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      Three of the most beautiful women in the world are bidding thousands of dollars… on me. 

      My name’s Jake.

      Most people know me as the son of a billionaire who refused his inheritance to play video games instead. Don’t judge me – I have my reasons. I’m just not cut out for the job of running a billion-dollar global empire. I just want to be left alone.

      Three gorgeous older women from my past have other plans for me.

      I’m roped into participating in an auction for charity. I thought I would just show my face, but to my surprise, I’m the prize.

      I have to date a famous actress, a gorgeous singer and a woman I know very well. For one night, I am theirs. 

      And they have big plans for me…

      Previously published as Harem Auction Part One and Two. Bundled together now in this one package for your reading pleasure. Enjoy.
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      “The bidding starts at ten thousand dollars. Do I see ten? I see ten. Do I see twenty? I see twenty. Thirty. Forty! Fifty thousand dollars, bid by the blonde woman in the back! Do I see any more? Sixty! Sixty thousand dollars, bid by the lady in front!”

      I can barely believe what is happening. I’m standing on a stage on a luxurious cruise ship as a room full of rich, older women bid thousands and thousands of dollars.

      On me. 

      And they’re not just any old women. Oh no. In the crowd, and furiously bidding on me, are three of the most beautiful women in the world: Isabella Beaumont, Victoria Kensington and Elizabeth Harrington.

      Isabella Beaumont sits elegantly on a plush, velvet armchair. She wears a sleeveless dress that hugs her curvy figure in all the right places, the deep burgundy fabric contrasting beautifully with her pale skin and her blonde hair. Her long legs are crossed, showing off her ankles and her no-doubt ludicrously expensive designer heels. 

      Despite being in her mid-fifties, Isabella exudes an air of timeless beauty and sophistication. She’s a famous actress known across the globe and a close friend of my late father, and I admit I’ve fantasized about her more times than I care to admit. 

      The fact that she’s looking at me right now with a mischievous grin on her face is blowing my mind. 

      On the other side of the room sits Victoria Kensington. A famous singer turned model turned entrepreneur. Victoria is now a successful businesswoman with her own fashion empire, funded in part by my late father’s hedge-fund. She’s wearing a sleek black dress with a daring neckline that makes my heart thud just looking at her, and her dark hair is styled in a simple yet elegant updo. Her emerald green eyes study me, and it takes all my willpower not to faint under her gaze. 

      Also present in the room is Elizabeth Harrington, a prominent philanthropist and socialite. She also briefly dated my father. She’s dressed in a royal blue gown that compliments her fiery red hair, which cascades down her shoulders. With a champagne flute in her hand, she observes me with an expression that makes me feel like a prized stallion up for sale. 

      I’ve known these beautiful women a long time, but I never thought they would look at me like this. My heart pounds in my throat and my hands are clammy.

      Why the hell did I ever agree to this? How did Penelope manage to talk me into this?! 

      Perhaps I should back up for a moment and explain my predicament. My name’s Jake Walker, and I’m just a regular guy.

      Except for the fact my dad was a billionaire. 

      Small caveat. 

      He was one of the most successful investors in the world. Even though he had all the cash in the world, the one thing we didn’t have was a happy family. My mother died when I was a baby, and my father was so busy running his many, many corporations that I barely saw him. 

      I distinctly remember Isabella, Victoria and Elizabeth, though. Women as gorgeous as them are hard to forget. They crossed my father’s path, although I’m not exactly sure in what capacity. My father had the reputation for being a lady’s man. 

      Me? Not so much.  

      I’m nervous and anxious. I don’t do well with attention, and being Linus Walker’s only son means the press are all over you. I avoid the limelight. 

      So much so that when my dad died suddenly of a heart attack, I refused to take over the family business. 

      What do I know about running a global empire? I’m just some twenty-year old kid who watches too much porn. I’m an okay programmer and I can speedrun SNES games pretty well. That about sums up my abilities. 

      Hardly board-room material. 

      Penelope Sinclair disagrees vehemently with that statement, however. Penelope is my childhood friend, and she’s the reason I’m here, on this ship.

      Being auctioned to a bunch of hot MILFs.

      Penelope also comes from money, and we met when we were just kids. We quickly became best friends and we still hang out from time to time; although she doesn’t run from her status like I do. No, she’s a famous influencer and model. 

      I’m not even sure why she’s still friends with me — she’s one of the coolest and sexiest people on the planet. She’s got millions and millions of followers. I should know; I’m one of them.   

      Penelope always insists I would make an excellent CEO; and I always shrug and tell her to stop sniffing glue. She then punches my arm, and I then hope she changes the subject. 

      This summer, Penelope demanded that I stepped out of my man-cave and joined her for a vacation. She said it was time for me to stop hiding from the world and for me to become a man. She sent me a picture of her in a tight bikini as well, and I forgot about my anxiety for a moment and said yes. 

      I had to see more of that.

      When I got here, on this huge cruise ship, she sprung her trap on me. There was an auction. For charity. The ‘famous’ Jake Walker would make an excellent prize, and so she signed me up. 

      Despite my complaints. 

      She practically shoved me on stage and here I am; under bright lights, being watched like a hawk by a room full of gorgeous, older women dressed in elegant gowns. They sip on their champagne and laugh amongst themselves. They whisper to each other in hushed tones as they eye me like candy. 

      Among them Isabella, Victoria and Elizabeth. It seems a big coincidence that all three of them are here at the same time… but I don’t think Penelope would plan something like this. 

      The bidding continues.

       The tension in the room grows by the second. The numbers climb higher and higher. I’m unsure what I’m exactly being auctioned off for, but the thought of being at the mercy of these women sends a shiver down my spine…

      And a rush of blood towards my cock. 

      “Eighty thousand dollars!” Victoria calls out, her eyes locked on mine, her voice steady and confident. 

      “Eighty-five,” Elizabeth counters, not even looking at Victoria as she raises her paddle. 

      I hold my breath, and just as the auctioneer is about to close the bidding, Isabella raises her hand. 

      “One hundred thousand dollars,” she declares coolly, her voice dripping with authority.

      A collective gasp sweeps through the room. The auctioneer looks stunned, but quickly regains his composure. “One hundred thousand dollars, going once, going twice… Sold! To Isabella Beaumont!”

      The room erupts into applause as Isabella gracefully stands up and makes her way towards the stage. My heart races as she approaches, a victorious smile on her gorgeous lips. 

      “Hi there, Jake. Long time no see. You’ve certainly grown into a fine young man.”

      “Hello, Miss Beaumont.”

      “Don’t call me that, it makes me feel so old! Please, call me Isa.” 

      She takes my arm, and leans in close to whisper something in my ear. “Don’t worry about a thing, darling. You’re safe in my hands… relatively speaking.”

      The combination of her seductive voice, her intoxicating scent and the touch of her soft skin against mine makes my heart race and my palms sweat. 

      As we walk off the stage I can feel the eyes of the other women following us, their gazes filled with envy. Especially Victoria and Elizabeth don’t look pleased. Isabella guides me through the lavish ballroom with a confident strut. This woman is used to getting what she wants. 

      We step out onto a balcony overlooking the moonlit ocean. We are now away from all the noise of the auction, and all I hear are the waves gently crashing against the ship’s hull. Isabella releases my arms and leans against the railing, and she gazes out across the vast expanse of water. 

      For a moment we just stand there in silence, the tension palpable. I can’t help but steal glances at her, taking in her beauty and grace. She’s only gotten more beautiful with the years. 

      She was always the guest of honor at my father’s birthday parties. The minuscule dresses she used to wear gave young me plenty to fantasize about… but I was always too nervous to talk to her. 

      Now she just paid a hundred thousand dollars for my company. 

      “So what’s the deal, Jake?” She asks as her eyes lock onto mine with an intensity that makes my heart skip a beat. “What’s this I hear about you not taking over Walker Industries?”

      I look away, out towards the open sea. 

      “I wouldn’t know what to do.”

      “Nonsense. You’re a bright young man. Your father was always so proud of you — you know that, right?”

      I find my gaze returning to Isa. 

      “He… never said as much.”

      “Oh, baby. I’m sorry. Come here.”

      She pulls me into a tight hug, pressing her full bosom against my chest. I stand there, somewhat awkwardly. 

      “That’s not how you hug a woman, Jake. Come on. Put some effort into it,” Isa says. She grabs my hand and places them firmly on her lower back. The tips of my fingers graze her ass, and my pulse quickens. 

      “Don’t worry about grabbing my ass; that’s what it’s for, sweetie. Let’s try that again, shall we?”

      She hugs me tightly, squeezing my midriff as she presses her breasts fully against me. I squeeze her this time, firmly, one hand sliding down low and feeling the slope of her round ass as the other one rests on her back. 

      “Mmmhm. That’s better. Much better.”

      Isa rests her head on my shoulder. I feel her warm breath tickle my neck, and nature takes its course. And by that, I mean my cock grows as hard as a rock, and presses firmly against Isa.

      The suit I’m wearing is not really built to keep a cock like mine in check. 

      “Oh my. Hello,” Isa giggles. “Don’t worry, it’s perfectly natural,” she continues. She slides one hand down my front and pats my bulge. “It seems you’re gifted physically as well as mentally, Jake. I’m sure you make a lot of women happy, don’t you?”

      “Not really.”

      “No? No girlfriends?”

      “No.”

      “Why is that?”

      I shrug. “I… don’t know what to… do?” I stammer again, feeling silly and childish. 

      Isabella Beaumont is class personified. There is no woman who looks better in a gown than her. As a movie star she literally defined what beauty meant for decades. 

      And I just feel like a bumbling idiot in her presence. 

      “Oh, honey,” Isabella says. “So Penelope was right.”

      “Penelope?” I ask. “What did she say?”

      “That you could use some help,” Isa answers with a voice as smooth as silk. “And I’m here to help, sugar.”

      “What’s there to help?”

      Isa tuts and shakes her head. “You have no idea how charming, handsome and intelligent you are, do you?”

      I look up, surprised. “I’m sorry?”

      “I get that taking over your father’s business is a challenge, but challenges are meant to be faced head-on, sweetie. I had to fight for my success; and I still do, in fact! You know what they want to cast me as, nowadays? A mother! Or worse, a grandmother. A grandmother? Me! With this figure?”

      Isabella Beaumont does a twirl in front of me, showing off her many assets. The fabric of her burgundy dress strains against the weight of her full breasts.  

      “You look stunning,” I say.

      Isa smiles broadly. “Thank you, Jake. I’m happy to hear that.”

      I grab hold of the ship’s railing to give my hands something to fidget with. “So what happens now? I’m not really sure what the auction was for…”

      “That’s up to you, sweetie,” Isabella says. “You are free to call it a night, or we could, say, dance… have you ever danced with a woman, Jake?”

      “No.”

      “Then dance it is! I have to freshen up. See you in the ballroom? Don’t make me wait, Jake.”

      She flashes me one last, teasing smile before turning away. She sways her hip with every step, and my cock thuds in my pants. What the hell is going on? Did my best friend plan all of this?

      “Oh my god, Jake! That went so well!”

      My eyes are torn away from Isa’s plump ass to my best friend Penelope who hugs me out of nowhere. 

      “You raised one hundred thousand dollars for charity! I’m so proud of you!”

      “Well, I didn’t have to do much,” I say as I scratch the back of my head. “You planned all of this, didn’t you?”

      “What do you mean?” Penelope said, feigning ignorance. 

      “Quit jerking my chain. Isa told me.”

      Penelope rolls her eyes. “Never trust an actress to keep her trap shut. Yes, I may have planned a thing or two for you… it's in your own best interest, Jake.”

      “What do you mean? I don’t like people playing games with me, Pen.”

      Her eyes narrow. “You need to get out of your shell more, Jake. You should be leading a global corporation, instead you’re at home, playing video games. I’ve seen your Twitch stream. Yes, I know your handle. We’re best friends, dummy. I know aardvark420 is you.”

      “Damn it,” I mutter under my breath. “Still. You have no right to play games with me.”

      Penelope takes a deep breath. “You’re right, Jake. You’re absolutely right. But every time I try to tell you you’re a strong and capable man, you make some lame joke and change the topic. If I flat-out told you Isa, Vicky and Eliza want to see you, would you have come?”

      Damn. She’s got me there. “Probably not,” I admit.

      “Exactly. You would still be at home, playing video games. Isn’t this much better?”

      Penelope stretches harms wide and gestures at the majestic sea that’s all around us. 

      “Maybe,” I say. I glance over Penelope’s shoulder at the ballroom, where Isabella Beaumont is waiting for me. 

      I have literally no idea how to dance. 

      Penelope drops her voice down to a whisper. “I know you think the world of Isa, Vicky and Eliza, but you have to remember they’re just people like you and me. Rich, beautiful, powerful people, sure, but they’re human. Everyone is. So just be yourself, Jake. They all see something in you. Something I’ve also seen from day one, but you’re too stubborn to realize.”

      “What do you mean?” I ask. 

      “Don’t worry about it.” Penelope stands up straight, her pale cheeks flushed. “I’m sure you’ll figure it out. Tell Isa she has to save some for me, yeah? Now go get ‘em.”

      Penelope gives me a thumbs up, whirls around and leaves me standing befuddled on the balcony. I feel like she was saying something important, but I’m too confused by this whirlwind of all these new experiences to figure it out.

      I take a deep breath of the fresh sea air, run my hand through my hair, and head back inside. The sound of music and laughter grows louder as I approach, and I force my nerves to calm themselves. I’ve never been good with crowds but it seems this vacation is one of many firsts. 

      I spot Isabella instantly. She’s chatting with Victoria and Elizabeth. She catches my gaze and waves me over. 

      I strut towards the three gorgeous women, feeling like I’m entering the den of three sexy dragons.

      “Hello,” I say. 

      Before I know what’s happening Victoria grabs my shoulders and plants three kisses on my cheeks, while pressing her bosom against my chest ever so slightly. She smells like cinnamon. 

      “So good to see you, Jake. You’ve grown! I’ll be sure to bid more tomorrow!”

      “Tomorrow?”

      “Yes, of course. The auction is a three-day affair. You knew that, right? You’re up for bid every night, sweetie.”

      “Oh, uh, yeah, I knew that. Of course I knew that.”

      Victoria pulls back, and I see Isabella has a look of jealousy on her face. “We’ll see about that,” she says. “Perhaps I will outbid you again.”

      “Really? And here I thought you preferred variety,” Victoria says. 

      If Isabella’s eyes could shoot daggers, Victoria would be bleeding from every orifice right now. Isa reaches out and grabs my hand, pulling me away from the other two women. Elizabeth tries to grab my hand, but Isabella leads me away instead. 

      “Good to see you again!” I wave at Victoria and Elizabeth as I’m shepherded away. 

      “Jealous bitch,” Isa hisses. 

      “Did I miss something?” I say. 

      “Oh Jake. You’re so innocent. Victoria just called me a slut. And that’s rich, coming from her, because I believe she… no. I won’t stoop to her level.” Isabella closes her eyes and takes a deep breath. “I don’t want to waste any energy on her. I just want to focus on you. Come, dance with me, darling.”

      “Okay, but I can’t say I’m very good at it,” I admit. We step out onto the dance floor and I tentatively place my hand on Isa’s back. 

      “It’s not about skill, Jake. It’s about passion.”

      She grabs my hand and lowers it a whole bunch, so much so that the tips of my fingers graze the curves of her round ass. Isa wraps her arms around my frame and her body presses against mine. 

      Isabella nuzzles my neck as we sway our bodies to the rhythm. My cock is instantly as hard as a rock, and there’s no way she doesn’t feel it pressing against her, but she does not recoil. If anything, the mature bombshell presses her body closer against mine. 

      “What have you been up to all these years, Jake?”

      “I don’t know where to start.”

      “Just start somewhere, darling.”

      “I, uhm, stream myself playing video games. Wearing a mask so I’m anonymous of course. Mostly old games. I try to beat them as fast as possible. It’s called speedrunning.”

      Isa nods thoughtfully. “And people watch this?”

      “Oh yeah. Thousands. They donate a bunch as well. I haven’t even touched my inheritance.”

      “This doesn’t surprise me. You are a charmer, Jake.”

      “I am?”

      Isa giggles. “Yes, you are. But you shouldn’t let your father’s legacy go to waste, Jake. You should use the money and not let it sit.”

      I look up. “Now you sound just like Penelope.”

      “She only wants the best for you, Jake. Just like me.”

      Isabella stops a passing waiter and grabs us two flutes of champagne. We clink our glasses together, down the drink, and continue dancing.

      “Tell me, Jake. Do you think I’m beautiful? Do I still have it?”

      “Oh hell yeah,” I blurt out.

