,” she hums, nuzzling herself closer, then stiffens with a squeak.

“What? What’s wrong?”

“Oh... It’s nothing.”

I take a sip of the caffeinated nectar, and hum. I think I’ve peaked. “It’s clearly something, sweetheart.”

“Nope. Don’t want to ruin your mood.”

“Violet.”

“Nope. I love it when you’re happy, and I don’t want to change that.”

“Then you shouldn’t have bleedin’ said anything. Now you’ve got me on tenterhooks. Just tell me, love. I promise I will stay happy.”

She slaps my chest. “You know you can’t promise that.”

“With you in my lap, and this coffee, nothing could spoil my mood.”

She opens and closes her pouty lips twice, undecided if she should say the words that send a cold shiver down my spine… then she does. “The check bounced.”
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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.
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CHAPTER ONE


“C’mon baby, harder.”

“No, papi, to the right.”

“Put your back into it, baby.”

I stop and stare at the grinning beauties before me, sat on the massive bed as they direct my efforts. I narrow my eyes at my stunning blond cohort, Violet in her tiny blue, threadbare denim shorts, and her teasing pink tank with the deep cleavage. The frilly pink lace of her underwear teases me, edging her curvaceous chest. Her eyes sparkle with mischief as she plays with her silky ponytail. I try to continue the scowl at Gabriella, the bewitching Latina, but I can’t. Something breaks in my mind every damn time I gawk at her and her white off-the-shoulder tee. Like my mind can’t process just how gorgeous she is. She shifts onto her knees, and her short, red pvc miniskirt hugs her thighs like a second skin. It shows off the awesome flare of her hips. “Oh, papi,” she coos, adding the fake accent she knows drives me wild. “Don’t stop. I want it by the window.” She copies Violet, giving me a pout while playing with her long, silky black-brown waves in her slender fingers, clumping them over her bare shoulder. “I want to wake up with you in my arms and that view!”

I take a second, standing from the bed they’ve got me heaving. I grin at them. They’re like naughty little nymphs dragging me down into the depths of debauchery. “And I’m happy to oblige, love.” I gage how much further I’ve got to push the massive bit of furniture like the world’s most inefficient chariot. “Not sure how you’re gonna be lookin’ out that window if I’m in your arms… though I’m not a bleedin’ physicist.” I grab the heavy metal rail and push a few more inches. My boots almost slip as I do.

Gabby makes an O with her plush, pouty lips. “Oh, okay. I want to wake up with that view while I’m in your arms, and...” She shuffles closer on her knees, dropping her husky words to a whisper. “Your big, fat cock between my thighs.” Christ alive. My eyes fixate on her full lips as she smirks, fluttering her lashes at me like she’s a damn siren.

Violet puts her hands on her hips. “So, where am I in all this?”

Gabby’s eyes widen. “Oh, right.” I love how much she wants me. I thought as soon as we left the island paradise her dear old dad had squirreled her away on, she’d be off, grinding against anything with a pulse. But nope. She’s barely left my side since, and it’s almost been two weeks. She’s had plenty of offers from guys at the bar, and it fills me with the warm and fuzzies that she’s politely turned them down each time, saying proudly that she already had a boyfriend, and he’s more than enough man for her. Violet wants to get a tee with that written on it to save her the trouble in the future.

“You, love,” I groan, pushing the bed a few more agonizing inches, “Will be where you’ve always been.”

Vi smiles. “And where’s that?”

I grin back — she’s my little ray of sunshine. “You, my delicious Violet, will, like always, have my back.”

Vi’s grin widens. “Oh, that’s sweet.” Then morphs into an adorable scrunch. “Wait. I’m not being on the lesser side of you every time. That’s not fair.”

The bed creaks as that awful screeching noise that furniture makes when you push it fills the room. “I could lie on my back, then you can both have the good side—”

Violet pokes my chest. “No, baby. Then you’d snore.”

Gabby giggles. “Then we’ll share. Take it in turns.” She turns to violet and the sexy brunette takes Vi’s hand in hers. “I’m sorry, Violet. I’m kinda addicted to him... and I’ve been on my own for long enough that I forget I have to share anything.” I push another few inches so the back finally hits the wall. Gabby’s eyes sparkle as she smirks at me. “I feel bad when we don’t get along. We should kiss and makeup.”

Vi’s pretty eyes widen, fighting a frown of confusion. “But we’re not really fighting...” Then she notices the glare the sexy Latina’s sending her way. “Uh, oh, right. Yeah, we should clear the air.” Vi glances at me, then leans into Gabriella and whispers, “how do we do that?”

Gabby rolls her eyes. “Violet,” she says, flashing her dark amber orbs, “we should make up.” Before Vi knows what’s hit her, Gabby leans over and plants her lips on Vi’s. My blond girlfriend gasps into Gabby’s mouth before melting into her kiss.

My mouth drops open. Bleeding Christ. My cock was half mast, but now the bloody thing could launch an object across the room with how quickly it just shot up my jeans. I watch mesmerized as Gabby gives Violet the hottest, most erotic kiss I’ve ever seen — and that’s saying something considering my bored lunchtime Internet search history. Gabriella’s fingers rub up and down Violet’s bare thighs, making the blond mewl, and a groan slip from my lips.

The saucy Latina pulls away, leaving Violet with her lips pursed, looking dazed. “Y-you like girls?” she asks.

Gabby shrugs, looking dead into my eyes, then lets her gaze roam my body, settling at the bulge tenting my crotch. “Not really? I mean, I like you, but... more because of that look.”

Violet turns to stare at me and I’m vaguely aware of the world through the mind numbing fog of arousal clogging up my brain. Gabriella giggles. “Oh, yeah,” Vi says, sniggering at me. It brings the world back into focus.

“What is that supposed to mean?” I stand, giving them a direct view of the bulge they covet so much. “What look?”

They give each other bleeding mischievous looks — Vi catching on quickly — and then my mouth drops open. They shuffle on their knees until they’re face to face on the bed — breasts touching under cloth — holding each other’s hands. Then they kiss again.