      Isa smiles and bites her bottom lip. “My, that was enthusiastic.” 

      “Of course! You’re one of the most gorgeous women on the entire planet. Come on, you must realize this.”

      Isabella shrugs. “I’m not as young as I once was, darling.”

      “You’ll always be Cleopatra to me.”

      A wide smile spreads across her face. “Really now?”

      My cheeks burn bright red. I can feel the heat spread to my ears. Cleopatra was Isabella Beaumont’s break-out role in the 80’s erotic-horror flick Queen of the Nile. I must have re-watched that film a hundred times, and not because of all the gore. 

      No, because thirty-six minutes into the movie Cleopatra walks out of a pool completely stark naked, and the camera lingers on her curvy, nude body for a long, long time. I think I remember every inch of Isabella’s exposed flesh. Those perky tits are etched into my mind. That singular moment was my sexual awakening. I must have jerked off to that scene more than any other, and now I’m holding the actual Isabella Beaumont in my arms, while my hard cock presses against my trousers and she flutters her lashes at me.

      “I’m afraid I don’t look that good walking out of a pool anymore though,” she says. 

      “I’d still like to see that,” I hear myself say to my own surprise. That flute of champagne really hit me hard.

      Isa’s eyes grow wide and her lips curl into a smile. “Jake! I didn’t know you had it in you.” She fake-slaps my chest. “Am I not too old for you?”

      “Not at all,” I say with a cheesy grin. 

      “Perhaps you’ll get a show later,” she whispers into my ear. “I bought you for the night, remember? You are mine to do with as I please…”

      Isa presses her body a bit closer against mine on the dance floor, and my hard cock is pressed quite firmly against her. I suck in a breath. 

      “Men are often… threatened by me, Jake, if you can imagine that. Tell me… are you different from most men? Because I think you are. You have grown up with all these… expectations. Your father was strict, but only because he cared for you, Jake. I understand that, in your anger and your grief, you turned away from what is rightfully yours, but sweetie… the time has come to take what is yours… you can have it all, if you just find the strength in yourself…”

      We are lost in the dancing crowd, just one couple of hundreds, no one paying us any mind. Even though there’s a live band playing and music and laughter all around us, it feels like we’re in our own little world at this moment. 

      Isa is asking me to take what is mine. All her words, as well-intended as they are, open old wounds. My father was rarely around. If he cared so deeply for me, he had a strange way of showing it. Everything was always about performance, about progress, about success. 

      I turned away from all of that as soon as I could, but perhaps Isa’s right. Perhaps it is time to take what is rightfully mine.

      Her alluring scent surrounds me whole, and every time I stare into her gorgeous, azure-blue eyes I feel myself throb with need and desire.

      Fuck it. 

      I’ve fantasized about this moment all my life. Now I have Isabella Beaumont in my arms… I’m not going to let this moment slip by. 

      My hand slides even further down the back of Isa’s dress and I grab a handful of her round ass.

      She did tell me her ass was made for grabbing. 

      “You mean like this?” I say. 

      Isa’s eyes widen with surprise, but she doesn’t move away from my grip. Her lips part ever so slightly as her tongue darts out. 

      “Penelope will kill me for this, but that little minx will get her turn.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Oh, Jake. Shut up and kiss me, you fool.”

      Now those instructions I can follow.  

      I lean down and I kiss Isabella Beaumont.

      She parts her thick lips and my tongue enters her mouth, and for a moment time seems to stand still as the gorgeous mature woman and I swap tongues. She nibbles on my bottom lip as her tantalizing scent fills my nostrils, and when I finally pull back her pale cheeks are flushed and her chest rises up and down with every heavy breath. 

      “Oh my,” she says. “I haven’t been kissed like that, since… well, we do not have to stress how much older I am than you. Come with me, Jake. I owe you a nightcap.” 

      She grabs my hand and leads me towards the VIP section of the ship. As we make our way through the crowd, I see several people staring at us.

      There’s Victoria Kensington, looking jealous. 

      Elizabeth Beaumont, smiling and waving. 

      And finally, before we turn the final corner, I catch Penelope’s eye. To my surprise my best friend gives me a thumbs-up and then blows me a kiss. She looks genuinely excited to see me leave with Isa. Before I have a moment to think about what that means, Isabella tugs me around the corner and the famous bombshell takes up all of my attention. 

      Isabelle Beaumont leads me towards her suite. The ship is absolutely massive, and I quickly lose track of where we are. I don’t even know what deck we’re on!

      Isabella finally stops at a large door and enters a code on the keypad. It unlocks with a loud clunk.

      “Please,” she says as she gestures towards the door. “After you.”

      Her room is absolutely gorgeous. I drink in the sight of the expensive chandelier, the lavish furniture and the breath-taking view of the ocean.

      “The real view is over here, Jake.”

      I turn around just in time to see Isabella’s dress drop to the floor.

      The famous actress stands before me in all her naked glory. My eyes grow as wide as saucers as I stare at her. She has the most gorgeous body I’ve ever seen in my life. Isa’s not young anymore, but her hourglass figure is a sight to behold.

      Her breasts are round and full with perky nipples. A patch of blonde hair covers her pussy. Her legs are long and toned. She looks like a goddess. 

      A sex goddess. 

      Standing before me in all her naked splendor. 

      “Come here,” Isa says, her voice husky. “You’re making me wait, Jake.”

      Isa turns around and saunters over to her bed, her round ass swaying with every step. I stand rooted to the ground, completely dumbfounded by the beauty before me. My hard cock throbs inside my pants. 

      Isabella turns around and looks at me. “Jake, please. Take off your clothes. Don’t be shy.”

      I do as she tells me. I pull my shirt over my head and throw it on the ground. Isa eyes my body as she bites her bottom lip. My pants fall to the ground, and I’m left with only my boxers on. 

      “Look at me, Jake,” Isa says with a breathy voice. “Take a good long look at my body.”

      I approach the bed where Isabella sprawls herself out for me. I take a deep breath as my gaze travels slowly over her buxom naked figure, committing every inch of her soft flesh to memory. 

      I reach down to adjust my throbbing hard-on, but Isa beats me to it. She reaches out and strokes the bulge in my boxers. 

      “Now it’s my turn to see you,” she says. Isa licks her lips as she pulls my boxers down slowly. My hard cock springs out, and she gasps. 

      “Oh my,” she breathes as one hand squeezes her own breast as the other circles my erection. “You’re so big, Jake.”

      She squeezes the base of my cock and I grunt. A drop of pearlescent fluid forms on the head of my cock. Isa sits up and holds out her tongue, pulling me closer.

      I edge towards her until her beautiful full lips engulf my cock. I have to grab the headboard of the bed to stop my knees from buckling as the hot MILF sucks the big, purple head of my cock into her waiting mouth. 

      Her fingers dig into the skin of my ass as she takes me down her throat as far as it can go. She pulls back, a strand of saliva connecting my cock to her lips. Isa smiles up at me. 

      “I needed that.”

      The wicked smile on her lips makes my cock throb. 

      “Come kiss me, Jake.”

      Isabella Beaumont pulls me down on top of her. Her large breasts press against my chest, her hard nipples digging into my skin as I kiss the beautiful movie-star. Her hands move to the back of my neck as our tongues dance. My hard-on presses against her stomach. 

      “I want you,” Isa pants. “Please fuck me.”

      “Not yet,” I say as I find my voice again. “First I want to taste you.”

      I kiss my way down her neck and nuzzle her soft, perfect breasts. Her perky nipples jut upright, and I can’t resist suckling them into my mouth.

      “Oh Jake!” She moans. “Suck on my tits, baby. Yes, just like that! Oh, I’ve wanted this for so long!”

      I gently bite her nipple, and she bucks her hips off the bed in response. The woman writhes in pleasure beneath me. I run my tongue over the tip of her nipple and she gasps for air. I move to the other nipple and give it the same treatment. 

      “Oh, fuck, Jake! You’re driving me mad!”

      She runs her fingers through my hair, grabbing it and pulling my face closer to her chest. 

      Once I’m satisfied with her tits, I move further down, kissing my way down her belly. I take my time kissing her inner thighs, and Isa bucks her hips impatiently.

      “Please,” she begs.

      The famous actress’s wet pussy is mere inches from my face. A tuft of blonde hair sits on top of the most gorgeous slit I’ve ever seen in my life. 

      “What do you need?” I ask. 

      “I need your tongue between my legs,” Isa pants. “I need your mouth on my clit. I need to feel your tongue on my wet pussy. Please, Jake.”

      “Spread your legs for me, then,” I say. 

      Isabella obeys me instantly, and my entire body brims with power. 

      She lifts her legs, pulling them up, exposing her cunt and her asshole to me like an obedient slut. 

      I lean in and breathe in her intoxicating scent. I nuzzle her inner thighs and then I run my tongue over her smooth, dripping wet slit.

      It’s the best fucking thing I’ve ever tasted.

      “Oh yes Jake!” She moans. 

      I hungrily push my tongue between her folds and into her warm slit. She tastes divine, her flavor filling my tongue. I run my tongue along her inner walls and Isa squirms, gasping for air as I make my way up to her swollen clit. I wrap my lips around the sensitive nub, sucking on it while swirling my tongue around.

      “Oh fuck! Yes! Just like that!”

      I suck on her clit, bobbing my head as I bring her closer to the edge. Her hips buck and her back arches, and she grabs my head with both hands. 

      “I’m so close! I’m so close! Please don’t stop! Keep going! Keep going! Don’t stop! Fuck!”

      Isa’s back arches off the bed as she bucks her hips right into my mouth. She moans loudly as she comes hard, and I keep sucking on her clit to prolong her orgasm. She writhes in pleasure, her legs shaking as she comes hard. 

      I continue to lick her slit until she pushes me away, still trembling with pleasure. She looks down at me, her blue eyes wild with lust.

      “You’re fucking amazing at that,” she says between heavy breaths. “Now let me do something for you.”

      Isabella pulls me back up and the two of us kiss, our tongues swirling as our lips lock. She nibbles on my bottom lip.

      “You’re mine, Jake” she purrs. “You’re all mine, finally, and I want you to fill me with your big fat cock.”

      “Yes,” I gasp. 

      In one swift motion Isa rolls me onto my back and straddles me. She places her hands on my chest and rides my hard cock back and forth along the length of my shaft. She moans softly as her wet pussy slides up and down my shaft. 

      “Tell me how much you want me,” she commands me. “Tell me how much you’ve always wanted me.”

      “I've wanted you since I can remember.”

      “More,” she commands.

      “I wanted to fuck you since forever,” I growl. “I’ve always wanted to make you cum on my big, fat cock. I wanted to cover you with my cum, over and over again. I’ve always dreamed of fucking all your holes until you’re dripping with my cum and you scream from pleasure!”

      “Mmhm. Yes, baby. You’re finally getting what you’ve always wanted.”

      Isa lifts her hips up. She positions herself so that my cock is pointed right at her entrance, and then she lowers herself down.

      “Oh my fucking God,” she moans as the length of my cock slides into her. She stops for a moment, her whole body shaking, and then she places her hands on my chest and starts riding me. 

      “That’s it,” I encourage her as my hands slide across her beautiful body. “Ride my cock, Isa.”

      “Fuck yes, I will! I’m gonna ride your young cock, Jake! Use me like your slut!”

      Fuck, that’s hot. She rides me faster, her tight pussy squeezing my hard cock. Her eyes are half-closed as she rides me, her luscious tits bouncing with each stroke.

      “That’s so fucking good,” I moan as pleasure builds inside of me. 

      “I’m gonna fuck you ‘till you can’t stand, Jake. I’m gonna fuck you like a slut,” Isa pants. 

      She’s really into being called a slut. I can work with that. I’ve always wanted a slut.

       Isabella leans down, kissing me as she fucks mer. Her tongue darts into my mouth and her big tits press against my chest as her round ass smacks against my hips with each stroke. She’s relentless, riding me faster and faster.

      “Are you my fuck toy?” I ask as I grab a fistful of her hair.

      Hey eyes flutter. “Yes,” she hisses. “Yes, Jake. Use me. Use my body!”

      Her pussy starts to squeeze my cock. Her pace increases, her moans growing louder and wilder. I can tell she’s close to her limit, and I reach down to grab her ass hard as I thrust my cock up into her tight cunt. 

      “Cum inside me!” She moans. “Cum for me, Jake! Yes! Yes!”

      Her pussy squeezes my cock. Her ass clenches in my hand. Isabella Beaumont throws her head back as she rides out the strongest orgasm I have ever seen, and it pushes me over the edge.

      “Fuck!” I moan as I cum hard. 

      My cum blasts inside of her, filling her warm cunt with my seed. Isa keeps fucking me, her pace slowing down, and the two of us moan as our orgasms finally subside. 

      We fall into each other’s arms. I lie on the bed and Isa lies on my chest. Her warm body against mine feels amazing, and I run my fingers through her hair, playing with her soft locks. 

      I feel something wet against my stomach. I look down and see Isa wiping away a tear.

      “Hey, what’s wrong?” I ask. “Did I hurt you?”

      “No, no,” she sniffles. “It’s not that, it’s… it’s been a while. A very long while since I felt something as amazing as this.”

      “Did I do something wrong?”

      “No, not at all. I’m just so… happy.”

      “Really?”

      “Yes,” she sniffles again, and she smiles up at me. “And exhausted.”

      “Me too,” I chuckle. “That was amazing.”

      “It was, wasn’t it? We make a good pair.”

      “Hell yeah we do,” I say as I reach down to squeeze her ass. Isa wiggles her butt for me and laughs along with me. 

      Isa sits up and wipes away her tears. “Sorry about that, I didn’t know what came over me. Would you like to stay the night?”

      That’s a no-brainer. “Hell yeah.”

      “Good,” Isa says, a smile spreading across her pretty face. “Now that’s settled, let’s get cleaned up.”

      I follow Isabella into the bathroom and we hop into the luxurious shower. She presses her naked body against mine, and I wrap my arms around her as the warm water runs down our bodies. The two of us kiss under the warm spray of the water, our tongues intertwining. 

      First she lathers up my body from head-to-toe, taking extra time fondling my hard cock before it’s my turn. I cover every inch of her with soap and kisses. She’s got a body that you just have to worship.

      Finally, we dry each other off and return to the bedroom. Isa slides into bed and pulls me close. We snuggle and kiss and just enjoy the closeness. 

      I awake the next morning with a goddess in my arms, and my hard cock nestled between the cheeks of her round ass. 

      There are worse ways to wake up, I suppose.

      “Good morning, Jake,” Isabella says as she pushes her ass back at me. 

      “Morning,” I groan. 

      “How did you sleep?”

      “Amazing.”

      “Good. Ready for another round?”

      I grab her big, round ass and squeeze it. Isabella moans. 

      “Mhm, yes. That's the stuff.”

      “You like it when I take control,” I say. 

      Now as the morning light filters into the large bedroom, things are suddenly as clear as day to me. In order to get what I want in life, I need to take control. 

      I can’t stay hidden in my bedroom, jerking off.

      If I want to start my day off by filling this gorgeous, mature woman with my seed… I just have to do it.

      “Mhm, yes, baby. I love it,” she coos. 

      I squeeze her ass again. 

      “Out there, you’re Isabella Beaumont. Movie star. In here with me, you’re just Isa… my own personal cumdump.”

      Isa takes in a sharp breath of air. 

      “Yes,” she says softly. “Yes, that’s what I want. That’s what I need, baby. That’s what I’ve always needed.”

      “Good. Then be a good little slut for me and get on all fours.”

      The famous movie star gets on all fours for me, and looks back at me with big eyes. I reach out and rub the soft cheeks of her ass as I take in this divine view. 

      “Jake, please,” she begs. “Fuck me like you mean it.”

      “Is that what you want?” I ask as my fingers move across her folds. She’s already dripping wet. 

      “Yes,” she trembles. “It’s what I need.”

      “Spread your ass for me then, slut.”

      She reaches back and obediently spreads her holes for me. I rub my thumb across her puckered asshole, and Isa groans softly. 

      “All your holes are mine,” I say. “I’m going to fuck you in every one of them.”

      “Yes,” Isabella groans. “Yes, Jake. I’m yours. I’m your slut.”

       I smack her ass. 

      Isa moans and arches her back, pushing her ass out towards me. “Do it again,” she pants.

      I smack her ass, harder this time. 

      “Harder!”

      I slap her ass so hard it leaves a red mark. 

      “Fuck yes!” Isabella hisses as she wiggles her ass. “Punish me, baby! Make me yours!”

      I can’t take it anymore. I move into position and slide the tip of my cock into her wet slit. She’s dripping, and the big head of my cock slides right in. Isa pushes back at me right away, forcing every inch of my cock into her tight fuck-hole with a loud groan of pleasure. 

      I reach forward and grab a fistful of her blonde hair. 

      “What are you?” I growl. 

      “I’m your slut, Jake!” Isabella shouts as my cock pistons into her wet cunt. “I’m your little slut, and I love it!”

      I spank her ass as I fuck her until her pale ass is red with my handprints. “You’re mine. All mine. You’re going to cum on my cock and then I’m going to pump you full of my cum, and then you’re going to walk of here like a fucking goddess — while dripping with my cum!”

      I pick up the pace, pounding her harder and harder.

      “Oh fuck! Fuck yes, Jake! Yes!”

      “That’s it, you little slut,” I growl as I fuck her. “Cum on my cock! Show me how much of a whore you are!”

      Isabella grabs the covers and buries her face in the pillows. 

      “Yes! I’m your slut, I’m your whore! I want everyone to see what a slut you made me!” Isa moans lewdly. “I want them to see you fill my pussy! Ah! Ah! AH! Jake!”

      Isabella’s entire body shakes as she cums hard, moaning my name. Her tight pussy squeezes my cock as I keep on fucking her while she shudders with pleasure.

      I grab her full hips and fuck her hard, driving my cock deep into her warm and wet cunt. Isa gasps for air as I pound her with all my strength, and when I finally do explode balls deep inside of her I roar in ecstasy. 

      I fill her up with my cum, my balls draining themselves completely. My seed drips out of her as I pull out. Isa collapses on the bed as I lay down next to her, nuzzling her soft skin and gently running any fingers through her hair. 

      “That was so fucking good,” she purrs. 

      “I agree. You’re amazing, Isa.”

      “You’re an absolute animal in bed, Jake. I love it.”

      “You’re not so bad yourself,” I chuckle as I kiss her shoulder. 

      “I wish we could stay like this all day.”

      “Then why don’t we?”

      “Ugh. If only it were so simple, Jake. I have people to meet. Agents. Producers. Directors.”

      “Here? But you’re on vacation!”

      “I’m afraid I’m not,” Isa says as she rolls over to her side and runs her fingers across my chest. “Work never stops, baby. But I’m glad you spent the night.”

      “I can do it again?” I offer. 

      Isa smiles ruefully. 

      “Did you forget? There’s another auction tonight, and I’ll go broke keeping you to myself. I’m certain Victoria or Elizabeth want their turn… if not Penelope.”

      “Penelope?” I say, scrunching my nose. “We’re just friends.”

      “Like you keep saying,” Isa says with a crooked smile. 

      “You’re not… jealous?” I hear myself asking. “If these other women bid on me, and…”

      “Oh, baby. No. I mean, would I like to keep you locked in my chambers and ride your cock until both of us collapse from sheer exhaustion for the next month or so? Yes, very much so, Jake. But  I know how the world works, Jake. Men like you are not meant to be tied down. I’m just happy we got to enjoy this night together… and hopefully, many more in the future, if you’re willing.”

      I nod. “Oh yeah. Definitely. I’ll never forget this night.”

      “Good,” Isa says with a big smile as she kisses me. “Then let’s shower and make ourselves presentable.”
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      The sun is high in the sky and the ocean is calm. The wind is warm and salty as I stand next to my childhood friend while both of us breathe in the fresh air and take in the beautiful scenery. 

      “This is nice,” Penelope says. 

      “Yeah, it is,” I reply as I look at the stunning blue waters.

      “So, what happened?” Penelope asks bluntly as she turns to me. “Are you going to tell me or do I have to twist your arm?”

      “What?” 

      She rolls her eyes. “Come on, Jake. You know what I mean. Did you have sex with Isabella Beaumont? I know how long you’ve fantasized about her. I remember the poster you had in your room.”

      “You remember that?” I ask, my cheeks suddenly flushed.

      “Oh yeah. That body is hard to forget. So, tell me. Did the real thing live up to your expectations?”

      I bite my bottom lip. “Are you sure you want to know?”

      Penelope pokes my side. “Jake, come on! You can tell me everything!”

      “Okay, okay,” I laugh. “Yes, we did fuck. A lot.”

      Penelope’s eyes go wide. “How many times?!”

      “I’m not telling you that,” I chuckle. 

      “Come on, tell me! You can’t tease me like that!” Penelope grabs my arm.  “I bet she’s a screamer? Am I right?”

      “Yes, you are,” I say.

      “Ha! I knew it! Well, how was it?!”

      “Amazing,” I admit. 

      “How amazing?”

      Penelope’s cheeks are flushed, and her breathing seems a bit heavy. If I didn’t know any better, I would say she’s turned on.

      “I mean… it was mind-blowing.”

      Penelope nods. “That’s what I thought. I saw the two of you getting breakfast this morning, and she looked like you kept her up all night. I’m proud of you.”

      “You are?”

      “Yeah! I know she was your dream-woman. Plus, I told you. You need to get out of your shell and open your mind, because you don’t seem to realize just how special you are.”

      “What do you mean?” I ask. 

      “You’re hot,” Penelope laughs. “But you’re also smart, and kind, and sweet, and funny, and just… the whole package. I’ve seen the way girls look at you. Not just me, but everyone: Victoria Kensington, Elizabeth Harrington, Isabella Beaumont. But you seem to be blind to it. You could be so much more, Jake. I hope you see that now.”

      I’m not quite sure how to respond to that. “Uhm. Thank you?”

      “You’re welcome, Penelope says as she wraps her hands around my arm. “Now come on, I want to hang out with you a bit before I lose you to another horny bitch at the auction. Do you want to go bowling?”
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      The auctioneer, a portly man with a voice as rich as ages whiskey, calls my name. 

      The mere mention of ‘Jake Walker’ sends a ripple of anticipation through the room. 

      I step onto the stage under the blaze of bright light, my mind filled with a mixture of confidence and apprehension. 

      Last night was wild. I started it as an anxious young man, and I ended it by making Isabella Beaumont, the famous movie actress, the woman I had fantasized about for so long, my own personal whore. 

      I pulled her hair, slapped her ass, and filled her pussy with my seed as she begged for it. 

      Now Victoria Kensington and Elizabeth Harrington eye me with the same intense hunger and desire. A lump forms in my throat. Last night was amazing, but… can I truly work that same magic again?

      “The bidding starts at ten thousand!” 

      The auctioneer’s voice echoes through the shall, snapping me out of my thoughts, Instantly paddles go up, and a flurry of numbers and voices fill the air. 

      Victoria raises her paddle. “Twenty thousand!”

      Elizabeth responds instantly. “Fifty!”

      Every bid increases the tension in the room. Their gazes never waver from me, their expressions almost predatory. 

      When the dust settles, it’s Victoria Kensington whose dashing green eyes fill with triumph. 

      The hammer falls. “Sold to Miss Kensington for one hundred and twenty thousand dollars!” 

      The room erupts with applause. I stand there, still dazed by the numbers thrown around as Victoria makes her way to the stage, her black dress hugging her body perfectly. 

      Her gaze meets mine, and her emerald eyes are filled with excitement. “Congratulations, Jake,” she says with that voice I’ve known all my life from her many, many hits being played all over the world. “You’re mine for the evening.”

      “I’m looking forward to it, Victoria.”

      She takes my arm and leads me away from the stage. I can feel Elizabeth Harrington shooting daggers at Victoria as we pass her. Isabella is also in the crowd, and she blows me a kiss. 

      A quick stroll later and I find myself in a small, private concert hall on the ship. Victoria has somehow managed for a band to play for just us two. There’s a plush loveseat waiting for us, and Victoria practically shoves me in there. 

      “I thought we could use some time away from the crowd,” she purrs as she slides into my arms and nuzzles my neck. “Mhm, you smell good, Jake. It’s been too long.”

      The band plays a slow, soulful melody. Victoria’s gorgeous face is bathed in the soft stage light as she closes her eyes and just listens. She looks less like a world-famous celebrity and more like a woman simply enjoying some good music. 

      “Let’s dance,” she says suddenly as she stands up and takes my hand. 

      I get up and let her lead me in a slow dance. The rest of the world fades around us as it’s just two, just me and this gorgeous, beautiful woman, just dancing. 

      As we sway to the music, Victoria leans in, her breath warm against my ear. 

      “I’ve missed you, Jake. Where have you been this last couple of years?”

      “Finding myself,” I say. 

      “And what did you find?”

      That I can jerk off up to four times a day if I put my mind to it!

      “Not much,” I admit.

      “Then you haven’t looked hard enough. The Jake I’ve always known is a resourceful young man. You’re different from other men. Other men are absolutely terrified of me. They see the fame and the success and they run. Or they try to compensate with bravado, which is even more. You’re not running, Jake.  Nor are you pretending to be someone you’re not. You’re just you. Keep it that way. I like it.”

      “Is that a compliment from Victoria Kensington? Am I dreaming?”

      She laughs. “You know I’m not the cold shrewd the media makes me out to be. And call me Vicky, please.”

      “That’s what my dad used to call you,” I say. 

      She nods. “True. Do you miss him?”

      “I don’t know how to answer that without sounding like a jerk.”

      “It’s okay, Jake. Family is complicated. I won’t make you feel bad for feeling your feelings. I knew Linus well; I knew he was a tough, hard man.”

      “How well did you know my father?” I ask. “I know he funded your fashion business, but I was never sure how close you and him were.”

      Vicky smiles mischievously. “Are you asking me if I fucked your dad, Jake?”

      For a moment, I’m too stunned to answer. “I suppose I am.”

      She giggles. “Linus and I were friends… nothing more. He respected my hustle, I respected his grit. We never shared a bed.”

      “Okay,” I say.

      Vicky leans in close and nuzzles me right below my ear. 

      “But if you want me to pretend I’m Linus’s girlfriend while you fuck me, I can do that for you.”

      Blood rushes to my cock so quickly I feel faint for a moment. If Vicky wasn’t holding me, I’m not sure I would still be standing. 

      She giggles and kisses my neck. “Though you should really be with Elizabeth if that’s your kink… she dated Linus, after all…” 

      Holy hell. My entire body tingles. 

      “I’m sorry, baby… am I making you uncomfortable?”

      “No,” I stammer. 

      All the bravado I gained by making Isa cum has left my body. In the hands of this sexy seductress I am still trembling. I ball my fists and try to gather myself. 

      “I’ll make it up to you.”

      Vicky snaps her fingers and the band leaves the small, private concert hall immediately. They put down their instruments and let themselves out. We’re all alone now. 

      Victoria walks over to their gear and rummages around for a moment. Seconds later her hit album from the late 90’s starts playing softly over the speakers. 

      “Do you recognize this?” She asks me, leaning against one of the speakers. Fuck me, she’s beautiful. She’s even more gorgeous now than when she first arrived on the scene, in my opinion. 

      She was sexy then, but she’s stunning now.

      “Of course I do. This is When Lovers Collide. Your first solo album.”

      “Excellent, Jake. This was your favorite album growing up, wasn’t it?”

      My cheeks are suddenly red hot. “Maybe.”

      Vicky giggles. “You can be honest with me, Jake. You’ll get no judgment from me — I wrote the damn thing! But I distinctly remember walking past your room and hearing you play this record… over and over and over again…”

      I swallow the lump in my throat. Fuck. She’s got me there.

      “I might have been… mildly obsessed with you,” I admit. 

      Victoria’s eyes twinkle. “Good. You know, I don’t make a habit of making my fan’s dreams come true, but I’m going to make an exception for you, Jake.”

      Victoria struts towards me and gyrates her body to the smooth, soulful music. She runs her hands up and down her dress, accentuating all of her curves, and my cock throbs in my pants. While not breaking eye contact for a moment she pulls the front of her dress down and I see a flash of her gorgeous, perfect bosom. My mouth instantly waters. 

      I’ve listened to this song a million times. Never could I have imagined that Victoria Kensington herself would be shaking her ass for me in person while listening to it. 

      She shakes her short, black hair wildly as she moves to the rhythm, rolling her hips while looking at me over her shoulders. I have the perfect view of her luscious, heart shaped ass, and I am forced to adjust my hard cock. 

      Vicky backs herself up until she’s mere inches away from me. 

      “Mind if I sit, Jake?” She asks me as she leans back and parks her round, perfect ass right on my crotch. “Oh, you’re happy to see me, aren’t you?” She whispers as she grinds herself on my lap. 

      I reach out and grab her soft hips and guide her body up and down, all the while stifling a moan. 

      “Is this what you wanted, baby?”

      “Yes,” I groan, biting my lip. “Yes, this is what I wanted.”

      “Good.”

      Vicky steps up and lifts her dress up — slowly. She takes her time, knowing how to work an audience. Her long, perfect legs come into view, and my mouth goes dry. 

      I watch in awe as she pulls her dress over her head, revealing her lingerie. She wears a deep purple black corset with matching bra, panties and sheer stockings. 

      The lingerie makes her look even sexier than I could have ever imagined. 

      She turns back to me and drops her bra to the ground. Her breasts are huge and full. She runs her hands along her body, up her thighs, her hips, over her flat stomach and up to her large breasts. She tweaks her nipples, biting her lip as she rolls them in her fingers. 

      I watch, mesmerized, while one hand squeezes my bulge. 

      “I always knew you wanted me,” she says softly.

      “Yes,” I answer, breathless. 

      Vicky takes a step closer and practically rips my shirt open. She runs her hand down my naked chest, before she unbuckles me and unzips my pants. I watch as her dainty hand slides into my pants and I feel her manicured fingers wrap themselves around my hard cock.

      “So big,” she whispers. She gives me a few quick tugs and I groan. “So hard for me.”

      “All for you, Vicky.”

      She tugs my cock a few more times with a look of pure hunger in her eyes. 

      “I want you too, Jake.”

      She lets go of my cock and climbs on my lap, wrapping her arms around my neck, her soft body pressing against me. 

      We kiss.

      Softy at first, as our lips and tongues meet, but soon both of us are consumed by passion. Her lips are soft and oh so good. 

      My hand travels down her waist and I squeeze her ass with both hands. 

      “Tell me what you want, Jake,” she says. 

      I bite her lip and squeeze her ass. “You. I want you.”

      “What do you want to do with me, big boy?”

      “I want to fuck you,” I growl.

      “Yes,” Vicky whispers. “Yes, fuck me, baby, fuck me.”

      She climbs off my lap and pulls her panties down to the floor. Her perfectly bald cunt is mere inches from my face, and I cannot wait. 

      I lean forward and bury my face between her legs. 

      Vicky moans as she grabs a handful of my hair as my tongue enters her hot, wet sex. Eating Victoria Kensington’s wet pussy is a dream come true. I want to do it for hours on end, but Vicky pushes me back onto the couch after only a minute. 

      “Later, big boy,” she says. “First I need you to fuck me.”

      She straddles my lap. I can’t believe this is happening. Vicky herself is naked and willing on my lap; my hard cock is nestled between the cheeks of her ass as she kisses me hungrily; her tongue entering my mouth; my thumb rubbing her clit. This is happening. 

      Vicky takes control. She grabs both my hands and pins them above my head. While smirking she grinds herself against my cock, dragging her wet folds up and down my length. 

      The next track begins. This is my favorite: Soulmate.

      “Fuck, this is my song,” I groan. 

      Vicky looks at me with those sparkling, beautiful green eyes of hers. “This is our song now, baby. I want you to think about sinking that fat cock of yours into me whenever you hear this song now.”

      She lifts her hips up and positions my cock at her entrance. Her dark hair falls around her face as bites her bottom lip. 

      “Maybe I shouldn’t say this right now, but… I love you, Jake.”

      She eases herself down, slowly taking my hard cock inside of her. Vicky throws her head back and I moan as she takes every inch of me. 

      “You love me?” I groan.

      Vicky nods, her eyes fluttering. “Yes, baby, yes, I love you… I’ve always loved you… oh God, you’re so fucking big… I didn’t want to come on too strong, I wanted to let you find yourself… but I’ve waited so long for you… oh fuck!”

      “I’ve waited for you too,” I groan as my cock spreads her open. I wrap my around her waist and my fingers dig into the skin of her soft, round ass. “I love you, too, baby.”

      Vicky moves her hips and begins to fuck me in earnest. Her body is so beautiful and sexy as she rides me; the soft lightening of the concert hall perfectly illuminates her every curve. Her pussy clenches on my cock. 

      “Tell me what you like, baby,” she whispers in my ear.

      “I like fucking you,” I growl.

      Vicky smiles. “What else?”

      “I like feeling your tight, hot cunt clench my cock.”

      She pulls my face up and kisses me. “More, talk dirty to me, baby.”