My world tilts. My cock throbs in my pants. Their plush, pouty lips slip and smush like bleeding silk — Violet’s hot pink to Gabby’s deep red, mixing into a color that should be called ‘fuck, that’s hot’. Their hands slip free and roam, sliding up thighs, bare arms. Gabby grabs and squeezes Vi’s delicious rump in her hands and kneads through the threadbare shorts.

My hands. What the fuck am I supposed to do with my hands when I’m watching this? My knuckles are turning white, I’m gripping the bed frame so bleeding hard.

They both giggle, turning their heads to face me. Gabby’s eyes are alight with mischievous fire, and Violet’s flushed. Both their mouths are smudged, sexy messes. “See,” the smoking hot Latina coos. “It’s the sexiest look in the world. Like he’d fuck me... both of us as soon as he sees our... wet... hot... pink... pussies,” she says in a tone I can’t describe, because I’m too busy trying to not come in my bleeding pants like a teenager at the breathy way she has with words.

“Like he’d bend me over a table and just fuck me so hard I’d be seeing stars?” Vi adds, trying her best, but not being nearly as seductive as the newest member of our little group. She’s still sexy even when’s she’s failing.

Gabby grins, eyes roaming my body. “Something like that.” Her slender fingers reach out and rub the titanium bar in my jeans, making me wince, holding on to the bed for dear life. “But I think we can do better.”

“Better?” I croak. I’m surprised I’m still conscious, to be honest, with all the blood that’s been diverted to my groin.

“Umm. It is kinda hot,” Vi says, touching her smudged lipstick.

“Kinda?” I scoff. “You seemed bleedin’ happy when we are together with Edie.”

“Ooooo,” Gabriella coos. “Now that’s hot.”

Vi touches her puffy lips again. “It is? Isn’t that weird?”

Gabby shrugs. “Why? Because she was married to my dad?” She runs her fingers along Vi’s straining tank top. She gives me a quick glance to check my reaction. Yeah, the bleeding minx knows exactly what she’s doing. She may not be Eden’s actual daughter, but the apple didn’t fall far from that tree, or whatever. “No, Violet. I’ve always had an unhealthy obsession with Edith... just, I don’t think it’s so unhealthy any more. Not since I met you, and...” She turns to look at me again, obviously staring at the pulsing bulge in my jeans, then working her way up. “My papi.”

“Fuck’s sake, love. You’re killin’ me here.”

She pouts. “I know, papi. I want to thank you for moving the bed... but not yet.”

Not yet?

“And Vi needs a little more...”

“More?” the blond asks, before being instantly silenced as Gabby grabs Violet’s ponytail and pulls her into another kiss.

I groan at the sweet, sexy torture. Can you die from blood loss to your dick? Because I’m feeling light-headed.

Their red-pink lips kiss and nibble before deepening. I’m transfixed by silky pillows deforming and... Oh Christ. They’ve turned their head just the right amount so I can see what they’re doing with their tongues. A cool wave flows over my head. Arousal shivers down my spine, making my balls tighten as I watch tongues dance. Gabby’s the leader, sliding her wet, tempting pink tongue over and around Violet’s, flicking the tip as they kiss. She’s doing it on purpose. Doing those little pouty kisses, sliding her tongue out, twisting with Violet’s in the middle, meshing, joining them together.

If I squeeze the rail any tighter, I’m gonna bend it. “Fuck me, loves. Fucking hell, shit balls on a cracker.”

They break the kiss with a giggle. “I think we’ve broken him, Vi—” Gabby starts, before Violet grabs her and pulls the saucy minx back into the kiss. Gabriella stiffens, before melting into Violet, moaning as my stunning cohort takes the lead, pushing her tongue into Gabby’s mouth. Grabs her breasts through the tee and mewls in return as Gabby squeezes her ass, pulling her closer.

How the fuck am I supposed to not come from this? How on earth am I not supposed to be a gibbering mess just watching this? It’s like the best wet dream I’ve ever had... and precariously coming close to the accompanying mess. I wish I could say something, but all I can do is grunt, and try to keep my hips still as I watch my two girlfriends snog like nymphomaniacs on speed.

Violet moans again, flicking her tongue, then quickly pulls away. “Oh, shit. Sorry.” She turns to me. “Baby, I...”

Gabby grabs her chin and turns her gaze back to her. “Don’t apologize, Violet.” The sexy Latina gives me a smirk. “Papi likes what he sees.”

“B-but,” Vi stammers. “I didn’t mean to. I just got caught up in the moment.” She pulls her chin from Gabby’s grasp, turning back to me. “I love you, Jay. I don’t want you to think—”

I grin. “Nah, Violet, sweetheart,” I say, placing my hand on her shoulder. “It’s all good.”

Gabriella’s gaze drifts to the growing dampness in my jeans. I didn’t come, but their antics caused enough pre, that I’m gonna have to wash my jeans again.

“Papi likes it when we do this. But just us. It’s special between us.”

“That’s right.” I give the mischievous brunette a grin. “It’s sexy, and damn hot.”

“Okay,” Vi says, dragging out the word, clearly confused by enjoying kissing Gabby.

Gabriella pats Vi’s thigh. “Don’t worry, mami. You’ll get there. How about we turn our attention back to the stallion?” She shifts her dark and sexy amber gaze my way. “Where were we, papi?” she says in that sultry tone and the hardness returns in full force.

I grip the rail again, leaning forward. “You were earning a spanking for teasing me something rotten.”

Gabby titters. “Oh, papi. But this isn’t about me. I was rewarding you. Now I know you have such a fascination with our mouths. Why don’t we show you what else we can do?” Her fingers reach out and hook through the belt loops of my jeans, pulling my crotch forward.

I croak again, trying to find words. Bleeding Christ, this woman has turned me into a horny simpleton. I’d gladly lick the ground she walks on, and I prefer to be the one looming over my women, but with her... I’d worship her. I narrow my eyes at the sexy minx. It’s worrying how easily she wraps me around her little finger.

Her dark ambers smolder as she pulls on the zipper and they both shift position so they’re kneeling on the end of the bed, looking up through long, dark lashes — looking well-kissed and needy.