      “I like pumping you full of my hot cum,” I say. “I like using your hot pussy like it’s a fleshlight.”

      “Ah fuck, yes baby,” Vicky moans. “Use me, use my body however you like, Jake.”

      I slap her ass hard, the sound echoing all around us. Good acoustics in here. 

      “I’m going to cum in you whenever I want now,” I growl. I grab a fistful of her dark hair. Vicky groans. 

      “Yes,” she pleads.

      “I’m going to pull you into a side-room, bend you over and punish that slutty little cunt of yours whenever I want!”

      “Yes!”

      My cock throbs hard inside of her. I’m going to cum any moment now. 

      Vicky takes my hands and places them on her big, full breasts, letting me massage them. She grinds her clit against me as she rides me, and I squeeze her tits. 

      “I’m gonna cum,” I grunt. 

      “Cum for me, baby! Fill me up. Cum for me. Feel Vicky with your seed, big boy. I want you to cum inside me!”

      I squeeze her tits hard as I explode inside of her. My cum shoots deep into her pussy, my semen filling her to the brim. Vicky keeps riding me as I cum, her orgasm hitting her at the same time. 

      I grab her face and kiss her. She keeps bouncing on my cock as we fuck through our mutual orgasms, her tits bouncing against me. 

      Finally she collapses on top of me. She kisses my chest as she slowly drags her nails down my skin.

      “So good, baby. So good.”

      I kiss the top of her head. “So good,” I agree. “You’re amazing.”

      She looks up at me, her green eyes suddenly filled with vulnerability. “I didn’t make it weird, right?”

      I can’t help but laugh. “What do you mean? I just creampied my dream crush. That’s not weird at all.”

      “I mean the whole… love thing. I didn’t mean to come on too strong.”

      I nuzzle her gently and kiss her cheek. “That just makes me happy, Vicky.”

      She nods, and I grab her cheek and rub it gently.

      “I mean it,” I stress. 

      “Okay. Good,” Vicky says, taking a deep breath. “I don’t want to steal you away from other women, I just want to be part of your life… if that’s okay.”

      “Nothing would make me happier, Vicky.”

      “Nothing? Challenge accepted,” Vicky grins as she rolls off me. My still-hard cock flops out, covered in a mixture of our juices, and Vicky drops down to her knees in front of me. “I want more of you, baby. Is that okay?”

      “Yes, that is okay,” I say. “No complaints here.”

      Vicky giggles. She takes my cock in her hands and leans down, kissing the tip. She sighs blissfully, and then runs her hot tongue along the shaft and down to my big, sensitive balls. 

      She sucks them into her mouth and massages them with her tongue.

      “Oh, fuck,” I moan. “That feels amazing.”

      “I want you to cum for me again, baby,” Vick says. “I want to taste your seed.”

      She takes my cock in her mouth. She licks and sucks me, slowly taking me deeper and deeper down her throat. 

      “I’ve wanted this for so long,” she moans between deep sucks. “Fuck my mouth, baby.”

      She strokes my hard cock as she sucks me, bobbing her head up and down. My cock twitches as I grab a fistful of her hair. 

      “You want me to fuck your mouth?” I growl.

      “Uh huh,” she nods, her green eyes pleading with me. 

      Those green eyes of hers are famous. They’ve been all over billboards. Commercials. They’ve been in movies. They’ve stared at me in Times Square and from the front of magazines. 

      Those those very same sexy green eyes are begging me to fuck her throat and shoot my cum into her mouth. 

      I push her head down on my cock. 

      Vicky moans around my cock as I fuck her throat, chocking her with my big dick. One hand toys with her pussy as I use her mouth.

      “Take my load, slut!” I growl. “I’m going to cum into your fucking mouth! Fuck!”

      I explode inside her mouth. Vicky hungrily swallows my load and licks my shaft clean. She orgasms as my load fills her mouth, trembling on the floor while I cradle her cheek in my hand. 

      Satisfied, she crawls back into my lap and wraps her arms around me. She kisses my cheeks softly. 

      “That was so fucking amazing,” I sigh. “You’re the best cocksucker in the world.”

      “Thank you,” Vicky giggles. “Let’s go up to my suite and do that again. You’re mine all night long, mister. I’m going to get my money’s worth out of you.”
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      Penelope ambushes me during breakfast. 

      “There you are!”

      My best friend flings her arms around my neck and squeezes hard enough for me to nearly choke on a piece of toast.

      “I need coffee first, damn,” I croak.

      “Sorry,” Penelope laughs as she sits down in front of me. “Well, come on, tell me everything!”

      There’s not too many people at the breakfast buffet yet, so our conversation is somewhat private. 

      “What are you talking about?” I ask coyly. 

      Unfortunately, Victoria didn’t have time for a morning round. She had to make an important call with her record label, so she kissed me goodbye and sent me off to breakfast alone. 

      Just thinking of what we did last night makes me throb.

      “You know damn well what I mean! Don’t make me get the security tapes,” Penelope protests.

      “We went to this little venue and Vicky gave me a show,” I say with a grin as I sip my coffee. “That’s all I’ll be telling you.”

      Penelope kicks my shin under the table and in surprise I spray my coffee all over the table. A nearby waiter shakes his head. 

      “Ow!” I groan. “What the fuck, Pen!”

      “That’s what you get for being a dick,” my best friend laughs. She tucks a strand of her hair behind her ear and looks at me defiantly. 

      Fuck me, Penelope’s pretty. Has she always been this pretty?

      Yes, yes she has — but I never noticed it. I always thought of her as a friend, as someone… unreachable. Someone way too smart and beautiful and assertive and successful for someone like me.

      But after these last two nights, after pumping my cum deeply into the wombs of Isabella and Victoria, after making two of the most gorgeous, successful and lusted-after women on the planet into my cumdumps, I’m starting to see the world differently. 

      Perhaps Penelope could be genuinely interested in me. Perhaps she always has been, and I’ve been too thick and nervous and anxious to see it. 

      Food for thought.

      “What are you thinking about?” Penelope asks. 

      “You,” I answer.

      Penelope’s eyes flicker. “What about me, big boy?”

      “You’re nosy.”

      “You’re a hermit,” she fires back.

      “Fair.”

      “So tell me what you did with Vicky before I kick you again.”

      “If you’re so interested, perhaps you just want to watch?” I shoot back. “I think Victoria’s used to being watched by a captivated audience. What do you say?”

      My best friend’s cheeks turn rose as her breath quickens. 

      “Don’t tease me with a good time, Jake,” she whispers. 

      “Oh I’m not teasing. I’m inviting you,” I answer back. “But first there’s the auction tonight.”

      “Ah, yes,” Penelope says quickly. She’s eager to change the subject. “Looking forward to it?”

      I shrug. “I think Elizabeth is going to win.”

      “How do you feel about that?”

      A myriad of emotions run through me. More than any other women on board, I have a history with Elizabeth.

      A deep, close one. 

      “I’m not sure.”

      Penelope reaches out and squeezes my hand. “Don’t forget to have fun, Jake. Love you. Bye!”

      She runs away quickly, leaving me alone, befuddled, and sporting a semi. 

      I need to talk to her, but first… 

      The auction.
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      The moment I have been dreading is finally here. 

      “Sold to Elizabeth Harrington for one-hundred-and-fifty-thousand-dollars!”

      The moment Elizabeth Harrington wins the auction. 

      The last two days have been amazing. I had sex with Isa and Vicky. Two of the most beautiful women in the world, who I have lusted over for years. I can still barely believe it, and every moment of this vacation feels like a dream. 

      But Elizabeth? That is different. 

      She had a brief relationship with Linus Walker. 

      Of course I was already an adult at the time, and they only dated briefly, so there is nothing morally wrong about me going on a date with this woman…

      But it sure does feel wrong.

      Elizabeth has only gotten prettier with the years. She has a luscious head of red hair, the biggest tits I have ever seen on a woman, and an hourglass figure that defies physics. 

      “Hello Jake,” she says in that sultry voice of hers when she walks up to the stage to claim her prize. “You’re finally mine.”

      “Yeah,” I say. 

      “Follow me, stud.”

      I’m relieved to find we’re not headed to her bedroom chambers right away. I need some time to process all of this. If Elizabeth wants me as much as Vicky or Isa did… I’m going to have a freaking heart attack. 

      Thankfully, Elizabeth takes me out for dinner first. 

      We have a private dining room all to ourselves in the ship’s most exclusive restaurant. Even though the food is amazing and the wine is great, all of my focus is drawn to the woman in front of me. 

      Elizabeth Harrington.

      She is beautiful. 

      The waiter serves us the next course. The aroma hits my senses; the tangy hint of lemon, the earthy truffles, the subtle aroma of rosemary. Despite this feast for the senses, my appetite is just not there. 

      Elizabeth notices, of course. Her eyes, sharp and discerning, miss little. 

      “Jake,” she says, her voice soft and caring, like a cool breeze on a sweltering summer day. “You haven’t touched your food. How are you doing? Be honest with me.”

      I want to brush her question off. To give her a canned response. Tell her I’m fine. 

      That’s what I always do when people ask me how I am. 

      To my surprise, I can’t. The weight of all the emotions I’ve been holding back come crashing down on me in an instance, and my throat tightens. 

      Elizabeth reaches across the table, her delicate hand finding me. Her skin is soft, her touch comforting. 

      “Jake,” she whispers. “It’s okay to not be okay.”

      My vision blurs for a moment as I try to control the swell of emotion inside of me. I squeeze her hand and nod. “I know,” I manage.

      Elizabeth smiles gently, her thumb stroking the back of my hand. “It’s okay to grieve, Jake. And it’s also okay to be done grieving as well, if that’s the case. It’s okay to feel whatever it is you’re feeling. You’re human.”

      We sit there for a while, her hand in mine, a quiet understanding building between us. I realize I still haven’t fully processed my father’s absence. 

      This is the thing about Elizabeth. She is stunning, yes, but her true beauty lies within. Her ability to empathize, to comfort, makes her special.  

      Elizabeth finally breaks the silence, her voice gentle but firm. “Jake, why haven’t you taken over your father’s business? You’re more than capable.”

      Her question hangs in the air for a moment. Soft, instrumental music plays in the background.  I find myself tracing the patterns on the white tablecloth with my free hand instead of answering. 

      “I don’t feel ready,” I admire, my gaze lingering on the back of her hand. “I’m… not him.”

      She gives my hand a squeeze. “Jake. You are strong. You are capable. You don’t have to be him. You just have to be you.”

      I look up and meet her eyes; emerald pools filled with warmth. It’s comforting to hear those words from someone so close to me. 

      “Thank you,” I say, offering a small smile.

      “You’re welcome, Jake. And remember, you don’t have to rush this. When you’re ready, you’ll know. Until then, take your time. Grieve. Heal. But don’t forget to live. Speedrunning old video games is a waste of your talents.”

      My mouth hangs open. “You know about that?”

      “I know?” Elizabeth says, tilting her head slightly. Her fiery hair glimmers in the soft lighting of the room. “Who do you think is your top donor, aardvark420?”

      For a moment, I can’t speak.

      Of course.

      “You’re…”

      It’s hard to get the words across my lips, but I have to know.

      “You’re fiery_pig_69?” I ask. 

      Elizabeth smirks. “Oink oink, Jake.”

      My mouth hangs open.

      “As much as I enjoy watching your show, Jake, you’re holding yourself back.”

      I sit back in my chair, releasing her hand to rub the back of my neck. 

      “You’re strong, Jake. More than you give yourself credit for. I’ve seen it, everyone around you has seen it. Isabella does. Victoria does. Penelope sure does. But you need to see it, too. You need to believe in yourself.”

      “But how…?” I ask, my question trailing off. 

      Elizabeth offers me that reassuring smile that makes my body flushed with heat. 

      “By letting yourself be vulnerable, Jake. By acknowledging your fears and your doubts, and then facing them anyway. By accepting that you’re human, and realizing that it’s okay to feel overwhelmed at times. And, most importantly, by giving yourself the chance to try, make mistakes, and to learn from them.”

      Her words resonate deep within me. There is truth to what she’s saying, a raw, undeniable truth. But am I ready to accept it?

      “I.. don’t know if I can, Elizabeth,” I admit, my gaze dropping to the untouched plate in front of me. 

      “Of course you can. I will help you.”

      “How?”

      “That’s my secret,” she smiles. “Are you done with your dinner? This is only the start of our date, young man.”

      “I’m not hungry, sorry.”

      “That’s fine. Just follow me.”

      Elizabeth grabs my hand and leads me away. We take a long walk through the ship as we make small talk. I like being in Elizabeth’s presence. It’s comforting. 

      Dominating Isa and Vicky is hot, and I enjoyed every second of it, but with Elizabeth I can truly just be me. 

      “So how’s Penelope?” Elizabeth asks as we stroll across the deck. The beautiful sea stretches out before us, and the salty air fills my nose. 

      “Great, I think.”

      “You think? You don’t know how your best friend is doing?”

      I scratch the back of my neck. “I guess I haven’t been the best ‘best friend’ in the world,” I say sheepishly. “You’re right, I should really step up my game.”

      “Yes, you should, Jake. Girls like Penelope are rare. You’re mine tonight, but tomorrow I want you to spend time with her. After all, she’s the one who got all of us together.”

      “I suppose she must care about me a lot if she went through all this trouble just for me.”

      “You suppose?” Elizabeth chuckles. “Yes, you suppose correctly, Jake. Ah, look. It’s right this way.”

      The redhead leads me down a corridor, and we end up entering a luxurious spa. 

      This place exudes opulence, with its polished marble floors, plush seating, and ornate decorations. It’s the fanciest place I’ve ever been in my life.

      A gorgeous receptionist, dressed in an elegant uniform, welcomes us both with a warm smile. 

      “Welcome to Tranquil Haven. How may I assist you today?”

      “I have a reservation under Harrington,” Elizabeth answers, just for show. Of course the receptionist knows who she is. Everyone does.

      “Of course. Please take off your shoes and then follow me. Right this way, please.”

      The receptionist guides us both to a secluded room, far away from the world outside. There are two massage tables side-by-side here, illuminated by flickering candlelight. 

      “Please, make yourself comfortable on the massage tables. Your luxurious treatment will begin shortly.”

      The receptionist bows out and Elizabeth turns to me. “So. What do you think, Jake?”

      “This is really nice,” I answer as I fidget with the hem of my shirt.

      Elizabeth smiles coyly. “You’re never been to a spa, have you?”

      “No.”

      “Allow me to help,” Elizabeth says as she crosses the distance between us. Before I can say anything her hands are lifting my shirt up. Her fingers dance across my abs as she throws my shirt into a corner of the room. I suck in a breath. 

      “Hmm. Very nice.”

      She unbuckles my belt a moment later. My eyes grow wide, and Elizabeth laughs. 

      “This is nude massage, Jake. Relax.”

      “Nude?” I ask. “Wait, us or them?”

      Elizabeth bites her bottom lip. “Yes.”

      She drops down to her knees and pulls my pants down to my ankles. When I’ve stepped out of them, she hooks her thumbs into my boxers and yanks them down.

      I’m stunned by this development — but my cock isn’t. It bobs right in front of Elizabeth’s face, who stares at it intently.

      “Nice. Isabella wasn’t joking when she said you were… gifted.”

      Elizabeth stands up, her cheeks slightly flushed as she turns her back to me. 

      “Unzip me, please.”

      I can’t believe this is happening. It feels wrong, but at the same time, it’s the thing I want most. Just half an hour ago we were having dinner and she was comforting me — and now I’m about to unzip Elizabeth’s dress. 

      Her tantalizing scent fills my nostrils as I step closer and help unzip her dress. My hands tremble somewhat. Her dress drops to the floor, and she’s wearing all-black lingerie underneath.

      My cock pulses. 

      “My bra as well, darling.”

      I unclasp her bra, and she lets it drop to the floor. She wiggles her hips. My hard cock accidentally brushes against her ass, and Elizabeth giggles. 

      “And now my panties, Jake.”

      I can barely believe my luck. I suck in a breath as I kneel down behind this amazing, gorgeous woman and slowly peel off her panties. She leans forward, resting her hands on the massage table as she presents her round ass to me. 

      I pull her panties all the way down to her ankles and just bask in the glory of her perfect white cheeks for a moment. 

      “And? What do you think?” Elizabeth asks as she looks at me over her shoulders. “Do I still got it?”

      “You look… amazing,” I say honestly. “You’re the most sexy woman I’ve ever seen, Elizabeth.”

      She reaches back and runs her fingers through my hair. I close my eyes and enjoy the sensation for a moment. She seems to hesitate, as she breathes heavily.