Like hungry kittens, they lick their lips when my cock springs free, and my jeans slip down my thighs. “Oh, baby,” Vi coos. “You’re so hard.”

“Oh, papi,” Gabriella moans in agreement. Her fingers are icy against the molten rod in her hand as she pumps my length, spreading the glistening pre all over my shaft.

“You two are gonna be the death of me,” I groan, closing my eyes as I finally get some relief.

Vi giggles. “You love it, baby. I’ve never seen you as happy as you’ve been the past few weeks.”

My grin widens. “Because I’ve finally have you.” I slide my fingers through her hair — silky and soft — pulled tightly into her tail. Vi beams a golden sunshine smile. “Add to that, you,” I say, wiggling my digits through Gabriella’s wavy dark locks. She closes her eyes, letting pure happiness spread across her pretty face. “And Eden. This place? No more sleeping in my office, dealing with cheatin’ husbands? Ugh, I’ve never felt so free... and loved.”

“I love you, baby.”

“I love you, papi. Let us show you how much?”

Securing my grip in their hair, I pull them closer to my throbbing cock. “I thought you’d never ask.”
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CHAPTER TWO


Gabby takes my shaft in her hand and pumps as she kisses the crown. Then Vi leans in and does the same, giving it more, like it’s a competition. After all their teasing, I need more. Using my grip on their heads, I pull them right against my shaft. Gabby mewls, and Violet groans as both their lips press against the slick skin of my cock. “Enough teasin'".

I shiver as Violet runs her tongue from the base to the tip and Gabby gives me a pout, fluttering her lashes. “But, papi,” she moans, licking her lips, hooking her dark waves behind her ears. “You love it. I love that you love it. I love that you love me. So much. I felt it the moment I saw you.”

“I..” I was gonna say something, but it slips from my mind the second the sexy Latina’s lips slip over the head of my crown.

“And I love this cock,” she whimpers, sucking off and joining Violet, mouthing and licking up and down my shaft.

“Bleedin’ Christ,” I gasp. I have to let go of them so I can hold on to the rail and keep standing, keep presenting them with my throbbing tower.

“Baby, you’re shaking,” Violet says, right before she tongues the sensitive underside right at the tip.

The breath leaves my lungs. I shake more, right on the edge of coming, and fight it every step of the way. I will not bleeding come this quickly, not when they’re both kissing and sucking my cock. Not yet. Not yet! “That’s because you drive me wild, both of you.”

Gabby pushes my shaft right to the back of her throat, hollowing her cheeks the entire way down, sucking, waggling her tongue until I slip into her throat and her nose touches my thatch. She breathes in through her nose, gurgling. “Oh, wow,” Violet gasps as Gabby holds herself there, rolling her eyes. “How does she do that?”

“Fuck if I know,” I groan, gripping the rail tighter, desperately trying to not explode.

The brunette smirks around my shaft as she slowly sucks up the length, making me grit my teeth. Then Violet tries, getting halfway before she gags and pulls off coughing. Gabby laughs. “Don’t worry, mami, you just need to practice.”

I pinch Gabby’s chin, tilting her head back. She looks up at me with her lipstick smeared, spit covered puckered lips. “And who exactly did you practice on, my naughty little love?”

She grins wide, flashing her eyes. “Edith had this enormous dildo she left behind one summer. Brand new... seemed a waste to not put it to use, and I had the time,” she says, sounding all innocent.

“That’s filthy... I fuckin’ love it.”

I let her go, and she pushes my cock back into her mouth, bobbing, working me right to the edge again. Recovered from her coughing fit, Violet pushes lower and licks my sac, finding one of my balls, and sucking it into her mouth. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.” I grit my teeth so damn hard, I’m gonna break a tooth. “Fuck! Gonna come.”

Gabby pulls off and takes my cock in hand. Violet joins her and they kneel there, waiting to be fed like a couple of kittens as the sexy Latina jacks me over the edge. There is this second, right before I come, where I marvel at the two beauties before me. They’re bleeding horny, and thirsty for my cock, yes, but they’re also full of love. I can see it in their eyes as they open their mouths, poke out their tongues, fighting each other to be the one directly over my shaft.

Then a great wave of ecstasy floods my body, starting in my sac, and flowing out like an explosion. My balls tighten, my cock hardens, and then I drift on the sensation. Bleeding incredible. The first shot misses Gabby’s mouth by an inch, splashing a rope of cum over her cheek and down her nose. Violet catches the next over her top lip, and she quickly licks it into her mouth. Gabby gets the third right on her lips and chin. With a grunt, I erupt my last over Vi’s nose. “Oh, fuck,” I pant, catching my breath.

“Holy hell, papi,” Gabby coos, wiping the cum from her face and licking it off her fingers.

Violet giggles, feeling her nose. “Oh, that was a lot, baby,” she says, sucking it off her digit like it’s the sweetest cream. It wasn’t that much. I’d already come earlier. Eden and I had a quicky in the bathroom before she left to meet her lawyer and finalize her divorce. She wanted my cum inside her when she faced the cheatin’ wretch.

I stare down at my two beauties as they lick themselves clean — see, just like kittens — enjoying the glazed look in Violet’s eyes, and the contented smile on Gabby’s cum and lipstick smeared lips. “Well, I certainly feel loved,” I joke. “Before we get distracted again, Gabs, is it in the right place?” I tap the bed rail so she knows what I’m talking about.

The naughty brunette flops back on the bed, bouncing — just like her tasty cleavage — then rolling to face the big window with the incredible view of the city. “Oh, it’s perfect,” she coos, hugging herself. “I’m gonna love waking up to this... and you.”

“The feeling, love,” I say, grinning, “Is mutual.”

Violet claps her hands. “This is so great!” She bounces on the bed, making her tits dance, and I’ve never been surrounded by such fantastic tits in all my life.

“Darlings! Are you decent?” Eden’s voice drifts through the spacious apartment like fine silk.

“In here, love!”

“Jay’s got his cock out!”

“Of course he does,” the stunning older woman says, sashaying in through the bedroom doorway. Wearing a knee-length black pencil skirt, a silky white blouse and a matching black blazer, she’s a vision of sexy sophistication. I also know she’s wearing white lace under that skirt. I get a quick flash of it wrapped around her thighs, bent over the feature bathtub this morning. Her eyes lock to the bobbing form of my slick and dripping cock. Then her tight expression softens as her green gaze meets mine.

“So? How’d it go?” I ask, dying to know what her hotshot lawyer and all that money came up with.

Eden bites her lip. “What do you want first, good news or bad?” Both Gabs and Vi say opposites at the same time. Edie looks to me to make the tiebreaker.

“Good. It’ll soften the bad. Silver linings and all that.”

“Well,” she says, waltzing over, ignoring the mischievous minxs on the fourposter bed, and gives me a kiss. It’s needy, intoxicating, and tastes of Eden. “Better now. So, the good news is I’m free. It was all rushed through. A lot of favors, bribes and all that, but I’m no longer Mrs. Reese.”

Violet pumps her fist. “What about the settlement?”

Gabby sits up to attention from where she’s staring out the window. “W-what about me?”

“Well...” Eden’s gaze slips to my shaft again as she sits on the rail next to me. “Can you put that monster away, Jay, darling? I can’t concentrate.”

I chuckle. “Of course, love—”

“Wait,” she says, stopping me. Slowly, she leans down and pushes my shaft between her lips, sucking the cum and spit clean off.

I groan as it spurs my cock to life. Just as it’s getting good, she stops.

“Please put it away, otherwise I never put these two darlings out of their misery.”

I laugh so loud it echoes as I pull up my jeans and tuck myself away. “Well?” I retake my place beside her, and the other two crowd behind us — Violet pressing her tits against the back of my neck like a pillow.

“Okay, where was I? Oh, right, the settlement. I’m going to get what I’m owed for being a mostly faithful wife, for not putting up a fuss, and fading into the background. His words.” A grin sneaks onto her controlled visage. “The photo evidence of him with his little tramp I threatened to spread made him very accommodating.”

“Good job, boss man,” Violet whispers in my ear, sending a tingle down my spine.

I pat her hand as she grips my shoulder. “Couldn’t have done it without you, love.”

“Obviously, he has photos of us, but I have a lot less to lose than him. So we’re good. Amicable.” Eden grins at me, letting her prim posture slip as she leans against my side, resting her head on my shoulder. Her chocolaty waves drape over me like a silky curtain.

“But what about me?” Gabby whispers. “Is he going to leave me alone? Let me stay... with you.” She squeezes against my free side as she says the word you.

Eden sighs. “And now for the bad news—”

“No. No,” Gabby says, hugging me tighter. “I’m not giving you up. Not now I finally... feel...”

“Gabriella, darling, please. Relax.”

I snake my arm behind and hold her. “You are going nowhere, love. I promise you that.”

“So, here’s the thing. Peter—”

Violet hisses at the prick’s name.

“He will let you go, Gabby, darling, if you take another name and never so much as hint that he’s your father—”

Gabriella chuckles against my side. “Of course. First, he wants to hide me, now he wants to pretend I don’t exist. At least I have you now, papi.”

I use my grip on the sexy little minx to pull her around and into my lap. As expected, she takes it into her own hands and slides herself over my lap, straddling me, placing her head on my shoulder. Now, I’ve never been surrounded by so much fantastic tits and ass in my life.... I’m practically smothered in female flesh and it’s bleeding incredible. “That you do, love.”

“He’s willing to give you Gabriella, Jay,” Eden continues. “And leave us alone if you and Violet apologize to him for the invasion into his privacy, and a bunch of other bullshit he made up on the spot.”

“What! No fucking way!” Violet shouts, almost deafening me.

“At a public gala tonight where he’s announcing his engagement to... your ex, darling.”

I chuckle. “He’s fucking welcome to her.”

“No. Fucking. Way. I am not apologizing to that skank! She treated you so badly, baby. And him? He treated Edie like shit, so no way,” Violet adds, still fuming — she’s digging her nails into my shoulder so much she’s gonna put holes in my shirt.

“Mami, please,” Gabby whispers.

I squeeze Gabby’s curvaceous ass. “Oh, I’ll apologize to him,” I say, grinning. “I’ll apologize the shit out of them both if it gets me you three. I never had a proper family. My mom wasn’t there much and my dad and his brother were not the best examples. But you three complete me in a way I never knew I needed.”

“You just like the sex,” Eden whispers, poking me.

“Sure,” I say, and it’s true. But what’s also true, is “I’d also still love you three if that was off the table—”

“Never gonna happen, papi,” Gabs whispers in her seductive tone.

“So I’ll tell him how apologetic I am, and how I hope I never see him again. How meeting his now ex-wife changed my life, and how grateful I am that he stole my worthless girlfriend from me. How it allowed me to see what was right in front of me—”

“Okay, darling, that might be a bit much... but I love the sentiment.”

“No, I wanna hear the next bit. That was me, right?” Vi asks.

I squeeze her hand. “Yes. Yes, it was.”

“Okay, we’re getting off topic. So is everyone okay with this? A simple apology and we’re free.” Eden gives me a look of pure hope, and I can’t deny her or Gabby. I’ve got a big enough cock that I can swallow my pride for five minutes if it gets me what I want.

“Please,” Gabs whispers, hugging me tightly.

“No worries, love. I’ll do what needs to be done... on one condition.”

The seductive, older brunette raises one of her perfectly manicured eyebrows. “What’s that?”

I grin. “That I have the three sexiest, most spectacular women surrounding me when I do.”

Gabby and eden titter. Vi is still mad. Edie smiles. “Oh, I think we can manage that, darling.” Her gaze drops. “There is one other thing I wanted to bring up. It might be beneficial... a way to change Gabby’s surname. You could... marry her.”

Violet goes ridged behind me. “No. No fucking way... that’s unfair.”

“Oh, wow,” Gabs whispers into my neck.