      “They’ll be here any moment… oh, screw it. I know you want this.”

      Suddenly and without warning, Elizabeth smothers her big, round ass right into my face. I’m surprised — and incredibly turned on. I grab both her hips with my hands and squeeze them firmly as my tongue darts out to taste her.

      “That’s it, baby,” Elizabeth gasps. “You’re my strong boy, aren’t you?”

      “Oh god yes,” I moan. My cock throbs painfully as Elizabeth smothers me with her ass. 

      I had no idea… but this is all I ever wanted in life. To have a beautiful, caring and nurturing woman like Elizabeth Harrington shove her perfectly round white cheeks into my face and hold my hair and tell me I’m a good boy. 

      This is heaven. 

      “Oh yes, Jake, Mmhm… oh fuck, they’re here.”

      There’s a polite knock on the door. Elizabeth takes a step to the side and I gasp for air as my cock throbs painfully hard. 

      “Just one moment,” Elizabeth says with a shaky voice.

      She turns around and pulls me up to my feet. My eyes are still filled with stars, and Elizabeth giggles and gives me a quick peck on the lips. Her hard nipples brush against my chest. 

      “Did you like that?”

      “Fuck me,” I groan as my vision returns. My hands want nothing more than to grab Elizabeth, fling her over this table and fuck here right here and now — the masseuses can watch! 

      “That’s what I thought,” Elizabeth giggles. “I told you I was going to take care of you. But first, our massages. Get this bad boy under control.”

      She flicks one finger against my hard throbbing cock. I grab her hand and place it around my shaft. 

      “You can’t tease me like that,” I say. 

      She squeezes my cock. A drop of pre-cum glistens on the big, purple head. Elizabeth licks her lips. 

      “I can’t? I believe I am, Jake.”

      She looks over her shoulder at the door, leans down, and licks the drop right off. My knees tremble. 

      Elizabeth licks her lips and smiles. “Survive this massage and there’ll be more where that came from. Now come — lie down.”

      She pats the bed and begrudgingly, I climb on it. The bed is soft and comfortable, but my cock is so hard it’s painful. Lying on top of it isn’t the most comfortable experience in the world, but I manage. I try to cover myself with a towel as much as possible. 

      “You can come in now,” Elizabeth says after she lies down next to me.

      The door opens and I hear two sets of footsteps patter into the room. The masseuses introduce themselves as Maya and Lily. I close my eyes and try my best to relax. 

      It’s not easy. Moments ago I was worshiping the most beautiful ass in the world. When Linus first introduced me to Elizabeth, when I saw that gorgeous, curvy redhead for the first time… I never could have imagined that someday, I would be licking her hot pussy from behind. 

      Maya works my neck and shoulders expertly, and I can feel the stress dissipate instantly.

      “Oh god,” I hear myself groan as she works a tight knot. I had no idea my shoulders were this wound up

      “Good, huh?” Elizabeth says next to me. 

      “Amazing.” 

      “Thank you sir,” a soft, submissive voice answers. 

      Time seems to stand still as I enjoy this amazing massage. For once, my mind stops racing as the woman’s surprisingly firm touch relaxes me completely. Next to me I can hear Elizabeth’s approving groans. 

      Eventually, the masseuse lifts the towel. 

      “Please turn over, sir.”

      I roll over. My cock isn’t as hard as rock but I’m still sporting a semi, and I’m slightly worried about pitching a huge tent when she lowers the towel on top of me — but there’s little I can do about it. 

      I wait, but to my surprise, she doesn’t lower the towel on top of  me. I open my eyes and for the first time I get a visual of my masseuse, Maya. 

      My cock jolts back to maximum firmness when I see that she is totally and completely naked.

      Maya is a stunningly petite woman with tiny breasts and a completely bald pussy. Mesmerizing, hazel eyes take in the sight of my naked body as a small smile plays on her lips. 

      I look to my side to see Elizabeth smirking at me. Her masseuse — Lily, a tall, athletic woman, equally sexy but built differently, is rubbing and squeezing Elizabeth’s large, firm breasts. 

      “I told you I would take care of you, Jake,” Elizabeth says. “Relax.”

      Maya grabs a bottle of oil and squirts it all over her small chest. Her petite body glistens invitingly as she climbs on top of the table and leans down — rubbing her oily body all over mine. 

      “Oh Jesus,” I groan as her hard nipples move across my aching hard cock. 

      “You can touch me,” Maya says softly as she grabs my hand and places it on her amazingly soft ass. “I am here to serve you, sir.”

      My fingers instantly dig into the petite thing’s flesh. She smiles and her tongue darts out and licks the pre-cum off the top of my cock.

      I groan as she engulfs me in her warm, inviting mouth. She bobs her head up down my length, licking and sucking me with such an intensity that my hips involuntarily rise up off the massage table. 

      “That’s it, my good boy,” Elizabeth hisses with pleasure. “Use that tiny slut’s mouth.”

      I open my eyes and look to the side. Elizabeth’s legs are now up in the air as her masseuse Lily licks her pussy. Elizabeth reaches out for me. I grab her hand. 

      “How do you like your date so far?” Elizabeth moans as she squeezes my hand. “It’s your best one yet, right?”

      That’s an impossible question to answer, because every date has been amazing in its own way, but I must admit…

      Having this lithe, sexy thing deep-throat my cock while Elizabeth spurs her on while she gets her pussy eaten is going to be hard to top. 

      I reach down and grab Maya’s tiny, delicate tits and squeeze them firmly. She giggles and continues stroking me with both hands.

      “You’re so big, sir,” she says. “I need help.”

      “You heard the little slut,” Elizabeth tells the woman with her tongue between the cheeks of her ass. “Go help her!”

      Lily laughs, licks her lips and gets up. 

      What happens next is the most erotic moment of my life:

      Maya is standing to my left, her two hands wrapped around the base of my cock as she jerks me agonizingly slow with her impressively strong grip. 

      Lily is standing to my right, her hands gently kneading both my balls as she tongues the head of my cock.

      Meanwhile, Elizabeth stands next to me. She kisses me deeply, her tongue entering my mouth, as she takes both my hands and guides them towards the dripping wet pussies of my two masseuses. 

      My fingers slide easily into both their cunts as I finger them. 

      “That’s it,” Elizabeth moans into my mouth as she plays with herself. “I love watching these sluts worship you, Jake. You deserve it. You’re a strong leader. You can have everything you want in this world. Power. Money. Pussy. You just have to grab it, baby. These pussies are yours to use. We’re all here to serve you, sweetie.”

      Elizabeth’s voice drips with lust and sincerity. She is really getting off to this. 

      I can’t say I mind. 

      If her kink is watching two gorgeous women blow me… who am I to judge?

      I finger both their tight pussies as Maya and Lily take turns placing kisses all over my cock. Having two women run their tongue up and down your length, coat your balls with their saliva, then kiss their way up your length, following your throbbing, bulging veins and then both taking turns licking and sucking the big, purple head… it’s heaven. 

      “Oh fuck,” I groan. 

      “Not yet,” Elizabeth says sternly. “I want you to cum inside me — and I want these two sluts to eat your cum out of my pussy.”

      “Oh fuck,” I groan again. “Then you better climb on this dick.”

      Lily and Maya both giggle. I pull my fingers out of their dripping wet pussies and wrap both arms around Elizabeth as she climbs on top of me. I squeeze her hips firmly as she positions my cock at her entrance. 

      Maya and Lily both guide her on top of me, and the massage table creaks slightly as I slide into Elizabeth’s tight pussy. 

      “Oh yes,” Elizabeth groans. “Yes yes yes!”

      I watch her gasp and her eyes flutter as I spread her open and fill her completely. Maya and Lilly lick and kiss Elizabeth everywhere they can reach — pressing their oily breasts against her, sucking her nipples and kissing her neck. All three of us are focused on pleasuring this sexy, gorgeous woman. 

      I am so turned on that I can’t hold back . 

      My body tenses up and I pound her big ass as hard as I can. Maya’s tongue is between my legs, worshiping my balls as they slap against Elizabeth’s ass. 

      I cum with a deep roar, my fat cock thrust all the way inside of Elizabeth as I fill her to the brim with my seed. 

      Elizabeth orgasms on the spot, her entire body trembling with pleasure as I creampie her. She sighs happily as she comes down from her sexual high, her entire body glowing. 

      Lily and Maya continue to worship both our bodies, nibbling on her neck as my cock twitches and spurts out the last of my cum. 

      Elizabeth finally opens her eyes and looks at me with a look of pure contentment. Her gaze is soft and warm and loving. 

      “Thank you,” she says softly. “That was everything I wanted and needed.”

      She leans down and I wrap my arms around her. Lily and Maya continue to rub our bodies down for a minute, before Maya speaks softly. 

      “Now it’s our turn, maybe? Can you fuck us both? Please sir?”

      Elizabeth opens her eyes and giggles. She feels my hardening cock pressing against her, and she wiggles her soft body. 

      “Oh, yes, ladies. He certainly can.”

      Fucking hell. This first date is one for the ages. 

      I take a moment to breathe as Elizabeth slides off me and then helps me get up. 

      Maya and Lily both climb on the massage tables and get on all fours. Both women are perfectly smooth and glistening with oil. Maya has a beautiful, tight ass, and Lilly has an equally sexy pussy just begging to be fucked. Both of their tiny, perky breasts are just ready to be grabbed and squeezed. 

      I don’t waste any time with foreplay. My cock is hard and I’m here to fuck both this sluts. 

      Elizabeth sits on a plush chair on the corner of the room as she plays with herself. 

      “Use them both, sweetie,” she says. “Show me how strong you are.”

      Maya looks over her shoulder at me as she wiggles her ass. 

      “Yes, please, sir. Use my cunt.”

      Fuck. I grab her hips and spread her tight, wet cunt wide with my cock hard and fast. 

      I pound the tiny slut mercilessly. 

      I thrust deep into her, spreading her wide open with my length and thickness, and she screams out in ecstasy as I do so. The squeals she lets out are almost animalistic in their intensity. 

      “Oh my god sir,” she says breathlessly. “Your cock is so big, so hard!” 

      My body is on fire with pleasure. When I decided I’ve punished this tiny thing enough, it’s Lily’s turn. 

      I flip her over, grab her hips, and slam my hard cock into her tight pussy. 

      Lily looks down in shock as my cock spreads her wide open. I grab her ankles and spread them wide as I pound her tiny hole. Her back arches off the table as I take hard, hard and fast. 

      “Oh fuck!” Lily screams out. “Yes, yes, yes!”

      Meanwhile, Maya is now back between Elizabeth’s legs, kissing and worshipping her well-fucked pussy. Elizabeth’s fingers are guiding the masseuse’s head, and a thrill runs through me when I realize she’s feeding the girl my cum. 

      Elizabeth Harrington is one kinky freak. 

      I pound Lily’s pussy as hard as I can. I feel my orgasm build and build and I finally pull out and let my cum spurt all over her body — it reaches from her navel to her face, coating everything in between in thick stands of my pearly white cum. 

      Maya and Elizabeth appear at Lily’s side, and the two of them lean down and eagerly lick my semen right off Lily’s oily, sweaty body, before swapping my cum in a passionate tongue kiss. 

      I rest my back against the other table and catch my breath. Holy shit. 

      “How do you feel?” Elizabeth asks when she looks up at me and licks her lips. “Did you enjoy your date?”

      “Fucking hell. I loved every moment of it.”

      Elizabeth smiles warmly. She reaches out and runs her fingers through my hair. “I’m happy to hear it, Jake. You’re a good boy. You’re going to be just fine — and I’m going to make sure of it.”

      “So we can do this again?” I ask. 

      Elizabeth smiles. “Every day, Jake. Every day for the rest of your life, if that’s what you want — but that’s not up to me. I’m not the only woman in your life. If you step up and take what is yours, you will have to make choices. Not every moment can be spent like this, but… well, some certainly can.”

      Elizabeth’s right. I’ve been hiding from the world. I need to step up and take what is rightfully mine. 

      I have to claim my father’s company. 

      I reach out for Elizabeth’s big ass and pull her close for a hot kiss. 

      “Thank you for everything,” I say.

      “You’re welcome, big boy. Let’s go up to my suite and relax. You have a lot of work ahead of you, but tonight, you just have to relax and let me take care of you. Can you do that for me?”

      “I think I can,” I chuckle as I squeeze her round ass. “Let’s go, babe.”
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      So far, this vacation has been one to remember. I’ve slept with not one, not two, but three of the most gorgeous women on the planet. 

      Isabella Beaumont, the famous actress.

      Victoria Kensington, the singer turned model turned entrepreneur. 

      And Elizabeth Harrington, philanthropist, socialite, caregiver. 

      And it’s all thanks to my best friend: Penelope Sinclair. She’s the reason I’m even on this cruise. She’s the reason I’m not stuck at home, playing video games, letting my fortune and my talents go to waste. I owe everything to her. 

      That’s why I’m waiting for her at the breakfast buffet, nervously downing coffee after coffee as I try to get my anxiety under control. On second thought, I probably shouldn’t be overdosing on caffeine if I’m already an anxious mess…

      “Jack!”

      Penelope flings her arms around my neck and my heart is launched right into my throat as her scent surrounds me. 

      “Pen!” I say. “Sit, please!”

      She sits down across from me, her plate filled with fruits and vegetables. Penelope looks especially gorgeous this morning in a simple white t-shirt and denim shorts. The way the morning light hits her fair cheeks and makes her eyes sparkle is breathtaking.

      “You okay, Jack?” She says as she cocks her head to the side.

      “Yeah, why?”

      “You’re staring at me. Is there something on my shirt?”

      “No, you’re just very, uh, stare-able.”

      “Stare-able?”

      “Yes. It’s a word.”

      “Right,” Penelope giggles. “I’m assuming Elizabeth wore you out so much she broke your brain, then?”

      “That’s a fair conclusion to make,” I say. 

      Last night with Elizabeth changed my life. Literally. And I do not just mean the foursome we had together with two lithe masseuses, although that’s a memory I will cherish forever. No, I mean the conversation we had before that; where she urged me to get out of my shell more. 

      “So. What are you waiting for? Come on, spill the tea.” Penelope says. “What did you two get up to?”

      “Do you really want to know?” I ask. 

      “Yes,” Penelope answers resolutely. “I want to know just how debauched the prim and proper Elizabeth is behind closed doors.”

      “Very,” I grin. “But a conversation like that should take place somewhere else.”

      “Why? Here is fine?”

      I look around. Various pensioners shuffle past our table, clutching their glass of orange juice. Not the most erotic scenery in the world. 

      “Hard disagree,” I say. “What are your plans for tonight? Are you free?”

      “Tonight? Well, I reserved the tennis court but my friend canceled on me, so I’m free.”

      “I can join you for tennis if you like,” I say.

      “You play tennis?” 

      “I could. Theoretically.”

      “Okay, this I got to see. Jack Walker playing tennis. You’re on,” Penelope smiles. 

      “You’re on.” 

      We clink our coffee cups together and Penelope smirks as she downs her drink. Just looking at her makes butterflies flap in my stomach and my knees buckle. 

      I didn’t feel this nervous with any of the three MILFs I slept with. I was nervous then, yes, but it wasn’t as intense as it is now. 

      “See you tonight then,” Penelope says. She walks away, swinging her hips from side to side, and I watch her go.

      Fuck.

      I’ve never played a game of tennis in my life.
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      I spend the day making phone calls to Walker Industries; my father’s billion-dollar company and my birthright. The secretary who picks up the phone seems very surprised to be hearing from me, and I have to go through three different layers of management before someone finally believes it’s really me calling. 

      Jack Walker exists. Yes. I’m not a hermit. I’m not dead. I exist. 

      The interaction doesn’t exactly soothe me. Who is running Walker Industries if I’m not? Is it rudderless? Or is some narcissistic sociopath at the wheel?

      Why don’t I know this?

      I mentally kick myself for letting things get this far, but I can’t change the past now. All I can do is keep going. And right now, in the present moment, I’m wearing shorts and a t-shirt and Penelope is waiting for me at the tennis court. 

      I have some trouble finding it, as this ship is just too damn big, but I get there just in time for our date. It’s on the very top of the ship, with an amazing view of the ocean on all sides. We have the court all to ourselves. 

      “There you are! I was afraid you weren’t going to show!”

      Penelope hops towards me, and when I see what she’s wearing my jaw hits the floor. 

      My best friend is dressed in what is simultaneously the cutest and sexiest outfit known to man: a white skirt and a white top.

      The white skirt skirts her thighs, showing off her long, toned legs. Every flash of skin makes my heart throb. Her sleeveless white top accentuates her curves; her large bosom jiggling with every step as she runs towards me. 