I’m momentarily stunned. I’d been so preoccupied with saving my livelihood — waste of time, the office is gone, and my reputation smeared — and then getting used to the love of three needy, and demanding women, that I hadn’t even thought beyond tomorrow. Marrying one of them? I mean, I love the thought, but if I did, I imagined it would be Violet. Marrying one over any of them seems wrong, somehow. “I dunno, love, that seems unfair to Violet, to you.” I pause, imagining my sexy Latina in a tight fitting, lacy white dress, and it fills me with thoughts and feelings I can’t even put into words.

Eden sighs, then Gabby does, wistfully. “I know,” Edie continues, “but it would solve one of our problems, and make sure he can never try to take her away because she’ll legally be your wife.”

God, I bloody love the sound of that. Gabriella being my wife. It’s so fast — just a matter of weeks — but that’s what makes it so exciting. All three of them smother me. “Violet?” I lean my head back into her so very comfortable bosom, trying to get a read on her.

“I-I know it’s the smart play, and I’m still seething about apologizing by the way. I’ll do it for you, baby, but... I don’t know. It feels like I’m losing you. I always imagined marrying you... fantasized about it.”

“You did?”

“Okay, now I feel bad for wanting it,” Gabriella says, pulling away from my neck, and I see the excitement in her eyes she’s trying to hide.

“Well, I’m not marrying anyone unless it’s something we all want. There is more than one way to change someone’s name.”

“But not as binding in our situation. But we can discuss that later. Right now, I need to know we’re all on board with the plan,” Eden says, rubbing her fingers up and down my thigh. It’s bleeding distracting.

“One apology, that’s all they’re getting,” Vi huffs.

“Oh, I’ll apologize,” I say with a grin.

“Okay, great. Then we can put this distasteful business behind us and...” Eden pans her gaze from me, to Gabby and then finally to Violet. “Start our new life together.”

“I like the sound of that... almost as much as the sound of Mrs. Maxwell,” Gabriella whispers into my ear. It makes my cock harden, seeing her in my mind in that tight white dress. It’s bizarrely off the shoulder, like her tee, and I just want to bite her exposed flesh.

Eden rises onto her heels. “Then we’d better get ready. Jay, darling, I ordered you a suit, and I have a wardrobe at our disposal.”

I groan. “Can’t I crash his party in a torn tee and some cum-stained jeans?”

I smirk as Eden stiffens, like the very thought offends her sensibilities. “No, you will absolutely not. I’m showing you off just as much as you’re showing off us.” She grabs my chin and looks deep into my eyes. Hers are serious, sparkling and so freaking sexy. “I want to show that prick what a real man looks like.”

I give her my best smile. “As you wish, love.”

“You’ll look sexy in a tux, papi,” Gabby says, slipping from my lap.

“So sexy,” Vi agrees.

While they happily picture me dressed as a penguin, I am not looking forward to wearing a monkey suit.
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CHAPTER THREE


Hours later, after my suit arrived, I pull down the crotch for the fifth time to stop it cutting my balls in half. Who designs this stuff? It may be a ridiculously expensive suit, but it was short notice and Eden promises me next time she’ll have a tailor make my suit to measure. I offered to wear a black pair of jeans. She wasn’t enthusiastic about the idea. But what I am more enthralled by is the sexy little dresses my girls are wearing. I almost want them to stay in our apartment because that shit-bird isn’t worthy enough to see their splendor.

Gabriella dances around the couch in a little red, shimmery dress with fluttery silk skirts that flare out around her mid thighs. Her fantastic breasts threaten to spill from the bodice with every movement. Those long, wavy tresses of hers cascade down her back in a loose ponytail. Diamond jewelry glitters around her neck and from her ears. The shimmering bracelet around her ankle is sexy. Her eyes are dark, her lips red, and I’m hard again.

As for Violet, her golden mini dress hugs her thighs so tightly she can hardly walk. It’s confusingly sexy and adorable how she’s waddling around the kitchen in her tall heels — taking tiny steps at a time. Like Gabs, her bosom just squeezes into Eden’s modest bust size, filling out the golden band that loops around her perfect body. It accentuates her long blond locks that shimmer with some kind of product as it flows over her bare shoulders like spun silk. She’s wiggling her ass at me as I watched her make coffee, unable to decide which ass I want to watch more. Both?

Then there's Eden. Like the lady herself, she’d opted for a classy classic — the little black dress. Except it was pvc, and glistened like it was made of pure oil. Gold buckles gave it that expensive edge she liked, and her hair wrapped around her head in a high ponytail. Her dress hung around her knees, but exposed nearly all of her back, looping around her neck halter-style. She was still in the bedroom, messing with her makeup.

“Papi!” Gabs coos, bouncing up to me, yanking her headphones off. “It’s not working.”

I lose myself in her dark, smoky eyes for a second. “What’s not working?”

“My music.” I pull her closer, not liking the distressed look she’s wearing. “It normally settles me, but... it’s not working anymore.”

The smooth material of her dress kisses my tux as she leans into me, and I hold her, sliding my hand up her thigh until I’m cupping her ass and the lacy fabric of her tiny red panties. “Why do you need settlin’, love? There’s nothing to worry about.”

Her eyes widen. “I haven’t seen dad in... ages, and I ran away with you and Edith, and...”

“Gabby, slow down, love.” I cup her cheek in my palm, enjoying the smoothness of her skin more than I should be in the moment. “You’ll be with me, and Edith, and Vi. You’re safe, love.”

She bites her lip, gazing at me adoringly with a twinkle in her eyes. “I-I’m also, really... This dress, you looking so... handsome. Papi, I...”

I grin, realizing. “Oh, dear, my sweet Gabriella,” I tease, kissing her pert little nose. “Are you feeling... tense?”

Her eyes widen as she leans in closer, keeping her precious lips an inch from mine. “Yes, papi, so tense. I wish there was a way I could feel... relaxed.” Her eyes flash again as she bites her lip. “I tried to fight it, but I just got so... worked up.” Her gaze flicks down, and first I think she’s looking at the rapidly hardening bulge in my suit pants, but no. She means something else.