      A sun visor is on her head, finishing off her look. 

      “You ready to get crushed, mister Walker?” Penelope says as she jabs me in the side with her racket. 

      “Prepare to eat… gravel,” I say. “That’s a thing right? Gravel?”

      Penelope laughs. “It is a thing, but this is not a clay court. Still, plus one for an accurate tennis reference. Too bad that’s the only point you’ll score today.”

      “You talk a big talk for someone who is about to get their ass kicked.”

      I know I’m absolutely full of it. This is the first time in my life I’m holding a racket, while Penelope looks like a damn pro in her cute, white outfit. 

      “Oh, really?” Penelope says. “Do you want to make this interesting?”

      “What do you propose?”

      “How about a bet?”

      “On what?”

      “If I win, you tell me… everything,” Penelope says. 

      “Everything?”

      “Everything.”

      My best friend leans in close and looks me directly in the eye. Her big brown eyes twinkle. “And I mean everything,” she whispers. “I want to know every sordid little detail of your liaisons.”

      “How granular are we talking?”

      Penelope’s lips curl up into a smile. “When I say everything, I mean everything. I want to know what you did, where you did it, how it felt, how they tasted, what they said, what you said, and everything in between. Is that granular enough for you?”

      I swallow the lump in my throat. Blood rushes down to my cock, and these shorts don’t have a lot of leeway for hiding erections. Does my best friend really want to hear the details of how I fucked Isa? How she sucked her own juices off my cock right after fucking me? Does she want to know I fucked Vicky while listening to her old records? Or does she want to hear about the foursome I had with Elizabeth and the two masseuses; how they all shared my cum? 

      “What if I win?” I ask, my voice a low growl. “What’s in it for me?”

      “What do you want?” Penelope asks with a grin. “You can ask for anything.”

      Anything?

      I want to bend Penelope over this court, flip that white skirt of hers up and fuck her right here in the open; I want to spread my best friend’s cunt open and drop my load deep inside her fertile cunt; I want to make all three MILFs watch as I fuck Penelope right in front of them. 

      That’s what I want. 

      “How about a massage?” I say. “If I win, you’re my personal masseuse for a day.”

      “I’ll one-up you. If you win, I’ll be your personal assistant for a whole week. I’ll do whatever you want. How does that sound?”Penelope seems slightly flustered as she utters those words.

      “You’ve got a deal.”

      The sun blazes high above us as I take my shaky first steps onto the asphalt court. On the other side stands Penelope, swaying side-to-side. Her grin is devilish, and her racket looks almost like an extension of her hand. 

      I’m going to eat dirt, aren’t I?

      “You know the basics, don’t you?”

      “Uh, remind me.”

      “Aim and follow through,” Penelope says as she playfully tosses the ball into the air — and then serves it into my court with lightning speed. 

      I lunge forward, barely managing to get my racket to the ball. My swing is uncontrolled, my form off, and the ball sails over her head. Out of bounds. 

      “Out!” She shouts, pointing to the line. 

      “Yeah, I saw that.”

      She scores several more points because I’m simply distracted by her beauty. Every time she serves, her skirt rides up, showing off her pale thighs, and her full breast bounce. 

      Come on, focus. If I win, she’lll by my assistant. I’ll have her wearing this outfit all week!

      A couple of minutes go by and, slowly but surely, I begin to get the hang of it. I observe her serve, the arc of her swing, the twist of her wrist, and I begin to mimic it. 

      My first serve lands within the boundaries. Barely. Penelope doesn’t react. A point for me, if only by accident. 

      “Now we’re talking,” Penelope cheers. “You’re a natural!” 

      “You’re going easy on me. You could have reached that.”

      “Me, go easy on Jack Walker? Never!”

      As we continue playing, I begin to understand the rhythm of the game. Serve and return. Push and pull. And, to my surprise, I find I can hit the ball wicked hard. 

      Strength alone isn’t enough — I send the ball out of bounds more times than I can count — but gradually, I begin to adept. And I realize tennis is also a mind game. Anticipation, strategy, deception; it’s all there. 

      The game progresses. We go back and forth; her precision against my power, her experience against my cunning. Both of us rack up points. 

      “Tiebreak,” Penelope shouts.

      She’s breathing hard, her pale cheeks flushed. I’ve been sending her all over the court — partly because when she runs from side-to-side, her skirt swishes up, and I’ve been getting peeks of her pink panties. 

      “What does that mean?” 

      “It means we’re tied,” Penelope laughs. “Duh. Next person to lead by two points wins.”

      I grit my teeth as I grab my racket. I’m so close now — I’m winning this thing. To have my best friend as my personal assistant for a whole week… I’m not letting that chance slip by. 

      I serve the ball with as much power and finesse as I can. Penelope is too slow to react. One point for me. 

      “Match point,” Penelope says. 

      The ball goes back and forth. Both of us are gushing with sweat and determined to win. Penelope hits the ball and it spins like it’s going wide. At the last moment it clips the line — a brilliant slice. I barely get to it, lunging for the ball, my knees scraping the asphalt. I manage to barely get the ball across the next, but I’m down on one knee. 

      Penelope lobs the ball, aiming for the far corner. 

      “Ha!” She shouts victoriously as she hits the ball. 

      She’s underestimated me.

      I rise and sprint, covering the court in the blink of an eye. With a mighty swing I smash it back to her. 

      Penelope’s off-balance as she was already celebrating. She dives, but it’s too late. The ball bounces in her court. 

      I’ve won.

      “Yes!” I scream, raising both hands victoriously. 

      “No!” Penelope cries as she falls to her knees. 

      I strut over to her, feeling like a million bucks. I hold out my hand for her and pull her to her feet. My best friend hugs me tightly, pressing her sweaty, warm body against mine. 

      “You beat me fair and square,” she says. “I suppose I’m your assistant now.”

      “Oh come on. You went easy on me,” I say, my hand resting on her lower back.

      “I’d never do that,” Penelope answers back, fluttering her big lashes at me. “You were better than I thought. You really are a natural, Jack. So, what’s the first order of business?”

      “I suppose we need to shower,” I say. 

      Penelope’s short, brown hair sticks to her face, and her cheeks are red. Sweat trickles down the side of her face. 

      “That’s a good idea,” she says, her voice a breathy whisper. “My suite is nearby. Follow me, master.”
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      Penelope holds my hand as she leads me to her suite. Her top and skirt cling to her body, accentuating her curves even further. 

      “So what are your plans for me?” She asks.

      “I haven’t decided yet,” I answer truthfully. “You said you’ll do anything I ask you to, right?”

      “Anything. I’m here to serve you, master,” Penelope says playfully as she flutters her lashes and squeezes my hand. 

      Blood rushes down to my cock. Anything can mean… a lot of things. 

      “Be careful what you ask for,” I say. 

      “Oh, I’m not.”

      She opens the door for me and ushers me inside, and we both kick our sneakers off at the entrance. Her suite is huge. There’s a full kitchen, a living room, a giant bed, and a couch. There are magazines and clothes strewn everywhere. 

      “Sorry for the mess, I wasn’t expecting you down here,” Penelope says as she heads into the kitchen and grabs a bottle of water. She twists open the cap and takes a big gulp. A bead of sweat trickles down her neck. 

      Damn it, even her neck is sexy. 

      “It’s fine. You should see my place, it’s worse than this,” I say. 

      “Then you should invite me sometime.”

      “Hell no. No one has to see all of my crap,” I laugh. 

      She tosses me a bottle of water.

      “Thanks,” I say as I let the water cool me down.

      “Can’t believe I got my ass kicked by you,” Penelope says.

      “Oh come on. You were going easy on me.”

      “Maybe at first, but not in the end. You read my every move. Now I’ll never get all the juicy details,” she pouts.

      I shrug. “I don’t know, maybe I’ll tell you anyway, seeing as you’re so eager to know.”

      She claps her hands together. “Yes please!”

      “Later,” I say. “First I need a shower.”

      “Yes, good idea.”

      She walks towards me and, to my surprise, Penelope presses her soft body against mine. Her amazing scent is overpowering. Her hands slide up my shirt and press against my stomach.

      “Permission to undress you, master?”

      My best friend and crush calling me ‘master’ is slightly strange, but also turning me on like crazy. When I said we need to shower, I imagined us going to our respective rooms and meeting up for a late dinner after, but… that’s not what my best friend has on her mind. 

      “Permission granted.”

      She lifts my shirt over her head and sucks in a breath. 

      “You look amazing, Jack,” she whispers. 

      Next, her fingers hook into the edge of my shorts. She looks up at me with a pleading look. This is crazy. Is she really going to pull my shorts down?

      I nod. 

      Penelope sinks to her knees in front of me and slowly tugs my shorts down while she bites her bottom lip. They fall down to my feet, and I’m standing in front of my best friend in only my boxers. 

      Penelope presses her head against my thigh, and I reach down and run my fingers through her dark hair as she breathes in my scent. 

      “Is this what the other women did?” She asks softly as she looks up at me, her eyes big. 

      I’ve been dancing around this subject long enough. Time to face the music. 

      “It turns you on to hear about me having sex with other women, doesn’t it?” I ask. 

      Penelope quickly nods. 

      “Say it,” I command. 

      “It… it turns me on immensely to hear how other women… serve you, Jack,” she admits. Her lashes flutter. 

      “Why?”

      My best friend shrugs. “Because… I don’t know. You deserve all the love in the world. I just want you to be happy. You think I’m weird, don’t you?”

      I pull Penelope up to her feet. She looks down, avoiding my gaze. I tilt her chin up and force her to look me in the eye. 

      “Look at me, Pen. Look at me. I don’t think you’re weird. You’re amazing. You’re my best friend in the whole world. I love you.”

      Her eyes grow big. “You do?”

      “I do. And not just as my best friend. If you want, we can be much more than that.”

      “Oh, Jack. I’d love that.”

      I lean forward and kiss my best friend. She opens her mouth and lets me in, and my heart explodes as Penelope and I finally kiss. 

      Holy crap. This is actually happening. 

      I’ve been waiting for this moment my whole life, and now it’s here. Electricity courses through my veins and my heart thumps madly. 

      Her hand slides down my boxers and I moan into her mouth. I gasp as she starts to tug them down. My hands instantly drop under her skirt and start groping her perfectly round and toned ass. 

      My boxers go down to my ankles and Penelope wraps her finger around my hard, throbbing cock. She pulls back from our kiss to look at my manhood with lust in her eyes.

      “So beautiful,” she says. “I’ve waited so long for this, Jack.”

      “It’s all yours now.”

      She runs her fingers down the shaft, causing my hard cock to jerk and pulse with need. Now that she has my cock in her hands, Penelope is going to take her sweet time. 

      “Stand still,” she whispers as she drops to her knees in front of me. 

      I watch breathlessly as she runs her tongue up the side of my cock. I run my fingers through her hair, trying to steady myself as she licks me up and down. She takes me into her mouth and I cry out. She moans with my cock in her mouth, and it sends vibrations throughout my entire body.

      “God, Pen,” I groan as my best friend sucks my cock. 

      She bobs her head up and down my cock. Penelope slurps and sucks, and my knees buckle. She grabs my hips to steady me as she moans again. Her hands massage my balls. 

      She pulls back and smiles at me. “You taste so good,” she says. “Tell me who else slurped on your cock.”

      “Isabella sucked my cock and licked my balls,” I growl. 

      “Like this?” Pen asks as she plants a wet kiss right on my sensitive sack.

      “Yeah, just like that,” I groan. “I told her that to the world she might be Isabella Beaumont the famous actress, but to me, she’s just a fucktoy that I can use when I please.”

      “Oh God,” Penelope pants. I feel her hot breath on my cock. “That’s so hot, Jack. Tell me more.”

      “Vicky sucked my cock too, that little slut,” I continue. “I’ve seen her on billboards throughout the country — now I know what those eyes look when they’re choking on my big cock.”

      “Uh huh,” Pen pants. Her hand is in her panties, playing with her wet pussy. “And Elizabeth?”

      “Elizabeth worshiped my cock like a whore — together with two petite masseuses,” I growl. “That’s right. She hired two masseuses to rub me and then the three of them worshiped my cock.”

      “Oh I wish I could’ve seen that,” Penelope groans. Her face is red and her breathing labored as she plants kisses all over my cock. 

      “You will, soon enough,” I say as my fingers dig into her hair. “You’re going to watch as I fuck all my sluts — and then you’re going to suck my cock clean off their juices. You’re my little obedient slut, aren’t you?”

      Penelope nods wildly, her eyes crazed with lust, her mouth open and drooling. “Yes!” She moans. “Yes, I’m your slut baby, your toy, your whore! Oh fuck, Jack, I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” 

      I grab a fistful of her hair and shove my cock down my best friend’s throat right as she orgasms. Tears stream down her face as I roughly fuck her mouth, my balls slapping against her chin. I hold her down as I blast my load right down her throat. I can feel her cumming on my cock, her entire body trembling, her mouth swallowing my entire load. 

      When I pull back Penelope looks like a totally used slut. Her panties are pulled to the side, exposing her swollen pussy that’s so wet it’s dripping on the floor. Saliva drips down her throat, as tears fall down her cheeks. Her mouth is hanging open and she looks absolutely cock drunk and happy. 

      “Fucking hell Jack,” she groans as her body shudders involuntarily. “You should have done that to me years ago.”

      I get down on my knees so we’re level, and place my hand on her cheek. My thumb brushes against her lips, and she sucks me into her mouth right away.

      “We’ll have to make up for lost time, then,” I say.  “You know, you could have just told me you liked me.”

      “That’s what I’ve been doing all this time,” Penelope chuckles. “You were just too blind.”

      I laugh. “Then maybe be a bit more obvious from now on.”

      Penelope spreads her legs wide, exposing her perfectly bald pussy to me. 

      “Is this obvious enough for you?” She asks. “I want you to fuck me like you fucked those MILFs.”

      I lick my lips. “Yes, that’s suitably obvious.”

      I pull her absolutely soaked panties off, but leave her white skirt on. I bury my face between her legs and inhale her scent. It’s the best damn thing I ever smelled. 

      I lick her wet pussy from top to bottom, savoring the scent, the texture, the way she moans and grabs my hair. I thrust my fingers inside of her. Penelope whimpers and gasps, her hips bucking with need. I circle her clit with my tongue as I finger her.

      “Oh, Jack,” she moans. “You’re so good at this. Oh fuck!”

      “You like that?”

      “Y-Yes!” She gasps. “I’m coming!”

      I move my fingers faster inside of her, and she starts to shake. 

      “Come for me,” I growl. “Come for me, slut!”

      Penelope cries out and her legs squeeze me tightly. Her body’s ravished by a powerful orgasm, her moans turning to gibberish. 

      “Oh god, that was amazing,” she pants. “Please, fuck me, Jack. I need it. Claim me. Claim this pussy.”

      “Get on your hands and knees for me,” I command. 

      With her legs still shaking, Penelope follows my orders and gets on her hands and knees, presenting her pussy and ass to me. I lift her skirt and run my hands over her well-toned ass. 

      Just an hour ago, we were out on the court, just two longtime friends, having a friendly game of tennis. 

      Now she’s on her knees in front of me, obediently spreading her holes, begging to be fucked. 

      I tug my cock. “Spread your cheeks.”

      Penelope reaches back and spreads her ass for me. My cock pulses at the sight of my best friend’s wet pussy and puckered asshole. 

      “Please, Jack,” she moans. “I want to be your slut.”

      I slap her ass with my open palm. She shudders with pleasure.

      “You’re such a kinky slut, Pen,” I say. “You want me to have a harem of hot women I can fuck whenever I want.”

      “Yes,” she pants. “That’s exactly what I want, Jack. That’s what you deserve. I just want to watch.”

      “You can do more than watch,” I say as I grip her waist. I move into position and place the big, purple head of my cock against the entrance to her cunt. “You’re going to get all those pussies nice and wet for me.”

      “Oh, yes!”

      She’s so wet and ready for me that it takes almost no effort for me to thrust my hips forward and push myself inside of her. 

      “You’re going eat Isa’s tight ass as I fuck her pussy.”

      Penelope cries out, her nails scraping across the floor. 

      “You’re gonna eat my load out of Vicky’s cunt.”

      “Oh shit,” she pants. “Oh shit!”

      “You’re going to suck Elizabeth’s tits as I fuck her ass.”

      “Yes!” Pen moans. “Yes!”

      I’ve dreamed of this moment for years, and it’s even better than I imagined. Penelope is the best girlfriend any man could have ever asked for. She’s smart, funny, caring — and she wants to share me with as many other women as possible. 

      This is heaven. 

      I grab a fistful of her hair and start pounding her ass in earnest. She whimpers with every thrust, begging for my seed deep inside of her. 

      “So good!” She screams. “Take me, Jack!”

      I smack her ass hard as I fuck her tight pussy, leaving red handprints all over her. She cries out my name as I thrust inside of her again and again and again. 

      “I’m going to cum,” I groan. “I’m going to mark this pussy as mine.”

      “Cum inside me! I want to feel your cum inside me, Jack!”

      I’m not able to hold back. I thrust my hips forward, hard, and my cock twitches inside of her. I scream out her name as I cum hard, my balls exploding, my potent semen flooding her fertile womb. 

      She’s coming too. I feel her pussy pulsing around my cock, gripping me, draining me of my cum. I keep moving my hips and she pounds her fist on the floor as another orgasm washes over her.

      “I love you,” she says, trembling. “I love you so much, Jack.”

      “I love you too, Pen,” I growl as I fuck her slowly. Her asshole winks at me as her pussy clamps down on my thick cock. “I love you too.”

      When I pull out I leave her pussy gaping wide open. I’ve successfully destroyed her. Semen runs down her thighs, and the look on Pen’s face is one of pure happiness. 

      I lift her up and carry her to her bed. There I strip her naked, wipe her down with a towel, and then I climb into bed with her. She wraps all of her limbs around me and holds me tightly. We spend fifteen minutes like this, just cuddling, when I notice she’s gently weeping. 

      “What’s wrong?” I ask as I brush her tears away.

      “I’ve waited so long for this,” Pen says softly. “I’m just so… relieved.”

      I kiss the top of her head as I hold her. I realize deep in my heart that I’ve been waiting my entire life for this moment as well. Penelope has always been my best friend, but I never made a move on her. 

      I was too afraid to lose our friendship… but instead, I now have gained a partner.

      “Will you be my girlfriend, Pen?” I ask as I hold her soft, naked body.

      Penelope nods furiously. 

      “Yes, Jack!”

      I kiss her softly. She kisses me back hungrily, and she climbs on top of me. The wet lips of her pussy rub against my shaft, and my semi-erect cock grows hard.

      “Again?” I chuckle. 

      Penelope nods as she reaches back and places my cock at her entrance. “Yes,” she moans as she leans back and I fill her completely. “I need this… I need this every day from now on, Jack… as your girlfriend, I need my daily dose of cum… you have to keep your girlfriend fed…”

      My hands roam her naked body. Her large tits are perfect; full and round and with perky nipples that I love teasing and pinching and groping and kissing. 

      “You’ll get one load of day from my cock directly,” I say as I pinch her nipples. “If you want more, you’ll have to suck it out of the cunt of my other sluts.”

      Penelope’s eyes roll to the back of her head. “Nnhn,” she groans, her nails scraping over my chest. “You have no idea how hot that is to me, Jack.”

      “Oh, I think I have an idea,” I chuckle as I flex my cock, causing her to moan. “We’re going to have so much fun, you and I.”

      “Yes, baby,” Pen groans as she fucks herself on my cock. “I want to share you with all my friends!”

      Now that sounds like an excellent idea. Penelope’s a model with millions of followers on social media — her close friends are some of the most gorgeous and most lusted after women on the planet. 

      I wouldn’t mind fucking them — you know, to make my girlfriend happy. 

      “Show me,” I say.

      Penelope reaches for her phone that’s on her bedside table. While my cock is lodged firmly inside of her, she opens one of her apps and starts scrolling. 

      “Her,” she says, showing me a picture of a bombshell Japanese woman in a tiny bikini that can barely contain her luscious breasts and full, round ass. “That’s Sakura. She has the best tits in the world. I want you to glaze them with your cum and lick it all off.”

      “She’ll go for that?”

      “Of course,” Penelope nods as her eyelashes flutter. “You’re Jack Walker, remember? All of my friends think you’re cute, sexy, funny, mysterious, hot — and they’re all eager to blow you, baby. There’s just one rule.”

      “And what’s that?”

      “I get to watch,” Pen moans as she throws her ass back at me.

      I grope her ass as I pound my hips up, fucking my girlfriend hard. “You’ll get to watch alright,” I growl, my other hand squeezing her big tits hard. “You’ll get to watch as I use all your friends like cocksleeves!”

      “Yes,” Penelope pants. “Yes, baby, use them! Use them like sluts! Ah, I’m coming! Ah!”

      My girlfriend cums on my cock, her tight, pulsing pussy milking me. I pull her down for a wet kiss as I unload my load inside of her well-fucked, sloppy and used pussy. 

      She collapses on top of me, panting and heaving, and I hold her sweaty body as we cuddle and kiss. 

      “Are you done fucking yet?” I ask with a laugh. 

      Penelope shakes her head, grinning. “Just getting started,” she says, wheezing slightly. “We have so much time to make up for, remember?”

      “We have all the time in the world, babe,” I say as I kiss the top of her head. “There’s no rush.”
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      The next couple of days are amazing. Penelope and I spend most of them in bed together, making up for lost time. We haven’t even involved other women yet because we’re too busy just fucking each other.  All these years we’ve been wildly attracted to each other, both of us too nervous to make a move, not wanting to lose our friendship… but we haven’t lost a thing. 

      At the end of the week the ship starts to approach shore once again, and I’m hit with a jolt of nervous energy. Penelope notices right away, as she’s curled up on my chest, listening to my heartbeat. 

      “What’s up?” She asks. 

      “Just thinking.”

      “About what?”

      “Work.”

      “Streaming?”

      “No,” I chuckle. “Walker Industries.”

      Penelope looks up at me. “You’re going to take it back?”

      “It’s what you want me to do, right?”

      My girlfriend shakes her head. “I want you to do what makes you happy, baby. I just don’t want you to let this opportunity slip by because of fear. But if you’re happiest playing video games online, then I’ll still be your girl.”

      I nod, squeezing her shoulder. “I want to take it back,” I say decisively. “I want to take the position that’s always been meant for me. You’ve helped me realize this, this vacation. I don’t want to hide from the world — I want to take control of my destiny.”

      Penelope smiles proudly at me. “I’m sensing a but. What’s up?”

      “I made some calls this week. As it turns out, in my absence the board has put a temporary care-taker in charge of my father’s company; someone named Damien Blackwood. And he doesn’t want to let go of his newfound toy.”

      Penelope’s eyes widen. “Blackwood? He’s trouble.”

      “You know him?”

      “His father owns a private military company. They say he made his money in Russia in the chaos after the Soviet Union fell. They’re a very shady family.” 

      I wrinkle my nose. “That’s what I figured. He won’t even answer my calls, and his secretary told me to pound sand, basically. It seems I’ve let some vulture steal my company from under my own nose. I’ve disappointed my father.”

      Penelope grabs my hand and squeezes it. “Don’t say that. I’m certain your dad is proud of you! Also, there’s no way some oligarch brat is going to steal your company. Not on my watch.”

      “But what can we do?” I ask. “I’m not a lawyer.”

      “No, but you do know three very important members of the board intimately,” Penelope giggles.

      “I do?”

      “Yes, dummy.”

      “Who?”

      “Let’s see, what were their names again… Isabella, Victoria and Elizabeth, you dolt!”

      My eyes open wide. “What?” I stammer. “Are you for real?”

      “Yes, of course I’m for real,” Penelope laughs. “You don’t even know who is on the board?”

      I shrug. “Like I said, I haven’t been paying too much attention to Walker Industries these last couple of years.”

      “Yeah, I noticed. Call them. All three of them. Let’s have dinner tonight; here, in my suite. We’ll get this all ironed out.”

      “You’re a lifesaver, Pen.”

      “Anything for you, baby.”

      She rolls over, offering her naked ass to me. 

      “But first: How about you take some of that anger out on me?”

      Now that I can do!

      I pound my girlfriend hard and fast and cum deep inside of her. While she’s regaining her breath, I call all three women and invite them over for dinner. 

      This is going to be one hell of a dinner party.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 10

          

        

      

    

    
      The first to arrive that evening is Isabella. She’s wearing a form-fitting cocktail dress, and she greets me with three kisses. The actress hugs Penelope tightly while smiling. 

      “You two finally hooked up, I take it?” Isa asks. 

      Penelope and I exchange a smirk. “Yes, you can say that,” I answer. 

      “I assumed so, seeing as you two went missing all of a sudden,” Isa says. She grabs herself a glass of wine in the kitchen when the doorbell rings. 

      Victoria Kensington stands at the door, in a short black dress that barely reaches past her hips. 

      “Hello, darling,” she says. 

      Before I can answer Victoria grabs my collar, pulls me close and kisses me hard. Her tongue enters my mouth, and she nips my bottom lip.

      “That’s for not answering my calls,” she says when she pulls back. “No one leaves Victoria waiting. Hello, Penelope.”

      My girlfriend chuckles as Victoria enters her suite. For a second I hold my breath, waiting for a blow up, but the two cordially kiss each other on the cheek.

      The doorbell rings a third and final time. Elizabeth Harrington is at the door, the redhead wearing a red, form-fitting dress that barely contains her large bosom. If it was cut any lower, her nipples would be hanging out. 

      It’s like they’re all trying to out-do each other. 

      “Hello, sweetie,” Elizabeth says as she pulls me into a tight hug, smushing her bosom against me. “I’m so happy for you and Penelope.”

      “Thank you.”

      “You’re welcome, sweetie. Hello, Penelope. Isabella. Victoria.”

      The three mature women nod courteously. While they all seem to have a great amount of love for me and Penelope, the relationship between the three of them seems rather tense. 

      “Let’s have dinner first,” Penelope suggests. “We can talk business later.”

      The four of us sit down for a scrumptious meal that Penelope has delivered to her suite. I sit down with Penelope to my left and Elizabeth to my right. Instantly I have a hand on either thigh — and a foot sliding up my leg. Across from me, Victoria flutters her lashes at me. 

      Lord help me. 

      The dinner is delicious. As we polish off several bottles of wine, all the women loosen up, and they all share their stories about my father. 

      When dessert arrives, Penelope nudges me, and I clear my throat. 

      “Let’s talk business,” I say. “I have come to an important realization, thanks to the efforts of all of you.”

      All four women lower their forks and listen attentively. 

      “I have decided to take control of Walker Industries.”

      Victoria hollers as Isabella claps her hands. Elizabeth hugs me tightly and kisses my cheek. “I’m so happy to hear that!”

      “There’s just one problem,” I say. “The caretaker, Blackwood, doesn’t want to give up his position.”

      Victoria blows a raspberry. “Who gives a fuck what that twit wants?”

      “That’s what I thought as well, but I talked to my lawyers, and they’re concerned.”

      “Then you need new lawyers, darling,” Victoria says. 

      “This sounds like trouble,” Isa chimes in. “I don’t like it.”

      “I agree,” Elizabeth says. 

      Everyone looks at Elizabeth. She’s the most mature person in the group, and the most nurturing one. If anyone knows how to solve this problem, it’s her. 

      “I am very familiar with the Blackwood family. They are vultures and parasites.”

      “Damn it,” I growl under my breath. “I screwed up.”

      “But you can grow from this,” Elizabeth says as she reaches out to squeeze my hand. “I knew your father very well. He wouldn’t structure his company in a way where some vulture could swoop in and take it from you. I will review the papers myself, sweetie. We’re going to take him down.”

      “Yourself?” I ask. “Don’t you need a whole team of lawyers for something like that?”

      Elizabeth’s eyes twinkle. “I’m more than a pretty face, sweetie.”

      “Yes,” Victoria says. “You also have a huge rack.”

      The girls burst out laughing. 

      “Yes, but I also have a law degree,” Elizabeth says. “And I will help you no matter what. So you can relax now, sweetie. I will take care of it.”

      “You heard her,” Victoria says as she opens a new bottle of champagne. “Let’s celebrate!” 

      She pours all of us a glass as Isa, Eliza and Pen chat amongst themselves. 

      “What is there to celebrate?” I ask. 

      “Take your pick,” Victoria answers. “You finally stepping up, or you and Penelope finally hooking up. I thought I was going to turn grey before you two finally fucked. Thank god you didn’t let it come this far.”

      “Did everyone know we liked each other?” 

      “YES!” 

      The girls laugh and my cheeks burn bright red. It seems I was not as astute as I thought I was. Oh well. I squeeze both Penelope’s and Elizabeth’s thighs underneath the table. It doesn’t matter now. 

      Both girls open their legs for me with a smile. I slide my hand up… up… up. My eyes grow wide when I feel Elizabeth is not wearing any panties. 

      My fingers brush against her red bush. 

      “I’m going to take care of everything, sweetie,” she says as she gazes deeply into my eyes. Her hand slides across my bulge. “You can relax.”

      “Yes, relax, baby,” Penelope whispers into my ear as she kisses my neck. Her hand opens my zipper. The room is silent as my girlfriend slides her hand in, wraps her fingers around my hard cock, and pulls it out.

      The girls all groan simultaneously as my cock comes into view. 

      “Finally,” I hear Isabella say. She’s watching us intently, leaning over to get a closer look. “It’s been way too long since I’ve had my share. Penelope’s been hogging him.”

      “I’m first,” Victoria pouts.

      “There’s enough Jack to go around,” Elizabeth says as she runs her fingers across my cheek. “Isn’t that right, sweetie?”

      “Yes,” I say. “Ye—ahh!”

      Penelope leans forward and takes me into her wet, waiting mouth. 

      “That’s it, suck that boy,” Elizabeth says.

      She grabs a fistful of my girlfriend’s hair and pushes her head down, choking my girlfriend on my cock. I hear her sputter and gag, and my cock slides deeper down her throat. 

      This is amazing. I’m sitting at the table, my girlfriend’s head in my lap, as three gorgeous older women watch intently, their eyes burning with jealousy. They all wish they were the ones with my cock in their mouth. 

      Elizabeth turns my chin towards her and kisses me deeply, her tongue rubbing across my bottom lip before her tongue enters my mouth. 

      “What should we do?” Isa asks. “I want to be involved!”

      “Strip,” I command. “Both of you.”

      Isabella and Victoria both finish their glass of champagne and then stand up. Victoria walks over to the actress and glides her hands across her body.

      “I’ve always been jealous of these curves,” Vicky says as her hands glide across Isa’s ass. 

      “Are you kidding me? You’re the one with the voice of an angel.”

      “Yes, but you have the tits of a goddess,” Vicky answers as she squeezes Isa’s tits. 

      “Smother her with your tits, Isa.”

      “Excellent idea,” Elizabeth whispers in my ear. “I love watching you dominate those two, sweetie.”

      Isa looks at me in surprise. Vicky unzips Isa’s dress and pulls it down. It becomes a puddle on the floor. Isabella’s large breasts spring free as the actress stands naked before me. 

      Following my command, Isabella grabs the back of Victoria’s neck and pushes the singer’s face between her breasts. Victoria moans as she’s smushed between the massive set of tits.  

      “Now smother her with your ass,” I say as my cock throbs in my girlfriend’s mouth. 

      These women will do anything I say. The power is intoxicating. 

      Isabella rests one leg on the glass dinner table, offering her ass up to Victoria. “You heard our master,” she says with a sultry voice as her fingers grasp Vicky’s hair. “Eat my ass, bitch.”

      Victoria kneels behind Isabella. Without warning, Isa shoves her ass straight into Victoria’s face. The famous singer’s moans are muffled as she eats her rival’s ass.

      “Oh, that’s it,” Isa moans. “I’ve never had a girl’s tongue in my ass before, but you’re not half bad at it, Vick.”

      As I watch this wicked show, Elizabeth has undressed herself besides me. She guides my hand to her large breasts, and I suckle her nipples into my mouth. She rubs the back of my head as I watch the scene in front of me. 

      Meanwhile, Penelope looks up at me with big eyes as she continues to suck my cock. She runs her tongue across the length of my shaft before taking the head as deep down her throat as it’ll go. She looks like my own personal fucktoy, and it makes my balls swell to see her cheeks bulge with my cock. 

      I cup my girlfriend’s chin and pull her back up. Her cheeks are still flushed from the effort. I wrap my hand around her neck and kiss her deeply, shoving my tongue down her throat.

      “You’re turn,” I say to Elizabeth. 

      She kneels before me and pushes her massive breasts together. The mature women give me a slow titfuck as I make out with my girlfriend. 

      I’m at a loss for words as my cock slides between those huge tits. The sexy redhead bounces her tits up and down, my cock smearing pre-cum all over her. 

      Penelope stares as well, her eyes lit all the way up. 

      “Do you like the show?” I ask.

      My girlfriend nods. “This is amazing,” she whispers. “It’s so hot.”