“Have you been a naughty girl?” I ask, sliding my hand from her ass, around and down to the lace covering her core. Wet lace. My eyes narrow. “A very naughty girl.”

She bites her lip harder, somehow pouting at the same time. “It’s not like you could throw me over the couch and make me feel better... is it?” she asks in her coy, sultry tone. “It’s not like I want you to come inside me, or anything, before we go.”

My eyes widen. “I thought you didn’t want to risk it?” Every time I’ve come, it’s been inside Violet or over Gabby’s tits or belly. I really hate pulling out, and her words are sweet music to my ears.

She shrugs. “That was before I realized how much I love you, or you love me. And how much I... want to be your wife.” She bites her lip again, and my willpower is rapidly draining.

“Oh, I see. Trying to sway me, are you, love?”

A guilty look flushes her cheeks. “No, but it would mean you could never leave me.”

I sigh. “Sweetheart. I am never leaving you. If coming inside you will make you feel better about that, then that’s what I’ll do.” I know Gabby has abandonment issues, having been discarded by her mother. Hidden and then discarded by her shit-bird father. But I’m not like that. I’m never letting this angel go.

Her worried pout shifts into a mischievous smile, and I don’t know if I’ve just been played.

“You just have to answer one question.”

“And what’s that, papi?”

“Do you want it...” I start, getting to my feet, and taking her ponytail in hand. “Hard, fast, or rough?”

Her eyes visibly glaze over. “All three?”

Without another word, I spin us around and throw her over the couch arm, flick up her skirts to reveal her lacy red panties, then yank them down her thighs. I hear Violet giggle from the kitchen. “I was gonna offer you a coffee. Guess you got a better offer,” she says, sing-song, having gotten over her initial outrage, and focusing on all the clothes she can buy now.

“After,” I growl, unzipping the awful pants and freeing my cock. Gabby whimpers and moans as I stroke myself to the sight of her fantastic ass. The way the fabric gathers over her back. Her panties stretch around her thighs. Her glistening pink pussy isolated by faint tan lines. She’s a work of bleeding art. I don’t have time to marvel. We’ll be leaving soon, and it would be a crime if we had to leave while she was still so... tense.

I lean over and take a bite of her caramel ass, making her gasp. Then slide my tongue through her perfect slick folds — from her throbbing clit, through the musk of her dewy lips and past the tiny star of her ass. Delicious, all of it.

“Oh, fuck, papi.”

I grin at the sexy way she says papi, all breathy and lustful. Wipe my mouth with the back of my hand. Spank the red mark I left on her peach of an ass, and then thrust inside her.

“Fuck! Papi!” she screams, stretching around my girth. I never tire of seeing her lips spread wide around my cock. Eden comes in and then sighs, checking why Gabs is screaming like a banshee, laughs, and returns to the bedroom. And boy, is she a screamer when I take her like this. Her hair is in my fist, pulled tight around my fingers, yanking her head back. Her ass is high, her back arched, and I’m slapping against her ass as I fuck her hard and fast. It’s bleeding incredible, is what it is. Her pussy keeps quivering and fluttering. Squeezing me.

“Bleedin’ Christ, love,” I grunt, bouncing her against the couch arm. Her ass cheeks bounce with every clap. Her little mewls and breathy cries just make it worse, and rapidly I’m on the edge of release. Like we’re perfectly in sync, she howls as I growl — both exploding together. Her perfect, silky pussy floods as it grips, milking the explosive jets of cum I’m painting her insides with. A wave of pleasure meets the contentment that I’ve finally calmed her as mine in the way nature intended.

“Oh, fuck, papi. Oh, fuck, I can feel it. It feels so good. Oh...” Her words descend into moaning gibberish as she’s hit by an aftershock, squeezing a dribble from my shaft.

“Oh, fuck is right,” I pant, catching my breath. I slip out of her, and a dribble of cum seeps down her thigh. Naughty. I scoop up the pearly white fluid and push it back inside her entrance with the rest of the mess, and then pull up her panties. “There you go, sweetheart,” I say, giving her delicious ass another spank.

Groggily, and with a contented smile, she slips off the couch onto wobbly heals and collapses into my arms. “I love you, papi,” she coos, and my heart throbs for this sexy little love.

I tuck myself away and wrap my arms around her. I never imagined I’d love anyone other than Violet, and even that seemed like a bleeding fantasy. But here I am with this incredible woman in my arms—

“Oooo, are we hugging?” Violet slams into me, joining the embrace. “I love you too, you know.”

I laugh as she squeezes the life from my bones. “And I love you both, so bleedin’ much.”

“Oh, darlings, aren’t you... darling,” Edie coos, filing up the vacant space, and completing my world. “Mmmm. You smell of sex.”

I grin. I can’t do anything else except shout from the bloody rooftops at how incredible this all is. How spectacular they are! “Right, then, my loves. Shall we go lie to a dick and his whore?”
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CHAPTER FOUR


I drive Eden’s sporty number as Gabs and Vi chatter in the back. Eden just grins, looking at me from the corner of her eyes, and I feel both on show and desired. My gaze keeps slipping from the road to each of their sexy dresses and the barely contained cleavage within. The event location is a bit of a drive from our downtown high-rise apartment, but it goes by in a flash. Gabs is discovering what it feels like to have cum slowly seep from her pussy, and Vi is enjoying the sexy brunette’s aroused discomfort. When we arrive, we pass through two checkpoints with sniffer dogs, and other over the top security measures. I think the limp-dick has finally realized how exposed he was in that hotel, because this goes beyond paranoia.

Once we’ve finally parked, have our invitations checked for the seventh time, we finally make it inside, and I’m instantly annoyed. The asshole has spared no expense for whatever this event’s true purpose is — probably a sleazy tax right off — and has invited us just to rub our noses in it. Jokes on him, because I’m a simple man, and I have all I need in the world crowding around me like an escort. Eden charges ahead, carving a path, and Gabs and Vi hold my hands on each side. We get looks. Oh, do we get looks! Middle-aged women glance at me, then scowl when they see the hotties on my arms. Men of all ages do double takes, scowling because I don’t just get two, but three. And yes, fella, I think, nodding to a balding guy holding a champaign flute, life is sometimes unfair, but from where I’m standing, the universe is making up for not giving me your life.