      I kiss Penelope again. She answers with a hungry kiss, nipping my bottom lip. 

      “Share my cock with her,” I tell Penelope. “Show her how it’s done.”

      Penelope beams at me as she joins Elizabeth on the ground. Both of them kiss the sides of my cock, their tongues meeting at the big purple head. Both of their tongues dancing across the sensitive slit on top feels amazing.

      “Come here, sluts,” I command Isa and Vicky. 

      They waltz over to me, Isa with a confident strut in her step, Vicky looking somewhat dazed. They stand on either side of me, naked, as I grab a big, meaty ass-cheek of both of them. 

      “Kiss,” I say.

      Vicky practically shoves her tongue down Isa’s throat as the two women make-out passionately. I slide my hand between their legs, feeling just how damn wet their cunts are. My fingers enter without resistance. 

      This is the life. Two pussies in my hands and two mouths on my cock. Nothing can beat this. 

      Elizabeth and Penelope look like they’re having the time of their life as they kiss and share my cock. The age difference between them is striking. My balls tighten as I watch the show, but I am not ready to cum yet. 

      Not by a long shot.
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      Time to move this party to the bedroom.

      Isabella, Victoria and Elizabeth all get on their hands and knees on the bed. Naked. Three pairs of pussies glisten in front of me. 

      “Pick me,” Isabella moans, wiggling her mature ass for me.

      “No, it’s me he wants,” Victoria coos. She reaches back and spreads her holes for me. Her asshole looks delicious.

      Elizabeth doesn’t have to plead. She knows exactly how desire-able she is; how her heavy breasts wiggle, how her round ass jiggles.

      Penelope walks around the buffet of pussies, her hand sliding across all three asses. She’s smiling from ear-to-ear. My girlfriend’s nipples are as hard as diamonds and I can see her pussy glistening from over here — she’s as turned on as I am. 

      “Where do you want to start?” My girlfriend asks me. 

      I grab a hold of my cock and stroke myself absent-mindedly. “I’m not sure,” I say. “How about you taste every cunt and tell me which one is the wettest?”

      My girlfriend’s eyes flutter with lust. “Excellent idea.”

      Penelope knees behind Isabella and inhales the famous actress’s aroma. I stand behind her and run my hand through my girlfriend’s hair. 

      “Good girl,” I say. “Eat that pussy for me, babe.”

      I push my girlfriend’s face into Isabella’s ass. Watching my current crush, Penelope, eat the round and juicy ass of my lifelong crush, Isabella Beaumont, is a dream come true. My girlfriend’s tongue travels all the way from Isa’s clit to her puckered asshole and back again. 

      After giving Isa’s pussy a good tongue-lashing, I pull my girlfriend up and kiss her fiercely — sharing the MILFs juices with her. 

      “You’re an excellent pussy-licker,” I say as I smack my girlfriend’s ass. 

      “Thank you,” Penelope pants. “Anything for you.”

      “Vicky’s next. And be sure to eat her ass too, babe.”

      Victoria Kensington waits obediently for my girlfriend’s tongue to enter her asshole. The moment Penelope’s wet tongue finds that forbidden hole, Vicky reaches back and grabs a handful of my girlfriend’s short hair. 

      “That’s it, you little slut,” Vicky sighs blissfully. “Eat my ass.”

      I run my hand across Penelope’s cunt. She’s soaking wet and literally dripping juices down her thighs. 

      My girlfriend pulls her face from Victoria’s asshole and dives face-first into Vicky’s pussy.

      “That’s it!” Victoria screams. “Eat my cunt!” 

      I smack my girlfriend’s ass again and again as she shoves her face into Victoria’s ass, where she licks and sucks like the naughty slut she is. 

      I remember listening to Victoria’s records together with Pen. It was one of the first CD’s I ever bought. Now, she’s licking the global superstar’s pussy… how rapidly things can change. 

      “Now it’s Elizabeth’s turn,” I tell my girlfriend. 

      I’ve rarely seen Penelope this excited. She licks her lips, her hands running across the three asses in front of her, as her other hand toys with her own soaking pussy. 

      “You like my ass, honey?” The redhead asks. 

      Penelope nods. “Oh, I love it, ma’am.” She runs her hand across Elizabeth's backside, giving the ample booty a good squeeze. 

      I smile. “Prove it.”

      Penelope kneels behind the mature redhead and spreads her cheeks wide for my viewing pleasure. She gives Elizabeth’s tight knot a good tongue-lashing. 

      The mature woman howls in ecstasy. My cock is throbbing so hard it almost hurts, as I take in this scene of debauchery. 

      Penelope gets up for air and looks at me with a crazed look of lust and admiration. 

      “I want to watch you fuck her,” she says, reaching out to grab my cock. She guides my hardness to Elizabeth’s entrance, watching the sight in front of her intensely. 

      Next to her, Isa and Vicky utter soft complaints. 

      “You’ll get your turn, I promise,” I say as my girlfriend rubs the head of my cock across the mature redhead’s quivering slit. 

      “Do it,” I tell Penelope. “Guide me in.”

      “Oh fuck,” my girlfriend whispers. “This is so hot.”

      I thrust my hips and my large cock enters Elizabeth, spreading her cunt open. My girlfriend is holding her cheeks apart, her big brown eyes glued to the scene in front of her. I reach down and stroke her hair as I sink my cock deeper into the redhead, inch by inch.

      “You like that?” I ask. 

      My girlfriend nods. Her face glistens with pussy juice. “It’s so hot watching your cunt stretch her cock.”

      I pound the redhead’s from behind as my girlfriend tongues her asshole. It’s an amazing sight; but we can do better than that. 

      “Get underneath her, Penelope,” I growl. “You’re going to worship my balls as I fuck these sluts.”

      Pen’s eyes grow big. “Yes, sir.”

      My girlfriend lays down on the bed and Elizabeth is quick to lie on top of her, smothering my girlfriend’s face with her swollen, thumping pussy. 

      “That’s it, you little slut. Lick my pussy. Oh, fuck! Jack! You’re so big!”

      Now we’re talking. I grip Eliza’s big ass with two hands as I push my cock into her wetness, my balls dragging across my girlfriend’s face in the process. I feel her tongue dart out and worship my balls as I fuck the mature, older woman right above her. 

      I pound Elizabeth until she is cumming and shaking and begging for a breather. She climbs off, her legs wobbling, and Victoria quickly takes her place, lowering her cunt onto my girlfriend’s face. 

      Penelope barely has a moment to breathe before another MILF smothers her with their soaking wet pussy. 

      “Mmm, yes, baby, that’s it. Eat my cunt, darling.”

      I fuck Victoria next. I don’t hold back, and I pound the singer hard, my hands smacking her round ass as I claim her pussy. My girlfriend’s nose presses against my taint as I fuck this bombshell. 

      Isabella is up last. Penelope is breathing heavily, her face smothered with juices, her cheeks red. 

      “Are you okay, sweetie?” Isa asks as her pussy hovers above my girlfriend’s face. 

      Penelope nods and pulls that big white ass down on top of her face, burying her face in there. I can’t help but smile — my girlfriend is as much a kinky freak as I am. I’m not going to disappoint her. 

      I grab a fistful of Isa’s blonde hair and fuck the sexpot from behind as my girlfriend tongues her pussy from below.

      Vicky and Eliza watch the show from either side, toying with themselves as the sounds of rough sex echo off the walls of this cabin. 

      I can feel my orgasm building. 

      I slow down, wanting to savor every second of this moment.

      “Please,” I hear Penelope’s muffled groans. “Please fill this pussy, babe. Please feed me your cream pie. I want to feel your balls pulse in my mouth as you cum in Isabella’s pussy.”

      “Yes,” Elizabeth moans.

      “Do it,” Vicky begs. 

      Fuck. That pushes me over the edge. 

      I grip Isa’s ass tightly with both hands as I pound her hard and fast, my balls slapping against Penelope’s face, her tongue licking me. I see stars as my balls explode and my cum surges through my thick cock and deeply into Isabell’s womb. I coat every inch of her inner walls with my potent seed. It feels like I came several gallons inside of her. 

      When I pull back, the bombshell’s pussy is a gaping, well-fucked mess. My cum drips out into Penelope’s waiting mouth, who licks it all up eagerly.

       My girlfriend truly loves the taste of my cum. 

      I lie down on the bed, completely spent, and I let the four women take care of me. Penelope hugs my side, and I wrap one arm around her, as Vicky cuddles up on my left. Eliza and Isa are both between my legs, cleaning up my cock with their tongues. 

      I glance at my girlfriend. She has a blissful smile on her lips. She just watched me cum inside the most famous actress in the world; and then she licked it up. 

      My love life couldn’t be better. 

      Now it’s time to get my company back.
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      “This is bullshit!”

      Damien Blackwood smashes the boardroom table with his fist. The brat is absolutely furious. His usually slick hair is a tangled mess as he looks at me with rage in his eyes. 

      This is the look of a trust-fund baby who has never been told no his entire life. 

      Now me and my girls are taking my company back — leaving him with jack shit. 

      “Correction: This is Jake’s company,” Elizabeth says coolly. “I must ask you to leave the premises. Now.”

      Elizabeth has dressed up for this occasion. She’s wearing a pristine white blouse and tight dress pants; both show off her curves in a delectable way while still being professional. 

      Penelope is sitting by my side, squeezing my knee under the table. Isabella and Victoria sit at the back of the room. They all came out for this momentous occasion. 

      It turns out that my father gave Victoria, Isabella and Elizabeth a controlling share in his company in case I didn’t immediately step in as his successor. A fact no one realized, as they were all consumed by grief and their own careers; but Elizabeth quickly discovered this when she sat down and went through all the paperwork. 

      Kicking Damien out and taking my company back is as easy as pie.

      “You think you’ve won, Walker? This isn’t over!” Damien snarls. 

      “You’re right. This is only the beginning. Now please. Fuck off.” 

      He lunges for me. I dodge his blow and strike him in the face. Blood drips down his nose.

      “Asshole! You broke my nose! I’m suing you!” 

      “Good luck with that,” Elizabeth says, pointing at the cameras. “If you don’t leave the premises within five seconds we’ll sue you, Blackwood.”

      Damien grumbles one last time before he slinks away with his posse of thugs. The moment he’s gone, Victoria opens a bottle of champagne in celebration. 

      “Do you think he’ll be trouble?” I ask. 

      Penelope shakes her head. “He’ll find a new plaything. His dad will give him some other company to run into the ground. But if he does try something… we’ll squash him.”

      Victoria pushes glasses into our hands. 

      “Let’s celebrate!”

      We toast to our victory.

      I smile as I watch my girls celebrate. My life is perfect. I have everything I need: money, family, power, and four gorgeous women who love me.
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          FIVE YEARS LATER…

        

      

    

    
      The gentle rocking of my yacht soothes me as I stand at the helm. Salt air fills my lungs. The open sea lies before me, a majestic sight — but even such natural beauty pales in comparison to the sight of the four women who mean everything to me. 

      Penelope, Isabella, Victoria and Elizabeth are sunbathing on the deck.

      Fully naked, of course.

      Four sets of large breasts and glistening pussies are sprawled out right in front of me. As majestic as the sea is, nothing is better than this.

      Penelope gets up and saunters towards me, grinning from ear-to-ear. “More wine, darling?”

      “Yes, please.”

      I hold out my glass and my girlfriend tops it off. My hand rests on her ass, squeezing her soft flesh, as she kisses my cheek. A sea breeze teases her hair. 

      My yacht — ‘The Aardvark’ — has become a sanctuary for us. A place where we can escape the judgements and constraints of society. Out here, in international waters, we are free to live and love as we want.  

      If the tabloids ever found what we got up to, they would have a field day. Isabella Beaumont is still a household name across the globe, as is Victoria Kensington. Penelope has millions of followers online and her army still grows everyday; in time she will be more famous than all of us combined. 

      In these past five years we’ve had more orgies than I can count. The world doesn’t need to know what we get up to. Some things are best kept private. 

      Well, ‘private’. Penelope has invited all of her friends to our gatherings at one point or another. There’s hardly a supermodel or insta baddy out there who partied on the Aardvark… but that’s not what today is about. 

      Today is about us. 

      My women. 

      My family. 

      “I love it out here,” I tell Penelope.

      “I can see that,” she giggles as she reaches into my shorts to squeeze my erection. I’m never not-hard with so many gorgeous, naked women around. 

      “That’s not what I meant,” I laugh. “I’m serious.”

      “So am I, sweetie.”

      My father’s global empire is now mine. The skyscrapers, the thousands of employees, the billions of dollars, and all the responsibilities that come with it. Yet, for all my triumphs in the boardroom, nothing compares to the love that I’ve found.

      Penelope kneels in front of me, and pulls my shorts down. She licks her lips as she nuzzles my erection. 

      “Yummy. May I?”

      “Of course,” I say, my fingers running through her hair. 

      My girlfriend obediently takes me into her mouth and lets my cock grow to full hardness as she suckles on me.

      I close my eyes and groan. 

      A warm hand gently squeezes my balls. I open my eyes to see Elizabeth standing next to me, smirking. She presses her large breasts against me as he kneads my sack. 

      “The little slut couldn’t wait, hm?”

      Penelope gazes up at us. A drop of her saliva glistens at the tip of my cock. “Come join me, you old hag,” she asks. 

      Elizabeth laughs, grabs hold of my cock and guides it back into Penelope’s mouth. My girlfriend’s cheek bulges as my dick fills her. She moans as her tongue swirls around my cockhead. 

      “That’s it,” Elizabeth hisses. “You look so good with a cock in your mouth, Penelope.”

      Elizabeth kneels besides my girlfriend. Elizabeth’s breasts are so large compared to Penelope’s, but I love them equally. I reach down and squeeze them both. 

      Isabella walks over, pouting. 

      “I thought we were going to wait until after dinner for the party to start. I want a taste as well!” 

      Isabella kneels on Penelope’s other side. She slides her hand under my girlfriend’s chin and pulls my girlfriend’s mouth off my cock. Isabella pulls Penelope’s lips to her own, kissing her, tasting my cock on her lips. 

      “Mmhm,” Isa says, smacking her lips. “Love it.”

      I gently guide Isabella’s and Elizabeth’s heads to the side of my cock. The head disappears into Penelope’s mouth, as Isa and Eliza kiss my shaft, licking it up and down. 

      Victoria looks on, sitting with her legs wide apart, playing with herself as she enjoys the show. 

      This is my beautiful family. This is my life. 

      My phone buzzes. Business. I let it ring, but Penelope’s eyes light up. 

      “Answer it,” she says. “I love watching you work, baby.”

      Why not? I answer the phone as the three women below eagerly suck me. Their tongues dance around my shaft and their moans fill my ears. 

      It’s my personal assistant. She wants to set up a meeting with some investors. I let her talk as the girls do their best to distract me, by sucking my cock, licking my balls, pressing their tits against me. 

      My voice doesn’t waver as I tell my assistant to go ahead and set up the meeting for sometime next week. 

      This week I’m on vacation. 

      When I hang up, Penelope looks visibly disappointed. 

      “Your voice didn’t even crack,” she whines, her lips pressing against my cock. 

      “You’re going to need to try harder than that to faze me.”

      “Ooh, a challenge,” Elizabeth says. “I like it.”

      The three women attack my cock with gusto. The only sound that comes from my mouth is a moan. I grab their heads and force them down on me, fucking their faces hard as they swallow my cock. I fuck all their mouths in turn until I feel my orgasm building in my balls. 

      My girlfriend has me down her throat as my left hand mauls Isa’s breast, the right one groping Elizabeth. Victoria hugs me from behind, her soft hands squeezing my balls, her hard nipples pressing against my back. 

      I cum with a deep roar, shooting my load down my girlfriend’s throat. She swallows as much as she can, but several ropes of cum go across her face and chest. Isabella and Elizabeth are on her right away, kissing, tasting, sharing my seed. Their hands explore each other’s bodies, and I watch contently as my loves get each other off easily, with my cum still on their lips. 

      And this is only the start of our vacation. 

      Life is good.
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      Thank you for reading my work. If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review.

      Kind regards,

      Bojan Banner.
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      HAREM NEXT DOOR

      Jake’s comfortable life comes crumbling down when his busty professor discovers his shameful secret. The stud stands to lose everything if he can’t keep his urges under control.

      Luckily for him, there are three beautiful women in his life that are willing to do everything it takes to see the man succeed.

      Our hero is about to get the experience of a lifetime...

      

      HAREM MAGIC

      Sam’s comfortable life is turned upside down when he moves into a house with three beautiful women that are ready to make him a man.

      They’re going to change his life in more ways than one. It turns out he has the power to rule the world… but first, he must rule his home.
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