“There he is,” Eden says, stopping, almost causing a pileup behind her.

My gaze follows hers to a small gathering, centered by a familiar little shit and my cheating ex, Maggie. She’s wearing a dress way too classy for her to pull off. You can clean her up and wrap her in silk, but she’s always gonna be trash. It has never been more apparent as I look at her poor makeup job, how I’ve upgraded way beyond my means, and I’ll always be thankful for that.

Violet hisses. “There she is, the bitch.”

“Violet,” Edie sighs. “Play nice. You don’t have to mean it.”

“Oh, I don’t.”

“None of us do,” I add.

Eden takes a breath, stiffening, standing taller on her skyscraper heels. “Here we go.” She guides us to the little group and easily slips into the role she was born to play. “Charlton, darling, so nice to see you and your lovely new... partner.” I have to hold in a snigger at the sarcasm in her voice.

“Edith,” prick-face sneers down his nose. “So glad of you to come... with your new... partners.”

“Hello, Mags,” I say, pulling the two gorgeous women tight against my side. “Been a while.”

The slut gasps. “Jay? Violet? You’re the...”

“Oh, I am.” I kiss both Violet and Gabby on the head.

“Hello, Maggie,” Violet says coldly, and I’m glad I have a good grip on her, or she’d be clawing the bitch’s face off right about now.

“Charlie, why didn’t you tell me your ex was cheating on you with... him?”

“Charlie,” Violet sniggers.

“I didn’t want to worry you snoopies,” the sick filth says in a baby voice, and I’m gonna need a sick bag if this continues.

“Let’s just cut to the chase,” Eden interrupts before things turn sour and I punch someone. “Jay? Violet?”

The small group gathering around us quiets, reminding me we have an audience.

Violet tenses beside me, and I hear her grit her teeth. “I’m sorry, Peter and Maggie, for invading your privacy. It’s not like you weren’t cheating—”

“And that’s enough, love,” I say, slipping my hand over her mouth before she insults them before I have time to. I place a fake grin on my lips, add a flare of sarcasm to my voice, and begin. “Charlton, ol’ chap. Maggie. Even though you were sleeping together behind my back for a good year, I have found it in my heart to forgive you. I apologize for invading your privacy at the behest of your scorned wife, who you should have bleedin’ treated better, because, fuck, she’s a goddess and you treated her like shit.” Gasps and enraptured silence falls over the room, everyone absorbs as much gossip fodder they can as my sarcasm slips and anger flares. “Then there’s your daughter, from more cheating, I might add, and probably the only thing you’ve created of any worth. Gets it all from her mother, I imagine. Another stunning creature you ignored. I’d think you were gay if you weren’t fucking that slut—”

“Well, I never—”

“Oh, shush, I’m not done,” I continue after he rudely interrupts with his pathetic outrage. “This is the last time you will ever intentionally see any of us. I am taking my spectacular, loving, caring, incredible girls, and we’re going to have a fantastic life together. Right after, I fuck all three of them on the way home. Toodles!”

I can’t grin any wider as I turn, swinging a giggle Vi and a gob-smacked Gabby around. Eden laughs loudly, following along as we cut through the stunned crowd.

“Oh, my god,” Eden gasps as we bound out into the evening air.

“Well, I feel better,” I say, turning to her. She doesn’t look as mad as I imagined.

Violet is in hysterics. Gabs clings to me, unsure if we’ve just fucked up her future. “I hoped you’d do it, but I wasn’t sure,” Eden says, wrapping her arms around my neck and kissing me deeply on the lips.

“Wait, you’re not mad,” the sexy little Latina says, finally finding her voice.

Eden titters. “Darling. That man got what he wanted. An apology. We never agreed to not humiliate him in the process. He swore no one but you to silence about your parentage.”

I sigh. “Fuck, that felt good.”

“Oh, fuck, Jay!” Violet says, gasping after her laughing fit. “I thought she was gonna faint, or the vein in his forehead was gonna pop!”

“S-So we’re okay?”

I pull gabby tightly against my side. “Of course we are, love. We filled our part of the bargain. It wasn’t what the asshole was expecting, but life rarely is.”

“Oh... thank god, papi.”

“I, for one, need a holiday after all this,” Eden coos, as we all march arm in arm towards the sports car. “I got the Villa in the settlement. Fancy a week in a tropical paradise?”

“You read my mind, love. But first I have a promise to keep,” I say, pinning her against the car, pushing my hard cock against her belly.

“W-what’s that?” she gasps.

I give her my best smile. “That I would fuck all three of you by the time we get home, and Edie, you know I keep my promises.”

“Ohhh,” she gasps, as I kiss her hard, hiking up her dress, tearing aside her panties.
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EPILOGUE


Weeks later, I stare out at the clean blue ocean shimmering to the horizon. The warm sun beams down, casting a long shadow from my empty glass as I lay sprawled on my lounger by the pool. Violet and Gabby frolic, splashing about, and Eden lay in the lounger next to me, snoozing under her umbrella.

“He’s watching us again,” Violet giggles.

“Oh, then we’d better give papi something to watch,” my sexy Latina coos, swimming over to Vi. Their hair floats around them as they embrace and kiss, drifting closer to the edge, giving me a show.

“I’ve warned you about that,” I groan, feeling that familiar tingle in my groin. “You know what will happen.”

Eden titters from under her massive hat. Her swimsuit clings to every curve, still damp from her earlier dip. “They know,” she whisper in a sing-song voice, eyes still closed and exhausted from our morning in the pool together. She came five times before the other two realized what they were missing out on, but arrived too late, naked, diving into the pool.

Violet breaks the kiss. “You say that like it’s a bad thing.”

I narrow my eyes at them. Keeping them satisfied is a full-time job. Luckily I have the free time now. “Right. Out!”

Far too enthusiastically, they part and splash their way to the edge and climb out. Both their heavy breasts sag, dripping rivulets onto the tiles. Blond and brunette hair clings to their tanned bodies like silky string as they giggle, bounding over to my lounger like a couple of naughty school girls. “Oh, no, papi. We’re we bad?” Gabriella says, licking her lips.

“Yeah, daddy,” Violet asks, copying Gabby. She knows what it does to me, the little minx.

“You want to kiss each other? I can work with that.” I scoop Gabriella up and lay her on the lounger. Her wet, golden skin shimmers in the sun — nipples hard on her swaying mounds.

“Whoa, papi!” she laughs.

“And you,” I say, scooping up a giggling, squirming Violet, placing her on top of Gabs, so they’re facing each other — breasts to breasts.

“Oh, fuck, Jay,” she coos, as I spank her ass, getting her to lower herself. It puts both their pussies together on display, right on top of each other. It’s a little low, but I can work with it.

“You wanted to kiss? To tease me? Go right ahead. Knock yourselves out.” I rub both their slick, swollen pussies, flicking their clit’s in the rapid circular movements I know they like.

“Oh, papi, oh yes!” Gabs cries, and Violet joins her. Quickly, they’re both moaning, and their words are replaced with the sound of gasped kisses.

“You two, honestly. I don’t know what we’re gonna do with them, Edith,” I say, kicking off my swimming shorts, then slicking my cock through both of their folds.

“Oh, Jay, darling, I think you have an idea,” my seductive older woman says, sitting up to watch the show. With a smirk, she pulls aside the damp, stretchy fabric of her suit to expose her pussy, and starts casually rubbing her clit.

“Oh, fuck!” Violet screams as I push inside her.

“You’re right, I do.” I pull out and Gabby screams next as I plunge into her silky depths.

“Oh, fuck, papi, yes!”

They both descend into breathy, kissing moans as I thrust for a bit in each of their pussies, alternating as they make out, rubbing their hands all over each others damp, silky, perfect bodies. The sound of wet slapping flesh and moaning grunts joins the sound of gently lapping waves of our island paradise. The curves of both their asses on display is one of my favorite sights.

I drag out their punishment, just giving each of them enough to keep them mewling and cussing, but switching before they come.

Suddenly Eden cries out — climax number six — shuddering on her lounger, spreading her pussy with her fingers as a dribble of white liquid escapes her entrance. The sight is so bleeding filthy I almost accidentally come. But naughty little teasing kissers don’t get my cum inside them.

Distracted, I fuck Violet too long, and before I realize it, she’s moaning, grasping, and clamping around my cock like a vise.

Fuck. I enjoy the sensation, but pull out before it makes me come. Give myself a minute, enjoying the serene view… and Gabby’s complaints as Violet comes on top of her. Then when I’m ready, I thrust inside my sexy little Latina, until she’s crying out, pinned under Violet, then coming with a cry.

It sends me over the edge, and I pull out and spray both their pussy lips with copious amounts of spunk. Ropes and ropes coat their glistening pink lips as the filthy beauties groan. I stagger back, and let myself fall into the pool, landing, laughing, with a splash, coating everyone. Eden hisses. Gabby and Violet squeal, and before I know it, all three are diving into the pool to clean off.

I’m assaulted by breasts, kisses, and groping hands under cool water, in a tropical paradise with the women I love — all saucy, all needy, all three of them. We still haven’t decided if I’ll marry Gabby, or Vi, or any of them. I figure we’ve got time — fuck dickless’ demands — we’ve got the rest of our lives. Two apartments, a private island, and a small fortune to spend.

Now I just need to decide what to do with myself. Maybe I’ll start back up — well funded this time. As Violet dives under water and pushes her mouth over my cock, and Gabby sucks on my neck, and Eden whispers naughty things in my ear, it makes me wonder.

Maybe I’ll rename the business, Harem Investigations. There’s gotta be more women out there, like Eden, in need of my... services, right?

Violet comes up in a splash, and Gabs takes her place, diving down my body, and sucking my shaft under water. Eden claws at my chest, trying to get my attention.

“Bleedin’ Christ, loves,” I groan, overwhelmed by their affections.

Nah. Who am I kidding? It’s not like I’m ever gonna have the time.

THE END.
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Harem Game Nights

When Clare, Mike’s hot neighbor, invites him to her weekly game night, he didn’t know his life was about to change. Four stunning twenty-something’s, all dressed up, gathering at an older widow’s estate to role play? Who knew? Quickly he’s in over his head, and out of his league. He’s never going to remember all their names — he’s far too distracted for that.

First there’s Clare, his hot blond neighbor — the tiny top and leather skirt are not helping with his infatuation. Tara is Clare’s bestie, and her outfit is more like lingerie. Hayden’s a runner in a tight pair of white jeans, who, despite her earlier shyness, quickly shows her interest in Mike. Sara’s the sheltered and innocent dancer in a tiny silver dress. Finally, there’s Veronica, the seductive widow, wrapped in revealing satin. She’s tonight's game master, and Mike doesn’t even know what that means. He’s given a character sheet that’s practically blank and the role of party healer. Except he has no healing skills.

When Clare and Hayden trigger magical traps that puts the cute blond in purgatory, and poisons the steamy brunette, it’s up to Mike to save them. But the girls have secretly stacked to deck against him, and the only way he can save them is in the best way possible. With his healing nectar sucked directly from his shaft, or erupting into the cradle where new life grows — with Clare bent over the couch, begging to be healed, harder, faster.

Join Mike as he tumbles down the rabbit hole of his new Friday night obsession. How far will they go? Who will need healing next? And will he ever discover what his spells do? Find out in Harem Game Nights, an explicit slice of life Harem adventure.
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Harem Therapy

Nathan feels emotionally numb from a personal tragedy. After months of therapy with the sensual and gorgeous Dr. Samantha Thompson, he’s finally making progress. But today’s session isn’t your average chat about his feelings. Samantha’s edging her skirt higher and higher, asking him provocative questions, pushing him to his limit. She has a special program in mind, one that includes two other gorgeous beauties.

But first she needs to evaluate him, and it’s going to be a bit more intimate than he expected.
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